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Rugby Gristle 

The Sunday before the Rugby World Cup Play-off a titter went through the 

congregation when I announced during the morning service (in the notices) that we 

Aussies would be humble in victory following the big game!!!!! 

 

We watched those final seconds of the play-off between England and Australia with 

our Parishioners and that spectacular last kick from Johnny ‘what’s his name’ 

(Wilkinson) A rare moment of English sporting glory indeed, but it’s hard to hide 

your Aussie accent in Cornwall so we have “copped the stick,” not only from our 

Church people but the general public whenever we open our mouths and they hear our 

Aussie accent. What an international tragedy!!!!! 

 

To brush up on my rugby, Pete generously agreed to take me to a local game. Long 

time rivals, Hayle versus St Ives!!!!!!  The printed programme extended a warm 

welcome to St Ives visitors but I didn’t feel a thing. The conditions were freezing. 

Both clubs were in the top section of the league and on equal points. Rugged up like a 

polar bear and with a cross wind behind us we stood on the fence line with a tough lot 

of hardened supporters and frozen testosterone to watch the kick-off.  Pete had 

followed rugby from childhood – a Camborne man through and through who was 

obviously known by the fraternity. Pete was the perfect companion shouting the entry 

fee and a hot drink while explaining the game. I’m sure he would have been more 

pumped up and vocal if I hadn’t been the Minister and if Camborne was playing!!!!  

The game was a little like the schoolyard challenge that I remember as “Red, rover all 

over”!!!! Very hard nosed, physical game with scrums, arms, legs and grunting bodies 

everywhere. Someone said, ‘It was an animals game played by gentleman!! To me, a 

humble observer from AFL country, it seemed that few understood the complex rules, 

so the referee became ‘god’ and the barracking was rather tame and more “come on 

fellows” in style than it was abusive. It was a good game to watch. The score 19-6 

Hayles way. 

 

Rugby is the only ball game suited to the rugged Cornish, and ideal for the ancient 

ferocious tribe of 

Kerns!! I left with 

a few special tips 

up my sleeve for 

the next world 

Cup!!!!!!!!!. 

Think like the 

Philistines, run at 

full throttle, grab 

and kick real hard 

as if your life 

depends on it I’m 

sure this formula 

will bring us home 

next time.   



Local Cornish Carols 

I still find it overwhelming to enter a Church consecrated in 1424. St Uny Church, 

Lelant is one of these places situated on the other side of the Hayle estuary. When you 

step inside it is easy to feel submerged in a stream of history and lost amongst the 

saints who have gone before.  

The Combined Choirs 

from St Ives, about 50 

folk in all, had gathered to 

fulfil an annual tradition, 

which is always followed 

with mince pies and tea. 

The Church, though 

ancient had a simple altar 

and the choir gathered in 

front chattering away 

until the local Vicar rose. 

“Good evening 

everybody” he said,  “you 

need a warm welcome 

tonight.” A titter went 

around when in good 

Cornish style he welcomed the “Downalong Carol’s Choir”, (St Ives is divided into 

‘Up along’, and ‘Around Downalong’ sections. (Pronounced uplong and around 

downlong) In fact it was an evening of nostalgia. For many years village people have 

sung Cornish Carols composed by local people and presented in their area each 

Christmas. 

 

People in the Choir had sung the same Cornish carols from childhood, often on Street 

corners, so that what was about to take place was spontaneous, without words or sheet 

music. After his opening remarks the Presenter said, “We will now pitch forth with 

the Curals (Carols) They started and finished the evening with what was described as 

the Cornish equivalent to the Hallelujah Chorus, “Hellesveor”  (this is the name of a 

Chapel I have preached in on the outskirts of St Ives) A carol written by a previous 

organist Collie Williams in 1890  --(a relative of our friend Alma Doo at Penzance.) 

after he returned from USA recovering from a mining accident that left him blind. 

From the back of the Choir the first line was sung in monotone. “Lo the shepherds 

were abiding”, -- (this was an old practice to assist the illiterate who could not read 

and to set the note.)  This was continued with every verse. The Choir burst into full 

harmony, a fast moving unique style that captured us immediately. Two verses of 4 

lines each sung with repetition, descant and every variation possible.  The evening 

included unaccompanied singing and a story told in broad Cornish accent, about 

“Billy James and his Christmas goose.” With our appetite made ready we were then 

treated to the work of other Collie Williams works (composed 21 carols),and Ivan 

Tanner. “Fair Salem’s King”, “Shepherd’s Watch-night”, “Sound Sound”, “Incarnate 

Love” and “Hark the Glad sound,”  

 

Cornish Carols were composed for complete Choirs, but when Thomas Merritt over 

one hundred years ago wrote, “Lo he comes,” the story is told of how two balmaidens, 

one a treble and one an alto sang it as duet in the main street of Penzance. The impact 

of the new carol on those listening it is said to have actually, stopped the traffic that 

day in the main street. Before concluding the presenter recalled a Christmas Eve 

tradition of ending carol singing in Marazion. At 12 o’clock a Cottage door was 

 



opened and amid the smell of hot mince pies the choristers sang. “See the Morning 

Fair and Bright”.  

 

It was an impressive evening. The Carols themselves contained strong Christian 

content and we felt the impact of the spontaneous harmonies. I was told 

Ventonleague, the Carols Concert I was planned to lead the following Sunday would 

sing Carols of a different kind.  I could smell a different Christmas coming already!! 

 

The Red Coats 

We turned off at Crowlas where the sign said ¾ Ludgvan. The narrow road led into 

the village of Ludgvan, built on a hill with commanding views of St Michael’s Mount.  

The old church and tower dominates the surrounding cottages.  There seemed to be a 

gathering at a gateway. Yes this was the site for the Western Hunt. Picking up my 

accent in a flash the gentleman saw my camera and said, “You’ve come along way”.  

He was an ardent follower and a wealth of information. We were in the driveway of 

the home of Stephen St Aubyn, cousin of Lord St Levan of St Michael’s Mount. The 

horses will be here soon the gentlemen said. “You can walk the driveway and wait.” 

We didn’t need a second invitation. We were followed up the driveway by the first 

two horses.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

No sooner had we reached the house, a large plain granite structure and the landlord, 

83 year old Stephen appeared in red coat with riding whip in his hand. He shuffled 

across the courtyard; his riding boots were heavier than the muscles in his thin legs 

were, to lift them. He was a very frail man to be riding in the hunt and a stunned hush 

came over the crowd as he headed towards a mounting block in the courtyard. One 

compassionate soul gave him a hug with the words “You will be careful now.”  

 

“Give me a hand,” he said looking right at me. I had no choice but to assist. Stephen 

was one of the fading aristocracy and he was probably used to issuing commands. A 

nicely groomed horse was brought alongside. This was a genuine hunt club that 

spanned generations. Younger riders, including many women on groomed horses, 

continued the family tradition.  

 

I gave a hand to get Stephen up on the mounting block, and then I pushed him up 

further into the saddle. I was told he had recovered from a serious fall at a previous 

hunt and had insisted that his affairs were in order and if need be he was prepared to 

die in the saddle. Obviously a man of strong Cornish resolve. Perched on his horse 

Stephen puffed a quick cigarette to calm his nerves as more horses and riders of all  

  



shapes and sizes gathered. Free pasties and wine were passed around. Beryl advised 

me that horses with a reputation for kicking were identified by a pink ribbon plaited 

high on the tail. I also noted they weren’t exactly toilet trained either!! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

One young lady waited on a beautiful grey horse. (It was the horse’s first hunt and 

both horse and rider were tense) Another horse, looked like a dappled draught horse, 

“Will he jump”? I asked. “He’s quiet, dozing now, but when he is charged up he floats 

with the best of them,” the rider said.  The courtyard was full of restless horses now 

and the pack of hounds was ready to go. Some hounds had a pedigree two hundred 

years old we were told. The kennel master cracked his whip and talked “dog talk” 

keeping them in check. The bugle sounded twice and the riders and the hounds took 

off. I snapped a quick photo in the driveway and with horses and hounds descending I 

turned and ran for my life!! Parked cars had clogged the street and a waiting bus 

driver along with his passengers was less than impressed. There was no formal anti-

hunt protest that day, as I imagined there could be. It is a very sensitive, emotive issue 

here in UK at present. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Well, we enjoyed the experience. As for me and the animal issue, ‘Well I’m not sure 

about being passionate over something the locals need to resolve, but having spent 

some time in county South Australia I know foxes are not always innocent victims. As 

hounds like to catch foxes, so foxes like to catch newborn lambs and chooks etc. It all 

sounds pretty natural to me!! I’m certainly not comfortable with the extreme ethic of 

ultra humanism. 

  

  


