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With a rare free Sunday evening we headed for Porthleven near Helston. An 

arrangement with Beatrice Kerno-Plummer gave us access to one of her flats 

overlooking the harbour. Construction of the harbour began in 1811 with demand for 

coal to supply mines. In 1824 it was completely washed away. In 1855 Harvey and Co 

from Hayle leased and improved the harbour. Two cannons either side of the harbour 

were fired at Napoleon’s navy during the battle of Brest. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

It was Harvest Thanksgiving at Sithney and being the 

guests of Beatrice we were short on details. It was not 

surprising that after a look at the harbour that we 

ended up at Sithney, a little country village not far 

away to have afternoon tea at the home of Isobel 

Martin and her son Tom. (Relatives of Rev Robyn 

Pryor who was a colleague in our Blackburn Parish 

(Victoria) whom we had visited 12 months before.) 

Our company included three true blue Cornish ladies 

and five Cornish Bards, Neil Plummer, Beatrice, 

Vivian Pryor, Bill and Gwen Phillips from Victoria, 

Australia. At 5.55pm with the church bell tolling we 

stepped across the road onto the path of the 

Churchyard. The Cornish flag enjoyed a stiff breeze 

on the top on the Bell tower. I noted one slate 

headstone dated 1789 and it seemed that no one had 

cut the grass since the 18 Century!!! I was ready to 

experience a sung Harvest Thanksgiving Evensong. 

When visiting Cornish Bards and members of the Old Cornish Society were welcomed 

I realised that we were associating with esteemed company indeed!! 

 

Six parallel granite arches stretched the length of the old church with small chapels and 

altars either side. About 40 of us took seats on the central pews. The Church was bathed 

in antiquity, the first vicar being appointed in 1270, but the large plain glass windows 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

and harvest decorations with burning candles transformed the interior. I recalled the 

Vicar at Emerald Victoria saying the Anglican Church in Cornwall was still in the 

Medieval period and we were about to taste and see.  

 

The warden in white cassock visible through a glass wall behind us was locked into the 

rhythm of the rise and fall of the bell rope. A St Sithney banner graced the front of the 

church near the high altar and ten carved angelic figures looked down on us from the 

large cross beams. With the ring of a handbell and the announcement of a hymn from 

behind us, the vicar with his warden bearing the cross and four gowned choir ladies 

formed the processional. We stood and sang the refrain, “For His mercies they endure, 

ever faithful ever sure.” 

 

Gwen Phillips read the Old Testament lesson and disappearing behind the lectern she 

gave the eagle with out stretched wings a fine new voice!! The anthem, “Away the 

golden corn” was sung and visitors sang, “Hail to the Homeland”. Bill Phillips preached 

the 15-minute homily from Deuteronomy 6 describing the Land of Canaan with wheat 

and copper. He referred to the conditions of the Covenant being worship and as a way 

to enjoy the gifts of life. He linked this to the manna of John 6, our table grace and 

Eucharist. He mentioned Rev Hawker in 1843 giving birth to Harvest Thanksgiving in 

response to the First fruits. 

 

I will reserve my general opinion of the relevance of Sung Evensong, but I fear that in 

some cases Methodists may be on the verge of giving up more than they should if the 

Anglican /Methodist Covenant (spoken of in an earlier calendar) eventually bears fruit!! 

 

A two-pound “Guldice” of pasties and Cornish heavy cake followed the service. We 

returned to the Martin home and led by the charming voice of Neil Plummer, we sang 

Cornish Folk Songs and yarned until 11pm!!!  

 

Looking out the little window of our flat from the second story next morning I counted 

62 boats sitting on the muddy bottom of the harbour. One man had an early start and 

was painting his boat bright yellow. Up to 583 men and boys crewed the fishing fleet 

here in 1880. Women and children packed and salted the pilchards. This, along with 

boat building, mining and agriculture created much prosperity in the area. 

 

  



The family of tethered boats 

were patiently awaiting the 

joy of another tide and 

seemed to mock the huge 

granite walls protecting the 

craft from the sometimes 

angry sea. Violent seas still 

lash this coastline at times as 

a spectacular postcard 

reminded us. A wall plaque 

informed us that two 

policemen were swept to 

their death in their police car 

in the 1970’s. 

 

 

Behind the two storey matchbox like doll’s houses lining the cove with the winter sun 

lighting their walls, the green fields with hedgerows borders form a delightful; 

patchwork. A pretty sight indeed. In fact the view from our window is so strategic it 

could occupy a good part of the morning. With a snack breakfast we ventured forth to 

explore Porthleven. The evening would bring another adventure with Beatrice. 

 

Another Harvest Festival supper, this time at 

the Stithians Methodist Chapel. A country 

village north of Helston. We admired the old 

mill, the Plummer’s were renovating and 

were shocked by the three story Methodist 

Chapel with Balcony, Pipe organ and raised 

central pulpit. The non-conformist 

architecture, and theology behind it 

contrasted the historic Anglican church of the 

night before. With a hundred other people we 

sat down to a two meat Harvest Thanks salad 

and feast. It was good. 

 

 

This was followed by an 

entertaining auction of veggie and 

fruit. Beryl’s bids flowed freely 

and I could hardly get my arms 

around the huge orange pumpkin, 

her prize purchase for pumpkin 

soup. (they don’t make pumpkin 

soup  in Cornwall) 

 

We arrived home at Hayle tired but 

satisfied with all our new 

experiences. 

 

P.S. Scroll on for Cultural Cringe 

 

 

 



Cultural Cringe: 

  
We have clearly moved forward in coping with our new world. For instance we have 

found Vegemite in the local store. The relationship between the car and driver has been 

fast tracked so we both feel more confident driving on the roads now. While I’m still 

learning to be an aggressive parker (space is at a premium here) I have quickly learned, 

with some intimacy, the turning circle of our car. On the road round-abouts Beryl spots 

the exit run-offs, she waves her hands and I manoeuvre the car with the precision of a 

hungry elephant to eventually head off in the right direction. 

 

The delightful smell of pasties seems to pervade the place. Goodbye Pizza Hut, and 

McDonalds. Alpha groups start with pasties. A barn Dance concludes with pasties. Here 

you que waiting for trays of hot pasties to come out of the oven. You don’t need tomato 

sauce, the flavours and juices of the pasty itself are sufficient in themselves. 

 


