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Cultural Cringe 

 There’s a real nippiness in the air, days are shorter and the rain is coming. 

 Halloween “Trick or Treat’ is being talked about and Christmas lights are 

being erected. 

 I speak to two community groups on harvest and autumn next week. The 

“Darby and Joan Club” and the local “Play School.” 

 A number of huge bonfires are being readied for Guy Fawkes. 

 

This may sound like a travel monologue but we decided to take the first of our three 

days off once a quarter before the cold really set in.  It wasn’t an easy start. The Minister 

attends to most administration here and with talks about property leases, a troublesome 

pipe organ and books that hadn’t been audited etc we needed a break. 

 

We missed the early 

Wednesday prayer group in 

order to visit the West 

Cornwall Hospital at 

Penzance, but before we 

could get away there was 

another call to visit the 

Camborne/Redruth 

Hospital. Hedley and Freda 

Curnow who lived at Mabe 

Burnthouse (near Falmouth) 

and whom we had met at 

Moonta in May were 

understanding about our 

lateness. We promised 

ourselves another half day 

sometime to make up for it. 

To our surprise Hedley and 

Freda whipped us off to the 

elegant “Royal Duchy 

Hotel” to dine amid sweeping views of the Cornish Coast. Our tongues wagged 

uncontrollably while waitresses in penguin jackets served us beefsteak and mustard pie. 

I sampled some fresh salmon and for a few seconds felt like “King Neptune “ himself.  

 

Our protestations to at least shout drinks or assist with costs were strongly rebuffed and 

I had the distinct impression that our friends were intent on both reliving and returning 

the hospitality they had experienced in Australia as part of the Kernow Choir visit.  

They are a remarkable couple really and what an upmarket beginning they provided to 

our time out. 

 

 

 



Falmouth is a significant 

harbour and had been a 

repair port for shipping 

since 1856. Hedley had 

started work in the Dry 

Dock in 1952 when 3000 

men were employed. 

Later he had worked as 

Safety Officer and 

overall for a period of 36 

years, so he had an 

intimate knowledge of 

the harbour. He had 

climbed up to the 

heavens on all of the 

cranes checking wire 

ropes, sleeves and hooks 

and he had climbed down into the dark boughs of tankers as part of his work. We visited 

queen Elizabeth No 2 Dry Dock where a Royal Fleet Auxiliary ship was being serviced.  

From our vantage point we viewed countless small craft like floating match sticks, 

moored on the blue water. Our chauffer took us around “Castle Drive” and the 

HenryV111,  Pendennis Castle on the Headlands. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

At pretty Mawnan Church we entered smugglers territory when we inspected an 

anonymous headstone of a smuggler and then the Glendurgan Gardens and Helford 

Passage. That night Cornish hospitality flowed again in the Bungalow at Mabe 

Burnthouse, the Royal Albert “Country Roses” crockery was in place on the table, 

Hedley produced slippers for me to wear and our belongings were deposited in the main 

bedroom.  Hedley and Freda are part of the Falmouth Circuit with its 14 preaching 

 

 

 



places and they attend Methodist services at Treveua. We relaxed and talked on into the 

night. 

 

Hedley’s grandfather James Kernick had lived in Perranporth in the late 1800’s where 

the oratory of St Peran and two other ancient oratories are buried under the sand. James, 

using horse and cart had moved each stone after it was numbered from the second 

oratory to build the tower and church at Perranzabuloe near Goonhaven. On his 21st 

birthday Hedley had inherited the “Book of Common Prayer” now 300 years old bound 

in hide, and recovered from the old oratory. What a treasure 

 

In another story Hedley told how he was born in 1927 and started work at 14 as a 

telegraph boy.  One problem, his short legs couldn’t reach the pedals. He was given 

special permission to ride his own bike, but every Friday his employer carefully 

measured his growth. Hedley’s father had been a miner in the 1930’s with “East Pool 

and Agar Company Ltd”. He became a cage man lifting miners from the lower levels 

of the mine to the top and he showered in the outbuildings called “the dry”. The family 

lived five minutes away so Hedley delivered his father’s Croust. (pasties) and Billy tea, 

after enjoying this his Dad returned to the cage that descended to 16 or 17 levels into 

the heart of the earth. Hedley would always remember these days and the times he 

splashed his way home wading in the red river. 

 

It was starting to get late so we decided to call a delay and to head for bed to ‘build up 

steam for the next day’. Our new friends Hedley and Freda Curnow had spoilt us with 

grace and style and we were so grateful to have access to their generosity and authentic 

Cornishness. 
 

16 & 17 October 2003 
 

In the freshness of a new day, next morning we headed for St Mawes on the other side 

of the Fal Estuary. (Carrick Roads Inlet) via the King Harry Ferry. Lush sheltered 

valleys and winding roads covered with autumn leaves took us through what is 

described as the soft underbelly of Cornwall. Rolling hills and open farm country 

replaced the granite of our west District. All of Beryl’s map reading skills came into 

play now in an attempt to manage the criss-crossy roads of the picturesque Roseland 

Peninsula. As we headed for the 14 century fishing village of Mevagissey eg the town 

of St Meva and St Issey.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



Mevagissey is a classic working harbour and a the nip in the air gave it an authentic 

feeling as a one time smuggler’s haunt. It was also the starting place of Pears Soap.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Then it was off to Fowey (pronounced Foy) sheltered in a beautiful natural harbour.   

After finding a really good bed and breakfast we continued a ‘bit of a love affair’ with 

this place built in the side of a steep hill so that the town centre follows the water front. 

Shop and houses merge on the slopes. As we walked the narrow streets with there 

tourists we poked our nose into the old house of Foy and Noah’s Ark, two tiny ancient 

Cornish homes.  The names of houses on the terraced street caught my attention. 

“Seaspray, Tides Reach, Upper Deck, Anchor House, Shell Cottage, White Walls, 

Captain’s Row” and in the middle a stark granite Wesleyan Chapel of 1894 – all in a 

street too narrow to turn a car around in. This is the place for yachties, the Royal Regatta 

and the home of Daphne Maurier. Escaping the cold evening air we dined modestly at 

the Galleon Inn tucked away between galleries and craft shops but overlooking the 

beautiful harbour. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Looe 

Fowey 



The next day we headed for Loo and Polperro. The steep wooden valley of Looe took 

us to the second largest Fishing port in Cornwall.  We were impressed and even found 

the working boat called “John Wesley”. For 40p each we hopped on a small open boat 

and were personally ferried across stream to east Looe, the fish market and heart of 

town.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Polperro is probably the most picturesque fishing village we have seen in Cornwall yet. 

The car park is as big as the village itself.  Here we watched fisherman in their leggings 

skilfully moored their trawlers. It was windy and unsuitable for fishing, a real 

photographer’s paradise, but would you believe my batteries ran out!! 

The guy in the shop told us to stay away from rechargeable batteries, so I bought a 

couple of his but they only lasted five shots. He refunded the money!!!!--- and we 

wandered off to the wet fish shop. It was like an open stall on the harbour’s edge doing 

a roaring trade in selling crab meat. It was another place of sail lofts, fish pots, ropes, 

pubs, fish smells and souvenir postcards. 

 

At Kernow Mill, a place like Bunnings superstore, Beryl bought a kernow Teddy Bear 

for our next to arrive grandchild.  Then we pushed on to Lostwithiel the ancient capital 

of Cornwall.   

 

Close by was Restormel Castle 

complete with dry moat and 

battlements. The castle 

captured the fleeting moments 

of the day. It was the residence 

of the black prince, the first 

Duke of Cornwall.  

 

We climbed the ruined walls 

and ramparts of this fascinating 

place with its magnificent 

views of the surrounds. 

 

  

 



It was founded by 

Norman Lords in 

the medieval past 

and it certainly 

invoked a sense 

of history. I 

couldn’t help but 

recall those child 

hood fantasies of 

King Arthur with 

the Brown boys 

next door at 

Salisbury. We 

had often 

paraded with 

wooded swords 

and shields to 

overcome the 

foe. Actually I 

was glad I wasn’t around in 1644 when Lostwithiel, the Castle and the Fowey Peninsula 

was occupied by 10,000 Parliamentary soldiers. The story goes they were captured by 

the royalists and King Charles. 

 

John Betjeman, (whoever he was) is reputed to have said, ‘There is history in every 

stone in Lostwithiel.’ The place certainly seemed proud of its heritage as the supposed 

antique centre of the country and the Home of the Edgecumbe Family (Beryl’s 

relatives). 

 

By this time the energy level of our own batteries were running low. We headed for 

Hayle with a bag full of experiences after a rich three days. To our surprise we had only 

used half a tank of fuel, but that’s Cornwall – WONDERFUL, CLOSE and 

INEXHAUSTIBLE. 

 

 


