
 
 

           
 

St Ives Library and Information Service 2021 
 

Our opening times will remain Monday – Saturday 9.30am – 4.00pm 
We continue to work hard to keep you safe with hand sanitisers at the entry and exit. We are operating a track and trace 
system to allow browsing upstairs and downstairs. 
We have four computers with access to printing for public use and two workstations for WiFi. We are happy to do 
photocopying for you. 
Citizen’s Advice is now available in St Ives Library with remote access to an Adviser. To make an appointment to see 
an adviser online text ADVICE DIGITAL to 78866 and they will call you back within 48hrs (excluding weekends). 
MP Derek Thomas holds surgeries in the Library, please phone his office on 01736 363038 to make an appointment. 
Reserve and renew books online at www.cornwall.gov.uk/library, access also available to newspapers, magazines, 
information, and online learning. 
We offer a home delivery service for those who are housebound or self-isolating, please contact us to discuss the type 
of books or talking books you would be interested in receiving 01736 796297 
Friends of St Ives Library are looking forward to re-starting our Art talks soon, following the social distancing 
guidelines.  

We appreciate your support and continued patience during this time 
 

Happy Christmas to all 
 

 
 
 

 

 

 
 

 

                                    
 

 
 

 

FOSIL News & Views XVIIII 
17th December 2020 

 

We’re taking a little break 
Our next FOSIL ‘News & Views’ will be 

Thursday 21st January 2021 

http://www.cornwall.gov.uk/library


 

Penguin Recommendations - The best most comforting reads for the festive season 
 

 

This Time Next Year by Sophie Cousens 
2020's most perfect pick-me-up. Refreshingly romantic and certain to hold a special place in 
your heart, This Time Next Year is essential reading for fans of Jojo Moyes, Josie Silver and 
Lucy Diamond. 
Quinn and Minnie are born on New Year's Eve, in the same hospital, one minute apart. 
Their lives may begin together, but their worlds couldn't be more different. 
Thirty years later they find themselves together again in the same place, at the same time. 
What if fate is trying to bring them together? 
Maybe it's time to take a chance on love... 

 

 

Finding Love at the Christmas Market by Jo Thomas 
Residential-home caterer Connie has had one online-dating disaster too many. Hurt in the past 
and with her son to consider, now she's feeling hesitant. Then one of Connie's residents sets 
her up on a date at a beautiful German Christmas market - with the promise she'll take a mini-
bus full of pensioners along with her... 
Amongst the twinkling lights and smell of warm gingerbread in the old market square, Connie 
heads off on her date with a checklist of potential partner must-haves. Baker Henrich ticks all 
the boxes, but when Connie meets Henrich's rival William, she starts to wonder if ticking boxes 
is the answer. 
Will Connie's wish for love this Christmas come true, and if so - with who? 

 

 

Christmas Shopaholic by Sophie Kinsella 
Becky Brandon (née Bloomwood) adores Christmas. It's always the same – Mum and Dad 
hosting, carols playing, Mum pretending she made the Christmas pudding, and the next-door 
neighbours coming round for sherry in their terrible festive jumpers. 
And now it's even easier with online bargain-shopping sites – if you spend enough you even 
get free delivery. Sorted! 
But this year looks set to be different. Unable to resist the draw of craft beer and smashed 
avocado, Becky's parents are moving to ultra-trendy Shoreditch and have asked Becky if she'll 
host Christmas this year. What could possibly go wrong? 
With sister Jess demanding a vegan turkey, husband Luke determined that he just wants 
aftershave again, and little Minnie insisting on a very specific picnic hamper – surely Becky can 
manage all this, as well as the surprise appearance of an old boyfriend and his pushy new 
girlfriend, whose motives are far from clear 

 

 

The Christmas Invitation by Trisha Ashley 
Meg is definitely not in the Christmas mood. She’s never gone in for tinsel, baubles and 
mistletoe, and right now she’s still getting over an illness. Yet when she’s invited to spend the 
run-up to Christmas in the snowy countryside, rather than dreary London, she can’t refuse. 
Arriving at a warm and cosy family home in a small hilltop village, Meg soon begins to wonder 
what a proper Christmas might be like. But just as she’s beginning to settle in, she spots a 
familiar face. Lex. 
Despite the festive cheer, Meg suddenly wants nothing more than to get as far away from him, 
and their past secrets, as she can. But if she stays, could this be the year she finally discovers 
the magic of Christmas...? 

 

Christmas with the Variety Girls by Tracy Baines 
Frances O'Leary has always dreamed of being a dancer. But after war is declared and the 
theatres begin to close, Frances and the variety girls must search for work elsewhere. 
However, Frances is hiding a secret. As far as her best friend Jessie knows, Frances is a 
young aunt who adores her niece, Imogen – but what she doesn’t know is that their relationship 
runs much deeper. Now, with the sweetheart who cruelly abandoned her returning to England, 
will her secret finally be revealed...? 

 

One Day in December by Josie Silver 
Laurie is pretty sure love at first sight doesn't exist. After all, life isn't a scene from the movies, 
is it? But then, through a misted-up bus window one freezing day, she sees a man she knows 
instantly is the one. Their eyes meet, there's a moment of pure magic...and then her bus drives 
away. 
Laurie thinks she'll never see the boy from the bus again. But at a party later that year, her best 
friend Sarah introduces her to the new love of her life. Who is, of course, the boy from the bus. 
Determined to let him go, Laurie gets on with her life. But what if fate has other plans? 

 

If you enjoy romantic (Christmas / feelgood) fiction, there are more recommendations on the Penguin 
website. 
We’re not sure we can take anymore… 



 
  

                                                  
 

A MERRY CHRISTMAS, BY MISTAKE 
BY ARTHUR CADDICK (1911-1987) 

Selected by Janet Axten 
 

 

It was brought up in the faith that 
It was Parliamentary fact 
That a Private Member’s prospects 
That his Bill might be an Act 
Were just marginally sounder 
Than the hope that some bright day, 
There’d be a Budget whisking 
All the tax on Scotch away 
(O Usquebaugh, my darling 
Will ye nae come back again 
Wisely-blended, though unbonded 
As the apogee of grain?) 
 

So I learn, with all the stupor 
Of a bookie being classed 
As a Saint by an Archbishop, 
That they’ve accidentally passed 
With a mass of muddled Measures 
In a legislative burst, 
A Cornish Member’s Statue 
Framed for putting First Things First. 
 

 

This provides that the producers 
Of all home-grown basic foods 
Shall be wage-swapped with the makers 
Of all non-essential goods 
 

O Willie Walter Friggens, 
‘Tis now milking-time, my dear, 
And your chauffeur’s come to fetch you, 
And your Cadillac is here, 
And Tommy Teague, my lover, 
It be proper now, you know, 
For a man to single wurzels, 
With a solid gold Dutch-hoe - 
And tell Mrs Trudgeon, downalong, 
When she’s finished feeding pigs, 
That the van has called at Crowlas 
With her Mink, and three new wigs! 
 

Way-out in King’s Road, Chelsea, 
Inside GIMMICKS (TEENAGE) INC., 
There is anguish, there is heartbreak, 
They would all be on the drink,  
But the Board cannot afford it, 
They are all existing now,  
On the old subsistence pittance 
Of the men who drove the plough. 
And their Bank was getting sticky 
Till its Manager lost heart - 
He’s a non-producer, learning 
How to drive a horse and cat. 
 

So come, my Cornish hearties, 
And my handsomes, One and All, 
And, while carillons for Christmas 
Herald one enormous ball,  
Let the men who feed the people 
Take their place above the spivs, 
For to farm’s the oldest labour, 
Yet it’s how the Space-Age lives! 
Through this song I sing in motley 
Runs no doubt about your worth - 
There will dawn a day when millions 
Will come humbly down to earth. 
 

 

The legend of Santa Claus can be traced back hundreds 
of years to a monk named St. Nicholas. It is believed that 
Nicholas was born sometime around 280 A.D. in Patara, 
near Myra in modern-day Turkey 



 

Poetry Group – Theme for December ‘GIFTS’ 
 

 

Present 
 

Christmas is coming there is no doubt about that 
It reminds me of our crazy demented cat 
The impossible task of parcel wrapping 
Ribbon, bags and tinsel the whole trapping 
String unravelled from kitchen to the hall 
Charlotte the cat in the middle of it all 
Torn handmade paper from Japan 
I caught her clawing it then she ran 
To hide in a packing box by the sink 
Frustrating scatter brain feline minx 
I eventually packed your present sparkling and new 
To give it now to a great friend that’s you 
Because Christmas is coming and “corona” too. 
 

Paul Hickson 
 

Yuletide Joy 
 

A verdant star spangled fir looks down, 
On cheeks flushed with anticipation, 
Giggles and squeals as ribbons snap, what a din, 
The crunch of gift wrap under fingers tiny, 
Wonderment at what the box might contain within, 
Has Santa brought things bright and shiny, 
Are these the memories of Christmas’s we once knew? 
Gifts, crunchy paper, children’s faces, 
This is the real spirit of Yuletide true!                Keith Parker 

 

Gifts – The Usual Christmas 
 

Can I have a jigsaw, or a Barbie, or a drum? 
My Grandad wants some hankies, or a largish bottle of rum. 
Granny wants some sherry, but I know what she will get, 
A box of pretty hankies and a necklace made of jet. 
My Mummy wants some quiet time after all the Christmas 
rush, 
She wants to watch the tele, on a sofa, without a crush. 
Daddy wants to shrink away from all the silly noise. 
He’s looking forward to the football match, to take his little 
boys. 
But when all is said and done, and the day has nearly gone, 
They will all sit down together, and play “blob” – to see 
who’s won.                                                        Anne Wilcox 
 
 

"Just what I wanted" my father would say 
Each Christmas day anew 
"Such lovely socks 
All soft and warm 
And anti-bacterial too." 
 

"I thought you'd like them Cyril dear" 
His great aunt then replied 
"I bought them for my dearest Joe 
The day before he died". 

whereas I, myself am still here at the pre-shopping stage.                                                                         
Pippa Drummond 

 

 

Memories of Gifts and Time 
 

There they were, in their full glory 
Lovingly wrapped, with shiny bows 
Glistening beneath the flickering lights. 
Gazed upon with curious eyes 
What will it be this year? 
Ho Ho Ho 
They’ll never know 
Until tomorrow... 
Down they come, still in pyjamas 
Happy faces, itching fingers 
To unwrap their waiting gifts. 
The music’s on, the firewood’s crackling 
The smell of mince pies warming up 
Now’s the time they’ve all been waiting for. 
Cameras flashing, hands are clapping 
Love and Happiness are all around. 
The dog’s tail wagging, as he chases ribbons 
When suddenly, out of the blue, little James looks up 
And innocently utters, “I wish it was Christmas day 
Every day,” as the gifts kept coming 
Laughter is heard, carols keep playing 
Even the tree sways with delight 
Within these perfect moments, 
These joyous times 
Locked in everlasting memories 
Of sharing gifts and time! 

Margaret Attard Baldacchino 
 

Label your presents clearly 
 

“Oooh! For me?” 
She squealed. 
      But it wasn’t 
 

“Oh! You shouldn’t!” 
She protested. 
      But he hadn’t 
 

So how now to explain it? 
He pondered. 
      But he couldn’t. 
 

So he went out 
And bought another one 
      And gave it 
 
To the girl he had meant to 
Who wondered, 
Why so massive a label with her name on it? 

Stephen Bales 
 

Our Child 
 

Drawing mysteries of the universe 
Your dear hands like stars 
Orchestrating the night 
 

Offering a glimpse 
Of intricate energy lines 
 

Igniting our lives 
This first spark of life 
From the void                                         Ralf Thorgood 

 

 

 



 
‘Gifts’ Continued 

 

God’s gifts 
 

Dear Santa 
 

Don’t bring me any gifts this year 
I don’t like Christmas being about 
The stuff we get and eat and drink 
I’m tired of constantly consuming 
Spending money shopping online 
Making my connections on the web 
Staring at tablets and mobile phones 
 

In any case I never wanted this 
Experience of being trapped indoors 
This mournful sense of isolation 
Which is because of the pandemic 
And means we may not even meet 
To celebrate the season as we did 
Which makes too much indulgence 
Seem somehow inappropriate.  
 

So give the stuff to those in need 
Bring peace to a warring world 
Food and shelter to the hungry   
Healing and comfort to the suffering  
Humility and wisdom to our leaders. 
Help us to feel the Christmas spirit 
And truly celebrate God’s gifts. 
 

Love from 
 

Ivor                                               Ivor Fankell 
 

GIFTS 
 

Poetry is a gift, 
Bequeathed to us by earlier generations. 
Remembering poems by heart we make old friends 
for life. 
They return to us in moments of crisis 
old pillows into which we sink. 
our soft and comforting familiars. 
 

Now we make our own poems. 
Record thoughts and feelings, 
sifting and sorting them like ingredients for a 
Christmas cake. 
These are the dried fruits of experience, the crunchy 
nuts to chew on, 
the statutory two broken eggs, the sweetness of 
sugar. 
Here is our own particular mix, waiting to be served 
out and shared. 
 

Buying and selling gifts. 
 

Many years ago I received the pictures as gifts. 
but I am   about to look them in the mouth 
poor old gift horses, now they are going south. 
Moon shining on wet sand, the view over the downs 
But... They were pastels in soft subtle browns. 
 

Now later on in time and taste, 
I like the brasher voice of ac-ry-lic 
colour asserting its presence 
wielding a stouter stick.' 
 

So...come on old friends, I'll take you down from the 
walls, 
where your absence lingers like pale ghosts, 
so someone else can hear your sweet airs and be 
better hosts.                                            Liz White 
 

 

The gift I would give you 
  

An I.O.U. 
You think it's funny to have no money - 
now my gift comes guilt-edged. 
It makes you uneasy, a little queasy 
to accept. 
 

Never look a gift horse in the mouth 
 

Maintain eye contact at all times, 
slowly extend your hand, 
approach the mouth with care, don't linger. 
Blink and the teeth could snatch - 
a gift for a gift, 
Beware, would you want to see  
a horse with fingers? 
 

Be wary of geeks bearing unlooked for gifts 
 

It may be kind, but keep in mind 
gifts may prove costly to pride and pocket, 
for kit protected by fiendish security, 
the hurdle would be how to unlock it. 

Three poems by Julia Marshall 
 

Gifts – A List 
 

Sunshine on waking, 
Birdsong, unbroken by traffic, 
An appetite, satiable for now, 
Your smile on returning, 
Your returning of my smile, 
The passing of pain, 
Peace, within, without, 
Silences, full of contentment, 
Completion, wholeness, and yet… 
...knowing there’s more, 
Moving from shade into sunlight, 
From light, through shadows, 
To light again, 
Ripples on the pond, 
The sound of waterfalls, 
Distant, but not receding, 
Fragrance on a warm breeze, 
Smooth wood beneath the touch, 

Fresh-baked bread, almost ready.                Stephen  Bales 

 

 
 

 



 

Merry Christmas, Mr Bowie - the magic Cornish concerts of December 1968 
 

Although David Bowie is known to have visited Cornwall several times (certainly for the Tate Gallery opening in 1993), he 
only ever publicly performed at one event in the county. This was on 24 and 26 December 1968 as part of “The Magician’s 
Workshop” Christmas gigs presented at the Princess Pavillion, Falmouth - his Ziggy Stardust concert at Plymouth Guildhall 
in 1972 does not count! 
 

Gerry Gill was a Tin Pan Alley songwriter in the mid-60s based in Denmark Street, Soho, where he got to know a young 
struggling would-be pop star called David Jones / Bowie who hung out at the local musicians’ cafe, ‘La Gioconda’. Gerry 
decided on a career change to try out as a DJ, which he had far more success with, becoming known on the London 
underground club scene at places like Middle Earth in Covent Garden and even got to work in 1967 psychedelic San 
Francisco. He became a good friend of Bowie, sharing a Hampstead flat for a while and driving him around, often to 
David’s mum’s in Bromley or to the odd gig where he helped to set up gear and also do the sound. 
 

Meanwhile in Cornwall Roger Brokenshire, previously a vocalist of many 60s local bands (including future Queen drummer 
Roger Taylor’s Truro band The Reaction), was concentrating on promoting gigs again. He had dabbled before, but now 
realised that a good DJ was an essential part of the package so decided to advertise for one. Gerry Gill saw the ad in 
Melody Maker or Stage Magazine, replied, and in May 1968 set out in an old Thames van to Cornwall. The partnership 
succeeded and he worked on many of Roger’s summer promotions all over the area, which led to regular gigs for him at 
Flamingo (Pool), Garden (Penzance), Blue Lagoon (Newquay) and Annaclatos (Falmouth). 
 

Gerry had helped Bowie do a support to Tyrannosaurus Rex at the Festival Hall on 3 June 1968. This was in David’s 
‘Lindsay Kemp phase’ and his solo stage act involved ‘Tibetan mime’ (enacting the Chinese invasion of Tibet, to music 
supplied by Gerry), plus some acoustic guitar songs. Gerry decided to invite Bowie to perform this at his planned Christmas 
extravaganza at the Princess Pavillion, Falmouth. The event, billed as ‘Magician’s Workshop’ that ‘sees the opening of 
the third eye’, was an attempt at psychedelic happenings with bands, light shows and sounds over a few nights. 
 

The first night on Saturday 21 December was headlined by prog rock band “The Greatest Show on Earth” with the Watt-
Roy brothers including Norman, later to be a Blockhead, plus support from:  Jayfolk, a folk quartet from Truro that had 
recently broken up, with Jill Johnson (girlfriend of Roger Taylor) now in the Famous Jug Band after being recruited by 
Clive Palmer at their ‘final gig’, reforming especially for this event; Blood and Sand, a local Falmouth R&B band that often 
played here; Gerry Gill Sounds; Magician’s Lights and guests. The second night was Xmas Eve, headlined by “Steve 
Miller Delivery” with David Bowie in support doing “Tibetan MINE”. Apart from that spelling mistake, the ad also quotes 
Steve Miller noting the title of his new LP, however this refers to the American Steve Miller and not the Delivery band led 
by the English blues/jazz pianist Steve Miller that was actually appearing, probably with Lol Coxhill but pre-Carol Grimes. 
The third night on Boxing Day had Keef Hartley as the headliner, “with Kieth Harley (John Mayall)” in small print! (Keef 
Hartley was John Mayall’s drummer and had recently formed his own band), plus David Bowie and “Sitar Recital”. Mick 
Farren’s Deviants played on the 28 December which Bowie also went to see. He stayed at Gerry’s chalet near Pool, 
attending the Flamingo Redruth for an Empty Vessels (pre-Wishbone Ash) gig on New Years Eve and helped Gerry out 
at a New Years Day disco in St Mawes, returning by train for his ‘Feathers’ trio gig on 4 January at London Roundhouse. 
 

Unfortunately, there was heavy snow over the whole period resulting in small audiences, so Gerry had to cancel his next 
booking of Peter Sarstedt and all future promotions. He continued to DJ and used the Magician’s Workshop name for a 
new light show collaboration that was used at early Queen gigs and provided psychedelic backdrops for bands, before 
setting up Roche Studios in 1975. Bowie dropped mime, had his Space Oddity hit in late 1969 and the rest is history.   
 

No known photographs of these Christmas gigs have ever surfaced so far (although bootleg audio is meant to exist) but 
below is the newspaper advertisement for the shows. Apart from the mistakes / typos already noted, there are more within 
it: The Deviants “Current LP” mentioned was actually titled ‘Disposable’ and their single listed as “Long Time Coming” 
was a repeated line from the 45’s A side actually titled ‘You’ve Got To Hold On’ backed with ‘Let’s Loot The Supermarket’ 
(1968). 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

Postscript - Bowie’s visit to ‘the very finest cafe in Cornwall’: Quasar Coffeehouse, Redruth 
 

Gerry Gill was unable to meet Bowie when he arrived at Redruth Railway Station in advance of his December 1968 
Falmouth gigs, but sent friend Vivian Burt to do so on his behalf, with instructions to take David straight to the Quasar 
Coffeehouse, just down the hill in nearby Penryn Street, for some proper Cornish hospitality. A coffee was certainly 
bought for Mr Bowie but it is not known if he had a pasty, although as he was in his Buddhist phase at the time, meat 
was not likely to have been partaken. Luckily it was not a few years later when, as the Thin White Duke in the mid-70s, 
he is said to have had a diet consisting almost entirely of “red peppers, cocaine and milk” as I do not think Quasar could 
have supplied all of those items! Vivian (who says he is still owed for the coffee as David had no money) got to know 
Gerry after the DJ offered him a place to stay when he found out that Mr Burt was currently living in a tent. Gerry’s 
concrete chalet behind a house at Illogan Highway, between Redruth and Pool, was certainly an improvement on the 
canvas abode and it was also here that Bowie was to stay for the next few days of his Cornish adventure. 
At the time poet Dennis Gould ran the ‘Books and Things’ community bookshop at 6 Penryn Street, next door to Quasar 
and was a huge fan of the cafe, hence his praise of it in the following poem. Although not written until late 1989 it paints 
a great picture of how he remembered the place in those heady days of 1968. With Bowie’s use of the Gioconda in 
Denmark Street, Soho, as virtually a second home, I am sure he would have warmed to Quasar’s rather bohemian 
atmosphere which Dennis so brilliantly captures -  my great thanks for his kind permission to reproduce the piece here: 
 
 

 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 
Dennis Gould now lives in Stroud, still producing poems, pamphlets and performing, often as part of the RiffRaff poets 
collective, usually in the company of fellow poet Jeff Cloves. (Note: RiffRaff were born at the St Ives Festival / Gathering 
of 1970 with a series of gigs at the Golden Lion pub and will be celebrated in Shanty Baba’s forthcoming animated film of 
the event).                                                                                                                                                           Phil Saward 
 

Thank you Phil for this extended piece!                    

 



 
 

CHRISTMAS PAST IN ST IVES 
 

 

 
 

Christmas Day, 1911 
 

Clarinda Geen Tucker, her daughters and 
parents, Back Road East (photo: St Ives 

Archive) 
 

 

It is always interesting to look at back issues of our local newspapers. 
The first to be published was The St Ives Weekly Summary and 
Visitors List, in 1889. It was joined shortly afterwards by The St Ives 
Times and The Western Echo. These last two were brought together 
in the 1950s to form the newspaper that we still read today The St 
Ives Times & Echo. There is a saying that a local newspaper is 
essential reading on the day it appears; it then becomes worthless, 
but years later it provides a fascinating window into a past era; 
becoming a vital resource for everyone interested in the life of the 
town. We are very fortunate that most of these newspapers have 
been microfilmed and may be seen at St Ives Archive. 
 

Christmas articles played an important role in the local paper’s 
annual cycle. Special ‘pull out’ supplements were provided, filled with 
enticing advertisements for food and drink and local entertainment, 
as well as games and quizzes for all the family. Every now and again 
there was a special article giving an insight into how Christmas had 
been celebrated in previous years. 
 

I have chosen two of these articles, written by local historians, which 
provide us with memories of the festive season at different times in 
the 19th century, and from which I have extracted a few paragraphs. 

 

 
From ‘A Christmas Pie’ – Christmas in 1847, written by Cyril Noall in 1957 
 

‘One of the chief delights a century and more ago, before mechanical means of home entertainment had been invented, 
and when a sizeable part of the population could still neither read nor write, was the telling of traditional stories around 
the winter fireside. At Christmas time, many of these had a very ‘spooky’ flavour. I don’t know of any local ghosts who 
were supposed to put in a special appearance at midnight on Christmas Eve, as it is recorded of so many of their fellows 
elsewhere; but that there were plenty of them to be seen in the dimly-lighted streets of the old town throughout the dark 
winter season is not to be doubted at all. 
 
‘There is, for instance, a story related of a house in Fore Street from which a headless woman issues in the wee, sma’ 
hours, and having passed by the terrified spectator, disappears into the ground at his feet! In another house in the town, 
footsteps were heard so frequently by the occupants that they got quite used to them – and to hearing knocks on the 
back door, when no one was there! In a dwelling house which stood opposite the Post Office in Tregenna Place, the 
figure of a man dressed in 17th century costume, would at odd times appear suddenly in the living room and seat 
himself upon a vacant chair, only to vanish into thin air a few minutes later, as mysteriously as he had come. 
 

‘The Cornish carol choir, as we know it today probably originated during the period when the singing in our churches 
was accompanied by a band of amateur musicians. Such an orchestra once flourished in St Ives Parish Church but 
was replaced, in 1840, by the barrel organ which may still be seen in the St Ives Museum. In some of the chapels, 
however – particularly at Hellesveor – the band survived considerably later than this; and the tradition which it 
established survives in the modern carol choirs of the district. At one local place of worship in the last century, the band 
consisted of two fiddles, bass viol, cornet, flute and euphonium. 
 

‘Back in the 1860s the district we now call Carbis Bay consisted of but a few scattered farms and cottages – Trelyon, 
Chyangweal, Carbis Water, etc. - but few people lived there. Yet it, too, had its carol choir, consisting largely of the men 
and lads who worked at Wheal Providence and other mines in the vicinity. At that time, one of these old singers has 
recalled, boys had not so many avenues of pleasure as they do now, and the social gatherings for carol practice were 
occasions of great glee, notwithstanding the strenuous work of learning both music and words by memory.’ 
 
Excerpts from St Ives Times and Echo 27 December 1957 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 



 
 
From ‘Ghosts of Christmas past in St Ives’, Christmas in St Ives in 1890 – written by Tom Richards in 1990 
 

‘What happened in the town over Christmas 1890? At Lanhams, in the High Street, liquid refreshment was in plentiful 
supply, ranging from claret at 1s 1d a bottle, to quart flagons of Australian burgundy at 2s 6d, and 6 year-old Glenlivet 
at 3s 7d a bottle. But don’t get too excited about the prices, there was a vacancy for a road foreman on the Town at 
18s 0d a week, and another for a general domestic servant at £8 a year – not much room for Glenlivet there! If you 
preferred other kinds of liquid refreshment Mr Isaac Pearce of Salubrious Place looked for a buyer for milk from two or 
three cows, delivered daily. 
 

‘On Christmas Eve geese were plentiful in St Ives market and sold freely at 9d per lb. There were two narrow escapes 
from serious fires in Fore Street. A beam in the flue in Mr William Faull’s house caught fire and a lamp burst at Mr 
Adams’ fishmonger. Another fire occurred in a cellar in Bethesda Place, but fortunately all were extinguished before 
they took hold. 
 

‘On Boxing night, the St Ives Musical Society gave a Christmas Concert in the Public Hall. The room was packed, and 
despite the provision of additional chairs a great many persons were turned away. 
 

‘The issue of January 3, 1891 carried a brief report of the services and festivities, and mentioned the carol services at 
the Mariners’, Wesleyan, Lady Huntingdon’s and New Connexion Chapels. It said that the efforts of the various choirs 
were much appreciated and went on to say that the open-air carol singing, with one or two exceptions, was of a very 
low order! It also reported that “…there was the usual rowdy element in the streets – indeed we believe this year it was 
even worse than last. Sacred hymns were shouted in a most profane and irreverent manner, and the conduct was 
extremely boisterous and unseemly”.’ 
 

Excerpts from St Ives Times and Echo 16 November 1990 
 

 
 

Janet Axten 
 

 

 

This is the right-hand panel of the painting known as ‘The Wilton Diptych’. It was painted by an unknown artist sometime 
between 1395 and 1399.  It is painted using egg tempera on oak. The gold is finely stippled. The blue made from Lapis 
lazuli. 
 

It was made for the private devotions of King Richard I of England. 
 

It was at one time owned by the Earl of Pembroke who kept it at Wilton House in Wiltshire, until bought by the National 
Gallery in 1929.  
 

 

Co-op Local Community Fund 

 Please remember - we are aiming to raise funds to purchase new chairs and a 
chair stacking system for the Greta Williams Community Room. If you haven’t 
already done so, PLEASE support us by following the links to register your 
support. 
  

Join online at coop.co.uk/membership or by downloading the Co-op app. 
 

 

Use the  link to our cause / profile page: 
 

https://membership.coop.co.uk/causes/51093 
 

 

 
Depending on Government advice we are looking at 

inviting Jack Friskney-Adams to give talks on Art  
again in the Greta Williams Community Room 

(beginning of 2021). These have proved very popular 
on previous occasions; therefore we intend to limit 

numbers to ensure participants are socially distanced. 
 

Meanwhile – here is Jack’s overview of The Wilton 
Diptych 1395 - 1399 

 

https://localcommunityfund.newsweaver.com/CoopLocalCommunityFundPayment/138olnjo6ih3kegr51s0lj/external?email=true&a=5&p=5804855&t=2046029
https://localcommunityfund.newsweaver.com/CoopLocalCommunityFundPayment/ybh8f4vaigp3kegr51s0lj/external?email=true&a=5&p=5804855&t=2046029
https://membership.coop.co.uk/causes/51093


 
Lockdown Pinch Pots by Bob Wilcox 

 

Since March this year I have made many pinch pots. This is a far cry from my previous job as a forensic artist for 
Warwickshire Police – but I have always been involved in ceramics. Prior to becoming a police officer I was a Ceramics 
Technician at Coventry College of Education. Going back further I studied ceramics at Stoke on Trent College of Art 
(Intermediate NDD). 
I enjoy clay. I can throw, cast, coil and do all manner of hand building, but my favourite use of clay is pinch pots.  A very 
simple technique and a very tactile way of producing a pot. 
Once a month at the Leach Pottery I am involved with a group of people suffering from dementia. They enjoy making 
pinch pots and I enjoy being with them.  Of course, this has come to a complete stop at the moment.    
Laura at Fish Pie Pottery has supplied me with clay and completes ‘biscuit’ firing for me. 
After biscuit firing I take the pots to my allotment.  There I fire them in an old watertank using sawdust and any material 
that burns. The smoke and flames make interesting marks on the pots.  They are not glazed just cleaned and polished. 
 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

Aren’t they beautiful? 

 

 
 

 


