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PATRICK KAVANAGH 

am myoid self again. 
My household chores are a 
pleasure to me. I feel wonderful." 
(U'rites Mrs. Catherine Duffy of 132 Creggull Heights, Londonderry.) 

When Mrs. Duffy wrote to us 
out of the blue, she was a new 
woman. Some time previously, 
however, it had been a very 
different story. Here is how 
she related the story to us: 
"For five years ... r never felt 
really well. r was so depressed, 
tired and run-down. Some days 
r actually sat down and cried, 
for everything seemed too 
much for me. 'l'hen. one day r 
felt so desperate I bought a jar 
of Sanatogen Protein Nerve 
Tonie." 'l'hree weeks hlter Mrs. 
Duffy had finished her third jar. 
How did she feel then? Listen 
to her as she recalls it all: 
"I can't believe the miracle it 

has done for me. r am myoid 
self again, coping with my 
household chores, which are a 
pleasure to me now. I feel won
derful. r am only sorry I put 
in these last years the way r 
did, when a course of Sana to
gen was all r needed. So to all 
r say, don't half J~ve when you 
can enjoy life to the full." 
Are you nervy, irritable 

ed? Sanatogen Protein 
Tonic can do for you 

what it did for Mrs. Duffy. 
start taking Sanatogen Protein 
Nerve 'l'onic now -- and start 
enjoying life to the full! Buy 
Sanatogen Protein Nerve Tonic 
to-day! 

K 

On Monday night, a filmed profile of the poet Patrick Kavanagh will be 
shown as the first of an occasional series on Irish writers. This. week 
Patrick Ka.vanagh devotes his weekly column to the film-and himself. 

T
HE film of my life and 

. . 

har.d. lines to be shown' on 
the 10th is based on my 
belief that things of 
public· importance are 
never of any importance. 

Mlm is a l';:mall arum 301, and :Lt 
ls jus,t because of his smallness 
that he Is important. 

TIli'S :1\ilim of my own smallness 
is founded prima:nily on a series 
of J>ieces which I wrote for thAt 
magazine, UEnvoy" in 195Q. They 
were entitled Evocations of No 
Importance." 

l:t is a summer's day· and I am 
aged about twenty-two and I 'am 
drawing my ooal from the 
station. ' ... There I, w,as my face 
blMk an<I the fields looking at 
me. 

Almoot no communication 
with ,the general publn.c. Just 
evokln,g for myself. 

I have seen and even liked 
this f:hlm in a run-through. I 
wa.'ote the script and read the 
,prose and T. P. McKenna reads 
the poems with the exception of 
a couple of veIlSes of BeHoc's 
whlch I read myself. It .Ls 

D 
R. JACKSON considers 
the Irish language in 
relatlon to obher 13011-
gUages of the world, 
and in particular in re-
lation to what is called. 

Indo-European, a very ancient 
language probably belonging 
origintvlJy to Eastern Europe and 
Western Asia which must have 
been splitting into divergent 
dialects soon after the end of 
the stone Age. This explains not 
only the characteristics whicih 
Irish' has In common with, say, 
Welsh of the Celtic languages 
but also with other languages 
like English, Italian, Russian 
and Modern Greek. The numeri
cal "two," for example, Is virtu
ally vhe same word in all these 
languages and indeed in all the 
Indo-European languages. 

What is known as Common 
Celtic was a western dialect of 
Indo-European brought from the 
east and spoken in wide regions 
of Central Europe towards the 
end of the Bronze Age. It was 
during this period that the Celts 
ceased to be able to pronounce 
the Indo-European sound p, so 
that their word for "father," 
patir, obviously the same as the 
pater of Latin, became atir and 
gave us our modern Irish atilair. 

dh-ected by Adrian Cronin, 
photographed by God f r e y 
Graham, with Mary Hanratty as 
assilstant and Simon Weafer as 
general factotum, Nothing 1ike 
giving the credits. 

There Is another programme 
in which I am involved, whiCh 
concerns me here. Augustine 
Martin, who has chosen the 
seJ.'!ies, select.<;, I believe, a groUlP 
of my "love-hate" Monaghan 
poems. The truth is I never 
belonged to Monaghan; I only 
happened to be born there. 

But to the film. We did three 
day's s h 0 0 tin g in south 
Monaghan along the Fane river 
where Simon Weafer spotted an 
injured Kingfisher, that most 
beautiful bird. which I had never 
seen before. At Simon's advice 
we brought It to our home in 
case the rat.<; would get it, and 
I released it the next day. I 
hope his wounded wing has re
oovered and that he is again 
f'ashing his brilliant blue wings 
under the arches of Inniskeen 
bridge. 

Then we did two day's shoot
Ing along Pembroke Road, the 

Grand Canal and Haddington 
Road. 

On Pembroke Road loole out 
tor my ghost 

Dishevelled with shoes untied 

Playing throlLgh the railings 
with little children 

Whose children have long 
since died. 

We got this with tW'O pretty 
children in the picture. 

W hat eve r about my 
"Monaghtvn Poems H, T.P. will 
read a5 an end to this i'llm 
what is probtvbly the best poem 
I ClVer wrote, "An epilogue to a. 
series of lectures given in 
U.C.D. in 1956." 

I was asked by a magazine 
editor for a poem several ye'<l,rs 
later, and I found on my floor 
the bottom half of this poem. 
The beginning and middle are 
" irretrievtvbly" lost. 

At all events I do hope that 
you, my dear people, will turn 
on your sets on the lOtlh of the 
10th and forgive me my tres
passes. 

The TlOmas Davis leetures: The Irish language 

Irish & Indo-European 
The second Thomas Davis lecture in the series on the 
Irish Language will be broadcast at 9.30 p.m. on Sunday. 
The speaker will be Dr. Kenneth H. Jackson, Professor of 
Celtic in the University of Edinburgh. 


