
KERNOW PASTIES 
Tiddly cornish Oggies homemade for 

"onan hag oll" 

 

Pastry rolled out like a plate 
Piled with turmut, tates, and mate, 
Doubled up, and baked like fate; 

That's a Cornish pasty. 

 

The pasty originated in Cornwall where it was prepared by Cornish housewives and favoured 
in the miner's lunch bucket. Deep mining was the work of Cornish miners who brought their 
skills, sledges, drills and blasting powder from the mining pits of Cornwall to the prospering 
shafts of South Australia and later to the Victorian goldfields. Their families brought a way of 
life that included the pasty.  
 
The pastry-wrapped meal was wrapped into an airtight waterproof oilcloth package and 
placed in a small steel churn, which was then filled with hot tea. Down in the mines, the 
churns were placed next to the fires at the vent shafts that forced the air upward to circulate 
fresh air around the mine. These fires kept the churn and all its contents hot for mealtime or 
else it was heated on a shovel held over a candle.  
 
The Cornish were called “cousin Jack & Jenny’s” and spoke with a thick accent.  Pasties were 
made of “mayt” (meat), “turnits”, (turnips), “tatys” (potatoes) and “honyons” (onions). The 
distinctive crimped crust of the Cornish pasty was used to hold, so as to keep the toxic dirt of 
the mine off the goodness inside.   
 
Highly superstitious, a prudent miner would leave some of his “croust” or “crib” (lunch) to the 
“spirits” of the mine known as “Knackers”, “Tommy Knockers” or “Buccas”.  Properly treated 
they would help and warn the miner of danger, but once wronged they gave bad luck. There 
is an old story told of Tom Trevorrow who fell foul of the Buccas in just this way. While 
stopping to eat his fuggan (meat pasty), he heard the eerie singing;  
 

Tom Trevorrow Tom Trevorrow 
Leave some of thy fuggan for Bucca 

Or bad luck to thee to-morrow 
 

Foolishly, Tom ignored the warning and continued to eat every last scrap. He then heard the 
menacing tones of the Buccas; 
 

Tommy Trevorrow! Tommy Trevorrow! 
We'll send thee bad luck tomorrow 

Thou old curmudgeon to all thy fuggan 
and not leave a didjan for Bucca! 

 
It was said thereafter that Trevorrow was dogged with ill fortune, so much so that he had to 
leave mining and become a farmer. 
 

Despite such stories the Cornish have a saying that;  
 

"The devil is afraid to come to Cornwall, for fear of being baked into a pasty." 

 



Kernow bys vyken!   

Cornwall for Ever! 

KERNOW PASTIES 
Traditional cornish pasties 

homemade for "one and all" 

 

Pastry rolled out like a plate 
Piled with turmut, tates, and mate, 
Doubled up, and baked like fate; 

That's a Cornish pasty. 

 

In 1847 Thomas Curnow and family made their way to Australia with the hope of being able to 
make this proper (tiddly) pasty recipe.  
 
Curnow is the Anglicised spelling of Kernow; the name the Cornish (Kernowyon) give to their 
nation in their mammyeth (mother tounge). 
 
Since the final invasions of Sawsnek (Saxon) King Athelstan in the 900’s AD the Celtic 
Kernowyon have fought a battle to preserve their political, economic and cultural 
distinctiveness against Anglo-Saxon oppression. These have included the rebellions of 1497 
and 1549 where resistance to the imposition of the English language via the Anglican Church 
prayer book saw King Henry VIII & son Edward slaughter 10 per cent of the population. 
 
In 1847 huge wheat farms were owned by absentee English landlords and, like the Irish, the 
Cornish had been reduced to subsisting on coarse vegetables grown on unwanted scrubland. 
Cheaper overseas labour costs also led to a collapse of local deep metal mining on which 
Cornwall over-relied, providing the raw materials to fund the Anglo- colonial project. 
 
The potato blight of that year decimated Europe’s crops and locals were forced to watch as 
armed guards escorted grain shipments for export to London.  Pasties made from barley were 
eaten despite health notices saying “some prefer to feed it to their pigs!” Outraged, thousands 
of famished Cornish workers besieged towns in acts of civil disobedience and violent protest.  
It was here the pasty was celebrated as a political symbol; a large pole with an imitation pasty 
was held aloft alongside the international red flag. 
 
With few prospects at home, Thomas Curnow and thousands of other colonised Cornish were 
forced to become colonists to Australia, where they were inspired by a vision of economic and 
religious freedom and of proper pasties in a new land!  
 
Today in Cornwall the last tin mine, South Crofty recently closed. A reliance on tourism has 
created a economy where London driven, tourist gentrification has locked locals into a service 
industry underclass with the lowest wages in North West Europe. Kernewek language 
continues to go unrecognised and unfunded and calls to re-establish Senedh Kernow 
(Parliament) and the University destroyed by Henry VIII remain unheeded. 
 
Today in Australia the Great, Great, Great grandchildren of Thomas Curnow make Cornish 
pasties from their home in Footscray and celebrate the connection of food, economics and 
culture.  Pasties remind us that ‘white,’ western monoculture is a myth based upon the 



exploitation of others and ultimately ourselves. Enjoying pasties can be a way to express 
solidarity with contemporary Cornish and with those in the many other parts of the world for 
whom the dynamics of 1847 Kernow remain a crippling daily reality.  
 

Because a tiddly oggie is so much better than a skint one! 
 

Kernow bys vyken!   

Cornwall for Ever! 
 


