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Praise for David Keenan

‘I sometimes think David Keenan dreams aloud. His prose has the effortless, enigmatic, unsettling quality of dream.’

Edna O’Brien

‘Sit back and marvel at David Keenan’s colossal ambition, at his singularity, at his monumental achievement.’

TLS

‘I wanted to live inside this book.’

Kim Gordon

‘At this stage of his game Keenan can make his books do pretty much anything.’

Irish Times

‘At times it feels a little like reading Yeats.’

Literary Review

‘David Keenan is a blazing, deviant, fearless force and just a total one-off.’

Wendy Erskine

‘A colossus of imagination.’

Lenny Kaye

‘David Keenan is the literary disruptor in chief.’

Spectator

‘Haunting, visionary.’

Guardian

‘A 21st century cult classic.’

Salena Godden

‘Remarkable … demented brilliance.’

i Paper

‘Keenan is a new kind of historian … extraordinary.’

New Statesman

‘This is visionary fiction, occult in intent, brilliant in execution.’

Irish Times

‘David Keenan is one of the few writers I know who had to exist because we could never have invented him … a wizard, a true star.’

Bruce Russell

‘David Keenan’s books are just off-the-charts mind-bogglingly brilliant.’

William Basinski

‘Every book by David Keenan is cause for revelry (at the hands of revelation).’

Daniel Lopatin

‘Read something by David Keenan and then come back with something as good as that – if you can.’

Stephen Pastel

‘One of the most exciting new writers around.’

Daily Mail

‘Buzzing with energy and manic idealism.’

Dazed

‘Keenan’s hot streak continues.’

List

‘As raw, warm, bloody and poignant as it is intellectually engaged.’

Scotsman

‘If you are someone who’s ever loved a small city local legend that got chewed up by the impossible-ness of their existence or evaporated in the mist of their own gorgeousness before they could become part of the bigger world, see (This Is Memorial Device) if at all possible.’

Mary Gaitskill

‘Brilliant.’

Stewart Lee

‘The sound of young Scotland distilled forever.’

Andrew O’Hagan

‘Compelling, funny, furiously particular and often profound.’

Alan Warner

‘Utterly definitive.’

Irvine Welsh

‘Savage and tender and poignant and mad.’

Lisa McInerney

‘Demented brilliance.’

Scotland on Sunday

‘There are some writers whose books disrupt you so profoundly that to encounter them is to survive a life event. David Keenan is one of these beasts. Read him.’

Lara Pawson

‘Don’t tell me Keenan has done it again … another classic.’

Scotsman

‘This Is Memorial Device was my favourite book of the last decade.’

Andy Bell



BOYHOOD

DAVID KEENAN

[image: White Rabbit publisher logo]


Contents

Praise for David Keenan

Title Page

Epigraph

The Hierophantic Rose

The Attempted Rescue

And What Takes Place There at the Centre

Postscript

Quoted Material

Credits

About the Author

Also by David Keenan

Copyright



Split the Lark – and you’ll find the Music –

Bulb after Bulb, in Silver rolled –

Scantily dealt to the Summer Morning

Saved for your Ear when Lutes be old.

Loose the Flood – you shall find it patent –

Gush after Gush, reserved for you –

Scarlet Experiment! Sceptic Thomas!

Now, do you doubt that your Bird was true?

—Emily Dickinson

Here is the tree that never grew

Here is the bird that never flew

Here is the bell that never rang

Here is the fish that never swam

—The Four Legends of St Mungo



The Hierophantic Rose

Deeper, into flutter darkness. There is a tree. In a dark tunnel there is a black tree. A woman with the body of a bird points to the tree, which is silhouetted in the darkness, like crooked bones. There is something on the tree. There is something impaled on the tree. What is the obverse of Christ? The Precious Gift thinks to himself. The backside of Christ is a murdered boy. A bird is the dream of matter into nothing. Who said that? Now the birdwoman has alighted in his mind.

A small boy leaves Firhill Stadium, hand in hand with an older man. It is like The Precious Gift is viewing the scene from above. The man leads the boy, with almost impossible speed, up Firhill Road, before escaping onto the canal. For a split second they disappear under a bridge, then reappear on the other side. At one point they pass in full view of the crowd in the stadium, past a group of young men watching the match for free from the towpath. Later, when questioned, none of them will remember the young boy, and the shadowy older man, passing. There is a final bird.

Now they are high above Garscube Road. On their way home, is how it would appear, to passers-by. On their way home from the game. They pass the Highland Distilleries warehouse on Dawson Road. Beneath the pylons. They cut through the trees across from Speirs Wharf and into some shaded industrial wasteland where stones and debris and traffic cones and piping mark out the shape of Omega. And what takes place there at the centre.
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