
 
 

           
 

St Ives Library and Information Service 2021 Opening Times 
 

Monday – Saturday 9.30am – 4.00pm for Click & Collect only  
A computer is available for your use – please book in advance 

CAB is still running an appointment system 
 

St Ives Library will be closed Good Friday and Easter Monday 
Opening hours after 12th April 2021 TBC 

Time to renew or return your books? St Ives Library will be reintroducing fines for late return of 
books after 1st May 2021 

 

 
 

Women’s Prize for Fiction – Longlist Announced 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 

FOSIL News & Views 
25th March 2021 

 

The sixteen longlisted books are as follows: 
 
Because of You by Dawn French 
Burnt Sugar by Avni Doshi 
Consent by Annabel Lyon 
Detransition, Baby by Torrey Peters 
Exciting Times by Naoise Dolan 
How the One-Armed Sister Sweeps Her House by 
Cherie Jones 
Luster by Raven Leilani 
No One is Talking About This by Patricia Lockwood 
Nothing But Blue Sky by Kathleen MacMahon 
Piranesi by Susanna Clarke 
Small Pleasures by Clare Chambers 
Summer by Ali Smith 
The Golden Rule by Amanda Craig 
The Vanishing Half by Brit Bennett 
Transcendent Kingdom by Yaa Gyasi 
Unsettled Ground by Claire Fuller 

 

This year’s longlist honours both new and well-established 
writers and a range of genres and themes – family (twins and 
siblings, mother-daughter relationships); motherhood; rural 
poverty and isolation; addiction; identity and belonging; race 
and class; grief and happiness; coming-of-age and later life. 
The novels span a range of different global settings, from 
South London to the US Deep South; Ghana, Hong Kong, 
Barbados, Brooklyn and a fantasy realm. 
 

http://womensprizeforfiction.co.uk/features/book/because-of-you
http://womensprizeforfiction.co.uk/features/book/burnt-sugar
http://womensprizeforfiction.co.uk/features/book/consent
http://womensprizeforfiction.co.uk/features/book/detransition-baby
http://womensprizeforfiction.co.uk/features/book/exciting-times
https://www.womensprizeforfiction.co.uk/features/book/how-the-one-armed-sister-sweeps-her-house
http://womensprizeforfiction.co.uk/features/book/luster
http://womensprizeforfiction.co.uk/features/book/no-one-is-talking-about-this
http://womensprizeforfiction.co.uk/features/book/nothing-but-blue-sky
http://womensprizeforfiction.co.uk/features/book/piranesi
http://womensprizeforfiction.co.uk/features/book/small-pleasures
http://womensprizeforfiction.co.uk/features/book/summer
http://womensprizeforfiction.co.uk/features/book/the-golden-rule
http://womensprizeforfiction.co.uk/features/book/the-vanishing-half
http://womensprizeforfiction.co.uk/features/book/transcendent-kingdom
http://womensprizeforfiction.co.uk/features/book/unsettled-ground


 
 

 

There is a new book out called Thames 
Mudlarking: Searching for London's 

Lost Treasures by Jason Sandy and Nick 
Stevens 

 
 

 
 
 

Reviewed by Margaret Notman 

 

Mudlarks and Mudlarking are terms used for people who scavenge in 
river mud for items of value or historical importance.  The terms are 
usually made with reference to the River Thames in London where 
twice a day the Thames swells with tidal water sometimes reaching 
twenty three feet.  When the tide recedes, the mud which is natural silt 
in the riverbed is revealed as a rubbish dump of thousands of years of 
habitation but to mudlarks there is the joy of foraging for relics, 
discovering all manner of history, culture and education, which is part 
of the rich history of the city of London.    
 

During the 18th and 19th centuries mudlarks were often children and it 
was usually a choice dictated by poverty.  Around the port and dense 
areas of habitation all manner of things could be found.  
 

The book is illustrated with photos of collections and individual items 
that have been found.  Some are of great value, such as jewels and 
relics of war, whilst others such as Roman coins, clay pipes, buckles 
and pottery are mundane but of great value to the individual collectors. 
 

Anyone searching the tideline must have a current foreshore permit 
from the Port of London Authority.  This includes any form of digging, 
beachcombing and metal detection or surface searching and 
mudlarking is illegal without one. 
 

This hobby is apparently quite infectious and popular.  There is even 
The Society of 'Thames Mudlarks' which has different areas of 
collectable interest, and also 'The Thames Discovery Programme' 
which has guided walks along the foreshore.  What can be found 
includes Neolithic flints, Roman hair pins, medieval buckles, Tudor 
buttons, Georgian clay pipes and Victorian toys as the rich history of 
London, is recovered. 
 

My understanding is that a museum will be opening in the future, in 
London with some of the found articles on display. 

 
 

 

                             
 

Want to try Tony’s ‘Dingbat’? 
 

Each photo is a clue to  place in Cornwall 
(apparently!     
      

  B’ 
) 
 

Email your answers to: stivesfosil@gmail.com 
 

mailto:stivesfosil@gmail.com


 
 

 

Locked down in Lockdown 
 

 

Lockdown is nothing new to a writer, the self-
imposed discipline of working alone indoors for 
hours every day as the world goes by outside.  So 
much so, when real Lockdown came about last 
March, I barely noticed it.  I’d just begun a new 
book, so I was already entering a state that 
excluded all other distractions.  Being locked down 
within Lockdown made it somehow easier,  a 
double-seal if you like, as if the government was 
helping me get on with it.  What’s more, while 
everyone else was unable to travel, I was free to 
roam wherever.  So let me tell you a little of where 
I went, sitting alone in my study.  
 

The book is inspired by a moment that happened to 
me fifteen years ago, on a freezing day in northern 
France in the dead of winter. I had just finished 
shooting a difficult sequence for a documentary I 
was making about Jack Sealy, the man who led one 
of the last cavalry charges in British history.  We’d 
been filming in a military cemetery not far from 
Arras. 
 

The crew was packing up and I was alone with my 
thoughts.  The sweeping countryside around me 
was beginning to disappear into a thick mist rising 
from the land to hover in the air.  A copse of trees 
just below me was almost lost, sound and vision 
suppressed in the deep veil of grey.  It was then 
that I imagined I saw four soldiers emerging from 
the mist to stand by the cemetery wall, not far from 
me.  One of them was smoking.  I thought I heard 
him say, ‘what a carry on’, referring to us and the 
many visitors he saw traipsing through the 
graveyard every year.  
 

Later that evening I wrote about this, magpie like, in my notebook, saving the shiny observation for future use.  Perhaps 
I had glimpsed that, one day, it might form the basis of a book. And so it has, all these years later, within the bosom of 
Lockdown, the incident becoming the opening chapter of my new book,  Unfound.  The smoking soldier is one of the 
many thousands of men whose bodies have never been discovered and who, to this day, remain unfound. He does, 
though, play an important role in this book.  
 

The story is entirely fictional, of course. In a nutshell, it’s about history and our myopic view of our own past.   ‘The 
attitude of the English...towards English history, reminds one a good deal of the attitude of a Hollywood director towards 
love.’  said Margaret Halsey, an award winning American writer who lived for many years in Devon before the last war.  
As an outsider, she was perhaps able to view us better than we do ourselves.  Like many countries, we have a tendency 
to alter key events in our history, be it about slavery, or our victories in the two world wars, to fit a pattern that is not 
entirely accurate. 
 

The book is also a love story between an English history teacher and a Chinese woman, that transported me across the 
Western Front, through the glorious countryside around Canterbury, to the ferry that takes passengers from Hong Kong 
to Kowloon and to an apartment with a view over the port of Liverpool, all within the confines of my study. 
 

Each Lockdown day, a special and previously unheard silence descended outside my study. Above my apartment, gone 
was the sound of planes beginning their descent into distant Heathrow, to be replaced by the soft drumming of a lesser 
spotted woodpecker and the distant song of the eponymous chiffchaff.  Getting up very early, around dawn, I was 
serenaded in my seclusion by these and other birds, dunnock, wren and goldfinch, brought even closer by the lack of 
traffic on the normally busy Essex Road.  They couldn’t make up for the absent calls and cries of my grandsons, but 
they were some small compensation. 
 

I thought Unfound was destined for Quartet Books, my publisher, but during Lockdown 3, in December last year, Naim 
Attallah, the owner, sadly died, the company’s future thrown into some doubt.  Still, the book exists, the product of 
lockdown within Lockdown, a positive child of Covid.  
 

And I’ve begun another, title to be decided.  The first draft, you may be dismayed to learn, has taken me no further than 
Croydon and its suburbs.  However,  we’re still in Lockdown so who knows where it, and I, might end up next? 
 

John Tagholm 
FOSIL Patron  

 
 



 

The Cornish roots of Queen - drummer Roger Taylor’s early formative bands 
 

This article concentrates on the early musical career of Roger Taylor and will be followed by one on  Queen’s first 
Cornish festival gig (Tregye 1971). I am indebted to “Queen in Cornwall” by Rupert White (Antenna Publications 2011) 
which tells the full story, so seek it out for further information. 
 

Roger Taylor was born in King’s Lynn, Norfolk in 1949, but 
his father had strong family links with Cornwall leading to a 
move to Truro when Roger was eight. He enrolled at 
Bosvigo Primary, later forming a school band The 
Bubbling-over Boys playing the music of his idol, skiffle 
king Lonnie Donegan, on ukulele. Skiffle was especially 
popular in Cornwall, with dedicated competitions held 
around the county in 1957/58, Truro being a major centre 
with events at City Hall. Roger also had musical skills as a 
chorister and this led him to attend Truro Cathedral School 
aged ten in 1959. 
 

In 1960 Roger passed exams to attend Truro School, 
where in his second year he met David Dowding who had 
moved to Truro in 1961. The boys bonded over shared 
musical interests and began playing as a duo of cheap 
Spanish guitar and snare drum, often swapping 
instruments. (Note: Times & Echo editor Toni Carver was 
a school contemporary). The Taylor family moved to just 
outside Truro in 1963, allowing Roger use of a garage for 
his expanding drum kit, but it was later decided that the 
Dowding family farm barn at Little Canaan, New Mills, on 
the other side of Truro, was a more suitable rehearsal 
space. The duo now called The Cousin Jacks played 
parties, with material often based on The Shadows who 
they had both seen at a gig in Plymouth. In spring 1964 
Dave got his father’s permission to stage a few informal 
folk concerts in the farm barn. Jill Johnson, who sang with 
her sisters (later the Jays/Jayfolk) at one event, first met 
boyfriend-to-be Roger here. 
 

The Cousin Jacks soon became a trio after schoolfriend 
Mike Dudley joined them on guitar to form Beat Unlimited, 

which came to the attention of some older fellow school musicians who initially poached Roger and then Mike to create 
Johnny Quale and the Reactions, later reformed as The Reaction(s). They managed to gain fourth place in the 1965 
Rock and Rhythm Championships in Truro (which was won by The Individuals, including Mike Grose, who became 
Queen’s first bassist in 1970). Reaction played beat dances all over county with a few line-up changes, until the next 
Championship in 1966, which they actually won. This led to more work, regular gigs in our local area being Penmare 
Hotel, Hayle and Guildhall, St Ives, plus support slots to bands like The Kinks. The band had included a lot of soul music 
in their act but by summer 1967 more changes left just a three-piece of Roger, Mike and Rick Penrose when the material 
became much heavier by doing Jimi Hendrix and Cream covers. By 1968 the trio were using light shows and dancers 
at times, they even came second in that years re-titled ‘Top Group Championship’ Truro event under the name of ‘The 
Fantastics’ with this new ‘in’ look. There were similar ‘happening’ gigs in marquees on their ‘Summer Coast Sound 
Experience’ tour often on or near beaches such as Perranporth. The 
Reaction retired at the end of that summer after a total of over 300 gigs, as 
Roger was to start dental studies at Royal London Hospital, Whitechapel, 
where a new chapter of his musical life was soon to unfold. 
 

Roger answered guitarist Brian May’s ‘Drummer Wanted’ college notice 
board ad and with May’s friend and previous fellow ‘1984’ band member 
Tim Staffell (now bass/vocals), the core trio of Smile formed (original 
keyboards player Chris Smith soon left). UK gigs followed, with many in 
London and Cornwall (using Roger’s local connections) from late 1968 to 
April 1970. Tim decided to quit just before their very final gigs of 17/18 April 
1970 at PJs, Truro, so at the last minute old friend/bassist Mike Grose 
stepped in. Freddie might have sang that night (as a big fan hoping to join 
the band he was probably there) but Mike says definitely no, and it was not 
until he was invited to London the next week to join Roger and Brian that 
Freddie Bulsara/Mercury (an old college friend of Tim’s) sat in on 
rehearsals to actually form Queen. This quartet played their first gig at 
Truro City Hall on 27 June 1970 but Mike quit soon after. More gigs and 
bassists followed until John Deacon joined in early 1971 to form the classic 
line-up that was to achieve stardom.    
 

Roger Taylor relaxing backstage at The Garden Penzance 1974                                                                  Phil Saward 
 



 

Poetry Group  - Lost and Found 
R 
 

 

With sad eyes   
 

Behind steamed up glasses 
the closeness disappears 
 

under sterile masks 
you can see no smile  
 

only sad eyes 
are seeking relief 
 

from the turmoils of time 
and contaminated air 
 

We want to fly into the warmth 
but our way is barred 
 

We want to sing and rejoice 
but singing is forbidden 
 

I want to see you and feel you 
and press my body against yours 
 

but you remain a phantom 
behind closed doors 
 

We lost the freedom 
of restless actions 
 

but we find the breath 
of staying alive                                              Max R Huber 

 

Lost 
 

I’m leaving this message on the wall 
Hoping someone will hear my call 
My mum said it’s all a fake 
Why do we have to stay in for heaven’s sake? 
She went out dressed up late at night 
Saying because I think it’s my given right 
They said she was caught in the fire 
Set by party rioters, why I didn’t enquire 
Dad said “She’s part of nature stars and sun 
that she only wanted to have fun like anyone.” 
Finally, dad disappeared he went out for food 
I did not ask where I thought it rude 
I stayed in and kept to government rule 
Hello is anyone out there at all                   Paul Hickson 
 

Marbles 
 

I lost some marbles yesterday, I think in a wood. 
Those little multi coloured glass globes, 
rolling young folk towards their adulthood 
 

If anyone finds my lost marbles, 
they have distinctive markings like a tiger, 
running wildly with a quizzical hint of a grin 
getting themselves lost as they spin spin spin, 
dancing beside the uncompleted jigsaw of lost meanings, 
resisting the memory pin. 
 

I found the marbles yesterday. 
They were hiding in the grass, 
peeping shyly out watching the hours pass. 
Their gleaming glassy eyes shining, 
like an eager schoolboy marble roller, 
who always comes first in his class. 
 

I had an intuition that this is where they should stay. 
Content and fulfilled peeping up at the sky all day, 
I will leave them where they are, let them have their way. 
Little worlds alongside each other, into symbiosis grown 
these miniature worlds of glass have found their own way 
home.                                                                  Liz White 
 

 

Lost forever, ginger George the cat. 
 

A green velvet collar 
with a bell 
a keepsake 
not needed 
to remember 
my partner George. 
 

Sleeping amidst the jumpers 
hiding in the warmth 
of the wardrobe 
with big Ted 
my partner George. 
 

Cuddles, pats and strokes 
lovely memories 
on the darkest days 
You made me smile, 
my partner George. 
 

Flowers on the doorstep 
no meow at the door 
how I cried 
missing you 
my partner George.                                 Angela J Diggle 

 

In the Lost Property Office 
(Inspired by Roger McGough) 
 

Umbrellas, closed, 
Missed only later by ladies in rain. 
 

Gloves, in pairs, 
Missing their owners. 
 

Gloves, unpaired, 
Bereft of their partners, 
Who mourn them too, 
From hall tables and hat stands, 
Futile in hope, pending disposal. 
 

Scarves and bobble hats, 
Forgotten as the weather warmed. 
 

Pens and spectacles, 
Unintentionally abandoned 
By those who gave up on the crossword, 
Or laid down their book, bored. 
 

All these accountable in lost property, 
But... 
 

..how the solitary wellington? 
The pair of crutches, miraculously? 
The part-used return ticket, unexpired? 
The poem, half-written? 
The conclusion, waiting to be drawn? 
 

Each has their story 
As we imagine, contemplate. 
 

The Lost Property Officer too, 
Rummaging for his soul 
Among it all. 

Stephen Bales 
 

The Poetry Group continues to share poems on a 
monthly basis.  If you wish to receive their full monthly 
overview of poetic choices and creations contact the 
library and they will put you in touch with Stephen. 

 

 

 



 

Penguin Books – What the size of your book collections says about you! 
 

0-5: The book monk 
 

If one of your five books isn't Spark Joy: An Illustrated Guide to the Japanese Art of Tidying by Marie Kondo then I'll 
eat the perfectly-pruned bonsai on my vintage Scandie coffee table. I'd offer you my copy, but you clearly don't need 
it.  
So what books do you actually have? A cookbook in the kitchen, a book of urban photography on the coffee table, and 
your graduation year-book in a box in the attic? The Great Gatsby? Well... You're a KonMari master, a walking 
masterclass in the Danish art of hygge. You're among that rarest breed of human who's tasted true spiritual freedom, 
in all its functional and decluttered glory. 
 

5-50: The read-and-chucker 
 

Is that a well-worn library card in your pocket? Or just a giant credit note for your nearest second hand bookshop?  
For you, a book is merely a vessel for the knowledge contained within; its paper, typeface and coloured card are but 
clothes to keep the naked truth warm. 
You're the kind of bookworm who will keep a book that touched your soul – a gift from an old flame, the Roald 
Dahl book your dad read to you 50 times as a kid, a treasured signed celebrity memoir – but that's it. The rest are best 
kept on an e-reader, as an audiobook on your phone or at Her Majesty, The Library's pleasure. 
 

Exactly 42 books: The meaning of lifer 
 

It's OK, you just took The Hitchhiker's Guide to the Galaxy a little too literally, didn't you? Relax. Plus, there's 
something Sisyphean about keeping your collection to an exact number, having to decide which books to replace 
every time you bring home something new. 
This could get serious, like a literary equivalent to Sophie's Choice, or when a waxwork museum has to choose which 
celebrity to melt down to make a new one. It's time to branch out, read something out of your comfort zone. Books 
don't have feelings; you can't cheat on one with another. Some Umberto Eco, perhaps? 
 

50-150 books: The shelf sharer 
 

For you, books flow through your life like friends. Many come and go over the years, but the best ones stay with you 
forever. This is the most common of the book-keeper types. 
Your collection is far from representative of all the books you've ever read. But it contains the books you've loved and 
can't bear to let go; the ones you know you'll one day read again. 
They are also a paper-and-ink manifestation of all the best parts of your personality, and you want to show them off. 
And why not? To share your shelf is to share yourself, and you wouldn't want it any other way. 
 

150-500 books: The lay librarian 
 

You're encroaching into “small personal library” territory here – the Holy Grail of bookkeeping. Someone comes over 
and asks you a question you can't answer... sure, you can just pop over to your wall-sized bookcase, put one finger to 
your lip and run the other along the rainbow of spines until you find your answer. 
You're obviously a Proper Reader, the kind who inhales the written word like air. You love the way the paper feels 
between your fingers, the "shushing" sound each page makes when you turn it, as if it's telling the outside world to 
shut up and let you read. Do you lend your books to people? Seriously: does Harry Potter lend out his magic wand? 
Exactly.  
 

500+ books: The tsundoku master 
 

Your home is no longer just a home. It is a temple of the written word, an ode to thought, a bibliophile's inukshuk 
where books stretch in every direction to remind you who you are, where you've been and where you've still got to go. 
You're more than just a reader, you're a collector. You're a sensei in the way of tsundoku – the Japanese art of buying 
lots of books and never reading them. 
But these unread books aren't merely there to make a good Zoom background. They are, as the Lebanese-American 
author/thinker Nassim Nicholas Taleb says, “a powerful reminder of your limitations – the vast quantity of things you 
don’t know, half-know, or will one day realise you’re wrong about.” 
That's the power of books: they make you a better person... even when you don't read them. 
 

Matt Blake 6th November 2020 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 

Janet Axten  Jane Dews  Tricia Friskney-Adams  Gill Malcolm  Anna Martin  Margaret Notman   Phil Saward  
Anne Wilcox 

 
stivesfosil@gmail.com 

 

https://www.penguin.co.uk/books/1110022/spark-joy/9781785043499.html
https://www.penguin.co.uk/books/1087902/the-great-gatsby/9781446418536.html
https://www.penguin.co.uk/authors/17527/roald-dahl.html
https://www.penguin.co.uk/authors/17527/roald-dahl.html
https://www.penguin.co.uk/books/1101015/the-hitchhiker-s-guide-to-the-galaxy/9781787533202.html
https://www.penguin.co.uk/books/1033465/sophie-s-choice/9780099470441.html
https://www.penguin.co.uk/articles/2020/april/lend-books-love-friends.html
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tsundoku
https://www.penguin.co.uk/authors/32567/nassim-nicholas-taleb.html
mailto:stivesfosil@gmail.com

