




Covid, an alternative view 
 

1.  The silliest thing I ever bought was a 2020 planner. 
 

2. In 2019 we were advised to stay away from negative people. 

Now in 2020 we’re told to stay away from positive people. 
 

3. The world has turned upside down. Older people are trying to sneak out of the house 

and their children are telling them to stay indoors. 
 

4. This morning I saw a neighbour talking to his dog. It was obvious he thought the dog 

understood every word. I came into my house and told the cat. We laughed a lot. 
 

5. Every few days we should all try on our jeans just to make sure they still fit.  

Pyjamas will have us believe all is well in the kingdom. 
 

6. I never thought the saying “I wouldn’t touch him with a 6 ft pole” would become a 

national policy, but here we are! 
 

7. I need to practice social distancing from the fridge. 
 

8. Saying “The curve is flattening so we can start lifting restrictions” is like saying 

“The parachute has slowed our rate of descent so we can take it off now.” 
 

9. Never in a million years would I have thought I would go into a bank wearing a mask 

and ask for money. 
 

10. Sometimes the thoughts in my head become bored and go for a walk out through my 

mouth. This is never a good thing. 

Sharon 

 

Saltash Heritage Covid Christmas Carol 
 

Deck the halls with disinfectant, 

  Fa la la la la, fa la la la. 

’Tis the rule to be protectant, 

  Fa la la la la, fa la la la. 

Spray the centre, safe to enter, 

  Fa la la la, Fa la la, Fa la la. 

Sing the advert from our mentor: 

  “Hands and face and lots of space.” 

 

See the display rooms  before us, 

  Fa la la la la, fa la la la. 

Soon we’ll have a happy chorus, 

  Fa la la la la, fa la la la. 

We’ll be a free ’n’ open museum, 

  Fa la la la, Fa la la, Fa la la. 

Sing the advert with its plea in, 

  “Hands and face and lots of space.” 

When Christmas comes, this is our mission, 

  Fa la la la la, fa la la la. 

Opening up the new exhibition, 

  Fa la la la la, fa la la la. 

Wearing masks and bringing flasks, 

  Fa la la la, Fa la la, Fa la la. 

Soon we’ll open, though with care. 

Merry Christmas all, hope to see you there. 



Inspiration 
 

The joy of a mobile phone is always having a camera with you. I always keep an eye out 

for scenes, objects and building that I find interesting and may find a use for in the future, 

particularly for model making (in any scale). Sometimes you come across something that 

inspires you. For me it is usually to do with railways or something that captures a time, a 

place or just an atmosphere. This is just a photograph. 

 

  

To create a room that looks like it hasn’t been touched for many years is very difficult. 

The fittings and décor should be timeless with a hint of decay. Everything should have a 

purpose or a meaning with the balance just right. Dust settles in a very even layer over 

everything. If you move just one object the illusion is lost.  

If you don’t know where this is, it’s inside the museum at Cotehele Quay and for me it 

had that WOW factor.  

 

So….. what photographs have you taken, that for some reason made you go WOW. 

Bruce 



Lizzy Hon Secretary 
 

The Hon Secretary and Assistant Secretary work 

together and have fingers in most pies of running the 

museum and local history centre. We have to know 

what everyone is doing all the time. We liaise 

between the Management team, and our connections 

at Arts Council England, and the Cornwall Museums 

Partnership.  We keep in close contact with other 

museums in Cornwall and further afield, all of whom 

are in the same position as ourselves.  We have to 

complete endless forms and account for all that we 

do. We apply for grants, try and keep our volunteers 

happy and dream up weird and wonderful ideas to 

keep everyone on their toes. We join in county zoom 

meetings and are working with others to put training 

sessions on video for all to join in. 

Sylvia and myself both assist with setting up the 

annual exhibition, clean the toilets, lug things around 

and make birthday cakes. Many thanks to Sylvia, for her monthly blog which goes out to 

all our 65 volunteers. 

Over the lock down period, communications have been forwarded to me by Kevin our 

webmaster who has kept a close eye on the building, whilst continuing to load information 

onto the museum modes system. All key holders have kept in close contact to ensure only 

one or two people are working at the same time.  Terry has been busy, managing to open 

the research room to a few researchers, taking very stringent precautions and continuing to 

work hard at home. Bob sends out emails to keep us on our toes, telling us how great we 

all are and studying all the endless emails he gets copies of, and still keeping his mind 

ticking over all the jobs that need to be done.  We did manage to have one outdoor 

socially distanced meeting, which was great. Treasurer Jackie, has been working as 

normal, dealing with all the accounts at home instead of in the office and keeping in close 

touch with our Insurers. Many of the team are continuing to work from home but missing 

the companionship of their colleagues. Bruce has been down doing DIY, weeding his 

vegetables and feeding the rabbits (all will be revealed next year) 

We are all disappointed that we have been unable, so far, to open our new exhibition, but 

be assured this will be open next year and we have high hopes of getting back to normal in 

2021. We have taken the opportunity to clean up, do some maintenance work on top of 

our usual volunteering work, won some awards and intend not to let this situation get us 

down. 

Very many thanks to all those who have continued to support us by paying your annual 

membership and to Sharon, who deals with all the members and the paperwork involved. 

Our huge thanks to Bruce our Vice Chair and Newsletter Editor, who has worked his 

socks off putting together even more brilliant newsletters for our membership. 

Keep an eye on the museum window for updates as well as your emails and please stay 

safe. 

Lizzy 



A Case of oysters and pearls of judicial wisdom 
 

Former patrons of the ‘Wheatsheaf 

Inn’ later the ‘Waterside’, now 

standing derelict and awaiting 

demolition, may have noticed a plaque 

near the door commemorating the 

great Saltash Oyster Fishing Dispute.  

The plaque which since the inn’s 

closure has been held in the Saltash 

Heritage museum is, together with 

lengthy transcriptions in Victorian law 

reports, of ‘Goodman and another v. 

Mayor etc: of Saltash’ a reminder of a 

famous and prolonged battle through 

the law courts of Victorian England.  

To the Lawyer, the case is a useful 

precedent in the issues of prescription, 

profit a prendre in alieno solo and 

presumed trust. 

But to the layman the story of the 

Saltash oyster dispute concerns a small 

but significant victory for the common 

man in his struggle against the forces 

of the Victorian establishment. 

To these working fishermen, who included Mr. Goodman, Landlord of the ‘Wheatsheaf’, 

the struggle was against a wealthy Saltash corporation, unrepresentative and elected by a 

tiny minority of townsfolk, attempting to add to the civic coffers by depriving those 

fishermen of rights enjoyed by their ancestors from time immemorial. 

This ancient right was that of certain Saltash fishermen to dredge the Tamar for oysters 

during the period from Candlemas (February 2
nd

) until the end of Lent each winter. The 

usage dated from before the Reformation and was to provide an alternative to meat during 

the Lenten fast.  This privilege remained prized by the 19
th
 century Saltash fisher folk who 

faced a perpetual struggle to keep their families from ‘the antechamber to the grave’ as the 

Torpoint workhouse was described.  Henry Goodman could himself augment his income 

by up to eight shillings a week from the oyster fishing.  

This privilege was lost in 1865 when Saltash Corporation leased the oysterage to a Herne 

Bay company for £150 per annum.  They guaranteed the company that their own legal 

advisors had confirmed the fishermen had no rights to legally ‘raid’ the beds for between 

50 and 80 days each winter.  Matters came to a head in 1876 when the oysters were 

disappearing and the corporation threatened legal action against any person lifting them 

from the Tamar.  The ‘mute inglorious village Hamden’ who stood up for his fellows was 

this Landlord of the ‘Wheatsheaf’, Henry Goodman. 

How these Saltash fishermen could afford to take the matter, over a five year period, to 

the highest courts in the land remains a secret, though a wealthy sponsor may have 

assisted.  What is known is that the corporation attempted to baulk the suit by failing to 



comply with procedural matters for 15 months until mid-July 1877.  In that month the 

matter came to the court of first instance and the fishermen’s rights were rejected.  The 

Court of common Pleas upheld this decision in March 1878, denying the fishermen’s 

claim that the oysterage belonged not to the corporation but to the Crown or the Duchy. 

Undaunted the fishermen pursued the matter to the court of Appeal. Here two learned 

judges dismissed their claims and decided even more favourably for the Corporation.  

Undismayed by the weight of judicial opinion against them, the fishermen appealed 

further to the highest court in the land, the House of Lords. 

On august 1
st
 1882 Lord Selborne, one of the most renowned lawyers of all times, gave 

judgement.  Reversing the findings of the lower courts, he decided that a community such 

as the fishermen, could have and pass on rights as could an individual. 

The granting of the fishery to the Corporation was declared as subject to the ancient rights 

of the fishermen. 

What celebrations took places as the tale was told and retold around the bar in the 

‘Wheatsheaf’ history does not record. 

But alas, it was largely a Pyrrhic victory.  The oysterage rights which the wealthy 

burghers had tried to seize were being taken by a greater evil that is still with us.  

Pollution was taking its toll as effluent flowed from tin and copper mines up the river and 

the oyster beds never fully recovered.  The corporation let them, with difficulty, for £40, 

and with the fishermen exercising their rights during Lent. 

Litigation cost the Borough 

dear, £1,600 costs as well as 

£900 towards the 

fishermen’s costs.  Mr 

Edmonds, solicitor for the 

fishermen, is recorded as 

having levied execution on 

the Borough’s ancient 

maces, subsequently 

redeemed. Debts were not 

discharged until 1918.  By 

1933, the oysterage was 

exhausted and the remaining 

oysters judged unfit for 

consumption.  By then, of course, the War to end all wars had been fought and the 

common man was coming into his own-due in no small part to these such as Henry 

Goodman, who had taken on the Victorian hierarchical system on its own grounds and, 

after resounding defeats, won at the hands of the highest authority of the day. 

And let us not forget the solicitor, Mr. Edmonds, who had supported the fishermen in 

what must have appeared to outsiders as an extravagant and hopeless frolic through the 

Victorian legal system.  He surely, ‘well deserved’ his gift from the fishermen, a model of 

an oyster in gold with a pearl at its centre. 

Martin Lister 



Terry (Archivist) 
 

I have been part of Saltash Heritage 

since 2013 when I took early 

retirement. In fact, I was co-opted on to 

the committee before I had even set foot 

in the building! It was Mo who started 

first – she visited and asked if there was 

anything she could do (at which point 

the door was locked behind her…). 

Later she was asked if she wanted to 

join the committee – not really, but 

thought I might be interested when I 

retired. The rest, as they say, is history. 

I soon realised that we were being 

“groomed” for the role of archivist 

when David Coles was showing us how 

to use and enter items on to the Modes 

system. It was a vote of confidence 

when some time later David felt he 

could safely retire from the role. 

So, what does the Archivist do? I 

suppose I could answer “well what 

doesn’t he do?”  

Every donation that comes into the 

building is dealt with by me (except for 3D objects). I decide whether we want the item, 

or if we already have a copy. The correct paperwork has to be completed and a reference 

number is given to each individual item. The items then have to be filed away securely 

and in archival quality folders or wallets 

Then the items have to be entered on to the computer. We use a database called MODES 

(Museum Object Data Entry System). The newer version is very easy to use but it can 

take a long time to do some entries as there are various conventions that have to be 

followed. Kevin Hale and I are still working on our local conventions as we are finding 

new things all the time (we should be sorted in a year or two – we only started in 2017…) 

and will eventually produce a user manual. 

As if the local conventions weren’t enough I have to ensure that everything satisfies the 

conditions laid down by the Arts Council (in something called Spectrum). If we don’t 

have the correct paper trail, policies, procedures and systems in place then we would not 

be able to remain an Accredited Museum.  It can be very time-consuming role, especially 

for example when we get a donation of dozens of photographs. But, it is a role I enjoy and 

of course I am helped a huge amount by Mo (couldn’t do any of it without you Mo!). 

In addition to all this, we receive many requests for information on local and family 

history, which often means a fair bit of research, mostly from home as the catalogue is 

loaded on my laptop. 
Terry Cummings 



Twas the Night Before Covid 
 

Twas the night before covid, when all through the house 

Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse 

The exhibits were hung in the cases with care 

In the hopes that a vaccine would soon be there 
 

The visitors left and the doors were locked tight 

While antibacterial wipes came in sight 

And hand sanitizers were dotted around 

Hoping happy voices would soon resound 
 

When over the radio came such a clatter 

I sprang from my seat to see what was the matter 

And over the airwaves there came the good news 

That a vaccine was here that we all could use 
 

Looking out of the window I started to see 

The visitors queueing, staring at me 

Asking “Are you open? I do hope you are 

There’s so much to see that I’ve come from afar” 

 

The big bearded driver dressed smartly in red 

With his reindeer all harnessed and pulling his sled 

Was hoping to see the exhibits large and small 

Once his deliveries were sorted to kids one and all 
 

My heart was so lifted to see him stood there 

That I had to sit quickly back down in my chair 

I opened the door and let him inside 

And my chest plumped up with such joy and such pride. 
 

I showed him the alcohol gel for his hands 

And pointed out photos from near and far lands 

The medals, the stories, the old and the new 

His interest was piqued by the stories I knew 
 

And when the time came for him to take leave 

I introduced him to our local reeve 

Who granted the honour of keys to the freedom 

Of our lovely and cherished Saltash museum 

 

"Now, Dasher! now, Dancer! now, Prancer and Vixen! 

On, Comet! On, Cupid! on, Donner and Blitzen! 

To rooftop and chimney, we must set a pace 

And always remember: hands, face and space 

 

with apologies to Clement Clarke Moore by Alan Lambert 



Life goes on 
 

 
On 20 August the committee had its first meeting for some time thanks to Jackie having a 

patio big enough (and enough chairs) for us all to gather and remain socially distanced 

 

 

HMS Saltash 
 

In the last issue we 

featured the model of 

HMS Saltash built by 

James Thompson. 

Since then the model has 

been featured in a national 

magazine. 

 

You saw it here first….. 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


