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Little things 
make our time 
here magical 
‘D

o you ever get 
stuck for things 
to write about?’ 
That is a ques-
tion I am asked 
regularly and, to 

answer honestly, I don’t get 
stuck. Another question is 
this: ‘Where do you get inspi-
ration when you sit down to 
write?’ The reason I don’t get 
stuck is because I try to draw 
inspiration from everything. 

It struck me the other day that I 
have been writing for this newspaper 
for exactly ten years. What is wonder-
ful is that I still feel as though it is all 
very new. Each time I sit down to 
write this column it is like penning 
my very first piece.

Writing is a very solitary exercise, 
and yet it opens up a world in which 
the beauty and wonder of life comes 
into sharp focus. It captures a mo-
ment, endows it with colour and gives 
it meaning. Without the written word 
we could not reflect on those things 
that make life the wonderful adven-
ture it is. 

As a writer, it pays to notice every-
thing. A throwaway comment, a scrap 
of paper, a flower or even an old boot 
are the things that render life really 
interesting. They are the raw material 
which motivates a writer’s muse. 

Yes, I did mean to say an old boot. 
For six years, my boys and I have 
driven past a traffic light attached to 
which is a boot. one day, I noticed 
the boot dangling by its laces and I 
simply exclaimed: ‘oh look, a boot!’ 
There followed a howl of laughter 
that still erupts to this day.

‘What is a boot doing up there?’ We 
speculated that it might have been a 
prank played on someone celebrating 
a significant birthday, or part of the 
ritual humiliation endured by a man 
on his stag night. It could have been 
some students up to high jinks. Ei-
ther way, there was a boot hanging 
from a traffic light and it was causing 
mayhem in my car. 

The boot was not old back then. In 
fact, it looked rather new and could 
have been worn by either a man or a 
woman. It was brown with a cream 
sole – the sort of boot one would wear 
with denim. 

We were sure it would soon be re-
trieved. It was simply too new to be 
discarded so ignominiously. Then 
again, would you want to wear a boot 
that had spent more than a night 
dangling from a lamppost? 

The owner obviously felt that he or 
she could not, and so the boot re-
mained where it was. Before long, it 
began to look sad and dishevelled. 
Each morning, once the laughter died 
down, we would discuss the possible 
provenance of the boot. 

We wondered if the owner might 
come and take a sneak peek at this 
sad sight. We wondered when the ele-
ments might have their way with the 
laces. We wondered when the council 
would do away with the boot. We 

wondered in vain because, each day, 
there it was. The snows came and it 
resembled a bauble dangling from a 
Christmas tree. The storms came but 
it refused to budge. The driving rain 
filled it with water but still it would 
not be moved. 

Then, the baking sun of summer 
scorched the boot until it began to 
crack. It was charred and weather-
beaten but not broken. If resilience 
were the mark of good quality, this 
boot was top of the range. 

After a few years, we became blind 
to the boot. It was now just part of 
the natural fabric and, like the leaves 
on the trees, it simply blended in. 
However, what we did not anticipate 
was the reaction of our youngest 
shortly after he started preschool.

‘Dad, look, there’s a boot hanging 
from the traffic light!’ And then he 
exploded into hysterics which soon 
spread like wildfire through the car. 
Suddenly, the boot had come back 
into full focus. 

At one point, we thought there 
might be a bird’s nest in the boot. 
After each holiday, we turn the corner 
anxiously anticipating its disappear-
ance. ‘It’s still there! It’s still there!’ 
– and we laugh out loud.

T
 
 
HE boot, which is now 
very old and decrepit, is 
part and parcel of our lives. 
It has somehow become 
central to our family folk-

lore. When someone mentions ‘the 
boot’ we all know what they are talk-
ing about.

Just this morning, I looked closely 
at the boot and marvelled at its dura-
bility. How could this seemingly frag-
ile item withstand so many years of 
Irish weather? And why on Earth 
didn’t its owner collect it the morning 
after the night before?

It seems that the old boot is there 
to stay. It is now part of the great tap-
estry of life in that neighbourhood. 
Still, as my eldest often inquires, are 
we the only people who notice and 
talk about the boot? 

one night many years ago, some-
thing happened at that traffic light 
and the boot provides all the answers. 
That no-one has bothered to cut it 
down means that those secrets are 
safe. Instead, the boot has become a 
source of much idle speculation and 
endless hours of laughter. 

Now, when I sat down here this 
morning, I had intended on writing 
about something else entirely. Not for 
a second did I imagine I would end up 
crafting a column about an old boot. 
And yet, for my family, that boot has 
become something of an icon, some-
thing without which our mornings 
would be much less fun.

That is what I meant when I said it 
pays to notice everything. For it is in 
the little things of life that we find the 
most meaning. 

It is in things like a discarded old 
boot that we experience the magic 
that makes our brief time here some-
thing quite inspirational.

Schools hit with series 
of hoax bomb threats
HOAX bomb threats which led to 
a number of primary schools 
being evacuated yesterday have 
been branded ‘despicable’.

Five primary schools across the 
country were forced to evacuate 
children and staff yesterday 
morning after they received 
threats over the telephone. 

Gardaí confirmed yesterday 
that schools in Limerick, Cork, 
Carlow, Waterford and Dublin, 
including a creche, received calls 
yesterday. It is understood that 
the calls may have come from an 
automated system based outside 
the country.

Police in the North said yester-
day that seven primary schools 
also received a series of hoax 
threats yesterday. At least other 
ten schools in the UK were also 
evacuated after a series of bomb 

threats. This comes after at least 
26 sites across the UK were evac-
uated after hoax calls on Mon-
day. Those affected included hun-
dreds of pupils taking exams. 

A worker at a creche based in 
Drumnigh Montessori Primary 
School, Donaghmede, Dublin, 
said all the children were ‘safe 
and happy’. 

Hundreds of schoolchildren 
were evacuated from Milford 
National School in Limerick. The 
area was cordoned off as gardaí 
searched the area.

Local Fianna Fáil councillor Joe 
Pond, who is also a caretaker at 
the school, was cutting grass out-
side when the alarm was raised 
and the school was evacuated.

He said teachers carry out a 

drill a couple of times a year, and 
‘got them out in minutes’. Mr 
Pond said: ‘Anyone that targets a 
primary school would want to 
get their head examined.’

Holy Family Girls National 
School, Askea, Co. Carlow, and 
Whitegate National School, 
Midleton, Co. Cork, were also 
evacuated after the calls. There 
was also an incident a Dublin 
Queen of Angels Primary School 
in Sandyford in Dublin.

Susan McCarthy, a local council-
lor in Midleton, said: It’s one of 
the stupidest and most outland-
ish things I’ve ever heard.’

Fianna Fáil’s Fintan Phelan said 
the hoax calls were ‘despicable’. 

The Carlow-based councillor 
said: ‘I hope the gardaí can iden-
tify who it is that is doing it and 
bring them to justice.’

By Leah McDonlad


