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New Year's Eve — a

night lost

I WHAT an extraordinary story

the evolution of St. Ives New

1 Year celebrations has been. Do
} those of us, I wondered, as I

listened to an enthusiastic Clir.
Terry Tonkin, who have not wit-
nessed the great New Year’s

{1 Eves of the past, even under-
{ stand the difference between

what St. Ives had and what it
4 has now clearly lost. Terry, ex-

periencing the thrill of the cele-
bratory crowds for the first
time uttered a well worn ex-
pression, “Well. This has got to
be good for St. Ives!” And, in
terms of visitor numbers it cer-
tainly was! The day had seen
one as busy as a peak-of-season
day in August and I can safely
say New Year’s Eve produced a
record crowd.

Cllr. Tonkin’s enthusiasm for
increased revenues brought to
the town would not, I suspect,
be shared by the ‘visitor’ who
wrote to the ‘Echo’ this week
(no real name & address sup-
plied, hence no publication)
complaining about an ‘unjusti-
fiable’ hike in B&B prices for
New Year. The writer clearly
saw the whole event as an ex-
cuse for ripping-off the tourist
and concluded with another
well worn phrase: “I thought St.
Ives wanted to attract visitors!”
Actually mate, slaves and pros-
titutes to tourism we all may
be! But, we used to enjoy this
one night off for ourselves! An
alternative visitor view from
first-timer Malcolm Downs of
Knutford was to thank the ‘or-
ganisers’ for a wonderful occa-
sion before suggesting a few
‘improvements’, among them a
spectacular firework display,

@ which would of course be nice.

But, who pays?

SHEER JOY

for locals

and the crowds escalated. Now
you can’t find your friends, let
alone the locals! Well you can
find them with your mobile
phone but try reaching them!

With the good New Year’s
Eve’s gone (circa 2000) we
seem to have entered the mira-
cle years. The miracle is that
enough of the original spirit of
the occasion survives to still
make this a predominantly
happy occasion and by excel-
lent, if now massive, police ef-
fort and tolerance. Before 1997
the civic authorities hardly had
to give the occasion a thought.
Now police, pubs, councils start
at New Year to plan control and
containment for the next one.
But, each successive year they
know they’re on a knife-edge
and if the event keeps expand-
ing at its current rate the eve
will come when there are no
longer enough police, no longer
enough ambulances close at
hand and the tide will come in.

I hope everyone enjoyed New
Year’s Eve, I know I enjoyed a
few small bits of it. It was just
like surfing the net really - it
was all out there but try finding
what you actually need! The
‘organisers’ to be thanked are:
the police, councils, pubs and
NHS who handle this happen-
ing with such remarkable skill.
Oh yes, and the elderly lady in
Downlong who discovered a
reveller urinating through her
letterbox. She’s the one who
pays for the event - on her
rates, along with all the other
locals who have lost this special
night. Maybe next year she’ll
pay for a spectacular firework
display. Toni Carver
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ENJOYING a good New
Year’s Eve, Cllr. and

Mrs. Terry Tonkin.
But, only a tough
retrospective debrief

with tell if the night has
been really, “Good for
~ St.Ives.”
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The visitor, of course, was al-
ways deprived of the true expe-

rience. From its small begin- :

nings with a few locals
dressing-up and staying in
town for New Year’s, to the first

flowerings of serious fancy |

dress; local folk and returning
families experienced the sheer
joy of meeting old friends, lost
relatives and rendezvousing
~ with your mates outside the
- Sloop for midnight. With
fancy-dress taken seriously
- other half-forgotten elements
of St. Ives traditional life re-
turned: Guising was back (in its
best incarnation), those central
rendezvous of Doble’s Wall and
The Sloop were again in vogue
and the local community had
found its own spontaneous
celebration. Some quality time
for itself. It was this (and not
- the shallow mass euphoria of a
football stadium) that was
unique. and proved so infec-
tious. Visitors began to bathe in
the vibe, then the word got out

BECOMING concerned B
about the ageing condition
of his ‘goods, former
wrecker (whoops sorry,
I'll write that again -
former Salvage Expert)
Jerry Bligh thought the
dark of New Year’s Eve
the perfect time to test his [
flashing equipment. Said
Jerry: “Sadly, my powerful
full strobe only has finite
shelf-life and needs to be
tested on rare occasions.”
Asked if the flasher unit BARBAI
came off the stricken houndec
yacht Elsa famously by the |
salvaged by Bligh in 1972 Garfy (

he ceaid “Don’t he <illv!
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