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We are still sorting out Bank accounts, computer, insurance etc and we do not start 

here until Monday 1 September, but the phone won’t stop ringing. 

 

The Doo’s from Penzance, Freda and Hedley from Mt Hawk near Truro have phoned 

and we have been in touch with Carol Beavis and Howard Curnow. 

 

A guy from Pen Pol Terrace phoned. 

He needed a visit from a Minister 

soon!!! Things had been moving in 

his house and he, his wife and son 

had been “spooked”. That night I 

learned that the guy living in the 

house was occupying the place in 

which Rick Rescorla was born. Rick 

Rescorla was one of the heros of the 

9/11 tragedy at the World Trade 

centre in New York. He was head of 

security for Morgan Stanley, a 

Banking house that occupied about 

20 floors in one of the two towers.  

 

Rick had been a friend of Howard Curnow’s brother in law, Terry Mungles, (husband 

of Florence Curnow). Rick had saved many lives, but died himself in the tragedy. The 

young Hayle man who contacted me was aware that he owned the house in which this 

guy Rick was born and was ready to align the disturbance he was experiencing to the 

deceased hero!!!!!!! In talking it through I discovered some other options that were 

more likely causes. His mother had been accidentally killed and was involved with ley 

lines, a questionable pagan interest in energy lines, not uncommon in these parts. I 

prayed in each room of the house and invited the young couple to invite Christ into 

their lives as Lord and to read their Bible. My predecessor said he had found the area 

was prone to this type of spiritual activity.  Needless to say I was not that impressed 

with this early introduction to mystical West Cornwall although I was aware of this 

background through my reading. 

 

Saturday 30 August.. 

 

We found our way to the tiny village of St Erth where on Tuesday we will share our 

first Bible Study with people we have not yet met. Winding narrow roads with tall 

hedgerows and foliage leave us travelling under a canopy of green for some miles. It 

is an amazing new world for us to have the sun blotted out by green foliage and trees. 

We park the car hard into one side of the road and walked a public path that wound 

through stubble paddock lined with ripe corn cobs.  We found Vicarage Gate, our 

venue for next Tuesday and drove on to Hellesveor Church, (pronounced Hellisvere) 

 



Where we would worship next day. From there we headed for our first excursion to St 

Ives. Mind blowing stuff.  Sandwich like houses stacked like cards and built around 

shops and the spires of churches. We followed our noses into a rare car park and 

descended  

down steep steps 

into the narrow 

streets parked with 

loitering tourists. 

We had never 

experienced 

anything quite like 

it.  Bourke Street, 

Kings Cross, 

Rundle Mall and 

even the Shambles 

of York paled into 

insignificance 

alongside of this 

walking mass of 

humanity enjoying 

School holidays.  

Little did we know that our Superintendent Minister, Rev Derek Balsdon would 

actually journey with us in our car down one of these crowded streets the next day. He 

lives “plum” in the middle of St Ives and amid its crowded antiquity. 

 

Beryl made a great purchase. A woollen Cornish Tartan Travel (Scottish Pringle) rug 

at a fraction of an “Aussie” price in a sale.  We purchased an “elephant” size pasty to 

fill our physical frame and finally reached a small beach dotted with fishing boats 

patiently awaiting the tide.  Beryl checked out a tiny patchwork shop she had heard 

about, and needless to say the pretty harbour scene kept the camera clicking. We had 

made a wonderful discovery that would demand our return time and time again. 

 

Sunday August 31st 

 

BBC Cornwall woke us on a sunny Sunday, announcing that Tuesday had been set for 

a world Balloon altitude record. The launch site --- a few miles off the coast of St 

Ives. Here we are, after a few days in Cornwall and now on the edge of an 

International World attempt and media extravaganza. The Circuit Treasurer had 

pointed out these plans a few days earlier . Two professional Balloon Pilots, Colin and 

Andy were planning to travel 25 miles up in a balloon as big as the Empire State 

Building and so large it would be visible from France.  Exciting stuff.  Sadly this 

drama never came to pass after three years of preparation. A leaking seam on the 

Balloon left it deflated and the attempt postponed for another 12 months!!!!!!! Drat!! 

 

The common screech of sea birds seeking breakfast was interrupted by the beautiful 

sound of peeling bells from the Phillack Church on the other side of the Bay. I paused 

and allowed the moment to impact me. Here was a Cornish country town maintaining 

the tradition of claiming the Lord’s Day with sounds of joy. The thing that makes this 

more interesting is that one of the bells in the Tower bears the initials JC. No, JC 

doesn’t stand for what you think it does. John Curnow 1697 –1780 had donated funds 

 



for the bells. He was arguably the richest Curnow who ever lived. In addition to 

owning large amounts of real estate in Penwith (Born well, married well)  He 

operated a successful trading business at Hayle. That business became one of the 

major foundation blocks on which the great “Cornish Company” was subsequently 

built. 

 

John Curnow’s daughter Elizabeth married Rev William Hocking 1737 –1813 who 

served Hayle as Vicar for 46years, (1763-1809) Even more amazing was that 

William’s male descendents held the pulpit at Hayle for 159 consecutive years!!!! 

Fascinating stuff. (Source: Bill Curnow USA). 

 

The Monday Window Culture clash. 

 

Due to the airline two suitcase limit we find our simple life-style chastens us 

everyday. I have three trousers, two belts and no shaving mirror. We have decided not 

to purchase very little item we miss lest we end up spending our income on items we 

only need for a few months. The being careful policy became a very personal issue 

when a window cleaner knocked at the door. The gentleman showed a good deal of 

interest in cleaning our windows every 3 weeks for ₤6, approx $15 Aussie. When 

Beryl suggested that we could manage the windows ourselves the man’s face dropped 

to his shoes and he explained he’d been cleaning our windows for 10 years. Needless 

to say Beryl felt great shame over entertaining the thought that the gentleman’s 

relationship with our glass windows may need modifying.!!! (Our Superintendent 

informed us afterwards that most people in towns by the sea have window cleaners 

and that the price he suggested was reasonable.) 

 

Tuesday 2 September 

 

Radio Cornwall said it was on this day in 1611 that the Great Fire of London started.  

Well this says it all in a nutshell!! Everyday life here seems to be a thin veneer, an 

overlay covering a rich heritage that either inspires a sort of depth and substance that 

is hard to find in Australia or  it confronts us with a suffocating baggage, a paracystic  

pre-occupation with the past that seriously distorts people’s perception of the real 

world. 

 

Within two miles of St Ives this Methodist Circuit currently maintains 7 Chapels, 

beautiful historic buildings with a handful of people in each all proudly hanging on 

with a Cornish stubbornness and resolve that defies reason. One church operates as an 

independent Circuit within our Circuit!! refuses to allow women to preach and women 

bring hats in plastic bags that they “don” for the act of worship!!!!!!!!  Unbelievable. 

 

Last night we attended the District Commissioning of the Cornish Evangelism Team 

at Redruth Methodist Church.  Here we encountered a blatant, refreshing contrast to 

the depressing pre-occupation of what I have just described.  The print style of the 

Order of Worship with it’s traditional hymns and awesome venue could have been 

deceptive. The Wesleyan Chapel was built in 1828, very large stained glass windows, 

beautiful 19th century pews and furnishings, a large wrap around balcony with 

matching pipe organ in the gallery, similar but much more elaborate than the Moonta 

Mines church. 

 



A beautiful carved central pulpit towered over us actually requiring us to tilt our heads 

and look upwards. The commissioning was a mixture of fun, fast moving hymns and 

songs with a band. We were urged to allow the Queen to see daylight by taking her 

out of our pockets for the offering!!. Platform leaders cracked jokes, and there was 

spontaneous laughter. A questionable ventriloquist added to the scene 

 

As I listened to an appeal to save the Duchy of Cornwall complete with Scripture 

quotes described as God’s inspired Word I recognised the style as a glimpse of the old 

Cornish Fire.  A dressed clown read the Bible Reading and there was liturgical dance. 

A spontaneous exorcism and interpretation occurred as a Team of 48 evangelists were 

anointed. Communion was an intimate affair with a trio singing quietly in the 

background unaccompanied. 

 

The Chairman of the District urged the Church on with five points from the passage 

from Acts that was interspersed with a few ringing Amens. I had read of Billy Bray, 

the humour and passion of a raucous spirituality and here it was.   

 

I found myself deeply moved by this sort of unbridled joy and confronting gospel. I 

found myself asking where I could find this expression of the gospel in our own 

culture. Where was there a Presbytery in the Uniting Church ready to anoint 48 

evangelists.   

 

Cornwall seems to be an ancient land of contrasts with a fire for the gospel that still 

burns bright in some. 

 

Warmest greetings  

Ted and Beryl 

 


