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SURVIVING THE WINTER
What trials have been faced at Trelay these past winter months.
The weather has been quite a hurdle to cope with - and Trelay has
had the same deluges of rain, snow, wind and cold as elsewhere.

Nasty germs have been laying some people here low, some longer
than others. Living in what amounts to holiday cottages in the midst
of these conditions has not helped improve morale.

Perhaps the biggest impact has been Jonathon’s departure and
then Ben’s decision to leave. They are/will be sorely missed.

But life goes on - the sun is out at last, warming our bones,
freshening our homes and teasing the grass out of the ground.
The bees are flying, ducks procreating, visitors arriving and the
mud slowly disappearing.

One word of advice, though - don’t buy thermal leggings from Lidl!
by Heather
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Here we come!
Hopefully I’m not tempting fate by writing
that by the time this newsletter is out, we
(Mel, Bronwen and me – Jenny) will be
resident at Trelay. It’s not quite happened
as planned, but it’s happening!

We first visited in early August last year. I
had looked at a lot of communities on the
Internet, but Trelay stuck out a mile as
being what we were looking for as a family.
We camped, it rained, it rained some more
but despite that we liked what we saw. We were impressed with what had been achieved in a relatively
short time and most importantly felt we wanted to get to know people better. I think we already knew
that we wanted to be part of what was happening. Our second visit was booked for the August bank
Holiday and we were soon Stage 1 members. Some might think that this all happened very quickly, but
we’ve done a few different things in our time and I think that sometimes you just know that something
feels right.

Our master plan was to sell our boat, (which is home), have a six-week trip to Australia to visit my
brother, his family and some friends, then move to Trelay, taking a year out of paid employment to work
in the community. Unfortunately it’s not the best time to be selling anything at the moment, so we
resigned ourselves to being patient. What wasn’t part of the plan was the job, but I saw something
advertised that I felt I couldn’t not apply for, so I had an extra trip to Cornwall in January. The problem
was . . . if they offered me a job we were not exactly in a position to move because it wouldn’t pay
enough for us to live at Trelay and cover the costs of the boat. The night before, over a glass of wine,
Ben and I hatched some possible plans. In short – I have a job and start at the end of April. Ben is going
to try life afloat and we are going to move to Trelay
after Easter. Bronwen will be starting the new term at
Jacobstow School.

It’s a bit of a leap of faith, but the job offer was too
good to turn down and we don’t want to wait any
longer. We are sad that Ben’s departure has been
hastened by us, but hope he enjoys spending some
time on the Iris Abbott.

All being well we will be the first “new family” at Trelay.
by Jenny

Last time I wrote for the newsletter I was dreaming of
going to Trelay, now my dream has come true. We are
moving just after Easter and mum and dad promised me
that I will be alowed to have two bunnies! Their hutch will
be around the back of our house, Trevean. We will have
to live in a caravan first. When we move, I will be going
on a bus to get to school, Jacobstow. I have said to mum
that she can walk down to Crackington Haven and, since
the bus stops there, I can hop off down there after school.
I’m so excited!!!! by Bronwen

New Life
Well, 39 weeks pregnant now and starting to feel the
disturbed nights in the day.  I’m full of energy first
thing but come lunchtime I need my nap and relaxation
time.  The Braxton Hicks (practice) contractions are
getting stronger – I get a wave of heat and burning
ears as if everyone is talking about me!  Looking
forward to meeting my daughter; she’s been making
her presence felt quite markedly these last few weeks.
Family walks will be different to recently – Mike will
get to carry her instead . . .

So Trelay is full of springtime happiness and hope -
not only my baby, but new lambs, tadpoles, butterflies
emerging, the first swallow, flowers . . . by Esther
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Esther and Mike both had birthdays in
January but we didn’t take any pictures that
are printable except of Mike’s birthday cake
disaster (left). Auntie Beryl was 87 at the
beginning of February and then Ben and
Christine had birthdays later that month. Lots
of excuses for parties!

BIRTHDAYS AT TRELAY
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A Season at T relay
With a conscious effort I get up. My bedroom is cold and I’ve been wrapped in a cocoon of bedding! I like
my little room which was once a cow byre! I look out of the windows at the quiet scene. Overcast, or with
luck, a ray of the rising sun piercing the cloud. Woods, fields, and in the distance the glint of vehicles on
the main road far away. Below me in a sloping field the sheep have continued their constant foraging.
They pluck at the fodder left for them in a special stand. They move slowly, cropping the grass all the
time, or they lie, munching. The goose paces about, head up, importantly. The ducks are drinking from
the puddles that they investigate all the time. From the poultry yard I hear an occasional crow or squawk.
They haven’t started their patrol of the farmyard yet. I’m too far from the pigs to hear whatever they have
to say. I see those with responsibilities for animals go about their daily tasks. Taking food, counting,
checking. I watch the routines from a distance. Shortly I shall hear the rumble of the quad bike as Jim
comes to check his sheep in another meadow. Slowly the sun emerges through the murk. I look at the
sprinkling of snowdrops at the mossy base of the tree close by.

And so the day gets under way. Penvose Cottage for me is a temporary, cosy abode. I’ve brought some
of my stuff with me (and of course all the baggage in the head!). What I needed was sourced from the
Green Barn and other treasure stores. I go about things my own way, and this I value. I need to impose
my own routines on myself. It’s a place where I can find out what I want to prioritise. What I choose to do,
given any amount of time available. I’ve been given this gift of time in a special place. I chose to come to
Trelay Farm when I needed to be re-housed due to subsidence problems at my home on the outskirts of
a city. I was given the chance to rent this little stone bungalow for the winter season. After all the hassle
about moving and sorting business matters it took time to feel any urge to do anything other than look
after my basic needs. And to enjoy looking after a wood stove! I came in early January’s frosty weather.
It was essential to keep it alight.

I have felt the healing of a quiet, untrammelled space. I could stare into the distance, rest, read, sit by my
fire and dream. I was welcomed, but nobody intruded on my space. I have no responsibility for tasks on
the farm, unlike the other residents. Therefore I am in the privileged position of participating or not, as I
choose. To be the neutral observer. I like to think I’m a friend. I’ve been a Wwoofer (voluntary worker on
organic farms) often enough to know how different that bargain is. There too, one is welcome, but with
the understanding that stated amounts of time need to be given to tasks allocated on any one day. I
have relished that role, and played it willingly, but this has been different, with me being the privileged
tenant, with time at my own disposal. And I’m older now, with a back that resists physical work which will
strain it (and I can trace the Wwoofing tasks that led to it!)

WASSAIL  TO THEE, OLD APPLE TREE
Old apple tree we wassail thee
And hope that thou dost bear
Hats full, caps full, bushel bags and
barrels full
And a little heap under the stair.
hurrah! hurrah! HURRAH!

WASSAILING AT TRELAY
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BURNS NIGHT AT TRELAY

Verona

I view this short stay as a retreat, a sabbatical, away from the pressures that mount up at home, but here
can be shifted aside for the time being. Sometimes a little perspective is helpful. It’s good to feel that I
can join in with meals or activities. There is always a friendly face to talk to, a coffee to share, someone
who can be asked to come on a walk, for a swim, or to join in a yoga session. I’ve willingly undertaken
the test to produce a meal for ten people! The co-operation it can bring about is one of life’s pleasures.
It’s fun to join in with birthday meals, and especially on Burns Night when we made a special effort in the
Games room. I brought my brand of story-telling as entertainment once or twice, which kept me on my
mettle. I’ve not done as much writing as I thought I would.

I believe in the principle of co-housing, and I think it admirable that ventures like Trelay get off the
ground given all the complications of setting it up. Potential residents can test it by visiting on Interest
week-ends and now there are the ‘New Wave’ people, who come and work together, anticipating how
they will settle in. I’m not ready to commit myself to this yet, for all that I advocate it. I’ve recently had the
idea that while there is an anchor dragging from a previous life, it is not possible to commit fully to this
sort of lifestyle. One has to believe in it, and want to make it successful. Having said that, I also think it
important that it doesn’t become too incestuous. Fresh interests, personalities and activities need to be
constantly brought into the life of the community. Sometimes one just has to ‘get away’, to do something
alone, or with old friends. To attend courses, go to where there are fresh ideas, where the pressure of
personalities rubbing up against each other is relieved with a bit of distance.

I’ve come up with the care of my woodburning stove as a useful analogy. It needs regular attendance to
ensure that there is a steady heat without it being too hot, or wasteful of fuel. To ensure a good flame,
and especially at first, there has to be a fresh inflow of air. While lighting it, I need to open the vents at
the base, but not keep that gap open for too long. Then there is the airwash lever at the side, constantly
needing a tweak. To get a good flame there needs to be fresh air, regularly, but through a small regulated
inflow. I need to clean the front window every so often or I can’t see the flame. It needs some scouring
and quite bit of elbow grease. And then again, the dead ash needs clearing away. There’s nothing for it:
I need to get on hands and knees, take out the tray, go to the ash can outside. The ash isn’t wasted: it
goes to put nutrients in to the vegetable garden at some point.

When I left recently for a few days I had an enforced gap. Trapped by the snowy conditions up country
I had to endure the frustration of missing the snow falling outside my quiet abode, and couldn’t join in
building the snow man! But it was wonderful to feel the joy of return, and the welcome I was given. That
has to be the message. That there is a home space, and a place where one belongs, with people who
matter. And the feeling that there are more things at stake here than personal comfort zones.
by Verona Bass, Feb.2009
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Piggie Pinball and Other S tories
We have decided that wet winters are not a good time to have lots of pigs.  Pigs = Mud = Lost wellies.
A daily grind of walking as if you’re on the moon; trying to get to the feeder before they do and inevitably
failing.  The pig gets its head in the trough and then you can’t get food in as well…..

Because it was so wet, Rosie’s 3 piglets didn’t make it out of the Barn until the big freeze in January.
Gingerly they stepped around in the peaks and furrows of the frozen earth rather than zooming about
like bumper cars in the barn.  Rosie’s 3 were weaned and they were on their own. As soon as the thaw
set in, they were up to their armpits in mud and refusing to come out of the sty except to eat – can’t say
that I blamed them.  After a couple of days they looked so miserable; they had to go back to the barn
just so they could have some fun again! Maggie’s litter was weaned at the beginning of February and
off she went into Undertown to be next to Rosie and Paddy (on his return visit to see the girls).  As she
had 10 piglets and was looking a bit skinny, not quite a size zero but nevertheless an excellent advert
for losing weight through breastfeeding, we thought it best to give her a month off to regain some
condition. The piglets were in the barn throughout February.  We sold 6 to local buyers; Victoria and
Albert to Alan, The Trotters (Delboy and Rodney) to Carolyn and 2 boars to Ben.  The 2 boars left from
Rosie’s litter and the 5 girls from Maggie started to create quite a nasal sensation on entering the barn!
So much poo to pick up and only a limited number of compost bins!  Along with the rain and the wee, we
were starting our own fragrant quagmire inside the barn – far from ideal.

At the beginning of March, the boys went outside to the little sty opposite the Farmhouse – this is our
electric fence training area.  Having been there before they quickly learnt not to play with electric wires;
and were moved down to Mark’s meadow with a view to clearing some vegetable patches.  However,
the first attempt to move the girls didn’t quite come off; having never been outside they got completely
freaked out by the free range hens and started running around in circles.  Christine and I tried again the
next day (when the hens were inside laying their eggs) and got them in straightaway – phew! Maggie’s
girls have turned out to be phenomenal diggers.  Little minxes managed to dig into the chicken area,
undermine the concrete path, and escape altogether in the copse (thank you Mick for your swift fence
fix!).  Miss Curiosity, the ring-leader, has obviously inherited her mother’s intelligence and tenacity.
Cue the new improved electric fence that gives a zap that make my eyes water…..

Piggie Pinball then commenced.  Because of the strength of the zap, not only did the one who touched
the fence get a shock, but any others that were touching her!  Which sent them bouncing off the fences
trying to get away as they couldn’t work out where the shocks were coming from.  Obviously trying to
get through the fences sent them into the wires again – the squeals were quite disturbing.  We soon
found out where the weaknesses were in the traditional fence – as one of them kept getting out!  She
then refused to go back in and had to be lifted back over (thank you Tony and Jon!) as she blatantly

refused to go back through the
gate.  I ended up having to buy
another battery and energiser as
they were just too stressed with
the mains current. They’ve settled
down now - they do have to learn
about electrics if we’re to put them
out into the fields.

Paddy will be going home soon,
having been with Maggie & Rosie
for 2 months now.  This means
we’ll have more piglets – June
babies this time.  They’ll be out
in the open from their 2nd week,
weather dependent, but we’ll
probably have to get some factor
50 to prevent sunburn…….
by Esther

Another
Esther, a
little girl
who was
visiting,
collecting
eggs.
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There’ s a Goose Loose about this Community
Late last summer we tried to hatch 6
goose eggs in our incubator. 5 failed
to hatch but one thankfully did.
Worried that this creature would have
a lonely goslinghood, I went to the
local poultry auction and bought it a
companion, about the same age. At
the same auction I also bought three
Khaki Campbell ducklings. We
housed them all together and for a
while all was well until the companion
goose managed to drown itself in a

bucket of water. I still haven’t worked out how it did this but that’s poultry keeping. So for some time we
have had one noisy, stroppy, hissingly aggressive, over-protective, busybody of a gander with only
ducks as companions.

Some people like the gander, are amused by its charging about and see that it is all beak and bluster,
other people have panic attacks, being quite fearful of its aggressive nature. On the positive side it is
very protective of the ducks, he warns all the ducks of approaching danger and will chase off dogs
(sorry Bounce) and other threats. Geese have exceptional eyesight and a wide field of vision so make
excellent watchdogs. Sometimes however he chases off friends such as the man who came to install
Beryl’s alarm. A big chap, looked like he worked out, but he refused to leave Beryl’s cottage without an
escort to his car.

So what to do? Eat the gander? A popular choice.  Cage him in? We tried that but he flew over the
fence. Run classes in gander management and control of panic attacks? No, I gave up social work to
come to Trelay. Maybe the fox will come and sort out the problem for us, let’s wait and see. by Tony

Ovinities
 Our current flock of Dartmoor Greyface sheep is
made up of 4 hoggs (last year’s female lambs –
these become hoggs from the autumn after their
birth), 3 wethers (castrated male lambs) and 8 of
the original 10 ewes. We have slaughtered two of
last year’s lambs.

In November we acquired the use of a ram, an
ageing ram. His owners warned us not to be
alarmed if we found him dead !! We kept a keen
eye on proceedings, watching to see how many
ewes he marked and that he stayed upright ! We
had them scanned in early March along with our
neighbour’s sheep, and we know now we are expecting 12 lambs from 9 ewes, arriving from about the
20th April.

However there is a “spanner in the works”:  we think some of the ewes and hoggs were served by
Larry, one of last year’s lambs whose castration was somewhat incomplete. Dates of his romantic
adventures are a bit vague so we are keeping a close watch from now on.

In preparation Tony and I went on a lambing course on a hill farm on Dartmoor. This proved a very
helpful exercise using a crude simulator involving a plastic tank, warm water, a tubular plastic birth
canal, a pelvic bone and 3 dead lambs, lots of lube and no gloves! A bit off-putting at first, but all was
sweet smelling and we now feel more confident of what to expect in the event of having to help a ewe in
difficulty. by Tim    Editorial note: first lambs were born 28th March!
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Bounce
Bounce is a rescue Dog, a Jack Russell
who Mick had discovered in a Kennels
located in Newquay. He is a lively 3 year
old bundle of life who likes nothing better
than being taken for walks. His likes are
being made a fuss of, his dislikes are Rats
and Water but he does enjoy the Bath from
time to time. He had the fright of his life the
other day when walking in Camelford park,
he lept onto, what he thought was grass
when in fact it was green slime on a Pond.
Splash went the Pond, out popped a white
and brown head with a green wig on top.
He looked like the monster from the green
lagoon, he made haste to get home and
the comfort of his bed. All Trelay folk have
now met him and he has settled in well, he
still has the odd mad moment, don’t we all,
but he had made little Trelay his home which
he allows me to live there with him too.
by Mick

A few observations about T relay living, by Ben
If the cheese grater lives in the cupboard marked jugs, try looking for it in the fruit bowl.

Ovens last 4.26 months each, on average.

Electric fences get more nasty the further away they are.

Think of a number then quarter it – that is the right quantity for a communal meal.

A workbench is evidently for covering in things and sawdust and should never be used for work.

The pigs get to eat Chinese apples and fair-trade bananas for breakfast.  I get to eat reheated week
old rice and a suspicious looking gloop from a Tupperware pot.  There is something not right there.

Talking about how you feel is often embarrassing.  Not talking about how you feel is usually painful.
Never talking at all is crippling.

When someone talks too much, learn not to listen to them politely.

If you want to use the grill in the farmhouse, switch the back left hob to 3.5, turn on the bathroom tap
in Trevean, twiddle the wireless aerial in Penwarne, switch on Beryl’s electric blanket and count to 26.
Your cheese on toast will be ready in three minutes…  Oh, bad luck… you forgot to switch the oven
on at the wall.

Moving something twice is just fine.  Hell, move it six times… It doesn’t matter.  Did it help get the job
done? Yes? Then if you moved it eighteen times it was worthwhile.

Beryl likes ice cream and tomato ketchup but she wouldn’t like them together, necessarily.

Kettles last 2.35 months each on average with the exception of the latest kettle, which is invincible.

There are many variables involved in the financial vicissitudes of a complex community food system.
It is convenient to assume that a budget deficit is the product of unreported excessive eating of cake
but this is more likely to be erroneous than correct.
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Sheep shit smells bad.  Pig shit is okay until you step in it at which point it becomes far worse than
sheep shit. I know the above to be true but I never make time to go and fetch wellies before entering
animal enclosures.

Wood heat feels nicer than electric heat.

The wobbly plate will always find its way back to the kitchen.  I tied it up and blindfolded it once then
dumped it by the side of the railway track at Exeter.  It found its way back.

If you want to feel warm in winter, go to Barbados, not here.

The washing machine chart is a pain but it is fun to see where you are in the champions’ league.

If you hold a freecycle day, hide the barn doors.

You would think the ‘who is in for dinner?’ chart and a chocolate teapot have a lot in common.
However, at least with a chocolate teapot, you know how many people want to eat…

If you say boo to a goose, it keeps coming.

Living at Trelay is more like going in to work at an office than any other office I have ever worked.  I
never lived in any of my other offices.  No, that is not true – I slept in one office overnight just once.

Steve has a loud voice, says ‘I mean’ a lot and has a unique way with women.

Verona has a light bulb that on a dark night makes the front room of Penvose look like the portal to a
far away galaxy of great shinyness.

Tony only has one sweater.  It is a nice sweater though.

Jackie’s hairdo occasionally bears a striking resemblance to that of Lou Ferrigno as the Incredible
Hulk.  However, Jackie has never to my knowledge painted herself or her hair green, worn very tight,
ripped jeans and/or uttered the words “Don’t make me angry. You wouldn’t like me when I’m angry.”

I spent a great deal of my money and considerable effort installing a wood stove and chimney in The
Farm Shop.  I believe Paul now uses it as a bedside cabinet.  This bothers me and makes me chuckle
in equal measure.

Tim always looks in such a hurry.  I’m dying to know what it is he is always running late for.

Mike likes Trelay meetings so much that he stays away from them in fear that his enthusiasm could
bubble over into an embarrassing display of uncontrollable urges to hug, kiss and sing love songs
loudly at fellow residents.

Esther is as cool as a the
proverbial cucumber but
at the risk of mixing
metaphors, her armour
has displayed occasional
hormonal chinks during
the last few months into
which a sharpened and
extra cooled cucumber
might just get through and
cause damage.

Continued overleaf

Ben’s mobile home.

“Light and airy, the open
plan arrangement of the
mobile home with its
panoramic views of the
fascinating surroundings
were what drew me to it.”
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When Christine says “Piggy piggy piggy” I am unsure whether to go over and gaffer tape up her
mouth or give her a big hug.

Mick sings beautifully in the shower.  At least, I assume it is Mick.  Bounce never makes a sound as
far as I know.

Of all the people who wear overalls at Trelay, Heather looks the least like a Kwik Fit fitter.

Have you ever noticed how when you eat Ready Brek from the edge of the bowl, more Ready Brek
quickly flows in to fill the gap?  It is only when you get near the end of the bowl, having substantially
reduced the volume of Ready Brek that the remaining Ready Brek stays pretty much stuck to where it
is.  I always hoped this phenomenon would be observable in the green barn but I fear this is one full
bowl of Ready Brek forever more.

That mobile home is the best gaff on the park.  Desirability factor 1.3 in my book.

 I got away with a 2 year practical joke.  It isn’t very funny unless you are me.  Basically, there are
three containers for glass – brown, clear, green.  Everyone has exceeded my wildest expectations of
them and separated their glass out with great
diligence.  What they don’t know is that you don’t need
to.  The Council collects mixed glass. Titter, titter.

I still maintain the pole barn was never going to fall
over.

It has been… informative.  by Ben

Vegetable Patch
We have been out in the vegetable patch in Marks Meadow
harvesting the last sack-loads of parsnips, and then taking
them in and preparing them for the freezer. There are enough
to last most of the summer, I think. As we dig up the parsnips,
it is amazing how good the soil has become, after only a couple
of years of our work. It was hard work last year, taking the soil
off some areas of the meadow that had never been cultivated.
This year it still looks daunting, but I can see it all weed-free,
cultivated and growing in my mind’s eye, so I am full of energy to get going as the weather and soil
warms up. The pictures below show the beginnings of mulching and composting an area, with John
Boshier and Verona mucking in.

The broad beans planted before Christmas are doing quite well, and we have already planted the garlic
and some onions. Steve made a high
fence round the rhubarb to protect it from
wind damage and to encourage it to grow
tall in the shade.  by Jackie

Rhubarb in its new fence

Home is where
the heart has no

need to hide
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Hedge-laying
On a sunny spring day in February, three Trelayers, Jackie, Tony & Paul, went to the nearby Yarner
Trust to take part in a volunteers’ day and learn how to lay hedges. This is the process where small
trees are trained to form stock-proof hedges between fields, and is something we need and want to do
with many of the hedges at Trelay, which have been sadly neglected for a long time. When laying a
hedge, a suitable stem or trunk of the tree, which would typically be between 1 and 2 inches in diameter,
is cut approximately three-quarters through on an angle, use one sharp stoke of a billhook.  The
remaining section of trunk, known as the pleacher, is then carefully levered down so that the stem of
the tree  lays approximately horizontally.
The hinge is the uncut section and needs
to have enough fibres remaining to allow
the sap to flow.

Once the stub is trimmed off, the laid
section of tree is interweaved with
adjacent trees and horizontal branches
and a series of small nicks are made in
the bark along the top of the horizontal
trunk to encourage new shoots to grow
up and form the hedge.  Sometimes a
stick known as a “crop” is hammered in
vertically to help with the interweaving.

We had a great day in the sun, sustained
by a wonderful spread of food provided
by the Yarner Trust kitchen volunteers
at lunchtime. Hedge-laying proved to be
relatively easy to learn and forgiving of
beginners’ mistakes, with surprising scope for creativity in the selection of trunks, either to be laid or to
be removed for firework or other uses.  Unfortunately the sap is rising earlier these days, with the onset
of global warming, which limits the months for hedge-laying.  This is because once the sap starts rising,
the scope for infections to enter newly laid trunks is greatly increased, so we probably won’t be able to
practise our newly developed techniques until October or possibly November.

One of the keys to effective and enjoyable hedge-laying is to use good tools, and shortly after the day
I happened to meet Tony in a local farm supplies shop, both of us buying the forged billhooks (rather
than the more common pressed billhooks) which allow you to develop and keep the sharp edge that is
so essential.  Of course, now I need to get up into practice with a sharpening stone!

Thanks to Alan Beat for his teaching and
the Yarner Trust for their encouragement
and I look forward to practising my
technique in the autumn.  by Paul

Pleacher - the trunk
that is laid horizontally

Hinge

Stub - to be
trimmed off



12

Bodmin Moor
It seems a long time ago now that I made that list of
all the features I would like for my “special place”.
Trelay has them all, even a cliff with a peregrine’s
nest within walking distance, and a view of the sea
from our fields (at least, a little view from one of our
fields). An atmospheric wood with mosses and ferns
and the spring flowers which will be out again soon.
A beautiful sandy beach with surf waves just perfect
for me and my 40-year-old body-board. Well, not
quite all: I put down a railway station within walking
distance, and although I could walk to Exeter or
Bodmin Parkway, I might need to make several
overnight stops on the way. I do sometimes have
dreams of Otterham Station opening again in a
decade or two. Moses, one of our neighbours, told
me his grandfather used to export rabbits along with
some mysterious black market goods to London,
from Otterham station. Perhaps the rural areas will
once again send food to London, at some time in
the future.

So, no railway, but everything else on my list – and
more! Moor! Never before in all my life have I lived
anywhere near a stretch of wild country. I associate
atmospheric bare hills and strange rock formations
with trips to far-away places: The Scottish mountains, the wild Welsh hills, the Peak District. Places I
have been for walking holidays that have stretched my legs and elevated my soul. Foreign mountains
and hills are just not the same. They are lovely, but all craggy with snow and huge pine trees. British
hills are round like breasts, mostly bare of trees, with grass that is all colours – brown, fawn, yellow,
black – but almost never green. The rocks always seem to be in strange places, so it is hard not to
believe in giants, playfully throwing them about or building them into piles. The wind blows like a knife,
the ground is soft and boggy. Moorland birds have shrill cries that send shivers down my spine. There
are no paths; the way is not clear; but people have been here before, there are sometimes cairns to
help me, and scary old graves, gaping open. The little moorland flowers are so small they are easy to
miss; tiny four-petalled tormentil; sundew, eating flies for a healthy diet; beautiful bright yellow bog
asphodel, soon withering to a spiral of orangebrown husks.

And now, all this is within my grasp. Bodmin Moor, the tiny brother of Dartmoor and Exmoor, is only 7 or
8 miles from Trelay. “Our bit” has the highest peak of the moor called “Brown Willy” and, closer to the
car park is “Rough Tor”. I was told soon after we came to Trelay to pronounce this as “Row” (rhyming

with “Dough” of course), but last month I was
out looking for the starlings and some local
people, with strong Cornish accents told me
“They be up near Ruff Tor!” So I don’t know
how to pronounce it now.

Between Rough Tor and Trelay there are several
interesting features. There is a patch of
hinterland called Davidstow Moor: a flat area
where there was a military airfield in the war.
Now it has a proposed wind farm with much
opposition, a huge cheese factory (how did that
get planning permission?) and a reservoir. I know
this area quite well because I have been out
many times to seek the Davidstow starlings.

Rough Tor on
the skyline

Paul looking
up at Simon
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STARLINGS  TRILOGY

The wavering column comes in

from far beyond the reservoir

A murmuration of starlings

flying to roost in the conifers.

Each holding its own place in the pattern.

*********************************

There’s a flock below me in the field,

A dark mass, all pecking in the grass

Intent on food and yet alert.

One flies up, like a signal for all

And they swoop in a bevy,

Their underwings a whirring grey.

Then back they come, settle briefly,

Black with speckles all over,

And they feed again, urgently,

But just as suddenly take off again,

In unison, a flying arc, vivid, melded,

Together. They leave me entranced, and

Standing alone. For them that’s not an option.

**************************************

Wingbeats by the zillion

Push the air away

With a quintillion flaps.

The murmuration is low in the sky

A trajectory rather than a flight,

Not squadron, or formation, or phalanx

In synchronised movement,

But flowing like lava, with the stink of guano.

Verona Bass, Trelay,Cornwall, 4/03/09

There is a flock of about a million birds, which I have
been told come here for the winter from Eastern
Europe, then go back to nest. Can you imagine a
million? Even when you see them you can’t. They
come across the reservoir in long tubes at dusk, then
settle in the plantation of small pine trees near the
Rough Tor car park. As I stand amongst the trees I
realise why a flock of starlings is called a
“murmuration”. A huge exciting sound. They are
weighing the trees down, sitting on every branch
thickly, sitting on each other, chattering, wings
whirring, making sounds like water and waterfalls.
Too many to count, too much chaos, too much to
analyse. It can only be an experience in the here
and now, amazing, overwhelming. Last time I went
there, Verona and I stood quietly in the dusk after
we had walked back to the car park, absorbing the
feeling of so much life, gazing at the outline of the
tors on the wild moor that now feels like “my” moor.
We made some gentle tai chi movements, outlining
the horizon with our arms, and I felt part of the place,
so grateful to have such an inspiring piece of
moorland on my doorstep.

by Jackie

Simon at the
peak of
Rough Tor

A scary old
grave, gaping
open
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South W est Coast Path
The South West Coast Path is 630 miles long, the longest
long-distance path in the UK. We are fortunate because
Trelay is just two and half miles from the coastal path at
Crackington Haven. There are fabulous walks in both
directions from this point.

Going north I have reached as far as a place about 8 miles
short of Hartland point. On Wednesday 18th March, in shorts
and hot sun (what a welcome change from the winter and
last summer!) during my walk near Hartland I heard the first
chiff-chaff of the year. With the recent spell of sunny weather,
there were many early flowers including dog violets and even
sea pink in flower. Walking with Verona, I felt I was slowly
regaining my fitness after having had flu and post-flu
weakness for about ten weeks. During February it was a
case of working for about two minutes and then resting for
three hours to recover, not to mention the squeaky voice
and the racking cough. I recall a wise saying, that you can’t
know peace without experiencing a storm.

Having travelled in quite a few countries, I find our coastline
as beautiful if not more so (admitting to a certain amount of
bias) than anywhere else in the world. My favourite cliffs are
at the Strangles which is about two miles south of Crackington
Haven. There is a clothing optional beach at the bottom of
the cliffs, but as I go past I use my binoculars for looking at
the peregrine falcons only, never thinking of looking for any

Huna
Thousands of years ago, people among the Pacific nations migrated to inhabit the Hawaiian Islands in
nothing more than carved outrigger canoes. They survived raging seas and were guided by the stars
and their intuition. They put their trust in nature. The Hawaiian people became some of the happiest
people in the world, enjoying grace, well-being and excellent spiritual, mental and physical health. They
were successful in a way in which Western
society has never been successful. Perhaps
the credit crunch means we are on a path to a
new kind of success, and that we can learn
from the ancient peoples. The healthy and
balanced life of a Hawaiian begins with the
sprit of aloha. Aloha means “hello”, “goodbye”,
“I love you”, “caring”, “sharing” and many other
things. The literal translation means “I share
your breathe” or “I share your spirit” – because
to the Hawaiians, breath, sprit and life energy
were one and the same. I am currently studying
“Huna” which is the Hawaiian spiritual
philosophy. It is absolutely fascinating. My
hope is that all of us at Trelay – residents and
visitors – will truly benefit, each of us
individually, as we share our breath and our
life energy with each other. by Jackie

RAINBOW

OUT TO SEA

A phantom vision hovers,

Above wind-whipped grey waves

Surprising me on a blowy day;

The long blank vista out to sea

Suddenly transformed by a

Hazy scarf of coloured light,

Wavering, now bright now faint.

It hangs there like a drape,

Experimental and strange,

Its faint beauty arching behind cloud,

And when I turn my head it’s gone,

Replaced by a moving column of rain.

Verona Bass, Cornwall,

19 January 2009
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young ladies on the beach. Last year
three of us from Trelay (Jackie, John
Bannister and myself) had a most
memorable spring afternoon lying on our
backs trying to follow three peregrine
falcons displaying above us, moving so
fast: an awesome sight.

The next cliff to the south is Highcliff,
223m high, the highest cliff in Cornwall.
So far, going south, I have covered all
the cliff path in sections down to
Trebarwith Strand (south of Boscastle),
one of the few places on the North
Cornish coast that actually has a pub
directly on the path, in a delightful
situation overlooking the cove and the
little island off the coast called Gull
Rock. In the past I have walked
considerable stretches of the path in
South Cornwall, including the section
from Mount Edgecombe to Rame Head
to Polruan. My ambition is to complete
the whole path if my knees, hips and
lungs last out that long.  by Steve

Walks and W ork
Over the Christmas break, Trelay
residents and visitors went on several
local walks, including to High Cliff, the
highest cliffs in Cornwall, and the local
landmark of Rough Tor on Bodmin
Moor, near where there is a very large
group of starlings currently roosting.
The collective noun for a group of
starlings is a “murmuration”, and once
you have stood under the trees at
sunset as they roost, and heard the
gentle rustlings of tens of thousands of
small birds aggregated up, the absolute
appropriateness of this descriptive term
becomes clear.

As usual, John Bannister did a lot of work on the
farm when he visited, and I particularly enjoyed
working with him on cutting down and sawing up
about half of the copse of sycamore trees near
the chicken enclosure, which Steve had
determined needed to be severely thinned.
Hopefully this will encourage the ash and other
hedgerow trees, with at the same time providing
us with some useful firewood once the cut timber
has dried.  Down in the woods there are several
other trees needing our attention, as usual we
don’t have enough time to get everything done!
by Paul

Jackie and Simon, with visitor Dick and shy Mick, look out over
the Strangles beaches from a bench near High Cliff.

Below: This picture shows a small proportion of the myriad
groups of starlings that merge together to form the giant
murmuration that roosts near Rough Tor.  Many visitors to Trelay,
along with residents, have visited at dusk to view the spectacle.
Even Auntie Beryl in her wheel chair has been to check them out!
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Hampton Court Palace
In late January, Paul and Jackie travelled up to the
outskirts of London for a prestigious piece of work
commissioned from their company, ALDAS (Air Leakage
Detailing & Awareness Services). In the Queen’s
Staircase at Hampton Court Palace in south-west
London there is a priceless painting on the ceiling, by
the artist William Kent.  The Queen’s Staircase is a major
thoroughfare between sections of the Palace, but poor
environmental control meant the painting was at risk of
increasing damage because it was essentially exposed
to external weather conditions.  Conservation &
maintenance staff from Historic Royal Palaces, working
with specialist consultants and a conservation architect,
were keen to establish the leakage of differing elements
of the building structure.  After an initial visit and on-site
discussions, ALDAS developed a detailed methodology
for a series of air leakage tests, enabling us to quantify
by subtraction the effective hole size associated with
each of the internal and external doors, also the windows
and other elements.

The picture below shows the inside of the staircase
and part of the William Kent painting, with Jackie
recording the dimensions next to a temporary door seal,
yet to be positioned.

Because of the extreme delicacy of the plaster
and its backing, behind the painting, we had to
take great care with the testing.  Firstly, we
pressurised the enclosure, rather than our normal
choice to depressurise, to avoid any risk of pulling
air through the ceiling fabric and dislodging some
paint.  Secondly, we took great care to limit the
rate of pressure change, only increasing or
decreasing fan speeds slowly and minimising the
number of times we shut the equipment down.
This unfortunately meant that the palace
conservation staff inside the staircase were
trapped in place for considerable periods – with
ear defenders, an essential accessory to protect
against the noise from our fans.  After some
concern the previous week, when we had
discussed postponement of the job, the weather
proved kind to us on the day of testing, beautiful
sunny blue day, with the calm winds that are
essential for accurate testing.  Meanwhile we
examined the external envelope of the Queen’s
Staircase, checking doors, windows, wall
mouldings and particularly the suspended timber
floor of the unoccupied apartment above the
Staircase for leakage.  .

Fortunately palace staff had arranged for
scaffolding to be erected outside the very large
windows to the Staircase, both to enable their
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contractor to fit temporary sealing over the windows and to provide us with the necessary access to
check the leakage of these elements.  This was the only element of the testing which didn’t go to plan,
with the leakage around the windows being so great that the external temporary sealing unfortunately
blew off during the testing!  Although this meant we couldn’t measure the leakage associated with the
large sash windows (three of them, each nearly 2 metres wide and 4 metres high) it neatly proved the
point that they were excessively leaky and their leaks need to be addressed.  Fortunately we don’t have
any windows of that size to tackle at Trelay, although some
maintenance on sills and frames is clearly overdue.

During the course of the day, we successfully quantified
the effective leakage associated with each of the external
(2) and internal (3) doors off the Queen’s Staircase, and
also proved that there was a great deal of leakage through
the ceiling and particularly the void behind the perimeter
coving into the suspended timber floor of the apartment
above the Staircase.

After a lengthy but satisfying day on site, we packed away
our equipment and went away to write up our report, which
has been well received.  As the first testing of this kind to be
undertaken on a major conservation project in one of
Britain’s historic palaces, both Jackie and myself felt
considerable pleasure and satisfaction upon successfully
fulfilling our client’s requirements.  We are hopeful that
Historic Royal Palaces will permit us to use the project as a
case study for future marketing efforts.  It was also good to
know that we were selected for the job on the basis of
reputation and experience, despite our quotation being
substantially more expensive that those of our competitors.
by Paul

Right: Two blowers positioned in the doorway from the
Queens’ Staircase to Fountain Court, being controlled by
Paul with a client witness on hand

Moving into the Log Cabins
Our two new log cabins were
finished just before
Christmas, but that was not
the end of the project! Steve
and Christine, with a little
help from their friends, have
spent many hours fitting out
the insides, and moving their
furniture in (and arranging
and re-arranging it). Now
they are beginning to work on
transforming the mud exterior
into a landscaped garden. At
last the cabins are beginning
to feel like home.

Right: Steve relaxing in his
lovely new home. Good
insulation plus spring
sunshine = shorts!
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Welcome to the
March 2009 edition
of the T relay Yurt
and Surf up date:

Long dark days are nearly forgotten,
thoughts of Christmas dinner have long
been banished from the mind – it is the
time of planning, planting and getting
ready for the Spring! The fields are
boggy and waterlogged and in-
between fishing sheep out of hedges
and ditches, rounding up pin-ball
petrified electrified pigs, fending off the
territorial goose, there has been a small
amount of time to head out into the surf.

The best thing about this time of year
is that it is a time when people start to
emerge from their state of semi-
hibernation, shake off their sleep
induced torpor and start thinking about
the planning that needs to be done for when the long awaited arrival of their friend, the Sun, arrives. In
my case it is the imminent arrival of our daughter that captures the imagination at the moment, and every
daily activity seems to automatically shift to thinking about what I will do when Imogen arrives – poor
thing will be ever so confused if it does turn out to be a boy – sorry Trystan!

As the days warm and the hours of sunlight slowly stretch out through the day, driving past farms and
seeing the numbers of new born animals reinforces the swelling feeling that winter has left us and the
battle of the seasons is slowly shifting in favour of sunshine and warmth. Slowly the fields start to dry a
little and the grass peeks through the ground, colours shift from brown to green – a truly spectacular
time of year. There is a slowly spreading air of expectancy regarding this summer – the rumour is that it
will be a scorcher! Easter is quickly approaching and with that the first of the Surf lessons are taking

place down in Bude – already we
have a couple of groups booked
through BSX (Bude Surfing
Experience) where Scott and I will
be taking fledgling water users and
turning them into proficient surfers.
It is great being paid to do something
you really love!

Plans are being made for the
reconstruction of the yurts, Ben has
worked really hard to get the
caravan converted into a working
shower and toilet block. Bookings
are already starting to trickle in. I for
one, am really looking forward to a
brand new era in the Trelay
adventure – after a couple of years
of consolidation and getting used to
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Within my cabin; within the
Community
It is Wednesday afternoon and the deadline for an
item for Tree Layers is today.  I am sitting here with
the computer on my desk all installed in my log cabin.
Soon the phone line will be relocated and maybe
broadband will be accessible - then my move will be
completed!!  The outside access and landscaping will
follow over the next few months so in time I will be in
a mud free zone.

I am feeling replete because I have attended the St
Genny’s Parish Lent Lunch.  Soup, roll and butter
with cheese plus tea or coffee for a donation to the
Cornwall Hospice.  It is a good social occasion.  I
meet people who live in the parish, some Cornish
and others like me, incomers.  Everyone is so friendly
and welcoming.  This goes for the other activities I
attend outside of Trelay – the Scottish dancing, the
ladies choir which has a new Musical Director
following the death of Buffy Wade last November ( a
sad loss to the whole community) and the church
services at St Genny’s.  It was because I go to the
latter that I was asked to attend a course to become
part of the Pastoral Ministry Team to enable me to
befriend people in the Parish when called upon by
the co-ordinator of the team in conjunction with the Reverend Rob Dickenson and his team.  They
cover eight Parishes and it is the largest benefice in the Diocese of Truro.

There are lots of other activities in the area and in Bude so there are plenty of opportunities to meet
people, some of which have been mentioned in previous newsletters. Esther and Verona go the Yoga
class at the institute, Jackie and Paul are involved in the local Tranisition networks, and Mike is starting
with the cricket club and the Gig racing team this year.  There’s a surf club, snooker club, WI, Horticultural
Society (Heather won best newcomer last year) and baby and toddler groups that Esther intends to join
with her little one.

I am sitting here with the hum of the computer but what I hear most of all are the sounds of the birds
singing on this beautiful warm sunny spring day at Trelay Farm.  I am looking forward to feeding the
pigs, going down to the wood to cut back some brambles on the pathway, dead heading the daffodils,
and then back to the accounts - putting the information on the computer ready for the end of year.

by Christine

the place, we are now almost ready to take the next step and start looking at how to make a living on the
farm. This is by far the biggest challenge that we have in front of us; it is one thing to grow our own food,
keep our own animals and try to be self-sufficient, but to be able to earn a living is a huge task.

Sites have been selected for the planned base, thoughts, discussions and conversations have led to a
hive of anticipated activity over the next few weeks when the old existing Yurt base will be put together
and the foundations dug up and evened out. It will be a most rewarding feeling to have the Yurt back up.
There is something special about having tented accommodation on the land, something that is steeped
in its own traditions.

Remember this peoples: As one door starts to close, there will always be one that opens. In these times
of financial uncertainty the one constant that always remains is the group of people you choose to have
around you – your friends and family! by Mike
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½  PIG BOX

20-25kgs of Prime Pork

Cut to your specifications

Can include sausages if required*

£175 (postage extra)

Pedigree Gloucester Old Spots
Pigs from the Trelay Herd

Organically Fed, Kindly Kept,
Free Range.

Registered with the British Pig
Association & the GOS Breeders

Society
*Please ask for details

Esther Greig: esther@trelay.org or 01840 230 423Working Farm Holidays

We have decided not to join the WWOOF
organisation but to offer a limited number

of working farm holidays. You can come
and have an enjoyable experience at Trelay
and help us achieve our objectives just for
the cost of your food. You will be able to
sleep in simple accommodation such as a
caravan, and share our communal meals,

spaces and social activities.

For more details, email  Jackie on
jackie@trelay.org  or 01840 230 423

Published by SWESE Trelay Ltd, Trelay Farm, St Gennys, Bude, Cornwall, EX23 0NJ www.trelay .org
Editor this issue: Esther Greig, assistant Jackie Carpenter. Copy date for next issue: end May 2009

Advertisement space £20 per quarter page of back cover. Please ring 01840 230 423  info@trelay .org

We hope that you have enjoyed reading this
newsletter and that you will join

“Friends of Trelay”.

Only £25 or £20 by Standing Order,
donations welcome too

You will get your copy of the newsletter
three months ahead of everyone else,

monthly news bullet points, 15% reduction
on B & B and produce, and a feeling of

being a part of this exciting project.

Ring Esther NOW. 01840 230 423

Au Revoir
Verona and
Mick !
When we advertised
for people to occupy
two of our empty
cottages as winter
lets, we had no idea
we would find two
like-minded people
who would rapidly become part of our community!
They both seem very much part of the Trelay
family and we are so sorry to see them go, Verona
back to her repaired house in Bath and Mick to a
new flat in London to be near his frail parents.
We hope it is a temporary “au revoir” and that
they will be back again soon.

Trelay Holiday Cottages
Available dates and prices

are now posted on our
website. Book soon!

Please see our website for the
Trelay calendar of event s


