The Place of Writing in the Poetry of W. B. Yeatsla
Patrick Kavanagh

Irene Gilsenan Nordin, Dalarna University, Sweden

Abstract

This article addresses the theme of place in thetrpoof W. B. Yeats and Patrick
Kavanagh, focusing on the concept of place as aipdlyand psychological entity. The
article explores place as a creative force in thekvof these two poets, in relation to the
act of writing. Seamus Heaney, in his essay “Thes8@f Place,” talks about the “history
of our sensibilities” that looks to the stable edernof the land for continuity: “We are
dwellers, we are namers, we are lovers, we makeehamd search for our histories”
(Heaney 1980: 148-9). Thus, in a physical sens&epis understood as a site in which
identity is located and defined, but in a metaptgissense, place is also an imaginative
space that maps the landscapes of the mind. Ttiideatompares the different ways in
which Yeats and Kavanagh relate to their place ofing, physically and artistically,
where place is understood as a physical lived spaceé as a liberating site for an
exploration of poetic voice, where the poet crehtewn country of the mind.
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Irrespective of our creed or politics, irrespectofewhat culture or subculture may
have coloured our individual sensibilities, our gimations assent to the stimulus of
the names, our sense of place is enhanced, our séunsirselves as inhabitants not
just of a geographical country but of a countrythed mind is cemented. It is this
feeling, assenting, equable marriage between thligrgphical country and the
country of the mind, whether that country of thenchiakes its tone unconsciously
from a shared oral inherited culture, or from asmously savoured literary culture,
or of both, it is this marriage that constitutes ense of place in its richest possible
manifestation. (Heaney 1980: 132)

In his collection of essaysPreoccupations(1980), Seamus Heaney
echoes Yeats where he states that poetry “is ouh@fquarrel with
ourselves and the quarrel with others is rhetoffitdaney 1980: 34). In
addition to the quarrel with oneself, the poethia act of writing, is also
influenced by the actual physical place of beloggihs Heaney puts it:
“One half of one’s sensibility is in a cast of mitldat comes from
belonging to a place, an ancestry, a history, aul whatever one
wants to call it. But consciousness and quarrelh wie self are the
result of what Lawrence called ‘the voices of myeation™ (Heaney
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1980: 35). According to Heaney, this dialecticabqess is at the centre
of the creative process—the bringing together «f ttvo opposing
forces, on the one hand, the geographical andridatoand, on the other
hand, the psychological and transcendent. He dpsdlis idea of place
and the creative process further in his collecfitne Place of Writing
(1989) in the following discussion about the woflad:

[. . .] to work is to move a certain mass througbeaain distance. In the case of
poetry, the distance moved through is that whicpasses the historically and
topographically situated place from the writtencglathe mass moved is one aspect
of the writer’s historical/biographical experienead each becomes a factor of the
other in the achieved work. The work of art, inethvords, involves raising the
historical record to a different power. (Heaney 9:986)

The raising of the poet's historical or biographiexperience to the
different power of art is likened to Archimedeslaim that he “could
move the world if he could find the right place gosition his lever”
(Heaney 1989: 19). It is this sense of positiorimgelation to the place
to which one belongs, and the place from whichwrites, that interests
me in the following exploration of the place of tmg in the work of
Yeats and Kavanagh.

I would like to begin with an extract from a letiey W. B. Yeats,
written to his father, on July 16, 1919. He wriéasfollows:

I am writing in the great ground floor of the castipleasantest room | have yet
seen, a great wide window opening over the riveranound arched door leading to
the thatched hall [. . .]. There is a stone flood @ stone-roofed entrance-hall with
the door to winding stair to left, and then a larfetched hall, beyond which is a
cottage and kitchen. In the thatched hall imagimgeat copper hanging lantern [. .
J. 1 am writing at a great trestle table which @ keeps covered with wild

flowers. (qtd in Hone: 1943: 319)

Yeats, (born in Dublin, in 1865), was writing thelgges from Thoor
Ballylee—a medieval tower on the banks of the Ri@woon, in the
Barony of Kiltartan, in County Galway. He had bouge tower two
years previously, in 1917, for thirty five poundkeffares 1992: 40), on
the recommendation of his great friend, and fellbwgh Literary
Revivalist, Lady Gregory, who lived nearby at CoBlrk, and he had it
restored as a place of retreat for himself, his néf@ George, and their
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young family! The tower, dating from the fourteenth century, was
originally a Norman keep, descending from the gilest of the de
Burgos, the Anglo-Norman family who established ntkelves in
Connaught in the thirteenth Century, and ruled owech of that part of
Ireland. It consisted of four floors, connectedebwinding stairway that
was built into the seven foot thickness of the nvassuter wall.

Thoor Ballylee became for Yeats a powerful symiimmth in his
personal and in his professional life. It was aeat from the turbulent
political events of the day—a “blessed place” whegecould be with his
family and write poetry. If, as the cultural geqgnar Yi-Fu Tuan
argues, “place is security and space is freedomamgeattached to the
one and long for the other” (Tuan 2008: 3), thee can say that for
Yeats, Thoor Ballylee combined both—it was a plateecurity that at
the same time offered the freedom of creative sphrcea letter to a
friend, Olivia Shakespeare, in 1926, Yeats writes:

We are in our Tower and | am writing poetry aswals do here, and, as always
happens, no matter how | begin, it becomes lovérpbefore | am finished [. . .] as

you can see | have no news, for nothing happerbisnblessed place but a stray
beggar or a heron. (Yeats 1954: 714-15)

He writes about the tower in his poem “My Housdtbifr the longer
poem “Meditations in Time of Civil War,” publishéd The Towerin
1928), as follows:

An ancient bridge, and a more ancient tower,
A farmhouse that is sheltered by its wall,

An acre of stony ground,

Where the symbolic rose can break in flower,
Old ragged elms, old thorns innumerable,
The sound of the rain or sound

Of every wind that blows;

The stilted water-hen

Y In a letter to his life-long friend, Maud Gonneritten in May 1918, before
moving into the tower, Yeats writes: “We hope toibéBallylee in a month &
there | dream of making a house that may encoupsgple to avoid ugly
manufactured things—an ideal poor man’s house. [xeevery few things
imported as models we should get all made in Galeraiimerick, 1 am told
that our neighbours are pleased that we are nthgeégrand things but old Irish
furniture™ (Yeats 1992: 393-4).
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Crossing stream again
Scared by the splashing of a dozen cows;

A winding stair, a chamber arched with stone,
A grey stone fireplace with an open hearth,

A candle and written page.

[...] (Yeats 1990: 247)

Yeats began negotiations to buy Ballylee Thoorva ieonths after
the Easter Rising of 1916. It was a time of greditipal upheaval, not
only in Ireland. In Europe, the Battle of the Somina&l broken out, and
the following year, 1917, the Russian Revolutiogdre In Ireland, the
War of Independence started in January 1919, anmt o until July
1921, to be followed by the outbreak of the IriskilCNar, 1922-23. It
is against this background of violence and civiresh that we can
understand the importance of Thoor Ballylee fortgel was not just an
empowering imaginative force in his writing, butsala symbol of
stability—a symbol of a more ordered existence, tay sagainst
confusion, which offered a counterbalance in a tiofiepolitical and
social uncertainty. He wrote of the symbolism oflf8ae in his poem
“Blood and the Moon” (from his collectiofihe Winding Stair and Other
Poems1933) as follows:

Blessed be this place,
More blessed still this tower;

[.]

| declare this tower is my symbol; | declare

This winding, gyring, spiring treadmill of a stégrmy ancestral stair;
That Goldsmith and the Dean, Berkeley and Burke lravelled there.
[...] (Yeats 1990: 287)

For Yeats, the tower was a monument to a heroit; fiag/as a
romantic longing back to an ancient civilisatiohe tdignified life-style
of the aristocracy, and the disappearing Angldilri®rotestant
Ascendancy, whose lifestyle and values he grealfiyied. He also
admired the values of the peasant classes, refirgsdrarmony and
simplicity. In his view, these two groups were rag contrast with the
newly emerging Irish Catholic middle-classes, sastthose he derided
in his poem “September 1913,” from the collectiBesponsibilities
(1914): “What need you, being come to sense, /fBuble in a greasy
till / And add the halfpence to the pence / Andypréao shivering prayer,
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until / You have dried the marrow from the bone’e@ts 1997: 48). The
“you” addressed here being the mercantile middkssgs, whom Yeats
considered greedy, money grubbing and petty, and—wkith their
ostentatious and vulgar ways—represented everythiatghe abhorred.

Situated in the far West of the country, far frolne tmetropolitan,
Anglicised East, Ballylee was an artistic and syhabappropriation of
what Yeats considered to be the real Ireland. dlet was placed in a
historically and mythologically resonant landscapdich appealed to
Yeats's artistic sensibility, and satisfied his idesfor ancestral
continuity. It was his heroic response to ugly matism and symbolised
the promise of the permanence of art. In Ballylee,wroteA Vision
(1925), where he developed his elaborate philosaplsystem of the
gyres, explaining the journey of the soul, and iog himself with a
system that he regarded as a “stylistic arrangerotmixperience,” an
important insight into the workings of the creativeagination (Yeats
1989: 25). In Ballylee, he also wrote his colleatidhe Tower(1928),
containing many of his highly acclaimed poems, sash“Sailing to
Byzantium,” where the speaker longs to escape ftbe physical
constraints of an ageing and decrepit body, intageless world of art.
The poem begins with the well-known lines: “Thanhis country for old
men. The young / In one another’'s arms, birds & ttiees, /—Those
dying generations—at their song,” and the secoadzst continues the
theme of longing to escape: “An aged man is butkrnpthing, / A
tattered coat upon a stick, unless / Soul clapghésds and sing, and
louder sing / For every tatter in its mortal dreé2ats 1990: 239).

The tower was not just a physical place of writiogYeats, but also
a psychological space where he could endeavourrite the kind of
poetry he longed for, which—as he puts it in “ThghErman,” fromrlhe
Wild Swans at Cool€1917)—would be “as cold / and passionate as the
dawn” (Yeats 1997: 59). The tower was not justac@lof residence; as
Heaney states, Yeats's “other addresses were m@@geshelters but
Ballylee was a sacramental site, an outward siganoinner grace. The
grace here was poetry and the lonely tower wapdle€s sign. Within it,
he was within his own mind” (Heaney 1989: 24). Wheéeats was
awarded the Nobel Prize for literature in 1923, fanat the Nobel
Committee called his “always inspired poetry,” whilgives expression
to the spirit of a whole nation,” he referred te tower in his acceptance
speech, given in Stockholm on 15 Dec, 1923 (latdésliphed asThe
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Bounty of Swedeim 1925). In his speech, he quotes some lines frism
poem “The Stare’s Nest by My Window” (Yeats 19980% This poem
is a good example of the place of poetry, both gajly and
existentially. The poem was written at Ballylee idgrthe Civil War,
and, in his notes, Yeats describes the backgronridet poem and how
the fighting between the two rival Civil War groupdge Valera’s Irish
Republican Army, on the one side, and the Natistglion the other—
came right up to the door of the tower. He exptaiBgfore they were
finished the Republicans blew up our ‘ancient beidgne midnight.
They forbade us to leave the house, but were otbergolite, even
saying at last “Good-night, thank you,” as though lad given them the
bridge” (Yeats 1990: 642).

“The Stare’s Nest by My Window” was inspired by wiYaeats calls
an “overmastering desire not to grow unhappy oritgerked, not to lose
all sense of the beauty of nature” (Yeats 1990:).6%#Be poem begins
with the image of honey bees building in the loasgmasonry of the
tower walls, and calls on the bees to build insteaithe empty nest left
behind by the stare at the speaker’s window (theess a local name for
the starling). The second stanza continues:

[-]

We are closed in, and the key is turned

On our uncertainty; somewhere

A man is killed, or a house burned,

Yet no clear fact to be discerned:

Come build in the empty house of the stare.

A barricade of stone or of wood;

Some fourteen days of civil war:

Last night they trundled down the road
That dead young soldier in his blood:
Come build in the empty house of the stare.
[...] (Yeats 1990: 250)

The poem contrasts the contemplative life of thetpio his quiet tower,

with the troubled world outside, where the “deadiryg soldier in his

blood” is “trundled down the road” in the darkne$®cusing on the
healing powers of nature, the speaker concludesiggesting that in the
face of violence and death, with the heart “fedfamtasies” and grown
“brutal from the fare,” that nature can teach Ussaon. The image of the
honey bee coming to build in the empty house ofdtage evokes the
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promise of new life that will—in time—emerge fronestruction and
decay.

In the physical sense, the poem is an example @fnhgrfirmly
situated in the experience of place and time—Igbla the time of the
Civil War. But, also, in the existential sense, foem demonstrates the
place of poetry as something that, for Yeats, coulite intellect and art
in a single vision, what he called “holding realétgd justice in a single
thought” (Yeats 1989: 25). It is an example of ploet’s attempt to fit his
experience of the world into an intellectual franoekvto give it structure
and meaning. It is poetry as an act of defensenagyttie physical world
of lived experience, and the chaos of the war dolknce going on all
around.

From Yeats tower at Ballylee, | want now to crdss ¢ountry to the
parish of Inniskeen (translated from the Gaelic me@ “peaceful
island™) in County Monaghan, to where the poet iBlatkavanagh was
born in 1904. Kavanagh, generally considered ortaeMmost influential
poets since Yeafspegan his professional writing career in 1939, the
year of Yeats's death. Just as Ballylee Thoor vaswriting place of
Yeats, Inniskeen was the writing place for Kavanaght in a very
different sense. Kavanagh was the son of a shoancake farmer, one
of a family of ten, who finished school when he \lagteen years old to
work as an apprentice shoemaker to his father hai on the family’s
small farm. In contrast with Yeats's backward gkane a disempowered
colonial caste that he claimed kinship with, Kawginagnored history
and recent political upheavals, and focused insteathe here and now
of the simple everyday. He gave voice to the rdgedecolonised
Catholic underclass, and as such his work represepbstcolonial turn
in Irish poetry. He tapped into the consciousndsth@ majority of his
countrymen, and, as Heaney expresses it, “raisiagnhibited energies
of a subculture to the power of a cultural resouteleaney 1980: 116).

Kavanagh wrote about the ordinary comings and goofghe rural
community among which he lived, about the expeesraf farm life, the
spraying of the potatoes, the cutting of the hag,milking of the cows,
and so on. And in his poetry he gave the unreméekabuntryside

2 Apart from poets like John Montague and Seamuselgapoets touched by
Kavanagh’s example include Eavan Boland, Paul Dyrdaesmond Egan,
Eamon Grennan, Michael Hartnett, Brendan Kennefig dames Liddy. See
Allison 2003: 57.
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around Inniskeen a remarkable presence in thelltéslary landscape. If
Yeats’s place of writing was the tower, Kavanaghrging place was the
cottage; and his early poem, “My Room” (Kavanagi®4:929), where
simplicity is woven together with Catholic iconoghy, can be read in
sharp contrast with the lofty tower of Yeats's poéMy House.”
Kavanagh's poem begins with a basic physical detsen of the room:
“10 by 12 / And a low roof / If | stand by the sidall / My head feels
the reproof.” Overshadowing this image of confirspéce, with the bed
“in the centre / So many things to me,” are fivdyhpictures: “The
Virgin and Child / St Anthony of Padua / St Patralk own / Leo XIII /
And the Little Flower"—a very ordinary scenario amy rural Irish
Catholic household at that time. However, the aadiclg lines of the
poem transform this ordinary space into somethitgaerdinary:

My room is a musty attic
But its little window

Lets in the stars.
(Kavanagh 1964: 29)

Kavanagh looked for the spiritual in the commone|dinding it in
the most unexpected places, as in his poem “Thg Garden” where he
writes: “In the sow’s rooting where the hen scragth We dipped our
fingers in the pockets of God” (Kavanagh 2000: H#g.gave a face to
the mundane places around Inniskeen by naming thady, in naming
them, he gave them new meaning. He writeShe Green Foolfrom
1938):

There were good names on these hills even thowgjh gbil was sticky and scarce
of lime. Poets had surely put the names on thermmslated from the Gaelic they
were: “The Field of the Shop,” “The Field of the We“The Yellow Meadow,”
“The Field of the Musician.” (Kavanagh 2001: 204)

The act of naming itself was important, as he \srite his poem “The
Hospital™:

Naming these things is the love-act and its pledge;
For we must record love’s mystery without claptrap,
Snatch out of time the passionate transitory. (lkaga 2000: 119)
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Less reverentially—and in a typically depreciatingnner—he writes of
the name of the townland in which he was born: “Taane of my
birthplace was Mucker [. . .] the name was a cdaedpGaelic word
signifying a place where pigs bred in abundance][.Around our house
there stood little hills all tilled and tamed” (Kavagh 2001: 8). In his
poem “Shancoduff,” he writes about these same, lgildng them new
dimension and light:

My black hills have never seen the sun rising,
Eternally they look north towards Armagh.
Lot’s wife would not be salt if she had been
Incurious as my black hills that are happy
When dawn whitens Glassdrummond chapel.

My hills hoard the bright shillings of March

While the sun searches every pocket.

These are my Alps and | have climbed the Matterhorn
With a sheaf of hay for the three perishing calves

In the field under the Big Forth of Rocksavage.
(Kavanagh 2000: 8)

Kavanagh rejected the romantic idealisation of theal that had
inspired Yeats and the writers of the Celtic TwiligHe rejected the
idioms that promoted a unified national myth, arabveritical of Yeats
and the Revivalists, whom he claimed professedb#oso frightfully
Irish and racy of the Celtic soil,” but who wereilguof constructing “a
thorough-going English-bred lie” (Kavanagh 2003:680He writes
unsentimentally of his childhood experience as ftiheal barbaric life of
the Irish country poor. [. . .]. Poverty is a mémandition [. . .]. Poverty
has nothing to do with eating your fill everyday; [] the real poverty
was the lack of enlightenment to get out underrttomn” (Kavanagh
2003: 307). He was fiercely critical of post-indedent Ireland’s
nationalist discourse and the hypocrisy of religiqueties, and ifmhe
Green Fool(1938) he refers to the whin bushes—or the gdraegrows
wild all over the countryside, especially in aredspoor land—as the
“Yellow flame-blossoms of the whin [that] lit bondéis all over the
landscape; [. . .] as persistent and fertile asagih disease” (Kavanagh
2001: 8), suggesting that like the whin bushes, asid disease were
rampant everywhere—not least in the eyes of thadliatChurch.
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Kavanagh'’s long narrative poeffhe Great Hunge(1942), focuses
on the blighted lives and the spiritually impovlgd existence of rural
life, and begins with the often-quoted line, “Claythe word and clay is
the flesh.” The poem traces the frustrated and iemaity unfulfilled life
of its central character, Patrick Maguire, who lifega prisoner on the
land, demands: “Who bent the coin of my destinyhafTit stuck in the
slot?” He continues, remembering happier timedsrybouth:

| remember a night we walked

Through the moon of Donaghmoyne,

Four of us seeking adventure—

It was midsummer forty years ago.

Now | know

The moment that gave the turn to my life.

O Christ! | am locked in a stable with pigs and cdargver.
[. . .] (Kavanagh 2000: 40)

A similar anti-pastoral theme is explored in hidlvkeown poem “Stony
Grey Soil,” which shows the bitterness of a wadifa] stuck on the
farm:

O stony grey soil of Monaghan

The laugh from my love you thieved,;

You took the gay child of my passion

And gave me your clod-conceived.

[..]

You sang on steaming dunghills

A song of cowards’ brood,

You perfumed my clothes with weasel itch,
You fed me on swinish food.

You flung a ditch on my vision
Of beauty, love and truth.
O stony grey soil of Monaghan
You burgled my bank of youth!
[. . .] (Kavanagh 2000: 13)

While Kavanagh's physical place of writing was kkeen, the
psychological place of his birth as a poet was Duybthere he moved,
when he was thirty five years old, in order to make/ing as a writer. In
his Self-Portrait he writes of Dublin city as follows: “I came toublin
in nineteen thirty-nine. It was the worst mistakemny life” (Kavanagh
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2003: 307). Nevertheless, it was in Dublin thaghed confidence as a
writer and was able to look back and get a cleasgeetive on his
original place of writing. He describes this reafisn as follows:

For many a good-looking year | wrought hard at werdut | would say that, as a

poet, | was born in or about nineteen-fifty-fiveetplace of my birth being the banks
of the Grand Canal. Thirty years earlier Shancoduifatery hills could have done

the trick, but | was too thick to take the hint. ©us this, how | had started off with

the right simplicity, indifferent to crude reas@md then ploughed my way through
complexities and anger, hatred and ill-will towatls faults of man, and came back
to where | started. (Kavanagh 2003: 313)

Kavanagh's early work was a poetry of protest, thiredisenchantment
and frustration, but his later work is celebrataryd visionary. In his

poem “Is,” we see him at his best, as he rises aloe resentment and
bitterness to focus on the existential and trarceen

The important thing is not
To imagine one aught
Have something to say

[...]

The only true teaching

Subsists in watching

Things moving or just colour
Without comment from the scholar.
To look on is enough

In the business of love.

[. . .] (Kavanagh 2000: 124)

Kavanagh came to realise the importance of jushge&lo know fully
even one field or one lane is a lifetime’s expereenin the world of
poetic experience it is depth that counts and ndthwA gap in a hedge,
a smooth rock surfacing a narrow lane, a view afoady meadow, the
stream at the junction of four small fields—these as much as a man
can fully experience” (Kavanagh 1977: 8). He plagegat importance
on the Parochial mentality which dealt with the fflamentals” of
experience, something which he saw as the direpo®fe to the
provincial:

The provincial has no mind of his own; he doestnatt what his eyes see until he
has heard what the metropolis—towards which his eye turned—has to say on
the subject [. . .]. The Parochial mentality on dtker hand never is in any doubt
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about the social and artistic validity of his phrigll great civilisations are based on
parochialism [. . .]. Parochialism is universakl@als with the fundamentals [. . .]. In
Ireland we are inclined to be provincial, not pdniat for it requires a great deal of
courage to be parochial [. . .]. To be parochialam needs the right kind of sensitive
courage and the right kind of sensitive humility ].. (Kavanagh 1952: 1)

To conclude, the importance of place resonatelseémiork of both Yeats
and Kavanagh, and is closely related to the pmactt poetry, as
embodied by both of these poets. For Yeats, thieciy® of poetry was
“to hold in a single thought reality and justiceyhere the poetic was a
redress to the political. Heaney, in discussing t¥ess an example,
points out that he shows how “art can outface hystthe imagination
can distain happenings once it has incubated arstenesl the secret
behind happenings” (Heaney 1980: 99). But that m@sto say that the
imagination took preference over “happenings.” Asahkey expresses it:
“Yeats bore the implications of his romanticism oinfiction: he
propagandized, speechified, fund-raised, admimidtend politicked in
the world of telegrams and anger, all on behalthef world of vision”
(Heaney 1980: 100). He “donned the mantle—or pevlme should say
the fur coat—of the aristocrat so that he mightregp a vision of a
communal and personal life that was ample, generbasmonious,
fulfiled and enhancing” (Heaney 1980: 108). Apaftom his
“reactionary politics,” contempt for members of lm&n middle-class,
his “silliness” and pretentiousness, his most eXamgpmoments are
those when “this powerful artistic control is vulakle to the pain or
pathos of life itself” (Heaney 1980: 109). We sh&s,tfor instance, in
“Sailing to Byzantium,” or his transformation ofetlviolence of war into
the healing power of nature, in the “The Stare'stN®yy My Window.”
The place of poetry, for Yeats, is when it offeamsolation and shows
understanding of the common humanity that unitesllugie writes:

If we understand our own minds, and the things @natstriving to utter themselves
through our minds, we move others, not because ave luinderstood or thought
about those others, but because all life has thme saot. Coventry Patmore has said
“The end of art is peace,” and the following of &@tlittle different from the
following of religion in the intense preoccupatibemands. (Yeats 1980: 7)

For Kavanagh, the place of writing was locatedhiea tocal and in
the power of art to show basic humanity in alfésets; and while he did
not reach acclaim until after his death, and negached the heights of
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fame achieved by Yeats, he nevertheless was anrtampanfluence of
the young Irish poets that came after him, espggmets like Heaney
who had their roots in the rural experience. Tamreto the metaphor of
Archimedes: both poets “move the world,” but theeleused in each
case is positioned differently. Kavanagh knew higygical place of
writing—Inniskeen—intimately, and for him this laveas placed more
directly, in the concrete, emotional and intimatdiile for Yeats his
positioning was in the abstract, intellectual andeeptual, and mediated
through symbols. Interestingly, while Yeats coutdnbine the physical
writing place of Thoor Ballylee with the creativeiting space of poetry,
Kavanagh had to escape from Inniskeen in orderino fis creative
writing space. This new space—at a physical digarallowed him the
freedom and creativity to revisit in the landscapdésthe mind the
physical place of poetry that he had left behindrustration and anger
so many years earlier. Above all, Kavanagh dematestirthe need to
return: “Now as | analyse myself | realise thabtighout everything |
write, there is this constantly recurring motif thie need to go back”
(Kavanagh 1967: 205). This motif is addressed snpoiem “Advent,” in
the call to “return to Doom / The knowledge we stbut could not use,”
which concludes:

And the newness that was in every stale thing

When we looked at it as children: the spirit-shagki

Wonder in a black slanting Ulster hill

Or the prophetic astonishment in the tedious talkin

Of an old fool will awake for us and bring

You and me to the yard gate to watch the whins

And the bog-holes, cart-tracks, old stables whémeTbegins. (Kavanagh 2000: 66)
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