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NorCal Pasty Lunch -- a very good time! 
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  President Pete organized and MCed 
the event; Historian Gage McKinney 
announced the Kresen Kernow research 
project our donation will help fund; the 
colorful "Cornish, not English" cutlery 
roll-ups; the Chow Line (John Qualls, 
Deanna Hoffman, Eleanor Kenitzer, 
Ruth Dods and Kitty Quayle);  Jill Perry, 
ready to pounce on her pasty; new 
members Dean and Ruth Dods who 
drove all the way up from SoCal, with 
Jeannette Edwards' display of Queen 
Elizabeth  Commemorative China. Corn-
wall-born Pete made some heart-felt 
remarks about the Queen's passing.  
  Thanks to Jeannette for heating the 
pasties, and Kitty for Heva Cake and 
Apple Crisp with Vanilla Ice Cream. 



Kenderwi Kernewek  •  Kynyav (Autumn) 2022    3 

 

 

 

NorCal Pasty Lunch, cont'd. 
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Kitty Quayle and Eleanor Kenitzer 
peruse Kitty's photo album from her 
May 2022 trip to Cornwall. 
After lunch, we visited the Angels 
Museum for a guided tour of the 
Carriage House, which contains one 
of the largest collections of wagons 
and carriages in the country. Our 
docent regaled us with local tales and 
info on the various rigs. We saw a 
logging truck that was pulled by a 
team of oxen!    
Deanna Hoffman and Jeannette Ed-
wards check out the stagecoach; Pete 
and Doug Gamblin take a break; 
Deanna Hoffman, John Qualls, Ken 
Manly and Maureen McCormick 
absorb information. 
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C 
athy’s Cornish family sur-

names are Francis, Harris, 

Jewell, Lampshire, May 

and Merrifield from the St. 

Allen and St. Agnes area.  John Lamp-

shire wed Mary Francis in 1791 in St. 

Lawrence Parish, Bodmin, one of the 

oldest towns in Cornwall. The family 

immigrated in 1852. 

When asked when and how she be-

came interested in her family history 

she replied, “My paternal grand-

mother was from a Mormon family, 

and when I was a child, she was al-

ways telling us about the “family 

book.” Of course, I did not realize it 

was her non-Cornish Stephens line 

Kenderwi Kernellow (Cousin's Corner)  featuring  Cathy Lampshire  
 

by Kitty Quayle 

she was speaking about. When I got 

to be about 19 years old, I realized I 

would have to do the research on my 

grandfather’s Lampshire line. At the 

time we did not even know they 

were Cornish, from England yes, but 

knew nothing about Cornwall. So I 

started taking Adult Education Clas-

ses in genealogy.” 

Cathy feels that her ancestry is im-

portant in that it “helps to explain 

why ancestors were employed in 

certain professions, why they lived 

and moved where they did and per-

haps why I ended up where I live and 

what kind of person I have become.” 

As far as what tools has she found 
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This is the eleventh in a series of interviews to help us get to know our fellow Cousins’ stories.  Our sub-

ject for this issue is member Cathy Lampshire. She agreed to answer a series of questions about her fami-

ly history, a subject near and dear to us California Cornish Cousins.  

most helpful in her research, she 

replied “Many years ago, it was my 

local genealogy societies and the LDS 

(Mormon) Library that helped with 

my research the most. Now the Inter-

net has changed much of that, 

though I still attend local historical 

and genealogical society meetings. I 

enjoy the connections and the shar-

ing that takes place at these local 

societies. I even met a distant Lamp-

shire relative at one of the 

meetings!” 

LEFT Cathy's  great-great-grandfather, Henry 

F. Lampshire was born in Cornwall in 1823. He 

is pictured here with his son.   

RIGHT Edwin F. Lampshire, born in 1858 in 

Wisconsin, Is Cathy's great-grandfather. 
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St. Allen 

closed since October 2021 due to the 

pandemic. I was given a pedigree by 

another Lampshire who created it 

from journals and records said to 

have come from the library re-

sources. If it is correct, the Lamp-

shires came to Cornwall through 

France as Lampier. And before that 

from the Netherlands and Belgium in 

the 1400-1600s where they were de 

Lampeer.” 

In answer to the question of a partic-

ular ancestor she relates to or partic-

ularly admires, she wrote, “I almost 

Answering the question of has she 

been to Cornwall, she answered, “I 

did visit Cornwall once, but at the 

time I did not know the Lampshires 

were from there. My trip was when I 

was in college, and I backpacked 

through the British Isles staying in 

youth hostels. Out of all the places I 

visited on that trip, Cornwall was my 

favorite (besides the Cotwolds). I 

often look back on that time and 

wonder if somehow deep down in-

side something called to me?” 

Any of the dreaded Brick Walls?  “I 

would not call it a brick wall, but I am 

currently waiting for the Huguenot 

Society Library in London to verify 

the Lampshire line through their rec-

ords. Unfortunately, they have been 

St. Allen Church, near St. Agnes.  

-- Kitty Quayle 

hesitate to answer as the one person 

I might wish to meet or admire could 

possibly turnout to be the exact op-

posite of what I imagine. It is almost 

impossible to put ourselves in an-

other’s place and time. I would prob-

ably prefer to be a fly on the wall 

that watches and listens in on all my 

ancestors!” 

And finally, what would she like to 

ask her ancestors, if she were able?  

“Was emigrating worth it?” I think I 

can guess the answer as emigrating 

cannot have been an easy decision to 

make back then as it is not an easy 

one to make now.” 
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that splits are the tradition with 

cream teas, but split or scone, it’s 

just the vehicle for getting the jam 

and cream into one’s mouth, isn’t it 

really? 

The kitchen in our rented cottage had 

an Aga, a type of range not used over 

here, but widely used in the UK. I 

have been wanting to learn how to 

use one for quite a while, with its 3 

or 4 ovens and covered, heated 

plates on top, rather than burners. 

Since Laurie had been kind enough to 

share her recipe [next page], I 

thought I really should mix up a batch 

and try my hand at baking in the Aga, 

thing of beauty that it was. Easy 

peasy and oh my, those scones are 

tasty. Nothing like a proper Cornish 

cream tea for breakfast!                               

            -- Kitty Quayle 

A Proper Cornish Cream Tea 

T he stunning lapis sweeps of 

bluebells gracing the gar-

dens at Enys near Penryn are 

legendary. They stretch as 

far as the eye can see through the 

meadows and woodlands of this 12th 

century estate. Their rich and heady 

fragrance fills the sweet Cornish air, 

while whiffs of the fresh, grassy pun-

gency of wild garlic lends a savory 

contrast to the sweet perfume of the 

billions of bluebells. 

It was here that Rosemary (CCC 

Newsletter Editor), our brother Ken 

and I had arranged to meet up with 

our Lory family fourth cousin, Laurie 

Burley (of Recipes from a Cornish 

Kitchen fame) in early May of this 

year. The bluebells were at their ab-

solute height of bloom, the day was 

clear, and we wandered the pathways 

in dazzled wonder, leisurely exploring 

the gardens, both cultivated and wild. 

In due course, Laurie discovered that 

Ken, who was enjoying his first ever 

visit to the homeland, had never tast-

ed Cornish clotted cream. Taken 

aback, she instantly set about rectify-

ing Ken’s deprivation by inviting us to 

follow her to her nearby home for a 

proper cream tea. She had scones in 

the freezer, she explained, and always 

 

kept them on hand, as you do. 

Steaming cuppas, a large tub of Rod-

da’s finest, luscious pots of both 

strawberry and cherry homemade 

jams, and her scones: as light as a 

cloud and as tender as a kiss. I know 
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Make a well in the flour and add the 
liquids. Bring together with a knife 
and lightly knead until smooth, prob-
ably about 30 seconds. On a floured 
surface, lightly roll out to about an 
inch thick and cut out your rounds 
with a cutter and place them on a 
baking sheet. No need to grease. 
 
Bake for about 15 mins. Cool on a 
rack and then enjoy!  Oh my!  
 
Note: the making of these scones 
took -- literally -- about 4 mins, may-
be even a tad less. That’s hot scones, 
out of the oven, in less than 20 mins. 
With no phaffing rubbing in!! 
 
Enjoy this special recipe and don’t 
forget to put JAM FIRST!!!!!! 

3 Ingredients Easy Scones 

     With added jam and Rodda’s 
clotted cream of course! This is a 
recipe from my cousin Jan, who lives 
in Melbourne. This recipe is from the 
Country Women’s Association, which 
is a bit like our WI. These amazing 
scones are super light, so tasty and 
incredibly easy. I can honestly tell 
you I will never make the rubbing in, 

traditional method of scones again. 
These are absolutely the business!! 
But they do need to be eaten on the 
day they are made. But can be frozen 
immediately they are cold, then 
popped into a microwave for a “just 
baked” result. Do NOT use diet lem-
onade. I made 10 large round scones 
and used a 2½ inch cutter. 
Pre heat your oven to 400oF. 
 
In a Mixing bowl, place: 
 
3 cups of Self Raising Flour [make 
your own SR flour: per cup of All-
Purpose flour, add 1 ½ tsp. baking 
powder and ¼ tsp. salt] 
1 cup of double cream 
1 cup of fizzy lemonade [7-Up would 
work also] 
 

 

 
 Recipes from a Cornish Kitchen 
   Cornish recipes, ancient and modern. Practical, simple baking and cookery.  
   All recipes in use, tried and tested! 

   No-frills photos, taken on my basic Canon PowerShot, in my own kitchen. 

by Laurie Burley, recipesfromacornishkitchen.blogspot.com 

     In the Spring KK newsletter, I included a cartoon-

style poster about pasty making. Former CCC President 

Jan Davis liked the poster and wanted to frame it for 

her kitchen. I emailed the image to her although I was-

n't sure how well it would enlarge. 

     I knew that the poster's creator, artist Harry 

McConville, lives in Bude on Cornwall's north coast. 

When my sister Kitty Quayle and I were in Cornwall 

this past May, our first stop when visiting Bude was 

the Tourist Information Center. There in the gift shop 

was the poster, printed on a tea towel!  

     I promptly bought one and mailed it to Jan. She was 

tickled to receive it and plans to frame it soon. 
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That Pasty Poster  
             Rosemary Gamblin, Newsletter Editor 
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Y ou Cornishmen think a great 
deal of your county,” said 
my old friend Mr. Smith, as 
we talked of many circuits 
and many matters. 

“Little wonder that we do – where is 
there one to match it?” was my mod-
est reply. 

“Well, for some things I confess you 
do carry the palm – for hills, for past-
ies, for pilchards, and last but not 
least, for ghosts!” 

Then the company around the supper 
table pricked up their ears. Old Mr. 
Smith, the supernumerary minister, 
was a treasure of odd tales and 
strange memories and wonderful ex-
periences in the early days of Meth-
odism. 

“Ghosts!” cried everybody. 

“Oh, how charming!” said a young 
lady, turning very pale. “Do tell us 
about them, dear Mr. Smith” – and a 
chorus of plaintive voices echoed the 
emphasized do. 

“Pack o’ stuff and nonsense,” ob-
served our host. 

“But, Sir, there is much to be said in 
support of the fact of such supernatu-
ral apparitions. Philosophy should not 
scorn, Sir, but calmly investigate,” 
replied our sententious superinten-
dent. 

“Humbug,” said the host’s son, trying 
to imitate the gruff voice of his father, 
and looking up for his approval. 

“Well, I saw one once,” Mr. Smith 
remarked gravely, “and I never wish 
to see another.” 

The company settled down at once, 
all eager to hear it. 

Mr. Smith pulled up his shirt collars, 
stroked the short fringe of white 
whisker tenderly, took hold of his 
chin with the forefinger and thumb, 
set it on the edge of the many-folded 
kerchief, and then began very much 
as if he were preaching a sermon. 

It was in the year of our Lord one 

thousand eight hundred and thirty-
two, in the fall of the year. I was trav-
elling in Bramblecombe Circuit, and 
was there as junior preacher, or as it 
is flippantly termed to-day, the young 
man. I had been preaching one even-
ing at a little village chapel, and start-
ed to walk home the ten dreary miles 
that lay between me and the circuit 
town in which I resided, It was very 
dark and raining heavily. My way lay 
over Worsedon Moor, one of the 
loneliest, bleakest, and most desolate 
places under the sun – that is if the 

sun ever does shine on Worsedon 
Moor. It was always mist, or rain, or 
pitchy dark when I passed it. 

“That lovely Cornish climate!” said 
my host, slily winking at me. 

I had gone on for two or three miles 
when I began to be in doubt as to my 
road. I had surely gone wrong. Yet 
there was no house anywhere near. I 
must keep on in the hope of getting to 
a cottage somewhere. By this time I 
was wet through, and shivering with 
the cold. And there was the horrible 
possibility of my wandering abut all 
night, unless indeed I should perish of 
cold before morning, which seemed 
not unlikely. However, I pushed on, 
splashing through puddles and plung-
ing step after step into inches of mud, 
when suddenly I saw a light. It was 
shining from a cottage window. I 
thanked heaven devoutly, and has-
tened onward. Here I should get di-
rections – perhaps shelter for the 
night. 

I knocked at the door, and immediate-
ly I heard some one moving within. 
The shadows of the window swept 
round as the candle was moved, and 
then, holding up the flickering light 
and looking out into the darkness, an 
old woman asked, “Who ez it?” 

“If you please ma’am,” said I, ‘will 
you kindly let me come in for a few 
minutes – I have lost my way, and 
began to fear that I should be wander-
ing about here all night.” 

The old woman held up the light so as 
to let it fall full on my face, and 
looked at me out over her heavy spec-
tacles. “Why, bless me – tes – no, it 
cant be nayther – but theare, ‘tes too, 
I do belave. Why you’m the new 
praicher, baint’ee my dear? Why I’m 

 

A Cornish Ghost Story by  Guy Mark Pearce 

Editor's Note: I came across this 1883 volume Cornish Stories among my mother's belongings.  Con-

sulting The Oracle (Google), I found a Wikipedia article that states the author was born in Cam-

borne in 1842, was a Wesleyan minister and published over forty books and as many booklets and 

tracts. He worked for the West London Methodist Mission, and traveled extensively publicizing its 

aims and achievements and raising money to support its work. After he retired from the mission in 

1903, he continued to preach, lecture and write. In 1930, he was made a bard of the Gorseth Ker-

now at Carn Brea, taking the name Pyscajor a Dus (Fisher of Men). The following story is one of sev-

eral in the book. 
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wan o’ your people, ye knaw. Come 
in, do’ee come in. What be ‘ee doin 
out ‘ee ‘en, this time o’ night? An’ 
like a drownded rat, too! Come en, 
come en, do’ee. I’m fine an’ glad for 
to see ‘ee, though there – iss fay, you 
be so wet as a shag, you be.” 

In a moment or two more I 
was seated in the great fire-
place, while a single puff of 
the bellows sent the blaze of 
the furze leaping and roaring 
up the chimney as if it bid me 
a hundred thousand wel-
comes. Then, to cure any 
mischief within, there came 
very quickly a smoking bowl 
of broth, and soon I was all 
aglow with warmth. I could 
not but think of the contrast – 
inside the cottage all was 
snug and warm and comforta-
ble; and outside I could hear 
the rain beating on the win-
dow, and the furious gusts 
roared and thundered and 
howled as if angry that I had 
escaped. I knew that the good 
people with whom I lived 
would readily suppose that I 
had sought shelter for the 
night, and not trouble about 
my absence. So I congratulat-
ed myself that I could at least 
lie down on the hearth, and 
get warmth and rest if not 
sleep. 

“Well, this is very fortunate 
that I should find myself in 
such comfortable quarters,” and I set 
down the basin on the long kitchen 
table. “It is very different from what I 
had anticipated.” 

“Aw, my dear life, why I be fine an’ 
glad you comed – iss fay. Why I 
wouldn’ ha’ had ‘ee trapezin’ about 
‘pon the downs this ‘ere time o’ 
night, not for nawthing. There, to 
think of it too, the pixies up to all 
sorts o’ mischief, a-leadin’ anybody 
out o’ the way, an’ a-drawin’ ‘um off 
to Deadman’s Bog! And weth a spe-
cial spite agen parsons, too, as I’ve 
heerd folks say.” 

Of course, in my own mind I ridi-
culed the idea of pixies and all their 

tribe; but as there was nothing to be 
gained by opposing her harmless be-
lief I turned the topic of conversation. 

“Well, it certainly is very providential 
that I should find myself in such com-
fortable quarters – and with one of 

our own people too.” 

“A member goin’ on for this fifty-five 
year, Sir, and ha’nt missed a quarterly 
ticket all that time. They’m in that 
basin up ‘pon top o’ the dresser – iss; 
an’ I kept the poor dear man’s ‘long 
with ‘em, Sir, till he died – ‘tis sev-
enteer year agone come next Michel-
mas.” 

“And what became of them then?” I 
asked. 

“Why, they was buried ‘long with un, 
o’ course, Sir. Not that there’s any 
virtue like in it, Sir; but he didn’t like 
for to think o’ their bein’ all left ly-
ing’ about, and burnt perhaps, so I 
pasted ‘em ‘pon a sheet o’ newspaper, 

and they was buried long wit him 
over to Penrudduck Church town. I 
belaive he wouldn’ ha’ rested so com-
fortable in his grave ef I hadn’t a-
done it.” 

“Well,” I said, abruptly coming to the 
point which I had been trying 
to reach for some time, “can 
you give me a bed?” 

The old lady looked up from 
the long black worsted stock-
ing which she was knitting, 
and laid it solemnly on her lap. 
She looked cautiously round 
over her shoulder as if some-
one were standing in the steep 
staircase that led to the sleep-
ing apartments. Then in a tone 
partly of awe and partly of 
confidence, she whispered 
hoarsely, “A bed! Aw, my 
dear, doan’t ee knaw about it, 
then? Have’n ‘ee heerd tell of 
ut? Why, ‘t ‘es knawed all over 
the county I do reckon, that 
Betsy Pengelley’s house ez a-
haunted. An’ weth a special 
spite agen parsons too, as I’ve 
a-heerd folks say.” 

“Nonsense – nonsense, my 
good woman,” I said, in my 
bravest and cheeriest tone. 
“We must not believe all the 
silly stories we hear. Come 
now, have you a spare bed in 
the house?” 

“Aw, no, my dear minister, tes 
no good for you to talk – not a 

ha’porth o’ good. Spare bed? iss; and 
that’s the very bed, and that theere es 
the very room where they do walk to. 
No, I wudn’ put ‘ee en theere not for 
nawthing. Why there would’n be a 
hinch of ‘ee left in the mornin’ – not 
enough for a crowner’s inquest to sit 
‘pon!” 

I certainly did wish that I was at 
home; but I was not nervous – not in 
the least. Still I felt – 

“Creepy like,” put in our host. 

No, not that – but an indefinable sort 
of a wish that I had not reached that 
particular house. But I did not show it 
in the least. “What is the nature of the 

 

A Cornish Ghost Story, cont'd. 
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I looked up, and found that the fire 
was still burning with a dull red glare, 
so that I could faintly see from be-
tween the bed curtains. 

There certainly was something! 

Something white, too! 

It moved noiselessly towards the fire-
place – so that I could look down 
over the foot of the bed and distinctly 
trace the white outline. 

I was really frightened – horribly 
frightened. The noise I had heard in 
my sleep, and now this frightful pres-
ence standing there with uplifted 
hands, as if muttering spells and 
weaving charms there before the fire! 

The cold perspiration dropped from 
my forehead. My jaw fell, and I was 
paralysed with fright. 

My terror became an agony, as the 
figure turned from the fire and noise-
lessly glided to the foot of the bed. 
Then the clothes were lifted, and I 
was conscious that a cold clammy 
skeleton hand moved over the bed. 

Presently it touched my toe. 

“Oh!” I screamed. 

Then came a voice. 

“Wake be ‘ee then, my dear minister? 
Why, I thought your feet might be 
cowld, so I brought in a petticoat for 
to wrap ‘em up in, an’ kep ‘em warm. 
I was afreard the creakin’ old hinge 
would disturb ‘ee, too. I’ll grease ‘un 
if I’m spared till to-morrow. Good 
night to ‘ee, Sir, I hope you woant see 
nawthing.” 

As she disappeared I heard her mut-
tering to herself “An’ weth a special 
spite agen parsons too, as I’ve heerd 
folks say.” 

There – that was the only ghost I ever 
saw, but I never want to see another. 

apparition then?” I asked, in the same 
unconcerned tone. 

“I don’t knaw what the nature of ‘em 
ez, Sir; but they be uncommon ghast-
ly trade – what I do call, Sir, uncom-
mon ghastly.” 

Argument evidently would avail 
nothing, so I rose for action. “Come 
now, my good woman, show me this 
room.” 

Again she looked with frightened 
eyes at the staircase, and taking the 
needle from which she had worked 
off the stitches, she pointed it at me 
by way of emphasis, and went on, in 
her hoarse whisper – 

“’Tis seventeen year ago, sence the 
poor dear man died. Well, my little 
granddaughter comed down an slep in 
that theere room, an’ she heerd them 
theere hawful sounds and seed them 
theere hawful sights, as frightened the 
little maid into fits, an’ she had ‘em 
dreadful tell she were growed up to a 
woman. Aw, no my dear, no chull, 
you shan’t go en theere t’all.” And 
plunging the needle into the stocking 
she hurried away at it again, nodding 
her head and muttering to herself, 
“No, not for worlds he shan’t. An’ 
weth a special spite agen parsons, as 
I’ve heerd folks say.” 

The only chance of success lay in my 
quiet determination. “Come now, you 
have quite roused my curiosity. At 
least let me look at this wonderful 
room.” And I took up the candle. 

Still muttering that I should only look 
in, she let me up the creaking stairs. 
The big lock and the bars that fas-
tened it were thrown back, then push-
ing her forefinger through a round 
hold in the door she lifted the latch, 
and there we stood in the haunted 
chamber. It looked innocent enough. 
A large, heavy curtained bed seemed 
to fill it, but as we moved on with the 
dim light I found that the apartment 
was long, and that directly opposite 
the foot of the bed there was a large 
fireplace, and above it a tall mantel-
piece with grotesque carving, and 
crowned by large, hideous china 
‘ornaments,’ as they used to be called 
with cruel satire. 

The sticks and furze were laid ready 
for lighting, so stooping down with 
the candle I said, “You won’t mind 
my lighting it, will you”” And before 
an answer came the flames were 
crackling, and shadows danced mys-
teriously over the bed and on the 
walls. “Now I have one favour more,” 
I said – “Will you air the sheets for a 
little while here, before the fire? I 
dare say I can set them right when I 
come up again.” And thinking that I 
had carried my point I made for the 
door. Snatching at the candle the old 
lady followed me hastily and gasped,  

“Aw, you gived me such a turn, Sir, 
leavin’ me theere all alone – I always 
have a neighbour  woman en, Sir, for 
to make un up!” 

“Oh, if that’s it I’ll help you,” I said, 
hastening back and working energeti-
cally, thankful to have made matters 
right thus far. 

Then as we sat by the fire below, a 
chapter from the Testament, a happy 
talk about it, and a few words of pray-
er closed the evening there and I rose 
to retire. 

“Aw, I wish you wudden – I do sure 
‘nough. You’ll see something’ dread-
ful, I do knaw you will – for sure and 
certain.” 

“Good night,” I said cheerily, shaking 
hands with the old woman. “I shall 
soon be asleep, and must hope for 
pleasant dreams.” As I came up the 
creaking stairs I heard her muttering, 
“An’ weth a special spite agen par-
sons, too, as I’ve heerd folks say.” 

The candle was out; and I was in bed. 
I did not like it much, I confess. The 
wind howled dismally in the chim-
ney. The flickering flames send danc-
ing shadows all over the room. The 
floor creaked in a most unaccountable 
manner. The place smelt all strange 
and ghostly-like, and I wished with 
all my heart that I was at home. But I 
was very wearied, and soon in spite 
of all my misgivings I was fast 
asleep. How long I slept I can’t tell – 
certainly not long when I was awoke 
by a most hideous and unearthly 
screech. 

A Cornish Ghost Story, cont'd. 



Kenderwi Kernewek  •  Kynyav (Autumn) 2022    11 

 

 

 

 Membership Roster  
Available 

To get a copy of the curent roster:  

• email Membership Chair  
Yvonne Bowers at 
yvonnebowers@mac.com  

OR for a printed copy 

• mail a SASE to  
Rosemary Gamblin 
23 Maxwell St., Lodi 95240 

Welcome, New Member! 

Vanessa Fountain 

555 W. Baristo Rd. #16 

Palm Springs, CA 92262 

Phone: 951.254.4545 

Email vrs@gold2ivory.com 

Surnames: Lutey (St. Just / Madron) 

Prowse (St. Buryan) 

Vanessa learned about the CCC from the Manager of 

the Star Inn, St. Just (amazingly enough). 

Newsletter Submissions are ALWAYS Welcome 

Deadlines 

Winter - January 1    

Spring - April 1 

Summer - July 1 

Autumn - October 1 

Send to Rosemary Gamblin 

rgamblin@alpha-ent.net 

or 

23 Maxwell St., Lodi 95240 

Cornish Language Classes 

Exeter University offers a range of online Cornish lan-

guage courses including Beginner and Post-Beginner lev-

els plus Phonetics and Phonology of present-day Cornish. 

Classes start from October 2022. 

Registration is via https://humanities.exeter.ac.uk/flc/

evening/languages. 

Information from Astrid Hermes FHEA  

Telephone 01392 72 2192 

Email: A.Hermes@exeter.ac.uk 

from Southwest Wisconsin Cornish Society newsletter. 

from the  

All New Mammoth 

CORNWALL QUIZ BOOK 

by Margaret Caine & Alan Gorton 

(These questions are rated "Easy" in the book.) 

1. Where is Cornwall's largest ancient earthwork? 

2. "By Tre, Pol and Pen, shall ye know Cornishmen."  
But what is a tre, a pol and a pen? 

3. How many parishes are there in Cornwall, and which is the 
most southerly? 

Answers 

1. The Bulwark, a 2000-foot bank and ditch on Dodman Point. 

2. These words are from the Cornish language. Though applied 
in this saying to syllables within peoples' names, a tre is a 
human settlement or even a small village, a pol is a pool and 
a pen is a headland. 

3. There are  207 parishes, with Landeednack, on the Lizard, 
the most southerly on the British mainland. 
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 Jam first. 

The California Cornish Cousins       2022 - 2023 Officers 
 

 

• President, Pete Edwards peteedwards1939@gmail.com  

• Past President, Kitty Quayle  celtickitty@sbcglobal.net 

• Historian, Gage McKinney gagemckinney@sbcglobal.net 

• Secretary, Robyn Houts  scfalpacas04@yahoo.com 

• Treasurer & Membership, Yvonne Bowers  treasurer@califcornishcousins.org   

• Newsletter Editor, Rosemary Gamblin  rgamblin@alpha-ent.net 

• Webmanager, Yvonne Bowers  webmanager@califcornishcousins.org 

 

 Membership in the California Cornish Cousins runs from May 1 to April 30 (of the following year).   

Annual dues are US$25.00. Mail dues to 392 E. Napa St., Sonoma, CA 95476. 

 Kenderwi Kernewek is published quarterly for members of The California Cornish Cousins.   

When reprinting articles, please credit “Kenderwi Kernewek, Newsletter of The California Cornish Cousins.”    

 Website: http:/www.califcornishcousins.org. 

 

The California Cornish Cousins 
c/o Rosemary Gamblin, Newsletter Editor 

23 Maxwell Street, Lodi CA 95240 

Address Correction Requested 


