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INTRODUCTION 

It was definitely a case of Where, as far as Trim was concerned when the 
events in the following pages took place many years ago. Because despite the 
fact that the town was less than thirty miles from Dublin few people had ever 
heard of it. 
This was long before such events as winning the Tidy Towns Competition 
three times had trust the town into the prominent position that it enjoys today. 
Indeed with a population of less than fifteen hundred souls it was the one of 
the smallest urban centres in Ireland. 
What it lacked however, in size and importance, it made up for in character 
and the quality of life. In the nineteen forties, the decade in which most of the 
events told here take place, Trim had a cinema. It had a railway station. It had 
its very own town band. It was possible to spend a day at the races then, take 
the train to Dublin or if you were twelve years of age and hadn't a care in the 
world, skip along the streets to the strains of Napper Tandy, Doian's Ass or 
any one of the dozens of tunes in the repertoire of that never to be forgotten 
group of musicians collectively known as the Trim Piper's band. In the 
following pages we hope to do just that. 

Tommy Murray October 2004 
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THE HURLER'S CARNIVAL 

My uncle used to act as a steward at the hurler's carnival. For two weeks 
every year, usually in early autumn, he would rake in our pennies like a 
Monte Carlo croupier to the chant of "On the line or on the grass is mine." 
According to the dictionary the word Carnival means a season of revelry 
before Lent or alternatively a travelling fair having side shows and merry go-
rounds. In South Meath the word has long been associated with those annu-
al fund raising efforts that were such a feature of rural life in the 1930s 40s 
and 50s. So apart from the seasonal difference the South Meath interpretation 
of the word Carnival is spot on the mark. As for the Hurler's carnival, it was 
all that and more. 
Held in the Fairgreen, this festival of side shows merry -go- rounds and 
dancing was one of the first of these events to be held in the county. From 
around 7.30 each evening and on Sunday afternoons during the fortnight of 
the carnival the Fairgreen would be thronged with young and old alike as 
McGivern's amusements swung into action. To a generation that had never 
known the wonders of television or stereophonic sound the nightly blare of 
gramophone music or the Hurdy Gurdy as we called it was certainly 
something to look forward to. 
At the Roulette tables the odds ranged from evens the black to a hefty twelve 
to one the Harp, Crown, Feather or Shamrock. At the La Boule table the odds 
were somewhat shorter while at "The Wheel 'M In" we pleaded for the 
benefit of the doubt even when our pennies straddled the line. At the "One 
Armed Bandits" we invoked the saints for three bells only to settle for two 
bunches of fruit, three pennies and a lead washer. For the more energetic 
there was always the "Chair 0 Planes and "The Hobby Horses". 
An early form of Bingo known as Pongo had its followers who stayed well 
into the small hours throwing hurling balls into a square frame with numbers 
on it for prizes ranging from one Shilling and nine Pence to ten Shillings. 
That this was one of the most popular games of the whole carnival could be 
attributed to the charm of the host who was affectionately known as Paddy 
Pongo. 
After Eleven 0 Clock the Bicycle Park would begin to fill up and the 
amusements would begin to wind down. With the Pongo tent and the dance 
marquee strictly out of bounds to youngsters like myself there was little else 
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to do but call it a day. 
This was the hey-day of the big bands. The Flying Carltons, the Johnny 
Butlers and the Pat Jacksons and on three or four nights each week the 
velvet tones of the saxophone would drift across the Fairgreen as we made 
our way home. On such nights, usually on Sundays, Tuesdays and Fridays the 
four thousand square foot, seven pole marquee would become a Mecca for 
followers of the light fantastic for miles around. They danced well into the 
small hours. Old time waltzes, quicksteps and tangos and of course the 
Charleston with the emphasis very much on grace rather than rhythm. They 
danced to the music of The Silver Seven from Drogheda and the Del Rio 
from Donabate and to such melodies as "South of the Border" and "Little Sir 
Echo", to all the latest tunes ,in fact. 
The waltzing competition was always one of the big attractions of the 
fortnight with entries coming from every town and village in the county and 
indeed from Dublin and Kildare too. 
However, there were always enough local exponents of the waltz to ensure 
that the trophies remained in the parish if not the town. 
Living as I did less that three hundred yards away from the Fairgreen I would 
seldom miss much of the music, often staying awake right up to the playing 
of the National Anthem. 
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THE CORPUS CHRISTI PROCESSION 

After Christmas and Easter one of the most important events in the local 
ecclesiastical calendar was the feast of Corpus Christi. For spectacle, 
splendour and total commitment, especially for those people resident along 
the route, have never surpassed the annual Corpus Christi procession of the 
forties and fifties. 
A holy day of obligation, when only those engaged in essential services 
worked, it was a day off for all. Skinflint employers however, would 
sometimes stretch the term essential services. 
The weather as one might expect in high summer would be on its best 
behaviour and even on the dullest days the sun seldom failed to put in an 
appearance in time for the start of the procession. Only once as far as I can 
recall when rain threatened did the sun fail to make the 3pm deadline 
causing the procession to be re-routed around the church grounds. But it was 
the fine days that I remember. Days when the streets of Trim were ablaze with 
colour. When the children wore wings and haloes and the Church triumphant 
approved from every window. It took fifteen decades of the rosary and 
nearly as many hymns to cover the half-mile route. Close on an hour of 
prayer, song and pious distractions. Because apart from the crowd, which was 
huge by local standards especially when one considers that there was less 
than fifteen hundred souls living in the town at that time the one great feature 
of the procession then was the decorations, the bunting the flags and the 
banners. 
The Technical School would be bedecked with Papal, National and 
Eucharistic Congress flags, the convent wall strewn with trellis and netting 
which would be festooned with flowers of every variety, with hanging 
baskets and geranium pots lining the street and vases of flowers perched on 
every window sill. 
In Market Street the work of human hand was reflected in the especially 
constructed altars. One in particular the creation of local carpenter, Jack 
Cunningham being nothing less than a work of art. Even the derelict sites of 
which there were many in the town at that time were covered over with a 
conspiracy of bunting and foliage, while the massive wooden banners 
overhead spoke for us all. 
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At the Courthouse we looked back along the line and wondered just how far 
the procession did stretch up Emmet Street and waited for the Gloria to put 
us back on course again. Between the town hall and the church gates we tried 
not to notice the huge black tar sprayer that frowned like the devil himself on 
the footpath. 

After benediction, first in the church grounds and again in the church the 
procession would conclude with a resounding rendering of "Faith of our 
Fathers." 

The Parish Priest of Trim, the Very Reverend Father McKeever was the 
central figure in many of the Corpus Christi Processions 

Trim Looki:ng Back 
	

7 



THE BRANCH LINE 

In 1864, thirty years after the opening of the first public railway in Ireland 
linking Dublin with Dun Laoghaire, Trim became a railway town. 
In leasing the branch line serving Athboy and Trim from the Dublin and 
Meath Railway Company the Midland and Great Western Railway Company 
put Trim on the national network. During the relatively short life of the line 
and particularly the period from the nineteen twenties to its demise in the 
middle of the twentieth century the line was to play a major role in the lives 
of the towns folk. It was to bring strange people and strange things from the 
world outside. 
The fine gentlemen in Norfolk jackets and deerstalker hats, ladies in Bolero 
jackets, bustles, hats and gloves could hardly have failed to impress the local 
people. Likewise the steady stream of goods arriving at the station would 
have been a source of amazement to the train spotters, carters, 
merchants and day labourers waiting for each train. In 1899, the first lady's 
wrist watch was to be seen in the town. The first bamboo furniture, 
typewriter, Formica topped table. Every train seemed to bring in some new 
fangled invention. But it was the high quality coal from Wigan with the gold 
streak running through the seam that attracted the most attention. In the early 
years of the twentieth century many of the well-heeled households in the 
Trim area depended on at least one wagonload from Wigan to tide them over 
the winter. Each wagon would be attacked with gusto by the waiting 
labourers. Then on Tuesdays a special cattle train left the station for the 
capital. Then there was the excursion and specials, such as the one that 
brought the Gas Works excursions from Dublin in the early thirties or the 
special that brought the Trim Pipe Band to Tara in 1949 for the republic 
celebrations. It is the glorious years of Meath football and the last years of the 
line that I have the most vivid memories. From Trim to Amiens street station 
for the big match for Six shillings return, stopping at Kilmessan, Drumree 
and at every structure of the least significance, polluting the countryside with 
smoke and smuts, ducking under bridges and labouring under the weight of 
Meath supporters until the creosote almost oozed out of the sleepers. 
A Meath victory would almost certainly mean a return journey of anything up 
to four hours, the lengthy stop at Kilmessan shortened by the repeated 
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renderings of The Harp That Once Through Tara's Hall, and all the old 
favourites from the melodeon player in the adjoining carriage. 
1949 was of course a particularly busy year for the specials. Apart from the 
aforementioned Gas Works and Tara specials there was the special to the 
Three Louth games, the Leinster Final, All Ireland Semi Final and of course 
the Final against Cavan. 

As railways go the branch line had a short life. Late in coming and one of the 
first victims of the road freight craze there is to this day a wealth of affection 
in the South Meath area whenever the subject of the Branch line comes up. 

Railway Workers at Trim Station 
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THE CIRCUS 

If there was one thing that was guaranteed to bring out the truant in the school-
boy or girl of the early nineteen forties it was the coming of the circus to town. 
The mere sight of a gaudy Red and Yellow wagon with the words CIRCUS 
emblazoned in bold letters was enough to spark off a minor 
epidemic of headaches, sore throats and tummy troubles. Usually Duffys, 
Fossets or less frequently Lintons the first lorries would roll into town at 
cockcrow and head for the Fairgreen where work would begin immediately on 
erecting the big top. By 8.30 am or so the skeleton of poles and ropes would be 
visible on the skyline.The pulling up of the canvas tent, the growl of some 
denizen of the jungle from a wagon marked Wild Animals or the sight of a 
diminutive pony being put through its paces would soon dispel all thoughts of 
school. We were already late and if there was one thing worse than missing 
school on the day of the circus it was being late. It happened once when we 
came across some circus folk watering a sea lion at one of those gargoyle faced 
pumps that seem to hesitate forever on the edge of the footpath. We lingered 
until eleven o clock spellbound by this extra curricular lesson in wild life only 
to receive four on each hand from an exasperated Christian brother on our 
arrival at school. If our enthusiasm for the circus sometimes bordered on down-
right fascination then what can we say about the one or two local men that 
would actually sign up with the circus and head off the next day for a whole new 
career. One thing we were all fascinated with was the lions and when a local 
butcher called Hartigan was contracted to supply food for these creatures the 
town turned out for the handing over ceremony. One character commenting on 
the fierceness of these creatures remarked,"That they would give you a quare 
ould bite,"Around 3pm the horse drawn wagons would jingle into town in time 
for the first performance at Four 0 Clock. For a youngster like myself just 
turned twelve and a veteran of two dozen matinees the first show would be 
somewhat disappointing. It lacked the excitement of the night performance. The 
lights seemed to burn brighter at night. The lions roared louder and the trapeze 
artist seemed more daring. At the eight pm performance there was always one 
or two characters only too willing to take up the challenge of the bucking mule 
or try to emulate the feats of Ireland's strongest man. At one Shilling and four 
pence it was well worth the extra Shilling. 
The din of the tent being pulled down around us would signal the end of the 
circus and of a perfect day in fact. These circus folk didn't hang around and by 
the time the tinny strains of the national anthem had rung out across the 
fairgreen whole sections of the big top would have been dismantled in readiness 
for the next day in Edenderry or Navan. 
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TRIM SHOW 

In the nineteen thirties the Trim Show was the highlight of the agricultural 
and social year. It was usually a highly competitive and lively event and the 
tenth annual show which was held on the last Tuesday in August 1938 was 
no exception. 
From cock crow preparations were afoot, as cattle, horses and sheep, pigs and 
goats were assembled on the Fairgreen beside the Wellington monument to 
await the judging at 9.30 sharp. The farm produce, flowers and home 
industries were accommodated in the Castle grounds and the Market Yard. 
Admission to the show was one Shilling. 
By eleven am. the judging was well under way with coveted rosettes being 
worn by an increasingly large number of animals. The top prize of four 
pounds for a non-pedigree Shorthorn dairy cow failed to attract a single entry. 
In all the other classes the entries were well up on previous years. In the 
competition for the best calved cow the prize winner received two one gallon 
tins of Jeyes Fluid in addition to the prize money. 
In the horse section there were twenty-two entries. The sheep, pigs and goats 
however, could only muster a dozen between them. 
In the vegetable department the competition was keen except for the outdoor 
tomatoes which section also failed to attract entries. 
The truly national flavour of the event becomes evident when one looks at the 
destination of some of the prizes. The first prize of ten shillings for a vase of 
wild flowers went to Cork, the rebel county also taking the prize for the best 
pair of hand knitted socks, while Longford took the honours in the children's 
under fourteen pony jumping competition. 
Michael Cahill from Railway road had to be content with second prize for his 
piece of fretwork, the first prize going to Navan, while Paul Farrell from 
Summerhill Road would have been quite pleased with the ten shilling first 
prize for his pedigree goat. 

By four thirty with all events decided the centre of activity would switch to 
the railway station where out of town exhibits that failed to sell were being 
loaded on the train for Athboy, Dublin and points in between. 
Meanwhile in Magee's lounge in Market Street, O'Reilly sat the top of 
Emmet Street, the Motor Bar and other establishments congratulations and 
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commiserations were the order of the day. With over eight hundred entries the 
show had been a huge success. The weather had held out. The piper's band 
had played all the old favourites and Danny McGovern from Athboy had sold 
what was to be the last of the penny oranges until after the war. 
The elaborate ninety six-page catalogue carried some interesting 
advertisements. The Boardsmill Co-operative Society states that their newly 
overhauled treating mill is ready for hire. Smiths garage in Emmet Street 
offers a Rudge or any other make of bicycle for a deposit of ten Shillings, 
while a general merchant boasts of tonics for man and beast. 

Crowds attending the Royal Meath Show in the castle grounds in the 1950s 
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DALYSTOWN RACES 

When Point to Point racing, one of the oldest forms of equestrian sports, 
separated from Steeplechasing in the latter half of the nineteenth century it 
became little more than an end of the season get together for the hunting folk. 
Colourless events, where the riders dashed headlong across farmland, with no 
set course, the only object being to get from one point to another faster than 
the other riders with absolutely no accommodation for spectators, hawkers or 
side shows. 
My own experience of this particular form of entertainment was confined to 
an annual outing to Dalystown races about four and a half miles from Trim 
on the Kinnegad road and it was certainly anything but colourless. 
First held in March 1922 the Dalystown meeting was a Mecca for farmers, 
farm workers, hawkers, city folk and people not even remotely connected 
with racing. It was a day out for the people of Trim, a day when the town 
went to the country. The annual pilgrimage to the hill usually in March and 
more often than not in the most inclement weather was not for the geriatric. 
The natural grandstand, the hill, had to be climbed in order to get a view of 
each race. This repeated climbing and descending between races ensured that 
it would be a leg weary crowd that made the final decent of the hill after the 
last race. 
The bookmakers, refreshment tents and sideshows were situated at the base 
of the hill. During the course of each race the horses would disappear for a 
period behind some trees only to emerge into view some minutes later with 
the positions reversed. The fact that a horse might be leading into this blind 
spot was no guarantee that it would not be trailing by a distance when the race 
came into full view again. But this was what made Dalystown exciting. I had 
my own favourites then and I would never fail to put a shilling on such greats 
as Knight Of Clone, Last Of The Dandies or Kings Shilling. There were 
others too such as Third Estate and Spudsun and there was always a tip for 
either Bunny Cox in the fourth race or Dick Hoey in the fifth. But Dalystown 
was much more than six or seven hotly contested races. To a youngster like 
myself with only a passing interest in the equestrian one-upmanship that 
inevitably dominated the Point to Point circuit at that time, Dalystown was 
the sideshows. In fact it is the sideshows that linger in the memory long after 
the challenge cups and prestigious trophies are forgotten, the three card trick 
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man with his extremely lucky entourage. They seldom failed to find the lady 
despite having to keep one eye out for the law. 
Then there was the charming old lady who kept White mice in jam jars and 
offered fancy brooches and fake jewellery to unappreciative youths, the 
Roulette table buckling under the weight of small time gamblers and balloon 
busting. The aim here was to bust any one of a dozen balloons on a board by 
kicking a football from a distance of about twelve feet. 
An older version of the 'Wheel 'NC In' in oil cloth and the inevitable Ring The 
Sixpence never failed to attract a youthful audience. 
Then there was a character called Johnny Fairly who drew the crowds with 
his cry of, "Come and have a go with your old pal Joe, your mother won't 
know and I won't tell her". If this invitation didn't succeed the prospect of his 
pet monkey going to drink a bottle of stout would. The monkey of course 
never did get round to drinking the bottle of stout and all the patrons ended 
up with was a dud raffle ticket. The patrons of the beer tent however, weren't 
as shy and would continue to tipple long after the last horse box and motor 
car had left the course. The race day would also turn out to be a blessing to 
car park and bicycle park attendants, car pushers and vendors of all sorts. 
But no meeting at Dalystown would be complete without at least one good 
row. This was the cream on the cake as fists flew and spectators watched from 
a respectable distance, careful not to interfere even in the most one sided 
bouts. Indeed many a dispute over land, animals and domestic affairs was 
settled at Dalystown. 
We never did leave with any money and if we did manage to back a winner 
at evens or Two to One we would almost certainly lose it at Johnny Fairplay's 
Trick of the Loop or some of the other catchpennys. 
But we always did leave the hill happy and tired because Dalystown was as 
much a test of physical stamina as any modern marathon. Its passing has left 
a gap in the social calendar of racegoer, hawker and town dweller alike. 
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THE CATTLE FAIR 

The cattle fair was an important feature of life in Irish towns and villages 
before the coming of the marts in the nineteen fifties. Nor was Trim any 
exception. In some centres an area known as the Fairgreen was set aside to 
accommodate these events. However, it was in the main street that most of 
these fairs were held. The large number of Irish towns that still boast a 
market street speaks for itself. In Trim fairs were held in the main street up 
to the middle of the twentieth century having been moved from the Fairgreen 
some years previous to that. 
A typical fair in Trim's Market Street would see an early start to the day with 
livestock, drovers, farmers hawkers and assorted hangers-on descending on 
the street in force. The weather could and often did dampen the proceedings 
but it too had its part to play in the clean up that followed. 
The day usually began at 6.am with the arrival of the first beasts 
accompanied by a drover or two. This vociferous gathering would then be 
joined by a succession of protesting animals. Heifers in twos and threes, half 
a dozen fine Hereford bullocks followed by a number of suck calves in an 
open cart. Throughout the morning a steady stream of animals would be 
persuaded with the aid of strong ash plants to take their allotted place in the 
street. Dissenters would be mercilessly beaten and showered with curses, as 
the drovers dashed around the unfortunate beasts, their strong sticks 
swinging, prodding and poking. A sprightly heifer might lead them a merry 
dance down a side street but the drovers would always succeed in bringing 
their charges into line again. 
Before the day would end many of these drovers would have walked or 
sprinted for miles. During lulls in the activity they joked and sucked 
crumpled Woodbines. The drover of the 40s and 50s was an honourable 
profession and it has to be said that these men could judge a bullock at fifty 
yards and indeed their advice on matters bovine was extensively sought by 
potential buyers and sellers. 
By Midday the fair would be in full swing with every available place in the 
street taken. Late comers would be relegated to the side streets. Sporadic gaps 
in the crowd could be accounted for by the piles of steaming cow dung that 
decorated the surface of the street. 
These were the days when Market Street came alive, as the whole population 
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seemed to converge on the area. Over the shop windows redundant sunshades 
laboured under the weight of pots, pans and other utensils. Irish made spades; 
shovels to delight the most disgruntled navvy and slender hayforks loitered 
in doorways. I can still see the hawkers offering freshly cut ash saplings, 
bundles of Savoy cabbage plants and copper wire snares. One, affectionately 
known as 'Cheap John' offered thirty razor blades and an extra large jar of 
Brylcream for Four Shillings. For some reason I have always associated the 
fair with rain. Visions of miserable human beings sheltering in doorways, 
dashing out at intervals to restrain a wayward beast are still clear in my mind. 
I remember as a small boy cowering under a cart with only two suck calves 
between myself and heaven. 
Meanwhile in the pubs the fanners would receive the weather report with 
indifference. With all the business completed they would debate the latest 
political situation and its effect on prices. The downpour would be welcomed 
by the street cleaners to a man. Washing the street clean it made their job that 
bit easier. 
Today the street still echoes to pastoral sounds as lorry loads of cattle pass on 
their way to the local mart. The Fairgreen, where it all began in the first place 
boasts three very successful factories and the drovers in spite of their failure 
to grasp the second commandment have probably made it to Purgatory. 

Market in Progress 
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DOG RACING 

When it came to chaos and confusion there was nothing to equal the dog 
racing that took place in the castle grounds in the early to mid 1950s. No one 
seemed to be in charge of this event which took place on a strip of ground 
between the Castle and the river where the water meadow is now located. 
The event catered for as a delinquent group of mongrels as one could hope to 
find with few races failing to be interrupted by savage fights and dogs 
generally behaving badly. 
Oh yes, there would be bookmakers there from Dublin and Mullingar and the 
two hundred yard course would be in perfect condition having been mowed 
and marked the previous day Indeed all would be in readiness for the 7.30pm 
start and with seven races down for decision it would be a busy time for all 
concerned particularly the owners. With so many different breeds on one 
relatively small area it was to be expected that trying to bring dogs to heel 
would test the patience of even the most enthusiastic dog lover. 
As to the actual races well it was not a good meeting for favourites. A collie 
or a terrier might be leading by ten lengths with less than two yards to the 
winning post only to throw caution to the winds and become engaged in a 
fight or free for all. Needless to state all the other dogs would join in and yet 
another race would have to be declared null and void. The tendency for dogs 
to wander or stray from the set course presented another problem. Few dogs 
in fact ever did finish the course. 
One dog however, that did finish the course in style was a diminutive Jack 
Russell called MAC owned by Larry Moran from Knightsbrook. He ran out 
an easy winner after the other ten dogs became engaged in a fight. At 8/1 he 
was one of the more memorable winners at the Trim event. Mac was never 
to repeat the performance and after a few less inspiring attempts he like the 
meeting itself faded from the scene. 
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LITERATURE 

Apart from the library one of the chief sources of reading material for the 
schoolboy of the nineteen thirties and forties was the comic or comic cut as 

they were often called. 
Up to 1939 and the outbreak of the war these comics were quite bulky. With 
the shortage of newsprint however, they became smaller so that by the 1960s 
they were little more than a few pages. Despite this many of the hero's of 
these pages lingered on" Korky the Cat" still held pride of place in the front 
page of The Dandy while "Big Ego" occupied a similar position in "The 

Beano". 
Other characters such as "Desperate Dan" "Dennis the Menace" and 
"Keyhole Kate" seemed to have been permanently ensconced between the 
pages of these productions. 
The third most popular comic during these years would be "The Knockout" 
which featured a character called "Lord Snooty and his Pals". 
The Radio Fun featured such celebrities as Arthur Askey while "The Film 
Fun" had Laurel and Hardy and Bud Abbot and Lou Costello. Another 
publication that appeared long after the war was over was "The Champion" 
and it was big into football. 
Probably the most important feature of these comics that were published 
weekly were the serials. These were stories which usually ran for up to eight 
weeks. And so we waited outside Moore's of Market Street every Tuesday 
while the school yard became a trading ground as students swapped one 

comic for another. 
Among the most memorable for me was the story of "Black Bob" a highland 
Collie and his master Andrew Glen. Another memorable serial told the story 
of five orphans. It was called " The Five Spunky Duncans". 
School itself became a trading place for these comics as students swapped 
one comic for another. This ensured that every story and feature in every 
comic was read by as wide an audience as possible. Today's comics are but a 
shadow of the huge sixty-four page publications of the 1930s and 40s. 

THE PLOTS 

Although most towns in England still have a portion of land laid aside for 
allotments or plots as they were known here the practice seems to have 
disappeared in Ireland altogether. 
In Trim it is over half a century since the last of these plots were in use. 
It was actually in the years immediately before the second world war that the 
first plots appeared in Trim. Just large enough to cultivate a few row of 
cabbages and a few drills of potatoes, they were leased free of charge by the 
local Urban Council. In fact not only did the council give the plots free of 
charge they also supplied the seed and the fertiliser and all the sprays 
needed. The seeds and sprays were dispensed by O'Sheas of the Central 
Hotel in Market street and it was to this establishment the hopeful gardeners 
would go to obtain the Second early potato seed and the spray which was a 
mixture of Bluestone and washing soda. 
It is quite easy to date these plots because the first ones were located in an 
area known as The Green where the Torc factory was later built. When this 
factory was built in 1937 it became necessary to relocate the plots to the 
Kildalkey road about a mile outside the town. 
From a gardening point of view the plots were anything but a success. The 
vague lines of demarcation, the lack of transport and the wholesale pilfering 
ensured that it was not always the most industrious gardener that got the . 
biggest yield. 
Of these three factors it is quite safe to say that it was the pilfering that led to 
the winding up of the scheme in the mid forties. After getting the ground 
ready planted landed and sprayed with a heavy knapsack sprayer it was 
possible that one would get no return at all. Indeed in some of the more 
blatant examples of pilfering the stalks would be left in the ground after the 
potatoes had been removed. So there were few tears among the more 
industrious gardeners of Trim when the scheme was eventually wound up. 
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THE EASTER CLUDOG 

 

SCHOOL DAYS 

 

Fears about such things as cholesterol and the effects of dairy products would 
have been one of the furthest things from the minds of the dozens of 
youngsters who went collecting eggs in the early nineteen forties. 
Easter Chidog was the name given to the practice of collecting eggs on Holy 
Thursday and Good Friday from farmhouses in the parish. It meant walking 
distances of anything up to eight or nine miles and calling at every house with 
a view to collecting as many eggs as possible. Hardly a rewarding exercise 
when one considers that the basic remuneration was somewhere in the region 
of three eggs to the mile. 
Come Holy Thursday morning and a group of about three eleven or twelve 
year olds including myself and armed only with three quart cans would set 
out on a route that would take in as many farmhouses as possible, the object 
being to collect as many eggs as possible before returning home that evening. 
The route varied but the usual Holy Thursday route took us out the Laracor 
road around by Galtrim and home by the Dublin Road, a distance of about 
eight miles. The Good Friday route which was usually referred to as going 
round the new line brought us out as far as Castletown cross and home by the 
Newhaggard road, a distance of six mile. It would be a tired and somewhat 
dishevelled group of youngsters that would arrive back in the town that 
evening from either route. 
On a good day we could hope to bring home about a dozen eggs each and on 
a bad day we would be lucky to get half that. For some reason we preferred 
the brown eggs to the white ones and occasionally we would get a turkey egg. 
We were always sure of a goose egg or two when we called to the newly 
arrived migrant families out in Newhaggard. 
Some houses of course were avoided because of the dogs and being chased 
by a gander or a turkey cock was just another occupational hazard. The 
reception varied from house to house but we had to take each house as we 
found it sometimes having to traipse the length of a three hundred-yard 
avenue to collect one small bantam egg. 

The coming of the Christian brothers to Trim in the early nineteen forties was 
undoubtedly one of the most significant events in the history of education in 
the area. It had been rumoured for years that they were coming but it wasn't 
until they actually arrived that anyone really believed it. The most surprised 
group of people however, were the students themselves. 
In the months immediately before Brother O'Mahony and his two colleagues 
took over from headmaster, Murphy and his staff the school had been allowed 
to run down. The slipshod approach to education in the school which 
manifested itself in gross absenteeism was reflected in the very appearance 
of the building itself, with leaking and broken gutters and missing slates 
being the order of the day. So much so in fact, that one very large room had 
to be abandoned altogether. 
It was in such an atmosphere that myself and some friends arrived for school 
on that never to be forgotten day in 1944. We were in no great hurry to enter 
the classroom. After all it was still only 11 am. When we eventually decided 
to grace the room with our presence we were quite surprised to see a black 
clothed figure seated at Master Murphy's desk. We were also aware of the 
silence, so unusual for that time of the morning. Almost instinctively we 
could feel that the good days were over. 
"It's brother, not father," the white collared figures response to our greeting 
left us completely puzzled. Indeed it would take us months to tell the 
difference between a Christian Brother and a priest. 
It was a bewildered group of students that made their way home from school 
that evening. For the first time in months we had homework to do and we 
were told to be in school in time the next day. 
It would take us three months to adjust to the lives of normal school boys, 
three months of enforced punctuality, discipline and homework. Indeed 
Brother O'Mahony was quite impressed with our homework. Until one 
particular morning, that is. 
l'hat was the morning when the good Christian Brother noticed some spelling 
mistakes in a certain student's homework. Nothing unusual here, one might 
think. When it transpired however, that everyone in the class had the exact 
same spelling mistake plus at least a half a dozen similar phrases Brother 0' 
Mahony was not impressed. He was in fact hopping mad. His features said 
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as much. The honeymoon was over. It would be four on each hand for all the 

class. 
We had heard that these brothers used straps for punishment instead of the 
canes and we secretly wondered what if any advantage this would have for 
us. As it turned out however, the straps were every bit as punishing as the 
canes. After that the strap was to become an all too familiar sight and sound 
in the hallowed rooms of the Trim school. Not only was the honeymoon over 
the marriage was too as those students who were unfortunate enough to be on 
the receiving end and are still with us will testify. 
In fairness to Brother O'Mahony's colleagues Brother Bolton and Brother 
Creedon it has to be said that these two brothers never wielded the strap with 
the same enthusiasm or indeed callousness as their superior. 
Yet in spite of our fear of Brother O'Mahony we probably learned more from 
him than from any other teacher before or since. If he will be remembered for 
anything else it will be for the football match that he organised between Trim 
school and Kilcock. 
We lost the game against Kilcock but few will forget the journey to 
Surrunerhill for that match. We went by bicycle and on Danjo Kiely's pony 
drawn float and Christum Leonard was the man, or should I say boy of the 

match. 
The annual Christmas Quiz was probably the highlight of the school year 
then. With Brother O'Mahony acting as quizmaster it was held in 1943 and 
1944. I happened to be the first winner and my friend Pa McKenna from St.. 
Loman's Street was the winner in 1944. 

The Model School, Trim, long before the Brothers took over 

RATIONING 

Trying to get through the week on a ration of half an ounce of tea is 
something which people in this day and age would find extremely difficult 
ii not impossible. Yet this is exactly what people who lived through the war 
years in Ireland had to do. On 1st. July 1944 the weekly tea ration of 
three-quarters of an ounce was reduced to a half ounce. A move that became 
necessary when stocks in the national reserve reached an all time low. 
In the Trim area a quite ingenious method of stretching this meagre 
II iwance involved plucking the leaves of young dandelions and oven drying 
I lem until they could be mixed with the half ounce. In some cases the dried 

dandelions were used on their own. The alternative was to pay exorbitant 
prices on the black market. 
Nor would the trauma of trying to enjoy a cup of tea laced with dandelion 
leaves be made any easier by having to cut down or go without sugar, 
particularly for those with a sweet tooth. Spoonfuls of sweetened condensed 
milk might go some way in alleviating this assault on the taste buds, but this 
only succeeded in putting extra expense on the already tight purse strings. 
Nor were the inconveniences confined to the cuppa. In several areas people 
had to draw on their ingenuity to beat the shortages. Rural electrification had 
not arrived in the town so the reliance on oil lamps and candles was total. 
In Trim a method of producing home made candles involved the use of a 

1 ,tr ycle pump which would be filled with mutton fat and a length of string 
iii;iwn through it to act as a wick. When the fat dried the combination would 
lie pushed through the pump resulting in a near perfect candle. 
Whatever the method used it was nearly always successful. Which is more 
I Ilan could be said for the practice of preparing a carbide lamp. This was a 
edious operation in which the lamp would be filled with the white powdery 
ii hide and lit. In the wrong hands however the mixture could explode 

I ecessitating a hasty dash for the nearest door. The alternative here was a 
summons and a fine for an unlighted bicycle. 
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THE OLD JAIL 

Up to the actual demolition of this building it would have been one of the 
most imposing structures in the town of Trim. 
Consisting of a central structure with five additional buildings at right angles 
to it, was built of dressed stone and probably the best indication of the 
sturdiness was the failure of several attempts to demolish it. 
A long building running parallel to the present Garda station was used for 
cells back in the first years of the century 
A spooky place at the best of times the old jail or barracks as it was more 
popularly known was always good for a sighting or two, especially on 
autumn evenings when the bushes twisted and contorted in the breeze. 
Equally when the shadows danced sacrilegiously along the convent wall. A 
feature of this building was the huge steel doors. 
Ghost stories written in the first person are to say the least, extremely rare, 
most writers relying on second hand information and grossly exaggerated 
accounts before committing their anecdotes to paper. Having said that, it is 
reasonable to say that few people visited the old barracks without leaving 
with some feeling of unease. 
It was here on the site of the present girls secondary school that the Garda had 
their headquarters during the early and mid twentieth century. 
It was from here that Sergeant Fitzpatrick together with Garda Mann, Mee, 
Lee, Moynihan, Burchill and Curran policed not only the town but a sizeable 
area of South Meath as well. 
Years earlier this had been The Trim Joint School where the headmaster Sam 
Kelly was murdered by his students when they had put cinders on the floor 
so that they could hear him approaching. There is actually a song about it. 
It was from here during the 1940s that the local St.. Vincent De Paul society 
stored the turf for the Fuel fund. You came along and showed you card and 
promptly collected the turf. The turf was actually stored in the same building 
that housed the boxing club. 
Later in the early 1950s during the demolition two men actually lost their 
lives. After this the building was to become an eyesore with large heaps of 
rubble and a wilderness of bushes probably the most noticeable features of 

this one grand structure. 
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THE BOYNE 

Before the coming of the Boyne drainage scheme to Trim in the late nineteen 
sixties the Boyne would have appeared much different from the river we 
know today. 
From Newhaggard to Scurlogstown at least a half dozen safe bathing places 
had been set up to accommodate the hundreds of swimmers in the area. Not 
of course that any of these natural-bathing pools could be considered 
completely safe. Indeed it would have been unusual for a fine summer to pass 
without at least one unfortunate falling victim to the famous watercourse. 
This was a time when a day at the seaside was something of a rarity cars were 
warce and it was to the Boyne that people turned when the temperature 

le Lane was by far the most popular bathing place with parents and children 
into the eighties. Situated about three hundred yards upriver from the 
Watergate bridge it catered for people living on the South side of the river. 
Directly opposite a long stretch of water known locally as Crow Park catered 
for people from the Athboy Gate and Haggard Street areas. 
In between these two areas a natural a pool known as the Loch was 
particularly popular with those learning to swim, while a further two hundred 
yards upstream a bathing place known as The Head Of The Weir was 
popular with the more proficient swimmers. This was the scene of some 
spectacular diving as the water was quite deep here. Although strictly for 
adults some of the more adventurous boys did avail of the facilities from time 
io time. 

)one can sympathise with parents in their anxiety concerning their offspring 
on those long summer days when despite warnings and threats the young 
ii tys and girls were drawn towards the river. One story going the rounds at 
that time told of an apparition known as the Drowning Sheet. This was 
supposed to be a white sheet flanked by lighted candles that sailed down the 
river in the hours just before dark as a sign that someone was going to be 
drowned. It struck terror into the hearts of youngster and adult alike and 
ensured that the river area would be almost deserted from after teatime. All it 
took was for someone to whisper that they had seen this unlikely apparition 
and no one wanted to be the last to call it a day. 
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THE PIPER'S BAND 

Time was when the streets of Trim would awaken to the ventilating sound of 
bagpipes and the rattle and din of drums as the town band marched past en 
route to some out of town function or do. "Yankee Doodle Dandy," and 
"Hurrah for the men of the West" were just two of the better known melodies 
in the vast repertoire of that group of pipers and drummers alternatively 
known as the Trim Pipe and Reed Band and The Trim Pipers Band. To the 
children who hopped and skipped along the streets of Trim in it's wake over 
half a century ago it was simply known as the band. 
There is nothing to put the spring into the step of a small boy like the sound 
of a piper's band. Between tunes we marched to the beat of the big drum. We 
knew the players only by their first names then as they strode out in their Blue 
and Orange coats and kilts with brass buckles and Green shawls, the shawls 
being held in place by a brass skewer and ring. Blue caps with a pheasant 
feather and long Green stockings completed the uniform. 
These men marched, beat and blew their way to football matches and 
Feiseanna in places as far apart as Cavan, Kildare and Westmeath and into the 
hearts of all who heard them and even when one of the pipers left a shoe in 
the melting tar of Emmet Street in the Summer of nineteen forty two they 
never lost step. 
Formed in 1931 at a time when the recreational facilities of the town 
consisted of little more than three billiard tables and as many Toss banks they 
had their band room in the old barracks where the nuns secondary school 
now stands. The pipers practised on chanters before graduating as fully 
fledged pipers. My father, who was a prominent piper would practice at 
home for hours before going on an outing. They were a familiar sight and 
sound on the streets of the town during the war years entertaining audiences 
on Christmas day, St.. Patrick's day and on Easter Sunday. They also 
marched on the odd Sunday and in the Corpus Christi procession and to 
outings in the local hurling field. 
It was on such occasions that as small boys we would be given the job of 
minding the instruments with strict instructions not to blow into the pipes or 
to beat the drums. 
With two of the pipers living on the Summerhill road, my father at No. 4 and 
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Jack Murray at No.12 it seemed only natural that they should awaken the 
town on Sunday mornings with their unforgettable duets. These duets went 
on for hours with all the old favourites getting an airing much to the delight 
of the neighbourhood. 
During the war years with petrol rationing in force their journeys further 
afield were somewhat curtailed and indeed only for the goodwill and lorry of 
the local coal merchant many of the more important engagements would have 
had to be cancelled. 

liy the time that the band folded up shortly after the outing to the Hill Of Tara 
for the republican celebrations in 1949 we knew all their names by heart. 
Paddy, Tom, Patsy, Bill and Barney included. We had actually grown up 
along with them. 
Today, over half a century on it is hard to forget the dull thud of the big drum 
three streets away, the blast of pipes between gable ends or the windswept 
?drains of "Yankee Doodle Dandy" increasing up Emmet Street. 

The Trim Piper's Band after practice in the old jail in the mid 1940's 
Included are Bill Dalton, Bill Dempsey, Tommy Murray, Tom Rochford, 

Barney Gorman, Sandy McCormack, Jack Murray, Pat Dalton, 
Jack Andrews, Johnny Gorman and Dun Rooney 
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THE PICTURE HOUSE 

While visitors to Trim's Castle Street today will almost certainly be 
impressed by the imposing structure of the castle itself, the surrounding walls 
and quaint cottages they will hardly be aware of the cinematic history of the 
area. It was here, in the old town hall in the thirties and forties that the 
townsfolk gathered to watch the nightly feature film. Patrons also biked it in 
from beyond the parish boundaries, some even cycling from Ratlunolyon, 
Summerhill and Longwood for every change of film. It was here in the old 
picture house in the town's Castle street that heroes such as Wayne, Flynn and 
Bogart held young and old spellbound until well after midnight on seven 
nights a week and with at least three changes of film each week the patrons 
were well catered for. We were never late for the pictures then, arriving in fact 
well before the doors opened and the first shorts. We sat on chairs and forms 
as near to the screen as possible so as not to miss any of the action. 
For eleven and twelve year olds, poised as it were on the brink of adolescence 
the love scenes held very little attraction for us. The war in Europe and the 
Pacific was only happening and the pirate films were few and far between. 
But there was no shortage of Westerns. And it was to these epics that we 
flocked for every change of film. Be it the four-penny's or the Gods as it was 
called, where indeed I had my first encounter with a Red Indian in February 
1940, the eight penny place at the back or the gallery for one Shilling and 
Eight pence every seat would be taken long before the show got under way. 
The short films dispensed with the feature film would more often than not 
feature one of the hard hitting, gun slinging good lads of the old wild West. 
The toothless Gabby Hayes, the limping Walter Brennan or any one of a half 
a dozen singing cowboys. Indeed one of the gags going the rounds locally in 
1945 implied that Gabby Hayes was actually a resident in the local hotel. 
Of the other cowboys who lined up against the forces of evil then Roy Rogers 
on the ever faithful Trigger and Gene Autery on the docile Champion seldom 
failed to warble a tune or two even in the most hazardous situations. 
While it is generally accepted that the Red Indians got one of the rawest deals 
in history they got very little sympathy from the patrons of the old town hall 
Trim as Apache, Sioux and Cree fell before the sharp shooting stalwarts of 
the old wild West, the audience sometimes going as far as to vociferously 
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warn their heroes of impending danger. 
But nothing lasts forever and when the Indians eventually became so scarce 
that they could hardly muster a handful of braves the action moved to 
another street another cinema. 
That the action did actually move to another street and another cinema 
became a reality when in fact the Royal Cinema opened in 1949 in Emmet 
NIreet. Here the films became a little more up to date with films such as "The 
Quiet Man" and "The Ten Commandments" drawing the crowds. These 
Indeed were exciting times in Trim with three changes of film each week. 
Then there was always the odd show, one memorable show, having no less a 
personality than the Gorgeous Gael himself, Jack Doyle. 
That we did take our films seriously then is reflected in the spectacle of 
patrons actually acting out the scenes when the film had ended. Indeed after 
one particular showing of "The Quiet Man" patrons of the Royal Cinema 
Trim actually became engaged in several bouts of fisticuffs on the street 
outside. And who could blame us if we swaggered out of that cinema night 
utter night ready to take on the bad guys of the world. Never indeed for a 
moment did we question the fact that the great professional boxers of the day 
never seemed to have the fighting skills of Randolph Scott or John Wayne 

'day, many of our boyhood heroes have made it to the small screen and will 
doubt continue to entertain generations to come. But for myself and the 

tit her patrons of the Gods who can still remember a time when Castle Street 
'Timed to the sound of gunfire and war whoops, the passing of the old 
I iicture house has left a gap that will never be filled. 

Meath's Centre of Attraction! 

THE ROYAL CINEMA, TRIM 

COMING ATTF9AC11ONS 1 

THE PRESIDENT'S LADY, THEME VEIL, ZUUI, 

ETC. 

• 
SUNDAYS 3 P.M. and 3.30 P.M. 

WEEK DAYS 9 PM. 

Another Street, Another Cinema 
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CORNER BOYS 

While most street corners in the town of Trim had its compliment of corner 
boys one corner in particular had more than its share. Coyle's Corner at the 
top of Scarlet Street as it was then known and Markey's Corner at the 
junction of Haggard Street and High Street were favourite hang outs for 
unemployed men during the 1940s and 50s. 
It was.  however at the Wellington Monument or more specifically at the 
junction of Patrick Street and the Summerhill Rd. that boasted the greatest 
number of corner boys. 
This was the hungry forties and with most men in the town out of work there 
was little else for them to do except congregate at the town's street corners. 
Occasionally a farmer would call hoping to hire a few men for help with the 
hay or the harvest. These fanners however, were seldom successful and after 
some bargaining they would inevitably decide to look elsewhere for help. 
Occasionally too a passing motorists might stop and ask for directions to 
Mullingar of Kilcock or some other point on the map. During the war years 
the signposts were blacked out for security reasons. More often than not the 
directions given would be wide of the mark and it wasn't unusual for a 
motorist after having received the directions and heading off to appear from 
a different direction moments later. 
For the typical corner boy of the 40s and 50s the day usually began around 
10 am and might go on until the small hours of the next day. Well informed 
on every subject from horse racing to the progress of the war they could hold 
their own in any debate. There was camaraderie among these men which 
manifested itself in shared woodbines and tit bits of local gossip. 
The advent of television and the increased availability of work put paid to this 
profession as the corner boys opted for the comfort of the armchair instead of 
the street corner. Emigration too saw many of them head for England. 
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COURSING DAY 

Whatever ones views on hare coursing are, as far as Trim was concerned the 
day of the annual coursing meeting was always one of the big days on the 

wr it I calender. 

I win early morning dozens of men and boys would begin to congregate in 
Mitiket Square while officials of the club would busy themselves taking 

ties and dividing the men into different groups. 
Ar4 

 
it fourteen-year-old my job was that of a beater. With about a dozen 

dhers we might be told to head to New Haggard or Roristown where we 
mild spread out in a circle that would stretch for miles across the country. 
tined with sticks and placed about fifty yards apart our job was to drive any 

11.11 r that would appear towards the slipper and also to make sure that no hare 
•nicaped. We did this by shouting and beating the ground with our sticks and 

'wildly making as much noise as possible. We never did get to see much of 
I „ IRA mil coursing although we did get to see the odd animal trying' to escape 

11 Iv dragnet. Any sympathy that we might have for the unfortunate hare would 
he quickly dispelled by the thought that we were actually getting paid for this 
011) as beaters. 

.1itetimes we would receive instructions shouted down the line to let a hare 
iaid on other times we might be verbally abused for letting one slip 

through. 
4.30 in the afternoon it would be all over and an excited group of men 

and boys would line up outside Garry's hardware shop in Market Street for 
pia v went. The men got eight shillings and the boys got half a crown, not bad 
1..1 et day in 1945. For many of the men it would be the only days work that 
they would do for the year. Being fourteen I was neither man nor boy but 
Wally Carter and Sergeant Fitzpatrick would give me the benefit of the doubt. 

u.ht shillings for the man gostin," Wally would say as he handed me the 
two half crowns, florin and single shilling. 
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THE PUB SCENE 

Back in the mid twentieth century the pub scene in Trim was very much 
different than what it is today. With the licensing laws more relaxed, closing 
time, as we know it, was dictated more by the amount of money left in a 
drinkers pocket than from any other consideration. 
This was before the emergence of the so-called super pubs, concealed light-
ing and the disco. It was also before the coming of television. It was a time 
when card games such as three fifteens and pontoon were very much to the 
fore. In the absence of television the flow of conversation had a free run. The 
pubs in fact were brimming over with political talk and banter. 
In most cases the names over the doors would be unrecognisable to today' 
drinker. "The Steps" at the top of Emmet Street was then known simply as 
"Mick Leonards" and was probably one of the best known GAA pubs in the 

county if not the country. 
Two doors down "Meehans" was the name over the door of what is now 
known as "The Old Stand." 
We have to go down to the bottom of Emmet Street at the junction of Market . 
Street to encounter the next significant change. It was here that "The Cosy I 
Bar" catered for a fairly discerning type of drinker while further down the 
street "The New Look" stood where "Nina's Fashion shop" stands today. 
Across the street a pub know as "The Dive" stood exactly where Tobin's is 
today while directly opposite The Central Hotel was ran by the O'Shea 
family. 
"The Sally Rogers" was then known as "The Bridge Bar." And just across the 
bridge the present" Bounty" traded under the name of "Canty". 
"The Haggard Inn" was known as "Plunkets" while up at Athboy Gate 
"Coyles" was the name that went before the present "Priory". 
Out at Scurlogstown "Teach Scurlog" was run by "Farnans". 
One of the most controversial laws at the time was what was known as The 
Bone Fide Law. According to this brilliant piece of legalisation it was. 
perfectly legal for a drinker to be found on a premises if they lived more than 
three miles from the pub in question. Understanding this law however, 
wasn't within the grasp of a fair number of drinkers, as the following little 
anecdote will illustrate. 
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was well after hours when the guards knocked at the door of a certain pub 
iii the town. "Is everyone in there Bone Fide?" the sergeant shouted. 
"No problem Sergeant " came the answer from more than one drinker 
We are all locals". The answer of course left the drinkers open to the full 

rigours of the law. The prospect of being fined half a crown by the local 
'strict Justice and having one's name appear in the local paper. 
lie local papers regularly published the names of what was called 'Found 
)11's' and to be included on this list was considered the ultimate disgrace. 

what was the attraction of the pubs then if it wasn't the singers and the 
, iiiisicians that entertained the patrons on a regular basis. 

ItiN was the age of the sing song where as many as a dozen people would get 
.pet her in a session of singing that would last for hours. Indeed some of the 
ieatest singers ever to grace the public scene in Trim might drop in to get 

1111 ligs going. Men who could bring a tear to the eye with their renderings of 
Nome of the best country and western numbers. 
Altwenty-six pence for a pint and a glass of Guinness in 1972 it was certainly 
;food value. 

I 1 le highlight of the pub year would have to be the handing out of the 
annual Christmas box. This might be a pint or a half one and in one case the 
publican would be seen handing out cash sums of four shillings with all the 
dignity of the Lord Mayor distributing the shamrock. 

PINTS . . 

at MAGEE'S 
BRIDGE BAR 	 TRIM. 

Telephone 259. 
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THE BOXING CLUB 

Oh yes, Trim had its boxing club then. Not perhaps as successful as some of 
the bigger clubs like Corinthians or Arbour Hill in Dublin but certainly one 
of the best in Meath. 
The headquarters and training rooms were located in a section of the old jail 
and it was here on as many as six nights a week that at least two dozen 
amateurs of various weights met for sparring and training sessions. 
Under the guidance of Dick Fitzsimons and George Kelly the club reached a 
peak of popularity around the late 1940s and early 50s. Billy Fay from 
Laracor was the club's heavyweight while Mickey Magee from Athboy Gate 
was top dog in the lighter divisions. One of the most successful boxers in the 
club at the time was Benny Mee. In between Jimmy Keegan from 
Carberstown was probably the hardest hitter in the county winning most of 
his bouts inside the distance. 
With so many clubs around the county prospering there was never a shortage 
of competition so that playing host to these clubs and returning the 
compliment kept the Trim boxers busy. Clubs such as Slane, Rossin, Navan 
and Dunderry provided most of the opposition. 
In 1949 the Trim club staged the County championships. The venue was the 
Royal Cinema where Trim Hardware now stands. This was a highly 
successful venture for the club with members winning in several divisions. 
Almost constantly short of cash the club struggled on with the help of Dick 
Fitzsimons until the demolition of the old jail in the early fifties left it 
without either headquarters or training facilities. The word facility is hardly 
applicable when it comes to the Trim club simply because even at its height 
there was little more than a home made punch bag and a few skipping ropes. 
It would be a cardinal omission to write about the Trim Boxing Club and fail 
to mention one boxer in particular. Mickey O'Donnell from Clonbun 
certainly drew the crowds and indeed no less a personage than the late Lord 
Dunsany described him as one of the most exciting boxers it had been his 
pleasure to see. 
Today a whole new generation of boxers carries the flag for the Trim club. 
We can only hope these few words might help us remember the straight lefts 
and right hooks that were thrown in the old jail back in the 1940s and 50s. 

34 	 Trim Looking Bac im Looking Back 
	

35 



THE REFUSE COLLECTION 

Incinerators, landfills and recycling centres are words that had little relevance 
in the nineteen forties and fifties. Indeed the weekly refuse collection was 

unheard of. 
So how did we manage then? How did we deal with a problem that is today 
causing headaches for local authorities up and down the country? 
In Trim the refuse collection was taken up every six months when a man with 
a horse and dray called to each house and removed what amounted to little 
more than a bucketful of burnt out clinkers. The sum total of twelve or 
fourteen houses could be taken in one dray load. 
It was then taken to one of the local quarries either down at the Maudlins or 
later to the dump on the Bective road. One can only guess as to what minor 
treasures are contained in these sites today. There is little doubt that there is 
still a wealth of embossed bottles belonging to local firms such as J & E 
Smith and some of the local chemists. The much sought after blue Milk of 
Magnesia bottles will almost certainly be found there. It is certain too that 
there is a huge stock of stoneware jars lurking in these dumps. 
In the pre-plastic days of the nineteen forties and fifties a feature of most 
gardens would have been the garden fire. It would remain smouldering for 
weeks and not even the odd downpour would manage to extinguish it. All that 
was necessary to rekindle it was to turn it over and almost immediately the 
familiar spiral of smoke would begin to curl skywards. 
Another contributory factor to the management of waste at this time was the 
fact that most of the goods sold in shops was bought in bulk and weighed into 
brown paper bags thereby eliminating the need for the wholesale 
packaging that we have to day. 
This was mostly a turf burning age and what ashes did accumulate was 
usually spread on the garden to enrich the soil. Whether it did enrich the soil 
or not it certainly played a big part in reducing the amount of household 
waste to a minimum. 

STELLA'S COTTAGE 

the passing motorist the busy stretch of road from the town of Trim to 
'icor crossroads would be notable for nothing more than an unusually high 

number of dangerous bends and bottlenecks. The student of history could 
Ninny fail to be impressed by its many associations with such celebrated 

i acters as Esther Johnson, Dean Swift and The Duke of Wellington. To 
'met me like myself however, who grew up in the area the Laracor road 
11111i1 be something special. Special in the sense that almost every yard of 

that t wo and a half-mile stretch of rustic highway are dotted with relics of my 
vi milt Some of these relics are household names and have made it into the 
Ili' 1..1 v books. Who has not heard of Stella's Cottage? While others such as 
I 	 ugh O'Briody and Tully's Well are only remembered by those that 
ownnilly knew them. 

I )king back now I can still see the smoke from Stella's cottage rising 
,1 straight above the twisted hedgerows of ICnightsbrook. Indeed my 

eatcst and most vivid memories of this obscure structure would be of an 
lino( . 'pied thatched stone cottage where local fanner Billy Fay stored his 

I 	'woes. Apparently the humid atmosphere and the mud floor made it 
I ,  .11 place for storing seed potatoes. My job then was to cut and sort the 

Wont varieties in readiness for planting. Sometimes a tourist would drop 
In (inquiring about the history of the cottage. During the road straightening 
wnrkN in the early nineteen fifties the council workers would drop in for a 
Ulna or to shelter from the rain. The irony of it all was that my fellow 
vottrkors and myself were totally unaware that we were working in such a 
Mint Inc place and it was not until years later that we were to discover the truth 
Whimd this quaint potato store. 
'I inlay, plans to restore the cottage are at an advanced stage and a new 
ii 111 Hilaire containing the only surviving member of the original committee, 
klItlittel Regan, and with the full backing of county manager, Tom Dowling 
illIM already been formed. 
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THE PARISH MISSION 

John Duggan certainly missed nothing when he wrote that lengthy poem 
about the parish mission. In it he made reference to such things as the 
sermon, confessions and the visitation by the missionaries to the homes of the 
parishioners. He missed nothing in fact. He certainly covered every aspect of 
the mission as it was back in the middle of the twentieth century, a time when 
the missionaries came for two weeks during the only fine fortnight of the 
year. Whatever the weather one thing was certain and that was that the time 
the mission ended the whole parish would be on its best behaviour with the 
drunkards on the dry and the adulterers behaving impeccably. 
It was fire and brimstone stuff as the population of the town and parish 
crowded into the church each evening for a ceremony that would last at least 
and hour and sometimes a bit more. 
The rosary and the mission prayers dispensed with it would be straight on to 
the sermon. You could hear a pin drop especially on the fourth or fifth night 
of the mission when the preacher tackled the sixth commandment. Indeed so 
effectively did some of these lions of the pulpit get the message across that 
many in the congregation would be convinced that they would have great 
difficulty in getting to heaven at all? Being youngsters, a lot of this went over 
our heads although we did sense that many of the adults in the congregation 
seemed to be ill at ease during this particular sermon. You could feel the hush 
when the missionary touched on some extra sensitive point. 
Another sermon that brought a hush to the congregation was the one about 
the non-payment of bills. The shopkeepers loved that one. There was 
something in the mission for everyone. If you were an employer you wouldl 
feel like clapping when the missionary talked about doing an honest days 
work. Then you would be glad you didn't when he spoke about an honest 
day's pay. 
Then at nine o clock sharp the sinners bell would ring out across the 
deserted streets of the town and it would be a brave soul that would be seen 
out when that bell rang out. In Trim however, there was always one or two 
souls that had something better to do than go to the mission. One, a 
fisherman of immense conviction could be seen down along the river each 
evening as the sinner's bell rang out. Obviously the one that got away as far 
as the missionaries were concerned. 
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KEEPING THE HOME FIRES BURNING 

With such things as oil and gas almost unheard of and coal imports 
troIrleted it is reasonable to assume that keeping the home fires burning 
would have been a major preoccupation with the people of Trim during the 
WM' years. 
It kk 11'. either timber or turf that the local people had to rely on. With at least 
I .11Ii ven turf lorries transporting turf through Trim to the storage clamps 
in Nova!) and the Phoenix Park it is equally reasonable to state that when 

lorries had cleared the town they would be somewhat lighter than when 
tintared it. 

All that was necessary was for someone to spot one of these lorries 
vitt( (itching the town from the Ballivor direction. This was the signal for 
• k 	youngster in the town to climb aboard and throw off as many sods as 

.h helbre the lorry having got to the top of the Gallows Hill began to 
' 1,  Npeed again. 

legitimate source was the daily influx of turf men from Ballivor, 
wy and other places. They came with their asses and carts of wet turf 

!ha wed exorbitant prices. They had to watch carefully however as no 
would their backs be turned than the local youths would help 

.1.. whet yrs. Then there was the Local Fuel Fund. This as far as I can recall 
la by the local St.. Vincent de Paul and members paid a shilling a week 

ii I 1,1 it marked on a card. When the card was full the holder would receive 
tittoutity ()I' turf. 

l'ho IICNI ond brightest fires however, had their source in the great hedgerows 
'hid lititrounded the town. It was a source that was strongly defended by the 
1.1)ii tat mers who were often put to the pin of their collars to defend their 

• pws from the raids by townsfolk. 
I wi 

 
was a time when a chimney fire was a status symbol, when only the very 

wwallity had the privilege of cutting down their own trees. 
..s to say the law was one hundred per cent on the side of the 

It11111 witers and the sight of three or four Garda patrolling the fields adjacent 
In Ihr town was fairly common. It was one thing having bought a clamp of 
MI or a load of timber; it was quite a different matter having to defend it. 
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THE YOUNG MEN'S HALL 

To most people in Trim today the saying, 'See you again Davy," would have 
very little meaning. To those who are still around and were patrons of the 
pretentiously named, Young Men's Hall in the days before the present struc-
ture was built on the very same site, the saying would have been laden with 
meaning. 
To begin with the patrons of that emporium of mis-spent youth were not 
necessarily young and indeed it was more than likely that there was as many 
Septuagenarians among the members as Juveniles. The Davy referred to was 
of course none other than Davy Dolan who happened to be the caretaker of 
the hall at that particular time. The see you again phrase was and indeed has 
been associated in Trim with the inability of one to pay for the use of the 
Billiards table. It simply meant that Davy was not going to get paid until the 
particular player would see him again. Needless to say it was a phrase that' 
was not likely to bring a smile to the long-suffering Davy. Most paid 
eventually but it reasonable to assume that others did not. 
Four old pennies may seem a paltry sum to have to pay for the use of the 
hall's facilities even if the word facility in connection with the hall is 
stretching the imagination just a little bit. True, there was two full sizel 
billiard tables and there was heat and light. There was a card room but stiff 
the word facility is far too ambitious when one associates it with the Young 
Men's Hall as it was then. 
Of the two tables, one and that of course would be the best one, was 
permanently occupied while the other had rolls that would do justice to a 
Kerry landscape. However, it was the heating, or lack of it, that the Davy 
Dolan era was famous for. Two sods of turf smouldering in an open grate 
night after night. It would be difficult to see how the weekly fuel 
consumption could ever exceed one bag of turf. 
It is reasonable to say that the very atmosphere of the hall at the time was 
calculated to breed contrariness among the people who frequented it. 
There was so much to complain about. The light was too dim to read and the 
heat was the source of more than one joke and having the lights go out on the 
snooker table in the middle of a break would be the last straw. 
However, what the hall lacked by way of facilities it made up for in 
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if movhere. What did it matter if you were blue with the cold if you were 
'Ming your own with one of the towns top Billiard players. What did it 

matter if there was a breeze coming round the door if you were within 
Iwonly points of a player such as the late Bill Anderson or Paddy Doran. Men 
Who could screw a ball from the D back into the bottom right hand pocket 
WIlluitit blinking an eyelid and if you were familiar enough with the rolls in 
11141 sec( aid table you might beat one of the real contrary players and God 
I) wows there was enough of them. 
4H course if you didn't get a table you could always go into the back room 
NIlli Mitch the card players. These men generated their own heat. It might be 
N same (it Twenty Fives, Three Fifteens, Poker or Pontoon or for the more 
sophisticated there was the game of Solo. Because if Billiards and to a 
Whet extent Snooker were the main attractions of the hall it was the cards 
I. 0 ,.1 the most competitive players and indeed the most appreciative 

,11111). II* Spectators in fact jostled each other to get a glimpse of these great 
•'Huiui. of the deck as they battled it out with a skill that would have done 

Wyatt Earp or Calamity Jane. It is no exaggeration to say that some 
Three Fifteen players in Ireland dealt their hands nightly in the 

hot k loon of the Young Men's Hall. 
lint lilting lasts forever and when the present hall opened in the early fifties 
IN. "Mee you again Davy" became the "See you again Christy". Inflation was 
111114111Ing up with the hall and now the half hour on the table cost eight old 

I 'hi lady Kelly the new caretaker kept a book and very few players opted to 
IMP 'heir names entered in it. One hundred and sixty eight members joined 

I season. The fee was five Shillings for men and a half Crown for 
I he hall was on the crest of a wave. 

' idir Christy the hall prospered and only the most unobservant could fail to 
.111.0 the brighter colour scheme and the improvement in the heating. 

I aid cards apart it was the characters that made the hall. No two were 
each had a distinctive personality. Games became more 

‘,I ill became secondary as tactics took over in the shape of 
sii myk" 	11,1 i ()ninny (Gus) McCormack who would wear an opponent out 
whIli( „I II I. would try another tactic that of keeping up a flow of 
) 	sal ion )1' course there was still flashes of brilliance from the likes of 
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Ray McDonnell and Mickey McCormack and Liam Anderson was one of the 
most promising of the younger players. 
It would have been inconceivable that such a melting pot as the Young Men's 
Hall with all its characters would not have produced quite a few stories. One 
that immediately springs to mind concerns a certain Saturday night when I 
was well up in the queue for confession. Within sight of the box I was 
summoned outside only to be told that a certain electrician had made a break 
of fifty five in Snooker. It was the talk of the town for weeks. As for 
confession if ever there was a case for the perfect act of contrition this was it. 
This incident illustrates the standard of Snooker at the time. 
There are other stories too. Like the sixteen-year-old who sat into the game 
of Poker and left as soon as he had won the price of a pair of shoes. And sure 
enough he returned twenty minutes later sporting a new pair of shoes and 
announced his intention of rejoining the game. Needless to say the other 
players weren't amused. Neither were they having any. 
In the early nineteen sixties two men arrived in Trim who were to have a 
considerable influence on the lives of the townsfolk. One was a certain 
Captain Perks and the other was Father Tehan who later became associated 
with the Tidy Towns movement. The good priest's success in the area of tidy 
towns was not matched however, by a similar success in the Young Men's 
Hall. Despite two speeches every year, one after the final of the billiard hand-
icap and another after the final of the snooker handicap and in one 
particular year a special appeal after Mass on Sunday he never did succeed in 
extracting the membership fee from one particular character. But that of 
course is another story. 

Patrick's Street, Trim, showing the Young Men's Hall 
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THE TECH 

As tmlucational institutions go the Vocational School Trim or the Tech, as it 
WIIN more commonly known, had a relatively short life. Indeed from it's 
bismInning in the early 1930s to the first year of the twenty first century, 
411 illy loss than seventy years. Yet in that short space of time it managed to 
I 	1h1 mark on not only the teachers, students, staff and indeed all who 
vdttlIk ell through its doors but on the town and county itself. 
Huth in 1932, on a plot of land measuring 80 square yards which was 

1,11N0LI from the Trim Urban Council for the sum of £160 (a sum which 
at  wally enabled the council to strike a lower rate for that particular year than 
1 ,  , 11,8•en anticipated) the school would have been one of 46 such structures 

,. picivil in the 6 years following the Vocational Education Act of 1930. A 
11111111m .4111Ili tire had been built in Kells the previous year. As buildings go it 

rthend is in fact to this day quite an imposing structure at the southern end 
e town, In a different location or a different time it could have been a 

Wintry mansion or a town house. Indeed some features such as the guttering 

mid down pipes, which are still functional were of a highly ornate nature and 
WNW not have looked out of place in the finest houses of that time. 
ben horme the plans for the building were drawn up the school was making 
Ihe Nitillines and as early as January 1931 it appears that some awkward 
11111111111slances in connection with the tenders for the school were beginning 
le onerse. As a result of which it was decided to destroy the original tenders 
and re litIverlise for new tenders. 

k of Works was Mr P F Keating from Haggard Street Trim and the 
was Mr Vincent Kelly. During the course of the construction both 

0 rep tilar reports to the VEC committee. From these reports we learn 
I el hy M. ii 1932 the plastering of the exterior of the school was well under 
wily AN being held up by January frost. We learn too that the Blue Bangor 
WON used for the roof did not incur the committee any extra cost, which 
Wm like a fitirly good bargain. 
By Moro the Committee was advertising for railings for the school and 

Indeed Ompliasising that not only the railings but all items of joinery and iron 
In the construction of the school should be made within the confines of 
ty Month. April saw the completion of the stairs and the installing of the 
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wash up basins completed. In May the tenders went out for the heating of the 
school. By late summer notices were beginning to appear in the local press 
announcing that enrolling day for both day and evening classes in the new 
school would be on Monday 5th September. The fee for day classes was 10 
shillings while the fee for the evening classes was 5 shillings. By November 
1932 the only concern it would seem was that the grounds would be gravelled 
by Christmas. 
Whether in fact this job was completed in time for the festive season is not 
quite clear but the Minister did approve the purchase of 36 heavy pitch pine 
desks for the school. That a small number have actually survived to the 
present day speaks volumes for the sturdiness and design of these desks. For 
some reason or another however, the Minister was unable to approve the 
purchase of blinds for the school windows. 
One can easily visualise the benefit that such a building would have been to 
the educational sector in the town at this time, having spent years in 
temporary accommodation in the Courthouse. 
The situation in the Courthouse would have left much to be desired in the 
way of space and facilities. The Headmaster was a Mr W J Kennedy from 
Navan who actually owned The Palace Cinema in that town. Nor was the 
move from the Courthouse to the New Haggard Road site an overnight one. 
A lot depended on funding and it is on record that the Vocational Schools 
were under funded at this time. Indeed it would be some years before the new 
school would reach its full potential. Initially the very limited range of 
subjects would have included Woodwork, Home Economics, Commercial 
Skills, English and of course Irish. There was also provision for religious 
Instruction. 
Coming at a time when skills in Woodwork, Maths Domestic Science and 
Book keeping counted for something the school was to play an important part 
in the day to day life of the town of Trim and it's hinterland. 
Yet despite this The Trim school like all the other schools in the VEC system 
found it difficult to achieve the popularity of the secondary schools and 
would as far as day time courses were concerned remain the poor relation of 
the education system right up to 1960. 
Apart from Mr Kennedy the other members of the staff at that time were Miss 
Goodman who took charge of the Domestic Science Department, Sean  

IN who taught Irish. Before coming to Trim in September 1931 Sean 
INIIN had taught in Ballinlough and Killbeg schools. Miss McKenna looked 

Nrhli Shorthand and Typing and a Miss Talon made the round trip from 
Monty daily to teach English. Miss Tallon was in fact later to marry the 

ger Mr Kennedy. 
In and maintenance was in the capable hands of Kitty Murray and 

tI limey, Kitty Murray actually held the position of caretaker until her 
tithitllonI M 1959. 

Within thirteen months of opening we see the first changes to the staff with 
VI.  A oniony Maguire taking over the Woodwork Room. Exactly one month 

in November 1934 Patrick or Paddy Geraghty as he was more 
peptitariy known arrived to take up his position as headmaster. Given his 
INVOIVIMent with local clubs and societies where his flair for mathematics 

I ii Iii.,hle in producing financial reports and balance sheets he would 
111111 III II .1 popular choice. The first calculators may have been invented in 
IN14•+ lint they still had to make their appearance in Trim and anyone having 
Ails in hook keeping or arithmetic would be in great demand. Paddy 
Iortplity would have been among the best and even to this day there are 

	

1 I 	iiiid who will remember his demonstrations in long division. 
we see a staff which consisted of Paddy Geraghty as headmaster, 
liii. iii, Anthony Maguire, Sean Dardis and Miss Tallon. Mrs. Keely 
1. lump, Arts and crafts while Miss McKenna was still teaching 

ihe school was a two-story structure consisting of four rooms. 

	

I 	iii science room or kitchen and the second year room were 
stairs and the woodwork room and first year room on the ground 

I I, .,.1 	nut burning boiler situated in the basement was used to heat the 
1 , 	11 fill having to be hauled from the shed at the back entrance gates 

We would have to call on outside help in getting the turf from the shed 
ii'. liiikii house," a nostalgic Kitty Murray recalled when I spoke with her 

011WWIly Wore /the died. 
stiff room, which measured less when ten feet by ten, was hardly taxed 

II tinnitell y considering that the staff consisted of just a handful of teachers. 
it It lots than sixty students the student teacher ratio would have been 

mi.', than Nalisfactory when compared with today's crowded classrooms. 
A111411.11' mune that appears frequently on the roll books at that time was that 
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of A nf Gatlaoic. She took charge of History Geography and Book keeping. 
In September 1936 Padraig O Higgins took over from Sean Dardis to teach 
fish and four months later in January 1937 John McDonald, a native of 
Wicklow came from Bailieboro Vocational School to take charge of the 
woodwork department. Anthony Maguire having moved to Athboy School 
where he was later to become headmaster. 
In September 1938 Annie Halton who was actually an ex student from the 
Courthouse days came via the Navan and Dunshauglin schools to teach 
Commercial skills. Religious Instruction was given on alternate weeks by 
Father Flood who was later to become Parish Priest of Dunderry and by 
Father Dempsey who eventually became Parish Priest of Dysart in County 
Westmeath. At last Paddy Geraghty had a team to work with. 
Nor was it all work and no play in the Trim Vocational School back in th 
days before the school tour and the Christmas party. Hurling and footb 
teams representing the school were more than successful in the first years 
actually winning the county football final in the1935-36 season. 
This unique victory was in no small way due to the dedication and 
commitment of coach and headmaster Paddy Geraghty. Both hurlers and 
footballers practised and indeed played their matches in an area adjacent to 
the school known as The Green where the Trimproof factory now stands 
Students making their way up to The Green for these training sessions woul 
have been a familiar sight during the early years of the school. That the 
opted to use the road instead of the footpath would have given som 
indication of how light the volume of traffic on the roads at the time 
The successful team consisted of George Caffrey, Sean Fox, Jackie Farnan, 
Tom 0 Brien, Dick Fitzsimons, Jim Reynolds, Gerry Corrigan, Tom Reilly, 
Hughie Ryan, Gerard Farnan, Joe Fitzsimons, John Harnan, Michael Weldon, 
John Reilly, Oliver Reilly George Ward, and Oliver Farnan. Dick Fitzsimons 
was the captain. 
Nor did one have to be a pupil of the Vocational School to get on the team. 
Some of the stars of these teams would be enlisted from the ranks of other 

schools and indeed places of employment. After the game it was back to the 
Vocational School where both victors and vanquished would be treated to 

refreshments. 
In the period immediately before the opening of the new extension th 
overflow of students was accommodated in The Town Hall and St.. Patrick'  

h. totwhorm who khorrd these buildings were Hugh MacCague, Co1m 
t oht lind Prank %min. It was anything but a permanent arrangement 

*WM% hOWItioto the midn contractor Monaghan based McDermott Brothers 
4'0,0 1111111aly pulling the finishing touches to the new extension. 

011101101111114111, wittili wits opened in 1966, left much to be desired in 
lbw way tot ilosiptt and planning. Originally planned to carry a second story it 
t11101 1 1low wool tucks began to appear in the structure. The absence 
it i 01,0400 lit the metalwork rot an would cause further problems. It was 

011*OVNII 0141 I atlit e Id the committee to purchase a plot of land adjacent to 
1110 i1111111111a 	it iuhmitvely nuttiest sum that amounted to a significant vote 
41101atitiiiti mm 	mm 1i1. new building. Of even more significance was the fact 

It nu now had a major road running through it. The 
IIMONNIN Korn, 1 ,1,1 mit hiNcetcd the school causing students and teachers to 
ION 0110 	 NOVel'Ill fillies each day. This arrangement was hardly 

1111d Math, have been obvious even to passing motorists. So the idea 
I# 	NI N voitiplor I y new school began to take root in the minds of the 
tflHets us 'us fills *how 1971 mere eight years after the new extension a 

	

„ 	'thawing permission for a new school was placed on the 
. 	to a Iota. at the back of the Christian Brothers School 

	

•• • 	I hat very evening the notice was vandalised. Exactly one 
lussi ilit 	, • . 	eplaced. The first steps in getting a new school for 

1111isltial 
i it. 110 	ii 

1, 
1.11tIlliitt,  the new extension was dependent on turf to heat 

1, I it  tailed to do so was to be the cause of some 
!Hived ii was only by enlisting the services of gas 

managed to remain within tolerable limits. So 
IOWA SO 0101 0 0111100ally became necessary to change over to oil just as the 
;,. 	 i.t.tiita. in the 1960s. 

I la- 	III ill 114 otitis hair l're- fabricated buildings was to prove 
mess mow '14'1111111w 14. heaters left much to be desired so it was decided to 

ii 	1,,,." 	. .1111 the possibility of being incinerated in the summer 
400 /1401101 Its 100 wifilvr wits always there. A further threat in the form of a 

,... Hi,  Mat It over hung two of the prefabricated buildings ensured 
• kk 114 ilia the most comfortable place to be especially windy 

I J. 	ii 	lie fact that twigs and small branches were 
• .•,. 	I iimu l mms  on 51 le t It it only once had the room to be evacuated. 
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Despite it's many faults and failings the new extension was to prove a 
blessing in alleviating the overcrowding. With a state of the art metalwork 
room a spacious science room and a woodwork room that would be the envy 
of most schools there was for the first time in years room to breathe. 
The furniture for the new extension including the science room and 
woodwork room benches was manufactured by The Leeline Company 
Limited. It is interesting to note that the owner of this company was none 
other than Gerry Lee. Gerry would have been involved in the woodwork 
classes right from the beginning, first as a student and later as a teacher. Years 
later in what could be seen as fitting conclusion to his long association with 
the school, Gerry was to become past pupil of the year. 
Even before it was built the new extension was to hit the headlines when 
workmen digging the foundations unearthed four human skeletons. This 
gruesome discovery could be pinpointed to a spot directly under the boiler 
house. A picture from that time shows Phil Cantwell and Councillor Paddy 
Doran in deep consultation with a member of the Garda Siochana.Ilater 
emerged that this was the site of a hanging tree back in the sixteenth century. 
Meanwhile across the road the old woodwork room was divided in two, one 
half becoming the typing room and the other used to accommodate smaller.  

classes. 
Since the opening of the extension to the present day there have been only 
two metalwork teachers, Phil Cantwell and Matt McAnearty. It was in fact 
Phil Cantwell who was responsible for the laying out of the lathes and other 

machinery. 
In the eight odd years in which Phil Cantwell was in charge of the metalwor 
room he came across as a teacher of unusual dedication and compassion 
Ever on the look out for signs of bullying or indeed flagging interest in his 
charges, it was he who was responsible for establishing what amounted to the 
first soup kitchen in the school. 
Having come to an arrangement with Erin Soups, he, with the help caretaker 
Billy Cummins, proceeded to dish out cups of hot soup daily to appreciative 
students and indeed staff members. Phil Cantwell left in 1973 and was 
replaced by Matt McAneany. 
While the new extension would seem to have everything that a modern 
school should have, there was one area that was to cause minor problems in 
the years ahead. The failure to provide a hand ball alley would ensure that not 

 

Indy would every available square inch of wall space be utilised for 
1 ,1,iying but the windows as well. 
I 	Idence of this could be seen in the pebbledash of ball marks that adorned 
We windows at the back of the school. Yet for all that, only once in the 
ilarty odd years of constant handball against these large windows did one of 
Will actually break. On that one occasion it was a football that did the 
Image. It was a misdemeanour really, because football in the area was 
ii 	lv banned. 
h. “i ending student however didn't hang around to see just what the results 

would be, opting instead to make a run for it and terminate his 
i 	iii with the school and presumably his academic life as well. 
II 	e was one phrase or statement that was calculated to strike terror into 
ie hearts of the staff of the Trim Tech, it was, "The C.E.O. is coming over." 
ii' r. I 	in question, Paddy Byron, paid frequent visits to the school and 

wotiki 1)11). ii drop in on his way back from conventions and meetings. 
4111114.41114 had only to drop the hint that he was on his way and the school 

.11dd he turned upside down. Windows would be cleaned and doors would 
I Iv polished. Let it be winter or summer, the rose beds would be edged and 

'1111111' would be swept. Stores and outhouses that would normally seem as 
China would get the once over. In the classroom and the hall 

ilVeryone would be on their best behaviour. Nor did it matter that this was his 
third vINII in as many days or that the staff usually received less than one 

notice of an impending visit. 
I In annual visit of the county stock taker to the school on the other hand 
Would he preceded by weeks of preparation and indeed a certain amount of 

I i ing. Staff who might have borrowed the odd gardening tool would 
'trod to return it in time for the great day. Needless to say this was never 

a 'Hold III 11111 long before the stock taker would arrive every item would be 
ihst'd p Ii inspection. Even the cumbersome garden roller, which must have 

,11,114.11 at least sixteen stone and seemed to be on permanent loan, would 

. 

di) appearance for the big day. Having the roller on loan was an 
lit that helped in its own small way in alleviating the school's 
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1 the items on that stock book had outlived the reign of four 
I 	iii were still knocking around long after I handed over to the last 

, I) )1110Iiiii O'Shea. In the woodwork room the belt saw had seen service 
ii MP very beginning, while apart from the garden roller there would have 
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been several other items that over the years had become part of the scene. The 
Burco Boiler was an indispensable part of every function. 
The coal burning range in the domestic science room is still going strong after 
six decades while it is reasonable to assume that there are still a few of the 
heavy pine desks and elegant windsor chairs that were once the pride of the 
school knocking around. Not only did these items survive the ravages of 
time, they also survived the occasional auction. One of the most interesting 
items ever to grace the scene was a typewriter with an Irish language script. 
It is still in working order today. 
At one stage or another during its lifetime the school would have had most of 
the social constituents that one would expect in a successful educational 
establishment. In 1968 the first attempt to form a Past Pupils Union was set 
in motion by a number of people including Tom Dempsey and Frank Moran. 
For some reason however, it folded up after a short period. But not before the 
committee organised a great get-together. Over two hundred past pupils 
turned up for what was probably the most memorable night of the decade. 
Little more than a decade later we see a Board of Management and a Parents 
Association complete with Chairperson, Secretary, PRO and Joint Treasurers 

being formed. 
September 1969 saw the arrival of Mrs Murray on the scene. Few people at 
that time could have foreseen the contribution that this popular member of 
the maintenance staff was to make in the day to day running of the school. 
In her twenty-seven years on the staff she was to become a trusted friend to 
teachers and students alike. 
One memorable incident involving Mrs Murray concerned her morning duty 
in preventing students from entering by the front door. Mistaking a certain 
teacher for a student she insisted on her entering by the back door. That this 
particular teacher eventually went on to become Vice Principal is still the 
subject of amusement whenever the incident is recalled. It was Cora Dunne's 
first day in the Vocational School Trim. Not exactly the welcome she would 
have expected! 
If there was one thing that distinguished the school from other buildings 
around the town during this period and indeed well into the last years, it was 
the roses. Planted by science teacher in the mid sixties, the annual display of 
blooms was admired by one and all, actually winning a prize at the Royal 
Meath Show in 1977. The actual varieties chosen by the science teacher were 
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of the floribunda type. The 48 bushes were divided into three groups named 
Faust, Iceberg and Korona. 
When Paddy Geraghty retired as Headmaster in 1967 the post remained 
vacant for up to two years. Then in 1969 John McDonald became Principal, 
a title distinct from Headmaster. This was a position that he was to hold until 
his retirement nine years later. He had been in the Tech since 1937. 
Lack of space caused a number of problems, not the least being that of balls 
going into neighbouring gardens. This problem was greatly increased by the 
presence of a huge dog in the garden of The Bon Bon, which was adjacent to 
the school. However students overcame this by enticing the dog to one end 
of the garden while another student would retrieve the ball from the other 
end. At times this operation seemed just a bit too close for comfort. 
It was during John McDonald's term as Principal that the first Vice Principal 
was appointed. Co1m Carter was to be the first of five teachers to hold the 
post of Vice Principal, on of the others being Larry Doyle who will be 
remembered by those who are still nursing bruises received from him on the 
hurling field. Next came Ferdia Kelly who's contribution to local clubs and 
societies and particularly The Heritage Centre and The Trim Forum for 
Employment is still bearing fruit. The next Vice Principal was Martin Hoey 
who later went on to become principal of The O'Carolan College, Nobber. 
With the imminent closure of the school now a fact of life, it is virtually 
certain that Cora Dunne will be the last to hold the post of Vice Principal in 
the Vocational School Trim, a position that entitles her among other things to 
use the front door. 
In 1975 I replaced Billy Cummins as caretaker. Billy had held the job of 
caretaker since the departure of Leo Owens in 1971. 
With 212 students on the roll books, 12 more than the Christian Brothers 
School, the Tech was now the second biggest Post Primary School in the area. 
Few teachers left their mark on the school as did Principal Hugh McLoone. 
With the possible exception of a briquette-making venture in the early 
nineties his undertakings were invariably inspired. Of the teachers who 
worked in the school down the years a number stand out. Notably Mrs Reilly 
who taught Typing and Commercial skills, Tom Gaffney who went on to be 
Principal, Hugh Kelly who taught English and Matt McAneany the 
Metalwork teacher. Other teachers on the staff who will be remembered 
include Anne Marie Quinn, Monica Clarke, Betty Cahill, John Kerr, K 
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O'Hanlon, Doreen Gaffney and Jimmy Fegan who was later to become a 
successful politician apart from the teaching staff. School Secretary, Connie 
Fitzsimons would have been the public face of the school, while Mary 
Cummins at maintenance would have been indispensable. 
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THE EVENING CLASSES 

Running alongside the daytime activities at the Vocational School Trim the 
evening classes were an important feature of the scene. The very first evening 
classes given in the Trim Vocational School took place as early as October 
1932 less than one month after the school had opened. 
Mainly Commerce and Cooking classes became extremely popular during 
the 1940s and '50s and again in the 1970s and '80s, apart from the Woodwork 
which at one stage during the 1960s had in excess of sixty students attending 
on three evenings every week. Other popular subjects included Needlework, 
Leatherwork and Handicrafts. Indeed so popular were the evening classes in 
Trim that they had a section all to themselves in the annual Royal Meath 
Agricultural Show. 
In the 1938 show catalogue we see entries in the Vocational School section 
for various classes including among other things 'The Best Article of Kitchen 
Furniture' and 'The Best Article of Bedroom Furniture'. In the same 
catalogue we see that Columbus Balfe of Market Street took first prize in the 
under 16 years of age section for the best article or model of any kind. 
The very first Woodwork class was conducted under the supervision of 
Anthony Maguire, with the Domestic Science classes being taken by Miss 
Goodman. However, John McDonald took charge of the Woodwork classes 
in 1937. 
Fourteen years later in the 1952 show catalogue the picture was much the 
same, with large numbers of entries for similar categories. This time round 
however, the prize money has been increased from seven shillings and six 
pence for first prize to one pound for the best article of furniture of any kind. 
In the 1965 show catalogue we see that the furniture section has been 
dispensed with in favour of the more gentle categories. So we find entries for 
the Best Hand Sewn Garment and the Best Hand Embroidered Work. There 
was also keen competition in the Cookery class. With over one hundred and 
eighteen entries in total, the future of evening classes in the Trim Vocational 

hool seemed assured. 

	

'ring) 	the war years and indeed later in the 1950s, the annual exhibition of 
ii dents work would be held in the Woodwork room, with the overflow being 

	

I 	ommodated by the first year room directly opposite. The exhibition would 
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run from anything up to two weeks and was to prove a valuable shop window 
for the Woodwork class, seldom failing to attract at least a dozen names for 
the following year. 
Most students would not expect to turn out something as ambitious as a 
wardrobe or chest of drawers in one season unless of course one had the skill 
and dedication of such as Gerry Lee. If John McDonald was the moving force 
behind the evening classes, this man was the star of the show. While other 
students waited for the tutor to tell them the next move, Gerry with his 
knowledge of woodworking skills could move on, often in fact getting 
through more work in one evening than all the other students put together. 
To say that the pace of these classes was slow would be by any standards an 
understatement. Indeed on some evenings the class would be postponed in 
favour of a quiz or a debate. Yet for all that, we loved it. The satisfaction of 
finishing a piece always outweighed the frustration with the stops and starts 
that was such a feature of those evenings. 
In the end we basked in the satisfaction of seeing our work glow as only 
something that has taken weeks of french polish could glow. Like cycling and 
swimming french polishing once learned is never forgotten. Under John 
McDonald it wasn't just a matter of buying a bottle of french polish and 
plastering it on. You mixed the shellac and methylated spirits and you shook 
it for days before the polish would be right. You then spent weeks, maybe 
months, piling it on layer after layer and lightly sanding. 
One of the features of the night classes from the 1940s and '50s was the 
annual outing to the Gaiety Theatre for the Christmas Pantomime. For 
months the students from the woodwork class would have been collecting 
money. Come December the tickets would be booked and as many as forty 
students would set off for the Pantomime. 
"We kept this outing strictly for the Woodwork class" recalls Gerry Lee. 
After the show it would be the Monument Restaurant in Grafton Street for a 
meal before returning to Trim. Not however, before every licensed 
establishment between Dublin and Trim had been visited. One person who 
recalls these outings looks back with a certain amount of nostalgia. "We 
seldom got home "til the small hours" Billy Gaughran recalls. "We had a few 
good singers and Mick Smith on the Melodeon kept the thing going. We were 
in no hurry and it was all good clean fun nights to remember." 
The convivial atmosphere and good humour of these classes, particularly the 
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Woodwork class, is further highlighted by the treatment meted out to one 
student who had spent considerably longer in making a chair than would have 
normally been expected. The student, who shall remain nameless, arrived 
into class one evening to find a notice pinned to the chair. It read 
"Exclusively For the Old and Feeble". 
While most of the students who attended the evening Woodwork classes 
would have been quite content to produce items such as tables, chairs and 
even smaller items, a few would have been more ambitious. 
One group in the late 1940s actually made a caravan and a boat. The 
brainchild of Mick Smith, the caravan took two seasons to complete. 
Constructed on the chassis of an old Ford car it may have lacked balance and 
maybe a few other features that one expects to find in a caravan. But this 
didn't stop it from travelling far beyond the boundaries of the Woodwork 
room of the Vocational School Trim and becoming a familiar presence at 
seaside resorts up and down the country. 
The venture was seen as a challenge to the students and among those who 
gladly accepted the challenge were Mick Smith, John McDonald, Oliver 
Reilly, Billy Gaughran, Gerry Lee and Michael McCormack. 
A slightly less ambitious venture from two members of this group, Michael 
McCormack and Mick Smith, resulted in a boat being launched on the Boyne 
on Whit Monday 1951, the actual launch and blessing being performed by the 
parish priest Father McKeever. Powered by a motor which cost £28 it was to 
become a familiar sight at points along the river between Scarrif Bridge and 
Newtown Bridge in the early 1950s before falling foul of vandals in the mid 
I 950s. 
Right through the history of the school the evening classes were to play an 
important part in catering for all tastes. From the huge Leatherwork and 
Commercial classes of the early 1940s to the highly popular Woodwork 
classes of the 1960s every class was thoroughly supported. In between there 
was the odd class that catered exclusively for special needs, classes which 
were formed by popular demand. One such class was the Winter Farm School 
of the early 1960s. An interesting feature of this class was that of the 23 
students enrolled none was from the Trim urban area. 
By the 1960s and '70s the Woodwork and Cookery was beginning to give 
way to Typing and Computers, as Word Processing became the "in thing". 
This trend carried on right through the 1980s and '90s and indeed right up to 
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the present day. The Woodwork class is just a memory now. It is however fair 
to say that quite a number of living rooms and bedrooms in the South Meath 
area still boasts some item of furniture from the hey-day of the evening 
classes. 
Running the evening classes in the Vocational school would require not only 
organisational skill but a certain amount of tact. Asking a particular student 
for payment, when in fact they might have been among the first to have paid 
the fee, could be quite embarrassing to say the least. One teacher however did 
manage to overcome this problem when he was in charge of the evening 
classes during the 1982-3 season. 
Anyone familiar with the layout of the Vocational School Trim will know that 
the Science room and Metalwork room are laid out at right angles to each 
other. So, by arranging the venetian blinds at a certain angle in each room and 
standing on a high bench in the Metalwork room it would be possible to get 
a full and unimpeded view of the whole class in the Science room without 
being noticed. Needless to say it didn't take long for the teacher concerned, 
with the help of the caretaker of course, to match the face with the name on 
the roll book. 
Around the early 1960s the Woodwork classes began to fall off, slightly at 
first and more noticeably later. So much so in fact that even the dedication 
and commitment of John McDonald failed to keep up the interest that had 
been there in former years. Times were changing and it was now more prac-
tical to 
buy a wardrobe or chest of drawers direct from the factory or furniture store 
than to spend months making them in the school. 
By the mid 1970s the evening classes were back on track with new and 
indeed exciting subject to meet all tastes. Woodwork of course but now there 
was Basket Weaving, Antiques, Wine Making and Cordon Bleu Cooking. 
One student who attended both day and evening classes was Sean Doran. 
"What I didn't learn at the day classes," Sean recalls, "I learned in the 
evening". 
At it's height in the mid nineteen seventies over 700 students were attending 
evening classes in the school. During this period two class tutors could be 
classed as being among the most memorable. John Wade who travelled from 
Dublin to teach Antiques and Luigi Alzapaedi who gave courses in Basket 
Weaving. What John Wade didn't know about antiques wasn't worth 
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knowing. Yet despite competition from several schools for his services he 
opted to come to Trim, a decision we suspect that was prompted by the ready 
supply of cups of tea from the caretaker. 
From a peak around 1987 there was a noticeable fall off in the numbers 
attending evening classes at the Trim school. The Antique, Basket Weaving 
and Cordon Bleu courses were replaced by classes such as Keep Fit, Guitar 
and Art. The traditional Woodwork emerged under the guise of Wood 
Finishes and there was even a Private Pilots Course. There was however, one 
hugely successful course in the form of a Diploma Course in Social Science. 
This course involved a number of teachers including Martin 0' Donohue who 
was later to become a government minister and who was at one stage 
actually considered for the office of Taoiseach. Like John Wade and so many 
before him, Martin O'Donohue liked nothing better than the chat and the cup 
of tea while waiting for the class to begin. If John Wade was the kingpin of 
the Antique classes then it was Luigi Alzapaedi who ruled the Basket 
Weaving Classes. Always assured of a capacity class, at one stage he had 
enough students to fill the Woodwork room on three evenings each week. 
"All my life I had wanted to learn basket making but it was not until Luigi 
started teaching that I got a chance" May Murray from Stonehall Trim, one 
of the keener students of the Basket Making class, remembers. Mrs. Murray 
actually made 10 breakfast trays and four sally and cane armchairs in one 
season. 

The early 1990s were to set the trend towards Computer and Word 
Processing; two subjects that were to prove increasingly popular as the 
decade progressed. With a state of the art computer room and highly 
qualified teachers, the Computer and Word Processing classes were to prove 
extremely popular, so popular in fact that on some evenings it became 
necessary to hold two classes instead of the usual one. 
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THE OLD MONEY 

There can be little doubt that since the coming of decimal currency back in 
the early nineteen seventies the money in our pockets has been considerably 
devalued. From the humble farthing to the half crown as well as the highly 
ornate ten-shilling note and the ploughman pound note, the pre- decimal 
coinage was worth having. 
Of course it too had its drawbacks, not least being the bulk. At 240 old 
pennies to the pound, a fivers worth of pennies could leave one lopsided. 
Nevertheless they were beautiful coins and notes, especially the penny with 
the hen and her brood of chickens on one side and the harp on the reverse. 
You could get a packet of biscuits and a pint of porter for four of these 
pennies. You could get to see a film in the town hall for five. I personally 
recall getting one shilling and eight pence from a circus man for having his 
shirt washed - one shilling being twelve pence and the eight making a total 
of twenty pence for this particular piece of laundering. 
A labourer could get five shillings for a day's work in the 1940s. This figure 
would double by the 1950s. In Moore's of Market Street you could get the 
Evening Herald for one penny and a halfpenny. The same sum would get you 
one of Jody Lynch's home made ice creams. 
You could buy a cane in Willie Sweeney's of Castle Street for one penny and 
if you brought it into school the next day you could be certain that you would 
be the first to be on the receiving end of it. 
Five Woodbines for two pennies ensured that most youngsters would have 
experimented with the weed before they left school. Five pounds was all it 
took to rig you out from head to toe in McConville's of Market Street. 
My earliest recollection of real value for money would have been getting an 
orange from Morgan's of Patrick Street for one penny. 
No wonder then that millionaires were thin on the ground. No wonder then 
that when one particular millionaire decided to throw a few handfuls of coins 
on the occasion of his wedding in St. Patrick's Church, the onlookers went 
wild. 
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CHARACTERS 

While Trim like any other town in the country had its characters, it also had 
a few imported ones, people who came and went on a regular basis. Among 
the best known of these was one popularly know as "Cheap John". He was a 
familiar sight on the streets of the town during the 1940s and 50s. Selling 
everything from clothes to tools, his ability to attract customers was almost 
legendary. The bargains on offer ranged from a giant sized jar of Brylcream 
for four pence to a pair of Moroccan hob nailed boots for eight shillings. The 
resulting epidemic of dandruff and bunions didn't seem to affect sales as the 
townsfolk flocked to his stall to listen to his steady flow of sales talk. 
Another character that paid regular visits to the town back in the 1940s was 
known as "The Man in the Box." Obviously a World War One veteran, he had 
lost both legs in the conflict so that his only mode of transport was in a 
wooden box with four wheels. This he propelled by means of two wooden 
stumps. 
If he will be remembered for anything it will be for his nasty manner. So 
much so in fact that everybody knew that you did not cross his path and gave 
him a wide berth. Get on the wrong side of this character and you were 
likely to be on the receiving end of a torrent of abuse. Even more 
intimidating was his stockpile of wooden stumps, which he carried with him 
in the box. He could hit a moving target at fifty yards. 
While "Cheap John" and "The Man in the Box" may have been two of the 
more notable characters to grace the streets of the town there were others too 
that are worth remembering. The street singers came on Fair Day. A man 
called Boylan played the melodeon and sang at the hurling matches. Another 
played the bagpipes in the middle of the night all the way from the railway 
station to his home on the Summerhill Rd. Then there was "The Mushroom 
Man". He came and bought mushrooms from door to door while Myres the 
Jewman bought pigeons for one shilling and four pence for the english 
market. 
Over the years many colourful characters had graced the streets of the town. 
None however, more colourful than one named Captain Perks. Captain Perks 
spent less than one month in the town altogether, yet he managed to leave his 
mark on the town as few have done before him. 
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His introduction to Trim folk began quietly enough on a wet Monday evening 
- in fact on the site of the new civic Offices. This venue had often hosted 
amusements such as Chair-O-Planes, Bumping Cars and Hobbyhorses - not 
the most pleasant place to spend an evening, especially a wet one. The few 
people present were suddenly surprised to hear an announcement over the 
loud speaker that there would be a raffle for twenty-five pounds and the 
tickets would be one shilling. They would have wondered how, out of a 
possible take of no more than twenty shillings, this would enable the 
management to pay out such a generous sum. Even more so when Captain 
Perks refused to accept any more offers to buy ticket at the stroke of 
midnight. But pay out the Captain did and announced that tomorrow nights 
raffle would be for a bullock. The beast would be on display on the 
following afternoon. 
Needless to say, the following night saw a huge increase in the numbers 
attending the amusements as news spread of the raffle. Again there would be 
no tickets sold when the alarm clock rang out on the stroke of midnight. With 
dozens disappointed at not being able to buy a ticket they made up their 
minds that they would be in time for the Wednesday raffle - more so when 
Captain Perks announced that there would be two raffles. The first one would 
be at nine-o clock and it would be for three sheep and the second one would 
be at midnight and it would be for three bullocks. 
So it went on night after night, the prizes getting bigger and the crowds 
getting even bigger. The amusements were going full blast and if one failed 
to win a farm animal, well there was always the chance of winning a 
reasonable prize at the pottery stall. 

THE FARMERS 

Being set right in the heart of an agricultural hinterland, it is only to be 
expected that there would by more than a little liaison between the farming 
community and the town dwellers. 
The fanners came to town every week for the fair and every year for the 
agricultural show. They came to hire local labour for help with planting the 
potatoes, the haymaking and the harvest. The came to purchase cabbage 
plants from Tommy Doran of Emmet Street and to buy tonics for their 
livestock from Garry's of Market Street. 
At Chris Leonard's of Athboy Gate they would have bought seed, while at 
McCormack's of Market Street they would have been spoiled for choice 
when it came to such items as glass, slates bricks and tiles. They might have 
smiled at the announcement in a certain drapery window which stated that, 
'The Owner's Trousers Was Down Again'. 
One of the biggest and busiest days on the farm would be Threshing Day. 
This was the day when Gaughran's mill would pull into the haggard. It might 
stay for one day and sometimes two and it might take a dozen men and boys 
to man the various positions. It might take strong men to handle the two-
barrel sacks with their twenty stone of grain in each of them, but at the end 
of the day, or two as the case might be, it would be all over for another year. 
The men would then be paid at the rate of ten shillings a day and the boys 
five shillings but this was the going rate for labour back in the nineteen 
forties. The mill would move on and those workers who followed the mill 
would move with it. 
Having a drill of potatoes with the local farmer was yet another example of 
the liaison between the farmers and the town dwellers. By mutual agreement 
the farmer would plant a drill of potatoes in return for the workers help with 
the maintenance of the crop. 
Finally, as well as working together, the two communities played together 
and on the night of the annual Show Dance the farmers would once again 
come to town to dance to the music of Ralph Sylvester, the Gay Lords and 
any one of a dozen other big bands. 

60 	 Trim Looking Back 	I 	Trim Looking Back 	 61 



NICKNAMES THE LIBRARY 

There cannot be many towns in Ireland where one is likely to find that they're 
having a drink with a rat or a goose. Indeed sitting beside a pig or a cat in 
church on Sunday wouldn't be unusual in the Trim of the nineteen forties and 
fifties. I refer of course to the time-honoured practice of conferring 
nicknames. 
Whether people living in Trim in the middle of the twentieth century were 
more likely to acquire a nickname than people living in other parts of the 
country is not certain. What is certain however is that when it came to 
nicknames Trim had more than its share. Indeed in some cases people would 
answer to these names before they would answer to their Christian names. It 
was actually possible for people to go through life without ever having to 
reveal their real names. 
And so we had the hawk and the chicken, the cat and the pig, the mouse and 
the rat all living side by side in relative harmony. Whether these acquired 
names did actually reflect the characteristics of the people who were 
burdened with them is a matter of opinion. Suffice to say that some of the 
names were actually inspired. 
While it is true that farm animals were well represented in this nomenclature 
other sources were occasionally tapped for suitable names. He who would 
have been dubbed the hawk would be renowned for having a sharp eye, while 
someone bearing the nickname pig would hardly have been the town dandy. 
All life was reflected in these nicknames. This tells us that there would have 
been timid people living in the town at this time, while there would also have 
been local people with the characteristics of a rat, bull or frog. 
Then if the stock of farm animals was to become exhausted and duplication 
was to be avoided there was no shortage of fairly apt and occasionally cruel 
names to go round: if you had a certain colour of hair you might be called 
Sandy or Ginger and if you were unfortunate enough to have a mild 
disability then this too would be reflected in the name. 
Generally speaking it was a cruel game and also one that seems to be on the 
wane. 
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While Trim never had a bookshop as such it was always well served by the 
County Library Service. Situated in the old courthouse, this facility would 
have been a Mecca for all seekers of knowledge, not only in Trim, but also 
throughout a large area of South Meath. It was here that young people would 
have had their first encounter with the outside world. It was through the 
library that they would have first read about lands that they might never get 
a chance to visit. It was in that small room at the top of the stone stairs that 
they would have had their first experience of writers such as R L Stevenson 
and R M Ballantine. 
It was there in that upstairs room in the courthouse that we first became 
acquainted with the stories of Scott, Dickens and Swift. 
If memory serves me right, the first book that I borrowed was a hardback 
copy of The Gorilla Hunters, by RM Ballantine. I still have that book and 
glancing through it from time to time it never ceases to amaze me the 
callousness with which these old time hunters would shoot animals. Today 
that book would be politically incorrect. 
Mrs Moran was the librarian and one could almost sense the reaction when 
we attempted to borrow one of the larger and more expensive volumes. 
"Mind that book now and keep it clean," she would say before stamping it 
and handing it over. Then if we did keep it longer than the permitted date she 
would charge us one penny for every three days the book was overdue. 
Later in the nineteen sixties the library would move to a much larger room, 
Mrs Moran would retire and her place would be taken by Mrs. Murray from 
Loman's Street. 
Today the town has a population of between seven and ten thousand people. 
Statistics however prove that it would take a population of fifteen thousand 
to support a bookshop. So it looks like we will have to rely on the library 
service for some time to come. 
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THE FCA 

Joining the FCA would have been one of the most rewardipg ventures for 
young men back in the 1950s. 
We trained on Thursday evenings in the old Legion Hall opposite the present 
Garda Station. My father, Sergeant Major Tommy Murray, assisted by 
Corporal Dan Carroll, would put us through our paces. The officers in charge 
included Captain Kevin Oaks and Captain Martin McEvoy. The 
Quartermaster was Sergeant Peter Delaney. 
For periods of up to two months each summer we had the option of going to 
Gormanstown Camp for annual training. For this we would receive a 
weekly wage and a generous gratuity when the camp ended. 
It was however, in the summer of 1953 that the South Meath Battalion 
excelled when it came third to the Pearse and 26th to Battalions in the 
platoon competition. 
Although relatively small in numbers, the Trim branch of the South Meath 
Battalion always managed to put in an appearance at local parades and 
functions such as the Annual Corpus Christi Procession and of course St.. 
Patrick's Day. 
While the vast majority of those who enlisted in the FCA in the 1950s did so 
because they considered it a worthwhile exercise, a few had other ideas. 
This was a time when money was scarce. We had not yet overcome the 
effects of the war. Clothing and particularly footwear were expensive. Not 
everyone could afford to dress as they would have wished. This resulted in 
some of the part time soldiers having to wear their uniforms even when they 
were not on parade. The great coats were just the thing for keeping the cold 
at bay when working in the fields or bog. The tunic too could come in handy 
on less cold days. It was the boots however, that were the most popular. 
Hard-wearing and tough they would outlast all other footwear. Any wonder 
then when the Quartermaster and the Sergeant Major were driving through a 
certain south Meath bog one afternoon, could be forgiven for thinking they 
had come upon army manoeuvres. Deciding to take a closer look they did 
manage to get one tunic before the rest of the workers scattered in 
several directions. 
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THE ROAD WORKERS 

Shirt sleeved sage of Tara 's Plain 
Browsing by the verges Goldsmith, Ledwidge, Kavanagh 

Moving stone and boulder 

And that is exactly what we were - sages and scholars in the university of life. 
We breasted the hedges and scuffled the verges with one eye on the ganger 
and the other on world affairs. We thought nothing of having to cycle eight 
or ten miles to our place of work and four of us could load a lorry full of sand 
in twenty minutes or spend an hour feeding the crusher without breaking into 
a sweat. 
My fellow workers were Noel McKeown, Dessie Farnan and Roy Anderson. 
Dessie and Roy have now gone to their eternal reward. 
Except for the odd day with a local farmer, the council was the only source 
of work back in the early fifties. Even then it was dependent on grants which 
usually lasted about eight weeks and then it was back on the dole until the 
next scheme began. 
Farmers, especially some of the bigger ones, could be sympathetic, 
occasionally hiring men to do completely unnecessary jobs. One such case 
involved a certain well meaning farmer who on being approached by a man 
looking for work, gave him the job of transporting a heap of farmyard manure 
from one end of a field to the other. 
The task completed by the end of the first day, the worker presented himself 
for payment. On enquiring as to what job he would have lined up for him the 
next day he was informed that he would have to transport the heap of manure 
back to where it was originally. Knowing the undoubted generosity of this 
particular farmer, one presumes that this work could have gone on 
indefinitely. The worker however was having none of it and accused the 
farmer of trying to make a fool of him. This of course was an exceptional case 
and most workers would have appreciated the farmer's generosity. 
The road workers numbered among their ranks as as varied a bunch of 
characters as one could hope to find. One actually smoked cement bags as a 
substitute for cigarettes while another relied on his undoubted skill at snaring 
rabbits to supplement the meagre wages of £3. 8. shillings a fortnight. 
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SUNDAY ACTIVITIES 

At a time when the long weekend as we know it was practically unheard of, 
the choice of how we spent the Sunday was an important one. Surprisingly 
enough the choices were actually more varied than they are today. 
If one was not a golfer then there was always a fairly decent game of hurling 
up in St. Loman's Park with teams such as Kilmessan, Longwood and Trim 
tending to draw the biggest crowds. 
For the more bloodthirsty there was hunting either with a greyhound or a 
ferret. Usually the rabbit was no match for the greyhound and it was not 
uncommon for a greyhound to account for half a dozen rabbits in one 
afternoon. Hunting the hare was quite a different matter, the greyhound 
usually having to give up after a few turns. 
Anyway hare meat was supposed to be tough and a superstition going the 
rounds at that time held that it was actually unlucky to eat it. 
Ferreting was a derivative of rabbit hunting but it could hardly be called a 
sport when one considers the cruelty involved. The appearance of 
myxomatosis in the early nineteen fifties all but ended these activities. 
Another great Sunday activity was the Toss Bank. At various points 
throughout the town groups of men would gather to place bets on the turn of 
two halfpennies. Who actually tossed the two coins in the air was determined 
by whoever succeeded in pitching two pennies nearest to the bob or stone 
which would be placed at a distance of about twelve feet from the pitcher. 
The largest toss bank in the town was on a site where Connie Leonard's 
Furniture now stands. Here as many a fifty men would gather after mass until 
the last rays of daylight faded. Other locations in the town that hosted toss 
banks included Coyle's Corner, Porchy Lane and a point known as The 
Quays, exactly on the site of the Franzini 0' Brien restaurant. 
These toss banks were anything but peaceful affairs and it was then common 
for bouts of fisticuffs to erupt from time to time. 

ALTERNATIVE MEDICINE 

As far as health treatment was concerned, it wasn't the case of a pill for every 
ill back in the middle of the twentieth century. Indeed so few were the 
medicines available that one could count them on the fingers of one hand. 
Black pills, Glauber and Epsom Salts were about the only remedies that 
immediately spring to mind. I am somewhat reluctant to mention Caster Oil, 
as it was one of the vilest tasting medicines it has ever been my experience 
to come across. 
Two spoonfuls at a time before breakfast after a struggle was enough to wipe 
the smile off our faces whenever we were foolish enough to complain of 
feeling unwell. 
It didn't matter what the complaint was let it be anything from constipation to 
gumboil, the remedy was always the same: two spoonfuls of Castor Oil. 
This was a time when everyone seemed to have a cure for everything. Every 
visitor to the house had heard of or heard of someone who had produced 
miraculous results in dealing with a whole range of complaints. 
And so we gathered yarrow on the banks of the Boyne and boiled it for 
arthritis. We blessed ourselves with the fasting spit for nine days running if 
we had sore eyes. We tied a silk stocking around our necks to cure the sore 
throat and we turned our shoes upside down and placed them under the bed 
to alleviate backache. 
If we didn't know of some cure then we almost certainly knew of someone 
who did. So we went to Peter Darby for the cure of the thrush, we went to 
Kiltale for the cure of ringworm and we also knew of someone who cured 
jaundice. We had a saint for every complaint. We took enough apples from 
the local orchards to keep all the doctors in Ireland away. We lived at a time 
when it was possible to reach old age without ever having to send for the 
doctor, yet still the records show that we died younger. 
In dying younger we probably cheated more diseases than we would have 
been able to cope with. 
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RADIO DAYS 

Before the coming of television we had to rely on the radio to bring us all the 
news from the outside world, so a fairly good radio was a must for every 
family. Some would opt for the Three Band Pye, while others might prefer 
the KB. Ours was a Five Band Bush. Indeed to have your own Bush radio 
was one of the proudest boasts at that time. Before that we had a Kolster 
Brand in a Bakelite cabinet. 
One of the great problems with the radio then was the battery situation. To 
function with any degree of clarity it was necessary to have a wet battery that 
would have to be recharged every two weeks. Then there was the huge dry 
battery which cost quite a fair amount even by today's standards. Lastly it was 
necessary to have a grid battery. The dry battery usually lasted about six 
weeks before the sound would begin to fade. 
One radio that never seemed to fade belonged to Pat Kearney in Emmet 
Street and on Sunday afternoons throughout the summer the crowds would 
gather to listen to the Sunday game from Croke Park. We lived for those 
ear-cocked afternoons when the voice of the commentator would drift across 
the rooftops. 
"It's in square six," the voice would tell us. "Up next the Nally," and we 
would nod our heads knowingly. 
One of my favourite programmes was "The Waltons" on Saturday afternoon. 
It would always end with the slogan, "That if you do sing, then do sing an 
Irish song". 
Then there was "Take the floor" with Dingo. We clapped and sang to the 
rhythm of his hob nail boots and kept our fingers crossed in case the wet 
battery would go before the programme ended. 
While the radio did bring us all the latest news and fashions, we never did get 
the most accurate account. Our hearts would be in our mouths listening to 
Michael O'Heiher describe the finish of a horse race only to find out later that 
the winner had finished ten lengths in front of the second. 
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LEADING FIRMS 

Two of the leading firms in the town during the twentieth century would 
almost certainly be those of J. & E Smyth & Co. and John Spicer & Co., LTD. 
Smyths were the leading manufacturers of mineral waters in the area. 
Trading under the name of The Abbey Mineral Water Works they also 
employed dozens of men in their coal yard and bakery. One of the most 
desirable relics of this firm still around would have to be the distinctive 
bottles with the outline of The Yellow Steeple embossed on it. 
This was a time when most firms relied on horse transport and the sight of 
these horses being driven to and from the fields twice daily is one that is still 
remembered. 
Smyth's were the first to get rid of the horses, switching to steam driven 
lorries or steamers as they were called in the early 1940s. 
I of course would have been more familiar with Spicers, having worked there 
for two and a half years in the 1950s. 
If there was one thing that set Spicers apart from similar firms, it was the 
bread van drivers. They were known throughout South Meath. Men like 
Eddie Thompson and Porky Williams are long since gone to their eternal 
rewards but they are still remembered with affection around the town and 
county. Few shops would fail to take a dozen loaves from them, even though 
they would have already plenty in stock. 
These men and their vans were to become a familiar sight on the roads around 
Ballinabrackey, Moynalvey, Killucan and indeed even Ballyfermot and 
several suburbs of the city. 
Working in Spicers then there always seemed to be something happening. 
They had their own drama group of sorts and everyone there looked forward 
to the annual excursion to Bray where, after a day of repeated climbing and 
descending of the famous head, the day would end with a dance in the 
International Hotel. 
One of the hazards of working in a firm such as Spicers, especially in the 
summer, was the plague of wasps. Carrying a tray of chester cakes from one 
department to another was, to say the least, a risky venture. Yet master 
bakers and confectioners such as Kit and Joe O'Donnell never seemed to have 
a problem with the pests. They just carried on regardless. 
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THE FURNITURE AUCTIONS 

  

THE EMERGENCY 

Over the years many varied functions and events took place in the Trim Town 
Hall. Events such as dances, films, concerts and bingo were held on a 
regular basis. Among the most memorable however were the furniture 
auctions held by Aidan Heffernan of Royal Auctioneers during the 1970s and 
1980s. 
Held monthly, they attracted huge numbers of people, causing traffic chaos 
in Castle Street and bringing business to the local pubs and restaurants 
during the three days it took to run these auctions successfully. Tuesday was 
set aside for receiving the goods. Wednesday was viewing day with the 
actual auction taking place on Wednesday evening. The hall would have to be 
cleared by midday on Thursday. 
Strictly speaking, they were more than just furniture auctions. The amount of 
bric-a-brac, porcelain, silverware and pictures more often than not actually 
outnumbered the items of furniture. Garden furniture, prints books, bicycles 
and even a fair share of genuine antiques also featured in these auctions. 
It was however, the convivial and good-humoured atmosphere in which the 
proceedings were conducted that makes these auctions so unforgettable. 
Throughout the auction the auctioneer would keep up a flow of 
communication with those present that at times bordered on comedy. 
He would begin by reading the rules before going on to make some fairly 
caustic comments on some of the lots that he was expected to sell. Indeed 
there would almost certainly be more than a few red faces among the crowd 
as he proceeded to tell them that we actually had dumping facilities in the 
area, sometimes actually going as far as to give detailed directions to the local 
landfill site. 
With as many as five hundred lots to get through, the affair could go on until 
well after midnight. 
So were there bargains to be got at these auctions? The answer of course has 
to be yes. Despite the casual atmosphere, this was business and there must be 
many, homes in South Meath today that can boast a full set of victorian 
balloon back chairs or at least some bits and pieces from the great victorian 
dinner services acquired for prices that today would be unbelievable. 

Officially, the emergency lasted from 1935 to 1945, but as we remember only 
too well, the shortages lasted well into the 50s and 60s and in some cases into 
the early 70s. 
Apart from the shortages and indeed the non existence of commodities such 
as flour, cigarettes, sugar and newsprint to name but a few, life during the 
emergency was anything but pleasant. And so we recall the nightly blackouts 
when the heavy curtains were drawn in an effort to confound the warplanes. 
We remember the workers returning from the fields each evening after 
spending the day putting down stakes to prevent the planes from landing. 
Sometimes we would hear reports of parachutes landing in different parts of 
the county and any stranger appearing in the town would immediately be 
suspected as being a German spy. 
Of all the hardships endured during the war years and after, it was the 
shortage of cigarettes that seemed to hurt the adults most of all. I was 
actually working in Spicers at the time and among my tasks was the sorting 
out of the consignments of cigarettes when they were delivered. 
Amounts of up to 200 would be set aside for favoured people in the town, 
while the rest would be stored under the counter to be rationed out at the 
behest of the shop assistants. It usually worked out at five for a customer and 
ten for a friend. It would be hard to imagine a more unfair system. 
Tea was another commodity that caused problems. It was still in short supply 
fifteen years after the war had ended and I can still remember paying three 
shillings on the black market for a pound of tea in the sixties. 
One of the little bonuses of smoking, especially for the non-smoking 
schoolboy, was collecting fag cards. John Player & Son and WD&HO Wills 
had these cards inserted into the packets and the aim was to collect a 
complete set of fifty on any one subject or theme. Dogs, birds, ships and 
aeroplanes were among the more popular subjects. 
We did hear the occasional drone of aircraft at night but the nearest we got to 
seeing soldiers in action was during the great manoeuvres which took place 
around the town in 1943. 
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INDUSTRY AND TOURISM 

With a population of slightly less than fifteen hundred souls and within easy 
reach of Dublin, Drogheda and Greenore ports, Trim was ideally situated to 
attract industry, even in the nineteen forties and fifties. By the nineteen 
seventies the population would increase to nearly seventeen hundred and 
there would be an increase of roughly 15% every five years. 
In one report the climate was described as being mild and healthy, with 
summer temperatures of between 14 and 17 C and winter temperatures of 
between 5 and 7 C. The report goes on to reveal that there were about 130 
adults available for work. 
Crime figures were stated to be low, with the visiting judge receiving the 
white gloves regularly. 
Ten people were employed in the local fire service and they had a fire engine 
with a pumping capacity of 650 gallons per minute. 
Among the industries that were flourishing then but have since disappeared 
The Torc Manufacturing Company, Leeline Furniture and Twinlock would 
have been among the most prominent. 
On the entertainment front, Trim Golf Club had a nine hole course three miles 
from the centre of the town. There was also tennis, pitch and put and 
badminton. Other recreational facilities included musical and dramatic 
societies and two billiard saloons. 
On summer evenings however it was to the hurling field that most of the 
young people of the town flocked. 1947 saw a peak of these activities in the 
hurling field with dozens of participants taking part in the various activities. 
An outdoor alternative to hurling and football presented itself along the three 
mile stretch of river between Newtown and Drinadaly bridges as dozens 
more tried their skill at fishing. The Rock and Trimblestown rivers were 
always good for a trout or two, while those who preferred the less skillful 
pursuit of perch or eel had no Shortage of dead pools and weirs. All that was 
required was a hazel rod and a length of line. The more dedicated fishermen, 
The Cahill brothers, Pat and Michael from Athboy Gate, made rods of 
quality. 

POLITICS 

As a youngster growing up in the 1940s I would not have been fully aware 
of the political scene in Meath at that time. Even in later life my interest in 
politics was not all that evident. I did notice the slogans though. In fact it was 
through these slogans that I had my first inlding that we were not all of the 
same political persuasion. 
One slogan that I recall that might have looked a bit puzzling to a schoolboy 
was painted on a wall a few hundred yards from the Christian Brothers 
School. The slogan, which was painted in white, must have had a certain 
indelibility about it because it seemed to have been there for ever. It simply 
read "The Devil You Know Is Better Than The Devil You Don't Know." This 
of course was the work of the Fianna Fail workers telling the people that we 
would be better of leaving the government instead of opting for a party, 
presumably Fine Gael, that we didn't know much about. 
Political meetings, with the possible exception of those that took place 
outside the church after Mass on Sundays, were fairly boisterous affairs with 
bouts of fisticuffs the exception rather than the rule. There was always a fair 
sprinkling of hecklers in the crowd. 
Meath must have been a fairly important constituency because of the high 
profile politicians that visited it from time to time. De Valera came to the 
town in the thirties and again in the mid fifties for the funeral of local TD 
Jimmy Griffin. 
Election Day itself was a busy time for the party workers. Voters would in 
fact have to run the gauntlet of these enthusiasts just to get to the hall where 
the voting was taking place. In doing so they would be subjected to advise as 
to what way they should cast their votes. 
"Don't forget to do the right thing now," the touts would say. As to what the 
right thing actually was, well you didn't bother to ask. You just nodded in the 
affirmative and passed on, certain in the knowledge that they would ignore 
you when you came out. 
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CONFIRMATION DAY 

I got my Confirmation on 12th May 1945. I was twelve years old at the time 
and still in short trousers. For months before the big day we had been 
receiving religious education and now we were ready to meet Bishop Dalton. 
Later he went on to become Cardinal Dalton Archbishop of Armagh and 
Primate of All Ireland. 
Before receiving the sacrament that would make us soldiers of Christ, we 
were examined by the diocesan examiner who awarded marks with a value 
of one, two or three. Getting number one for religious education would 
entitle us to wear a red card when we were being confirmed. Mine was a 
white card which indicated that I had got a number two. 
Before receiving the token stroke on the cheek we had to answer a question. 
Failure to answer the question correctly, especially in front of the huge crowd 
that would invariably include parent's friends and neighbours, was calculated 
to cause further embarrassment to someone who had a white card. 
After the ceremony it was back home to a breakfast of either duck or turkey 
eggs before being allowed to strut around the town showing ourselves off to 
the neighbours. Everyone gave us money that enabled us to gorge ourselves 
on sweets, chocolate and bottles of Taylor Keith lemonade. 
While the usual contribution was in the region of half a crown, uncles and 
aunts would often throw in the odd five shillings. We were big spenders for 
that one day. However, we would still have money in our pockets when the 
day ended and for the luckiest among us, enough maybe to go for a day to 
Dublin and of course Woolworth's. If there was a suitable film on in the 
picture house we might end up in the gallery. 
After the confirmation was over, Bishop Dalton would tour the town 
accompanied by the Parish Priest. I can still remember seeing people drop to 
their knees to kiss the bishop's ring. 
Now that we had been confirmed, we would go on to bible class which meant 
that the next time the bishop came to Trim to administer Confirmation we 
would qualify for a bible prize of a book or a holy picture. 

RUINS 

In Trim we grew up among ruins. Everywhere we looked on our way to and 
from school, going to church, to the cinema or fishing, we were surrounded 
by ruins. Not only the dozen or so derelict sites in the town itself but nearly 
twice that amount in the immediate vicinity of the town. 
The great Norman castle of course was the main attraction. With its ivy 
topped walls and broken stairs it was a challenge to our youthful naivety. So 
we climbed to the top at least once a week without ever thinking of the 
danger. Looking back now it is a miracle that any of us are here to tell the 

tale. 

John:v Castle, Trim 

One incident however, sticks out in my memory and it involved my own 
brother. 1k was twelve at the time and I was fourteen. As he was late home 
from school one evening we began to search for him only to eventually find 
him sitting on the highest point ()I the castle with his legs dangling across the 
wall, apparently admiring the view of the town below. It was a delicate 
situation because If we frightened him he might fall off so we whispered his 
name several Hines until he casually looked around and saw us. We were 
barred from going anywhere near the castle grounds after that but that didn't 
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stop us from climbing the ruins at Newtown, holding on to the thick ivy for 
dear life. 
We had our own version of history then and later on we were to find out that 
we had got it all wrong. The jealous man and woman didn't die in a suicide 
pact and neither was there a tunnel from the castle to the ruins at Newtown. 
As for headless horsemen strutting along the banks of the Boyne after dark, 
well I feel that this story was in the same category as the one about the 
drowning sheet. 
Needless to say we never did attempt to climb The Yellow Steeple but I 
smoked my first and last Woodbine there sometime around the mid nineteen 
forties. 
Today we don't have ruins in Trim. Oh yes, we still have the castle and the 
steeples and the buildings at Newtown but without the ivy there is no ruin. 
Well managed historical structures yes, certainly not ruins. 
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