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The arrival of Lorinda, our own flesh and blood, on Monday 26 April was exciting as 

was the hesitant arrival on the St Erth Station of Heather and Margaret Manuel, 

Aussie guests from our last Parish a few days later.  (We have also welcomed the 

Hayles and Smiths in recent days) 

 

It is hard to sleep in these days. The change in season brings an early daylight that 

penetrates our thin bedroom curtains.  The birds sing their early morning songs 

interrupting our dozing so that we feel like ‘sleepy heads’ if we linger too long.  

 

Spring has sprung and in Cornwall and across Europe that means numerous May 

festivals. Beryl and Lorinda had managed the Padstow ‘Obby Oss’ while I attended a 

Synod at Liskeard. They had met Howard Curnow and had returned excited with a 

camera full of festival photos. 

 

Although I had a wedding at 2 pm I was 

determined to experience a little of Flora Day at 

Helston.  It was Saturday 8 May and we had to 

be on the steps of the Guild Hall at 6.30 am to 

meet Beatrice Curnow and Neil Plummer. 

Charters given to the Town of Helston to 

administer the Borough date back to 1201, but 

the ancient town with its narrow streets was far 

from dead when it comes to energy for its annual 

day.  

 

The early potato harvest is underway at 

Marazion. Daffodils and tulips have given 

way to wild bluebells. The brilliant blue, 

bowed head of the bluebell, decorates the 

hedgerows and in the wooded areas they 

merge together to spread a royal carpet 

under the branches of sycamore and oak 

trees. The trees themselves dress in a new 

coat of fresh green leaves as if to meet the 

Flora Day deadline. 

 

Locals in Helston had spent all day 

Friday gathering golden gorse, bluebells 

and green bunting. From St Michael’s 

church the bells rang out, then a hush 

settled over the excited crowd and with 

great precision, as the large hand of the 

Hall clock jerked on to 7 am, the drum 

rolled. The Helston Band struck up and 

through the decorated doorway of the 

Guild Hall came the first young couple 

 

 

 



hand in hand with others following. The processional dancing began. They all looked 

brushed and polished, fresh, flimsy, and full of life as they headed through the crowd 

representing everything that was vibrant and life giving. 

 

I am not unaware of the pagan roots behind the fun of the pre-Christian festivals. I 

was encouraged however to learn that the early Christian church had adapted the old 

pagan season, customs etc to appropriate festivals in the church calendar. On this date 

8 May, the Feast of the Apparition of St Michael the Archangel, Helston’s and 

Cornwall’s Patron Saint takes place. St Michael appeared to fisherman at what is now 

called St Michael’s Mount in 495 AD. While the ancient world resorted to the 

symbols of nature to celebrate new life, I was aware that the fifth Sunday after Easter 

was approaching and as Christians we look beyond mere symbols to the living 

presence of a person.  Luke wrote, ‘Jesus himself stood among them and said peace 

be to you.’  Jesus gives birth to a new humanity and a new creation – now that is 

really something worth celebrating!!!!! 

 

The 8.30 am Hal-an-tow, an old 

street ritual mixed with a 

medieval sea shanty takes place 

in a number of venues. The band 

struck up. Howard Curnow 

elegantly dressed as Town Crier 

called on the crowd welcoming 

all visitors including Australians. 

A loud ‘traditional grunt’ came 

from the crowd with the mention 

of the English!!!!! Dressed in 

costumes and waving fresh 

sycamore branches, pirates, 

knights, tree maidens, angels and saints all blew their whistles and sang, 

  ‘For summer is a’come, o, and winter is a gone’o.” 

 St Michael slays the dragon and the crowd cried 

‘Oggie oggie  oggie, oi oi oi’ 

The fervour and the full participation of the community is something I have not 

experienced in Australia and the atmosphere had a real feel of festivity. 

 

It is not a day for rushing. There is time for old friends to catch up, to have pint or two 

and to frolic a little in between the street dances that fill the morning. I had the 

impression that some expected me to be loyal to the ‘tea treats’ provided in the 

Chapel, but I never made it!! 

 

Through Beatrice we had a wonderful 

contact with Mrs Edna Bray a lovely 

snowy haired old lady with flushed cheeks 

who owned a shop front property in Church 

Street, only a stone’s throw from the hall.  

Her tiny upstairs windows overlooked the 

street below and needless to say Edna is 

always popular on Flora day. The Little 

room could only cope with seven people. 

 

 



There was Roger, a past Mayor of 

Liskeard, Barbara and Doug from Ferntree 

Gully Victoria, then Nancy, Neil, Beatrice 

and Ken Rundle. Ken was local preacher 

for 67 years and had a house in St 

Petersburg where he claimed that 

Tchaikovsky had written his ‘Nutcracker 

suite’. 

 

At 9.50 am precisely, a thousand children 

dressed in white, the boys with red or blue 

ties drawn form tree primary schools and one technical school danced through the 

streets. One little girl when asked how she managed it simply said, ‘Easy, you count 

one two three hop.’ 

A young man with a microphone and 

an assistant with headphones and a 

large clock turned out to be Tim 

Hubbard from BBC Radio Cornwall. 

Before we could say Jack Robinson 

we were on ‘live radio’ across 

Cornwall. He pressed Lorinda to talk 

about her Cornish Connections and it 

became scary when he arranged an 

interview on his International 

program, ‘Cornwall Connected’ 

heard each Sunday 3-6 pm. 

 

Beatrice’s link of 26 years to the organising committee enabled us to attend morning 

tea with the Mayors of Cornwall!!  The Mayor of Truro and her consort were polite 

and soon engaged in the politics of her office. We had met the Mayor of Falmouth 

previously carolling in the streets of Falmouth last Christmas eve. Then there was our 

old friend the Mayor of Hayle, Marjorie Roberts. Mr Andrew George, our local MP 

was able to meet Lorinda and he introduced his daughter Morvah. Andrew reminded 

me that I had met him at St Erth and I felt privileged in that he was the chosen one on 

the day to be St Michael and to publicly slay the ugly ‘teeth bearing’ papier-mâché 

headed dragon. 

 

The highlight of the day is 

always the Midday Dance when 

the beautiful ladies in colourful 

full length dresses and hats show 

off their finery and men dressed 

in tails and top hats with lily of 

the valley button holes dance 

through the streets and houses. 

The sun shone nicely and it was a 

spectacle indeed, but by this time 

I was anxious not to miss my 

wedding back in Hayle. I 

couldn’t afford to be trapped or seduced by the crowd.   

 

 

 



 

The real highlight for Lorinda and 

myself had come with the informal 

singing in Cross Street. Howard, Neil 

and other true Cornish became the eye 

of a tightly packed circle near the open 

Penhellis Gardens. It took a little time 

to warm up but hearts and voices soon 

blended in beautiful, heartfelt Cornish 

harmonies. The more we sang the 

more intoxicating and stunning it 

seemed, all without words or 

instruments.  

 

Needless to say this sort of spontaneity left some of us foreigners humming a line or 

two. Lorinda was blown away with the ‘Beach boys’, ‘I feel so broke up I just want to 

go home’, then ‘Bound for South Australia’ was sung with such energy it was 

impossible to restrain one or two tears and not to feel some connection between the 

homeland and the voices around us. Across the crowd Neil caught my eye and raised 

his hand in a ‘thumbs up’. With quivering lip I punched the air with another loud 

‘heave away, hove away’. A few folk noticed, and said they had heard us on radio. 

Lorinda was offered a job and I got a pat on the back.  It was a wonderful, rather 

emotional and memorable, sunbathed morning on the quaint streets of Helston, 

Cornwall. 

 

 

Beryl and our Aussie guests were keen to see us home and to check out our stories 

and photos. Beryl had heard us on radio and via the answering machine!!!!!!  

 

Other songs sang that morning were  “Shanandore, John Beam Sail, Grandfather’s 

clock, Lamorna, Give Me That Old Time Religion, Hail to the Homeland, Polly 

Wally Doodle. He’s the Lily of the Valley, Bound for the Rio Grande, Someone’s in 

the Kitchen, Little eyes, and Get me to the Church on time”. (The last one being most 

appropriate for my 2 pm deadline.) 

 

 

 


