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The Double Welcome 
 

The Chapel was almost full with friends and reps from the 9 Chapels in the Circuit. 

Our placement and arrival on the scene had been so swift that some locals had made 

other arrangements before they knew of the welcome service (Induction). 

 

It was a service for the Rev Derek Baldson becoming Superintendent (My superior) 

and for Rev Ted Curnow from Australia, presided over by Rev Dr Chris Blake, 

Chairman of the Cornwall Methodist District.  Theme: “Feed my Sheep”. Welcomes 

were extended by a range of folk, including Mayor Mrs Marjorie Roberts and Canon 

Tony Neal. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Features of Methodism keep confronting me and interrupting my “Aussie church 

culture.”  Cornish Methodists love singing. Five hymns are usual for most services 

and as the offering is collected the congregation will pick up the words and sing 

spontaneously. Each time this has happened I have been quite moved realising that 

again I am confronted with a authentic Cornishness. 

 

I greeted my distant Cornish cousins with “Deth da”or (hello) in the old language and 

an Aussie , “G,Day”. .Mrs Rene Williams the Circuit Steward noted that my name 

maybe Curnow but with an accent like mine, she said, “you are not one of wee”. 

Another said if Australia is now sending ministers to UK, could they also please send 

some cricketers !!!!!  

 

I recalled that my first contact with the UK was with the Methodist Formation Office 

in London and that I could have well been stationed anywhere in England. What is 

amazing is that in the providence of God He chose someone with a name Curnow 

from the other side of the world, not only to come to Cornwall, but to Hayle, the only 

place in the UK where records clearly show I have distant r elatives. In all of this I am 

driven to the conclusion that God may well be teaching me something very special 

during this time in the “old country”. 

  



But his was only one half of a double welcome. Florence Curnow, Howard’s sister 

who had been waiting outside was discovered by the District Chairman and to her 

embarrassment she was “press ganged” inside the church foyer and he heralded her 

entry with the announcement that he had found another Curnow!!!! waiting in the 

wings. Unbeknown to all, Florence was there to whisk Beryl and myself away to the 

Marazion Sailing Club. It was the night before the 75th Gathering of the Cornish 

Gorsedd and Bill Curnow, his wife Libbie, daughter Mary-Beth and son Bill and wife 

Lauren had arrived from the USA. Our American friend Bill whom we met at the 

1990 reunion was to be received as a Cornish Bard as a Family Historian, a worthy 

recognition seeing that the International Curnow Tree via Bill has now accumulated 

190,000 Curnow names!!!!  (This was an informal Curnow reunion) 

 

Under the cover of darkness and a heavy shower we were smuggled from Hayle 

across to Marazion. The sailing club has a beachfront view directly opposite St 

Michael’s Mount which was floodlit for the occasion. (specatular) The Club was 

packed with people respectably lubricated and the yellow tinge of light reflected from 

the furnishings produced a warm friendly feel. 18 Curnows, some with Curnow tartan 

and vests had gathered in one corner. I was handed a squash and soon found myself 

joining in with a little harmony.  Would you believe it, “Throw out the Life line”, 

“Bound for South Australia”, “Will your anchor hold”, and “Maggie May” to name 

a few!! This was no ‘ad hoc’ sing song. It is a well-rehearsed culture here. The 

endings and variations astounded me. It was all jolly enjoyable.  A balding gentleman 

with a tartan tie introduced himself as Lyle Curnow from the Lizard Peninsula. To my 

shock and surprise, he recalled my sermon from the 1990 Thanksgiving Service. In 

turn I remembered that after that service 12 years ago I was rather taken by the 

comment of a gentleman with a broad Cornish accent who encouraged me and said he 

recognised my ‘public oratory style” as a Cornish trait. I now reckon it was the same 

guy.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



 

I spoke to another man at the bar. “How often do you come here”, I asked, “I own a 

boat and bring the family, but my wife would say I come too often”.  I shuddered 

inside with the realisation that he not only knew who I was, but also knew I had come 

to Hayle for 12 months. Such is the grape vine !!!!. “I’ve been in the District a long 

time, but I don’t have the name Curnow. Be proud of it”, he said as I moved on. 

 

Under my shirt, I felt my chest suddenly inflate !!!. As much I want to ignore it I am 

driven to the conclusion that the name I bear does have some deeper meaning for the 

locals. It’s more than a novel folklore name. As my District Chairman had privately 

pointed out, I should not play my family roots down, my name in itself gives me 

an unexpected ready acceptance to this part of the world where people are often 

cautious about giving themselves to tourists and foreign strangers!!  Scary stuff!! 

 

However, “God is Good – all the time-- all the time, God is Good.  A Caribbean 

greeting we learnt in Induction school here in UK and is so true. 

 

Saturday 6 September 2003  A Baptism. 

 

Hana Swithenbank, a young lady recently returned from Africa had worked through 

the issue of Baptism by emersion with the previous minister Rev Bob Senoir. It was a 

bit of an unorthodox practise being baptised at another venue on a Saturday night but 

all seemed above board. I guess if you wish to be immersed you go to the water. 

Circuit Treasure Allan Thomas and his wife Betty drove us to Sancreed, a tiny village 

and church that we would never have found without their help. About 80 people from 

near and far gathered in the old granite school house owned by Mr Dennis Dawning. 

It was opposite the Anglican church. To an Aussie straight from Australia the school 

house looked more like a castle than a modified home and retreat house. Beryl knew 

she had heard of Sancreed. Later we realized it had been featured as a Christian 

Retreat Centre on the telly programme Hymns of Praise that we had seen in 

Australia. 

The tiled baptism tank had been built into one corner of the large room. A wide plain 

glass window stretched the full height of the wall flooding the meeting room with 

light. Rev Bob did the job while I watched on with all eyes and ears flashing. 

Following the baptism, we enjoyed what was called a Faith Supper. I think the idea 

was that you had faith that everyone would bring something to share. Another 

learning experience. 

Cheers now, 

Ted and Beryl. 


