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Our First Anniversary 

 
Our first year has been hectic, exciting and most successful. The foremost event was 

the formal launch of our organisation, the Open Day celebration. Our Guest of   

Honour was Mrs Joan Pavey whose presence gave a dignity to the proceedings She 

gave an excellent address before cutting the ribbon to declare the Pavey Room open. 

This event was followed by Open Week which was probably the most productive 

event of the season Our members gave great support to the proceedings, but the really 

surprising aspect of the week was the exceptional interest shown by former villagers 

and folk who used to spend their holidays in Charmouth, some of whom had   recall 

of the 1920's. As a result, much information of people and events of   yesteryear has 

come in, producing some excellent village history and especially applications for 

membership 

The summer schedule of public opening hours of the Pavey Room has proved      

successful. Our role and displays seemed to generate great interest and support 

among our visitors and as a  result, we have received a steady stream of very         

interesting village history in the form of photos, correspondence and newspaper   

cuttings Nothing is too trivial. Any evidence is precisely what we need in order to     

create an effective village archive. Please do not stop. 
 
 

Winter Opening Schedule. 
The Pavey Room will be open Tuesday mornings from 9am to Noon.  

On Thursday evenings from 7 - 9pm. 
 

Half Term 
The room will be open on the following dates:Tues October 24th 10.00am 

– noon; Wed 25th 7- 9pm; Thurs 26th 2- 4pm. 
 

             Also by special arrangement  
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This Edition 

 

 This is the third issue of the Village Echo. It differs from previous     

issues in that the content is primarily of village folk – past and present. We 
hope you approve of this format. In future issues we hope to broaden the range 
of topics  to include memorable events in the village past,  of places, people 
and things. We need such articles. If you think you have a possible subject for 
publication, be it memoir, anecdotes, or a researched topic on any aspect of 
village history, we would be very pleased to receive it. There is a wealth of 
village themes waiting to be told that exists within the village “memory bank” 
- namely you. Our role is to retrieve and record for the  future . Reginald 
Pavey died in 1973. Twenty –seven years of retrieval time has been lost. There 
is urgency.                                 

2 



Millennial Departures  

  In a larger community the retirement of a shopkeeper would pass with very 

little  notice. In Charmouth however, the retirement of one business couple would 

have   generated comment enough, but the impact of having the  proprietors of two      

identical  businesses retiring within weeks of one another proved most unsettling. It 

would seem that old and valued friends were set upon  forsaking us. 

 There is no great mystery; the retirees are Andrew and Anne Peach of the Mace 

store and Ron and Jean Dampier of Londis. The Mace store is still better known as 

Braggs and Londis shop has borne the Dampier name for the last eighty three years. 

Mace’s is probably the oldest shop in the village. The previous owner was Harry Pry-

er, a monumental mason, better known as “Pussey”, whose family were great   entre-

preneurs in Charmouth in the 19th and early 20th century. The shop had been Pussey’s 

workshop. He professed many talents; he was a plasterer, a builder and an undertaker. 

In his old age, he sold the premises to a J.R.W. Bragg from Lyme, who opened a gro-

cery business in the shop in the mid thirties. Reggie and Elsie Bragg ran the business 

until Reggie’s death in the late fif-

ties, when Mrs. Bragg continued 

with the store  until her retirement 

in 1967. 

 It was at this time Anne and 

Andrew Peach rented the premises 

and continued in the business,    

Andrew having some experience in 

running the shop having worked 

for the Braggs since 1954. In 1987 

Anne and Andrew were in the  pro-

cess of buying the premises when 

the place was demolished   by a 

runaway lorry. Fortunately   no one 

was hurt, although the stock was 

rather  upset. They were able to 

keep the business running by trading out of the store room at the back of the    prem-

ises for a year until the present building was completed on the 20th February 1988. 

They retired in December 1999. 
 The present Londis store on the other side of the road, is the site of    another 
shop with a long history. Pavey* tells of a Samuel Aplin, the proprietor in 1836 who 
appears  to  have  sold  everything.   His advertising  shows that he dealt in  hardware,   
groceries,    patent  medicines  and  had  time  to  “furnish   funerals”.  
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 Records still exist of John Carter who became the first village  postmaster in 
that shop in 1837 – before the introduction of the “Penny Post”. He was succeeded in 
1855 by John William as the postmaster and grocer,  who remained until the three 
adjacent properties were burnt to the ground in 1864. The fire started in Giles Pryer’s 
thatch. (Pussey’s  father, who lived next door but one, in what is now     Stanley 
House). The Pryers  rebuilt the four properties — from Stanley House to the Londis 
store - naming the block “Prospect Place”. In the early 1870’s, George Mortimer was 
established in the newly built shop as the grocer and postmaster until 1888. Edward 
Vince continued the general store tradition followed by John Baker in 1896. 

  The Dampier tradition was established in 1918. William Dampier is still well          

remembered for the excellence of his “home made” marmalade and particularly for 

the aroma of his roasting coffees that pervaded the entire village. The actual coffee 

and marmalade machines and a device for “pipping” sultanas are still in the village, 

they are on display in the Pavey Room at the Elms. It is said that there could be no 

truer memorabilia of Charmouth past. In 1932, William was joined by his son       

Donald in the business. In the pre-war years a familiar sight was the Austin 7      

Dampier van delivering groceries throughout the Marshwood Vale. Donald served for 

45 years with the firm, except for his five wartime years in the 4th Dorsets. In 1960 

Donald’s son Ron and his wife Jean joined the business. Their years were times of 

change. In 1962-3 Self  Service was introduced to keep with the times. Group buying 

practices gradually replaced the      

traditional wholesale purchasing 

method. This was one of the factors 

that would lead to the firm joining 

the Londis chain. Ron and Jean     

retired this year, bringing to an end 

an 83 year family business history in 

the village. 

 Times change. There are two 

new young couples in the village now 

and they seem to have settled         

extremely well. We wish Chris and 

Caroline Taylor in Braggs and Mark 

and Patricia Chaplin in Londis a 

long, happy and prosperous associa-

tion with the    village. Of Jean and Ron and Andrew and Anne, we wish them a long, 

happy and healthy retirement 

 * Reginald Pavey Charmouth’s only social historian. 

 
          Peter M. Press 
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Frank Pick 
 

  A number of interesting people have lived at Langmoor Manor over the years,    

including Lt. James Warden R.N. who famously met his end in a duel with one    

Norman Bond at Hunter’s Lodge and whose tomb is in the churchyard, but Frank 

Pick was surely outstanding. He has been described as shy and puritanical, and prone 

to depression and extreme self-criticism. Against this background perhaps it is hardly 

surprising that he did not throw himself into the life of the village. In any event,     

although he lived at Langmoor with his wife, 

his professional life was centred in London 

and so it may be imagined that he spent more 

time there than he did in  Charmouth. Pavey 

has very little to say about him, referring on-

ly to his responsibility for the             trans-

portation of   evacuees from London in 1939 

and the fact that he died early in the war. 

Henry Trott, the father of one of us, was gar-

dener at Langmoor for something like fifty 

years, firstly for Mr and Mrs Pick and later 

(and longer) for his widow. 

 Frank Pick was born at Spalding,    

Lincolnshire on 23 November 1878 and was 

educated at St. Peter’s School, York.         

Initially he became articled to a solicitor but 

later joined the North Eastern Railway in 

1902. Railways and transport systems were 

to become his lifelong interest but he viewed his work through the discriminating eye 

of a designer  and an artist. 

  His CV is impressive. At the age of 28 he joined the London Underground 

Group and just three years later became Traffic Development Officer, from which he 

was promoted to Commercial Manager in 1912, to Joint Assistant Managing          

Director in 1921, Joint Managing Director in 1928 and Vice-chairman and Chief   

Executive of London Passenger Transport Board in 1933. Finally, early in World 

War II, he became Director General of the Ministry of Information. 
 Pick was heavily influenced by William Morris and the Arts and Crafts      
movement and was keen to integrate art with everyday life. As chief planner of the 
London Underground Group, he was strongly placed to translate his wishes into    
practice.  
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  For example, in his search for a ‘house style’ for the Underground, he       

commissioned Edward Johnston to design the distinctive Sans Serif font. Not only 

was this aesthetically pleasing, it was also eminently practical in that it stood out 

from the wealth of advertising with which it had to compete. Pick also commissioned 

Johnston’s famous bar-and-circle logo. In fact he was deeply concerned with the     

appearance of all things, from clocks to light fittings to ticket machines and litter 

bins. He did not view good design as an optional extra but as an integral part of      

fitness for purposes and he changed the face of public transport for the Londoner. 

 His almost obsessive interest in design led to him to serve on the committee of the 

Design and Industries Association in 1915 and it was there that he met Charles     

Holden whom he commissioned to design several underground stations and           

significant buildings, thereby enhancing the reputations of both men. Pick went on to 

become President of the Design and Industries Association and the first   Chairman of 

the Council for Art and Industry in 1934. 

 The visual impact of the modernist underground architecture, for which Frank Pick 

was responsible, exerted a tremendous influence on Londoners at the time and is still,  

of course, much admired. As a result of his commissions, a series of exciting new  

stations were designed by Holden and built, firstly on the Northern Line and later on 

the Piccadilly Line. Anthony Blunt, art historian (and spy) went so far as to say that 

Pick’s patronage was a decisive factor in the acceptance of modern art in this country. 

Indeed, such was the perception of Pick’s stature and importance in the field of art 

and design that a retrospective exhibition of his work was held at the Victoria and  

Albert Museum in 1978 to commemorate the centenary of his birth. 

  Mrs Pick continued to live at Langmoor for the rest of her life. She was a 

kindly person but could be provoked into expressing her displeasure. One of us, 

whose   father was a gardener elsewhere, remembers clearly one such occasion. Soon 

after the war, and just before Christmas, he solved the problem of procuring a tree by 

the simple expedient of sawing off the top few feet of a perfectly formed conifer 

growing in a hedgerow adjacent to, and just to the east of Langmoor. He was         

observed removing it via Watergate and was subsequently, thoroughly, and         

properly  rebuked. 

  Although famous on the national stage, Frank Pick lived a relatively       anon-

ymous life in Charmouth and, although some Charmuthians will be familiar with his 

achievements, his association with the village is very much less well known. He died 

7th  November 1941, about a fortnight before his sixty-third birthday. 

 
       Alfred Trott and Malcolm Bowditch 
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 Alfred Childs 1870 – 1940 

 In the days before radar, warships wishing for various reasons to escape the        

enemy, would discharge clouds of environmentally ruinous oily black smoke and  

rapidly disappear behind it. As is well known 

a similar technique is employed by squids, 

and was, in his later years, also perfected by 

my grandfather. When wishing to escape 

creditors, the clergy, commercial travellers, 

the lesser aristocracy or any unwelcome    

person, he would light a pipe that could   

compete with any three funnelled cruiser 

squadron. At work behind his anvil he could 

with ease simulate cosmic catastrophes of 

such  violence that they shook the house. 

Such was his skill in these matters that for the 

first five years of my life I was unable to 

form a clear picture of him .He was always 

surrounded by dense smoke and sparks rather 

like the picture of Moses and the  burning 

bush in our giant family bible. With his great 

leather apron and mighty sledge hammer he 

was the god of fire and iron. A god of such 

power that he could make water boil by plunging red hot iron into the cooling trough. 

Moses had nothing on him! 

  My father was a lesser god for he did the old god’s bidding and was always 

going forth as it were, to remote outposts of the parish. Grandad remains the strongest 

focus of my early memories. When a particularly large section of near molten iron 

had to be severely punished, three strong men would be commanded to take up      

position. More  hammers would be produced, then grandfather would take up his  

place. As the hammers rose and fell on the white hot iron he would deftly turn the 

metal to his  requirements, while being totally enveloped in a great shower of sparks. 

As an exhibition of raw power it was awe inspiring to a four year old. An               

immovable memory. “What’s it going to be grandad?” “A wigwam for a goose’s  

gander” he would grunt. His answer seemed to please him as much as it annoyed me.    

Like  most   children,  I   had   a   logical   mind.    I   knew   about   wigwams,   Red  
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 Indians lived in them. This  tortured lump of iron would never go near a Red Indian. 

I knew about ganders; my uncle’s gander chased me. Along with “a new handle for a 

smoke grinding  machine” it was one of his favourite retorts - a polite and gentle way 

of saying b** off. 

 Moving his B1acksmith business from a village near Dorchester to           

Charmouth around 1880 my great grandfather set up the family firm of “Childs & 

Son” when grandfather attained the age of eighteen in 1886. With a workshop and 

forge adjacent to “Waterloo House” a dwelling towards the top end of Charmouth 

high street, the business soon prospered. Although they classed themselves as       

general engineers the prosperity of the business was built on shoeing. My          

grandfather was indeed “ The   fastest farrier in the west “ and other entrants to local 

competitions considered that a handicap should be imposed on him! He knew the   

lifestyle and social history of every working horse in the parish and from its          

condition could deduce the circumstances of the owner and the probability of due  

settlement of his account. I recall my father saying that the price for a full set of shoes 

was seven shillings and sixpence. In those days the more influential families settled 

their accounts to local trades people every six months or so. To demand  earlier    

payment risked withdrawal of trade and possible bankruptcy. In order to     reduce 

costs, horses which were regular customers would have a stock of shoes “off the peg 

“ made to a rough fit during a time when work was slack.. Upwards of a hundred such 

shoes would be festooned around the walls of the forge. 

 I can remember my father recalling a great confrontation between his father 

and a middle ranking member of the aristocracy. This gentleman conducted all his    

affairs from the saddle. The only time he ever dismounted was to eat, sleep, or pray. 

He would never consider entering the premises of trades persons. “ Childs”, he       

bellowed, as he halted outside the workshop entrance, “my mount is lame, attend to it 

my man.” My grandfather emerged from the forge in his usual begrimed state,   

smelling of soot and horse urine, “ I will certainly attend to your horse SIR, and 

would much appreciate you attending to your account.” Much harrumping ensued. 

Sadly my father never related the outcome of this incident. He would collapse in an 

ecstasy of pride and  nostalgia before embarking on another anecdote. 

 In the days before electricity and gas engines the forge was the focus of all   

local engineering enterprise. Almost all of the existing very fine ironwork around 

Charmouth is work from his forge. Everything would be repaired, from scooters to 

traction  engines  and   even   heavy   artillery,   as   he was   a   gunlayer   with   the  
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Charmouth Battery.  Needless  to  say  he  played  his   part   in  the  well known sto-

ry  of  the escaped lion by repairing the broken coupling of the beast’s cage.   Char-

mouth Church was one of the first parish churches to have central heating. He in-

stalled the system and fully maintained it. This was of great benefit to him in      un-

expected and mysterious ways. Sermons were long and tedious affairs in those days. 

If he found his endurance or credulity somewhat over –  stretched  (he was probably 

the only man in the village who had read the works of Thomas Paine) he would whis-

per to his wife Ruth sitting loyally and devoutly beside him, “ I feel that the  system 

needs a  minor adjustment my dear”. With many an excuse  he would creep reveren-

tially along the pew and out of the church. He would then install himself in the dark   

underworld beneath the tower. While the rest of the congregation     wrestled with the 

sufferings of Job or the concepts of Armageddon and the       Apocalypse (tragically 

soon to engulf the world) he would gaze in wonder at the beauty of his creation and 

the mysterious ways of its works. Out would come his trusty pipe and the smell of 

tobacco would merge undetected with the coke fumes. He was one of the very few 

men who managed to smoke in church, and it could be truly said that “ within the ser-

vice he achieved perfect  freedom”. Later, when asked what the trouble was, with a 

twinkle in his eye, he would say, “that was a fine sermon. A fair two piper. I trust you 

were warm enough my dear”. 

 I can remember his hands and marvellously educated fingers, demonstrating 

the skills and knowledge of generations. Before my wondering gaze he regularly   

performed miracles with wrought iron. Adored by his five children, whom he        

considered to be “strong but not neat” my father always said that it was his ability to 

learn from books which made him stand out from other craftsmen. Books were his 

passion, stacked in every corner of his office.  

  He was a generous man. No tramp would be turned away without a cup of tea 

and a penny or two (beer was about a penny a pint). Though not censorious he        

forbade the sale of methylated spirits to all except painters and decorators! He was as        

incapable of bad workmanship as he was of being cruel to a horse. Although he died 

at the early part of WW2 his work remains in many parts of Charmouth. He was a 

fine and  gentle man. 

 

           Peter Childs. 
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         Charmouth in 1881 : A Snapshot in Time. 

 
 The Pavey Room has a complete set of the 1881 British Census on disk, with 
the necessary computer software to access this. This provides us with the most     
complete facts available about the people who were alive then. At first sight, except 
perhaps for your own ancestors, this might seem like a dry list of names, almost an 
out of date telephone directory; but with just a little study and imagination we can see 
the past coming alive. 
 The Census requires every person to be listed, and shows us for one particular 
night in 1881 who was reported to be living in each dwelling. For each dwelling, the 
Census lists the Head of the household, and all other people in the dwelling. For each 
individual, the records show their relationship to the head of the household, their age, 
place of birth and their occupation. There are some mistakes, some odd spellings, and 
perhaps some deliberate omissions, but despite this the data are an  invaluable        
research tool. 
 For a whole community, like Charmouth, we get a view of the village as a 
thriving self-contained society. There are many differences, which reflect the            
developments and changes which have taken place in society as a whole, but there are 
some similarities too. The Census records several one-parent families, some with    
widowed parents, but some mothers listed as unmarried, it also shows us that the   
issue of in-comers is not new.    There were 152 families;   114 of  the  heads of these  
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families had not been born in Charmouth. If we allow ‘Heads’ from Whitchurch and 

Wootton to be local, this figure drops to 94. So well over half of Charmouth families 

in 1881 were in-comers. (This included, of course, the Pavey family, since Reginald 

Pavey’s father, George, was born in Kensington.) 

This is part of a larger picture. Most family     

historians find that the Victorians were quite a 

mobile, not to say restless, population.            

Furthermore, Charmouth in 1881 had 152   

dwellings (and some of these dwellings were part 

of a larger  building), so it is evident that there 

has been growth from  in-comers ever since. Few 

populations can remain static; the choice is grow 

or die. 

         Back to the picture. The data reminds us 

that in those days communities like Charmouth 

had to be self-sufficient for their every day needs. 

So the occupations listed include suppliers of 

everything needed for day to day living. There 

was a cow keeper, a grocer, and draper, butchers, 

a market gardener, several farmers, bootmakers, dressmakers, laundresses and  inn-

keepers. There was also a jeweller, a collector of  fossils, and two cordwainers. There 

would have been no need to visit Bridport to do the shopping. Trips outside the      

village would have to be on foot, by horse, or by boat. We should not then be        

surprised at finding ostlers and grooms, nor that the village supported three           

bootmakers. The village also had its own hospital, occupied by the Chief Nurse. 

There was also a village doctor, Doctor Norris, whom R. Pavey mentions. There were 

also two other qualified doctors not practising. Presumably they were two of the 

group of people of independent means who chose to retire to Charmouth. The Census 

records a number of these, with occupations listed as “Gentleman”, “Lady”, “Income 

from Real and Personal Property”. At the other end of the social scale there were  

several paupers and many labourers, agricultural and  general. 

 This reflects one of the great changes between then and now. There are still 

some labourers, but mostly their jobs are now done by machines operated by trained 

skilled men. Agriculture in particular shows this change. In a similar vein, the      

Census records for those dwellings whose heads have independent means, several  

servants, a class of workers who have almost totally disappeared.   
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 There were of course links with the rest of the world; there was a post office, 

and some Rural Postal Messengers; there was an engine driver and a car man. There 

was a flourishing Coast Guard station, with two coastguards and a chief coxswain. 

More exotically, Charmouth had an instructor of Volunteers in 1881. Of course   

memories of the Napoleonic wars with France were fresh, even though England, with 

the exception of the distant Crimean War, had not been directly involved in a      Eu-

ropean war for over 60 years. 

 Amongst the more exotic pensioners, there was Patrick McAdam, born in      

Ireland, a Greenwich Pensioner; Harry Hopkinson, born in Portsea, a Chelsea       

Pensioner; and Major General Eliot born in Peterharrow, a retired Royal Artillery   

officer whose family included several Indian Army officers with children born in 

Cawnpore. Their memories must have included the horrifying massacre at          

Cawnpore during the Indian Mutiny in 1855. The Chelsea Pensioner was quite       

different from an aged soldier, dressed in a red coat, reminiscing about past           

campaigns. Harry Hopkinson was a healthy 40 year old with a large family, the 

youngest being one year old. His household also included a sister-in law born in    

Gibraltar who was a soldier’s wife. 

 The exact position of many of the dwelling is not given - most were on the 

Street. There were a few houses in Lower Sea Lane, some in Old Lyme Road, and 

some in Axminster Road. By identifying the named houses, and making an            

intelligent guess about the order of collecting the forms, it is possible to work out 

where most of the dwellings were. 

 I hope that this brief and fragmented look at the Census data might tempt you 

to look for yourself; because of the mobility of people between then and now, not 

many people will have ancestors in this Census, but you could have fun looking for 

them, and working out who lived in your house then. 

  

 

      David Bettes 

 

 

 

Sponsors of The Pavey Group 

 
Jeff Prosser 

Peter M. Press 

12 



 Fund raising Proposals 

 To return to the most constant theme of all Group circulars — the need for funds. 

Currently there are four new strategies proposed. The first is the sale of prints of Old 

Charmouth Scenes in a mount format in three sizes £5, £4 and £3.50. These are      

displayed  for your comments. They could be a good idea for a Christmas present.      

Orders may be taken. 

 The  second proposal is that the Village Echo be put on sale. It will of course, be 

free to members, but it could be that there is a wider potential readership particularly 

in holiday times.  

 The third proposal concerns fund raising through the Village Echo. The plan is for 

the publication of a List of Sponsors in each issue. This list will be of those   people 

who would like their names recognised as having given financial support to the Pavey 

Group in the three issues of the Village Echo per year. Each sponsor will receive a 

handsome certificate, full membership in the Group and of course, our   sincerest 

thanks. The figure £25 is suggested 

 The fourth proposal scheme is for advertising pages in each issue of the Echo. It is 

hoped that our village businesses might be willing to advertise by this means. It 

would be a very great help if one or a group of members could coordinate this very 

great need. 

 In addition to these possible sources, be assured that the quest for funds from other 

sources is constant. Canvassing government departments, businesses and charities is 

ongoing. There is an impressive list of begging correspondence in our files. It       

continues. 

Group Notes 

 

 Help Wanted. We already have five folders on the shelves filled with photos of 

the village past. They are a pleasure to thumb through in that they recall moments 

when the world was younger; of village characters, celebrations, loved ones, and of 

one’s self when young. Happy times. HOWEVER — there are a great number of 

people in the photos whose names we do not know. Could we have some help please?    

We would be most grateful to a person or persons who would come to the room and 

help to identify people places and events. 

 
    Events. The following events might be of interest to you as they have bearing upon 
local history. There are two WEA courses offered in Charmouth this year. The first is 
entitled Domesday Dorset, it is for eight weeks from 2nd  October on Monday after-
noons at the Elms from 2.30 to 4pm. - The tutor is Dr. Karin Mew MA Ph.D. 
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 The other is An Introduction to Genealogy. This course is at the same time and 
place from 29th  January for a further eight weeks, the tutor being Michael Walcot 
BA. Each of these courses costs £24 or £3 per session.  For further details, ‘phone Pat 
Stapleton at 01297 560255. 
 

The Somerset and Dorset Family History Association  

 

The association has two very interesting presentations on local social history themes: 

 

Social Unrest in Dorset in the 1800’s At Sir John Colfox School, Bridport, 14th    

October , 9am — 5pm. £10 includes buffet lunch, coffee & tea. 

 

Family History Courses  

 At St Swithun`s church Hall, Allington, Bridport. 

Wednesdays 1st to 29th November. 3.15 – 5.15pm  & 6.30 – 8.30pAlso at Salway 

Ash Village Hall 10 – 12 Noon 

Cost of course is £20 for 5 weeks for both terms before and after Christmas. 

 

The West Dorset Group of S+DFHA 

Computer Day 

Salway Ash Village Hall 10 – 4.30pm. 

 

For information on  these course, please contact: Jane Ferentzi-Sheppard, 

Torestin, Shedbush Lane, Stanton St. Gabriel, Bridport DT6 6DR Tel/Fax 01297 

489771 

Membership 

 

 I don`t expect you`ll be too surprised at the news that  the annual subscription of 

£5 per family was agreed upon at the A.G.M. We regret this, but the need is great. 

The cost of office supplies, postage, and computer software– all of which are basic to 

our operation – have to be afforded. As you will read, there are several schemes       

already in action to increase our revenues. Money raising efforts are constant.     

Raising the dues was the last thing we wished to do and I sincerely hope that this will 

not be a deterrent to your continued membership of the Pavey Group. 

As of the 28th September our membership was nearly sixty families within the       

village and an increasing number around the country. May we count on your          

continued  support this year? 
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Advertisements for local village shops and businesses 

 The fee will be £5 per space per issue, or £10 for three issues. 
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