Ross Williams – The Reason Why –
Here’s twenty thousand Cornishmen will knaw the reason why

Ross Williams was born in Crowan. In 1954. He arrived in Redruth at the age of three. His father, Leonard, was principal of Percy Williams and Sons  Ltd, a building company which owned (and still does) substantial property in Redruth and elsewhere, and which has been a prominent developer in mid and West Cornwall since the 1950s. Leonard was also a conservator and executed a number of very successful projects, such as the Sloop and Barbican Craft Markets (in St Ives and Penzance), Carn Brea Castle and, famously, , after its calamitous fire, Arwenack Manor in Falmouth . The company is now run by Ross’s brother Simon – another high-achieving Williams, alongside his siblings..
Ross went to Trewirgie School, and on to Redruth Grammar School, and then to boarding school in Taunton. He now lives in the house where he grew up, not far from his junior school, but has only recently returned there.  After reading English at Birmingham, Ross worked as a production manager in the London theatre sector.
In the 1970s in Truro, a small group of arts activists got together to form what became Cornwall Arts Centre Trust – the clue to its purpose lies in the name! After a community campaign to deter Carrick District Council from selling Truro City Hall, in which I became embroiled and got a taste for campaigning, ACT (as it became known) supported Chris Warner, Sarah Smith, Ben Luxon, and latterly Brian Mansell,  in actively proving the case for what is now ‘Gwariji Kernow’ (as it has promised to dub itself!), or Hall for Cornwall, as we currently know it.
ACT pulled back from involvement in that growing project and presented a varied and ambitious programme of events, including the Royal Shakespeare Company. With its Director departing on the back of success at ACT, the trustees advertised and along came Ross.
I was the administrator at the time. I was delighted to welcome my old friend whom I had known since childhood in Stithians. He soon rumbled that I wasn’t the world’s greatest administrator, and I moved on. Ross settled things down, quietly took the helm, built up a reputation as a business-like, calm and creative person who was prepared to take risks and to set up the ways and means to make them succeed.
I had, by this time, become a member of Cornwall Council, and in the late 1990s, found myself in what was grandly called ‘The Cabinet’. The matter of disposal of Redruth Grammar School arose, and Ross leapt at the chance. He raised the money and moved in. I went to visit him as he ranged around his old school, making plans!
I recall entering an old classroom still littered with exercise books, including a pamphlet about Trevithick (a Camborne man, so quite a risky read in Redruth!), as Ross showed me round. He introduced me to a couple of people whom he had ‘borrowed’ from Percy Williams, and he showed me how they were slowly but surely working their way through the building, sorting things out.
I think it fair to say that, throughout his career, Percy Williams & Sons Ltd has always been close by!
This is no ordinary arty-farty executive – he can do plumbing and electrics too! And he knaws about VAT! He can make a perfect rendering mix and lay a block wall to plan! 
‘Krowji’ began life in a fairly ramshackle way, but with a spirit that was driven by creativity and underpinned by Ross’s quietly Quakerish determination to succeed with integrity. It featured two critical centres of energy and vision – the café, and a cupboard inhabited by Ross!
One of his most important attributes is that he recruits and manages people with great skill, and most go on to develop careers and to foster an affectionate respect for the one who gave them their skills, confidence, space and encouragement. In some discreet cases, he has picked people up from rock-bottom, helped them carefully and rekindled them, and with compassion and clear thought, set them on their path.
With one of his finest recruits, Julie Caplin-Grey, he formed a three-way partnership (including Kevin Brownridge at Perfect Moment) which underpinned the transformation of a creative sector (which was, pre-Objective One, a cottage industry) into a multi-million, highly reputable and constantly evolving and challenging Cornish Creative Sector. 
Always indefatigably supported and inspired by his wife Cath, and always taking care to ensure that father Ross was there for the kids, his career is a model of enterprise, risk management, patience, balance, vision, cheerfulness and fostering the best in others, and constructing not just institutions but relationships and sustainable partnerships – indeed, all kinds of ships!
Ross has retired now – not that you’d know it. Krowji is prospering – surviving its fire – and the new ‘Percy Williams Building’ is fostering new creative businesses, developing markets, building reputations and keeping Kernow honest!
As a director of Percy Williams & Sons, Ross has supported the regeneration – the revival – of Redruth in many ways – not least by nurturing the exciting Butter Market project. He has fingers in many other pies, and goes quietly about the place. His fund-raising skills, his arts and development background, his business acumen, his judgement of creative risk, and his innate modesty and quiet calm make such things happen.
I knew and loved his father, Leonard. He was a thoughtful, witty, discreetly compassionate and self-effacingly successful human being – I recall his smiling expression of regret when he told how he had offered Barbara Hepworth an opportunity to create granite sculpture in-situ in Kennall Quarry – it would have been a grand adventure if it had happened. She wasn’t keen on granite, and certainly not on granite to be worked whilst hanging precariously above a quarry pool between Stithians and Ponsanooth! Leonard shrugged and moved stoically on.
And I know and love his son.
I have spent a lifetime singing, talking, politicking for Kernow. Ross has created things which are Kernow, and I know that there are many people who, when first meeting him, thought ‘He’s very quiet!’ and then watched as he achieved through relentlessly creating creative opportunities for creative people in a creative place, creatively prising money out of tight-fisted funders to make things creatively happen – 
I know this. His old faither, if, in his quakerish Cornish way, he allowed pride to corrupt his judgement, would be as proud as punch of Ross. I know I am. And that’s why he’s my man for this plate, because the creativity he has caused to occur is the answer to that old Hawker conundrum – it’s the reason why! So! Let us cheer, brothers and sisters! Rattle these Trelawny rafters! To be or not to be!’ No matter!  Ross Williams provides the stage upon which Hamlet can worry about such things – hail Map Crowan – Son of Crowan! Rex in Trewirgie est! King of Krowji! 
And for all that, as James Williams has observed: ‘Still in possession of a very fine head of hair!’ Hail Ross Williams!

