
Calendar 45 : Two Years In Kernow 2003-2005 

 

Introduction:  

 

Beryl my wife, and myself would like to thank the Synod for the opportunity of being 

able to serve with you for the last two years here in Cornwall. . Special thanks to 

Chris Blake and colleques Bob Senior, Derek Balsdon and Terry Higgins.  

 

This opportunity is brief and has caused me to reflect deeply, so rather than ‘ad lib’ I 

have scripted my response.  

 

Two Years In Kernow 2003-2005 

 

I have seen the delights 

I have felt the pain 

I have witnessed the presence 

I’m heading home! 

 

I know why 4.1 million tourists come to Cornwall each year. I have seen your places 

of outstanding natural beauty. 

 

I have wandered those paths-- golden Highways of flowering gorse and blooming 

blackthorn. 

 

I have stood at Hell’s Mouth, held my breath and scanned your notorious coast. 

 

With thousands of visitors I have toured your created Eden -- that wonder paradise -- 

that unique blend of the sciences and the arts. 

 

I have eaten a medium size pasty made for a giant and felt its warm juices trickle over 

my fingers. 

 

I have learnt the language – ‘alright’, ‘drekly’, ‘proper job’ and the District Chairman 

has always been ‘andsome’. 

 

I have enjoyed the mystery, the romance, the tales about smuggling, the old foundries 

of Hayle, the aroma of ‘kipper houses’ at St Ives.  

 

I have negotiated roundabouts, tiny narrow streets and driveways to create a car now 

decorated with a patchwork of dents and scratches!! 

 

I have been deeply moved by stories of old miners, the lifeguard, and the recent 

fishermen who didn’t come home!! 

 

I have celebrated the sacred tasks of baptisms and weddings. I’ve buried a gentleman 

with the name Bill Bray and walked the aisle with another saint singing, ‘Now I 

belong to Jesus.’ 

 

In the Church I have found it strange to belong to an ‘ism.’ Methodism is a name. In 

the Church at home we gave up our name in 1977 to become the Uniting Church in 

Australia.  



 

I have celebrated your heritage and noted your love of method, tradition, and a 

reluctance to give things up. 

 

I have shared the frustration of Church Stewards struggling to cope, struggling to fill 

out Annual Schedules A & B.  

 

I have felt the pain of a church in decline – an extension of an Australian pain but 

more pronounced ---- -terminal. 

 

I have seen magnificent Chapels built to the glory of God for regular worshippers 

turned into cultural halls for art displays and choir concerts.  

 

I have known your grief of caring for churches in denial, forgotten by three or four 

generations so that the cultural gap is now well beyond bridging.  

 

I have seen parochial churches ignoring mission, ignoring the flood of wealthy 

inquisitive tourists, ignoring a ‘people centred industry’, which is still emerging.  

 

I have shared in the sadness of small churches struggling to keep the doors open, 

raising money for the ‘pipe organ,’ overwhelmed by ‘health and safety’ and building 

regulations. 

 

I have groaned inwardly when strangers request a ‘rite of passage’ that seems more 

secular than Christian, and like you I have complied, clinging to the ‘pastoral hope,’ 

that perhaps it will be a seed for the gospel. 

 

I have seen rural Cornwall yet to contend for the gospel alongside of the real issues of 

justice, poverty, race, gender and sexuality. 

 

Yet in all this I have witnessed the presence. 

 

I have witnessed the same spirit of Christ in your County so that with Paul we can 

say, ‘Although we are afflicted and perplexed, we are not crushed, driven to despair – 

We keep looking not at what is seen, but at what is unseen. 2 Cor. 4:8. 

 

I have witnessed the presence of Jesus in the Church and with you, I too want the 

Kingdom to come. 

 

I was impressed with five regional meetings called “Praying Together for Cornwall” 

and I know of the ‘Cornwall Prayer Initiative’ and of Youth proposing a Nation wide 

year of Prayer.  

 

I have met many faithful people with a deeper spirituality than I have found in 

Australia. 

 

I was moved by a letter from an 84 year old urging the churches to join him in door 

knocking for Christian aid.  

 

I have experienced Celtic Hospitality, found wonderful friends and a rich Christian 

grace in the Land of my forefathers. 



I will remember the intimacy of the Bible Christian Chapel at St Ives and the Small 

Group Bible Study at St Erth.  The joy of an Ascension Day voyage to the Scilly Isles 

to worship with 300 hundred Methodists.  

 

I have been inspired by ‘Shapes of the Future Church” at Cliff College, the vision and 

energy of ‘Easter People’ – a contemporary Methodist showcase. 

 

I have been encouraged by the ‘Cornwall Evangelism Team’, a bold imaginative 

creation, an expression of authentic church ---- having a go. 

 

I have seen a step of faith in an historic Covenant agreement bring a reserved start, but 

a clear step forward.  

 

In all of this I have known the presence of Jesus in my experience. 

I’ve been moved towards a more radical gospel that calls us beyond cultural 

boundaries and cherished institutions. 

 

Now I’m heading for home asking the Holy Spirit to rewrite and retrain my mind so 

that I can see and experience the joy of the Kingdom beyond the pain of things 

passing away. 

 

I’m heading home knowing the kingdom has already come, knowing that the ‘leader 

of the dance’ is already in our midst working his purpose out so that with the hymn 

writer we can sing, “The whole earth shall be filled with the glory of God.” 

 

I’m heading for home knowing that the fulfilment of the kingdom is guaranteed – 

sooner rather than later and that I am called to live in the vision of the Kingdom 

now, to cling less, to dream more-to celebrate Christ with passion.  

 

I am called to choose now and to allow that vision to fill the vacuum and gap in my 

life that has been there far too long as a result of dwelling on the past and of being 

concerned about the future.  

 

Meur ras (great grace towards you all)  

 

 

 

Rev Ted Curnow 

April 2005 


