
History of Addiewell 
 
By One Who Knows   (written in 1919) 
 
Supplemented by a final appeal by the first Parish Priest, Father Kenny. 
 
Living in and for the present, as we seem to do, we appear never to trouble about the past;  we 
take for granted the state of things around us.  We were born and found roads and railways, 
trams and cars in being, and we fell into the way of thinking that they existed always as a part of 
the universe just like the sun, moon and stars, rivers and mountains.  We never think of all the 
years, the toil, worry and money those who went before us spent upon what are to us the 
ordinary requirements of daily transit and communication.  We think it as natural for them to be 
there as it is for the grass to grow, and forget those who spent themselves in the making, that we 
might profit by their labours. So it is with the chapel-school.  We do not realise that only a few 
years ago, on the low road to West Calder, there was not a sign a church ever being built; that 
into the present playground the drains of Addiewell emptied themselves; that part of the ground 
was swamp, and the rest under cultivation.  Since then, it is so, a short history of the parish of 
Addiewell will refresh our memories and can be handed down to posterity.  
 
October 20th 1913 was an eventful day in the life of Father Kenny, for on that morning amongst 
his letters was one, brief and to the point, from the Vicar-General of the Archdiocese of St 
Andrews and Edinburgh.  It ran thus:  “Dear Father Kenny, You are hereby appointed to the 
new parish of Addiewell where you will find yourself by Sunday first, October 26th.  Best 
wishes.” 
 
If ever one was struck with astonishment, that one was Father Kenny.  No rumours of any kind 
had been current; no thoughts of being taken away from Broxburn in so unexpected a way had 
ever entered his head.  Happy and contented had been his life there for three years.  Ties of 
friendship with the people had been formed, and then suddenly without warning or chance of 
saying good-bye, he had to pack up in a few days and go to pastures new.  Here was an example 
of the wonderful discipline of the Church. A priest is taken away by the stroke of the pen; bows 
his head in submission, and is ready to go wherever his superiors say he is necessary.  That very 
afternoon he set off by cycle to Addiewell to see the people and hear more of this wonderful 
change.  He was told that on the Sunday previous the priest of West Calder had announced that 
Addiewell was to be a separate parish under the charge of one whom they all knew, Father 
Kenny.  Saturday saw the coming of the new parish’s first pastor, who the next day said the last 
Mass in West Calder.  What a change within six days!  Reviewing the great work that had to be 
done, he immediately perceived that if progress was to be made he must leave West Calder 
Rectory and settle amongst his own people.  There followed a house to house search for 
lodgings, and just when the quest appeared hopeless a good Protestant lady in Faraday Place 
consented to take him in for a time, and on Saturday November 1st, he became a lodger, a state 
of existence which lasted for two years and a half.  No words of praise could ever be too great 
for the landlady who was kindness personified, and whose care and attention will never be 
forgotten.  Particularly noteworthy was her exactitude in recording all the ordinary calls and sick-
calls.  One room and a small one at that, for all requirements was indeed a change.  Anyone who 
has lived in a mining village can well picture themselves the whole scene of the first struggles of 
the new parish priest – his lodgings a small room with a bed in the wall screened off by curtains 
during the day; there his meals were served, his people interviewed, married and confessed, and 
there, when the toil of the day was passed, he slept.  A strange place, truly, for the administration 



of the Sacraments!  In spite, however, of all its drawbacks, it was very comfortable, and above all, 
it was his own.  The village hall was used for Sunday Mass, and the cookery-room for the 
weekday morning Mass.  The first Mass was said on Sunday, November 2nd 1913, and from then 
until the Christmas of 1915, all services were conducted in these two places.   
 
When the census had been taken it became more and more evident that the burdens and 
struggles of the infant parish were almost insurmountable.  The people stood by their priest, and 
gave generously, while the money began to flow in from all parts of the world, and Addiewell, till 
then almost unknown, began to be spoken about and recognised as actually existing on the map, 
a centre of Catholic activity and development which must without delay be provided with a 
church and school of its own.  The organisation of the parish was indeed hard work.  For over a 
year the commencement of the necessary building was delayed by the numerous difficulties 
which were encountered.  To obtain a suitable site, arrange for the supply of water, and 
inaugurate a proper scheme of sanitation were all obstacles to be overcome.  Even today, 1919, 
there is no sanitation in the village, and the only place provided with any such arrangements is 
the Catholic school and priest’s house.  This is a tribute, surely, to Catholic progressiveness, and 
at the same time a condemnation of the powers that be when a whole village is left without 
sanitation, and condemned to use dry closets unfit for the very pigs.   
 
The appeal for funds met with a ready response from all in the parish, and within three months 
the sum of two hundred pounds was in hand.  Not only at home was money forthcoming, but 
from far off Peru, Chili, Niagara Falls, Canada, Africa and America did a ready answer come; 
while every part of Scotland, England and Ireland sent its quota – and since “every mickle makes 
a muckle”, the fund increased and the good work went on.  Mr John Fyfe, general manager of 
Addiewell Oilworks, is among the benefactors of the parish, for on Christmas morning 1913, he 
sent £25.00 with best wishes to help in the struggle.   
 
The appeal which recalls vividly the birth of the new parish, was as follows. 

 
AN URGENT APPEAL 

My Dear Friends, - By command of His Grace the Archbishop of Edinburgh , I 
have undertaken an arduous and gigantic work, namely, to found a New Mission at 
Addiewell, Midlothian.  There is no church, there is no school, there is no 
presbytery, and for myself at present, I occupy the humble position of lodger in a 
workman’s house.  Meantime the public recreation hall of the village is rented and 
there on Sundays only the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass is offered.  The undertaking 
of building a school, a presbytery and a church will lie heavy on the shoulders of 
my poor but generous people.  Taking all circumstances in consideration, I am sure 
you, like me, will see the necessity of appealing for outside help.  May I therefore 
ask for even a small portion of your charity.  Gratefully shall I acknowledge every 
contribution.  Wishing you and yours every blessing.   
 
I am, yours ever sincerely, 

 
Father H.J. Kenny. 
 

What more striking manifestation of the anxiety of priest and people to get things done than this 
appeal of bygone days?  Herein lies the strength and power of Catholics, when people realise 
their willingness to make sacrifices for their faith.  
 



We have already shown in detail the great hardship of organising the infant parish, and the great 
exertions in raising the finance necessary for the undertaking.  We will now glance at the way in 
which the people had to hear Mass and fulfil their duties of Confession and Communion.  At the 
beginning of all great and good enterprises one finds devoted women helping and encouraging.  
Our Lady was the helper and consular of the Apostles; and St Paul tells us of the great aid he 
received from holy women.  Kingdoms have been founded, societies and institutions established, 
and women every ready to help on the good work and were always there.  Addiewell was no 
exception; there they came forward, and their help was great.  It would be wrong to pass 
unrecorded the loyal services of Mrs Tennyson, Alice and Minnie Pryce, and Mrs McComiskey.  
In Mrs Tenison’s houses were kept the altar linen, candle-sticks, vases, vestments, etcetera, and 
these she carried, day in and day out, to the Hall for Mass, carrying them back home and caring 
for them in so praiseworthy a way.  Alice Pryce (R.I.P.) washed all the altar linen and the boys’ 
surplices, besides all Father Kenny’s own clothes.  Minnie Pryce set to work and soon had ready 
the servers’ soutanes and surplices which are still in use.  In Mrs McComiskey’s house 
Confessions were heard; the people and children preparing themselves in the kitchen, while in 
the room, behind a clothes-horse covered with a tablecloth for Confessional, sat Father Kenny.  
Truly a primitive style!  Difficulties like these were overcome in time, and we look back now with 
wonder at what we had to do in the early days; yet how readily all fell in with the arrangements.  
We laugh at it all now; it seems so funny and almost impossible to start thus and to have arrived 
at our present conditions. 
 
On Sunday mornings, willing hands raised two tables on bricks for the Altar, which with a little 
skilful camouflage made quite a nice appearance.  Decorations in abundance were brought by the 
people; and it was strange to see china dogs and horses on the altar, set among the vases and 
candlesticks.  Simple people love simple things, and this very simplicity made the foundations of 
the parish solid and healthy.  One could well sum up the people as being full of homely 
simplicity, talkative, and kindness itself. 
 
Chalices, ciboriums and monstrance were obtained, and soon the newly established Altar Society 
had paid for them.  The Hall was rented for Sundays at five shillings, while the cookery room for 
daily Mass cost sixpence and hour.  Benefit concerts were organised and helped to swell the 
building fund.  Fauldhouse Dramatic Club produced “East Lynne” for our benefit in the Institute 
Hall, realising close on fifty pounds.  So the work went on; each week saw the fund increasing.  
For two and a half years we persevered in this way; then there came the choosing of a site, and 
four places were inspected.  The ground near what is called the clay hole at the station, and the 
field between the two bridges on the way to Loganlea were both found to be unsuitable owing to 
water and sanitary conditions.  An inspection of the field facing Addiewell on the opposite side 
of Cuthill Farm revealed the same difficulty.  It seemed as if the building would never begin.  
There were some who said, “Oh, he will never build.  I will wait before paying my appeal sheet 
until he does start.”  These same persons are still waiting and have not answered the appeal.  
Little did they realise how hard at work the priest was searching for a site, weighing the pros and 
cons of this place and that place, writing about water, examining minutely the prepared plans of 
school and house, going over the estimated cost, and exercising his mind concerning the 
innumerable points necessary for the proper establishment of the Mission. 
 
To add to the worries, the local School Board had put in an objection to the Scottish Education 
Department against the building of a Catholic school.  Summarised, their objection was that the 
local Board school was sufficient, and that if a Catholic school was built at least three teachers 
would be thrown idle, over a hundred children would be taken away, and the school would be 
half empty.  A Catholic school was not necessary, to their mind.  Letter after letter came from the 
Department enquiring as to its necessity.  They wished to be informed as to how many children 



would go to the proposed school;  how far they would have to travel; the number of children 
between the ages of 5 and 7, 8 and 10, 10 and 12, and so on.  All this work, unknown to the 
people, was on Father Kenny’s shoulders.   
 
Slowly, but surely, the objections were overcome, and the case for the need of a Catholic school 
in Addiewell was established even before a site was secured for the building.  At length the 
present site was acquired at a rental of about £20.00 per annum, and, the contract having been 
signed, the work began.   
 
When the people saw the site being pegged off, many and various were the criticisms levelled at 
such a choice.  I seemed a hopeless spot; full of refuse, always flooded since it was then feet 
below road level, with the drains of Addiewell emptying themselves into it, it was the worst place 
in the village and to onlookers an impossible site on which to attempt to build a house and 
chapel-school.  Little did these critics realise that by willing hands, places far more unpromising 
had been turned into beauty spots; that minds like Father Kenny’s could look forward and 
foresee how to achieve the almost impossible.   
 
Days passed into weeks and no builder appeared.  Then unexpectedly a few cart-loads of timber 
for sheds were deposited on the ground;  this was the first sign of building operations, and, small 
though it was, it indicated that at long last a beginning was being made, and that before long it 
would be seen what Addiewell parish should become.   
 
The first signs of starting the buildings were a few cartloads of timber.  Two joiners set about 
making a shed where cement, etcetera, could be stored prior to use.  Three days after its erection 
a violent storm arose and, lifting it bodily, hurled it to the ground, a twisted heap of wood and 
nails.  There it lay for another fortnight.  It looked as if even the elements were against us.  A 
makeshift roadway had to be made into the feu, for which purpose railway sleepers were utilised.  
Bricks, sand, cement and wood were soon on the spot, and more and more came every day until 
the whole place seemed covered with building materials.  The steep incline up to the spot where 
the house had to be built often proved too much for the horses, and many a load had to be 
deposited just where they happened to stop.  The digging of foundations for the house occupied 
about a months, and hundreds of inquisitive visitors tarried to look, remarking, “What strange 
foundations!  They are like wee trenches!”  Concrete founds  having been made, the bricklayers 
soon commenced work, and gradually the walls of the house made their appearance.  It was 
amusing to listen to the remarks made; men and women would stare at the bricklayers for hours, 
and comment on what a funny house it was going to be.  Evidently they had never seen a house 
being built, and of course, here was an opportunity of inspecting one from start to finish.   
 
When the walls were about ten feet high, the work was stopped from a double cause;  a hard 
frost set in, and bricklayers became scarce owing to so many being called up for the Army.  
Nothing could be done for over a month.  This delay gave birth to a rumour that the contractors 
would do no more because the priest had no further funds with which to pay them.  Little did 
they know that money was coming in from all parts of the world.  Appeal sheets distributed over 
the parish were being readily answered; and already more than £450 was deposited in the bank.  
The first part-payment of £180 was made to the contractor on February 19th, 1915; a like sum on 
April 16th, and before the end of that year the total cost of the house was paid. 
 
Canon H. Murphy (R.I.P.) summoned Father Kenny to Edinburgh and gave him a most pleasant 
surprise.  Speaking of all the years he had been parish priest of West Calder when it had included 
the new mission of Addiewell, Canon Murphy said that that village, with Muirhall, Loganlea and 
Stoneyburn, were always good for helping the parish financially.  After enquiring the cost of the 



house and learning it was to be £859.14s.8d, of which sum £450 was in hand, he said, “Well, I 
will give you £400, but no one must know this until I die;  then, if you like, you may mention it.”  
Continuing, he said, “I have paid for the extension of West Calder School, so now I can say both 
places I have helped.”  Having examined the plans of the house and the school chapel and 
expressed his delight at them, he said with a shake of his head: “Father Kenny, you are a young 
man, and God has made your back fit for this burden: I know you will succeed.”  Father Kenny, 
astonished and delighted, waiting, on, and then drawing out his cheque book, the Canon wrote 
out the cheque for £400, once more remarking: “No one must know until I die; and not even 
then unless you choose.”  This cheque, added to the money already in hand and allowed the 
house to be built and paid for without a penny of debt. 
 
The sever frost having passed, the building of the house continued, and soon the walls were 
completed.  The remarks then passed were most amusing.  “What a big house for yin mon.”  
“Will the teachers stay in it?”  “Is Father Kenny going to keep lodgers?”,  and so on.  In fact it 
was said.  “Mon, it’ll dae fine for the Kaiser when he comes.”  Things in the War in those days 
were far from rosy, hence the above remark.  From a worldly point of view, everything seemed 
dead against us: the War claimed numbers of our boys, good payers every one; the works had 
gone on fire, throwing hundreds idle;  yet something would turn up and things right themselves 
when all seemed lost.  So we continued building, hoping soon to have a house for Almighty God.  
We were getting tired of having Mass in halls, Confessions in a house, marriages in rooms and 
baptisms anywhere.  God had willed Addiewell to be a parish, so all would come right.   
 
As the women had cheered on the priest each in their own way by their personal services to him 
and their readiness in collecting funds, so now the men, boys and girls came forward with their 
labour.  For more than a year, day and night, they worked, digging the soil off the top part of the 
feu and wheeling it in barrows to where the kitchen garden now is, and removing the clay from 
the foundations to what was to form the playground.  Horses and carts were procured to cart 
spent shale from the old black bing in order to form a proper roadway to the house.  After 
working all night in the works or pits, men would spend two or three hours digging and wheeling 
clay, or filling and emptying carts of shale before retiring to take their well earned rest.  In the 
same way, the men on the day shift would work well into the night.  It was at first intended to 
have the playground below road level, because it seemed too gigantic a task to fill up so large a 
space; it was nearly an acre.  A wall dividing the feu had been built at right angles to the road; as 
soon as it was finished, His Majesty’s Schools Inspector came on the scene and decreed that the 
part intended for the playground must be raised to road level.  
 
This carting of spent shale, ashes, old bricks, everything, began again, and each cartload was 
emptied, it seemed, without any apparent effect, until one almost despaired of ever reaching the 
level of the road.  Weeks and months passed like this, and slowly there came a visible change o’er 
the scene.  Men digging and wheeling the soil, carting innumerable loads of spent shale which 
others spread and levelled; these were the men behind Father Kenny helping on the groundwork.  
Six months of this work brought the playground up to road level; the wall dividing the feu was 
covered over, and on it was erected the railing separating the school premises from the house.  
All honour is due to the men who worked so hard and gave all free time that the feu might 
become a beauty spot as it is today.  When the place was filled up, bricks were placed together 
over the whole surface, these in turn being covered with cartloads of ashes, thus forming an 
excellent playground which is always dry in spite of the rain.  It is estimated that over a hundred 
thousand carts of shale, etcetera, were emptied into the spot.   
 
The house was now roofed and workmen were busy with the interior.  Window frames, plaster 
work, and doors to the various rooms soon gave the house a new appearance. As soon as all the 



fireplaces, all the most up to date type, had been fixed, fires were lighted to dry the house and 
make it fit for habitation.  Next came the interesting plumbing work: pipes were laid and carried 
all over the house and the boiler was then connected and tested, and all the sanitary arrangements 
completed. So quickly was the interior work done that within six weeks Father Kenny was in the 
house.  No longer had he to go out shopping for himself; the various tradesmen came soliciting 
orders, and he began to feel like a new man since he was able to walk out of and return to his 
own house, the Presbytery of Addiewell.  A month after entering the house the last cheque was 
issued and despatched to the builder, whose receipt was a sure sign that the house was now the 
property of the infant mission.  The worry and anxiety of the future building of the school chapel 
were much lessened now that the priest had a house to call his own.  Thus after two and a half 
years as a lodger, Father Kenny began to experience again the joy and comfort of living in a 
Presbytery.     
 
Having recorded step by step the building of the house, with all its details and worries, we will 
now turn to the manner in which it was furnished.  Before the cost was £859 14s 8d, Canon 
Murphy (R.I.P.) gave £400 of this, the remainder being gathered by appeals to all in the parish, 
and, in fact, all over the world.  When a couple contemplated marriage, the ordinary way of 
expressing this is that so and so are going to take up house together.  Their relatives and friends 
send in their presents to help to furnish the house, and so set them up with good wishes for a 
long life and happiness.  Father Kenny, being already married to the Church, was now going to 
take up house, and in his usual way told people about it. Soon presents from all sides began to 
come in, and included curtains, carpets, rugs, bedclothes, table linen, dinner and tea services, 
knives, forks and spoons, pots, pans, pails, shovels, lamps – in fact, everything requisite for the 
proper and full furnishing of a house; all were given him by the people.  Many, not knowing what 
to give, offered money, telling him to buy what he needed; whilst others made themselves 
responsible for goods up to a certain sum. Surely never was there manifested such true Catholic 
love towards the priest as was shown by the people of this infant parish.  
 
Jocularly, Father Kenny said that it would be ideal if every year he took up house, for then 
breakages and wear and tear would be remedied.  Well did he know his people, and well did his 
people know him, and how hard he had worked to bring to a successful issue the building and 
furnishing of the house.  For months before this, Father Kenny could be seen at all the auction 
sales of furniture, and gradually one article of furniture after another was bought and stored in 
preparation for the grand day.  At that time people seemed glad to sell furniture cheaply and 
more gladly did Father Kenny buy, knowing full well that this was the opportunity for furnishing 
a house cheaply and properly.  Today articles of furniture then bought for a pound or two could 
not be purchased for double the figure in pounds.   
 
Three weeks later, after taking up house, the usual “house-warming dinner” was given to all the 
priests of the Deanery, and since that day Addiewell Presbytery has always kept an open door to 
every priest.  It would take a volume to hold all the praises given priests and people of Addiewell 
for building up such a parish as we have today.  Long may it be so and long may priests and 
people work harmoniously together. 
 
Being now settled in a house of his own, Father Kenny could more easily supervise the erection 
of the school-chapel.  Workmen were busy digging the foundations for the buildings.  Daily 
people would walk round, and gazing at these operations, remark that they looked like trenches 
and perhaps they were to hold soldiers when the Germans landed in Scotland.  So keen was the 
interest displayed that nothing could be done unobserved; every step of progress was marked, 
every cart examined.  In a short time, such quantities of stones and bricks covered the ground, 



that to the passer-by there appeared to be sufficient to build a whole village, and yet still more 
kept arriving.   
 
The concrete foundations were soon completed and the bricklayers and masons with their 
attendant labourers got to work in real earnest.  Soon what looked like a small square wall began 
to appear, and some idea of the size of the buildings became apparent.  So large did it seem that 
people now realised that there was a great school-chapel capable of holding hundreds of scholars, 
and fit to accommodate big congregations for the Sunday Mass.  The number of employed at 
first began to grow smaller, conscription having been passed by law.  Since only a few workmen 
were left, the progress made had to slow down considerably.  Still the work went on; week after 
week saw the walls mounting higher and higher until at last the joiners commenced to put on the 
roof. 
 
Worries and financial difficulties now seemed to tumble over one another in their anxiety to 
reach Father Kenny.  The money received in response to all appeals having been paid for the 
house, there was nothing left for the contractor for the school.  The War claimed more and more 
staunch supporters of the parish, and the priest was now faced with the inevitable conclusion that 
money had to be borrowed,  not in hundreds, but thousands.  The submarine warfare was 
causing foodstuffs to rise to an extortionate price, and the country seemed to be in the grip of the 
profiteers feeding and fattening on the blood of those left behind. The result was that all money 
coming in as collections began to lose its purchasing power, and little could be put aside for 
paying contractors.  This being so, money had to be borrowed as occasion arose in order to pay 
instalments to the various contractors of the school-chapel.  Money, even to borrow, was hard to 
get, but by dint of perseverance it was soon in Father Kenny’s hands.  The first instalment was 
paid on June 12th, 1915, when it was handed to the builder, W. Wilson, Broxburn.   
 
After the first payment to the builder of the school-chapel, we saw clearly that the borrowing of 
money for other payments to him, to the joiner, slater, plumber  and plastered had better be 
commenced and completed.  People had become wary of lending.  The War was not near its end, 
and bad times seemed ahead.  However, there were a good number of Catholic men of Addiewell 
who came forward with sums varying from £30 to £200.  These were willing to lend it at 4%, 
which were the terms offered.  Thus Father Kenny had sufficient money to pay the next 
instalments of £xx, which became due on September 1st, 1915.   
 
By this time the walls were nearly completed, and the large iron beams to support the roof of the 
hall were being raised to their place, when one of them, on account of its weight smashed the 
chains and crashed down, destroying that part which is now the sacristy or teachers’ room.  
Fortunately no one was injured, but there it had to lie for a week until the builder himself was 
able to attend to it.  Mr Wilson had the previous week met with an accident when cycling home 
to Broxburn.  On his return, the work soon began again, and this time everything was properly 
arranged for the safe raising of the iron beams. 
 
The joiners now began to put in the window frames and the joists of the roof, and the sound of 
the hammer was heard from morning till night.  In September, shortly after the joiners had gone 
to work,  Father Kenny saw that perhaps it would be possible to have Mass in the church by that 
Christmas.  The joiners, Messrs Somerville & Son, West Calder, did their best to have the church 
side, at least, ready for the Feast.  So rapidly did this work advance that by October 1st, 1915, the 
first instalment to the joiner was due, and on that date £500 was paid.  Lathers came from 
Glasgow and in a fortnight had all the walls lathed and ready for the plasterers.  Everything was 
hustle to be ready for Christmas.  The plasterers followed the lathers and soon, at the beginning 
of December, there was every hope that indeed the first Mass would be said by that Christmas.  



 
The seating of the Church was the next problem.  Messrs J.D. Bennett of Glasgow, school and 
church furnishers, came to inspect, and gave sketches of what would be suitable for both school 
and church purposes.  On December 19th, the present seats arrived, and with them came five 
men to put them in their places in the now completely floored side which is the church.  The 
collections were coming now much better, since the mothers began to pay the monthly collection 
for their boys who were at the Front, as they were by now getting some kind of separation 
allowance.  Though the roof was not slated yet, we had Midnight Mass in the new building, and 
right pleased were we to be able to say that soon all would be completed, and Mass said daily. 
 
Every Sunday henceforth we heard Mass in our own church; daily Mass was said in the meantime 
in the dining-room of the house in order to allow the various tradesmen to get on with their 
work. Shortly after New Year 1916, the roof of the church side was slated, and the other roofs of 
the hall and school were begun, and by the end of February were completed.  The joiners’ second 
instalment was paid on February 1st, when the sum of £400 was handed over.  Up till that date, 
the plasterers and slaters had received the sum of £200.  All this money had to be borrowed, and 
still more was required.  J.D. Bennett who supplied the seats, said he was in no hurry of for the 
money, so he was not paid until after Easter.  
 
The Church side of the school was now used for Sunday Mass, and in other parts of the 
buildings, the work was being rapidly advanced; joiners, plasterers and slaters soon followed after 
each other.  The partitions dividing the classrooms were soon fixed, and the place now presented 
a completed appearance, but we had to wait; until the opening of the school, the place was used 
as a Young Men’s Club.  In the hall we placed a billiard table, and in the other rooms the 
members had newspapers and cards.  The income from club membership and billiards were close 
on £90 and this helped us to pay the plumber his first instalment of £100.  The wall around the 
premises was meantime being built by Mr Wilson, Broxburn, and the school latrines and shed 
were now ready.  The drainage caused great trouble as the hard rocky ground had to be cut for 
the pipes, and few labourers were to be had, the War having claimed them to dig trenches in 
Flanders.  Four hundred yards of drain pipes were laid right down to the septic tanks, where 
purification takes place before emptying into the Water of Briech which runs through Addiewell 
Wood, behind the house and school.  It is worth recording here that the Catholic premises alone 
have a drainage system; no flush closet is there in the whole village of Addiewell, except in the 
Catholic school and Presbytery.  Surely this is something to boast of!  We, whom the world calls 
reactionaries and not advancing with the time, now stand alone in the essential things of health – 
proper drainage and sanitation. 
 
Before the final closing of the drain pipes, an inspection was made by the sanitary authorities, the 
pipes being smoke tested three times.  They could have been better employed condemning the 
unhealthy ashpits and open dry-closets in the village.  Everything having been found satisfactory, 
the drains were closed in, and since that time only small stoppage have occurred, thus showing 
how well the builder fulfilled his contact.   
 
His Majesty’s Inspectors now came to the scene and made a thorough examination of every 
detail: floor space, height of rooms, lighting, kind of desks, etcetera, etcetera.  After this lengthy 
investigation, we were told that in a few days the approbation of “My Lords of Education “ 
would be received;  but it took three weeks to send the two words: “School approved”.  
 
On receipt of this letter advertisements for teachers were inserted in the papers.  Applications 
after application was received, and appointments on the staff were offered, then reply would 
come; “Sorry, engaged elsewhere.”  The worry of obtaining teachers was far worse than the 



finding of people willing to lend money, and every day brought disappointment. All seemed 
anxious to get on the staff, yet when they received word of appointment, they declined on finding 
that no proper place of lodgings was to be had;  yet Father Kenny lodged for nearly three years in 
the village before the house was ready. 
 
The salary offered assistants was £10 more than that offered by the School Board, yet only six 
weeks before the opening of the school had we a staff ready to begin the work of educating the 
Catholic children of the infant parish. 
 
The opening day arrived, and close on 300 people put in an appearance, and Addiewell started 
off on its mission of making people understand that the greatest education is in a real solid 
Catholic School. 
 
Besides all this worry, Father Kenny had the constant demand from contractors for money.  Bills 
were flowing in, now that all was completed, and money borrowed was as quickly paid out.  The 
builder, joiner, plumber, plasterer and slater were paid in full, and the architect and school 
furniture were half paid before the opening of the school.  Never did the worry of finance shake 
for one moment the determination of our priest to have everything up-to-date.  Day in and day 
out he had his work, and he had not to seek it.  Baptisms, marriages and deaths, sick calls, the 
school with its finance, and the paying of contractors made up his life, and nearly caused a 
breakdown in health.  Boldly he struggled on, and now we see the results of all our labour.   
 
It is the law of this country that Catholics must finance their schools for one year after its 
opening, and we in Addiewell had to do that.  This fact notwithstanding, our teachers were better 
paid than many of those under the Board, whose salaries we were compelled to augment by our 
taxes.  Now all this has changed, and our collections are applied to the reduction of our capital 
debt. 
 
We have now come to the end of our history.  Step by step we have revived in our memories 
those bygone days with all their work, worry and financial anxiety, full of pleasure. Lucky are we 
that t he work was done at that time, since now it looks as if it would have been impossible even 
to commence building, so greatly the price of material has advanced.  It all seems like a drea.  
Only a few years ago Addiewell was part of West Calder parish, without any apparent prospects 
of having a church, school or priest of its own.  Now, we stand on our own legs, advancing by 
leaps and bounds, reducing debt yearly, and happy in the thought that we havin in the village of 
Addiewell the best buildings, towering above them all, and visible for miles around. 
 
We now come to give in details of the various sums paid to the contractors:- 
 
Alex Bell, contractor for the house, the sum of    £859 14s 8d 
 (And now the house stands free of debt) 
Wm. Wilson, Broxburn, builder of the School-Chapel   £950 5s 10d 
D. Somerville & Sons, joiners                £1164 5s 3d 
W. Paris & Sons, slaters and plasterers     £191 15s 1d 
Messrs Bell & Round, Bellshill, painters      £31 16s 2d 
Messrs Gibson & Gould, fireplaces       £17 8s 0d 
A. Drummond & Son, railings      £141 15s 2d 
Wm. Wilson, Broxburn, boundary wall    £220 9s 6d 
J. Bennett & Son, Glasgow, school furniture    £292 17s 6d 
C. Menart, Esq., architect      £217 0s 0d 
Lawyers’ fees          £17 7s 0d 



         _______________ 
Total         £4365 0s 7d 
 
All those sums have been paid, and if we add to all the above the yearly interest on loans, the 
upkeep of church and school and house, the later proper painting of the school, and the 
beautifying of the sanctuary, one can hardly realise the apparently insurmountable financial 
burdens which stared us in the face when that final letter of appointment came to Father Kenny.  
Are we not justly proud of what has been done?  Have we not every reason to congratulate 
ourselves and our priest on the successful establishment of this our parish?  At the present time, 
less than six years since the first stone was laid, we have still on our shoulders a debt of £2,545; in 
other words, to the end of December 1919, a sum amounting to £1,820 0s 7d has been cleared 
off our capital debt.  How has this been done?  Was it not by continual concerts, dances, appeals, 
regular payment of monthly dues, record half-yearly collections; by real and earnest co-operation 
with the priest, who, in turn, practised rigid economy; not forgetting generous donors outside the 
parish, especially the late Canon Murphy.   
 
Trees have now been planted throughout the grounds, and in a few years what has hitherto been 
a wilderness will become the haunt of song birds, building their nests there and singing with 
joyous hears their gratitude for the new homes they have found.   
 
Thus ends our history, but before we close, let us repeat what we said at the commencement.  Do 
not take for granted that the buildings you now see were always there.  Do not think that now 
those buildings are up and occupied, they are free from debt, and therefore, there is no more 
need of helping willingly, earnestly and constantly.  No; let us go on doing our duty to our parish, 
and in a few years we shall be entirely free from debt.  
 
 

Final Letter to All 
 

The remaining debt must be paid off by constant paying of monthly collections, bazaars, benefit 
concerts and record half yearlys.  You will help, won’t you?  I am sure you will!  Then Addiewell 
can rest on its oars and blow out its chest with satisfaction that everything and every building will 
then be free of debt, and Father Kenny can take it easy and never bother about money.  It is up 
therefore to everyone to see that this debt is wiped out by the way suggested, and if all follow 
that lead, then Addiewell parish will be the drawing force of every parish like it, to exterminate 
the bogey that usually haunts a parish priest burdened with debt.  Let us be the drawing power 
for all parishes in Scotland; and Irish, Scotch, English and the other nationalities will then point 
to us as progressives, real Catholics, and examples for all to follow in doing their duty to God, 
their parish, and their future happiness.  Now you have got before you our history which recalls 
such sorrowful times, and also such happy times following them.  Make an examination of what 
you have done, and if nothing, then start rightaway; if something, then do a little more; and for 
every hour spent talking about your neighbours, pay to our debt at least the ordinary wages paid 
to a labourer.  The big box at the door will receive all your talk money and then we can say: 
“Now we are free of debt and worry; talk then to your heart’s content.”  Ta, ta.  Good Luck to 
all.  Long many your lum reek if you do your duty as suggested.  Long life and happiness here 
and hereafter to all those carrying out our suggestions.   
 
 

I am, 
 
Yours ever, 



 
H.J. Kenny 

 
 
 


