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It was late on Thursday when our well travelled guests, Rev Lewis and Pat Kelsall 

arrived in their shiny new hire car.  Two funerals, an open-air service and a number of 

meetings had intruded into their planned six days with us.  Being an experienced man 

of the cloth and Pat a confident car navigator they have always seemed ready to take 

the initiative and fit into arrangements.   

 

We drove to the Lizard, 

Cadgwith, Lamorna and 

they visited St. 

Michael’s Mount.  

Perceptions of Cornwall 

were transformed from 

grey granite to a place 

of charm.  There were a 

few nervous moments 

with the hire car amid 

the narrow streets of St. 

Ives when a double-

decker bus broke down 

but Lewis managed by 

riding the footpath well.   

 

Beryl had booked our seats at the Minack open-air theatre near Porthcurnow and 

nothing would interfere with that long looked forward to appointment.  Lewis loves 

the finer things in life.  His gift of a copy crucifix said to have been used by St. 

Francis of Assisi now graces my study wall and we all wanted things to go well that 

evening. 

 

Go well they did!  Minack is a natural granite amphitheatre on the edge of sheer cliffs 

providing a 

birds eye view 

of the stage 

and English 

Channel.  No 

theatre could 

boast a more 

impressive 

backdrop.  It is 

similar in style 

to that of the 

ancient Greeks 

but with Celtic 

designs etched 

into some of 

the stonework.  

The gates 
 

 



opened at 6pm and after finding our seats and adjusting to the precarious position, 

high and left of the stage we enjoyed our picnic tea and the view. 

 

In the fading light, white surf washed over the rocks below as esky’s were unpacked 

and wine glasses clinked.  We counted the passing craft on the high sea and spotted 

bobbing cray-pot buoys. We munched on birthday cake and Lewis talked of 

preserving the moment.  Lorinda engaged with conversation with a gentleman from 

Paul and families spread rugs as the sun set.   

 

A guitarist and cello player made their entry and a priest staggered on stage with an 

armful of books.  Victor Hugo’s story based on Notre Dame de Paris was underway.  

The humour was clever, the story was sad and the uncontrollable passion of Frollo, 

the priest, for Esmeralda, an attractive gypsy street entertainer, was too persistent, 

unquenchable and intense.  Too close to the church’s current struggle and shame to be 

enjoyed by Lewis and myself, at least.   

 

The Falmouth based, 

Miracle Theatre Company, 

performed well.  A review 

appearing in the paper said 

of the players “Revelling in 

its merry mix of murder, 

movement and mime, of 

farce, pantomime and 

tragedy, of love, lust and 

laughter, they are all good.”  

It was a memorable kind of 

touching performance and one 

of those nights that will linger 

longer. 

 

 

  


