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In his article ‘The Domesticity of T.S. Eliot’, David W. Evans claims that 

Eliot, ‘more so than the household poets, [...] is at home with homeliness’. I, for one, find 
this unconvincing. Eliot’s poems hardly suggest a history of happy domesticity. The home 
is never associated with comfort. Prufrock’s drawing room is oppressive; Gerontion’s 
house is ‘decayed’ and ‘draughty’. A quick skim through Eliot’s correspondence confirms 
our suspicions: from the moment Eliot left America for good in 1914, he never really felt 
at home anywhere. His difficult first marriage with Vivien Haigh-Wood was a whirlwind 
of constant – and constantly disappointing – flat-hunting across London. Vivien insisted 
on changing the wallpapers, but there is little record of Eliot really settling; he was not a 
poet who wrote from home.   
 

And yet I do not think that we should dismiss Eliot as wholly unconcerned with, 
or scornful of, domesticity. On the contrary, I would argue that the home plays an 
important structuring role in Eliot’s works, a role that deserves more attention than it has 
hitherto received.  
 

Viewed a certain way, a home is a haunted house: a house haunted with memories 
of past lives and past expectations, emotions, desires, and thwarted attempts at being 
comfortable. It is an uncanny and, paradoxically, ‘unhomely’ conflation of the material 
and the emotional, the physical and the spiritual, the familiar and the unsettling. Eliot’s 
domestic images, from cats and coffee spoons to home-haunting furies and remembered 
rose gardens, perfectly encapsulate this essential ambivalence. The home matters to Eliot 
precisely because it is a place one cannot ‘be at home with’, and it is this unhomeliness of 
the home, this uncanny domesticity, that I propose to explore in my talk.  
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