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He continued scraping his feet vigorously while the three women went upstairs, laughing, to the ladies' 
dressing-room. A light fringe of snow lay like a cape on the shoulders of his overcoat and like toecaps 
on the toes of his goloshes; and, as the buttons of his overcoat slipped with a squeaking noise through 
the snow-stiffened frieze, a cold, fragrant air from out-of-doors escaped from crevices and folds. 
  
"Is it snowing again, Mr. Conroy?" asked Lily. 
  



  
He waited outside the drawing-







"O, Miss Daly, you're really awfully good, after playing for the last two dances, but really we're so 



wrinkling with mirth, poured out for himself a glass of whisky while Freddy Malins exploded, before he 
had well reached the climax of his story, in a kink of high-pitched bronchitic laughter and, setting 
down his untasted and overflowing glass, began to rub the knuckles of his left fist backwards and 
forwards into his left eye, repeating words of his last phrase as well as his fit of laughter would allow 
him. 
  
Gabriel could not listen while Mary Jane was playing her Academy piece, full of runs and difficult 
passages, to the hushed drawing-room. He liked music but the piece she was playing had no melody 



  
Gabriel coloured and was about to knit his brows, as if he did not understand, when she said bluntly: 
  
"O, innocent Amy! I have found out that you write for The Daily Express. Now, aren't you ashamed of 
yourself?" 
  
"Why should I be ashamed of myself?" asked Gabriel, blinking his eyes and trying to smile. 
  



  



  
"Were you dancing?" asked Gabriel. 
  
"Of course I was. Didn't you see me? What row had you with Molly Ivors?" 
  
"No row. Why? Did she say so?" 
  
"Something like that. I'm trying to get that Mr. D'Arcy to sing. He's full of conceit, I think." 
  
"There was no row," said Gabriel moodily, "only she wanted me to go for a trip to the west of Ireland 
and I said I wouldn't." 
  
His wife clasped her hands excitedly and gave a little jump. 
  
"O, do go, Gabriel," she cried. "I'd love to see Galway again." 
  
"You can go if you like," said Gabriel coldly. 
  
She looked at him for a moment, then turned to Mrs. Malins and said: 
  
"There's a nice husband for you, Mrs. Malins." 
  
While she was threading her way back across the room Mrs. Malins, without adverting to the 
interruption, went on to tell Gabriel what beautiful places there were in Scotland and beautiful 
scenery. Her son-in-law brought them every year to the lakes and they used to go fishing. Her son-in-
law was a splendid fisher. One day he caught a beautiful big fish and the man in the hotel cooked it 
for their dinner. 
  
Gabriel hardly heard what she said. Now that supper was coming near he began to think again about 
his speech and about the quotation. When he saw Freddy Malins coming across the room to visit his 
mother Gabriel left the chair free for him and retired into the embrasure of the window. The room had 
already cleared and from the back room came the clatter of plates and knives. Those who still 
remained in the drawing room seemed tired of dancing and were conversing quietly in little groups. 
Gabriel's warm trembling fingers tapped the cold pane of the window. How cool it must be outside! 
How pleasant it would be to walk out alone, first along by the river and then through the park! The 
snow would be lying on the branches of the trees and forming a bright cap on the top of the 
Wellington Monument. How much more pleasant it would be there than at the supper-table! 
  
He ran over the headings of his speech: Irish hospitality, sad memories, the Three Graces, Paris, the 
quotation from Browning. He repeated to himself a phrase he had written in his review: "One feels 
that one is listening to a thought- tormented music." Miss Ivors had praised the review. Was she 
sincere? Had she really any life of her own behind all her propagandism? There had never been any ill-
feeling between them until that night. It unnerved him to think that she would be at the supper-



Bridal. Her voice, strong and clear in tone, attacked with great spirit the runs which embellish the air 
and though she sang very rapidly she did not miss even the smallest of the grace notes. To follow the 
voice, without looking at the singer's face, was to feel and share the excitement of swift and secure 
flight. Gabriel applauded loudly with all the others at the close of the song and loud applause was 
borne in from the invisible supper-table. It sounded so genuine that a little colour struggled into Aunt 
Julia's face as she bent to replace in the music-stand the old leather-bound songbook that had her 
initials on the cover. Freddy Malins, who had listened with his head perched sideways to hear her 
better, was still applauding when everyone else had ceased and talking animatedly to his mother who 
nodded her head gravely and slowly in acquiescence. At last, when he could clap no more, he stood up 
suddenly and hurried across the room to Aunt Julia whose hand he seized and held in both his hands, 
shaking it when words failed him or the catch in his voice proved too much for him. 
  
"I was just telling my mother," he said, "I never heard you sing so well, never. No, I never heard your 
voice so good as it is tonight. Now! Would you believe that now? That's the truth. Upon my word and 
honour that's the truth. I never heard your voice sound so fresh and so... so clear and fresh, never." 
  
Aunt Julia smiled broadly and murmured something about compliments as she released her hand from 
his grasp. Mr. Browne extended his open hand towards her and said to those who were near him in 
the manner of a showman introducing a prodigy to an audience: 
  
"Miss Julia Morkan, my latest discovery!" 
  
He was laughing very heartily at this himself when Freddy Malins turned to him and said: 
  
"Well, Browne, if you're serious you might make a worse discovery. All I can say is I never heard her 
sing half so well as long as I am coming here. And that's the honest truth." 
  
"Neither did I," said Mr. Browne. "I think her voice has greatly improved." 
  
Aunt Julia shrugged her shoulders and said with meek pride: 
  
"Thirty years ago I hadn't a bad voice as voices go." 
  
"I often told Julia," said Aunt Kate emphatically, "that she was simply thrown away in that choir. But 
she never would be said by me." 
  
She turned as if to appeal to the good sense of the others against a refractory child while Aunt Julia 
gazed in front of her, a vague smile of reminiscence playing on her face. 
  
"No," continued Aunt Kate, "she wouldn't be said or led by anyone, slaving there in that choir night 
and day, night and day. Six o'clock on Christmas morning! And all for what?" 
  
"Well, isn't it for the honour of God, Aunt Kate?" asked Mary Jane, twisting round on the piano-stool 
and smiling. 
  
Aunt Kate turned fiercely on her niece and said: 
  
"I know all about the honour of God, Mary Jane, but I think it's not at all honourable for the pope to 
turn out the women out of the choirs that have slaved there all their lives and put little whipper-



"Now, Aunt Kate, you're giving scandal to Mr. Browne who is of the other persuasion." 
  
Aunt Kate turned to Mr. Browne, who was grinning at this allusion to his religion, and said hastily: 
  
"O, I don't question the pope's being right. I'm only a stupid old woman and I wouldn't presume to do 
such a thing. But there's such a thing as common everyday politeness and gratitude. And if I were in 
Julia's place I'd tell that Father Healey straight up to his face..." 
  
"And besides, Aunt Kate," said Mary Jane, "we really are all hungry and when we are hungry we are 
all very quarrelsome." 
  
"And when we are thirsty we are also quarrelsome," added Mr. Browne. 
  



"Where is Gabriel?" she cried. "Where on earth is Gabriel? There's everyone waiting in there, stage to 
let, and nobody to carve the goose!" 
  
"Here I am, Aunt Kate!" cried Gabriel, with sudden animation, "ready to carve a flock of geese, if 
necessary." 
  
A fat brown goose lay at one end of the table and at the other end, on a bed of creased paper strewn 
with sprigs of parsley, lay a great ham, stripped of its outer skin and peppered over with crust 
crumbs, a neat paper frill round its shin and beside this was a round of spiced beef. Between these 
rival ends ran parallel lines of side-dishes: two little minsters of jelly, red and yellow; a shallow dish 



"Very well," said Gabriel amiably, as he took another preparatory draught, "kindly forget my 
existence, ladies and gentlemen, for a few minutes." 
  



"Yes, yes, Miss Morkan is right," said Mr. Browne. "I remember hearing of old Parkinson but he's too 





still speak of them with pride and affection, still cherish in our hearts the memory of those dead and 
gone great ones whose fame the world will not willingly let die." 
  
"Hear, hear!" said Mr. Browne loudly. 
  
"But yet," continued Gabriel, his voice falling into a softer inflection, "there are always in gatherings 
such as this sadder thoughts that will recur to our minds: thoughts of the past, of youth, of changes, 
of absent faces that we miss here tonight. Our path through life is strewn with many such sad 
memories: and were we to brood upon them always we could not find the heart to go on bravely with 
our work among the living. We have all of us living duties and living affections which claim, and rightly 
claim, our strenuous endeavours. 
  
"Therefore, I will not linger on the past. I will not let any gloomy moralising intrude upon us here 
tonight. Here we are gathered together for a brief moment from the bustle and rush of our everyday 
routine. We are met here as friends, in the spirit of good-fellowship, as colleagues, also to a certain 
extent, in the true spirit of camaraderi





  
Mary Jane glanced at Gabriel and Mr. Browne and said with a shiver: 
  
"It makes me feel cold to look at you two gentlemen muffled up like that. I wouldn't like to face your 
journey home at this hour." 
  
"I'd like nothing better this minute," said Mr. Browne stoutly, "than a rattling fine walk in the country 
or a fast drive with a good spanking goer between the shafts." 
  
"We used to have a very good horse and trap at home," said Aunt Julia sadly. 
  
"The never-to-be-forgotten Johnny," said Mary Jane, laughing. 
  
Aunt Kate and Gabriel laughed too. 
  



  
"O, we'll find another along the quay," said Gabriel. 
  
"Yes," said Aunt Kate. "Better not keep Mrs. Malins standing in the draught." 
  
Mrs. Malins was helped down the front steps by her son and Mr. Browne and, after many manoeuvres, 
hoisted into the cab. Freddy Malins clambered in after her and spent a long time settling her on the 
seat, Mr. Browne helping him with advice. At last she was settled comfortably and Freddy Malins 
invited Mr. Browne into the cab. There was a good deal of confused talk, and then Mr. Browne got into 
the cab. The cabman settled his rug over his knees, and bent down for the address. The confusion 
grew greater and the cabman was directed differently by Freddy Malins and Mr. Browne, each of 
whom had his head out through a window of the cab. The difficulty was to know where to drop Mr. 
Browne along the route, and Aunt Kate, Aunt Julia and Mary Jane helped the discussion from the 
doorstep with cross-directions and contradictions and abundance of laughter. As for Freddy Malins he 
was speechless with laughter. He popped his head in and out of the window every moment to the 
great danger of his hat, and told his mother how the discussion was progressing, till at last Mr. 
Browne shouted to the bewildered cabman above the din of everybody's laughter: 
  
"Do you know Trinity College?" 
  
"Yes, sir," said the cabman. 
  
"Well, drive bang up against Trinity College gates," said Mr. Browne, "and then we'll tell you where to 
go. You understand now?" 
  
"Yes, sir," said the cabman. 
  
"Make like a bird for Trinity College." 
  
"Right, sir," said the cabman. 
  
The horse was whipped up and the cab rattled off along the quay amid a chorus of laughter and 
adieus. 
  
Gabriel had not gone to the door with the others. He was in a dark part of the hall gazing up the 
staircase. A woman was standing near the top of the first flight, in the shadow also. He could not see 
her face but he could see the terra-cotta and salmon-pink panels of her skirt which the shadow made 
appear black and white. It was his wife. She was leaning on the banisters, listening to something. 
Gabriel was surprised at her stillness and strained his ear to listen also. But he could hear little save 
the noise of laughter and dispute on the front steps, a few chords struck on the piano and a few notes 
of a man's voice singing. 
  
He stood still in the gloom of the hall, trying to catch the air that the voice was singing and gazing up 
at his wife. There was grace and mystery in her attitude as if she were a symbol of something. He  17.507 0 Td
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them to be silent. The song seemed to be in the old Irish tonality and the singer seemed uncertain 
both of his words and of his voice. The voice, made plaintive by distance and by the singer's 
hoarseness, faintly illuminated the cadence of the air with words expressing grief: 
  
O, the rain falls on my heavy locks 
And the dew wets my skin, 
My babe lies cold... 
  
"O," exclaimed Mary Jane. "It's Bartell D'Arcy singing and he wouldn't sing all the night. O, I'll get him 
to sing a song before he goes." 
  
"O, do, Mary Jane," said Aunt Kate. 
  
Mary Jane brushed past the others and ran to the staircase, but before she reached it the singing 
stopped and the piano was closed abruptly. 
  
"O, what a pity!" she cried. "Is he coming down, Gretta?" 
  
Gabriel heard his wife answer yes and saw her come down towards them. A few steps behind her were 
Mr. Bartell D'Arcy and Miss O'Callaghan. 
  
"O, Mr. D'Arcy," cried Mary Jane, "it's downright mean of you to break off like that when we were all in 
raptures listening to you." 
  
"I have been at him all the evening," said Miss O'Callaghan, "and Mrs. Conroy, too, and he told us he 
had a dreadful cold and couldn't sing." 
  
"O, Mr. D'Arcy," said Aunt Kate, "now that was a great fib to tell." 
  
"Can't you see that I'm as hoarse as a crow?" said Mr. D'Arcy roughly. 
  
He went into the pantry hastily and put on his overcoat. The others, taken aback by his rude speech, 



colour on her cheeks and that her eyes were shining. A sudden tide of joy went leaping out of his 
heart. 
  





silence he pressed her arm closely to his side; and, as they stood at the hotel door, he felt that they 
had escaped from their lives and duties, escaped from home and friends and run away together with 
wild and radiant hearts to a new adventure. 
  
An old man was dozing in a great hooded chair in the hall. He lit a candle in the office and went before 
them to the stairs. They followed him in silence, their feet falling in soft thuds on the thickly carpeted 
stairs. She mounted the stairs behind the porter, her head bowed in the ascent, her frail shoulders 
curved as with a burden, her skirt girt tightly about her. He could have flung his arms about her hips 
and held her still, for his arms were trembling with desire to seize her and only the stress of his nails 
against the palms of his hands held the wild impulse of his body in check. The porter halted on the 
stairs to settle his guttering candle. They halted, too, on the steps below him. In the silence Gabriel 
could hear the falling of the molten wax into the tray and the thumping of his own heart against his 
ribs. 
  
The porter led them along a corridor and opened a door. Then he set his unstable candle down on a 
toilet-table and asked at what hour they were to be called in the morning. 
  
"Eight," said Gabriel. 
  
The porter pointed to the tap of the electric-light and began a muttered apology, but Gabriel cut him 
short. 
  
"We don't want any light. We have light enough from the street. And I say," he added, pointing to the 
candle, "you might remove that handsome article, like a good man." 
  
The porter took up his candle again, but slowly, for he was surprised by such a novel idea. Then he 
mumbled good-night and went out. Gabriel shot the lock to. 
  
A ghastly light from the street lamp lay in a long shaft from one window to the door. Gabriel threw his 
overcoat and hat on a couch and crossed the room towards the window. He looked down into the 
street in order that his emotion might calm a little. Then he turned and leaned against a chest of 
drawers with his back to the light. She had taken off her hat and cloak and was standing before a 
large swinging mirror, unhooking her waist. Gabriel paused for a few moments, watching her, and 
then said: 
  
"Gretta! " 
  
She turned away from the mirror slowly and walked along the shaft of light towards him. Her face 
looked so serious and weary that the words would not pass Gabriel's lips. No, it was not the moment 
yet. 
  
"You looked tired," he said. 
  
"I am a little," she answered. 
  
"You don't feel ill or weak?" 
  



  
"You know that poor fellow Malins?" he said quickly. 
  
"Yes. What about him?" 
  
"Well, poor fellow, he's a decent sort of chap, after all," continued Gabriel in a false voice. "He gave 
me back that sovereign I lent him, and I didn't expect it, really. It's a pity he wouldn't keep away from 
that Browne, because he's not a bad fellow, really." 
  
He was trembling now with annoyance. Why did she seem so abstracted? He did not know how he 
could begin. Was she annoyed, too, about something? If she would only turn to him or come to him of 
her own accord! To take her as she was would be brutal. No, he must see some ardour in her eyes 
first. He longed to be master of her strange mood. 
  
"When did you lend him the pound?" she asked, after a pause. 
  
Gabriel strove to restrain himself from breaking out into brutal language about the sottish Malins and 
his pound. He longed to cry to her from his soul, to crush her body against his, to overmaster her. But 
he said: 
  
"O, at Christmas, when he opened that little Christmas-card shop in Henry Street."



  
She raised her head from her arms and dried her eyes with the back of her hand like a child. A kinder 
note than he had intended went into his voice.



pennyboy for his aunts, a nervous, well-meaning sentimentalist, orating to vulgarians and idealising 
his own clownish lusts, the pitiable fatuous fellow he had caught a glimpse of in the mirror. 
Instinctively he turned his back more to the light lest she might see the shame that burned upon his 
forehead. 
  
He tried to keep up his tone of cold interrogation, but his voice when he spoke was humble and 
indifferent. 
  
"I suppose you were in love with this Michael Furey, Gretta," he said. 
  
"I was great with him at that time," she said. 
  
Her voice was veiled and sad. Gabriel, feeling now how vain it would be to try to lead her whither he 
had purposed, caressed one of her hands and said, also sadly: 
  
"And what did he die of so young, Gretta? Consumption, was it?" 
  
"I think he died for me," she answered. 
  
A vague terror seized Gabriel at this answer, as if, at that hour when he had hoped to triumph, some 
impalpable and vindictive being was coming against him, gathering forces against him in its vague 
world. But he shook himself free of it with an effort of reason and continued to caress her hand. He 
did not question her again, for he felt that she would tell him of herself. Her hand was warm and 
moist: it did not respond to his touch, but he continued to caress it just as he had caressed her first 
letter to him that spring morning. 
  
"It was in the winter," she said, "about the beginning of the winter when I was going to leave my 
grandmother's and come up here to the convent. And he was ill at the time in his lodgings in Galway 
and wouldn't be let out, and his people in Oughterard were written to. He was in decline, they said, or 
something like that. I never knew rightly." 
  
She paused for a moment and sighed. 
  
"Poor fellow," she said. "He was very fond of me and he was such a gentle boy. We used to go out 
together, walking, you know, Gabriel, like the way they do in the country. He was going to study 
singing only for his health. He had a very good voice, poor Michael Furey." 
  
"Well; and then?" asked Gabriel. 
  
"And then when it came to the time for me to leave Galway and come up to the convent he was much 
worse and I wouldn't be let see him so I wrote him a letter saying I was going up to Dublin and would 
be back in the summer, and hoping he would be better then." 
  
She paused for a moment to get her voice under control, and then went on: 
  
"Then the night before I left, I was in my grandmother's house in Nuns' Island, packing up, and I 
heard gravel thrown up against the window. The window was so wet I couldn't see, so I ran 
downstairs as I was and slipped out the back into the garden and there was the poor fellow at the end 
of the garden, shivering." 
  
"And did you not tell him to go back?" asked Gabriel. 
  
"I implored of him to go home at once and told him he would get his death in the rain. But he said he 
did not want to live. I can see his eyes as well as well! He was standing at the end of the wall where 
there was a tree." 



  



thickly drifted on the crooked crosses and headstones, on the spears of the little gate, on the barren 
thorns. His soul swooned slowly as he heard the snow falling faintly through the universe and faintly 
falling, like the descent of their last end, upon all the living and the dead. 


