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Street bench is  
a perfect place 
to be at one 
with the world
S

he sat alone on the 
street bench, the 
spring sun bathing 
her in a warm glow. 
She sat alone with a 
few shopping bags on 

the ground, her coat opened 
to the waist. She sat alone as 
I walked by, a woman ponder-
ing me as I pondered her.

There was a time when street 
benches were everywhere. That was a 
time when we took time to simply sit 
and absorb the world. 

To the observer, it might have 
seemed like we were doing nothing. 
In reality, we were contemplating life 
in all its wonder and diversity.

Today, we still have park benches 
and those that line our piers. The 
street bench is, however, a relic of a 
lost world. To sit on the bench, to 
stare at life passing by, was to be in 
the moment and to make sense of it.

We sat, we people-watched and we 
learned so much about everything. 
To look at people doing their daily 
rounds, to see the wheels of ordinary 
life in motion, is to see who and what 
we are. 

The old lady pulling her shopping 
trolley, wearing that same scarf and 
overcoat in good weather and bad.
The elderly man in his trilby, his 
hands behind his back as he strolls 
while pulling gently on a pipe. The 
young girls cycling in and out of the 
driveway, their distant giggles 
 shattering the silence. The postman 
chatting to a mother, her children 
making mischief in the background.

The birds flying high to the light of 
the sun. The trees swaying in the 
morning breeze, their emerald leaves 
a sign that spring has truly sprung. 
The joggers and dog-walkers scoot-
ing by as they seek to shed the 
pounds. The sirens, the bells and the 
constant hum of traffic all comprise 
the symphony of the street. 

Slamming doors, phone conversa-
tions and the buzzing bees collecting 
nectar overhead – these are the 
sounds of life, those which remind us 
that we belong to the great circus of 
humanity. They are, however, sounds 
that we shall never hear unless we 
stop, look and listen.

The street bench was where it all 
happened. Absorbing it all, you found 
contentment in simply being at one 
with the surrounding world. 

And if someone joined you, it was 
less of an interruption than an excuse 
to chat about this and that.

‘Thank God we have a bit of sun. I 
couldn’t take any more of that rain 
and cold. At least we can look for-
ward to the bright evenings.’ 

With that began a conversation that 
would resolve nothing, but would 
 enhance everything. In those 
 moments, you were no longer an 
 observer, but you too became part of 
the surrounding symphony.

As the sun finally faded, the street 
bench was reserved for young couples 
who got to know each other while 
‘hanging out’. The bench served as a 
place where romance blossomed and 
where night strollers simply stared at 
the stars. And then, as dawn lit up 
the sky, the street symphony slowly 
began to sound once more. 

She sat alone on the bench, taking 
it all in. It is the last one left in our 
area and it is on a T-junction. 

It might seem a peculiar place to 
park a bench, but to sit there is to see 
the world flowing by. 

I pass it every day and it is usually 
empty. It stands as a monument to an 
age when we had far fewer distrac-
tions, when we found joy simply by 
being in the world. 

I cannot see it without recalling how 
essential the simple wooden bench 
was to those like my grandparents, 
people who were happy to while away 
the hours savouring real life.

She sat there smiling. I had never 
seen her before and yet she reminded 
me of everything I had known and 
loved. I had grown up surrounded by 
people for whom the street bench 
was an almost sacred space.

She was elderly yet still youthful. 
She was a shopper taking some 
 respite from her tasks. She was soak-
ing up the sun, the sounds and the 
sights of nothing in particular. 

A
 
 
nd yet how special and 
precious and beautiful 
each sound and sight is. 
The street is a kaleido-
scope of colour, a natural 

theatre with an array of characters, 
each one of whom has a unique story. 
To guess what their stories are is one 
of the great secrets of getting the 
most out of your time on the bench.

She looked at me and I looked back. 
To her, I was the walker, someone 
who was using the street to shed his 
stress. To me, she was someone in 
whom all the sights, sounds and 
 textures of the street were fused into 
one experience. 

no wonder she was smiling. no won-
der she looked so at ease with the 
world. Simply by sitting there, she 
had found the joy that comes from 
savouring life for its own sake.

It was only a fleeting moment, but it 
was enough for me to see the world 
from her side. And what I saw was 
one where shopping was merely an 
excuse to meet and chat, to stroll and 
connect with people, nature and 
 everything that makes our brief time 
here worthwhile. 

I saw the world as it should be seen, 
but as we see it no more.

She sat alone as I passed by. The 
next day, nothing had changed – 
 except the fact that she had gone and 
the symphony of life was once again 
playing to an empty seat.

Bank’s queues too long, 
says man €84k in debt
A busInessMAn told a judge 
 yesterday that long queues in his 
local AIb branch were creating 
difficulties for him in paying off 
an €84,000 arrears debt on his 
mortgage.

Martin Ryan told the Circuit Civil 
Court that when he dropped in to 
his branch he was met with a long 
wait.

‘They are always very busy and 
you have to queue for an hour to 
make a payment,’ Mr Ryan told 
Judge Jacqueline Linnane.

but warning him to continue 
making lodgments against his 
mortgage, the judge said:  ‘All of 
us have to queue and if you have 
to queue you have to queue.

‘Don’t come back to me blam-
ing the bank for something that is 
not the bank’s fault.’

Mr Ryan, representing himself, 

also told the Dublin court he put 
his €250-a-week mortgage and 
arrears repayments into the 
bank’s ATM but the bank refused 
to accept payment by this 
method.

‘I have been making weekly 
payments of €250 per week but 
AIb refuses to take my payments,’ 
he said.

Keith Rooney, representing the 
bank, said AIb was unable to 
accept payments via its ATM and 
that Mr Ryan had been told this.  

He said the bank was seeking an 
adjournment to allow it to clarify 
some matters.

Mr Ryan and his wife Mary are 
being sued by the bank for pos-
session of their home in Carrick-
brack Road, baily, Howth, Co. 

Dublin, on foot of loans of €20,000, 
€65,000 and €120,000 taken out 
against the home.  

Repayment arrears now stand 
at €84,000, the court heard.

Judge Linnane said it was clear 
from a letter the bank had sent 
him on December 9 last year that 
Mr Ryan could not make pay-
ments on his mortgage account 
through an ATM.

Adjourning the proceedings, 
Judge Linnane said €250 a week 
was not going to make a big dent 
on arrears of €84,000 but that he 
should continue lodging the 
money.

The court heard that the Mr 
Ryans had failed to make pay-
ments due to the bank and a 
 written demand for possession of 
the property had been made on 
April 9, 2014.
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