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The rain had set in to wash the granite 

slab curbing and the narrow streets of St 

Ives.  It was getting dark and the 

reflection from the orange street lights 

glistened on the surface of the wet road. 

Our farming friends in North Cornwall 

had said that autumn had come early and 

as if preparing us for winter, 

broadcasters were forecasting gales and 

heavy rain.  

 

I backed the car down our lane way and 

into the street. Beryl helped me to load 

the screen and new overhead projector 

into the car. With preparation complete and 

equipment together I pushed off to address the 

Porthleven “Old Cornwall Society.” My topic, 

“Aspects of early farming in South Australia, 

1850-1900 with reference to great great 

grandfather Thomas Curnow.”  

 

I had double booked somehow with the 

Carbis Bay Wesley Church who had a MC job 

lined up for me with a visiting choir. I had 

looked forward to the challenge of talking 

about my home state so with a little 

embarrassment and tongue in cheek I 

apologised and explained that I had an 

important lecture to deliver so that other 

arrangements would be necessary.  

 

I was glad to break out of the Church routine and to have the opportunity of rubbing 

shoulders with the Cornish beyond the now familiar network of streets around St Ives 

Bay. The full moon had been completely smothered by the dense cloud cover so that 

the night was ‘as black as Dick’s pocket,’ but as the Nissan wound its way along the 

coastal road the car wipers thrashed the window screen as if to urge me on. 

 

This was one occasion when Beryl chose to ‘catch her breath’ and remain at St Ives, 

so I was on my own. Left to my own thoughts, I had one of those occasional 

flashbacks. Is this really happening? Am I really driving into a Cornish night to do 

what I am doing or is this all a dream? Again I felt that sort of excitement that greets 

one every day here and I was awestruck by the privilege of this unforgettable time in 

Cornwall. As I pushed the car towards Hayle, my thoughts pushed on to rebuke me. 

“Why just Cornwall?” In the economy of a life lived under a sovereign God and 

loving Father shouldn’t every day be bathed in gratitude, excitement and awe, 

 

 



whether one is in Cornwall or 

Australia? I passed the Portminster 

Hotel, Tregenna Castle and the 

Methodist Treloyhan Manor, (where 

Rev Doug Hosking and his wife 

Jennie were holidaying at the time) 

and a list of other hotels and venues 

overlooking the ‘white horses’ spread 

across St Ives Bay. I whisked past 

Chy an Gwheal Chapel and on the right, the 

Carbis Bay Wesley Church where the ‘Trelawney  

 

Singers” were to perform that night. Skirting the 

Hayle Estuary I escaped urban development and 

logged onto the B3302 to Helston. 

 

By now the night sky was thick, ‘blacker than 

Dick’s pocket’ and with the heavy rain still falling 

it was 

not 

long before I concluded that it was not an 

ideal night for driving though the Cornish 

Countryside. The hedgerows seemed 

closer than  

usual in the car’s headlights. The once 

green bracken had turned brown and piles 

of slippery looking rusty leaves lined the 

roadway.  Autumn had arrived, but in the 

weather conditions the leaves were not 

lingering long.  The bushes and trees had 

taken on a bare exposed look and were shedding their coats in a rather ‘spooky way’ 

for the winter ahead. I passed St Erth Praze and the ‘Smugglers Inn’ where they were 

advertising special deals on bar food. I passed through Leedstown, the Village Hall 

and a road called Carsize Lane. I pushed on past a two-storey farm cottage built close 

to the roadside and then there was a gateway to a farm house where a sign advertising 

‘clotted cream’ blew this way and that in the gusty wind.  

 

The streetlights of Helston came into view and twinkled in the distance. As running 

streams of water crossed the roadway I wondered how my Cornish audience would 

ever believe that in comparison to their annual 40 inches of rain, South Australia’s 

annual average is a mere 9.75 inches!! 

 

I caught a glimpse of a motor bike without headlights as it streaked past travelling in 

the opposite direction and then my headlights picked a ‘swaggie type figure ‘ walking 

on the edge of the narrow road. Not a good practice on a road that runs between 

hedgerows on a dark night. Dressed in a heavy coat and a bedroll on his back he 

appeared to be carrying bags in either hand. While we have street people in St Ives I 

was reminded that this old country still has many old ways as part of its life. 
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Through the outskirts of Helston, at this northerly point of the Lizard Peninsula one 

turns right on to the B3304 and passes Penventon farm. The road then winds down a 

wooded valley with a number of hairpin bends. It is a pretty canopy of green during 

the day, but on this night it was more like a black mysterious tunnel. The wind stirred 

the tall trees and the headlights shone on leaves floating down from the treetops like 

wet confetti. I tried to concentrate a little harder and to take care, but in time at all I 

was at Porthleven and descending Penrose Hill into the seaside village. The Hall 

appeared on my right opposite a line of old cottages and I parked the car by a business 

with the name printed on the door. “Inkpot Tattoo.” 

 

The interior of the hall had 

been recently renovated 

with some nice seating 

supplied. I set up my 

equipment and met Lionel 

Curnow, an acquaintance 

from the 1990 Curnow 

reunion and Beatrice and 

Neil Plummer who 

presented me with a large 

orange ‘Halloween type” 

pumpkin for Beryl to make 

soup for which she is 

renowned!! I think I spoke 

for about 50 minutes and 

discovered that in the process that the ancestors of Charles Martin, the father of 

Gawler SA were still resident at Stithians and that the place where he was born next to 

his father’s Foundry still stood. Another exciting discovery came with a person who 

had a painting of a cottage at Newtown, the now demolished village from which great 

great grandfather Curnow and his family came. 

 

The question time revealed a limited grasp of ‘Aussie’ realities. What was shell grit? 

During the drought period why couldn’t farmers use water from the mines and the 

Murray to grow wheat? What was wheat rust and was gold found in South Australia. 

No one went to sleep and I must admit that I found retelling the story of how South 

Australia became the earlier granary of the nation rather fascinating. 

 

With an orange 

pumpkin and a 

painting to find at the 

village of St Erth I 

headed for home, to 

the Manse at St Ives 

hopefully leaving old 

Cornwall friends with 

a better picture of the 

‘trials and triumphs’ of 

their cousins who 

pioneered the Colony, 

that was once described as the ‘Paradise of Dissent”  

 

Porthleven 

 

 


