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The days are 
dark – but we 
still have light 
in our lives...
N

ot much time from 
sunrise to sundown. 
We may as well be 
dwelling in a shadow 
land, a twilight zone 
in which we seem 

only half awake. People say: ‘I 
hate this time of year’, and 
yet time is what we make of 
it.

As the last light fades, I look out 
towards the hills to see them  
shimmer in the dying sun. Soon, I am 
standing alone in the dark and it is 
not even five in the afternoon. It is 
time to light the lamps, but not those 
powered by a switch.

A room can be lit with a dozen bulbs 
and yet still remain cold. It is not 
light itself that fills a space with 
warmth, but a special kind of light. 
only in candlelight, in that which lifts 
the heart, will a house become a 
home.

I strike the match and give life to 
those small flames that will guide us 
through the night. Soon, the room is 
aglow with an aura of beauty and ten-
derness. the shadows have been ban-
ished by a life-giving spirit that seems 
to burn with a smile.

My youngest bursts through the 
door and says: ‘thank you for lighting 
the candles, Dad.’ 

Children are naturally afraid of the 
dark, but even a room half-lit by a 
flame is a place of comfort and peace. 
For them, the candles signify those 
heartfelt bonds that cannot be  
broken.

With darkness comes emptiness 
and gloom. the light and colour 
fades, but so too does life beyond our 
window. that is why we must ani-
mate the home with light and colour, 
melody and magic.

An old candle collapsing in upon it-
self is a symbol of real life. It is an icon 
of love, simply because it sees us safe-
ly through the winter season. It draws 
us together as we fill the darkness 
with those things of the spirit.

those are things which gather us 
together by warming us from within. 
on the surface, a candle is but a 
flame. For us, however, it is a sacred 
light which drives away the mist and 
makes us one with each other.

the children giggle their way across 
the room. I press ‘Play’ and it is In 
Dreams from the Lord of the Rings. 
Suddenly, the room rises on the crest 
of a melody so pure, so profound. 

A young boy with the voice of an 
angel slowly begins to sing: ‘When the 
cold of winter comes, starless night 
will cover day. In the veiling of the 
sun we will walk in bitter rain.’ 

those haunting words perfectly 
convey what we all feel in this season 

of the shadows. Yet, it is what he sings 
next that tells us why it need not be 
that way: ‘But in dreams I can hear 
your name, and in dreams we will 
meet again.’ In dreams, we can do 
anything and be anything.

In so many ways, our dreams give 
life and colour to reality. they trans-
figure it in the image of all that is 
blessed and beautiful. In lighting 
those candles, I dream of an evening 
with my beloved family, bound  
together by love that lasts well  
beyond this life.

In dreams, I no longer see the dark-
ness, nor do I hear the rain or the 
gales. I fear neither the cold nor the 
night, for my world has been transfig-
ured by a light that can never go out. 
It is a light symbolised in the candle, 
but one which will stay lit long after 
the last flame has been extinguished.

A room that was once barren, dark 
and cold is now pulsing with life. the 
boys sing to a tune upon whose  
gorgeous air we glide elsewhere. 

In that tender chorus I see all my 
dreams come true. 

I reach for a glass as the roast siz-
zles away. St Benedict wrote: ‘We be-
lieve that a hemina of wine a day is 
sufficient for each.’ I pour a tincture 
as I am ordered to replay In Dreams. 

the place is alive with light, with 
merriment and love. It moves to the 
sound of ordinary life sanctified by 
sweet voices which transcend time. 
our youngest appears dressed as a 
hobbit and simply hums and sways 
before the stereo. 

W
 
 
e are in dreams, and 
they have been made 
real by simple things 
which are always 
there for us. the 

candle, the song, the glass and life 
lived in the sweet glow of all three. 

the sun may be veiled and we may 
walk in bitter rain. Starless night may 
cover day, but so long as we live in 
dreams we shall be blessed in every 
way. And those dreams are of our own 
making, conjured from gentle things 
like a small flame, a melody and the 
sweet gifts of creation.

one by one, I quench the candles, 
except for that by the window. I look 
out upon the dreary night, the rain-
drops like God’s tears rolling down 
the pane. the album comes full circle 
and In Dreams plays yet again. 

In the dim glow, I ponder our meal, 
our laughs and our life together in 
this place. the song comes to an end 
as the flame finally gives up the 
ghost.

once again, I stand silently in the 
dark, but somehow this room has 
never seemed so full of light.

Oh my! Dorothy’s Oz 
dress is sold for €1.5m
THE dress worn by Judy Garland 
in The Wizard Of Oz has sold for 
$1.56million (€1.47million) –  
making it one of the world’s most 
valuable costumes.

Dorothy Gale’s blue and white 
gingham dress is one of the most 
unmistakable garments in movie 
history.

Garland had around ten dresses 
made to film the 1939 classic – but 
there are just two remaining.

So when Bonhams announced it 
would be selling one in New York, 
collectors from all around the 
world battled it out for the desir-
able piece of film memorabilia.

The dress had an upper esti-
mate of $1.2million (€1.13million) 
but ended up selling for a whop-

ping $1.56million (€1.47million) at 
the Treasures from the Dream 
Factory sale. Catherine William-
son, Bonhams’ director of Enter-
tainment Memorabilia, said: ‘The 

dress is considered a true and 
t imeless  icon of  c lass ic 
Hollywood.’

The bumper price-tag paid on 
Monday evening is thanks in part 
to Garland’s star quality.

She played Dorothy as a 17-year-
old starlet, with the Gingham 
dress designed to make her look 
closer in age to the 12-year-old 
orphan character.

She became one of the world’s 
most famous celebrities – and as 
troubled as she was talented. She 
died in 1969 aged just 47 after tak-
ing an accidental overdose of 
barbiturates in London.

Last year, the Lion costume sold 
for a staggering $3million while 
Dorothy’s slippers would likely 
sell for a similar figure if they 
were put up for auction.
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