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Grass Valley Cornish Gathering
Joan Huston, Lerona Bowlin, Dot Huntley, Heather Pearce, Colleen Pedlar, Jean
Timmermister, Craig Pedlar (I to r), Judy Falk & Mary Sisson, and Grace &
Coop Cooper



LETTER FROM THE PRESIDENT

Special Note:
The October meeting will be the 2 " Saturday of October rather than the 3 "d due to schedul-

ing difficulties.

Hello Cornish Cousins,

On July 25, 2009 twelve members and guests gathered at Fort Borst Park in Centralia Washington fo
our Annual Picnic & meeting. We enjoyed a good potluck which included Pasties from The Bantam & Grouse
a British Style Café in Vancouver. After the meeting we had a panel discussion presented by Bonnie La Doe
Judith Upton and me, about writing family histories. Shirley Ewart who was unable to attend the meeting is
hoping to get each member to submit a family story that she can compile them into a book specifically for the
Pacific NW Cornish Society. | know that everyone has at least one story because we have heard them told :
the meetings. Please submit your stories to Shirley Ewart directly; the meeting in October would be a good
chance to bring your story and talk to Shirley about it too.

Also on July 28, eleven PNCS members came together in Grass Valley, California for the Cornish
Gathering. We are all looking forward to hearing about the Gathering at the meeting scheduled for October
10, 2009 at the Clark County Genealogy Library in Vancouver, Washington.

Many of you have requested that we have a speaker talk about DNA as it relates to Genealogy. We
now have a special speaker, Emily D. Aulicino a Professional Genealogist from Portland scheduled for the
meeting in Vancouver. DNA testing is the newest form of and a very exiting addition to genealogy research.

This is a wonderful opportunity for us to learn first hand from an expert. | hope to see you all there.

Alene Reaugh, President PNCS
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DNA
Presented by Emily D. Aulicino , Genetic Genealogist

DNA Testing - know the Ins and Outs of it. Genetic Genealogy, a new branch of genealogy combin-
ing genetics and traditional genealogy research, is the most accurate tool for the family historian.
Family connections can be proven or disproved. DNA testing can support a paper trail which is of-

ten in question given the lack of surviving records. Its popularity grows daily with thousands test-

ing monthly throughout the world.
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ROWE Virginia City NV & Grass Valley CA

By Heather Pearce

One of the highlights of attending the Grass Valley Cor-

& hish Gathering was a side trip my cousin, Jean Timmermeister,
and | made to nearby Virginia City NV, where we visited the
cemetery. We were searching for the grave of our great grandfa-

s t her 0 s Mayi(RETERS),& her husband, Henry K. ROWE.

| haven't been able to find out much about Henry K.
ROWE. The census shows he was born in England. He married our Mary PETERS in Virginia City on 21 Oct. 1873. She
had one or two brothers, John & Walter PETERS, mining there. Henry K. & Mary ROWE had three children before
passing away in 1885 & 1886.

Jean & | searched for the IOOF section of the cemetery. Wevere elated to find the marble headstone in very
good condition. Then we came across a huge clueat the base was carved, "Erected by his brother Thomas". So Henry
K. ROWE had a brother in the area.

Checking a list of ROWE burials in Virginia City, there wasa Thomas ROWE buried in the Knights of Pythias
Section. So following the cemetery map, that section as found & again there was elation to find a headstone in good
condition, plus two plaques lying on the ground within the perimeter of the grave - his wife, Elizabeth & daughter,
Nellie. This family had showed up on census records previously but now it appears they were related.

While in Grass Valley, | asked researcher, Maria Brower, to check out any possible links to a local ROWE fam-
ily. Although there is no tangible connection, there are coincidences. The Grass Valley ROWE family is from Breage
Parish, Cornwall, & so were the PETERS. Emmanuel ROWE baptized 27 Dec. 1818 Breage, Cornwall married Christina
JENKINS 27 Feb. 1840 Breage. Among their children,all baptized in Breage, are Henry (1847) & Thomas (1850) & John
Jenkins ROWE (1842) who married Eliz. Ann BECKERLEG, in Breage, 8 May 1865 & ended up in Grass Valleywhere
their children were born from 1871 on.

So, there is a possibility that Henry & Thomas had a brother, John J. ROWE, living in Grass Valley, but | have

yet to prove it.



The Gathering by Jean Timmermeister

It had been many, many years since | had attended a Gathering of Cor-
nish Cousins. When the announcement was made of a Grass Valley, Califor-
nia gathering my cousin Heather Pearce and | were anxious to attend. |
agreed to present the story of my Richards family members that survived
the sinking of the Lusitania when returning to Cornwall from Butte in
1915. Then, too, | shared the story of Cornish Rex cats with the children
attending.
In 1991, the 6 - Gathering took place on the campus of the University
of Victoria in Victoria, BC, Canada. The event was on a weekend and close
to home 4l took a day off work, agreed to give a class on researching Cor-
nish ancestry and booked a campus room. A boat ride to Victoria, followed
by a cab rid¥ito abd | was part of a much shorte
which was soon underway with all sessions in one building.
| 6d been researching annually in Cornwall for

with the attendees how | developed the line of one of my clients. Working

in original records is always exciting but much more time - consuming in
those Aol den dayso. My friend Dorothy Sweet ( a
Cornwall Family History Society as well as of the Cornish American Heri-

tage Society , both of which | joined in their first months of existence)
was chairman of the event. Sadly, when the special tour bus left the
campus for the Gathering attendees to go to famous Butchart Gardens, they
left without Dorothy.

But | never went to another Gathering as most of my immigrant ances-
tors came directly from Cornwall to Butte, Montana: | had no connection
to any of the mining areas in other parts of the country. For years |
have tried to figure how to have a Gathering in Butte! Over and over, |
would check regarding such a possibility but the Montana Cornish Cousins
(MCC) is a small group and does not feel it can produce a Gathering.
Alas, | now believe that PNCS should co - sponsor a Butte Gathering with
the MCC or it can never happen! This past spring while researching in
Butte, the archives people shared how they wished that a Cornish gather-

ing could take place there. Continued next page 5



ContinicaTomPpIEViots pade Cornish Gathering in Grass Valley

. N . By Joan Huston
This year 6s Gathering

: : | introduced my sister,
dees all kinds of interest and energy 4

. Lynda to her Cornish Heritage b
needed to plan a trip to Cornwall. Just y ge by

M taking her with me to the Cornish
one song from the Marazi

Gathering in Grass Valley. She
Choir and | was ready to book the next g y
flight out of SEA - TAC to London, and

to head the 250 miles west to the land

lives about an hour away in Plac-
erville, so it seemed like a good
time to introduce her to the Cor-
of my ancestors!
_ . _ nish! She seemed to enjoy the
Jean Richards Timmermeister
PNCS #3, CFHS #163,CAHS(original group

#12)

whole gathering, but the icing

on the cake was when she won the
door prize of a framed photograph
of the Bedruthan Steps donated
by our own Jean Timmermeister!

It is a beautiful picture and my
sister was very delighted to get

it. She now has it prominently
displayed in her home nextto a
family tree of the Tregarthens

that | had made for her. Maybe
next, |l 611 get her tg

wall with me.

Bard Howard Curnow and Jean Timmermeister

Mari zon Apoll o Menos




Dot Huntley, Jean Timmermeister, Heather Pearce, Mary Sisson, Judy Falk,

Bard Philip Payton, & Joan Huston




Visit to Cornwall by Mickey Sieracki

Charlie and | spent a few days in Cornwall this July, part of a longer trip to England and Scotland fer a mini
family reunion. We decided some quiet time the week before would be a terrific way to start what promised to be a ve
busy vacation. We stayed a few days in Torquay in Devon visiting a cousin on my Cornish side of the family, a cousin
met purely by chance a few years ago. After an enjoyable couple of days touring Plymouth, and historic places in the
Torquay area such as Torre Abbey, Kent Caverns, the Dartmoor Moor and old Dartmoor Prison museum, we took off
on our own to Cornwall. This was not intended to be a genealogy trip, just a holiday to soak in the atmosphere and fol
me, a chance to visit some of the places made famous by one of my favorite authors, Daphne du Maurier.

We crossed the Tamar River, the dividing line between Cornwall and the rest of England, and made our way ta
Fowey. We had brought along our GPS with a European chip which really made driving around in a car and finding
pl aces much easier. Fowey, pronounced fAfoyo I|ike #fAjo
ist season. We had reservations at the Fowey Hotel, a historic hotel built in 1883. The hotel had a classic Victorian de
sign, and was situated so there were marvelous views of the Fowey estuary from every vantage point. At night we sat
our room and could see the lights across the estuary in the small fishing village of Polruan. The day we spent in Fowe
was interesting. It was pouring down rain most of the day. We made the mistake of trying to drive our car into the tow
The hilly picturesque streets were extremely narrow, filled with tiny shops, restaurants and bookshops ready to serve
numerous tourists, and there was absolutely no parking anywhere. Between the stress of trying to remember which si
of the road to drive on and the rain, we actually went down avayestreet and were saved from a heacollision
with the city bus by the frantic gestures of the people at the side of the road. Trying to figure out how to turn around tc
get out of the way was another haising experience. We finally found out that you could park your car at one of sev-
eral car parks on the outskirts of the town and there were shuttle buses that came by and took you back and forth. So
much for driving. Fowey hosts an annual Daphne du Maurier festival in May, so | missed that, but had hopes of seein
Menabilly and other homes she had lived in in the Fowey area. We stopped in at the Ticket Shop and Du Maurier Lite
ary Centre and found out that Menabilly is still privately owned by the same family that rented it to Daphne du Maurier
and they stild!l reside there. Not open t GhetGlassbloparsb!| i c .
and enjoyed reading it the rest of the trip. We also had our first cream tea in Fowey at a little historic inn. What a treat
fresh scones with strawberry jam and Cornish clotted cream with hot tea on a cold rainy afternoon.

While we were in Fowey we called a friend of Al en
pasty books we sell through our northwest Cornish group. Alene had told her we were coming and would probably gi\
her a call. Hettie and her husband Joe live in Gunwalloe which is in the Helston area. Hettie said she and Joe bowled
Wednesdays so we agreed to meet them at the bowling place in Helston at noon the following day.

We had a nice sunny day for our drive to Helston through the beautiful Cornish countryside covered with farms
and hedgerows. On the way to Helston, we made a quick detour to Constantine, my grgat ggeatd mot her 6 s
had been there before but wanted to show Charlie the church, the family graves, and the little town itself. From there |
was on to Helston. At Helston we stopped and asked for directions to the bowling alley. We were greeted with quizzi-
cal |l ooks. They didndot seem to know what we were tal
about the same thing. Sure enough when asked just about bowling we were quickly directed to the Helston lawn bowl
ing club. That was a nice example of language problems. The lawn bowling club had a pristine stretch of lawn that
looked like someone had shaved the grass. Out on the lawn were a group of people, all dressed in gray slacks and w
shirts. It looked very proper and dignified. A club member pointed Hettie out to us and soon we were happily talking
away. Meeting Hettie and Joe turned out to be one of the highlights of our trip.

Hettie apologized for not having any fresh pasties for us to enjoy as she thought we would be coming later in tt
week, but she had arranged for us to go to Lizard to
Joe and Hettie through Helston and out to the Lizard
Britain and a beautiful little seaside town. We drove into town till we came to a bright yellow house with a Cornish flag
flying proudly outside, and in honor of our visit, an American flag in the upstairs window. It was obviously a very busy
time as there was a line of people to the side of the house waiting patiently for fresh pasties. Ann and her husband co
verted their garage into the pasty shop some years ago. We walked around to the back and Hettie was immediately
pressed into duty crimping pasties and making an egg wash for the treats. Soon Ann came in with a large warm tradi-
tional Cornish pasty for each of us. They were delicious, and as she pointed out to us, the rdild@tingth beef,
potatoes, onions and swedes which turned out to be turnips. While we ate, Ann gave us a history lesson on the struge
of the Cornish to be recognized as an independent state like Scotland and Wales. She definitely is a Cornish patriot a
as her mother said to us later, gets very outspoken on the subject of Cornish independence. Ann also told us about h
other passion which is pilot boat racing. Pilot boats were used long ago to take a pilot out to a sailing ship off the Cor-
nish coast waiting to come into harbor. The boats usually had 6 oarsmen and had to be very fast as the first I@oat that



reached the ship usually got the job. Nowadays replicas of these boats, or gigs, are used for pilot boat racing which is
very popular in Cornwall. Ann and her son race there, but also come to the United States for races, primarily in the Bc
ton area.

As part of our Cornish history lesson, Ann insisted we drive to the church of St. Mawgan in Meneage to see
some stone effigies that had been placed there during the reign of James I. | had actually been there on a previous re
search trip as my great gregandmother was christened there. At the time | had been interested in the baptismal font
and church graveyard so had really not paid much attention to anything else. So off we went with Hettie and Joe to se
the church. This is a typical country church in a very peaceful setting with the church graveyard to the left. The doors
are always open. On the southside of the church in an arched recess were the stone effigies of a knight and a lady. S
posedly the knight is someone from the Carminow family who fought in the Crusades, with his lady wife next to him.
The knight has his legs crossed which some scholars believe indicate that he was a crusader. There is another theory
says the crossed legs represent a symbol of the Christian cross. The effigies came from the ruined chapel at Carminc
Barton about the late 1500s or early 1600s.

From the church, Hettie and Joe persuaded us to go with them to see their home in Gunwalloe which is outside
Helston. We had originally planned to do some additional driving to Tintagel and Newquay, but threw those plans ove
board in favor of a visit to Gunwalloe. What a great decision that turned out to be. Gunwalloe is a tiny town on the coz
with a | ovely beach. Hettie and Joe |live in a stone
Bay. The view was spectacular. From the front of the house we could see the curve of Cornwall all the way to Lands
End. | did ask Hettie about storms, and she told me they had seen quite a few. In fact, they had almost lost their roof «
time when a big storm came in. The southwest coastal path runs alongside the cliff next to their house which was alsc
severely damaged in one of the storms. Luckily, as Joe put it, the repair work was done by the county. We had tea at
Cliffhouse in the warm country kitchen. Then Hettie autographed two of her books for me. Joe went out to his work-
shop and brought back a lovely Celtic cross on a chain for me. We left them reluctantly, feeling like we had known
them forever and hoping to see them again.

We made one last stop in Cornwall on our way to meet up with relatives in Scotland. | had to see Bodmin moot
and the Jamaica Inn. | had seen that movie many years ago and it had terrified me at the time. | had read that the oric
Jamaica Inn was still in existence, so there we went. As we got onto Bodmin Moor you could see how isolated and
desolate the Moor looked. It was very hilly. As we approached the Inn it looked just like it had in the movies with its
old wooden sign creakily swinging in the wind. Apparently Daphne du Maurier had based her story on the Jamaica Int
The Inn is 16 miles across the Moor from the coast. According to the legends we heard at the Inn, on a still night you
can still hear the creaking of the wagons as the plunder from the shipwrecks and the smuggling trade was brought to
inn and hidden there. We were very fortunate that there were rooms available for us. The hostess asked us with a
straight face if we preferred a room in the old part of the hotel with possibly a ghost sighting, or a room in the newer
addition. We opted for the naghost room. That night we ate in the old inn with its wide plank floors and occasional
signs that someone had died there. Since it was a rainy night you could see the fog rolling in over tha neadiss
scary sight. My overactive imagination did me no good that night. But no ghosts appeared.

The next morning we did a quick stop at the gift shop, took some pictures and headed Northeast to Scotland, @
minds filled with the wonderful memories of new friends, great food, and a special place.

Joe, Mickey & Hettie
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