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Bryan Wynter’s Landscape, Zennor 
 
The dark is the sea that has soaked through, 
dripping into buckets already full – 
night-time in the day; 
the granite blackened, the fields dimmed,  
the moon in each headlight. 
With each stroke of the paddle,  
you tried to keep time with the sea – 
the blue pulling you deeper 
into the undertow. In the gallery,  
my small body of water  
rests in front of your canoe: 
your final form, unmoored.  
 
 
 
 
 
 



On writing ‘Bryan Wynter’s Landscape, Zennor’ 
 
It rained heavily the whole week in Cornwall. Horizontally. It was coming through the 
ceiling of the RNLI shop in Penzance, collecting in buckets by the window display. 
The volunteers, seated by the till, sipped tea and chatted, as if the growing bulge 
above their heads posed no threat.    
 
The sheer volume of rain took me by surprise. I grew up in Cornwall but, having lived 
away for the past twelve years, I often feel that my connection with the area has been 
lost: I am no longer used to heavy rain. Where I now live – the southeast coast – is 
shielded from the worst of the easterly weather systems by England’s west, and 
Cornwall at the westernmost, bearing the brunt of the load. The rain in Kent falls tired 
and vertical.  
 
We waited in the car outside the Penlee House Gallery and Museum for the rain to 
slacken, then made a run for it through the museum’s gardens – famed for their rare 
Mediterranean plants, which thrive in Cornwall’s mild, wet climate. Inside, after my 
glasses had stopped steaming up, I could take in ‘Creative Tensions: The Penwith 
Society of Arts 1949 – 1960’, an exhibition displaying Bryan Wynter’s painting 
‘Landscape, Zennor’. 
 
London-born Wynter came to live in the village of Zennor, on the West Penwith coast, 
in 1945. He became a member of the Penwith Society of Arts – a group of artists and 
writers inspired by the rugged landscape of the area. Wynter – living in a dilapidated 
cottage, high on the windswept moor – embraced this challenging environment, 
hiking across the granite-studded headland or swimming and canoeing in the 
temperamental seas. The hardness of this region became a fundamental 
component of his existence. He wrote: 
 

The landscape I live among is bare of houses, trees, people; is dominated by 
winds, by swift changes of weather, by moods of the sea; sometimes it is 
devastated and blackened by fire. 

 
Although known as an abstract painter, Wynter’s paintings from his early years in 
Cornwall are more representational – the turbulent Cornish elements are at the core 
of his work. ‘Landscape, Zennor’, painted in 1948, is a view of the village from the 
surrounding hillside. It is uncertain whether the church and neighbouring buildings 
at the centre of the painting stand under a low moon or sun. The fields are dim 
yellows, greens, and oranges, but the canvas is at times overwhelmed by a darkness 
suggestive of night – the sea and the moors leaking black and brown. The wildness 
of the moors above Zennor, their unpredictability, are vivid in this juxtaposition of 
colour – the inversion of night and day. 
 
When discussing his abstract paintings in 1960, Wynter expanded on this idea: that 
one natural form can affect another. He used water as a metaphor for painting and 
posited that, just as erosion caused by a stream can form something new by 



channelling through rock, painting can similarly be shaped by a build-up, or 
transference, of kinetic energy: 
 

The stream erodes the rock, the rock deflects the stream, until, at some high 
point, the stream bursts its banks and falls into a ravine. The dry stream bed, 
carved and hollowed, remains. Its form contains its history. There are no rocks 
or streams in my paintings but a comparable process of dynamic versus static 
elements has attended their development and brought about their final form. 

 
Rain, stream, tide – cyclical, forever creating anew. My poem is a product of Wynter’s 
psychogeography which was shaped by the same volatile landscape and conditions 
I have travelled through, in my youth and on my week-long return. The deluges that 
I had experienced reconnected me to the county in which I grew up, which in turn 
enhanced my appreciation of Wynter’s painting, a perfect encapsulation of wild 
Cornwall. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


