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 The death of our president 

It is with sincere regret that we note the death of Professor Charles Thomas, the Society‘s  
president. Our secretary, Tony, has written a tribute to him in this newsletter. A private 
funeral service was held and a memorial service is being held at Truro Methodist Church 
on Friday, July 8, at 3pm. Our secretary has been invited to attend and to mingle with the 
family and friends afterwards at the Royal Cornwall Museum. As a society, we endorse 
Tony‘s attendance and feel honoured that an invitation has been given. 

AGM in February 

Attendance at the AGM was disappointing, though the business was conducted and Jean 
Charman entertained in her usual style which was much appreciated. 

We were made aware, just prior to the meeting, that Elisabeth Rickard, who had served 
on the committee since the Society was formed, was not standing for election as she was 
not well. 

Thanks were expressed to both Eric Parsons and Elisabeth for their input over the years 
and, between them, they had hosted committee meetings in their homes for some years. 
The following officers and committee members were appointed - Chairman: Paul Langford; 
Vice-Chair: Eve Parsons; Secretary: Tony Langford; Treasurer: Christine Cowls; Press and 
Publicity: Steve Crossman; Caroline Palmer, Duncan Yeates and John Gillbard with Tony 
Jasper co-opted to spearhead the 2020 bicentenary event. There are still four vacancies on 
the committee, so if you want to offer to stand, please do so. Evening meetings will be held 
at Christine‘s Camborne home for the convenience of its members. 

2020 event 

The bicentenary event is officially to be called ‗The John Harris Festival‘. Work is ongoing 
behind the scenes and soon, an advanced publicity flier will be produced for wide circula-
tion in the UK and abroad. Tony Jasper has invited anyone who want to keep up-to-date 
with developments to contact him at tony.jasper@btinternet.com . The Alverton Hotel 
(Truro) is now the preferred base for the festival. 

Summer walk – Friday 24 June 2016 at 6.30pm. Meet at Treslothan Church 

David Thomas will, this year, be leading a stroll around Treslothan, Stennack and 
Carwynnen areas. Members and non-members will be very welcome. A donation of £2 
would be appreciated to defray expenses. 

Man-engine puppet celebrates ‘Tinth’ anniversary of World Heritage Sites 

This 12 metre high giant will literally steam its way across the Cornish mining landscape, 
visiting ten World Heritage Sites, as it travels from Tavistock to Land‘s End between July 
25 and August 6.  Ceremonies, celebrations, smoking mine chimneys are planned along 
with choirs and schoolchildren in 19th century costumes. Watch the Press for details – and 
the Harris link. 

Exhibitions 

Discussions are underway with various locations where the exhibition can be staged dur-
ing the year. Redruth‘s ‗Mining & Pasty Festival‘ and Newquay Museum are two of those 
on the list. It is not possible for us to be allocated space at Penzance Literary Festival this 
year but hopes are high for next year. 

mailto:tony.jasper@btinternet.com
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A beautiful spring day greeted April 
30 this year - Trevithick Day - when 
thousands descended on Camborne 
to celebrate  one of its great sons, 
Richard Trevithick.  

Included  in the celebrations was a 
wonderful flower festival held at 
Centenary Methodist Church.  

The theme this year depicted 
Shakespeare plays and works of oth-
er literary notables. 

Tony Langford recently wrote an 
article for the Western  Morning 
News recalling the fact that in 1864, 
a poetry competition was held to 
mark the 300th anniversary of 
Shakespeare‘s birth.  

This competition was won by John 
Harris for which he received a gold 
watch. 

One of the organisers of the flower 
festival, Marie Splatt contacted me 

with a view to including something 
of John Harris in the festival. 

So it was that on April 30, visitors 
to Centenary Methodist Church 
were greeted in the foyer to a small 
display of items relating to John 
Harris. 

It was gratifying that on the day 
when Camborne remembered Rich-
ard Trevithick, recognition was also 
given to John Harris. Eleanor Bowell 

John Harris celebrated in church’s Trevithick Day flower festival 
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 The Shakespeare connection 

In this 400th year since Shakespeare‘s death, Tony Langford has made the link with Har-
ris, and his article (first published in The Western Morning News) is included in this 
newsletter. 

We congratulate Tony on the article which has attracted wide, positive comment. 
While on holiday this summer, Gill and I hope to visit Stratford-upon-Avon and see 
John Harris‘ ‗Ode to Shakespeare‘ in the Great Bard‘s Museum. 

DVD available 

Caroline Palmer and Pol Hodge produced a DVD in 2004 on John Harris, but it has only 
now been released for general sale. Caroline can be contacted on 01209 890102 or by 
email at caroline@monkeyrockdesigns.com  

Truro and Penwith College students  

Tony and I had the privilege of sharing the John Harris story with a number of students 
at Truro and Penwith College. They had completed a module on Cornish Mining as part 
of their Foundation Degree in History, Heritage and Archaeology, so we were able to 
speak about Harris‘s childhood, low earnings during his first year of marriage and mov-
ing accounts of working underground, all interspersed with his poetry, both serious and 
humorous.  

New members 

It‘s always a pleasure to welcome new members to the Society and although it has not 
been possible to welcome the latest recruits personally, it‘s no less a delight to have 12 
new American members who are all related to the poet!  A number of them are keenly 
interested in 2020! 

An original copy of ‘Monro’ (1879) 

The Society truly appreciates the generous gift of the above book by Mrs J Hampton, of 
Camborne, to add to its collection.  

 
I sincerely hope that your summer will be enjoyable and refreshing. 

 

 

mailto:caroline@monkeyrockdesigns.com
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M 
uch has been 

made of the 

achievements of 

Professor Charles 

Thomas as an historian, archaeolo-

gist, lecturer and author, and right-

ly so.  He was also a John Harris 

enthusiast. 

In 2012 Charles Thomas was 

elected the first ever president of 

the John Harris Society to the de-

light of members.  

He was the obvious choice - well-

known and respected, with a re-

markable ability to impart his vast 

knowledge in an accessible way, 

whether through writing or the 

spoken word.  

He had supported the John Har-

ris Society from its early days, en-

couraging us, both as a society and 

as individuals, in our efforts to pro-

mote the life and work of John 

Harris.  

He generously shared his exten-

sive knowledge of Harris, Bo-

lenowe, Camborne, and much 

more, with us.  

He gave talks, led field trips and 

contributed to our newsletter. And 

we also enjoyed his sense of hu-

mour. 

No doubt Charles Thomas was 

familiar with the life and work of 

John Harris from an early age, for 

his family had a strong association 

with the poet.  

His forebear, Captain Jimmy 

Thomas, a mine captain and a resi-

dent of Bolenowe, loaned books to 

the young Harris.  

Many of the books of John Harris 

Charles Thomas – a tribute 

were financed by subscription and 

several members of the Thomas fam-

ily can be found in the lists of sub-

scribers. 

Charles Thomas was born in Cam-

borne on April 26, 1928. His distin-

guished career included being Lec-

turer in Archaeology at Edinburgh 

University, and subsequently two 

chairs, at Leicester and then at Exe-

ter.  

At the latter he was appointed 

Professor of Cornish Studies in 1971 

and first director of the Institute of 

Cornish Studies, retiring in 1991. 

A prolific author, his first major 

book was Christian Antiquities in Cam-

borne (1967), while one of his most 

acclaimed works was Exploration of a 

Drowned Landscape: Archaeology and 

History of the Isles of Scilly (1985).  

With his wife, Jessica Mann the 

crime novelist, he wrote Godrevy 

Light, published in 2009 to celebrate 

their 50th wedding anniversary and 

the 150th anniversary of the building 

of Godrevy Lighthouse.  

His final book, Gathering the Frag-

ments: the Selected Essays of a Ground-

breaking Historian appeared in 2012.  

It took in a range of topics from 

folklore to Celtic Britain, from local 

history to traditional Cornish hu-

mour. 

Charles Thomas was showered 

with awards, including the Royal 

Cornwall Museum‘s Henry Jenner 

medal for ―eminence in all fields of 

Cornish studies and a CBE for ser-

vices to archaeology.  

The John Harris Society very much 

appreciates that Charles Thomas 

found time in a full and varied life to 

promote the life and work of the 

Cornish miner poet. 

Tony Langford 
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Miner’s poem marked Shakespeare’s 

anniversary celebrations 
Tony Langford 

I 
n the year when we are cele-
brating the 400th anniversary 
of the death of William Shake-
speare, it is worth recalling 

that back in 1864 there were cele-
brations to mark the 300th anniver-
sary of the Bard‘s birth - he was 
baptised on 26 April 1564, his exact 
birth date is unknown. The activi-
ties included a competition for a 
poem commemorating Shakespeare 
and this was won by the Cornish 
poet and miner, John Harris.  

Shakespeare had always been his 
idol. It was the Reverend George 
Bull, the first curate of Treslothan 
Church in Troon, near Camborne 
who introduced him to the work of 
Shakespeare, Romeo and Juliet being 
the first play Harris read.  In his bi-
ography of his father, Howard Har-
ris tells of how he discovered a 
number of Shakespeare‘s plays in 
the poet‘s home at Falmouth which 
―bore evidence of good usage.‖ He 
also recalls how his father often 
quoted from the writings of Shake-
speare in conversation.  

So it not surprising that John Har-
ris decided to enter this competi-
tion. Yet were it not for his friend 
William Catcott, the ‗baker bard of 
Wells‘ in Somerset, Harris would 
not have known about it. Thumbing 
through a London journal, Catcott 
came across an announcement of a 
poetry competition to mark the 
300th anniversary of the birth of 
Shakespeare. Organised by Coven-
try Town Council, a gold watch was 
the prize for the winning entry. 
Catcott sent a cutting to Harris, 
urging him to enter.  

Harris was excited by the pro-
spect and, after consulting his wife 
Jane, decided to give it a try. 

Throughout his life, his poetry 

writing had to be fitted in between 
work - which included 24 years un-
derground at Dolcoath Mine before 
landing a position as a scripture 
reader at Falmouth - and family life. 
He wrote the competition piece in 
two evenings sitting by the kitchen 
fire when the children were in bed.  

When complete, Harris read it to 
Jane who ―spoke encouragingly of it‖. 
He posted it the next day but there 
was a three-month wait before judg-
ing took place and the date faded 
from his mind. 

Then, one day as he returned home 
from his work visiting the sick and 
poor in Falmouth, Jane called down 
from the top of the stairs: ―You have 
won the prize – the gold watch.‖  

And there was a telegram confirm-
ing that he had won the prize (there 
had been more than a hundred en-
trants) and inviting him to the cele-
brations in Coventry. Alas, he could 
not go. 

A few days later the gold watch 
arrived in Falmouth, delivered by an 
excited postman.  He exclaimed: ―I 
verily believe the little fellow is 
come.‖ He danced around the kitch-
en, shouting: ―We have beaten them 
all! Hurrah! Hurrah! The barbarians 
of Cornwall are at the very top of the 
tree!‖ 

A portrait of Shakespeare was en-
graved on the centre of the case of 
the watch and inside the case were 
the famous words:  
Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow 
Creeps in this petty face from day to day. 
To the last syllable of recorded time.  

 
Although John Harris was unable 

to attend the ceremony at Coventry, 
he did visit Bristol, Clifton, Hereford, 
Worcester, Gloucester, Malvern, Bir-
mingham and Stratford-upon-Avon 
later that year, the only time he left 
his native Cornwall. 

Of Stratford he wrote: ―The place 
bound me with a wondrous spell‖.  
That journey resulted in his book 
Shakespeare’s Shrine. 

John‘s prize-winning poem ran to 
nineteen verses, the final verse ex-
pressing gratitude for the life and 
work of Shakespeare: It reads:  
And so, great bard, today 
We weave thy natal lay. 
And cluster gratefully around thy name: 
England will ever be, 
Dear Shakespeare, proud of thee 
And coming ages but augment thy fame. 

This article was recently published 

in the Western Morning News 
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Extracts 
from the 
West Briton 
— life in 
Cornwall  
in the early 
19th  
century 

Singing at the funeral 
On Tuesday great excitement prevailed in Marazion, in consequence of the officiating 
curate, refusing to admit the corpse of the late William Williams, sen., into the church, 
and to perform the funeral rites according to the custom of the place, because the friends 
of the deceased would not pledge themselves that there should be no singing in connec-
tion with the funeral processing through the streets from the church to the burial 
ground, a distance of some three or four hundred yards---a custom which has been gener-
ally observed from the time of the first internment in this place. After keeping the widow 
and other relations and friends of the deceased at the church door till a large concourse of 
people was collected, whose feelings were excited to a high pitch of indignation, and af-
ter much entreaty and remonstrance, the clergyman at last consented to the corpse being 
taken into the church. After the lessons were read, it was taken to the place of intern-
ment with singing, and again at the gate of the burial ground the friends were kept wait-
ing for the minister until their patience was nearly exhausted, but at length the rev. Gen-
tleman arrived and performed the remainder of the service at the graveside, after which 
an anthem was sung near the spot, but outside the churchyard enclosure.   

29th April 1853 

A singing funeral 

The funeral of the late Mr Harvey, landlord of the Miners Arms, Truro, took place on the 
22nd instant, and the deceased having formerly lived at Gwennap, a number of miners 
from that locality came to Truro to attend the funeral...As is usual in th mining districts, 
they sang hymns through the streets on their way to the St. Mary‘s burial ground...After 
the corpse had been lowered, the miners again commenced singing, and playing two or 
three brass instruments and flutes, it being a choir from Gwennap which had come to do 
honour to the remains of their friend.                                                                       

30th April 1858 

 

Luxulyan granite for Wellington’s tomb  
On a hilly spot, not far from St. Austell, a huge block of Cornish porphyry, weighing sev-
enty tons when originally detached, is in course of gradual reduction to form a sarcopha-
gus for the remains of the Duke of Wellington. The colour is an intense deep grey, mott-
led with black and pale buff, and streaked with white. The stone has a grain so impene-
trable as almost to defy the cutter‘s craft. The sawing of it into halves was a long and 
painful task, and the two men employed in hollowing it out seem given up to the most 
slow-going task conceivable, since more than two cannot work, and the impression made 
by their picks in the huge mass is a thing to be measured by weeks, not days. There is ten 
months more work to be done ere the adamant rock will be shaped into the required 
form.                                                                                                                            

26th October 1855 
(The continent having been searched without success for a suitable block of handsome 
stone for the Duke of Wellington‘s sarcophagus, it was decided that Luxulyanite---a very 
rare and beautiful type of Cornish granite---should be used. A suitably large block of this 
lay in Shabby Rock Field at Trevanny, near Luxulyan, where it was eventually found nec-
essary to erect steam power to work and polish the very hard rock. Prior to its removal to 
St. Paul‘s, the finished tomb was exhibited to the public, at a small charge, where it stood 
in the field at Trevanny.) 

 

From Hayle to Truro 
On arrival recently of the fairy omnibus, at the Chapel Hill gate, Truro, from Hayle, it was 
observed that there was a fowl roosting on the fore axle. The bird, a fine Cochin China 
hen, was immediately captured, and was recognised by the guard to belong to the inn 
yard at Hayle, to which place it was conveyed by return of post.                 

16th January 1857 
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Helston Flora Day 
The weather throughout the day was as fine as could be desired, and the attendance of 

strangers was far more numerous than has been known for many years past. The entrances 

to most of the inns were decorated with boughs and evergreens. In the early part of the 

day a procession, which caused much amusement, started from the once ancient city of St. 

Johns, where a self elected corporation has of late years been formed. The mayor and other 

officers of that city having been duly sworn in, they commenced to parade the streets of 

Helston, in the following order:- Attendant on horseback; constables and police; ―Aunt 

Mary Moyss,‖ on horseback, fantastically dressed in flowers, &., attended by her knights 

and squires; band of music; the mayor of St. Johns, in cocked hat and wig, in a carriage 

dressed with evergreens and flowers, drawn by six Jerusalem ponies (donkeys) ridden by 

juvenile outriders in full costume; city crier in a carriage and pair; aldermen and council-

men two-and-two. A proclamation of the rules and customs of the city was rad by the crier 

in different parts of the town, and after parading the streets until after midday, they again 

returned to St. Johns.                                                                                                        15th May 1857 

 

Embayed near Kynance Cove 

In the spring of the present year, the Exmouth, an English ninety gun screw-ship with a 

crew of 700 or 800 souls, on her way to Spithead, got some ten or twelve miles out of her 

course on a fog, and was seen by a fisherman, when out three-quarters of a mile off the 

shore to the north-west of Lizard, proceeding under a press of canvas directly for the 

coast; he immediately appraised the officers of their immediate danger; the vessel was put 

about, and in doing so struck a ridge of rocks; she then tailed off and an anchor was let go 

with fifteen fathoms of chain, which brought her up when her stern was less than ten feet 

from some rocks at the foot of an almost perpendicular cliff about 200 hundred feet high. 

She was here embayed in one of the many little coves on that coast; the fog was very thick 

at the time, and a heavy ground swell running in from the south-west. In this critical posi-

tion she was boarded by a fisherman, named Hitchens, at the risk of his life, and under his 

direction, the steam was got up; the anchor slipped and the vessel piloted out in safety. 

The poor fisherman was thus the means of saving very many lives and national property 

worth probably £100,000...For this very important service the Admiralty have rewarded 

this poor fisherman with the paltry sum of five pounds!                                  28th August 1857 

Deadline for copy for the autumn newsletter is September 7 
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R 
esearching for the ‗Down Memory Lane‘ 

page, I came across the Luxulyanite arti-

cle. My mind returned to the days of be-

ing a member of Redruth Townswomen‘s 

Guild Social Study Group. One year, planning our 

following year‘s project, it was decided we each 

studied the flora, fauna, geology and mineralogy of a 

chosen area of Cornwall, writing a full report at the 

end of the year.  

I spread the map out on the floor making my own 

selection. No-one remarked on it until I arrived 

home, and Eric asked if I‘d thought about how I was 

going to cover that much ground on my own.  

Looking at our map and having it pointed out in 

miles I had to admit, Truro to Lostwithiel did look a 

bit daunting. Talking it over we decided to utilise 

our Thursday afternoons off, and it would help both 

of us uncover areas of Cornwall that we didn‘t know 

well. 

I discovered that Luxulyan, only four miles from 

the much busier Lostwithiel, had once mined a gran-

ite which had been eagerly sought after, and wanted 

especially for the Duke of Wellington‘s sarcophagus. 

One group member told me I definitely would not be 

finding any of that.  

I soon found that the mine which had yielded only 

136,000 tons of the stone was no more, the stone had 

become a collectors‘ item. This only made me more 

determined. 

We set out on a lovely day. The highlight of the 

area is the beautiful Luxulyan Valley. The fields are 

littered with huge granite boulders, no chance of 

Luxulyanite 
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growing crops.  There are large areas of woodland with 

paths and streams running through. Wild flowers, I 

made notes of those; I even found some Ragged Robin, 

that has become rare in many places.  

We picnicked near a stream, found an area to leave the 

car safely and set off walking to find the Luxulyanite. 

We‘d covered about a mile when we came across a man 

re-hedging his garden. This was great I thought, dressed 

like a farmer and being local he was bound to know if I 

was in the right area. 

―I bet I knaw what you‘m 

looking for‖ he said, before 

we had a chance to ask him.   

―Well, you wint find none, 

lessun you‘ve a mind go 

diggin miles down in one of 

my fields over there‖.  

I explained why I wanted 

to find the granite and he 

carried on about what he was doing and said at least I 

wasn‘t one o‘ they touristy folk who was always gittin‘ in 

the way.  

He said if we waited a bit he‘d show us what we were 

looking for but he didn‘t think we‘d find any. We stayed 

watching and listening to him for a while, he was really 

good at his Cornish hedging and being elderly I guessed 

he‘d spent many years doing similar work. 

He stopped at last and yelled for somebody to come out 

of the farmhouse. A young man similarly attired came out 

and was asked to bring out something I didn‘t under-

stand. The young man returned with two hands full of 

pink and black stones.  

The older man picked out a middle sized piece and 

handed it to me saying, ―Theer‘s what you‘m looking for, 

do ee think you‘d knaw‘n agin?‖ I said I thought I would 

and thanked him profusely for 

showing it to me. He then told 

me I could keep that piece but 

not to tell where I‘d got it from. I 

could have kissed him but 

thought better of it and we went 

on our way.  

The doubter of our group was 

still unconvinced I had a genuine 

piece of Luxulyanite. It wasn‘t until the end of the year 

and a professor from the technical college came to judge 

our results and confirmed my find that I was congratu-

lated. Now I don‘t remember the particular area it came 

from so couldn‘t tell anyway. 

Eve Parsons    

Luxulyanite continued 

“I bet I knaw what you’m 

looking for. Well, you wint 

find none, lessun you’ve a 

mind go diggin miles down in 

one of my fields over there.” 
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Rattling through the pell-mell  air 

Down Dolcoath shaft, the lonely miner 

Guided the inner tools of his craft 

A caged line jerked to a standstill 

On the mind‘s hot branching bed, 

Awaiting the blackberry juice, 

Ink-substitute, the red scrawl on paper, 

0r on his hat or fingernail, 

Which would seal for us his incongruous treasure. 

 

The golden phrase scooped in the tin seam 

Must be the man‘s excuse 

For a silent withdrawal, akin to prayer 

A lost look in  the gentle eyes,  

Half aroused from dream, 

Bewildered, tenacious, hinting at soul-struggle 

As he crouched and strained in the foul, flayed dust 

Amid curse and spittle of a brutal partner 

And the lamp-flare‘s distorting thrust 

 

Holier here than in Burns or Clare. 

The peasant fibre kindled by poetry. 

Chaste and sober, faithful in Wesley‘s fold, 

He grew as saint and rhymer, 

His mine-sharpened vision, Bible drill, 

Chiming with Billy Bray‘s praise, though fed 

In a richer and subtler gallery. 

He hymned the shy sweetheart‘s touch and hold,, 

And the wild flower‘s pure scent, 

Raising among the Redruth slag-tips 

An unstained simple testament. 

Submitted by Tony Jasper, 

who organises an annual 

poetry competition on  

behalf of the national Arts 

Centre Group, which  

received a bequeath from 

Cornish-born poet and  

writer Jack Clemo’s estate.  

John Harris by Jack Clemo 
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Treasurer’s notes 
Thank you to all members who 
have supported the Society so 
well.  

The committee works quite 
hard on your behalf to promote 
the story of John Harris‘s life and 
works. 

 We none of us claim expenses, 
but we do rely on your annual 

membership fees of £6 per person 
to pay the costs of newsletters 
and exhibitions etc. If you have 
not already done so, we‘d be 
grateful if you could either send 
me a cheque for £6 payable to 
―The John Harris Society‖ or pay 
by PayPal, the addresses for 
which are both on the back of 

this newsletter. 
If you would prefer, you could 

arrange to pay by standing order  
on  January 1st each year, and if 
you ring me on 01209 713863, I 
will give you the bank details. 

Once again our thanks, 

Christine Cowls. 

John Harris Society 

SUMMER WALK 

Friday, June 24, 2016, 6.30pm 

David Thomas to lead the annual walk —

Meet at Treslothan Church for a guided  

stroll around Treslothan, Stennack and 

Carwynnen areas 
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John  
Harris  
1820-1884 
 

J 
OHN HARRIS was born in 

1820 at Six Chimneys on Bo-

lenowe Carn, near Camborne, 

the eldest of  11 children. 

Largely self-educated — he started school when he 

was six or seven years old before finishing at the age of 

nine — John had an insatiable appetite for reading from 

his early years. On his ninth birthday he started work, 

briefly as a ploughboy, then for a tin-streamer, or — tin-

ner operating in Forest Moor. When he was 13, John 

went to work underground at Dolcoath. He was to ply 

this arduous occupation for 24 years, seeing the famous 

mine pass from copper to tin. 

Poetry, or verse-making as he called it, had been part 

of John‘s life since his first attempts at rhyme at school 

when he was just eight years old.  

Whatever he was doing, verses were forming in his 

mind and he scribbled these down whenever and wher-

ever and on whatever he could. He used the clean side of 

cast-off labelled tea wrappers, and when no paper was 

available would scratch his poems on slate, using a 

sharp pointed nail.  

In his mining days his miner‘s ‗hard‘ hat was some-

times used for this purpose. When no ink was available, 

he used blackberry juice. He fitted his writing into a 

busy life that, apart from his work and his family re-

sponsibilities, included being a Methodist lay preacher 

and a Sunday School teacher. 

John Harris left Dolcoath in 1857 to take up an ap-

pointment as a Scripture Reader at Falmouth, a post 

which he threw himself into with enthusiasm. He con-

tinued writing poetry, and began writing peace tracts 

and became a Quaker. 

John Harris died in 1884 and lies buried in Treslothan 

Churchyard. 

Tony Langford 

The John  
Harris Society 
This newsletter is published three times 

per year, by the John Harris Society, free 

to members. 

All articles for possible inclusion in  

future editions to:  

Press and Publicity Officer,  

Stephen Crossman,  

8 Rose-an-Grouse,  

Canonstown, Hayle, TR27 6JN.  

Phone: 01736 753912.  

E-mail: stephenc123@icloud.com 
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Grateful thanks go to all those who have 

contributed news articles in the past and 

more articles from you, our readers, will 

be most welcome for possible inclusion in 

future editions — anything  

remotely connected with Cornwall, John 

Harris, poetry, including other poets and 

Cornish life. 

 

Website:  

www.johnharrissociety.org.uk 

Facebook: 

www.facebook.com/johnharrissociety 


