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All the warmth 
of humanity on 
view on a chilly 
autumn stroll
I 

take the first step and 
hope for the best. It is 
cold and a cloud of dew 
still hangs in the air. as I 
progress, autumn leaves 
of yellow, brown and red 

crunch beneath my feet. 
I look up to see that the trees are 

almost bare. Gone is their summer 
splendour, only to be replaced by 
autumn rags. Worn out and dishev-
elled, they appear to weep for lost 
seasons in the sun.

It is as though the world is falling 
apart, yet where there is death, life 
springs eternal. the grass has 
stopped growing and is covered in 
leaves. However, with its glistening 
mantle of fresh dew, it has never 
looked so fine.

Birds chirp overhead, seemingly 
impervious to the flow of life down 
below. a beaming child passes by on 
his push car. His big padded coat 
makes it difficult to cycle, but he will 
not be defeated. Our eyes meet and 
we smile as though we are kin. 

as I move on, it suddenly hits 
me: the rich woody smell of burning 
turf. through the window of an old 
cottage I see a blazing fire.

In a world of toxic fumes, this is the 
true scent of home.

I don’t want to leave it behind, but 
the ‘eternal footman’ is restless. I 
pass a school buzzing with hype and 
laughter. It is ‘little break’ and the joy 
of freedom is palpable. 

a squirrel darts across an overhead 
wire. I pause to admire his stealth 
and dexterity as he hops to and 
fro. How come I can marvel at such 
a creature, yet if this were a rat I 
would shriek? 

‘Good morning,’ says an elderly lady 
who is polishing the railings of her 
magnificent bungalow. She is small 
with a Mediterranean complexion 
and what looks like a Mexican som-
brero covering her jet black hair. It is 
only when we start chatting that I 
realise she has a deep Dublin accent. 

‘We’ll never win the tidy towns, you 
know’, she says.

‘Why is that?’ I inquire, to which she 
quickly responds: ‘Because people 
around here don’t know how to keep 
the place clean. Neither do they know 
how to control their dogs.’

this little lady is someone who, if 
she had her way, would keep me 
talking all day. Her make-up is more 
detailed than a supermodel’s and her 
home is a small, exotic palace.

She is a smiling testament to civic 
virtues and a ray of warm sunlight on 
this raw October day.

a young mother pushes a pram 
carrying two sleeping twins. She 
inhales deeply, joyfully glances at her 
two tiny tots, looks at me and beams. 
We don’t know each other and yet we 
are bound by a shared love of those 

simple things that make life worth-
while. the chestnuts are falling and 
so is the sun. By noon it will have 
reached its peak before making room 
for the shadows. the dark season is 
upon us, a time for turning indoors, 
lighting the lamps and shutting out 
the world.

However, even in this season of 
shadows there is still beauty beyond 
the four walls. the old man hovers 
precariously on the ladder. He is 
giving his garden hedge one last trim 
before packing away the shears. 

 a smiling lady strolls by and I 
 wonder what has caused her happi-
ness. We never know what a person is 
carrying inside, so I hope her outward 
joy is a reflection of a happy heart. 
‘Nice day,’ she mumbles, but before I 
can reply she is gone.

Distant dogs bark and the hum of 
life never ceases. Doors closing, 
people laughing and chestnuts crack-
ing are sounds that guide me along 
the path. this is natural music, a 
symphony that roots me to the earth 
and its magical miracles.

the flowers are almost dead, but 
some cling to life as if enraptured by 
a heavenly vision. they are old yet 
still vibrant, their stunning colours 
glowing in the pale sun. It is as if the 
gates of paradise are opening and 
they have caught a glimpse of what 
lies beyond.

I turn the corner for home and 
 realise that I have just experienced 
something extraordinary. 

T
 
 
He Buddhist master thich 
Nhat Hanh described it 
perfectly when he said that 
people ‘usually consider 
walking on water or in thin 

air a miracle. But I think the real 
 miracle is not to walk either on water 
or in thin air, but to walk on earth’.

Walking on the earth is the most 
natural of all human activities, and 
yet it is also the most astonishing. 
today, you have walked with me for 
just an hour and we have seen things 
to which we are often so blind.

We have savoured the world in all its 
richness and diversity.

People, places, smells and sights are 
all there to be discovered and enjoyed. 
there is no need to travel far or to 
leave the place you love in order to 
see the world. that is because the 
true treasures of this earth are right 
there beyond your front gate. 

to walk is to live. It is to be in 
harmony with humanity, nature and 
this stunning portion of eden that is 
ours. and I experience those miracles 
simply by putting one foot in front of 
the other. 

I shut the door knowing that when I 
open it again it will seem as though I 
have indeed walked in thin air. 

€17k after knee popped 
out... and back in again
A WOMAN has been awarded 
€17,500 after her knee ‘popped 
out’ when she fell on a wet dance 
floor at a Temple bar disco.

But make-up artist Emma Fox’s 
knee ‘spontaneously popped in 
again’ within minutes of her 
hitting the floor, the Circuit Civil 
Court was told yesterday.

The 23-year-old sued the owner 
of the Sin Bar Nightclub, Ciaran 
Gray, and two pub companies 
that own the premises where it 
was run, after she slipped on 
St Patrick’s night 2012. Her barris-
ter told the court that they had 
ignored her injuries claim.

He said Mr Gray, of Balrothery 
Estate, Tallaght, Dublin, who 
trades as Sin Bar & Nightclub 
Temple Bar and PCARD Taverns 

Ltd and Coco Taverns Ltd, of 
 Sycamore Street, Temple Bar, had 
failed to enter an appearance, 
and judgment had earlier been 
obtained against all of them.

After she fell Ms Fox was taken 

to St James’s Hospital but went 
home when faced with a five-
hour wait. She attended an emer-
gency clinic in Blanchardstown 
hospital the next day. Ms Fox, of 
The Meadows, Millfarm, Dun-
boyne, Co. Meath, said she dislo-
cated her right kneecap but it 
popped in again after two min-
utes and responded to treatment.

She noticed little change unless 
exercising hard in the gym or 
going up several flights of stairs. 
She worked in the Blanchards-
town Shopping Centre where she 
was on her feet most of the day.

Her consultant said she would 
have an increased predisposition 
to dislocating her kneecap.

Judge Alison Lindsay noted that 
the defendants were aware the 
case was going on but had not 
responded.
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A dance floor fall: Emma Fox


