
PATRICK KAVANAGH (1904-1967) 

"Stony Grey Soil" (1947) 

o stony grey soil of Monaghan 
The laugh from my love you 
You took the gay child ofmy passion 
And gave me your clod-conceived. 

You clogged the feet ofmy boyhood 
And I believed that my stumble 
Had the poise and stride of Apollo 
And his voice my thick tongued mumble. 

You told me the plough was immortal! 
o green-life conquering plough! 
The mandril stained, your coulter blunted 
In the smooth lea-field of my brow. 

You sang on steaming dunghills  
A song ofcowards' 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! 

Lost the long hours of pleasure  
All the women that love young men.  
o can I stilll stroke the monster's back 
Or write with unpoisoned pen. 

His name in these lonely verses  
Or mention the dark fields where  
The first gay flight ofmy lyric  
Got caught in a peasant's prayer.  

Mullabinsa, Drummeril, Black Shanco- 
Wherever I turn I see  
In the stony grey soil of Monaghan  
Dead loves that were born for me.  



"Inniskeen Road: July Evening" (1936)  

The bicycles go by in twos and threes -
There's a dance in Billy Brennan's barn to-night,  
And there's the half-talk code of mysteries  
And the wink-and-elbow language ofdelight.  
Half-past eight and there is not a spot  
Upon a mile of road, no shadow thrown  
That might turn out a man or woman, not  
A footfall tapping secrecies of stone.  
I have what every poet hates in spite  
Of all the solemn talk ofcontemplation.  
Oh, Alexander Selkirk knew the plight  
Ofbeing king and government and nation.  
A road, a mile of kingdom, I am king  
Of banks and stones and every blooming thing.  

"Shancoduff" (1942)  

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 in every pocket.  
They are my Alps and I have climbed the Matterhorn  
With a sheafof hay for three perishing calves  
In the field under the Big Forth of Rocksavage.  

The sleety winds fondle the rushy beards of Shancoduff  
While the cattle-drovers sheltering in the Featherna Bush  
Look up and say: "Who owns them hungry hills  
That the water-hen and snipe must have forsaken?  
A poet? Then by heavens he must be poor."  
I hear and is my heart not badly shaken?  



"On Raglan Road"  

On Raglan Road on an autumn day 1 met her first and knew  
That her dark hair would weave a snare that I might one day rue;  
I saw the danger, yet I walked along the enchanted way,  
And I said, let grief be a fallen leaf at the dawning ofthe day.  

On Grafton Street in November we tripped lightly along the ledge  
Of the deep ravine where can be seen the worth ofpassion's pledge,  
The Queen of Hearts still making tarts and I not making hay -
o I loved too much and by such and such is happiness thrown away. 

I gave her gifts of the mind I gave her the secret sign that's known 
To the artists who have known the true gods of sound and stone 
And word and tint. I did not stint for I gave her poems to say. 
With her own name there and her own dark hair like clouds over fields ofMay 

On a quiet street where old ghosts meet I see her walking now 
Away from me so hurriedly my reason must allow 
That I had wooed not as I should a creature made of clay -
When the angel woos the clay he'd lose his wings at the dawn of day. 

"Having To Live in the Country" 

Back once again in wild, wet Monaghan  
Exiled from thought and feeling,  
A mean brutality reigns:  
It is really a horrible position to be in  
And I equate myself with Dante  
And all who have lived outside civilization.  
It isn't a question ofplace but of people;  
Wordsworth and Coleridge lived apart from the common man,  
Their friends called on them regularly.  
Swift is in a somewhat different category  
He was a genuine exile and his heavy heart  
Weighed him down in Dublin.  
Yet even he had compensations for in the Deanery  
He received many interesting friends  
And it was the eighteenth century.  



I suppose that having to live  
Among men whose rages  
Are for small wet hills full of stones  
When one man buys a patch and pays a high price for it  
That is not the end ofhis paying.  
"Go horne and have another bastard" shout the children,  
Cousin of the underbidder, to the young wife of the purchaser.  
The first child was born after six months ofmarriage,  
Desperate people, desperate animals.  
What must happen the poor priest  
Somewhat educated who has to believe that these people have souls  
As bright as a poet's - though I don't, mind, speak for myself.  

"In Memory OfMy Mother"  , 

I do not think ofyou lying in the wet clay  
Of a Monaghan graveyard; I see  
You walking down a lane among the poplars  
On your way to the station, or happily  

Going to second Mass on a summer Sunday -
You meet me and you say:  
'Don't forget to see al:lOut the cattle - '  
Among your earthiest words the angels stray.  

And I think ofyou walking along a headland  
Of green oats in June,  
So full of repose, so rich with life -
And I see us meeting at the end of a town  

On a fair day by accident, after  
The bargains are all made and we can walk  
Together through the shops and stalls and markets  
Free in the oriental streets of thought.  

o you are not lying in the wet clay,  
For it is a harvest evening now and we  
Are piling up the ricks against the moonlight  
And you smile up at us - eternally.  



"Memory of my Father"  

Every old man I see  
Reminds me of my father  
When he had fallen in love with death  
One time when sheaves were gathered.  

That man I saw in Gardner Street  
Stumbled on the kerb was one,  
He stared at me half-eyed,  
I might have been his son.  

And I remember the musician  
Faltering over his fiddle  
In Bayswater, London,  
He too set me the riddle.  

Every old man I see  
In October-coloured weather  
Seems to say to me:  
"I was once your father."  

"Canal Bank Walk"  

Leafy-with-Iove banks and the green waters of the canal  
Pouring redemption for me, that I do  
The will of God, wallow in the habitual, the banal,  
Grow with nature again as before I grew.  
The bright stick trapped, the breeze adding a third  
Party to the couple kissing on an old seat,  
And a bird gathering materials for the nest for the Word  
Eloquently new and abandoned to its delirious beat.  
o unworn world enrapture me, encapture me in a web 
Of fabulous grass and eternal voices by a beech, 
Feed the gaping need ofmy senses, give me ad lib 
To pray unselfconsciously with overflowing speech 
For this soul needs to be honoured with a new dress woven 
From green and blue things and arguments that cannot be proven. 


