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Part A.  Camborne RFC   
3April 2004 

 

One of my Methodist Parishioners, Pete George was an ardent Camborne man. Pete 

grew up in Camborne and in the world of rugby although 

they are neighbouring towns geographically, Camborne is 

certainly not the same as Redruth. Pete had agreed to take 

me to my second game of real Cornish rugby. Beryl, and 

his wife Liz chose to do a little shopping in the wind and 

rain while the big game was on. Kick off was at 3 pm and 

it was. Camborne versus Tiverton (from Devon) on the 

home ground.  

 

The Camborne Club was one of the proud founder clubs 

in Cornwall formed in 1878. Most early players had 

worked at Dalcoath Mine which at that time was the 

deepest in Britain. Hard rock mining produced hard men 

and the game was quickly established in Camborne by 

taking much from the Cornish sport of hurling and wrestling. The Camborne team had 

already won the Western County’s Championship so that they were bound to win, but 

it was more a matter of whether I would be a winner on this day out with the male 

cousins. Could I come to terms with this awkward inter-play of testosterone?  

 

The cold wind was brutal and looking like Scott of the Antarctic we moved from 

position to position around the ground to find the best spot.  I reckon about 600 

supporters were there to clap the teams on. I came to realise that Pete was a well 

known local. Many acknowledged him with a typical muffled Cornish “alright then” 

as they passed by, head down, hands in pockets, pushing against the wind. Then the 

Club Chairman and thanked Pete for his support during he season. By this time I was 

convinced that I was in humble but prestigious company. 

 

The teams played two hard 40-minute halves and won my admiration by being brave 

enough to be on the ground in shorts!! While rugby has a gladiatorial style in that 

everyone that runs onto the field seems to take their life into their own hands. While I 

still had no idea how they could actually 

choose the best player, the rhythm and 

skill of the game was more obvious for me 

this time. 

 

It was fast and much more impressive than 

the game at Hayle. When the rain 

lubricated both the field and the players, 

we moved quickly from the leaning rails 

to the concrete stand for cover. Although 

the cold sapped any feeling I had and left 

my nose and face numb, it was a sweet, 

enjoyable, male afternoon experience. 

 

 



Part B  Hellfire Corner. 
30 April 2004 

 

Dehwelans is a Cornish word for 

homecoming. The second Dehwelans 

Festival was held over the 28 April to the 3 

May 2004 and included heritage, arts and 

craft, language, dance, music drama, 

debates and sports. Camborne’s Trevithick 

Day was held a few days earlier on Saturday 

24 and had been scandalised by Police 

regulations preventing Steam engines 

parading through the narrow streets of Camborne. We were finding the demands of Circuit, 

visitors and a rash of festivals required complex balancing act, but on the 23rd we had made 

the Centenary of the Methodist Church at Camborne to hear the top class 80 strong Holman 

Climax choir with John and Antonia Hayle from Adelaide. The programme sparkled with 

variety that included the Sanctus in Latin followed by “Alexander’s Ragtime Band.” 

 

With a flurry of excitement our daughter Lorinda had arrived on the train via London on 

Monday 26 and it was on Friday we decided to travel to Truro to the Hall for Cornwall to 

enjoy a new Cornish Play commissioned by the Dehwelans called, “Hell Fire Corner.” 

 

Every event tells a story, but Hellfire Corner was special. It is a true story of rugby legend 

“Bert Solomon” mixed with the story of people caught in the decline of Cornish mining in the 

late 19th century at Redruth. According DM Thomas the novelist and poet, born into a 

working class mining family in Redruth in 1935 and writer of the play, Cornwall was wracked 

by disease as well as destitution at he turn of the century. Cornish people were in need of 

inspiration and it was at this time that Bert Solomon began to play Rugby. Hellfire Corner 

was the notorious sloping corner of the Redruth Rugby ground. Bert was a young miner, a 

hero on the rugby field and star player in the early 1900’s picked to play for England against 

Wales in 1910. In fact in his first international he scored the winning try. To his passionate 

supporters Jack, Amy and most of Cornwall he was a beacon of hope, but Solomon raced 

pigeons and he attached more importance to his breeding birds than to International Rugby. 

What a drama!!! 

 

To me the play was an ambitious smorgasbord that spread itself across everything Cornish. 

Besides rugby the story was interlaced with a Methodist Local preacher, Cornish carols, 

pasties, storytelling humour, harmony and hymns, romance, death and migration!!!!!! To 

capture and appreciate the significance of this cultural experience the play was best suited to 

those in touch with their Cornish heritage. My great great grandfather was part of the Cornish 

Diaspora and it was this aspect that struck a chord for me and I suspect for other overseas 

Cornish attending the Dehwelans. 

 

A massive migration took place during the 1800’s on a scale unmatched anywhere else in 

England. Many were driven overseas in search of work after the collapse of Cornwall’s tin 

mining Industry in the mid 1800’s. Between 1841 and 1901 more than a quarter of a million 

people left Cornwall, a period that saw the country lose around a fifth of its male population. 

At the time it was debated whether Johannesburg was the real capital of Cornwall or Butte 

City, Montana or Moonta, South Australia or Grass Valley, California.  

 

People were needed to colonise South Australia and work the land, but it was Cornish 

expertise in hard rock mining that was most highly prized and led to Cornish Culture being 

spread from Peru to India, from South Africa to Australia and the Caribbean. Many miners 

went to Burra and Moonta but South Africa was one of the biggest draw while others went to 

South America, Mexico, Spain and India. It as said of South Africa, “On summer nights --- 

 



the only sound was men coughing ---- 

they came back looking bronzed and fit, 

the fittest they have been in their lives; 

then within a few months --------------”!!!! 

The conditions took decades off their 

lives. 

 

My forbears were agricultural labourers, 

Cousin Jacks who never returned to 

Cornwall. They attended Elim Chapel, a 

Bible Christian cause near Waterloo 

Corner in South Australia. I am sure they 

sang traditional hymns, made pasties and 

saffron cake, but for them the need to etch 

out a living and to survive the open 

conditions of the Gawler Plains had taken 

precedence over preserving the culture of 

the homeland. 

 

By the time of my generation the family 

bore little resemblance to its Cornish 

Cousins and knew nothing of the old 

country. In one evening ‘Hellfire Corner’ 

presented a package that graphically reconstructed the way of life they knew so well, but that 

had been lost to the generations that followed. The use of Christian hymns in a secular setting 

seemed strange at first. I suspect contemporary Cornish generations today, like the children of 

the Diaspora have largely forgotten their non-conformist, revivalist roots. D.M. Thomas 

explained that now forgotten blend of sacred and secular in this way. “The preachers were 

simple uneducated men, but their spontaneous long drawn out prayers had an elegance and 

passion. I am eternally grateful to those rather boring services, they grounded me in the poetry 

of the authorised version, Wesleyan hymns and lilting Cornish speech.” 

 

In the course of the evening we met long-term Cornish friends. Howard Curnow from St 

Hilary, Beatrice and Neil Plummer from Stithians and Bill and Margaret Curnow from 

Queensland. A special treat came when we joined registered Dehwelans in a discussion time 

with the playwright and cast over what has been called a ‘definitive play for Cornwall.’ 

Stories from the cast and resident Cornish folk about current relatives spread across the world 

flowed freely. I have often expressed surprise at the number of people I have met here who 

tell me of their Australian connections. I had also been amazed by the impact and obvious 

acceptance associated with my Curnow surname. Then there was the Newspaper headline 

about our stay in Cornwall, ‘Colonial boy returns.’ I feel all of this has contributed to a 

stronger growing awareness of my real connections to the homeland of my fathers. Clearly 

the players, the chairman of the Dehwelans and more locals than I imagine still stake a claim 

to the descendants of the Diaspora. 

 

What I had seen as a nice sentiment related to the past I have begun to realise has more 

substance for some. I am still coming to terms with the realisation that the warmth and 

acceptance we enjoy here has much more to do with my genetical origin than I ever imagined. 

For some I am the child of a genuine Cousin Jack and only an Aussie by a historical 

coincidence of more recent years. This is a rather ‘mind-blowing’ view that actually reaches 

into the heart of one’s natural heritage and roots!!! I conclude I am a Cousin Jack, but I will 

always be an ‘Aussie’ Cousin Jack. 

 


