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Here we are in Beech Lodge, one of 

six timber chalet type lodges on the 

Paynters dairy farm North Cornwall. 

We arrived last night to find the pre- 

heated lodge decorated with flowers 

and two boxes of smarties awaiting us. 

Joseph and Eva Paynter have been part 

of God’s amazing provision for us 

during our time here. We met these 

folk on a street corner in Kadina S.A, 

virtually on the eve of our departure 

from Australia. They have not ceased 

to shower us with friendship, 

hospitality and the delights of beautiful North Cornwall. Neil and Beatrice Curnow-

Plummer have been another part of the equation – they have encouraged and pushed 

us on “all things Cornish” adding a cultural insight to our Cornish experience. 

Last night it was cold enough to ‘freeze a brass monkey.’ The significance of 

overcoats, scarf, hat and gloves takes on a new meaning in this part of the world with 

frosty conditions where the air stings your cheeks and your nose goes numb. 

The PIRANNER (St Piran) FESTIVITIES span a ten day period and include piping 

the flag, pilgrimage, processions, concerts, the Perranporth Oratory, Gol Sen Piran, 

Annual dinners etc. 

 

We had arrived at the Bodmin Public rooms Mount Folly, for a Cornish concert. Paid 

£4 at the door and found a seat second row from the front. A St Piran flag was pinned 

centre stage and other small flags were blue-tacked onto the wall. –(not an over 

elaborate decoration) This was a country show and had that feel about it from the 

outset The older generation soon filled the 250 orange coloured seats that matched the 

stage and draped curtains. It was a large impressive hall with exposed cross beams 

and a crafted wooden propeller from a 1917 Vickers Vimy on the back wall. 

 

Raffle tickets were sold row by row. The Mayor of Bodmin weighed down with his 

gold chain of office sat opposite. 

Ray Shaddock, a radio personality 

they called the “Boy from Bude” 

and another Cornish Bard in suits 

and hunting tartan ties scanned a 

slip of paper discussing the 

programme.  

 

A hush fell across the audience as a 

gentleman fiddled with the stage 

mike. He welcomed the Grand Bard 

of Cornwall and invited the “Boy 

from Bude” to MC the evening. 
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The North Cornish dialect is different from the south and different again from the St 

Ives way of speaking so we needed to listen carefully. The MC leaned over the 

microphone to share a joke. The meaning of the word “Vitty” he said, “is excellent.” 

“A new Methodist Minister greeted people at the door as they left church, (I sunk 

down as far as I could in my orange chair) and one dear soul remarked, “Reverend it 

was a “VITTY” sermon.” He searched all the dictionaries for the meaning of the word 

“vitty.” In despair he enquired to its meaning. The response came.  – Oh you won’t 

find out its meaning because you need a “VITTY DICTIONARY”!!!  

 

The CAVELLIERS a folk group 

explained that they sang songs 

from all the Celtic fringes of 

Britain. Typical of the Cornish 

ethos where Chapels and 

Parishes are as common as 

breakfast food the leader said he 

had recently inherited a church 

organ that had fallen to pieces. 

Knowing the state of our Pipe 

Organ at St Ives I gave Beryl a 

nudge and grasped the arm rests 

of my seat wondering what was 

coming next.  Then 

unaccompanied, lifting his head and closing his eyes the young man launched into 

‘The Plough Boy’. Others with lap top accordion, piccolo and banjo soon joined in 

and the foot tapping got underway. 

 

A big red-cheeked lady followed with a solo. “Let the singing time begin, another cut 

of hay, plough, sow, reap, mow and bring the harvest in.” This was followed by more 

jokes and a funny poem. The Cornish like funny verse and often prefer the pure sound 

of an unaccompanied voice. Maggie was next. Her lungs must have been as big as her 

breasts because with perfect control and a large flashing smile she filled the hall with 

“Can’t stop loving that man.” 

 

We were instructed to remain in 

our seats during interval so that 

the caterers could pamper us with 

warm fruit punch, saffron buns 

and strawberries. I managed a 

photo of Beatrice and the MC, 

Ray. After interval to our surprise 

Ray promptly announced our 

Aussie presence and would you 

believe it he came up with another 

poem about a new Vicar!!! My 

blushing face turned ashen grey 

and Beryl disowned me. Half 

laughing and yet with a degree of disgust she said, “Why on earth did you speak to the 

man?” 
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The St Austell Youth Band with white 

shirts and red bow ties added real class to 

the evening. The Cornish have a proud 

tradition in Brass Bands so the MC made 

his point. “Doesn’t it do your heart good 

to see the young ones coming on!!” With 

a wave of his batten Kevin the conductor 

led his young musicians through the 

Aussie Rolf Harris number, “Two Little 

Boys and then “I did it my way.” 

 

 

Next day the cold morning gave way to the green fresh smells of the dairy bathed in 

sunlight. The two-story farmhouse and property was owned by the Duke of Bedford. 

It was built in 1871 and was leased as a tenant farm. Joseph’s grandfather and father 

worked the property and soon the eldest son Adam intends to marry and occupy the 

place.  

 

By 10.30 we were aboard the 1993 

Nissan SLX auto heading for 

Maxworthy, the local village church in 

the rural Week St Mary Circuit where 

the Paynter’s worship. The Circuit has 

ten small preaching places and Eva is 

Circuit Secretary and County 

President of Ladies Network. Joseph 

was finishing his morning milk chores 

and I suspect he had had many years 

of practice in getting the timing 

between the cows and the church 

down to a fine art. The narrow, road 

(for an Aussie) wound its way through the damp countryside. Much of Cornwall is 

hilly undulating country, but the lifeless, trim winter hedgerows obscured our view of 

the rolling green hills. The roadway was pretty with early wild daffodils and 

primroses and we soaked up the sun and the countryside, passing farm gates and 

roadside cottages along the way. 
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Maxworthy Methodist Church has nice large 

windows and is decorated with banners. Two 

framed posters from the 19th century depicting the 

broad and narrow way, the other tracing Pilgrims Progress hung on the wall of the 

hall. The congregation numbered about 30 with a nice sprinkling of children. Daniel, 

the Minister’s son unwrapped his piece of paper and said the offering prayer. I 

preached on Luke 6:17, the beautiful attitudes of the Beatitudes. 

 

After enjoying the morning we 

returned to the farm for a roast beef 

dinner with Cornish pudding, and a 

bowl of junket topped with crushed 

biscuit The service at Dimma, 

another Bible Christian Chapel built 

in 1897 started at 4.30. The baptism 

of Thomas William filled the Chapel 

with relatives, family and friends. 

Resident Minister Rev Danny 

Wheadon observed good liturgical 

practice by ensuring a flow of water 

over the forehead. I wasn’t sure that I did justice to the occasion as the baptism placed 

a bit of pressure on the presentation of the sermon. Anyway Beryl and myself sang the 

Benediction from Jude to finish the service with an Aussie touch.  

 

On the way back to the farm we disturbed a 

buzzard resting on the hedgerow. 

Displaying an impressive wingspan he 

looked us over as he glided up and away. I 

found a time to walk along a running creek 

before joining Joseph around an open fire to 

yarn and view a video of their ‘smashing’ 

Barbados holiday. I admired Joseph’s 

trophies, a tribute to his bowling skills. 

Skittles with a wooden ball is still played 

seriously here; it is another traditional game 

that has been played for generations.  
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On the Monday the sun persisted and 

the Paynter’s took us to a nice Lenten 

lunch organised by the Bude Circuit 

after which we strolled alongside the 

Bude canal and watched ducks walking 

and trying to swim on the frozen 

surface through the ice.  

 

We always enjoy a look at the animals 

on the farm and a play with Jake the 

farm dog who waits patiently at our 

Lodge door hoping someone will 

emerge. Six healthy calves with wet 

noses stood in their pens over beds 

of straw. Bulls do not bring much at 

market and there is no space to 

“winter them” (undercover) so they 

are not very special. Paynters grow 

33 acres of maize and cut their own 

grass for silage to produce 4 tons of 

milk from a herd of 90 cows every 

other day. 

 

Katie, their daughter lives in 

Plymouth and works in a Nursery 

while Ross the youngest son is a ‘techno guy’ with multiple practical skills. We 

enjoyed a meal with Ross at the 

“Countryman”,the local Inn with a 

thatched roof and checked out 

“Kilbroney,” an impressive country 

house he was renovating. We just 

had time to view some wedding 

photographs he had taken before 

heading back to St Ives via 

Newquay Airport where we picked 

up Lorinda returning from her 

month of holidays in Australia with 

friends and family. 

 

 

 

Another memorable encounter with 

the Paynters, the countryside and the 

ways of the Cornish.  

 

 

 

 


