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Adapted from Brooklyn  by Colm Tóibín 

Eilis could hear voices and movement on the floor above and then the young 

girl came down and said that Miss Kelly would be with her before long. It was said 

that Miss Kelly sold the best ham in the town and the freshest of everything 

including cream, but Eilis did not think she had ever been in the shop, merely 

glanced into the interior as she passed and noticed Miss Kelly at the counter. 

 Miss Kelly slowly came down the stairs into the hallway and turned on a 

light. “Now,” she said, and repeated it as though it were a greeting. She did not 

smile. Eilis was about to explain that she had been sent for, and to ask politely if 

this was the right time to come, but Miss Kelly’s way of looking her up and down 

made her decide to say nothing.  

“Here you are, then,” Miss Kelly said. “I hear you have no job at all but a 

great head for figures.” Miss Kelly’s thick glasses made the expression on her face 

difficult to read. “And we are worked off our feet every Sunday here. Sure, there’s 

nothing else open. And, as a rule, I open after seven mass, and between the end of 

nine o’clock mass until eleven mass is well over, there isn’t room to move in this 

shop. I have Mary here to help, but she’s slow enough at the best of times, so I was 

on the lookout for someone sharp, someone who would know people and give the 

right change. But only on Sundays, mind. The rest of the week we can manage 

ourselves. And you were recommended. I made inquiries about you and it would be 

seven and six a week, it might help your mother a bit.” 

 


