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I had talked of walking the coastal path with Lorinda for some months but we had 

never quite made it so as soon as our visitors agreed with my rather tentative 

suggestion I knew I was under obligation to go for it. 

 

 Zennor is famous for a mermaid-

carving cut in one of the benches in 

its 15-century church. Writer D.H 

Lawrence had also lived in a cottage 

there near the cliff top. You could 

take the shorter route through the 

fields from farm to farm or the much 

longer narrow track hugging the cliff 

face of the rugged coast. Ian, Pam 

(visitors from Australia), Ainslie 

Brown and myself set off at 8:30am. 

At the top of our street, (Bedford 

Rd), a narrow, almost vertical road on the right takes you into the heavens over 

Windsor Hill. It is so steep it has a sign “Not recommended for vehicles”. As I puffed 

up this first little challenge I consoled myself with the thought of how well my 

pastoral visiting (mostly done by walking) around the hills of St Ives had prepared me 

for this push along the coast. Then 

down the steep hill past Barnoon 

Cemetery with its tiny unused chapels 

and on to Porthmeor. With the blue 

Atlantic before us and with Tate 

Gallery on the right we passed the 

modest bowling green and followed 

the track around Burthallon Cliff. 

 

 It was a mild over cast day with a 

soft breeze and my backpack with 

water, apple and scarf should it 

become windy sat well. We soon left 

St Ives with its sandy beach behind to find ourselves on a narrow, well-worn track. On 

our right we looked down on to jaggered rocks that seemed to change colour and 

shape with every few steps. A flat table of black rocks washed with breaking waves, 

then a granite outcrop covered with lichen, and tentacles of green ivy. To our left a 

hedgerow fence line and later the remaining rise of the cliff face. Spring is a 

wonderful time for walking and not only did we have a changing coastline to enjoy 

but the further we walked the more the wild flowers demanded our attention.  

 

The track turned into a boulevard of bluebells and mixed with yellow primrose, pink 

campion and wild violets, nature spread her awesome beauty before us. This was the 

Cornish coast at its very best. There were so many delights to photograph that I had to 

work at keeping up with the others although every 30 to 40 minutes we rested and re-

grouped.  

 

 

 



The path became quite rocky and 

strenuous. You needed to choose every 

step and this would become a key factor 

in our longer than anticipated ramble 

along the coast. Now and then the path 

crossed soggy patches of grass and mud 

as water, sometimes in very fine 

trickles, other times as strong streams 

flowed over the rocks into the ocean.  

 

After we had been walking an hour 

Ainslie pointed out that the white 

Godrevy Lighthouse was still on the horizon looking at us. We realised that hugging 

the coastal perimeter we were enjoying the sights but making little distance. 

Fortunately we all agreed that for the sake of the wild flower show alone it was all 

worth it. The yellow gorse was flowering and with white daisy and clumps of pink 

thrift spilling over the edge of the cliff it was impossible not to enjoy the morning 

trek.  

The further we went the more demanding the path seemed to become. We passed the 

skeleton of an old mine site on our left and we skirted around bay after bay. Then we 

climbed over granite and wooden stiles, 

pictured old stone fences, descended 

into valleys and then pushed hard to 

reclaim another hillside. Twittering 

birds, a little unusual to Aussie ears, 

cheered us on from the rocky clefts as if 

saying “Welcome to our rocky home 

land—you are the first we have seen 

today.” There were times when our path 

high above the ocean led us close to the 

edges, and I found it better to look 

ahead, than risk a look to the right where 

down, down, down the rocks and surging water met. 

 

Treveal Farm had erected a number of historical notices telling of shipwrecks and 

how a herd of cows had plunged to their death. It’s a beautiful but treacherous 

coastline indeed, and it was not difficult to imagine how over the years it had been 

fatal for coastal shipping. 

 

After walking for three hours 

it was time for a good 

stocktake. I had started well 

but was beginning to tire now. 

Ainslie was still recovering 

from a heavy cold and Pam 

had taken a light fall. From 

our survey map we identified 

Tregerthen farm not far from 

Zennor village but seeing it on 

the map was one thing-----

seeing it in reality was 

another!! 

  

 

 

 



We pushed on. “Would Zennor be around the next bend?”, Ainslie asked. I was 

secretly hoping it would be but no one dared to answer her question. Now pushing 

hard up every steep hill, every step counting, we finally made it to the top. No, Zennor 

wasn’t there. The view remained magnificent, an endless blue ocean, the sounds of 

crashing waves had followed us all the way and sea birds were still gliding on the 

breeze. We looked across another bay and in the distance the path that awaited us 

stretched out like a thin pencil line weaving between the gorse and then up another 

slope disappearing over another hill.  

 

We took a deep breath and Ian like 

Moses, showing great stamina, led 

the way to  the promised land. It 

was now 12:15 and as we came over 

the brow of the next hill there it was 

set back on the left, the top of 

Zennor church tower. With sighs of 

relief all around and surrounded by 

flowering gorse, we made phone 

contact with Beryl to pick us up. 

My thigh muscles were starting to 

tighten by now but the extra 

distance to Zennor’s “Tinner Arms” was manageable. 

Zennor is a small village surrounded by small fields and 

dairy farms tucked in a valley with a delightful folk 

museum. We wandered into the church and looked at the 

old bench end carving that recalled the legend of the 

Mermaid of Zennor. A 

beautiful young woman in a 

long dress (a mermaid) is 

said to have attended church 

and seduced Mathew 

Trewhella by taking him into 

the sea at Pendour Cove.  

 

As we sat on the church steps 

awaiting our retrieval a foggy 

seamist blew across the hills. We had made it before 

nature had decided on a change of mind. A sense of 

achievement filled the rest of that special day and the hot 

bath was nice too. 

 

 

 

 


