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A ‘Whittington’ Experience 
Saturday 17 January 2004 

 
Every year following Christmas the “PANTO” (pantomime season) hits the theatres across 

the UK. It is a wonderful cultural tradition that not only introduces children to a form of 

participation in theatre but it is a positive, cross generational, fun entertainment for families 

and just about anyone. 

 

Parents and kids from Hayle Methodist pile into 

cars and head for Redruth every year. This year, 

along with our “Aussie” visitor Ainslie Brown, 

we were guests of our local Junior Church and 

the Redruth Amateur Musical Pantomime 

society. 

 

The old mining town of Redruth and the well-

worn Regal Theatre is a ‘little grotty’ these days 

but nothing could suppress the energy and story 

of “Dick Whittington,” a pantomime first 

performed in 1823. 

 

The place was packed with people and an air of 

excitement. We were seated centre stage, third 

row from the front. What followed was mind 

blowing!! A fast moving three hour, interactive 

show with gender swaps for the main characters 

unfolded around a tale of ‘good versus evil’. 

Apparently Richard Whittington actually lived 

around 1350, but I suspect any resemblance to the original tale was pure coincidence.  We all 

shouted for Dame Sarah, the cook whenever her oven (side stage) puffed smoke and we all 

hissed loudly when the evil King Rat bent on the ruin of Dick and his cat Tommy appeared. 

 

During the interval I tried to yarn with the gentleman behind me. With a sentence or two he 

had me nailed as an Aussie and I spent the rest of the time listening to him tell me about this 

brother at Port Augusta. Anyway the Show went on. The Bow Bells told Dick to return to 

London, and finally he married Alice and everyone was happy!! 

 

With tons of fun, music, dance including tapping, unexpected explosions, aisle entries, 

elaborate costuming and chorus singers it was clearly the best bundle of family theatre we 

have ever experienced. I found myself clapping, whistling and out of the corner of my eye I 

could see Beryl and Ainslie were as wrapped as I was. 

 

A slapstick segment towards the end was needed to allow the 75 performers a quick costume 

change for the big finale. Instead of roast pork, the smoking oven produced sweets that were 

showered over the audience to shrieks of greedy delight. Sarah the cook then made the 

surprise announcement that children from Hayle Methodist were present with Ted and Beryl 

and a friend from Australia. We waved and cheered, then Sarah added “ G’day mate, it’s a 

pity about the rugby!!” with that, everyone clapped and roared!! (This is a re-occurring theme 

we Aussies are still battling with here even months after the match) Sarah invited the Aussies 

and all to sing as the cast made their final appearance against the backdrop of the streets of 

London. 

 

It was all great fun and a happy first memory of old Redruth. 
 

 



Winter Hymns and Holy Communion 
January 2004 

 
Heavy drenching rain had fallen and news reports told us that a Breton trawler with five 

experienced crew had been lost off the Lizard in the English Channel on 15 January. Life 

guards were soon on the scene, but to no avail. Another five French fisherman were airlifted 

from a life raft 30 miles south east of Falmouth on Sunday night 25 January. Their trawler 

sank within 15 minutes. Still another freighter had lost power in the channel and tugs were 

called to tow her from the treacherous Cornish Coast. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
I had heard previously how once a Cornish delegation had walked out of a Methodist 

Conference when it was decided to remove the old hymn. “Will your anchor hold in the 

storms of life,” from the Hymnbook. What was quickly dismissed in my mind as sentiment, 

an irrelevant picture of the past, suddenly started to make sense for me.  

 

This is winter in Cornwall and whilst most small craft are safely moored, another hymn I had 

dismissed at Anzac Services along time ago and that calls us to pray for “those in peril on the 

seas”, now seems to take on fresh significance as news reports of dangerous seas and 

vulnerable shipping continue. In Australia sometimes we assume our technological age has 

overcome the perils of the sea too readily. 

 

Looking down the Members roll I decided to brave the weather to pay a pastoral call.  I 

tucked my Bible and Communion kit under my arm and headed up the step hill of Roxby 

Close with its terraced 

houses either side of the 

street. I pulled the collar of 

my jacket tighter as I waited 

in the wind and rain for the 

door to open. It was so rough 

I found myself stepping 

inside before Bill, a man in 

his 50’s with a ring in ear 

had time to invite me in.  

Bill was our postman, 

always on for a yarn so I 

knew him well. He started at 

3.30 am and pushed a Royal 

Mail bike around, but the 

shift was over by now. 

 
 

 

Winter Storm 

Porthleven 

Early 1990’s 



He led me through a cold rather cluttered lounge, a voice came from the room next door. 

“Just a minute, I’ll get Mother ready”. I paused a while and was then invited into a small 

room that was warmed by an oil heated stove. If it had been a kitchen the table had been 

pushed to one side to make room for a bed. 

 

Sam, a frail man with dark rimmed glasses lifted Rose’s legs from the floor, swung them onto 

the bed and covered her with a blanket. Bill and Sam his father, with Rose, a very frail 89 

year old who probably should have been receiving professional care, had lived here on the 

village hill for most of their lives. Rose’s face lit up when she saw me. Although she had 

attended the Methodist Chapel all her life she called me the “Vicar”. “Come in, come in,” she 

said, being a little short of breath as she rested back on the pillow. Her straight wiry grey hair 

had lost its shape of earlier years long ago. She looked tired. “I had a bad night, last night. 

Sam was up seven times and I am worried about him.” Faithful Bill had found a chair at the 

end of the bed and he quietly reassured her.   

 

Bill came in and sat in on the proceedings. “I’m not depressed,” she said, “Just tired of 

living.” I reached out and gently held her thin hand. “I can’t move this arm much since I 

broke it some time ago,” she said. In keeping with another old hymn we recounted some of 

her blessings and in no time she was recalling stories of the past. 

 

“I was one of three girls all born on the same day. When I was seven I remember the doctor 

coming. We lived next to the Chapel and it was Christmas Eve. He came out of the room and 

said, “Your mother has just given you your Christmas present, another little sister. Then there 

was Mr Thomas. My Dad would get cross because when we sang to God be the Glory in 

Chapel Mr Thomas would get worked up and Shout out praises to God.”  Dad said, “Chapel 

was sacred and not a place for shouting out.” Looking across the room she said, “Bill is a 

good boy though.” Bill nodded approvingly.  

 

I read from Romans 8 and we talked about the sustaining love of God. (A few days later I 

would lead a Memorial Thanksgiving Service for a 90-year-old stalwart from another Chapel. 

The coffin was removed from the packed Chapel as we sang the old man’s favourite, “When 

the roll is called up yonder, I’ll be there.”) A depth of spirituality is much more obvious in 

this generation of the Cornish than it is in those of similar age in Australia. 

 

All four of us shared bread and wine that morning, and we celebrated the Eternal who even 

now knows our weakness and has born our pain. I prayed and we gave thanks for the 

assurance of the resurrection and for those who had preceded us. As I prayed, Rose offered 

her own thanksgiving and as we shared the Lord ’s Prayer I sensed that special bonding, a 

spiritual presence that defies words.  

 

Rose has many friends from the Chapel who call, but for me this was a special moment with 

an authentic Cornish family and an old lady facing her last days. Bill saw me to the door and 

muttered something about “having made her day,’ but to me it was more than just a cheer up 

call.  

 

I felt the chill of the wind as I stepped outside, but there was a deeper inner glow that comes 

from knowing that for a few sacred moments within the walls of that little room I had shared 

in the brokenness of life with a needy person, and that together we had transcended the 

obvious limitations of the present to be one with the church and the saints through the ages, 

the church victorious., triumphant and forever. What a rich moment!! 

 

(Names have been changed in this Calendar to ensure the privacy of the individuals involved. 

I conducted Rose’s funeral in her local chapel during the next July.) 


