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Harvest Thanksgiving Lives 
 

Since arriving we have admired the creative hand of God not only in the magnificent 

scenery but also in the wonders of nature. We have watched grazing herds of cows and 

talked to a dairy farmer who said he could almost pinpoint May 20 every year as the 

day grasses turned to flower, signalling the time to cut feed. I have seen my first 

woodpecker, a haughty green feathered fellow with a red stripe helmet who insisted on 

“jack hammering” the lawn. I have seen a buzzard (a type of hawk )and watched masses 

of rabbits peppering their warrens. I have watched butterflies and spiders, bumblebees 

and ran into loads of “twitches” (the local name for bird watchers) scanning the Hayle 

estuary for migrating new arrivals. 

 

From our front door we can see fields of Broccoli (called cauliflower after Christmas!!) 

We have seen maize in the paddock, enjoyed red homegrown tomatoes and picked 

bright red apples from trees in our garden. We have been given runner beans and we 

have picked wild blackberries until we look like them. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

It is Harvest Festival time here, and second to Christmas it is the most popular time for 

going to Church. The Cornish know how to celebrate their traditions and I suspect 

Harvest Thanksgiving as we know it, had its origin here replacing early pagan practices. 

 

In the old world the pagan fertility rite of “crying the neck”( ie cutting the last sheaf of 

wheat and storing it to preserve the “corn spirit” over the winter) was practised and it 

is still observed as a tradition. A picture of the ritual graced the local paper, “The 

Cornishman” recently.  

 

As I recall the late Rev. AD Hunt said, “Harvest Festivals were introduced into 

Methodism in the1860s and in early days they were very popular in Australia. Today, 

the move from subsistence farming to economic expediency and mass production 

dominates the mind of rural Australia, but the Lord of the Harvest is alive and well here, 

particularly among the old folk Almost all the members of the Ventonleague Chapel 

turned out on Saturday night to decorate their place of worship.  

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Tape was wound around the pillars under the balcony and hydrangea flowers were 

inserted, green leafy twigs interspersed with oranges stretched across the balcony from 

one side of the balcony to the other. Bright yellow chrysanthemums and orange long 

stem carnations were placed either side of the pulpit and stood out, contrasted by the 

dark panelling and furnishings of the Chapel. Two levels of trestles were erected in 

front of the raised pulpit. They overflowed with baskets of grapes and homegrown fruit 

and vegetables. Two containers of purple heather and large oranges stacked pyramid 

style on plates added a splash of colour. Apples placed a foot apart interspersed with 

flowers sat on the railing adorning the front of the Chapel, while more greenery and 

fruit had been lovingly hung from the pipes of the pipe organ. 

 

The decorating and care given to detail is all part of the annual ritual. By the time we 

stood and sang, “We ploughed the fields and scattered the good seed on the land,” I 

suspect the elderly folk were probably feeling a strong affinity with their forbears. They 

probably felt as if they had laboured all day in the field, but their simplicity of faith and 

gratitude to God could not be questioned. 

 

The celebration here spills over into the wider community. We received an invitation 

to the Day Care Centre who host a “Harvest Feast”. A local Pub has an evening for 

harvest, and auctions fruit for charities. An invite to St Elwyns Church says, “bring a 

sweet, we’ll bring the wine”!!  The Darby and Joan Club meeting in the Institute have 

invited me to bring a Harvest devotion!! 

 

 

On Monday night I was asked to MC the Harvest concert in the Church. The Pentowan 

singers presented “Lord of the Harvest,” George told old Cornish stories with an accent 

so broad that we missed the punch line!! I am caught by surprise when I find myself 

announcing from a script that, “we will now sing “Abide with me” to the tune of 

Ventonleague.” I learned afterwards that the local organist Donald Broad named the 

tune after the very Chapel we were meeting in. The evening concluded with 

refreshments in the upstairs schoolroom with the sale of fruit and food, not already 

distributed to 49 different sick and needy people!! 

 

 



The amazing thing is that this ritual was repeated at the St Erth Chapel the following 

Sunday (tonight) with guest pipe organist and flautist. What a simple unadulterated 

reminder that “the earth is the Lords and all that is in it”. This festival tradition is so 

good and widespread that “British Food Fortnight” (Sept 20-Oct 5) has jumped on the 

band wagon to encourage consumption of local food.!!  

 

Now that’s a real turn up --- This is one rare occasion where the world is actually 

following the church rather than the church following the world. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday 17 September -- Celebrating the Wesley Brothers 
 

Carbis Bay Wesley Methodist Church was an appropriate venue for Wesley Evening. 

It was the centenary anniversary year of the chapel, the fiftieth anniversary of the pipe 

organ (restored after the 1941 London blitz) and the tri-centenary of the birth of John 

Wesley. 

 

Carbis Bay is a collective village that sits on the edge of St Ives bay and engulfs the 

19th century hamlets of Carbis Water, Chyangwheal, Boskerris and Longstone. The 

Chyangwheal chapel, (33 members) (pre-union, a New Connexion chapel) operates just 

a stone’s throw from Carbis Bay Wesley. (23 members) (pre-union, a Wesleyan chapel) 

Putting that baggage from the past to one side we travelled the winding narrow road on 

the Hayle-St Ives road to celebrate our Methodist roots.  

 

My Superintendent Minister Rev Derek Baldson led the evening interspersed with 

Methodist hymns, a good deal of passion and stories of the Wesley brothers. The 

Mounts Bay Men’s choir sang and we concluded with, “O for a Thousand Tongues to 

Sing” and then “And Can it Be.” Some tunes and words were unfamiliar but the pipe 

organ was played well and I found myself carried along by the rousing, true Cornish 

Methodist style. Again the age of those present reminded Beryl and myself that sadly 

we were sharing in a fading tradition. Thoughts of my Methodist heritage from 

Salisbury in South Australia seemed to persist although I had no perception of being 

part of an incredible historic worldwide movement at that stage. Here we met the 

Wesley brothers face to face in our Cornish friends. To celebrate my faith roots in this 

year and in Cornwall in my mind seemed similar to a good Catholic person on 

pilgrimage to Rome. I thought my lack of plan and intent had probably saved me from 

being a casualty of nominal religious traditionalism. 

 

The Wesley’s faced hostile opposition in St Ives just a little further along the road and 

we couldn’t help but make the connection between this and the troublesome divisions 

that have still left their mark on the Christian community at St Ives. Then there is the 

old dislike between St Ives and Hayle. This was evident in a pastoral call earlier in the 

day when a 92 year old St Ives lady who had recently moved to Hayle pointed out that 

until recently she had resolved that she would never, never be found dead in Hayle. 

This feisty, passionate outspokenness of the Cornish has been evident since our arrival 

and often the subject of conversation between Beryl and myself. I found myself 

questioning, “Is this where my own capacity to erupt comes from?” It is an honest trait, 

helpful for knowing where one stands but treacherous fuel for church meetings!! 

 

Anyway we sang our heads off and in a traditional way lifted our hearts and souls to 

our Heavenly Father, aware of the rich heritage in which we had been nurtured. It was 

more than a sing-song, it was a celebration of an enduring truth found in Christ that had 

touched even our generation. My contribution and hymn choice had been “God of all 

power and truth and grace.” 

 

Thursday 18 September -- Pastoring the Wounded  
 

Visited some delightful elderly people today--- a man in a wheel chair paralysed from 

the neck down, two elderly ladies who had suffered falls, a gentleman so crippled with 

arthritis that even a shuffle is painful, another had a leg removed and had just finished 



treatment for cancer. Yet another 89 year old was hospitalised with a broken leg and to 

complicate things she had fallen out of bed and fractured her shoulder. Beryl kindly 

offered to navigate for me. She was happy to read a book while I visited at Penzance. 

This was fine but our street directory didn’t help much by showing the hospital in an 

incorrect location. After getting lost in a jumble of streets and then finding our way 

through the rabbit warren of a foreign hospital my exit was just as bad as I found myself 

opening all sorts of wrong doors.  My Aussie country experience was really showing. 

 

I had to listen very, very carefully to some folk who, in the Cornish way, seemed to run 

their words together. Many folk had some connections or relatives in Australia and 

some brought out the family Bible or 19th century pictures of family. I listened to stories 

about great grandfather, old chapels and all sorts of things. In the last home I called on 

the folk advised me on how to send Cornish saffron cake to Australia. On leaving, all 

three occupants not only saw me to the door but stood together to give me a hearty wave 

goodbye as I stepped out onto the foot path. I couldn’t recall a similar farewell to any 

pastoral visit I had made in Australia. 

 

The Cultural Cringe 

 
Early in the piece, when visiting the local hospital at Hayle, the Sister in charge insisted 

that I wear my dog collar when calling, especially when it was out of hours.  I had been 

a bit reluctant to get around to flashing my dog collar because it tends evoke attention, 

especially when I was prone to cultural mistakes like parking or driving in wrong 

places. However I understood the importance of the Sister’s concern and the difference 

between social and professional dress. Guess with the use of MR and MRS things were 

a little more formal in the land of my fathers. There was little doubt that a laid-back 

Aussie was on more than a one shape learning curve!!     


