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Book Review 

A gleam for the teasel, a glint for the tree… 
The Lost Spells by Robert Macfarlane and Jackie Morris 

 

For me, one of the memories of this spring which will endure, was the stillness when the world went into lockdown and 
the reconnection a lot of us had with the natural world. The car and air traffic ceased and life for many took on a slower 
pace. The glorious weather in April was highlighted by a suddenly deafening chorus of birdsong leading many to ask: 
were there always this many and this loud? or could we just not hear them before?  
 

The beauty of nature and the feelings it can inspire are found nowhere better than in the work of Robert Macfarlane and 
Jackie Morris. Their previous collaboration The Lost Words was a larger illustrated book created to highlight everyday 
words from nature that were being removed from children’s dictionaries, in a bid to keep them alive for younger 
generations. Some of them might surprise you: adder, bramble, otter and dandelion. 
These were brought to stunning life with Robert’s poetry and Jackie’s illustrations to form a ‘book of spells’. It was a 
huge success and inspired people across various settings with murals and art going up in schools and hospital wards. 
The idea also inspired a companion project, Spell Songs in which singers and musicians wrote and recorded their 
responses and interpretations of individual ‘spells’. 
 

Now, in a handy pockect sized hardback, The Lost Spells is the ‘little sister’ in this family. An expanded version of The 
Lost Words it is a magical book to dip into and reflect on from the comfort of your armchair but it is also perfect to take 
with you on a walk, to sit out in the wild enjoy it.  
 

Each animal, bird, plant and tree which features is given a voice by Robert and brought to life by Jackie Morris’ 
watercolour illustrations in a feast for the eyes. It features 64 natural wonders including Gorse, Curlew, Fox, Wren, Elder 
and Thrift. They are all wonderful but Goldfinch is one which seems to resonate with many. 
 

I know for some, this year has been the chance to read more, for others – like me – it has proved a bit of a struggle at 
times. So to have something like this which you can dip in and out of without any pressure is lovely.       Alice Harandon 
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 Ben Nicholson, whose etching Bird’s Eye hangs just inside the main door at the top of the stairs of the library, was one 
of the most influential and important British artists, whose work helped to pave the way for abstraction in the UK.  
 
Born into an artistic family – his father was Sir William Nicholson, a successful painter of portraits and still-lifes, and a 
well-known graphic artist; his mother was Mabel Pryde, also a painter – Ben Nicholson trained at the Slade School of 
Fine Arts, and subsequently had a long and successful career. During that period he travelled to Cornwall in the company 
of fellow artist Christopher Wood in 1928, and famously came across the untrained St Ives painter, Alfred Wallis, in his 
house on Back Road West. This meeting revised Nicholson’s perception of the way he might create art works in the 
future. 
 
Nicholson came to live in St Ives a few days before the start of World War Two, in August 1939. He journeyed from 
London with his second wife, the sculptor Barbara Hepworth and their triplets. The family stayed for a while in Carbis 
Bay with the writer and painter Adrian Stokes and his artist wife, Margaret Mellis, before finding a house of their own. In 
the years preceding this move, Nicholson had produced a series of abstract ‘white reliefs’ incising circular and 
rectangular shapes into large boards; but wartime conditions necessitated a change of style, as materials were difficult 
to obtain. He began to draw and paint small local landscapes, often travelling around the countryside on a bicycle. 
Following the end of his marriage to Hepworth, in 1955 he moved into a house between Fore Street and Barnoon 
Terrace. From this vantage point he produced drawings and paintings of the harbour and surrounding buildings. 
 
Leaving St Ives for good in 1958, Nicholson would never return. He married for a third time and left for Switzerland. Ten 
years later, he was contacted by the St Ives Council who wished to confer the ‘Freedom of the Borough’ upon him, along 
with Barbara Hepworth and the eminent potter Bernard Leach. As he didn’t wish to return to Cornwall Nicholson declined 
the honour. But the presence of Bird’s Eye, dated 1967, indicates that he may have decided to donate a recent small 
work as a way of thanking the Council for its offer. Throughout his career Nicholson had made a significant body of prints 
which he produced in phases rather than continuously, especially during the 1960s. And this particular work, consisting 
of his remembered view of St Ives harbour, overlaid with a still life of a goblet on a table-top, is a good example of his 
geometric and architectural style. 
 
It was in 1968 that the local architect Henry Gilbert redesigned St Ives Library. He suggested to the Town Council that 
both Barbara Hepworth’s sculpture Rock Form (Penwith), 1951 and Wilhelmina Barns-Graham’s Cornish Landscape 
(Porthleven) Evening, 1951 be transferred to the building from the Guildhall. It is possible that the Ben Nicholson 
etching joined the collection at the same time, although no paperwork has been found up until now to verify this 
supposition. 
 

Janet Axten  October 2020 
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(1894 – 1982) 
Bird’s Eye 

Etching, 1967 
Signed and dated 

Paper size 32.5 x 38cms 
 



 
 

Roger Brooks / Brookes (1950-2003) - Folk musician and travelling troubadour 
 

  

“Golden Fleece Concert” CD cover: Live folk club 
recording from Tremadog, North Wales 1978 

 

 
Roger from his attic flat at 12 Pednolver Terrace St Ives 

(1980s), now converted to “The Penthouse” 

 
 

Originally from Nottingham, Roger first came to St Ives in 1970 and was soon making a name for himself at the local 
folk clubs as a rather good acoustic guitarist in the fashionable Graham/Jansch/ Renbourn mould, with a fine voice and 
ever growing stage presence. His first regular St Ives gig was at Mask Folk Club (originally at the Surfer's Grill but later 
in Mr Peggotty's) where he became a resident musician, followed by dates at Chrissy Quayle's Mermaid Folk Club 
(Gurnard's Head).  He would play at clubs all over the country with a set built around flashy guitar instrumentals such as 
Davey Graham's Anji, traditional folk songs and more contemporary covers - especially Tim Hardin tunes which he 
utilised a lot. However, he was to develop into a good songwriter himself. 
 

In 1975 he travelled to New York for college gigs and radio shows, followed by a spell in Paris before returning to Britain 
for more extensive touring and UK radio - Richard Digance gave him regular exposure on Capital Radio which was a 
major boost. A promising looking future seemed ahead but Britain’s folk club scene was beginning to decline, so Roger 
decided to seek work abroad. Contact with a Dutch agent in 1980 led to a long series of gigs in Holland and Germany 
that were exhausting but well paid and allowed Roger to buy a flat in St Ives, which he planned to use a permanent 
base. The agent next booked him for a tour of Norway which initiated regular trips there. Around this time Brookes 
became Brooks to simplify pronunciation abroad - he hated “Brook..ez”. 
 

The l980s found Roger based in St Ives doing the summer season circuit of pubs (Lifeboat Inn and Sheaf of Wheat most 
regularly) and hotels such as Channings - he often gigged six nights a week, solo or sometimes in a duo with Don Fowler 
(from Carbis Bay's Local Heroes) working all over the area. In the autumn he usually headed out to the south of France 
for a month or so, before ending up in Norway to do winter and spring gigs, many at ski resorts - he had 143 dates in 
the book for his Norwegian stint in 1989! He got married to Stine in Norway and had two daughters but would often 
return to St Ives for September Festival concerts, plus gigs at local pubs, Bob Devereux's Salthouse Gallery, Frug nights 
and outside lunchtimes in Norway Square. He still used his top-floor flat at 12 Pednolver Terrace until late ‘89, but as 
Stine was not keen on busy St Ives, he began to rent that out. 
 

Roger had certainly built up a great collection of his own compositions but the work he got in the pubs, hotel bars and 
tourist resorts meant that he could not do a full set of original material as those audiences demanded at least some 
familiar commercial numbers - almost background music for a social night out or familiar tunes they could sing along to. 
The more listening and paying audiences were different but there was not enough of those concert gigs to make a full-
time living from. Many artists get caught in this trap and it is probably why Roger, who seemed destined for big things at 
one point, never really 'made it'. Being based more permanently in Norway during his later years he lived off local gigs, 
plus the odd tour. He played right up to the end, although often in great pain from his fight with liver cancer, and he sadly 
died in Oslo on 15 February 2003, aged only 52. 
 

There is tragically little of his music currently available: Only one cassette seems to have been released during his 
lifetime, namely “High Voltage”: Recorded 1980-82 at various London studios,   it is mostly original compositions plus a 
Tim Hardin cover, with a full band on three tracks and was re-issued much later as a CD. Posthumously, a taped Welsh 
gig from 1978 came out on CD: The “Golden Fleece Concert” is not of great technical quality but it gives a good 
representation of his live set at that time, comprising 9 originals out of the 15 tracks, with a lot of stage chat included. 
Both CDs can be heard on Spotify or had as digital downloads from Amazon. However, a new CD compilation of his live 
work in Cornish folk clubs 1975-80 is currently being put together by Mic McCreadie of Whole-In-One Productions, 
Camborne, so do watch out for its future release soon. 
YouTube has two songs from The Lifeboat Inn, St Ives in 2001 - search for 'Roger Brooks Lifeboat' to find them. There 
is also a website here: https://www.freewebs.com/rogerbrooks/                                                                     Phil Saward 
 

 

https://www.freewebs.com/rogerbrooks/


 
 

POETRY GROUP - THEME FOR OCTOBER  ‘BY THE SEA’ 
 

 

coastal dawn september 2nd 2020 
 

at first a core of deepest red 
then gradually the light shed 
fire clusters through dark cloud 
till the flames flowed  
 

across the waking world 
like a volcanic lava swirl 
bubbling through molten sky 
as sunlight forged the day 
 

the furnace burned a while 
then faded into pure white 
and familiar shapes emerged 
from the shadows’ surge 
 

the sea was solid crystal 
flat as a blue Delft tile 
with layers of decoration 
reflecting light’s creation  
 

Ivor Frankell 

 

Abroad 
 

The “City of Istanbul” glides through a still ocean, 
 her engines hum quietly at 13 knots. 
White and grey metal parts vibrate gently. 
The sea swishes, white fringed against the hull. 
 

A sun path to starboard leads to the west. 
 Soon the sun will drop to the pale horizon. 
The white railings, the orange lifeboat, the grey ladders 
will lose their colour. 
 A clear night will reveal the stars. 
 

 We will go to our cabin. 
The lights from distant vessels will show spasmodically. 
 By tomorrow we will be across the Bay of Biscay, 
Heading to where the Occident meets the Orient, in 
Istanbul. 
 

Anne Wilcox 
 
 

 

Not the best of times. 
 

Adrift in a choppy sea 
of overwhelming negative thoughts, 
wondering where have stars, 
rainbows, sunshine, pink blossom 

and poppies gone? 
Bluebells wait for me. 
 

No paintings, no poems for months 
retreated from bitter cold winds  
into a cocoon of warmth and protection. 
Diminished, a disappearing non entity 
vanquished into oblivion 
as the years go by. 
 

Is there a sun rising in the distance? 
Dare it venture nearer and brighter? 
Will the tide lap the water's edge 
invitingly? 
 

Angela J Diggle 

 

Observations on a Homeward Journey  
 

The sea is mid blue, fringed with roving white. 
The deck is scratched grey with irregular rust designs 
 Where the salt water and wind have been at 
work. 
  The ladders are grey and white and 
shake a little. 
   The lifeboat is orange with 
fluorescent strips. 
It is poised at an alarming angle ready to plunge us all to 
safety. 
 Fire points are red against white. 
  The wake trails behind, turquoise, 

The colours of icebergs in Mediterranean heat. 
  I see all this from my deck, 
 Relaxed, mind numbed by days at sea. 
  We are homeward bound. 
 

Anne Wilcox 
 

 

Afterwards 
 

Contemplating, gazing over the rooftops 
from the comfort of home 
seagulls seek warmth from the pale winter sun 
their feathers ruffled by the bitter wind. 
Through weathering windows last glints 
on the sea, twilight's dark shadow falls, 
sky and sea merge. Birds fly away. 
Where do they go? 
 

"It's God's waiting room" I heard. 
"Are we not all in the same place?" 
 

Angela J Diggle 

 

Moonlit Waters 
 

Moonlight strokes the sea with her fingers, 
soothing day's sun rays. 
Her silver-grey aura calms indigo waves, 
whose purple patches 
create a sense of bruising, 
as if Summer's heat has been too intense. 
Welcoming the cool of late evening, 
a breeze wafts seaweed scents around the bay. 
With Godrevy's beam pulsating in the dark of night, 
Moonlight cossets the sea in her arms. 
 

Denay Howard 
 

  

 



 

  
 

The Big Four: Poirot and his best friend Captain Hastings become embroiled in international intrigue as they race to 

stop four super-baddies in their quest for world domination, doesn’t sound like standard Christie and it isn’t. And 
although it is much maligned for its melodrama and implausibility, it is nevertheless hugely entertaining and full of 
joie de vivre. Also, this book contains one of the best portrayals of the relationship between Poirot and Hastings, 
whose affection for one another is tangible throughout. 
 

 

Death Comes As the End: The trouble starts in this Ancient Egyptian mystery when a priest moves his mistress 

into the family home. She is soon found dead at the bottom of a cliff, and the priest’s daughter suspects foul play. 
The brilliant podcast All About Agatha gave this novel a very low rating, and I don’t quite understand why. It’s a 
gripping story, elegantly told, with a strong, likable main character, intriguing family dynamics and some excellent 
and subtle misleading of the reader: one very visible but inexplicable detail snags in the reader’s brain but remains 
baffling right up until the wonderfully simple solution is revealed. 
 

 

By the Pricking of My Thumbs: A visit to an elderly aunt in a nursing home sets Tommy and Tuppence Beresford off 
on an investigation involving black magic and strange disappearances. Tommy and Tuppence might not be 
Christie’s most famous or popular detectives, but I love them, and this novel has one of the best and most creepy 
openings I’ve ever been hooked by – an elderly resident of the nursing home unexpectedly asks Tuppence: “Was it 
your poor child? There behind the fireplace?” What follows is an irresistible, and highly suspenseful, adventure that 
is a joy to read. I also strongly identify with Tuppence – we both enthusiastically pursue real-life mystery 
investigation against our more sensible husbands’ advice. 
 

 

The Pale Horse: A Catholic priest is murdered after hearing a dying woman’s confession, and the disturbing events 
that follow take protagonist Mark Easterbrook to a village that might or might not contain witches and spells that cause 
death. This is a standalone novel unadorned by a beloved Christie detective, and it’s absolutely wonderful on all 
fronts. The atmosphere of supernatural nefariousness is strong, but there’s also plenty of the usual human bad 
behaviour that Christie wrote about so well. The clues fall neatly into place as the plot unravels to provide a very 
different picture from the one we first saw. 
 

 

The Unexpected Guest: Seeking help at an isolated house after a car accident in the fog, Michael Starkwedder 
stumbles on a murder and decides to help the killer to cover up the crime. This is a novelisation by Charles Osborne 
of a Christie play, and I’m including both the novel and the play in my praise here. Christie at her best does high 
concept better than anyone, and both book and play are based on one of the cleverest ideas I can imagine a writer 
coming up with, an absolute stroke of genius that both Christie and Osborne handle so well. 
 

 

At Bertram’s Hotel: Miss Marple doesn’t expect to find that the well-to-do Bertram’s hotel is a nest of shady and 
criminal goings-on, and her holiday in London is greatly enhanced by the cast of eccentric characters she meets 
there. The plot of this novel belongs more to the thriller than to the mystery genre, and though I personally prefer a 
traditional mystery puzzle, the lovingly detailed descriptions of the hotel and what it means to Miss Marple make this 
a wonderful read and a perceptive character study. 
 

 

Murder in Mesopotamia: On an assignment at an archaeological dig in the Iraqi desert, Nurse Amy Leatheran needs 
Poirot’s help when her troubled patient is found murdered. This novel is underrated in a different way from the others 
on this list. There is one aspect of the story that simply doesn’t work – it is not plausible – but since every other detail 
makes this is a stellar Christie novel (the wonderful narrator, the setting and atmosphere, the murderer’s ingenious 
method, the suspense, the sheer enjoyment) I think it should be granted an official pardon for That One Implausible 
Detail. 
 

 

Cat Among the Pigeons: The death of a prince fleeing Ramat causes dangerous ripples at an exclusive girls’ school, 
where pupils and staff are terrorised by a prowling killer known as The Cat. Poirot doesn’t appear until towards the 
end, but this is nevertheless a fascinating story about the festering undercurrents that can cause murder and mayhem 
in a boarding school. I love stories set in schools – it’s a hangover from my Enid Blyton’s Malory Towers days – and 
this school, believed to be based on Benenden where Christie’s daughter Rosalind was a pupil, springs richly to life. 
 

 

Sparkling Cyanide: Six friends sit down to dinner at a table laid for seven. The empty place is a reminder of the 
beautiful heiress, Rosemary, who was poisoned at the same table exactly one year earlier. Christie superfans rate 
this passionate and dark standalone novel highly, but it’s not so well known among more general readers. There’s 
real psychological perception here, and depth of character – and there’s also a brilliantly pedantic and peculiar clue 
that revolves around grammar and parts of speech that turns out to be the key to unlocking this incredibly well thought 
out and satisfying mystery. 
 

 
THE GUARDIAN 7TH OCTOBER 2020 
 

Top Ten Underrated Agatha Christie Novels 
On the centenary of the godmother of crime fiction’s debut, Sophie Hannah 
- author of the new Poirot mysteries - picks her favourite lesser-known gems 

Everyone already knows that Christie is the unsurpassable godmother of 
crime fiction, whose twists have not been bettered in 100 years, and whose 
plotting acumen is legendary, and most of us are familiar with the Christie 
novels that make all the best-of lists: Murder on the Orient Express and And 
Then There Were None are usually the frontrunners, with The Murder of 
Roger Ackroyd and Death on the Nile following close behind.  

 
 

 

https://podcasts.apple.com/gb/podcast/all-about-agatha-christie/id1155061645

