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The whirlwind of the last two years and the intense love affair with Cornwall was 

severely dented with our 6.30 am arrival at Adelaide’s almost completed International 

airport on Sunday 25 September.  

 

Our departure from the land of our fathers was more like a protracted extraction than a 

kiss and a wave. Over two years we had been spread across nine churches we had 

made some wonderful friends not only in the Circuit but beyond in Launceston, 

Penzance, Mt Hawke, Sithney, Porthleven, Redruth, Stithians and St Hilary. The 

farewell meals and pastie suppers had started weeks before we had actually left, then 

we delayed our departure a day to enable me to speak at an Australian Cornish 

evening at Redruth. 

 

Our brief holiday then added to the 

drawn-out process. We have picnicked on 

the banks of Loch ness and stayed 

overnight at remote Iona with Lorinda. 

We enjoyed a few amazing days in 

Switzerland then spent a long day with 

friends back in Cornwall selling the car 

and addressing our ‘over weight’ luggage 

problem item by item.  Lorinda drove us 

to St Austell where we waved her 

goodbye and boarded the National express 

for Heathrow Airport. 

 

The refreshing stopover at Singapore 

enabled us to catch our breath and to 

prepare for what would be two agonising 

hours in custom queues at Adelaide 

Airport. This was certainly a different 

Sunday.   

 

As we pushed our heavily loaded trolleys through the doors into the arrival lounge, 

hundreds of people all patiently waiting for friends confronted us. We remember the 

welcoming shout of joy and delight from those who had waited so patiently.  

 

 



 

The journey was 

over, the race won; 

the new celebration 

began with the 

embrace of familiar 

friends. Still stunned 

by the emotion of 

farewells and the 

euphoria of transit 

we enjoyed a lovely 

meal with the 

Browns and Duffets 

and there was the 

reunion with Ainslie 

who had boarded 

with us for nine 

months in St Ives.  

There was a strange warmth about being 

reacquainted with things familiar. Yet it 

wasn’t quite over!! The next four days were 

just as intense and necessary before the final reunion with family six hours away in 

Victoria. Having retrieved Lorinda’s Sigma we travelled through the Adelaide Hills to 

Meadows to meet with those negotiating our new Church Placement. Then there was 

the Dentist, a visit to the Church Office where I struggled to recall our future address, 

arrangements for a leased vehicle in November, the money exchange, Telstra, new 

shoes to replace those left behind, tax returns, a visit to our stored goods and a call on 

brother Tom and wife Pat.  

 

As we left Adelaide behind we chatted how we would share our Cornish experience at 

the AGM of the Kernewek Lowender on 24 October at Kadina. De-briefing is not 

always easy. To a new arrival in the country, local people can seem pre-occupied, 

locked into the limits of their day to day routine so like it or not it feels as if there is 

little choice but to fit in, to substitute one kind of parochial world for another.  We had 

left Cornwall behind, but the rich, multi-faceted experience has been deposited in our 

hearts so that we are eternally different, unlike the people we were before we left.  In 

a sense we know we will never leave Cornwall behind, the faces and places will 

always remain, the culture and routine of life, the rugged natural beauty, the embrace 

of history, the parochial resignation and the no pretence manner. How do you 

articulate the mystery of an experience where two worlds meet, where you are 

touched by a warm acceptance and you feel you belong to both worlds although they 

are different, culturally apart, sometime belonging to a different epoch of time. 

 

After an overcast arrival came the sunny blue skies of an Aussie spring. The contrasts 

of the countries made an early impact. The light and reflected glare required 

sunglasses now. There was a warmth without humidity. As we headed south to 

Portland, the historic country birthplace of the State of Victoria, we looked forward to 

meeting Nathan, Kerryn and the three delightful granddaughters, Darcie Scarlet and 

Rue. Marcus and Rachael would join us later with Ewen and Peran.  

 

 



 

We will never forget the beautiful 

and notorious coastline of Cornwall. 

Australia has a sparse open beauty 

that is acquired by the observant 

rather than a beauty suddenly 

imposed by a spectacle. Winding 

narrow roads over Cornish hills and 

valleys gave away to open horizons, 

long flat roads alongside the 

Coorong wilderness. The country of 

Western Victoria is lush, but without 

hedgerows you can see for miles, the 

gums are scraggy, transparent skeletons rather than shady umbrellas. The forestry and 

wood chipping industries are dominant here. The red and blue rosella parrots, a streak 

of beauty. The main street through Meningie is amazing, being about ten times the 

width the cobbled streets of St Ives. The carolling call of nesting magpies welcomes 

us and it sounds like home.  

 

A few days after thawing the 

excitement of our reunion, Nathan 

drove us north to a small country 

town called Dartmoor and to 

Waterfall Gardens for a picnic. The 

spot was a unique combination of 

natural waterfalls that are serviced 

by a spring that feeds into the 

Glenelg River. Having enjoyed the 

exotic gardens of Cornwall we 

were amazed and very impressed to 

find something of their likeness. 

The fern gully was filled with white 

arum lilies, weeping cherries, bluebells, damson plums, and a grove of poplars planted 

by pioneers. The footpath track led to Bucknall Falls and past the habitat of the 

exclusive platypus and koala. We threw a twig or two into the slow flow of the 

unspoilt Glenelg River naturally decorated with timeless river gums. We watched 

honeyeaters and the darting blue wren and we knew we were really home again.  

 

 

Thanks for sharing in our journey. We hope you have enjoyed these calendars as 

much as we enjoyed the days of ministry and adventure among our Cornish cousins. 

Our lives have been enriched beyond measure by sharing in the vitality of Methodism,  

the warmth of the Cornish welcome and the cultural home of our fore-fathers.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


