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Into South Devon 

Tuesday 30 March. 
 

This was the first of three days off we had due to us and as fast as we could we headed 

north to Padstow, a fishing port in North Cornwall, famous for its ‘Obby Oss’ Festival in 

May. From there we spent the rest of the sunny day at Lanhydrock, an old Cornish estate 

set in 450 acres of woods running down to the 

Fowey River. It dates from the 17th Century, 

has 50 rooms and after being largely rebuilt 

following a fire in 1881 it is now the 

‘Flagship’ of the National Trust in Cornwall.   

 

As the ancestral home of the Robartes Family 

in 1620, today it provides a remarkable 

glimpse into the life of a Victorian County 

House.  Rhododendrons, camellias, azaleas, 

magnolias excelled, and we just happened to 

see three wild pheasants that afternoon 

roaming the gardens. The church attached to the house is dedicated to St Hydrock who 

came to Cornwall as a missionary from Wales with his brother St Madryn. Lanhydrock is 

truly a rare story of the splendour and of Cornish aristocracy.  After walking the mosaic 

floors, the oak staircase, past the luggage lift, the footman’s livery room and the exotic 

centrepiece on the dining room table we settled for a cream tea in the Servants Hall!! 

 

Next day on our way to St Juliot’s church we saw another two pheasants roaming on the 

roadside. I stopped the car and grabbed the camera but they are very shy birds and they 

were quicker than I was with their airborne exit. It was another delightful sunny day and 

the daffodils nodded their approval from both sides of the narrow roadway. The 

Hedgerows towered over the car, in fact their height was quite intimidating but they had 

been evenly trimmed by this time of the year and looked really neat. The country was 

undulating but much more spacious than the southwest and a web of narrow service roads 

wind their way between villages and farms. 

 

Beryl had charged our thermos for a cuppa 

and having become a good navigator by now 

pointed the car in the right direction. We saw 

the sign to St Juliot’s church and after 

passing a few more farms and surviving the 

mud and strong smell of silage!! we came to 

the Country Church made famous by the 

English writer Thomas Hardy. It was picture 

card stuff. Daffodils through the graveyard 

kissed the sun and danced between the 

headstones. It was not a big church but very 

quaint and so well visited that a church 

notice reminded us that the brass had been stolen. Hardy came to the Church as a young 

architect to assist in its renovation in 1870. He met the Vicar’s sister in law Emma and 

after marrying her devoted the rest of his life to writing. His novel,“A pair of blue eyes” 

tells of his experience in North Cornwall. 

 

 

 



The Minster Church (meaning Rock 

Chapel or Cell) came next and was clearly 

the highlight of the day. The Minister is 

the ancient Mother Church of Bosacastle 

and is almost hidden in a wooded valley. 

Early Christian activity here dates from 

500 AD, and the church from 1150 AD. It 

was the site of an old monastery and 

burial place of St Merthiana. We had 

chosen to visit this place during the 

daffodils season and it was a magnificent , 

even a moving sight to behold, a carpet of 

natural yellow, between headstones and 

under a towering canopy of tall trees. There was an atmosphere of peace and tranquillity 

that was quite unique. No one else was around so we roamed the woods until we found a 

Holy well on the north side of the Church serviced by a spring where Madryn, a Welsh 

princess once offered healing by prayer and water. Beryl then took the car into Boscastle 

while I wandered along the National Trust path through the beautiful Valency Valley. The 

sound of a strong flowing stream through the ancient Oakwood forest graced my ears 

every step. Tall trees stripped of leaves, but decorated in their winter uniforms of moss, 

lichen and ivy lined the way. The valley fell away sharply on my left and the yellow 

flower of the Gorse bush covered the mountain on the opposite side of the valley and 

provided a golden background to the woodland. 

 

I joined ducks, birds and butterflies on the forest path and the tranquillity of the moment 

enveloped me in a beautiful anthem of nature’s praise to our great Creator God. Meeting 

up with Beryl we topped the morning off with a hot roast beef lunch at the Boscastle 

Cobweb Inn, a Pub suitably named in the heart of the old fishing port. 

We popped into Tintagel with its commercial tick tack centred on the Arthurian Legend. 

The day concluded at Port Issac, a quaint fishing village with a Methodist heritage. The 

former glory of this little port that we had visited in the 1990s seemed to have faded but I 

suspect it was more that it could only be an anti-climax to our magnificent morning 

around North Cornwall. 

 

1 April 

In staying overnight with our friends the Paynters in Wisdon, North Petherwin I came to 

realise we were visiting Bible Christian heartland, that Cornish branch of Methodism that 

I have had a particular interest in since I discovered my great great grandfather attended 

the tiny Elim Chapel at Waterloo Corner, Salisbury. SA. 

 

Our third day in North Cornwall spilled 

over into Devon when we ventured forth 

to Shebbear, the birthplace of the Bible 

Christians. Before his death Dr Arnold 

Hunt had put me in touch with Ted and 

Sheila Lott at Rowden Farm. We had 

exchanged Christmas cards for years on 

the basis of our common Bible Christian 

interest and it was an opportunity to meet 

these folk personally for the first time. 

 

 

 



The drive down narrow roads and 

over stone bridges was pleasant and a 

little like the views I recalled 

associated with James Herriott on the 

TV programme “All creatures great 

and small.” around Yorkshire.  

 

We passed a network of tiny villages 

and on arrival enjoyed a hot roast 

beef and Yorkshire pudding lunch. 

Ted produced the Minutes of the 

First Conference of the Bible 

Christians in 1819 and tons of other 

interesting stuff. Then it was off to Lake 

Chapel where Rev Samuel Keen had 

been commissioned to venture forth as a 

Missionary to the Colony of South 

Australia in the early 1850’s. It was all 

very special and as can be imagined the 

photos flowed freely around the 

significant headstones in the cemetery. 

This delightful couple Ted and Sheila 

would also play host to Rev Don 

Catford and later this year to Rev Neale 

Michael linked with the UC Synod in 

SA so we felt quite privileged and promised to write an article for their Church paper and 

to send an ‘Aussie” flag. 

 

Back in Cornwall I had been asked to address a Circuit Rally at Week St Mary Circuit on 

April 21. In 1831 this Circuit had an amazing 29 preaching places and according to 

historian Thomas Shaw this place rather than Shebbear, was the starting place of the Bible 

Christians. (although I suspect not many agreed with him) The Week St Mary Circuit had 

come into existence as a Bible Christian Circuit from the Shebbear District and in August 

1880 Samuel Thomas Thorn who succeeded William O’Brien as leader had come to 

Week St Mary as a probationer. Other Circuits at that time included Brentor, 

Kilkhampton and Ringsash. Chapels included Webworthy 1834, Maxworthy 1879, 

Canworthy, Salem, Rehobarth, Bethel 1892, Eden 1893, Trecollas 1875, Tresparrett 1871, 

Siloam, Bemacott 1880, Ebenezer 1844, Tremayna 1862, Zoar, Providence, Dimma. All 

of this was a delightful link with the past as the book I had written on the Bible Christians 

across the Wakefield Plains (“His Spirit Comes”) recalled the Missionary zeal of Samuel 

Keen and his untiring ministry in the New Colony of South Australia.  

 

From Devon we headed back to Hayle to immerse ourselves in the concerns of the 

Church in the 21st century. It had been a mixed adventure of beauty antiquity and warm 

hospitality. 

 

 

  


