
Four Poems of Place 
by Seamus Heaney 

 

A NEW SONG 
 
 
I met a girl from Derrygarve 
And the name, a lost potent musk, 
Recalling the river’s long swerve, 
A kingfisher’s blue bolt at dusk 
 
And stepping stones like black molars 
Sunk in the fjord, the shifty glaze 
Of the whirlpool, the Moyola 
Pleasuring beneath alder trees. 
 
And Derrygarve, I thought, was just:  
Vanished music, twilit water— 
A smooth libation of the past  
Poured out by this chance vestal daughter. 
 
But now our river tongues must rise 
From licking deep in native haunts 
To flood, with vowelling embrace, 
Demesnes staked out in consonants. 
 
And Castledawson we’ll enlist 
And Upperlands, each planted bawn— 
Like bleaching-greens resumed by grass—  
A vocable, as rath and bullaun. 
 

from Death of a Naturalist (1966) 
 

  



BROAGH 
 
 
Riverbank, the long rigs 
ending in broad docken 
and a canopied pad 
down to the ford. 
 
The garden mould 
bruised easily, the shower 
gathering in your heelmark 
was the black O  
 
in Broagh,  
its low tattoo 
among the windy boortrees 
and rhubarb-blades 
 
ended almost 
suddenly, like that last 
gh the strangers found 
hard to manage. 
 

from Wintering Out (1972) 
 

  



ANAHORISH 
 
 
My “place of clear water,” 
the first hill in the world 
where springs washed into 
the shiny grass 
 
and darkened cobbles 
in the bed of the lane. 
Anahorish, soft gradient 
of consonant, vowel-meadow,  
 
after-image of lamps 
swung through the yards 
on winter evenings. 
With pails and barrows 
 
those mound-dwellers 
go waist-deep in mist 
to break the light ice 
at wells and dunghills.  
 

from Wintering Out (1972) 
 

  



TOOME 
 
 
My mouth holds round  
the soft blastings,  
Toome, Toome,  
as under the dislodged  
 
slab of the tongue  
I push into a souterrain  
prospecting what new  
in a hundred centuries’  
 
loam, flints, musket-balls,  
fragmented ware,  
torcs and fish-bones  
till I am sleeved in  
 
alluvial mud that shelves  
suddenly under  
bogwater and tributaries,  
and elvers tail my hair. 
 

from Wintering Out (1972) 
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