
 
 

           
 

St Ives Library Opening Hours 

9.30am – 4.00pm Monday – Saturday 

Email: stives.library@LIScornwall.org.uk 

               Tel: 01736 796297 

From Monday 7th September we will be offering a browsing service, downstairs only, to allow you to choose your 
books. Please wear a mask and thoroughly sanitise your hands with the sanitiser provided before touching any books. 
In line with the guidelines, only one family at a time in the junior library and a limit of two people in the adult fiction area 
will be permitted. 
 

We will have 4 computers for public use in the computer room and 2 workstations for WiFi.  We advise you to 
book at netloan.cornwall.gov.uk or contact us. Please only book number 6 if you require the scanner or it is the only 
available machine. Sessions will be limited to one hour. However, if a machine is free you are welcome to book it on 
arrival.  
 

We are happy to do photocopying for you. 
 

You may still reserve books on the Cornwall Council online reservation page www.cornwall.gov.uk/library, 
telephone St Ives Library on 01736 796297, email stives.library@LIScornwall.org.uk. You will be contacted when 
your request(s) are ready for collection. Staff will issue the items when you collect them. We will have a one-way 
system: please enter at the main entrance using the automatic doors and leave through the doors just past the self-
service kiosks. 
 

If you know of anybody who is unable to get out and would like books, please let us know and we can arrange a 
delivery service for them. We appreciate your support and continued patience during this time. We have come a long 
way and we want everybody to stay safe. 
 

 

  

 

The Discomfort of Evening Wins the 2020 International 
Booker Prize 

 

The Discomfort of Evening, written by Marieke Lucas Rijneveld and translated 
from Dutch by Michele Hutchison, has been announced as the winner of The 
2020 International Booker Prize. The £50,000 prize will be split between Marieke 
Lucas Rijneveld and Michele Hutchison, giving both the author and translator 
equal recognition. The winner was announced by chair of the judges, Ted 
Hodgkinson, during a virtual celebration which was livestreamed across The 
Booker Prizes Facebook and YouTube pages. 
 

Born in April 1991 in Nieuwendijk, Netherlands, Marieke Lucas Rijneveld is the 
youngest author to win The International Booker Prize. The Dutch author grew 
up in a Reformed farming family in North Brabant before moving to Utrecht and, 
alongside a writing career, Rijneveld still works on a dairy farm. One of the most 
exciting new voices in Dutch literature, Rijneveld has already won awards for 
both her  first poetry collection Calfskin and her debut novel The Discomfort of 
Evening. 
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Tregenna Place façade, 31 July 2020, 
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A Brief History of St Ives Library 
 

In a recent News and Views, having noticed that St Nicholas Chapel on 
the Island was being restored inside and out, I briefly outlined its history. 
I explained that the Chapel, as we know it today, was rebuilt in 1911, after 
it had been partly destroyed by the War Department. On a walk around 
the Island a few weeks ago, I talked to one of the craftsman, James 
Whittaker, from Legacy Restoration SW. He explained that he had also 
worked on the outside of the Library building, which, for some weeks had 
been covered in scaffolding; first on the Gabriel Street side, and later – as 
in this photograph – that part facing Tregenna Place. James Whittaker 
told me he was very proud of the fact that all the restoration work on the 
stonework had been done by hand; no power tools had been used. 
 

Our Library has had quite a battering over the years. Regular maintenance 
is vital if it is to survive, with all the heavy traffic continually rumbling 
around the busy, very narrow intersection at what is affectionately known 
as ‘Library Corner’. Several years older than St Nicholas Chapel, it is 
difficult to visualise the centre of St Ives without it. But as shown in the 
1894 photograph of the great flood, which I featured in another issue of 
News and Views, the library building had replaced a row of five cottages 
less than two years after the photograph was taken, and fifteen years 
before the Chapel was rebuilt.  
 

The foundation stone of the Library was laid in April 1896 by John 
Passmore Edwards, the Cornish philanthropist and benefactor, who gave 
£2,000 towards its cost.  Passmore Edwards’ purpose in life was to 

improve the education of the working classes. He generously provided funds for a wide variety of buildings across 
Cornwall and the south of England, as he believed that access to books for all was vital. Apparently, he also provided an 
additional £100 to pay for the original book stock. For the past few years, the bust of our benefactor has watched over 
us all from the corner window of the Greta Williams Community Room. 
 

The building was handed over to the St Ives Corporation on 1st January 1897, which organised an opening ceremony 
four months later, on 20 April. Nevertheless, the Corporation had to ask for funding from the community to actually furnish 
the building, which was only a ‘shell’ when the Council took it over, and immediately after the ceremony, a Grand Bazaar 
was held. 
 

The Library was not only a place to borrow books (apparently nearly 2,000 in the first year), it provided an opportunity for 
a large number of people to learn to read. Education for all had only been available at the Board School on the Stennack 
(now the Medical Centre) since 1881, and it is likely that many of the town’s inhabitants would have had little schooling. 
The building had a Reading Room, but apparently, in the early days, there was a separate room for the ‘ladies’. 
 

Being owned by the Borough Council from as early as 1899, some of the space was used as Council Offices, as there 
was no major building in the town to accommodate the growing number of publicly employed staff. At that time, the 
Market House, opposite the Parish Church, was still used for Council meetings, as well as providing two jail cells; while 
additional offices were rented in a building situated where the Mayor and Councillors now park their cars; in front of the 
Guildhall and the Old Vicarage Flats. (That’s another story.)  
 

For many years the Librarian lived on part of the first floor. Then, during the Second World War, another space on that 
floor was used by the Borough Council to provide what was known as a Food Office, where everyone in St Ives collected 
their ration books. In 1951, at the time of the Festival of Britain, when every town and village in the country helped to 
celebrate Great Britain’s creativity and culture, the St Ives Old Cornwall Society took over this space for the new St Ives 
Museum. However, only a few years later the Library Act of 1964 stipulated that the building must provide a certain cubic 
capacity per person (it sounds like social distancing!), and this meant that these rooms were now required for Library 
use. The Museum relocated to its current home in Wheal Dream. 
 

The building was refurbished in 1968 by St Ives architect, Henry (or Cyril, as he was known) Gilbert. He placed the main 
desk opposite the entrance on Gabriel Street. The lending library was on the ground floor, from which two mezzanine 
areas were created, reached by short staircases – one for a children’s library and the other for the growing collection of 
art books. Upstairs the reference library was located in the room facing Tregenna Place, while the large room at the rear 
became the Reading Room, a relaxing space where people could look at the local newspapers. In 1996, this latter area 
would, for several years, become St Ives Archive’s first home. In 1973 the Library was transferred into Cornwall County 
Council’s ownership, and then, finally, the building was modernised and a new entrance created in 2006. 
 

We all well remember, a few years ago that Cornwall Council, in line with most other councils across the country, decided 
to cut back significantly on Library expenditure. After much discussion with a local support group, in 2018 the building 
was returned to the ownership of St Ives Town Council. The town now runs the Library in conjunction with the Visitor 
Information Centre, which transferred from The Guildhall in Street an Pol the following year. 
 

The Library is at the very heart of our community, and it will continue to be so in the years to come. Since 1997, at the 
time of the Library’s centenary celebrations, it has been supported by the work of the Friends of St Ives Library (FOSIL). 
In the early years FOSIL raised funds to provide events and publications which could not be financed through Library 
channels 
  
  



 
Now it works tirelessly to make sure that a variety of activities take place 
to continue the vision of the building’s founder. 
 

More information on the history of the Library may be found at the St Ives 
Archive in Carbis Bay. Researchers are very welcome to visit Tuesdays 
to Fridays, from 10.00 until 12.00, but please make an appointment first – 
either by ringing 01736 796408 or sending an e-mail to 
admin@stivesarchive.org. We look forward to seeing you. 
 
 
 

 

 
 

St Ives Flood of 1894, Photo William 
Trevorrow (1847-1917), courtesy St Ives 

Museum 
 

 

                                                                         

 
 
         
                                                                     

                                                                                                                                     
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 

Jo McIntosh – WEA Autumn 
Courses 

 

6 courses running this autumn:- 
 

Fabric Dyeing and Printing 
Weaving without a loom 
Creative Textiles - Fabric Construction 
Knitting for Beginners 
Patchwork for Beginners 
Papercraft and Printing 
 

All these can be found on the WEA courses 
for the autumn website and you can find 
them by putting Jo McIntosh into the 
subject/keyword box. 
 

If you would like more information you can 
also contact Jo. 
 

The girl with no past. 
Six years ago, Evie Cormac was 
discovered, filthy and half-starved, 
hiding in a secret room in the aftermath 
of a shocking crime. Now approaching 
adulthood, Evie is damaged, self-
destructive and has never revealed her 
true identity. 
 

The boy who survived 
 

Forensic psychologist Cyrus Haven, a 
man haunted by his own past, is 
investigating the death of champion 
figure-skater Jodie Sheehan. When 
Cyrus is called upon to assess Evie, 
she threatens to disrupt the case and 
destroy his ordered life. Because Evie 
has a unique and dangerous gift - she 
knows when someone is lying. And 
nobody is telling the truth. 
 

Good Girl, Bad Girl is an unnerving 
psychological thriller from one of the 
greatest crime writers of today, Michael 
Robotham, bestselling author of The 
Other Wife and The Secrets She Keeps. 
 
 

 

 

I read this book last week being a 
fan of Michael Robotham. I felt that 
it was a little below his normal 
standard. It was interesting and I 
will read the second book in the 
series “When She Was Good” 
hoping to be pleasantly surprised.  
 

John McCabe 
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The Brainiac Five / Brainiac 5 - Penzance psychedelic proto-punks prevail 
 
 

Seemingly as flexible as their name (taken from a DC Comics superhero) the Brainiacs span musical genre, time and 
space. The quartet formed in Penzance during 1976 to exist for five years, reforming in 2012 to thrive today, now London-
based but retaining their Cornish roots. 
 

Founder members Bert Biscoe (vcls/gtr), Charlie ‘Nothing’ Taylor (gtr/vcls), John ‘Woody’ Wood (bass/harmonica), 
were soon joined by Steve Hudson (drums). Agitprop poet Biscoe had started on the local folk scene, Taylor was ex-
Half Human Band (Oxford college group popular on the free festival circuit), while Woody was a part-time promoter, first 
at Mermaid Folk Club established by Chrissy Quayle and then ran Jacey’s Blues Bar in Penzance (the sail  loft of the 
London Inn) where they all became aware of one another. Bert and Charlie initially formed a Captain Beefheart 
influenced duo ‘China Pig’ but it was a Pendeen garage jam that gave birth to the quartet. More rehearsals followed in 
Charlie’s Newlyn cottage and early gigs saw the band using other names like ‘Roadmaster’ and ‘Matt Vinyl & the 
Undercoats’. 
  

They established a weekly club at the Gulval Meadery and regularly played The Penmare Hotel, Hayle and The William 
IV, Truro which led to their first recordings on the Truro pub’s privately pressed compilation LP of local bands “Double 
Booked” (W4 December 1977) that contained two Brainiac originals. Their debut EP followed in 1978 called “Mushy 
Doubt” which became a favourite of John Peel and was praised in the NME. This was recorded by Martin Griffin (ex-
Half Human Band and later Hawkwind drummer) at his Roche Studios. Charlie appeared as “Dickie Hart” on the sleeve 
and wrote the majority of the four songs. 
 

Richard Booth (ex-Plummet Airlines guitarist) was asked to play on their second Roche 45 “Working/Feel” (1979) and 
soon joined full-time but a plan to move to London saw Bert Biscoe, ever the proud Cornishman, leave the band rather 
than his county (he later became a  Cornwall County Councillor). The band stormed the London pub circuit, but dreams 
were not fulfilled and despite recording a full LP in 1979 they finally broke up in the autumn of 1980. 
 

Since then there has always been interest in the band – a German 45 of unreleased 1978/79 recordings appeared in 
1986, followed by the 1979 LP “World Inside” being finally made available in 1988. But the story does not end there as 
an attempt to get a Half Human Band reunion together in 2012 led to a reformed Brainiac 5. The new band comprised 
Charlie (now Reckless Records boss after a USA sojourn), Woody, Duncan Kerr (replacing his fellow Plummets mate 
Richard Booth) and Steve who reluctantly left after their new 2013 vinyl 10” three-track EP ‘Space is the Place’ (a Sun 
Ra favourite) was released on Shagrat Records. 
 

Spring 2014 saw the ‘When Silence Was Sound 1977-80’ compilation CD released with a detailed band history and 
heralded the new era of recordings: ‘Exploding Universe’ (2014), ‘Journey to X’ (2016), ‘We’re Ready’ (2017) and 
‘Back to Shore’ (2019). Charlie Taylor remains the band’s driving force, with Duncan Kerr and relative new boys 
Wayne Worrell (originally drums, now bass) and Joe Malone (drums) as the current live unit but the various recordings 
feature many musicians, especially old Cornish friends like Woody and Bert, plus Chrissy Quayle (the Mermaid of 
Zennor) who is heavily featured on their most recent CD. 
 

Regularly performing in London, plus the odd Cornish trip, until the 2020 Covid lock down curtailed all live gigs, their 
unique literate and wide-ranging 'rock' music is still developing: 
http://www.brainiac5.co.uk/  Hear 'Time': https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YicP128oe6U Listen to 'Endless River': 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1bR6Tq-swNE     

Phil Saward 

   
 

 

The original Brainiac 5 at Lanyon Quoit near Morvah (L-R) 
Charlie, Bert, Steve and Woody 

 

The 2014 Compilation CD 'When Silence was 
Sound 1977-1980' – Artwork by John Hurford 
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Artist of the Month (September) – Jack Friskney-Adams 
 

Jack says: 
After studying at the Slade School of Fine Art in the early 1970s I taught Art & History of Art for 40 years, initially in 
secondary schools and then in Further Education at Andover College.  
Following my retirement and relocation to St Ives I have rekindled my enthusiasm for printmaking at the Porthmeor 
Print Workshop, specialising in Collagraphy. 
The lockdown meant that the workshop was closed, and I was unable to make new prints so I decided to recycle old 
prints, cutting and tearing them to create collages. My show at the library would have been called ‘100 Days of 
Lockdown’ and featured the results of that period. 
I exhibit as an Associate Member at The Penwith Gallery and exhibit and sell my work at Longships Gallery in St 
Andrews Street, St Ives.  
 

 

 
 

 
 
 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 

 
 

 



 
 

For those interested in codes and codebreaking, ‘The Code Book’ by Simon Singh is available through 
the library service. An international best seller, it deals with the history of codes and  cyphers including the 
deciphering of hieroglyphics, Turing and Bletchly Park, Elizabeth the First and Mary Queen of Scots, and 
the breaking of a modern cypher system by a world- wide army of amateurs in 1994. It also gives an easy 
insight into how e-mails are encoded and decoded. A fascinating book. 
 

Try Tony’s latest challenge: 

BXDBWLDFGPOFOYBXDHDAWYCKFWWGBWOFDBOHDFDABGOKODCHWUDBXOYTBWC
WLOBXPCPUPTDCXDPBOYTDFUDYBNYKWGBNPDBDFQOBXPHBWGDUPOYOYNHDPHBX
DKOGHBFWWOHHBOFFRFWAVDCBXPYVHBWUGRGQPYBHDJIDGOUYBHLOBXPXAUBXDH
’OMDPYCHXPIDWKPXNUPYXDPCSNHBRDAGDKNFLXDYQWNEDTWBLDBXPYCHBXPBHPF
F 
 

Poetry Group – Echoes, Sounds & Silences 
 

 

Echo Beach 
 

Worm casts on sand 
Echo the life of lug worms. 
Jellyfish, glistening, dead on the beach, 
Echo their life of floating, feeding, 
Powered by sunlight, as now, 
Pancaked on the plage. 
Clouds, echoed in a still sea, 
Glittering with solar diamonds, 
Borrowed treasure, bringing back 
Again, gain, ain, in, n. 
 

By Stephen Bale 
 

Grub Street Bridge 
 

Chugging along the cut 
the rain gently touches the water 
interrupting the stillness. 
The willows truly weep into 
the carpet of autumn leaves as 
dusk's shadow quickly falls. 
Glimpses of a fading sun 
captured through tree tops 
shrouded in what is left of the  
leaves that were green  
turning to tints of brown 
talking to each other 
in the gentle breeze. 
No sign of the buzzard. 
 

By Angela Diggle 
 
Echoes, sounds and silences 
 

An echo sounder tracing reverberations, 
an oceanic measurement capturing the mysteries of the 
sea 
Down down down it goes searching for clues. 
Maybe it can hear a mermaid's song or an echo of 
Triton's horn. 
Keats says that when our ears are dinned with uproar 
rude, 
we should seek solace in the sea's melodies, 
blotting out all which disturbs. 
Here will be found an equilibrium, a balancing and 
rebalancing 
in the infinite calibration. 
Here is the ocean floor, gritty and golden, 
the bedrock of mankind whose patient intermediaries 
transmit their messages through echoes, sounds and 
silences. 
 

By Liz White 

 

Compaction (A triptoscript) 
 
Echo 
A buzzard glides on spread wings, 
a black shade above the marmot. 
Its shrill whistle echoes echoes from the cliffs 
but its last cry remains unheard. 
 

Sounds 
The cross on the top reflects late sunset light 
and the alphorn, in deep E flat, announces 
the approaching night and fading day in rose 
as well as the end of once beloved traditions. 
 

Stille 
Roofs whirl through airs, trees fall to earth. 
An orcan howls between beams and in your ears. 
Sudden stillness. Deceptive and unexpected. 
This stillness makes your blood run cold and you despair. 
 

By Max Huber 
 

In search of time lost 
 

The scent of daffodils wafts me 
Into a distant world 
In search of time lost 
I mark my days with flowers 
Each stamen is a memory 
Each fallen petal a moment 
 

Each day starts golden  
Then fades into white 
The tulips’ hearts open 
To reveal gleaming stars 
Yet light and memory fade 
Like a perfume passing. 
 

By Ivor Frankell 
 
Fishing in Elsinore 
 

This mist hides armies, 
silhouettes trawlers 
fixed in sand, the bay 
no longer visible.                        
Ancient cliffs vanish 
while shiny silver fish 
elusive as a sieve - 
dive, wriggle for cover. 
This is what it is like 
to be alone, a poor ghost 
netted by tentative drift 
in order to simply exist. 
 

By Linda Collins 
 

 


