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==== Intro ==== 

It is Dublin Ireland at Christmas time. The year is sometime at the turn 

of the century (1900 or so). Favorite nephew Gabriel is giving a speech at 

his aunt Kate and Julia's annual Christmas gathering. There has been 

genial laughter, singing and dancing, in a spirit of revelry. Gabriel stands 

before a dozen friends and relatives and provides a toast before they all 

feast. 

==== Intro ==== 

 

 

"A new generation is growing up in our midst, a generation actuated by 

new ideas and new principles. It is serious and enthusiastic for these 

new ideas and its enthusiasm, even when it is misdirected, is, I believe, 

in the main sincere. But we are living in a sceptical and, if I may use the 

phrase, a thought-tormented age: and sometimes I fear that this new 

generation, educated or hypereducated as it is, will lack those qualities of 

humanity, of hospitality, of kindly humour which belonged to an older 

day. Listening tonight to the names of all those great singers of the past 

it seemed to me, I must confess, that we were living in a less spacious 

age. Those days might, without exaggeration, be called spacious days: 

and if they are gone beyond recall let us hope, at least, that in gatherings 

such as this we shall still speak of them with pride and affection, still 
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cherish in our hearts the memory of those dead and gone great ones 

whose fame the world will not willingly let die." 

 

"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 camaraderie, and as the 

guests of -- what shall I call them? -- the Three Graces of the Dublin 

musical world." 

 

==== Transition ==== 

After the party, Gabriel is alone with his wife Gretta. She resists his 

amorous advances and she seems preoccupied with something 

=== Transition ==== 

 

"Gretta, dear, what are you thinking about?" 
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She did not answer nor yield wholly to his arm. He said again, softly:Tell 

me what it is, Gretta. I think I know what is the matter. Do I know?" 

 

She did not answer at once. Then she said in an outburst of tears: "O, I 

am thinking about that song, The Lass of Aughrim." 

 

She broke loose from him and ran to the bed and, throwing her arms 

across the bed-rail, hid her face. Gabriel stood stockstill for a moment in 

astonishment and then followed her. As he passed in the way of the 

cheval-glass he caught sight of himself in full length, his broad, well-

filled shirt-front, the face whose expression always puzzled him when he 

saw it in a mirror, and his glimmering gilt-rimmed eyeglasses. He halted 

a few paces from her and said: 

 

"What about the song? Why does that make you cry?" 

 

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. 

 

"Why, Gretta?" he asked. 

 

"I am thinking about a person long ago who used to sing that song." 

 

"And who was the person long ago?" asked Gabriel, smiling. 

 

"It was a person I used to know in Galway when I was living with my 

grandmother," she said. 
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The smile passed away from Gabriel's face. A dull anger began to gather 

again at the back of his mind and the dull fires of his lust began to glow 

angrily in his veins. 

 

"Someone you were in love with?" he asked ironically. 

 

=== Transition 

Gretta tells him the story of Michael Fury, a sickly boy who loved her 

when she was 19. He died after coming to visit her during a cold rain. 

Exhausted after an emotional night, Gretta falls asleep. 

=== Transition 

 

Gabriel, leaning on his elbow, looked for a few moments unresentfully on 

her tangled hair and half-open mouth, listening to her deep-drawn 

breath. So she had had that romance in her life: a man had died for her 

sake. It hardly pained him now to think how poor a part he, her 

husband, had played in her life. He watched her while she slept, as 

though he and she had never lived together as man and wife. His curious 

eyes rested long upon her face and on her hair: and, as he thought of 

what she must have been then, in that time of her first girlish beauty, a 

strange, friendly pity for her entered his soul. He did not like to say even 

to himself that her face was no longer beautiful, but he knew that it was 

no longer the face for which Michael Furey had braved death. 

 

Perhaps she had not told him all the story. His eyes moved to the chair 

over which she had thrown some of her clothes. A petticoat string 

dangled to the floor. One boot stood upright, its limp upper fallen down: 
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the fellow of it lay upon its side. He wondered at his riot of emotions of 

an hour before. From what had it proceeded? From his aunt's supper, 

from his own foolish speech, from the wine and dancing, the merry-

making when saying good-night in the hall, the pleasure of the walk 

along the river in the snow. Poor Aunt Julia! She, too, would soon be a 

shade with the shade of Patrick Morkan and his horse. He had caught 

that haggard look upon her face for a moment when she was singing 

Arrayed for the Bridal. Soon, perhaps, he would be sitting in that same 

drawing-room, dressed in black, his silk hat on his knees. The blinds 

would be drawn down and Aunt Kate would be sitting beside him, crying 

and blowing her nose and telling him how Julia had died. He would cast 

about in his mind for some words that might console her, and would find 

only lame and useless ones. Yes, yes: that would happen very soon. 

 

The air of the room chilled his shoulders. He stretched himself cautiously 

along under the sheets and lay down beside his wife. One by one, they 

were all becoming shades. Better pass boldly into that other world, in the 

full glory of some passion, than fade and wither dismally with age. He 

thought of how she who lay beside him had locked in her heart for so 

many years that image of her lover's eyes when he had told her that he 

did not wish to live. 

 

Generous tears filled Gabriel's eyes. He had never felt like that himself 

towards any woman, but he knew that such a feeling must be love. The 

tears gathered more thickly in his eyes and in the partial darkness he 

imagined he saw the form of a young man standing under a dripping 

tree. Other forms were near. His soul had approached that region where 

dwell the vast hosts of the dead. He was conscious of, but could not 
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apprehend, their wayward and flickering existence. His own identity was 

fading out into a grey impalpable world: the solid world itself, which 

these dead had one time reared and lived in, was dissolving and 

dwindling. 

 

A few light taps upon the pane made him turn to the window. It had 

begun to snow again. He watched sleepily the flakes, silver and dark, 

falling obliquely against the lamplight. The time had come for him to set 

out on his journey westward. Yes, the newspapers were right: snow was 

general all over Ireland. It was falling on every part of the dark central 

plain, on the treeless hills, falling softly upon the Bog of Allen and, 

farther westward, softly falling into the dark mutinous Shannon waves. It 

was falling, too, upon every part of the lonely churchyard on the hill 

where Michael Furey lay buried. It lay 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. 


