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Editorial 

 

 Ten years: a time for reflection. How short a time it seems since that 
meeting in September in 1999 when the Pavey Group was founded. Time 
certainly flies. But when one considers the events and our successes of those 
years it seems quite remarkable how we managed to jam them all in. We did so 
and the record stands. As I have frequently said, the proudest achievements of 
that decade were the thirty editions of The Village Echo in which over 150 
articles on village history have been preserved. What an excellent variety of 
subjects appeared over that span! And there are two more in this issue. 
 We tend to take sheep for granted living in Dorset, but Michelle and 
Norman Jones’s fascinating article on a ‘saved breed’ provides a most 
interesting history of the species. I did know that sheep were here in the Iron 
Age but the introduction of Mediterranean breeds by the Romans, led 
inevitably to natural interbreeding until man began to experiment with certain 
strains to suit specific needs and locales. In the process, Norman’s sheep – the 
Portlands - nearly succumbed. Please read on …. 
 Peter Childs’ recall of his sister Freda’s life affords an insight into a 
family of that day and age. Peter’s fine eye reveals the interrelationships 
between his three older sisters and parents with humour and warmth.  The 
family would seem to be a somewhat patriarchal structure by contemporary 
standards  - but it worked. The meld was quite simply based upon love and 
mutual respect and, I fancy, as long as Alf had the last say! 
 Well done again Peter. 
 This being an anniversary celebration, there are lots of pictures of 
people who were for us and so many other villagers - especial. There is little in 
the way of a theme in what is to follow – just a memory and a  smile or two 
perhaps. 

              P.M.P. 

 

 

  Subscriptions due 1st October 2009 / 2010 
 

 A gentle reminder that this issue of the Echo is 
sent to all last year's members in anticipation of their 
membership being renewed. 
 Please inform us if you do not intend staying 
with us. 
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  In The Beginning 

 

It is over twelve years since the Parish Council acquired The Elms. 
Prior to that date the Council Office was confined to a building marginally larger 
than a full-sized pool table. It is now a neatly converted cottage immediately 
abaft what used to be called the Church Hall. It was cosy. The acquisition of The 
Elms was the result of a sequence of opportunities by which the village 
successfully gained this remarkable resource - The Elms. 

It was the Chairman of the Charmouth Parish Council, Mallory Hayter 
who having successfully negotiated the purchase of The Elms expressed the wish 
that a ‘memorabilia room’ be created as a display area and a repository for the 
preservation of those village records that still existed. 
 The matter of village records was a sensitive issue in Charmouth. The 
Grand Old Man of local history, Reginald Pavey, had spent his long retirement in 
Charmouth collecting, transcribing and recording village history and then, 
shortly before his death he sent nearly all his papers to the Dorset Record Office. 
There was a logic to this action in that there had been nowhere in the village 
where this considerable mass of data could be preserved.   Nevertheless there 
were regrets expressed; it was felt that they should be readily available here. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Us !  The Steering Committee of The Pavey Group of !998. 
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 However, with the acquisition of The Elms, the Council considered 
the   possibility of the return of the Pavey records to the village. David Burgess 
and I were asked to explore the possibility of the return of the documents and 
were told that this simply could not be done. They allowed the idea of us 
copying the material, but when we asked the cost, it was found to be 
prohibitive. 

There had been a trickle of objects, photos and articles of village 
interest deposited in the empty room opposite the Council Office  - soon to 
become the Pavey Room. Among these items there were a lot of tattered 
albums of the Whittington family, a mixed heap of stuff including W.I. records 
and evidence of other ancient charities. Other bits came from the Heritage 
Coast Centre and especially copies of the Pavey photos and artefacts that had 
once adorned the old council offices. These odds and ends were the beginning 
of the display material. 

In the summer of 1998 two councillors, Pat Stapleton and Mike 
Hendricks were appointed as a steering group to develop the display area. Roy 
Aldworth and I were asked to join the group.  

The council gave £800 to develop the room; Jane Burrell of the 
Bridport Museum gave unstinting support in terms of advice and 
encouragement and   provided some old display cases, a table and some chairs, 
with which Roy Aldworth worked wonders by adapting them to suit our 
display and storage needs. These were exciting times: items were donated and 
office equipment bought along with photos and copies of historical documents 
Early in the year we applied for a lottery grant from Help the Aged and were 
successful in winning a prestigious Millennium Award, plus the appropriate 
certificate and a T-Shirt. The Award afforded us all the necessary computer 
and printing   equipment all in one fell swoop. Approval of our venture was 
expressed by Dorset County, West Dorset DC, the Dorset Record Office and  
most gratifyingly  was from local folk. It was time to go public.  

These developments were still within the realm of the Steering 
Committee at the time comprised of Pat Stapleton, Roy Aldworth and Peter 
Press. The support, advice and effort of so many interested people led to the 
suggestion that the shape and rationale for such an organisation should be 
drawn up. On May 1st 1999, the proposed title of it was to be The Pavey Group 
and a constitution was drafted, with a trifold entitled Introducing the Pavey 
Group, which embodied all our hopes and aspirations. It was printed by Peter 
Miles of the Queens Armes and circulated throughout the village. 

On the 14th July a meeting was called for all interested parties, the 
purpose being to acquaint the village with the proposals for the new 
organisation and to tell the community of the progress of the work of the 
Steering Committee to date.   The approval  and support  as  requested  of  the 
Meeting  and  this  was  readily  given.    It   was the  wish  that  the  Steering  



5 

committee should be the bridging group to proceed with the preparation for the 
founding meeting of The Pavey Group, as it was to be called, in September. The 
next few weeks brought about the first Village Echo - the first ‘newsletter’, in 
which the proposals for the shape and rationale of the Pavey Group were laid 
down: a proposed constitution drawn up by Sarah Edwards, and a bank  
statement and an agenda was produced for the first ever meeting of the 
organisation on the 29th September 1999. 

The meeting was well attended even though it was a fearful night. The 
37 people present were asked to endorse the proposals of the Steering 
Committee and to elect officers. The proposals were adopted by acclaim and a 
committee of nine was elected. The original Steering Committee were voted as 
the executive: Pat Stapleton as Treasurer, Pauline Hayter as Secretary, Roy 
Aldworth as ‘Clerk of Works’ and Peter Press as Chairman. This meeting was 
the formal beginning of the Pavey Group and the forthcoming AGM, on 
Monday, the 1st October 2009 will mark our tenth anniversary - plus two days.  

Of the subsequent ten years of the Pavey Group’s history and in spite 
of the successes on that period, the events that stand out most clearly are the 
saddest. There is hardly a year that passes without having to strike someone off 
the membership list - inevitably.  But it was the loss of Roy and then dear  Rita  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Our Edna - Our Excellent Filing Clerk 
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that hit me the hardest. Their contributions to every aspect of our organisation 
are inestimable. Their enthusiasm, talents, humour and good counsel were 
fundamental to all we have attempted and achieved. I miss them: and that is 
the grossest understatement possible. And yet for me they are, in a very real 
sense still here. – there are constant reminders of them. In the photo files, in 
cupboards, display cases and the adornments of the walls, there are 
associations. I am reminded of Rita taking me to task for some little thing I’d 
done, said, or ought to have said or done – then that laugh afterwards! Roy, I 
talk to him regularly especially on quiet Thursday evenings. He was 
meticulous in everything he did, so much so that I have been heard muttering 
‘where the heck did you put it, Roy’?  A good old lad and good friend. 

 
Anyway, things move on: in those ten years we won two more lottery 

grants, hence all our exotic computer stuff that I am not allowed to use. (This 
is the will of the specialists). Our membership has remained in the area of 240 
families and our address list invokes a wanderlust: there are members in 
Australia, Canada, America and the most exotic address of all – in Hong Kong. 
Monthly group and public meetings on local historical subjects mark our year 
to which everyone is welcome. The Village Echo is a point of pride: in the 
thirty editions, there have been 150 articles by local writers on local historical 
subjects. Yet another point of pride is the wonderful support of members, 
advertisers and that excellent list of Sponsors. Thank you all for your sterling 
support – without you we could not last. To the future  ….    

         Peter M. Press 

 

 

 
      The Abbots House – a History 
 
      I am uncharacteristically sensitive in drawing your attention to 

that publication of mine reviewed earlier. I’d like to emphasise that the      
publication is very much a village history centred on the Abbots House and  
placing its importance within a historical context of nearly a thousand years. 
With the greater good in mind, I think a good two quids’ worth - all of which 
will go to the Pavey Group coffers. 

Any of the items listed above are obtainable at the Pavey Room or at 
any of our functions. If this fails - put a note through the door of the Pavey 
Room or through mailbox of The Elms. Please ensure you give your name, 
address and telephone number and we’ll get back to you. 

Finally - it is an ongoing ambition to have all the subs in by      
Christmas.  Still £6 !                      

 P.M.P. 
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The Abbots House 
 

(Formerly The Queens Armes) 
 

A History 
 

Peter M. Press 

 

 As many readers of the ‘Village Echo’ will already know, Peter 
Press’s serial investigation of the Abbots House (formerly the Queens Armes) 
has now been revised and published as a splendid 44-page history of what 
must surely be Charmouth’s finest building. 

And what a history it is: an architectural detective story, a hunt for 
hidden treasures under generations of modernisation, a scholarly attempt to 
set the Abbots House in the context of the Reformation, the Dissolution of the 
Monasteries, the Civil War, and, of course, the black-comic farce of the flight 
through Charmouth of the man who would be (in both senses) Charles the 
Second. 

 I won’t spoil it for those who have yet to read Peter’s excellent ac-
count, but here are a couple of teasers: if Stephen Limbry’s wife hadn’t locked 
him up (or was it only his trousers?) Charles, who was staying at the Queens 
Armes, would have made an easy getaway to France; and if the Rector, Bar-
tholomew Westley, had not been so disliked, Charles would probably have 
been caught and killed in Dorset. No Restoration? The end of Monarchy?  
Discuss. 

A ripping yarn indeed, well written and finely illustrated. And with 
only about a hundred days to Christmas, an ideal stocking present for a mere 
£2. All profits go the Pavey Group. 

 Michael Priestley 
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                             A History of the Portland Sheep     

 Portland ewes with Portland in the background. 

 
It is very difficult to identify the origins of the Portland breed with any 

certainty. This   is because there is virtually no early recorded information 
about breed differences and also throughout the ages, man has sought to 
‘improve’ his domestic animals to satisfy the priority commercial interest of 
that time. In the case of sheep that may have been to improve the quality or 
quantity of the milk, meat, the wool, or the number of lambs a ewe could 
produce. In this respect however, the Portland was probably less influenced by 
these commercial pressures than any of the other British breeds and therefore, 
most closely resembles its primitive origin. The factors involved are both 
historical and geographical. 
 Parallels have been drawn with other primitive breeds in the British 
Isles, namely the Soays, the Shetlands etc., indicating a common origin. To my 
mind however, the linkage is somewhat tenuous as there are fundamental 
differences. The Soay and the Shetland are smaller and short-tailed, while the 
Portland is long-tailed and has the ability to lamb out of season. The latter two 
features are common to the Mediterranean breeds of sheep. Either way it was 
known that in early times, before the Roman Conquest, there were tan-faced, 
horned, primitive sheep throughout the south west of England. 
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 At the time of the Roman invasion of Britain there was already a 
significant local wool trade and this was often a measure of the prosperity of a 
community. With the advent of dyeing there had been an increasing influence to 
breed sheep to produce white fleeces. This was presumably achieved by 
selection and crossbreeding with the result that the appearance of the primitive 
breeds was changed, although aspects of their origins remained; namely the 
colour of face and legs and the presence of coloured kemp. In addition it is a 
characteristic of the more primitive sheep that their lambs are born with their 
original colouring. All these features are peculiar to the Portland and lend 
weight to the fact that it is closer to its primitive origins than most breeds. 
 

Portland lamb. 

 

 The geographical influence that helped to preserve the Portland in its 
present form was that regardless of the origin of these sheep, the fact that they 
were kept on an island preserved them from many of the influences affecting 
sheep on the mainland. By nature the Portlander has always chosen to live in a 
closed community and this has certainly influenced his contact with the outside 
world and the way he has practised his agriculture.   The nature  of  the island is  
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is barren and what soil there is, is thin and incapable of providing rich grazing 
for their animals. This has ensured that the breed remained small, hardy and 
agile and usually incapable of supporting more that one lamb. At one stage 
cross breeding was attempted, but the resulting cross did not thrive on the 
Island and the experiment was not repeated. 

 In order to establish the background against which the Portland sheep 
survived it is worth identifying those periods in history during which the 
Portland breed was not affected, whereas the history of the Island of Portland 
certainly was.  The Romans occupied the Island until the 4th Century AD and 
although it was used as a stronghold against attacks from the sea, large 
settlements were established and Roman agricultural methods introduced. It 
was also common practice to bring with them their own domestic breeds of 
animals which would certainly have been used to breed with indigenous stock. 
It could have been at this stage that the Mediterranean influence was 
introduced. With the withdrawal of the Romans, the Saxons successfully 
conquered Portland and brought from their native German homeland a 
revolutionary agricultural village system that was to shape the pattern of the 
English landscape for 1000 years. In the case of Portland this has survived 
right into the 20th Century. The land was apportioned in strips and Common 
Land with strict rules as to its use laid down, the sheep were kept for their 
wool and meat and were folded at night to provide manure for their cornfields. 
There was less importance attached to meat at that stage as tithes were paid in 
cheese from sheep’s milk and also with wool for which there was trade with 
the mainland. It was only when communication with the outside world had 
improved that Portland mutton gained its reputation for the excellence of its 
flavour. 

Following the invasion of England by the Normans, William the 
Conqueror divided the country among his supporters but retained the 
strategically important Manor of Portland for himself. He took over the Manor 
as established by the Saxons and with it the governing laws of the Manor 
Court and its administration of local affairs. These practices and customs have 
survived until the present day and were (are) jealously guarded by the local 
people. This and their insularity ensured that the farming methods did not 
change and that the sheep flocks continue to be run on a feral basis. 

At the time of the Domesday Book was written there were  ‘3 horses 
of burden, 14 cattle, 27 pigs and 900 sheep’ on Portland. From that time 
onwards the number of sheep on the Island continued to grow and in 1800 
there were four flocks of 1000 each. The middle of the nineteenth century 
probably saw the peak of the sheep population on Portland, but in 1847 the 
Government announced its intention to build a breakwater around Portland 
Harbour and to build a penal settlement on the Island to provide labour.   This 
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 meant the purchase of vast areas of farming and common land for which the 
landowners were to be paid compensation. Te decline of sheep numbers 
continued throughout the next century and was aggravated by the commercial 
pressure for larger carcasses to satisfy the increased demand for meat at 
competitive prices. As a result the last Portlands left the Island in 1920 when 
they were sold in Dorchester market, but they were in such poor condition that 
the auctioneer had difficulty in getting a bid. 
 

 

Portland rams. 

 

Fortunately, there was at this stage a small number of Portland sheep 
flocks still remaining on the mainland. They were discovered by the Rare Breed 
Survival Trust, which   was formed in 1973 with the purpose of saving any 
threatened indigenous farm animals. This included the Portland sheep and 86 
breeding ewes were identified and included in a Combined Flock Book. A 
breeding programme was introduced to increase the numbers and to define the 
Breed Standard. At the same time members of the Trust were encouraged to 
obtain and manage flocks of these rare sheep and help to ensure the breed’s 
survival. Michelle and I became involved in this crusade in 1983 when we 
purchased our first two ewes from a Portland flock that had been re-introduced 
on the Island by the Field Research Group. 
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In parallel with managing a commercial flock at  Mallers  Farm at 
Askerswell and more recently at Hogchester, we increased our flock size to a 
maximum of 50 ewes. In parallel with our efforts, a Portland Breeder’s Group 
has formed with a membership of over a hundred members. Now there are 
more than 2000 sheep, with small flocks scattered all over the country. 

The popularity of the breed has been enhanced by its very special 
qualities: it is very attractive in appearance, being small, tan-faced and horned 
in both ewes and rams, with a creamy coloured fleece, long tail and tan 
coloured legs. It only has a single lamb,  which makes management easier, is 
very milky and it will lamb at any time of the year.  It is usually grass fed and 
as it takes longer to mature, the meat has an exceptionally fine flavour. A 
combination of all these factors makes it an ideal smallholders animal. 

 

Michelle & Norman Jones. 

 
The flock at Hogchester thrives and if the animals should feel 

homesick, there is a high spot in one of the fields where they can spy the Island 
of Portland! 
                                                                                   Michelle & Norman Jones 
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The official opening of the Pavey Group `Cutting the Ribbon` 

Mrs Joan Pavey, Maisie Marshall, Peter Press, Victoria Perry, Roy Aldworth. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Opening Day 

Peter Press (Chairman Pavey Group), Victoria Perry,  

Mallory Hayter, (Chairman Parish Council). 
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Rita at the Village Fayre 2003. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Rita and John Whatmore. 
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The First Committee September 1999. 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Steering Group: Pat Stapleton, Peter Press, Roy Aldworth. 
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Roy and Pat.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Pat Stapleton. 
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Roy Aldworth. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Richard Stirk. 
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Tales From The Forge  

The Three Sisters (Part 3) 

                            
Freda Childs (1910 – 1991) 

 Early morning, August 1924. It promises to be a sunny summer’s 
day. A day to be carefree if there ever was one. Worrying concepts such as 
global warming, mass starvation, inflation and swine flu have not yet entered 
the untroubled mind of Charmouth and most of the villagers remain asleep. 
Surprisingly, as the clock has yet to reach 6am, a young woman is seen 
striding purposefully down Higher Sea Lane towards the beach. She is clad in 
a striped beach robe of which she is rather proud and is looking forward to an 
early morning swim: ‘taking a dip in the briny’ as they used to say. Today is 
rather special, possibly the best day as yet of her young life. Within her spirit is 
a surge of deep joy as she contemplates her future. She knows that all things 
will be well and be seen to be well. With the gentlest of winds, the sea ebbs, as 
unruffled as her state of mind. 

The young woman is Freda Childs, and as she approaches the water’s 
edge after carefully removing her sandals, she gingerly dips one shapely foot 
into the water. The sea is not yet warm and she flinches like a little girl until 
the shock of the cold water melts away. Now at last can she revel in the 
sensuality of the wet sand oozing between her toes and take in the full 
importance of this – the next day of her life. The message from the wet sand is 
clear; she repeats it over and over to herself forming a powerful mantra. 
‘Never again will I work in a big town. Goodbye Bournemouth. Never again 
will I be parted from my family who have been waiting patiently for my return. 
Though I am bound to my family, I have never before felt so free!’ She gives a 
little skip of joy and walks towards a little rock pool just forming at the water’s 
edge. 

The words of her father came into her mind three years ago as she 
waited for the Royal Blue bus to take her to Bournemouth. ‘Always do your 
best Freda for your best we both know is better than most can do. I promise 
you now that your future will be with us in Charmouth. But first you must be 
properly trained and I shall be especially proud of you. Choose your friends 
carefully and if anyone says something that hurts your feelings then change 
your ways if you can. If you know that what they say is nonsense, walk away 
from it’. The bus arrived in a cloud of dust and with a wave and a tear, she 
climbed aboard. It seemed then that three years was an awfully long time, 
almost a prison term, but Dad knew best and would have to manage with the 
help of Freda’s older sister Doris. She settled in her seat and seeking 
comforting thoughts remembered that her Dad had said much the same thing 
when she started her studies at the Grammar School in Lyme Regis. She 
remembered with pride that she was the only girl in the school at that time. 
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  She did not fail her father then and in due course passed her school 
certificate   examination in the required subjects that could eventually gain her 
entrance to university. In the parlance of that time she could have ‘matriculated’ 
and have gone to Exeter or Bristol University to take a degree. But it was yet 
another case of ‘Alf’s will, will be done’. She left the Grammar School and after 
a period helping her mother in the hardware shop was offered a junior 
accountant’s job at a Sainsbury’s branch in Bournemouth. This offer was well in 
line with Alf’s master plan for his daughter Freda, so off to Bournemouth she 
went in the Royal Blue bus. She completed her trial period with ease and 
remained working in the office for a period, which Sainsburys hoped would last 
forever. Undoubtedly promotion would have come as she was very well thought 
of. 
 Meanwhile back in Charmouth the ironmongers business was prospering 
and her mother desperately needed help in the shop. It is the sad case of many 
small businesses that the accounts get in a shocking mess. Childs and Son was 
no exception. An SOS was sent out to Freda to resign her post as soon as 
possible. This she did gladly, as the job in Bournemouth had lost the appeal it 
once had. Having no other emotional ties than those of her home, she handed in 
her notice and back to Charmouth she came. Apart from the occasional holiday 
she stayed there for the rest of her life. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Freda Childs. 
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 Her time in Bournemouth matured Freda and she took up her job at 
home with an assurance and confidence that surprised her father. The range of 
goods stocked at the shop was greatly expanded and a specially constructed 
Oil House was built that had to comply with safety regulations. She had to 
explain these regulations very carefully to her dad, who although a very good 
businessman, only really cared about horses and lead work. As an example, 
after a long battle with her father, she said that his stock of 120,000 horseshoe 
nails was suitable for a cavalry division but that amount was a little heavy for a 
village smith. No more nails were to be ordered until the stock was reduced to 
20,000. Letters were sent to local farmers whose accounts were outstanding by 
more than six months and methylated spirits was  not to be sold to the regular 
stream of tramps that passed through the village at that time. Each were given 
a shilling and a cup of tea and sent away, very sober and a little sad. This Freda 
considered her Christian duty. 
 After she had been in the shop for a few years, a sad loss hit the family. 
This was the untimely although not unexpected death of sister Doris’s 
husband. A period of mourning was observed after which it was thought 
desirable that Freda and Doris  should have a short holiday. It was thought that 
a visit to sister Kate, who had moved with her policeman husband Bill Long to 
a small village called West Moors near Wimborne would be appropriate. The 
spirit of adventure was stirring in Doris who wanted to cycle all the way – a 
distance of about eighty miles. After a few practice trips to Lyme Regis and 
back, Freda, although a little reluctant and still a bit on the wobbly side, 
decided for the sake of her sister to give it a go – if Doris  would agree to come 
home by train. They see off early one fine morning equipped with sandwiches 
and a Thermos flask, oilskins and a large dose of optimism. The rest of the 
family assembled outside the shop to wave them off and they promised to 
phone back to report progress. They planned to break their journey at 
Dorchester and Wimborne all being well. Possibly they would take bed and 
breakfast at one or both of these stops. 
 It has to be admitted that West. Dorset is not ideal cycling country. The 
ascents are laborious, the descents dangerous and both are very frequent and  
the roads are tortuous and at that time contained many potholes. Nevertheless 
they made good progress and reached Bridport without mishap in two hours. 
Like an express train they sped through the town non-stop rattling over the 
level crossing of the branch line to West Bay. All went well until they reached 
Askerswell, when Freda, rejoicing in a stretch of level road, hit an enormous 
pothole at speed and lost control of her Hercules Sports cycle. A rapid descent 
into a shallow ditch hurt her pride more than her body and  she escaped with a 
few nettle stings. It was however a valuable lesson in not taking your eyes off 
the road for a second;   Doris  had a good laugh, when she could see there was 
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no serious injury. ‘You should have seen the look of surprise on your face 
Freda! I wish I had my old box camera’. Freda scowled a little. ‘I s’ppose it was 
a bit funny seen from   where you were, but be careful, it might be my turn to 
laugh next. Anyway, we’re well on our way to Dorchester now and it’s mostly 
flat or downhill. If you see a dock leaf, remember your suffering sister; you’re 
supposed to know about first aid’. She remounted her cycle and with a toss of 
her head pedalled off. 

After passing through Dorchester they made a change in their plans and 
decided to stop at Burleston, the small village that was the centre of their   
grandfather’s smithing business. It was now early evening and both were rather 
tired after their day’s exertions, They decided to look for bed and breakfast and 
after a good sleep and a vast breakfast which reduced their speed somewhat, 
they set off for Wimborne, the next town. The larger part of their journey was 
now over and around three o’clock in the afternoon they were in West Moors 
looking for the police station.  Kate’s instructions were to turn right at the 
railway station. The railway station was easy to find as it was next to the level 
crossing. Kate said that her house was very close to the station. Then Freda 
noticed that  near a few shops was a telephone box. ‘Let’s ring her. We can tell 
her we’re at the crossing and please come to meet us’. Kate soon emerged from 
a narrow lane and there were hugs and kisses all round. 

Soon the sisters were sitting round Kate’s table with large cups of tea 
and cherry cake. Bill was in conference with a senior police officer in the office 
trying to arrange a demonstration of his crook-catching machine, which had 
been held up by many unforeseen delays, including the death of key personnel 
and unexpected   postings. Voices were raised as the meeting came to an end 
and the chief inspector left by the front door. Bill entered the dining room. 
‘Three good witches eating my cake. That must mean something’. ‘How did it 
go Billy?’ asked Kate. Bill shrugged his powerful shoulders. ‘He said he’d put it 
to the Super as soon as possible. That means when he can find ‘im and by then 
he’ll have forgotten all about it’. He turned to the sisters. ‘Well, how are you all, 
did you have a good ride? You have been lucky with the weather’.  Kate wanted 
to know more. ‘Did you ask him about your promotion?’ Bill cut his wife short. 
‘They don’t want to talk about silly police politics do you ladies? said Bill. He 
was interrupted by a knock on the front door. Kate answered the door and 
returned. ‘It’s Miss Wilson, Billy’. ‘Damn the woman’ hissed Bill as he 
marched to the front door. 

Miss Wilson was one of the mentally disturbed women who seek 
police help for any number of reasons. They are usually harmless and are well 
known to every village policeman who will treat them with good humour and 
consideration.  Miss  Wilson’s speciality  was a  communist spy  lurking behind 
any object  large enough to hide him.  He usually carries a  revolver  but never  
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shoots unless attacked. ‘Oh William, You don’t mind if I call you William?  It 
makes me feel so much safer. I have had such a dreadful time – I have been 
shadowed all day by my spy. The same one as last week. I thought he had gone 
for good but he’d only gone back to Moscow to make a report on me. I am 
sure they are coming to get me. Please put me in the lock up tonight’  ‘Well 
now Miss Wilson. It so happens that the lock up is filled with push bikes at the 
moment, but we received a wire from headquarters which said that all 
communist agents have been recalled, so your suspicions were right in a sense 
and now you can go home with an easy mind’. ‘Oh thank you, thank you so 
much William you are so kind to me, such a good man’. Bill walked her down 
to the gate and almost ran back to the front door. ‘What did she want?’ 
demanded Kate. ‘Oh, all the usual rubbish,’ said Bill ‘Let’s have another cup 
of tea’. 

That evening they walked around the village and saw Miss Wilson in 
the distance. Bill ran home when he saw her coming, muttering that he had just 
remembered an important police matter. Later and for the rest of the evening 
they played a card game called Lexicon and then listened to Gracie Fields 
records on a wind-up gramophone. ‘Turn ‘erbert’s Face to the Wall Mother’ 
was one of Bill’s favourites. 

Doris and Freda stayed for a week or so and decided to return to 
Charmouth by bus and train. During their stay Bill heard from the Inspector 
that his name had been put forward for promotion to sergeant when a vacancy 
occurred. This would probably entail a move in the Dorset division to another 
part of the county. When told of this, Alf said dryly that he would do less harm 
inside a police station than outside and that he should be kept there for the 
King’s Pleasure. Alf never forgave Bill for calling him Alphonso. 

Then came the war, and Freda helped all those in need of comfort to 
the best of her ability. She lost her beloved father in 1940, and her mother, to 
whom she was devoted, in 1945. Her distress was lessened by the return of 
Doris to the village after her release from the VAD. Together they planned to 
open a larger shop halfway down The Street where the old Post Office used to 
be and convert a large back garden into a garden centre. This proved to be a 
very successful enterprise and she worked there until she retired, in 1982. The 
loss of Doris in 1979 was a blow as they were constant companions after the 
death of Doris’s second husband Arthur. Doris moved in with Freda who 
comforted her until she died of a heart attack. 

Freda was truly Charmouth. She lived here all her life. She belonged 
to the village and the village belonged to her because of her tireless self-
giving. She was the most loved of the three sisters. Memories of her beautiful 
soprano voice echoing through the church in her early solo performances focus 
our minds on the essential goodness and innocence of her nature. There was no 
 envy, no jealousy, and no meanness at all. 
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To finish on a lighter note, her one weakness was, like most of her 
gender, a pathological fear of mice. Her nephew who loved these creatures 
caused many to escape from their cage – by accident of course. As Freda went 
to pick up a saucepan to show a customer, out popped a white mouse who sat 
blinking at her. She shrieked and marched out of the shop, not returning for 
two days. Her very young nephew found as many of his precious creatures  - 
as he thought - humanly possible and pronounced the shop free of rodents. Of 
course nobody believed him, but the family cat thought she had died and gone 
to heaven! 

The same nephew was the last person from the family to speak to her 
before she died and the story of the mice was  recalled. She was very brave and 
refused to be fed through a tube. Her faith was very great and it was a great 
privilege to be at her side. 

 
         Peter Childs 
 
 

Articles Needed. 

 

There is always a need for articles for the Echo and we would be 
delighted to receive them!  Anyone can submit - you do not have to be a 
member of The Pavey Group. If not a full article - then perhaps a memoir of a 
person or incident that you might recall in the village. We would allot a new 
heading in the next Echo for such items.  Please write. 

 
 

A Secretary: 
 

 Urgently Needed ! It is the least demanding of tasks. As a job 
definition all that is required is that of a Minutes Secretary for one 
Monday evening per month and with the absolute least of filing to 
be done at any other time. I set agendas and attend to all the 
correspondence. We are an amiable lot. Please Help.  
 Another volunteer for the committee would be most welcome 
especially one who has an interest in history and an ability to 
undertake a little research. 
 If any member knows anyone who might be vulnerable and 
could be persuaded to fill this position please do ! 
 
          P.M.P. 
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Business 

 

The first ‘great’ occasion of our year is the Annual General Meeting 
that marks ten years of our existence. It will follow the usual format and then 
there will be a little celebration after the business is finished. It will be on 
Thursday 1st October at 7.30 in the Conference Room of The Elms. Try 
and come. 

We have talked often about afternoon meetings in the past. Well 
you’ll be surprised to hear that it is to happen. On Thursday, October 15th 2pm 
at the Conference Room at The Elms we will be very pleased to welcome 
Mrs. Evelyn Byrde, the daughter of Brigadier Buttenshaw DSO a most 
distinguished personality in the village a half a century ago. Mrs. Byrde will 
talk. on Charmouth Characters, many of whom will be remembered by our 
'senior members'. She is a spry 90+ year old and has a remarkable recall of 
those days. 

 On Thursday 5th November at 7.30 at The Elms. Ken Gollop will 
give a slide presentation on aspects of local history in his own inimitable 
manner. For those who have not heard Ken before, it will be a new experience 
for you. The subject of his talk will be seen on PG posters around the village 
before the actual date. (The absence of a topic is very much my fault – I did 
not peg him to the ground until three days ago.) 

On Friday 4th December the Charmouth Traders’ Fair will be 
held in the village in the early evening. We will be there with displays and 
things to sell – hopefully. 

On Saturday 12th December at The Elms at 10.30 for  our  annual 
Christmas Coffee morning. There will be mince pies no doubt, and a Bring and 
Buy sale.  Please help in this regard. 

                                          Moneys 
In the spirit of Christmas and the fact that it is our anniversary, we are 

demonstrating our good will by ‘doing a special’ as they say. As we have a lot 
of back numbers of The Village Echo at the moment, and as they do not make 
too much money sitting in a drawer, your executive has offered the following 
enticements: 

Individual back numbers £1. The sets of ten issues - Nos. 1 to 10, 
will be to be reduced from £8 to £5 per set. (These were the ear liest and 
very thin issues.) Sets from Nos. 11 – 20 will now be £8. The latest issues from 
Nos. 21 – 30 will be £12 (They are much larger issues). 

It follows that back numbers from these later issues Nos. 21 – 30 
will cost the current price. 

Do not construe these reductions as a sign of financial problems. We 
consider them as incentives.  We are very secure, as our Treasurer will verify 

at the AGM on the 1st October. 
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Village Shops 

Rosemary Bennett 

 

 When I was small the village shops, 
 Were places of delight, 

 Aladdin’s Caves of wondrous things, 
 Which were a splendid sight. 

 
 The hardware shop sold pots and pans, 

And nails and candles too, 
 And biscuit tins and watering cans, 

 Intriguing things all through. 
 

 The grocer’s too was popular, 
 With tasty things to eat, 

  And naturally the Baker’s shop, 
   Whose buns were quite a  treat. 

 
 The cobbler and the coalman,                             

   Both seemed to live and thrive, 
 And with the other little shops, 

 Kept village life alive. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                             
 
 

Our Dennis !    
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  In the Pavey Room 

  
  
 This is an excellent photograph in that it shows where we work and 
how we do it. On the wall, the historical evidence can be seen covering every 
square inch of the walls. Standing at the rear are Jeff Prosser and Peter Press, 
ostensibly assisting visitors in the research of the two sitting village ancients 
with equally time-honoured West Dorset surnames – Keith Grinter and Brian 
Bowditch - trying to look interested. This is a posed photograph by Geoff Hill 
for Alan Bennett’s Dorset Journey to be published in November by Red Barn 
Books. 
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The Pavey Group 

The Charmouth Local History Resource Centre 

Tenth Annual General Meeting 
Thursday 1st  October 2009 at 7.30pm, The Conference Room at the Elms 

 

 AGENDA  PART 1 
Minutes of the previous Annual General Meeting, 28th September 2008 
Matters Arising 
Chairman’s Report: 
Survey of year’s activities. Major events, achievements, tasks outstanding. 
Public & Group Meetings 
Especial thanks to all those who contributed to the successes of 2008/09 
Treasurer’s Report: 
Statement of Accounts 
Major expenditures, Membership, Advertisers & Sponsors 
Subscriptions 2009 / 2010 due today.  (Still £6 pa.) 

 

Present Executive:      Chair  Peter M Press  
           Vice Chair           Pat Stapleton 
                    Treasurer            Michael Whatmore 
                                      Secretary                 
                                      Committee           Chr is Lever ington, Pam 
Salisbury,        Keith Waterson 
Election of Committee for 2009 / 2010    Present Committee stands down. 
       Prepared to stand-10 
 
 Chair to Malcolm Bowditch      Remarks:  Election of Chairman. Voting  
 New Chairman.    Election of Committee 
                                Vacancies for two Committee members.  
                                SECRETARY 
                                ANOTHER 
                                Nominations from the Floor 
                                Election of new Committee 
                                Committee for 2009 / 2010 in place 

 
New Business: Winter  Schedule:  (1. Public & Group meetings to New Year. 
       Suggestions 
     (2. Social Functions 
     (3  Proposed initiatives for 2010 
     (4 Other tasks 
Part 11 The Village Echo: Review ’08.  Thanks to Sponsors & Advertisers, 
                                              Contributors and especially production team                                       

Celebration! 
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Our Sponsors 
 

This list is of  those people and organisations who have given most  
generously in support of the Village Echo and the  Pavey Group. 

 
 

Mrs Joan Pavey 
Vi Hares  
Jo Musk 

Bill Gordge 
Ed Bowditch 
Richard Stirk 
Dave Burgess 
Rosemary Earl 

Charmouth Fayre 
Michael Priestley 
Pat & John Stamp  
Gill & Roger Joye                 
Elaine & Rob Love  

Peter & Maggie Press 
Geoff & Pat Restorick   
David & Julie Renfrew 

Charmouth Companions 
Mallory & Pauline Hayter 

Ray & Rosalind, Stow House  
Malcolm & Heather Bowditch 

James & Valerie Hatcher, Ida`s 
Ian & Alison  Shilston, Morgans 

John & Joanne Brown, Street Studio  
 Karen & Brian Prevett, The Royal Oak                      

 Rosemary & Francis Lock,  Pharmacist   
 Dean & Marie Herbert, The George Inn  

 Peter Noel, Marshall Noel Accountants  
 Phil & Carol Tritton, Charmouth Stores  

 Nick & Sheila Gilbey The Abbots House 
Sue & Martin Harvey, Fish Bar & Seashells 
Theresa Noel, Fortnam: Smith and Banwell 

Caroline & John Davis, The Hensleigh Hotel 
Ian and Liz Simpson,  The White House Hotel 

Cathy Marchbank, Charmouth Property Management 
                 Mike Smith, Frampton, Smith & Partners, Accountants 
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MORGANS OF CHARMOUTH 
3-4 The Arcade , Charmouth, Dorset, DT6 6PU 

YOUR VILLAGE STORE 
    WITH A DIFFERENCE 

Hensleigh Hotel 
Licensed Restaurant 

Lower Sea Lane, Charmouth 
Morning Coffees, Cream Teas, 

Light Lunches, A La Cart Restaurant 
 

We aim to always use Fresh Local Produce 

We look forward to welcoming you soon! 
We're always happy to cater for your Special Occasion Meals or Buffets 

 

Reservations please call John or Caroline on 01297 560830 

Devonedge Hairdressing 
Ladies & Gentlemen's Hairdressing 

The Street, Charmouth. 
CALL IN TO OUR SALON OR 
PHONE US ON 01297 560572 

 
 

To Advertise in this space 
Please contact Peter Press 

01297 560647 
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CHARMOUTH STORES 
Your 

NISA 
CONVENIENCE STORE 

Phil & Carol Tritton 

Tel:- 01297 560304 

CHARMOUTH FISH BAR 
  TAKE AWAY & 
  RESTAURANT 

 

  NOW OPEN ALL YEAR ROUND 
 

  FOR DETAILS OF OPENING TIMES 
 

    Telephone : 01297 560220 

IDA`S VILLAGE STORE  
 James & Valerie Hatcher 
   Friendly Welcome and  

Value for Money 
7.30am – 7pm  Mon to Sat 

8am – 5 pm  Sundays 
         

            Tel: 01297 560252 

MIKE BOWDITCH 
   

Builder and General 
Maintenance Work 

 

Tel : 01297 560129 

The George Inn 
16th Century Coach House 
Bar Snacks   -  Full Restaurant 

Real Ales 
Large Garden & play Area 

Sunday Lunch Carvery 
Dean & Marie Herbert 

FRANCIS LOCK 
M.R. PHARMS.S 

PHARMACIST 
CHARMOUTH 

Developing & Printing 
Kodak Films 

Toiletries & Cosmetics 

Tel :- 01297 560261 

D.COZENS 
Removals 

Delivery of any item or Part load 

34, Bridge Rd , Charmouth. 

 

Tel:- 01297 560773 

CLIST FINANCIAL 
MANAGEMENT LTD. 

EAST WING, THE STREET, 
CHARMOUTH,  

DORSET, DT6 6RE 

Independent Financial Advisers  

Tel:- 01297 561006 

C. & D.E. 
PATTIMORE 

Family Butcher 
 

The Street, Charmouth, Dorset. 
 

      Tel No :-  01297 561666 

THE OLD FORGE FOSSIL SHOP 
 

15, Broad St., Lyme Regis, Dorset, DT7 3QE 
www.fossilshop.net 

 

FOSSILS, MINERALS,  
JEWELLERY AND  GIFTS 

 

Tel: 01297 445977 
Fax: 01297 445852 



The Village Echo 

Published by 

 The Pavey Group 

The Elms, The Street, Charmouth, Bridport, Dorset, DT6 6LE 
 
                      Our E-mail address can be obtained via our web site 

thepaveygroup.tripod.com 
 

Tel:- 01297 561270 
 

Editor  - Peter M. Press 
Editorial Board  

Pat Stapleton, Michael Priestley 
 

Design & Print by Jeff Prosser 
 

Sponsored By Fortnam: Smith & Banwell 

32 

 
Charmouth Community Hall 

Is available for hire for receptions and functions of all sorts 
Sports 

Badminton Court, Soft Tennis 
Games 

Bingo is held on the 3rd Friday in every month. Eyes down at 7.30pm 
Drama 

Pantomime, Short Plays, Musicals,  Come along and join us. 

Phone Leslie Bowditch on 01297 560572 or 560962 

Art  
Studio 

Charmouth Art 
01297 560044 

The Royal Oak 
The Street, Charmouth. 

Palmers Real ales 
Karen and Brian Prevett 

01297 560277 


