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I was born on the 7th of October 1939 in Lyndale, Newlyn - 

I’m a Newlyn Bucca. 

We lived in Lyndale, a former farmhouse; there were five of 

us: Father, Mother, Jim, me and Pat. Mother always used to 

claim when I was young that it’s three hundred years old, so 

by now [2020] it’s nearly 400 years old.  It had a bit square 

garden where Father grew vegetables – lots and lots of 

beans, we had beans every day throughout the summer.   

It had a drying line, three of them between two poles with squeaky rusty mechanism for raising and 

lowering the individual lines.  There was an outdoor toilet with dreadful cobwebs and a wash-house.  

The clothes boiler was kept there and mother used to boil 

her clothes up in it, there was also a mangle and washboard.  

Firewood was stacked up there too. 

I was born just after the Second World War had broken out, 

1939, and Pat in 1941.  Though we lived in a quiet place, we 

nearly didn’t survive the war.  The Germans did intensive 

bombing of Plymouth, because it was a very large and 

important naval base.  Gradually more and more defences 

were put up against them, so the bombers would fly, drop as 

much as they could, and then escape rapidly round the north 

coast of Cornwall.  But sometimes they still had bombs on 

board, and had to get rid of them.  A bomb fell on the 

hillside above Lyndale dislodging boulders, one of which 

bounced down the hill and came in through the roof of the 

bedroom where Pat and I had been cradled.  But my father 

was very uneasy that night, and insisted on bringing us 

downstairs.  So we didn’t get smashed to smithereens. 

Mother had very strong arms and wrists and that was partly 

because in the early days of ice-cream, they didn’t have the 

machinery and so they would put the dairy mix in one drum 

inside a bigger drum filled with ice, and then you’d have to 

turn it steadily for hours so it was whipped into ice-cream.  

My aunt Anne also used to have to turn it in Gran’s house Clifton Villa on Chywoone Hill (which was 

called Clifton Hill for a long time) and so did Evelyn Williams, mother’s closest friend.    

The ice-cream was sold in Jelbert’s Ice Cream Shop on the 

New Road in Newlyn.  Later, when they did have bigger 

machines, the tubes of ice-cream were wheeled to the shop 

in a pram frame from the factory up by Lyndale.  The 

business was run by Stephen Jelbert, my grandad and his 

son, my uncle Stephen Jelbert.  When Grandad got a bit frail 

Uncle Stephen worked in the factory and Mother and Aunty 

Barbara worked in the shop.  The shop was open all year 

round then, they must have frozen in the winter.  But then 
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they sold tobacco amongst other things but later my brother Jimmy, who took over the business, got 

burgled so he decided not to sell tobacco.  They also sold milk and things but gradually the grocers’ 

shops took that over, so eventually they closed in the winter. 

At 11 months old I had diphtheria. Jimmy also had it but he was a bit older.  When I came out of 

hospital I didn’t make a noise, not even when I cried, and they didn’t know if the diphtheria had 

affected my vocal chords.  That was an isolation hospital, possibly up near Tehidy.  I was allowed 

nothing I went in with, so I was quite a wretch when I came out. 

We didn’t go onto the beach very much when we were 

very young because as part of the defences against 

invasion big guard structures were put up, and we were 

not allowed to go there. 

As you know Newlyn has a pebbly beach, but it was 

always where mother took us after the girders had been 

removed.   When the tide was out the sand was lovely 

and smooth and firm, and on sunny days when the tide 

came in over the sand it was lovely and warm for 

swimming.  There was a long stretch of very big smooth 

stones.   They were great for walking and running on (unlike the pebbles) and the ponds were always 

interesting to look into.   

I didn’t know this structure was part of a roadway across the beach to the end of the sea-front, 

because a lot of it had been covered by pebbles.  Most unfortunately, a few years ago, after Newlyn 

had been hit by several storms and damaging tides, a digger was sent down to find as many boulders 

as he could to shore up the end of the sea-wall; he was not properly informed, so damaged our 

‘pavement’ so children can not enjoy it like we did.  Some of those lovely smooth large stones can be 

seen around the fisherman memorial. 

I went to Tolcarne Primary School up the road 

opposite Art Gallery Terrace.  I was a bit terrified at 

Primary School.  After the 11 Plus, which I took aged 

10, I went to the County Girls Grammar School in 

Penzance. The Head Teacher at PS was John White, he 

would thrash the boys.  We didn’t have a uniform. 

The Grammar School uniform was a navy skirt and 

cardigan, white shirt and a striped tie.  Navy coats too.  

At one point I hated navy and never wore navy for 

many years after leaving school.  There was a navy 

beret too; mine was too big on my little head.  My 

House was Powdar and our House colour was gold.  

Pat was put in the same House.  My best friend was 

Gillian.  I liked netball and tennis, endured hockey and 

was useless at gymnastics, athletics and running.   

My teachers were conscientious and more concerned 

with the academic kids than the others.  We all liked 

Miss Davies, a pretty little thing, who taught 

geography and science.  She made me laugh once – 
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we had a question in our geography exam which I wasn’t expecting.  I was hopeless at Geography; all 

we seemed to do was draw round the coast of Africa.  Going down the map of North America we 

had to say What Grows Here.  North America was Bananas, Central America was pineapples and 

South America was Bananas.  She wrote on the marked paper “You like bananas?”   

We would catch the bus at Newlyn Bridge, get off by the Town Hall then walk up the hill.  We had a 

lovely drive at the School, they’ve cut it back a lot now.  It was like going into a magic land, another 

world, and I liked learning and hard work.  I and Pat always did our homework conscientiously; I 

don’t know about Jimmy.  Mother swore he did but he never seemed to be in.   

I got into the Junior Netball Team then the Senior one, but we never got anywhere.  Our PE kit was 

white and navy again.  Our summer school outfit was green and white dresses, a natural not 

turquoise-green, and we had summer blazers.  Netball matches were against schools like Truro, 

Redruth and Camborne and we had to travel by bus to the matches which were on Saturdays. 

 
1957 Winning County Girls School Cup team: 

Margaret Jacobs, Mary Glover, Judy Rowe and Gillian Holman 
 

I played a lot of tennis at Grammar School.  We played hockey at school, but I never liked it – I don’t 

think we won a match.  I’ve played a lot of ping-pong, but never reached the level of it being proper 

table-tennis.  On our back street were two friends called Barbara and Margaret. They are my oldest 

friends, and we have always stayed in touch.  Barbara, Margaret, Pat and I used to play ping-pong on 

my mother’s kitchen table – but not in an orthodox fashion.  The net was made of books standing on 

their edges – all different heights; and the bats were books as well.  But it was great fun. 

I was our Powdar House Captain – Glynis Charles asked me to put my name forward and I did.  She 

was in the same House as me so I knew she was going to be Head Girl.  I suppose it was quite a big 

achievement to become House Captain and I sort of stepped into the Head Girl role.  Gillian Holman 
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would have been people’s first choice but she left school and I was all quiet and efficient and next in 

line. 

School included Deportment classes. We didn’t have to walk round with books on our heads, but I 

was never held up as a model of good deportment by wearing a green sash, although Pat was a 

couple of times.  

At school we had a very cultured music teacher and learnt things like “In Han’s Old Mill; more 

classical stuff.  We had assemblies each morning with hymn, prayer and notices.  At junior school we 

sang songs like Nymphs and Shepherds.  The songs I didn’t like at school and Christmas were “Here’s 

a Health Unto His Majesty’ and ‘The British Grenadiers’.  They came from the News Chronicle 

Songbook and never varied from year to year.  There were also minstrel songs, like ‘Campdown 

Races’ and ‘The Old Folks at Home’. 

On Sundays we spent up at the Wesley Methodist Chapel next door.  We would go to morning 

service, come home, have a lovely roast and wash hundreds of dishes, then I helped out at Sunday 

School, but I wasn’t very good at it.  We sang hymns with the kids then we had to take our own 

groups off and tell stories.  One day I told the story of David and Goliath but I was dull at it – a little 

boy stuck out his feet and said “I’ve got new shoes on” so they all talked about that.  After Sunday 

School Barbara, Pat and I would go for a walk along the sea front, always lamenting we’d missed the 

nice summer day. 

Newlyn Trinity Pantomime 1947: Sleeping Beauty 
 

 
From left front:  Pat Glover, Mary Glover, Averil?, J Moore, A Moore 

Back standing: Jim Glover, A Jelbert, M Jenkin, E Pascoe, M Navarre?, R Richards, W James, C Pascoe, 
J James, P Pascoe, D Collis, C Gilbert, B ?, ? Wren?, M Gilbert, B Semmas, E Pender,  

?Dir E Ash. D 
 

At Sunday School they used to have a summer outing with the children – a ‘big adventure’ to Praa 

Sands or somewhere – like it was a hundred miles away! – and we were always given great big plate-

like saffron buns.  At first the kids would be very excited but at the end there would be bits of 

saffron buns laying all over the beach with the gulls getting very excited – they should just have 
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given the children smaller buns!  They had races and things on the sand, mostly it was a romping 

day. 

 

Father would make Mother laugh when he sang ‘Off to work you know, Father has to Go, with his 

tools upon his shoulder, he goes walking in the rain, we say “good morning father” and we go to 

sleep again.’ 

I was in a play at the Minack when I was about 13 or 14: Iphegenia in Taurus, and I was Iphegenia’s 

handmaid. The English teacher, who I did not like then, asked me to be in it, I didn’t want to and said 

“if Pat says yes, I’ll say yes” and to my surprise Pat said yes.  But to my surprise I got wrapped up in it 

every time we played it. 

When we were younger teenagers Mother always used to make us wear grey panama hats held on 

by tight elastic and under our chins because “a lady always went out in a hat and gloves” along the 

sea front and Prom. After the evening service, when I was 

slightly older I would walk out with my boyfriend John who was 

a good talker, we talked almost all the way round. We never had 

any money so we just walked all the time, even in the dark, we 

knew the lanes so well.  The fashion was to have ballerina-style 

shoes so I could feel every bump under my feet.  I went out with 

him for four years.   

Pat and I both took piano lessons, they tried with Jimmy too.  He 

was told to sit in the front room of Clifton Villa and practice but 

he’d escape out the window.  Later my parents got a piano.  

Neither Mother nor Father could play but my Grandmother 

Catherine Jelbert (née Rowe) was a very good pianist. 

We joined the Guides too because Margaret was keen, but 

Barbara wasn’t keen.  Pat and I were in the Violet Patrol but 

because we were always squabbling she must have thought we were 

bloody awkward.  I was Patrol Leader but if Pat didn’t want to do something, she wouldn’t.   
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I didn’t get many badges but we did go to four guide camps, at Truro and once at Falmouth.  I used 

to enjoy them but hated the washing facilities and tried to avoid them, so always came home pretty 

filthy. It was a week in the summer. The first time we went the field was full of thistles. The latrines 

always stank.  Also because Gran was such a good cook we never liked the food very much, but 

towards the end of each week it was Parents’ Visiting Day and she would bring cake.  We had to beg 

them to come by the later camps as they found it repetitive.  We were all named after flowers. 

At Guide Camp I was put in for doing the Cook Badge.  One guider said “Put some salt in and soak it”, 

I put in more salt and she said “Why did you do that?”  Everyone else liked the food but we thought 

it was rubbish as Mother’s cooking was so good in comparison.  They awarded it to me anyway. 

 

At the camps – we were mostly in big bell tents – it was always cold at night.  One night we must 

have had a light or torch on and suddenly hands came in under the guide rope.  We all screamed as 

they looked really spooky in the torchlight so the Guiders had to come down and tell the others not 

to. 

In 1947 it snowed and another year – I can’t remember which 

but I was at Grammar School – and we were sent home from 

school.  We took the long way and had fun sliding on ice coming 

back down the Coombe.  A farmer drove past and said “don’t do 

that, your leg will snap like a candle!” 

When we were 9 – 11 we played at Bluebell Dell and made dens 

and ran up and down, just romping about.   They stank after a 

while.  It was amazing when the bluebells out, but in more 

recent years kids on mountain bikes have damaged the plants 

and the path. 

We would also do a lot of throwing and catching of small rubber 

balls down the back lane and the people down there were very 

tolerant.  Barbara wasn’t sporty so wasn’t interested.  In the 

winter we played card games and Ludo.  It was chaos but we 

enjoyed it.  We’d play hide and seek too. Mother just wanted us 

to stay close to home. 
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There always seemed to be a celebration. Christmas [dinner] was a special big chicken.  Once we had 

goose which I loved.  Mother did par-boiled potatoes.  We nearly always had a cooked meal of some 

sort in the evening as we had school lunches.  In the end we stopped paying for school lunches and 

took sandwiches; I couldn’t bear the school lunches.  They were ghastly: soggy steamed puddings 

and badly cooked veg. 

At Christmas the whole family would get together at my grand-parents’ house Clifton Villa and play 

cards like Newmarket and One In, One Out.  We were all given 5 cards and there was a dealer. 

Dealer would say “Penny In [the kitty] for a Jack” then “Tuppence in for a …” etc.  Then it would be 

“Penny Back for a …”  But I always lost. 

It was a big family so the four of us (Jim, me, Pat and my cousin Margaret) sat on the end of the 

ottoman and I always seemed to be on the end where it sloped slightly downwards – the one at the 

far end could hardly see over the table! 

Granny [Jelbert] kept a little bowl of coins in her larder and whenever you called on her she would 

go to the larder and insist on giving you a coin. She had one habit that really got me down – 

whatever time of the day you called on her she would think of something you could get her from the 

corner ship over the road – every time – and they always served adults before me, even if I was at 

the head of the queue – it happened lots – I’m not kidding - every time! 

We nearly always had ice cream and cream every day.  Tea would be sandwiches, buns and sausage 

rolls.  My granny was superb at sausage rolls.  Wednesday was pasty day round Newlyn; you’d pass 

windows and the smell would come out.  Eventually Mother was one of the few left that would 

make them. 

For a while Father was stationed in Grimsby and 

Cleethorpes as a Customs and Excise Officer as we were just 

coming out of Junior School but he didn’t see a lot of us as 

Mother wouldn’t go.  We went for a couple of summers and 

one summer we spent the summer term in a school there 

which wasn’t very pleasant.  Pat ran away and went home 

and I was sent to bring her back.   

In Cleethorpes there was a big funfair and we went a lot; I 

didn’t like rides as much as Jim and Pat so I played Walking 

Sausages a lot – trying to roll metal sausages with ball-

bearings in which stopped them rolling straight.  We loved 

the hall of distorting mirrors.   

Father would come home from work in his uniform.  I went 

with him one day and thought he was getting some sort of 

bonus or award for finding some drugs or something as I 

thought he looked very smart.   

But we always came home at the end of the holidays as 

Mother couldn’t stand the cold.  His colleague said to the boss 

“for God’s sake send the man back to Newlyn or he’ll never see his 

family otherwise!” 

In Newlyn we had the Gaiety Cinema which only showed films which were several years past their 

prime.  It wasn’t very warm either. Then they introduced running serials on Thursdays, Fridays and 
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Saturdays and they were always full.  There was Superman, Batman and Flash Gordon and the Lone 

Ranger, the effects were awful.  In our early teens we went to the ABC Minors on Chapel Street.  The 

Savoy was the posh one, up on Causewayhead. 

Newlyn and one or two other villages, Mousehole and possibly Penzance, put on a carnival each 

year.  One year the Sunday School group were on a float.  Aunty Anne was Daisy Daisy’s beau with a 

blazer and handlebar moustache and bicycle and her friend Beryl was Daisy Daisy. Anne was tall so 

never got to be the lead female roles. 

In my early teens Mother made me go out walking with Father. We would walk the same sort of 

walks, up round Tredavoe, up Rose Hill.  We never spoke apart from “Do you want to go up this path 

or that path” but he seemed to like the company.  We would walk Rusty our collie dog.  Rusty was 

very sweet natured and a ball of fluff when he was little.  I was always happy to be out of doors.  

We also had a black cat called Smokey which terrified the life out of me and would flick out its paw 

when I went by.  It would torment Rusty too, always near his eyes.  We didn’t buy it but took it on 

when Father’s Father died.  It lived in the wash house but when we got Rusty he sensed another 

animal and came back in.  It would always lie with its tail straight out. 

 

 

Heading for Coventry for the 1957/58 County Rugby Finals; 

the photo was published in the Cornishman. 

 

On the beach we would play ‘Bad Egg’ in the holidays and I remember a really innocent afternoon, 

just a group of schoolgirls.  My friends Nina, Madge, Margaret, Barbara, Pat and I played all one 

afternoon when we were in the sixth form. We loved playing in the open air and throwing and 

catching.  Bad Egg would say for example ‘Dishes’ and the others would get together and decide 

names for everyone including the Bad Egg.  You would tell Bad Egg the names, for example Plate, 

Bowl, Dish, and then Bad Egg would choose one and throw the ball.  The chosen person would run 

after it.  When they caught it they would shout “Stop!” and everyone would stop.  The person with 

the ball could take 3 steps, 3 hops and 3 jumps and try to throw the ball to hit the nearest person 

below the knee. 
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I got 8 O Levels then did History, English 

and Latin for A Levels.  Mostly you could 

get by by learning the set pieces.  I wasted 

the third year doing entry exams.  I went to 

Westfield College, London University, to 

study History although I still had to do a bit 

of Latin.  It was a 3 year course.  

I got a State Scholarship at the end of the 

2nd year of sixth form.  I was at Granny’s 

house and Mother opened it and came up 

the stairs really excited. I was really 

annoyed as it was addressed to me and I 

thought they had no right to do that.  I got 

£20 from Father as a reward for my State 

Scholarship.  

 

 

Mary Brown née Glover graduated from London University then qualified as a teacher with Oxford 

University.  She lived in Norwich during the 1970s and 80s before returning to Newlyn in 2002 

© Brown/Black family, 1 November 2020 


