
LET IT SNOW! 

 
The current threat of snow has brought back memories of other years when, during the month of 
February in particular, snow brought a halt to life.  
 
As a young schoolboy, it was music to my ears when I heard that there was going to be snow and 
that, hopefully, it would mean that the schools would be closed. I also looked forward to playing out 
in the snow, making a snowman and preparing an arsenal of snowballs! 
 
Living as we did on a main road, the problem of slush was one that created difficulties with traffic, 
especially buses. But in the child’s mind, there was no greater thrill than to see vehicles slide in these 
conditions. Just up the road there was a service road, and the children who lived along there used to 
put water out so that it would freeze and create a great stretch for sliding. 
 
As I got older I became more aware of the negatives of snow and I have had a number of 
experiences with it. When I was a young priest, I travelled with our folk choir to a place in Anamoe 
around the St. Patrick’s weekend. I travelled up on the Friday and was due back for Sunday Mass. 
However, being from the city and not being aware of the potential for snow in the Wicklow 
mountains, I set off and fortunately the car was packed with plenty of ballast. 
 
Turning off the N11 at Kilmacanogue, (we had been advised that conditions were difficult going 
through Newcastle), it started to snow. Being innocent of the effects of snow, and in the darkness, I 
drove on just about making out the road and with the weight in the car was able to negotiate my 
way to the village of Anamoe. 
 
Suffice to say, that I had never seen so much snow when I woke up the next morning! I also have to 
mention that there was a telephone strike in the P&T at the time, so communications with the 
outside world was limited (mobile phones had not been invented). As it happened, I enjoyed my 
Saturday in snowy Anamoe with the other members of the Folk Group. But as I had not informed the 
PP of the parish that I had absented myself from the parish, I was in a difficult position. Thinking that 
the emergency services would clear the road on the Saturday, I was confident that I would make it 
back to the parish, with the priests none the wiser.  
 
I set off early on Sunday morning to return to the parish. I got beyond Roundwood when I was 
suddenly presented with a wall of snow, over 8 feet high! It took me about 10 minutes to turn 
around as it was a narrow road, and the road was icy. I did manage to head back to Anamoe, getting 
stuck once or twice. I went to the phone box to phone the parish to say that I wouldn’t be able to get 
back. Unfortunately, the lines were down. I tried 999 and got through to the Gardai and asked them 
to relay a message to the parish. I resigned myself to the fact that I would be stuck for the rest of the 
day. 
 
I decided to make the best of it, and the group went out for a walk later in the afternoon. I could 
hear the snowploughs nearby, but it was too late to consider returning to the parish. Fortunately, 
the school chaplain in the parish was aware that I had gone with the group and knew the likelihood 
of getting stuck in the snow. He organised one of the priests to celebrate the Mass that I was due to 
say. In the meantime the heaters in the house were running low on gas. So not alone was I stranded, 
but the house was not exactly warm. The little shop in the village was soon sold out of logs and coal! 
 
With the enthusiasm of youth we got by, only to discover afterwards that there was a supply of gas 
bottles in the barn at the back of the house! I returned a chastened young curate, though there were 
no repercussions. I later heard that the message that I wouldn’t be back to celebrate the 10.00am 
Mass got through to the parish that evening! 



LET IT SNOW! 

 
The next big snow that I recall was in 1982. This snowstorm brought the whole country to a 
standstill, though my cousins in the west complained that it hadn’t reached them. The east of the 
country was under a blanket of snow and I remember driving to various places and seeing drifts of 
snow piled high along the edges of the roads. The snow ploughs arrived from Canada just as the 
snow was clearing! 
 
My first winter in this parish (2010) was a white one! I have wonderful photos of the church covered 
in snow and the grounds of the church covered with many inches of snow. In 2012 we had another 
heavy snowfall. When the famous ‘Beast from the East’ struck in 2018 people were advised to 
remain at home, but some hardy souls insisted on coming out to attend Mass!  
 
A few weeks ago we had a fall of snow and as I looked out at the beautiful scene, I saw footsteps and 
then car tyre tracks spoiling the view! Thankfully the snow didn’t remain too long, but it was long 
enough for the children to enjoy a bit of play in the snow and parents to willingly participate in some 
instances. 
 
In this Covid scenario with schools closed there isn’t the same appeal as when school is open. But I 
have no doubt that should we get a fall of snow, it will lift the spirits of the children and perhaps 
bring out the inner child in many more. 
 
On a more positive note, the vaccine roll-out is picking up pace and I wish all those who are involved 
in dispensing the vaccine every success and the recipients peace of mind. I’m still too young to be 
considered for the initial phase and the second phase. But whenever I am called I will be happy to 
accept the vaccine. 
 
Stay safe and stay warm. 
 
Slán 
 
Fr. Liam 


