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The Venue 
 

The warm sunny days of summer have passed. It is said the devil spits on the 

blackberries after the 1 October. (Actually mildew can set in). It’s Autumn now but the 

wind and the overcast days make short work of the leaves in their varied colours. 

Although Hayle has been an Industrial Centre in the past and today it sits between 

Penzance and St Ives known for scenic tourism, it is still country enough for me to be 

invited along with ten other new ministers to a Rural Induction day organised by the 

Methodist Church. We are guests at an old farmhouse called  “Tredidon” and known as 

Hidden Valley Discovery Park. 

 

Lunch was served in what was thought to be the Great Hall of the original 17 Century 

Manor House. Silver cutlery, crystal glasses, white tablecloth and red serviettes, 

delightful!!!  Our hostess owner produced a copy of Rev Dr A D Hunt’s, “This Side of 

Heaven” and I immediately felt at home – as if someone was in touch with my SA roots. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This chosen venue was a typical example of the radical changes facing agriculture in 

this country. With the unexpected death of the farmer here a few years ago and with the 

pressing need to get big or diversify, a son with an interest in the environment had 

chosen to turn to tourism. 60 acres had been planted as forest and another 140 acres 

leased out. A daughter maintains the trees, while a neighbour had turned to cheese 

making and another had a herd of 220 milking cows, 150 diary heifers and 50 beef 

cattle. With tourism offering plenty of competition it was explained, “you have to offer 

something different,” and so with a good deal of vision Peter had created “Hidden 

Valley”. It is a hands on interactive Discovery Park aimed at families who  

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

like a little 

challenge and mystery. Three crystals have been imbedded in old shacks and in the 

undergrowth on the property. Following a trail of clues and codes people search for the 

hidden treasure. Developed over a number of years without public funding the finish to 

the Park is impressive and very professional. 

 

The Challenge 
 

While farming is different here, the dynamic of work and life patterns in the country 

community are very similar to our country experience in Australia. Population shift, 

transparency, the grapevine, confidentiality, gatekeeper people and traditions are part 

of the fabric of every day life, as are brass bands and Sankey nights. Everyone knows 

who goes to Chapel and who doesn’t. Leaders are hard to find and anyone who offers 

tends to end up in local government or as Sunday School teachers. 

 

In Cornwall the income of people is approximately 20% less than that in other parts of 

the UK. Outsiders are coming in forcing house prices up. Farmers ask, “Will our 

generation be the generation to sell up,” while their sons feel trapped into running the 

farm that has been in the family for 400 years. 50 years ago farmers received about half 

of every one pound that shoppers spent on food. Now they are getting less than 8 pence 

in the pound. The way processors and retailers treat the producer of raw materials is 

more than unfair, it is unjust exploitation and the way governments and global markets 

control production is very scary to say the least.   

 

As a result youth are rejecting the rural lifestyle, farmers do not feel wanted and suicide 

rates are high. The faith and spirituality of rural people is different from those in urban 

areas. Faith can be collective, attached to belonging to the Community. Some claim that 

this is more than a thin veneer over a pagan outlook – its “iceberg faith.” Some chapels 

hang on forever and I discovered that in Cornwall rural chapels should not always be 

regarded as large Chapels that have failed. While most are large, many were never filled 

in the first place. They were built larger than they should have been out of a spirit of 

competition. Some were built to impress investors that Mines were larger and more 

secure than they really were. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Farm 

 

I have visited four dairy farms so far. One was going out of business and selling the 

herd due to a family crisis, another supplemented income by growing cabbage and 

flowers, another had a herd and new cottage at Mingoose Farm, then there was Roger 

next door to Hidden Valley. 

 

If rain is the critical factor in Australia, it is too much rain that is the problem in 

Cornwall. Dampness leaves grain prone to disease, and dairy farmers find cows feet 

always need attention. Roger explained the two options. 

 

Either go the 

New Zealand 

way with high 

cow numbers 

and low milk 

consistency or 

lower numbers 

and a more even 

flow of quality 

milk. Roger’s 

cows each 

produce 50 litres 

a day, a total of 

6-8 thousand 

litres a day and 

most of it ends 

up as cheese. He 

spends 7-8 hours 

 

 



a day in what they call the “milking parlour” (shed) and is assisted by a son, a girl, a 

herdsman and part-time nutritionist. Feeding and the environment are the keys to 

success and it is all very technical. Silage is cut and mixed with urea, sugar nut and 

caustic treated wheat. Milk production varies according to feed proportions. Cows are 

wintered and sleep on mattresses making the clearing of manure very important.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Foot and mouth disease did not get to Cornwall, but farming is highly regulated with 

all sorts of “hoops” for the farmer to “jump through”. Movement of cows to another 

property must be reported to the Cattle Movement’s Office. If your beef cattle have TB 

courtesy of protected badges on your property, and if you have to hang on to your beef 

stock you end up with more cattle than you have property for, and this lands you in 

trouble with hard nosed officials. Filed data sheets must be very accurate showing what 

is cropped and the area involved. Subsidy payments of 100 pounds per acre are based 

on this. Increasingly the government want farmers to simply maintain their property as 

“park keepers.” They do not encourage increased production. 

 

With something like 800 million people in the world hungry, something has gone 

radically wrong. Five giant supermarkets control over 80% of grocery sales in the UK. 

Our non-conformist fathers like the Quakers, the Pilgrim Fathers, Primitive Methodists 

and the Tolpuddle Martyrs had a passion for justice in their time. It raises the question 

of how we honour God in the cause of righteousness today? 

 

Every dairy is virtually a stud, every cow has a passport that can only be replaced via 

50 pound fee. Some people are survivors, while many are merely scratching out a living. 

When the farmer cannot recycle his profits, the rural economy collapses. There are 80 

Agriculture Chaplains across the UK who bring the church into the workplace of the 

farm. A good move assisting a needy cross-cultural ministry.  

I finished the day being “more farm aware” and with a list of ten useful things that a 

rural church can do to support its farming community. By the way, I left feeling more 

fully convinced about my own calling and vocation as a Minister of the Word. 
Scroll down now for Cultural Cringe  

 



Cultural Cringe 

 

Now dogs enjoy special privileges in this country. In two of my churches we have three 

well behaved dogs who attend church with their owners. Dogs have access to public 

transport and there is often a doggie drink tin in front of shops. I notice there is a pet 

service of worship planned for St Ives later this month. Beryl scared me by saying I was 

on the preaching plan to take it. On one pastoral call the pet dog sat alongside of it’s 

owner and when I spoke it seemed as if I was addressing both the church member and 

the dog at the same time. Strange really. I must be on the alert not to offend or get on 

the wrong side of dogs. 


