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It was one of those spontaneous things. We called Alma and Bill Doo, friends from 

our first visit in the 1990’s who live on the Promenade at Penzance overlooking 

Mount’s Bay.  

 

We were taking a day off and to 

our surprise they were free to 

share it with us. With a flurry of 

coats, greetings and an update on 

the teething habits of Alma’s new 

computer we set out to enjoy 

another day with our Cornish 

friends. It was a damp overcast 

day, but clear enough to take 

advantage of the inexhaustible 

beauty of the County. We had 

been enjoying daffodils for weeks 

now. (Flower between mid-

January to May). Not only do they 

appear in gardens, they appear 

everywhere, a little like our Aussie sour 

sob. (imported from South Africa via 

Salisbury SA) Regardless of where one 

drives daffodils push their way through 

tangled winter carpets of rotting leaves, 

blackberry runners and hedgerows 

coverings. They are cheery clusters of 

bright yellow on the roadside, by 

running streams or commercially grown 

row upon row like soldiers blowing their 

yellow trumpets and heralding spring. 

We found our way to 

Trevarno Estate and 

Gardens between Hayle and 

Helston. Now for a chap like 

me it is easy to think that if 

you have been to one garden 

you have seen them all, so I 

wasn’t expecting much 

when we parked the car, but 

again I was pleasantly 

surprised. In fact I was 

amazed at how beautiful a 

Victorian and Georgian 

garden complete with 

peacock can look even 

between seasons. 

 

 

 



The Estate could be traced back to 1246 and had undergone major renovation to now 

be opened throughout the year for the first time in 750 years. Trevarno is an historic 

Cornish estate that has been owned by a succession of noble Families over the 

centuries. After 6 years of planing and research it was open to the public in the Easter 

of 2001.  

 

While “Bluebell valley” was yet 

to loom the paths, running water, 

sunken garden, mysterious 

rockery and Victorian Boathouse 

were exotic indeed. Added to 

this was the National Museum of 

gardening. A remarkable 

celebration of Britain’s glorious 

Garden heritage, including 

antiques, tools and memorabilia. 

We had already visited the Eden 

project near St Austell that 

embraces three of the world’s 

climate zones – a fascinating 

place – the leaflet I browsed was 

entitled, “Great Gardens of Cornwall” and at a glance I counted 11 advertised 

gardens, many cared for by the National Trust.   

 

From hard rock mining and stones of 

ancient antiquity to stunning coastal 

views, quaint fishing ports, steam 

inventions and the Festivals of Saints, I 

left Trevarno with Great Gardens added 

to my list of Cornish specials!! 

  

After a Pasty lunch by a warm open fire 

we pushed on. Bill sat with me in the 

front. Beryl insisted that those in the back 

seat were definitely not over weight, but 

the low suspension of our car proved a bit 

of a worry, unhealthy scraping sounds tended 

to emerge now and then. 

 

Where do the Cornish find inspiration for a 

name like the Goonhilly Satellite Earth 

Station?? It leaves one wondering! This was 

our next stop. Name aside, it is the largest 

operational Satellite station on earth and worth 

a close up look. The place has over 60 

operational dishes and was one of the first 

three stations in the world 

 

While security kept us from getting too close 

we learnt that our phone calls to Australia go 

 

 

 



through a dish called 

Quinevere. Phone 

calls with a slight 

delay are via satellite, 

those that are more 

direct (Like Next 

door) are via optic 

cable. Other dishes 

bear the proud names 

of Arthur, Merlin, 

Lancelot, Tristan etc 

from the Arthurian 

Legend. We were overwhelmed with technical data that would send any sane person 

giddy. It takes a mere two thirds of a second for a telephone call to travel over 72,000 

kms. (44,600 miles out into space and back to earth)  

 

Approximately 1.5 million 

calls can fit down one strand 

of fibre optic cable, the same 

thickness as a human hair!! It 

added a rather personal touch 

to realise that everything we 

had shared with Australia had 

passed through Guinevere or a 

cable on the Goonhilly site. 

With a touch of irony our tour 

guide pointed to an ancient 

standing stone on the edge of 

the property. Like the dishes it 

pointed skywards, unlike them 

it had not been there for a mere 30 years, rather archaeologists estimate that it has 

stood for more than 6000 years on the same spot!! It weighs about ten tons and 

according to ‘rock type’ was dragged there from 20 miles away.  Most believe these 

monuments of Neolithic inhabitants were erected to contemplate and communicate 

with god’s in outer space!! 

 

We were seeking another coffee from our thermos in the car park when the attendant 

drove up wanting to lock the gate. We obliged by pulling up our roots and finishing 

our drinks on the other side of the security gate. 

 

Marvellous what can be negotiated through ordinary communications isn’t it? 

 

 

 

  


