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          The Village Echo                  

 

Editorial  

 I  am very pleased to report that I have been able to ‘encourage’ three 
more contributors for the summer issue of The Village Echo. It is a pleasure 
and a relief to introduce Gwen Chessell, Brian Boston and Sally Alce to you. 
They each have in their own way brought into focus something of the nature 
and quality of life in Charmouth’s past and of some of the personalities who 
lived here. 
        Peter Childs’ article on Hogchester Farm is another of his gentle        
reminiscences. This time he recalls an even earlier stage of his childhood,      
almost a first awareness. The clarity of his memories is impressive and          
affecting in the nostalgia it evokes. 
         The dwellings that Brian Boston describes are now well appointed 
homes that give no intimation of their former role as the village workhouse. 
But for those of us raised on Dickens, the workhouse held the direst image. 
Brian’s article is a detailed biography of a dwelling, with the concluding 
paragraph   describing the needs of the poor and the aged and the means by 
which they were answered. Things have improved. 
 Gwen Chessell’s history of an ancestor is no ordinary tale. It is an      
account of the life of a young lady who once lived in our village, whose story 
unfolds in the best English 19th century literary tradition. Ann Warden was the 
daughter of the man shot dead in a duel at Hunter’s Lodge. She married into 
the family of the wealthiest landowner in Charmouth - the Liddons - and then 
emigrated to Western Australia in fine style with three ship loads of goods, 
with not only the furniture but enough materials to build a house as well.  
Read on. 
            There have been several incidents of late where chance meetings with 
visitors to the village have produced some fascinating stories. The Montefiore 
article is yet  another story of  a local boy making good. 
 This issue of the Echo introduces a bright new talent. Sally Alce is a 
young mum living in the village with husband and babes. She has a  rare gift. I 
have seen many of her watercolour and ink paintings that ‘caricaturise’   his-
toric buildings in the area. They are delightfully ‘odd’ with a great vitality and  
humour. Consider her impression of the old Poorhouse on page 15. For further 
details see page 24. 
 Please note; a page for Letters to the Editor has been assigned. This 
marks positive progress. It is the first letter that has ever been received on a 
topic. Thank you Vera!  It supplements the article on the Old New Inn in the 
last issue of the Echo perfectly.      

2 



      HOGCHESTER FARM.                
 
 Nestling below Thistle Hill is an area of woodland once known as  
Hogecestre (circa 1400), a word loosely translated as "a place where wild boar 
are found". Place names ending with "Cestre" were Anglo-Saxon and as our 
language evolved the word became Chester. This signified an association with 
older Roman fortified settlements and trading posts. For those of us of a       
romantic disposition "Hogchester Farm" could imply a Roman connection. 
 As the map below shows, Hogchester is situated close to an             
intersection of two Roman roads. One of these linked Dorchester with Exeter. 
This road crossed Stonebarrow Hill, through Charmouth, to Old Lyme Road 
and along a long vanished road to Timber Hill. From there the road followed 
Colway Lane, and thence to Seaton.   The main route continued west along the 
Axminster road to link Axminster with the Fosse Way and Exeter. This road 
passed within a mile of Hogchester. Although, as far as I am aware, no Roman 
remains have been found, odd items of Roman jewellery have been located 
from time to time. 
 From Dorchester to the farm would have been a long day’s march for a 
fit Roman soldier en route, say, to Exeter (Isca) and all stations to the  Cornish 
lead and tin mines. Therefore the Hogchester area could have been a rest and 
supply station probably of wooden construction, leaving little trace after the 
Romans left.  Maybe this is all a bit fanciful, but I think it is a nice theory to 
play with. 
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 A thousand years or so before the Romans arrived here, one wonders 
what spells were being cast in those woodlands. The Druids were active here, 
two of their Yew wands have been found in the area. Sadly they were sold for 
their gold content to a goldsmith in Axminster. The Druids were the wise men 
of the tribe, but they held the power of life and death in their wands. Some say 
that the secret rites of the Free Masons have their origins in Druid  ceremony. 
 Recalling the farm as it was seventy years ago, give or take a year or 
so, it was as with most old farms, a collection of mismatched buildings and 
walls all in a state of architectural innocence. It is doubtful if any plans of the 
farmhouse ever existed, the place simply evolved over hundreds of years. It 
was once thought to be a convent associated with Ford Abbey. Every space 
within its vast walls had a resident ghost, usually a nun (nuns are well known 
to be very good at haunting).  The voluminous rooms were linked by long       
narrow passages down which children hurtled on tricycles. The ghosts were 
said to hide in the gloomy depths of cavernous spaces occupied only by mice 
and enormous spiders. Only the brave and a few foolhardy lovers at times of 
festivity, ever crawled into these voids of fearful blackness. Later they would 
emerge sheepishly, covered in cobwebs, soot, and satisfaction. 
 It was even believed that there was once a secret passage that led 
from the coal cellar to a smuggler's cave near the cliffs. Although smuggling 
was well established as a local income support system, a journey through the 
mythical tunnel would have been far more hazardous than a chance meeting 
with an Excise Man whose movements would have been followed by many  
hidden eyes. 
 Thus it was that even when I was very young, I knew the old house to 
be a powerful and awesome place. And yet to be awakened by my enemy the 
red cockerel on a sunny Saturday morning  and to have complete freedom to 
explore the farm is one of my happiest memories. To wander over a newly 
ploughed field and pick up a Stone Age axe head, that I believe is now in the 
British  Museum; to gaze in wonder at yet another giant oak tree in which 
King  Charles was said to have hidden; to trace the source of the little brooks     
trickling down the hillside and to cup the sparkling water in my hands as it     
bubbled miraculously out of the ground, (to be piped by my father for the       
village water supply) and then to return to the enormous kitchen hearth where 
a log fire always smoldered, were joys never to be forgotten,.   
 These were magic times, when all my senses were finely tuned and 
my body did what I wanted it to do.  If I was really, really lucky I was allowed 
to work the giant leather bellows which could always blast the glowing       
embers of the fire into life again.  Giant  pots  and  kettles hung on adjustable  
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hooks were hung  over the fire, and my grandmother would be waiting to 
make tea with the sweet spring water. We were not well off but in quality of 
life certainly richer than most of the tribe. 
 It was in  1919 when  Florence Smith, a widow, sold her business in 
Bristol and moved with her younger son Reg and daughter Olive to           
Hogchester Farm. Between them they worked the farm which, after a shaky 
start, became a hard but sound living. Olive left after a few years to start her 
own family, but Reginald continued to farm Hogchester until the early 50's. 
With no previous farming experience and an alien from Bristol, with his good 
looks and high intelligence, he was regarded locally with deepsuspicion. 
 A few very senior citizens may still recall him as the whistling milkman 
with his milk float drawn by the indomitable old mare “Dolly Trot“. His daily 
delivery of eggs, milk and cream was mostly to the top of the  village, as the 
return up Charmouth Hill was too steep for the old mare. Many were the    
Saturday mornings when I would jump into the milk float with him and rattle  
back to the farm.  “Dolly”   was always happier and faster on the return     
journey as her work for the day was usually over and as we charged through 
streams and pot holes, the going became so rough I was convinced that my 
eyes and ears would fall into the mud.  
 Arriving at the farm we would eat a mighty fried breakfast, happily  
without a thought for the dangers of fried food. Uncle would settle for half an 
hour with his beloved “Telegraph”  and  I  would  investigate  the contents of  
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his large leather money bag. I did not know much about money in those days 
and still don't for that matter, but Saturday was pay day for the milkman and it 
was my task to sort out the half crowns and florins, putting them into piles of 
eight and ten. If it was thought that the bag contained too many coppers, I 
would take out a few handfuls and throw them into a great chest kept under a 
corner table. I had a small money box of my own, which in a good year could 
contain as much as nine pence. I thought uncle was enormously rich. I also 
thought that he was economical with the truth. He was always telling my fa-
ther what a hard time farmers were having, and how poor he was, but I also 
knew about the money chest. I told my father about this and he said that farm-
ers were like that, always complaining how bad things were.  After counting 
the piles of  silver, my next  job was go into the scullery and wash the empty 
cream pots. These were a sundry collection of small glass jars that started life 
as fish paste  containers. They were returned by customers for refilling. I    
suppose there were some food regulations in those days but news of them had 
not reached   Hogchester. 
 Dolly Trot survived to the beginning of the Second World War, spending 
her last few years in honourable retirement, though she did  sometimes pull a 
light rake at haymaking time. She was  replaced by an old “Bull-nosed      
Morris” saloon car which Reg ingeniously adapted to perform many tasks at 
haymaking time, including express “on site” delivery of cider, with bread and 
cheese to refresh the weary. With a top speed approaching thirty miles per 
hour,  (Dolly Trot could manage about eight on a good road with  a             
following   wind)    the    hay   field    was    transformed    into   a   
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very dangerous  adventure  playground with much of the local youth      
scrambling into the driver's seat for part of the action. Farmer Smith became 
aware that he had a  substantial safety problem. After some thought he         
rearranged the gear controls so that it was only possible to select the low and 
reverse gears. This  dramatically reduced the top speed and vastly increased 
the petrol  consumption. However, with the arrival of Fordson tractors the Bull
-Nosed Morris was laid to rest, but not before an attempt was made to   attach 
it to a  circular saw. The  consequences of this  technological brilliance were 
happily less disastrous than they could have been. 
 Within the social calendar of local farming, haymaking time must rate 
very high. The exhausting summer work could only be completed with the 
help of a substantial volunteer force of  “Strappers” as they were known. 
These extra hands were motivated by the probability of copious supplies of 
scrumpy, a rough  cider  pressed  on  the  farm  and  fermented  to  a strength 
sometimes in excess of eight per cent alcohol. Such was the demand for this 
golden nectar hat Hogchester boasted three orchards and a cider press or 
“Wring“.   This  was  housed  in  a  Wring   House  together  with  large  oak   
 
 
 

 
  
 

 

Florence Smith and Family. On her 

lap is my mother, Olive. Reg is between his father’s knees. Between his par-

ents is Wilfred, who for many years was Church Warden at Charmouth 

Church. On the left is Madge who taught my mother to play the piano and 

was very strict.  Photo circa 1895. 
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Barrels. These  were called puncheons and could hold up to 120 gallons. Less-
er barrels, “Verkins” or “Niners” of nine gallon capacity, would be used to fer-
ment a superior brew rather like a champagne which was cherished by the 
farmer for family consumption only. On a summer evening the “Wring 
House” would become a “Cider Festival” and Strappers ancient and modern 
would assemble and drink until they had sufficient courage to face their wives 
and/or mothers. 
 Then the war came and farming became part of the war effort. The 
news broadcasts now talked about battles fought on the “Home Front”. Battles 
there certainly were, though not against the Nazi. Newly formed battalions of 
bureaucrats, dressed like Gestapo officers in plain clothes, swept over the    
countryside. Their orders were from the very top. England must be put to the 
plough. They descended on the farmers, usually in pairs, like detectives. The 
nice one took notes, the nasty one pointed. Armed with the authority of    
Churchill which was absolute, they told the Farmers to dig up millions of 
acres of good  pasture  to  grow  wheat, oats and  potatoes.  All  protests and 
appeals were ignored. Cries of “tis lunacy” rent the land and much gnashing of 
teeth prevailed, until it dawned on the farmers that there were to be   subsidies 
for wheat and potatoes – ten pounds per acre for wheat and twenty per acre for  
potatoes and these were to be independent of the yield! A system not unlike 
the infamous European Agricultural Policy was set up, and the  result was a   
remarkable crop of thistles and potatoes that even the pigs turned down with 
indignant grunts. I can still remember the exquisite pain of stacking the wheat 
and thistles ready to be dried out. It was regarded as very effete to wear 
gloves. 
 As is well known in the conservative heart lands of Dorsetshire, all 
change has to be resisted on principle and changes in farming  methods          
resisted to the death. The outcome of these battles were as could be predicted, 
a draw. However,  Farmer Smith of Hogchester farm, being an intelligent and 
far sighted man could see that the paths of patriotism could merge with              
enlightened self interest for the benefit of all, and so they did. 
 I adored my uncle who enriched my life in so many ways. He found 
me books that I would never otherwise have read. He taught me to shoot, so 
that by the time I reluctantly joined the army I was a very good shot. By        
allowing me to charge about in his Bull-nosed Morris, I could drive quite well 
by the age of eleven. He even wrote me a poem to celebrate the occasion of 
my first pair of long trousers. But most importantly he taught me love and   
respect for all animals without sentimentality. Sadly he had only a short      
retirement, but his daughter Molly carries on his traditions with her husband 
Austin in  Tasmania.       
 
         Peter Childs  
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               A Glimpse of the Liddons of Langmoor 
 

 On 13 September 1833, Ann Liddon from Charmouth landed with 
her husband and nine children at the remote and primitive outpost of Albany 
on the southwest coast of Australia. By now she was Lady Spencer and                   
accompanying her husband, Captain Sir Richard Spencer, who was taking up 
his appointment of Government Resident at Albany. 
 Ann Liddon was born in Axminster in 1795, the daughter of        
Matthew Liddon and Ann Warden. Ann Warden, who would come to inherit 
Langmoor Manor, was the younger daughter of James Warden, the retired    
naval ieutenant who met his end in the unfortunate circumstances of a duel 
with his neighbour, Norman Bond, at the Hunter's Lodge Inn in April 1792. 
She had married Matthew Liddon by licence in Axminster on 22 June 1789 in 
the    presence of her father, the ill-fated James Warden. At least five children 
were born of the marriage, Elizabeth in 1791, Sophia in 1793, Ann in 1795, 
Lucy in 1799 and Matthew John in 1801. 
 Ann Liddon appears to have been brought up in Axminster and  no  
records of her childhood have as yet been found. It is known, however, that 
the Liddons were a prolific West Country family and that a Sarah Liddon, who 
must have been closely related, owned vast tracts of land in Charmouth in the 
early nineteenth century. By the time of Ann's marriage in 1812 to Captain 
Richard Spencer, a distinguished post captain in the Royal Navy, at St       
Matthew's Church, Charmouth, she was definitely living in Charmouth,      
possibly at Langmoor Manor. She was seventeen years old and Richard Spen-
cer was thirty-three. Her marriage certificate states that she was of the parish 
of Charmouth and that the marriage was taking place with the consent of her 
mother. The witnesses were her mother and Philip Mules, the family solicitor, 
whose firm was in Honiton. Matthew Liddon, Ann's father, had died in 1802. 
Ann's marriage portion was £2,000, a sizeable sum for those days and when 
her husband died in 1839, this amount was still intact. 
 The couple lived at first in Charmouth. Richard Spencer whose  naval 
career was gallant and exciting and who had amassed a small fortune by way 
of prize-money, went on half-pay following his marriage until 1815. During 
those three years, the couple had two sons, Richard Warden, born in 1814 and 
Hugh Seymour, born in 1815. Richard Spencer was then on active service and 
on 13 July 1815, he took Matthew John Liddon aboard his command, HMS 
Erne, with him as a midshipman.  
 It seems that Ann must have accompanied him on this  Mediterranean 
posting because, in 1816, their third son, George Oceanus was born in       
Leghorn (now Livorno) in Italy. Unhappily, little Richard Warden and George 
Oceanus died there that same year. 
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  Ann and Richard and little Hugh Seymour returned to Dorset and 
bought a house (still standing) in Cobb Road, Lyme Regis in 1817. For the 
next sixteen years, they lived quietly, adding every other year or so to their 
family. By 1833, they had had five more sons and three daughters. With such 
a large family, money was never plentiful and Richard did his utmost to find   
another appointment. But appointments were few and far between even for              
distinguished officers (Richard had been appointed C.B. in 1815) and            
especially for those who were getting older. 
 In the meantime, Matthew John Liddon was trying to carve a career 
for himself in the much-scaled down Royal Navy. He passed his lieutenant's 
exam in 1822 but was unable to get a commission until 1828 when he was    
appointed to HMS Victor, in Jamaica. In 1830 he returned to England in HMS 
Fairy, but did not get another commission after that. 
 By 1829, Richard Spencer had made up his mind to emigrate with his 
family to Australia and establish them as pioneer settlers. His plans were     
frustrated then because of illness - he had been wounded during the wars 
which badly affected his health for the rest of his life. Then, early in 1833,  he 
was  unexpectedly knighted and appointed Government Resident at the small 
town of Albany in Western Australia. The knighthood was an honour in the 
King's own gift conferred rather as the Royal Victorian Order is  conferred  
today for services to the Royal Family; no records have come to light as to 
why he was honoured in this way, but Ann Liddon of Langmoor was now La-
dy Spencer. 
 By April 1833, all the plans for emigrating had been made. How Ann 
regarded these plans and the sudden uprooting from all that was familiar is not 
recorded. But everything points to her supporting her husband's  decisions in 
every respect. An additional concern was the fact that she was in the early 
stages of pregnancy with their tenth child. 
 A storeship, HMS Buffalo, was detailed to take Richard and Ann and 
their family to Albany on her passage en route to New Zealand and the family 
sailed from Spithead in May 1833. The Spencers took with them every       
conceivable support for their new life - seeds and plants from their garden in 
Lyme; livestock,  roofing and flooring slates made of blue lias, window 
frames, tools, furniture, fabrics, domestic utensils, china and a carriage. Some 
of this was on HMS Buffalo and some on a chartered ship, the Governor     
Stirling, which followed a week later. On board the Governor Stirling was 
Ann's brother, Matthew John Liddon, still on a lieutenant's meagre half-pay 
and  eager also to see if the life of a settler would suit him. Ann's tenth and last 
child, William Albany Otway, was born in mid-October; Ann had, according  
to her  husband,  everything  as  comfortable about her as she had in Lyme.  
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 Matthew John Liddon stayed in Albany until 1836 when he returned 
to  England,  saying  that  he  would  come  back  to  Australia if  he could find   
farmers willing to go out there and settle. He never returned to Western     
Australia but he continued to keep in touch with his sister and her family 
there. In 1838, he joined the Coastguard Service and became Chief Officer at    
Southampton. He was still in the service in 1849. By the time he retired he 
must have been promoted to commander as, in his memorial in Charmouth 
Church, he is known by the courtesy title of Captain. He died on 3 May 1864. 
 Nothing is known about the activities of Ann's sisters but Ann Liddon 
(Ann Spencer's mother) appears on the Charmouth 1841 Census with her 
daughter, Sophia, and Sophia and Lucy are listed on the 1851 Census. Lucy is 
recorded on the 1861 census and she died in 1879. Ann Liddon Spencer and 
her husband and family were extremely happy in Albany. 
 They were on record as saying that they never intended to return to   
England. They lived, in their own words, in a beautiful place with a beautiful    
climate and by the time Richard Spencer died in July 1839, they ran two          

successful farms. In 1842, Ann  Liddon 
Spencer brought her three youngest sons 
home to Dorset and  Devon to go to 
school, leaving the farms to be looked 
after by her eldest son and her married 
daughters and sons-in-law. Where the 
younger boys went to school in England 
is not known, but it is known that Lady 
Spencer herself was definitely based in 
this area and she must have visited and 
probably stayed with her relatives in 
Charmouth. She  returned to Albany 
with the boys in 1845 and continued to 
run her farms. She died while on a visit 
to Perth in 1855, loved and   revered as a 
god-fearing and generous lady. She com-
manded great respect in southwestern 
Australia and was visited as a  matter of 
courtesy by everyone of note who was in 
the area. She had come a long way from 

Charmouth. 
 The Liddon blood runs on through the many descendants living 
throughout Australia and Strawberry Hill Farm, Ann and Richard Spencer's 
home in Albany, still stands and is now in the care of the National Trust of 
Australia.        
                                                                                         Gwen Chessell 



CHARMOUTH POOR HOUSE                               
 
 If like me you are a fan of  the TV programme “The House            
Detectives” you will appreciate my wish to uncover the history of the house in 
which we live. This is the house currently called St. Gabriels which is part of a 
larger house which has been sub-divided. The other two elements are Silver 
and Seafields all on Old Lyme Hill (once called Roman Road). St. Gabriel's 
seems to have acquired its name some time before 1970 from a stone which 
had been taken from the gable end of St Gabriels Church at Stanton St. Gabri-
el. This stone was still at the house when I bought it in 1987 but I later re-
turned it to the National  Trust agent, George Elliot. 
 The story seems to begin in the 1780`s when two men were permitted 
to build cottages  on  the waste land to the north of Old Lvme Hill between the 
road and the Monks Wall which formed the boundary with Lily Farm. This 
land was parish land and in 1782 the Parish vestry gave  permission to build to 
George Cooke and Will Phippen. But 25 years later, in 1807 the Vestry     
complained that they had each taken more land than they should. They had 
been allocated plots 20 feet wide. 
 In the meantime however in 1791 the Vestry Meeting resolved to 
build a proper Poor House at the back of the existing Poor House which stood 
on the south side of the Turnpike Road between the houses of the late Mrs 
Ann Coade and Mrs Jane Love. This was objected to and stop-gap changes 
were made to last another five years. By 1796 it was agreed that the Poor 
House in the middle of the \'illage was a nuisance and a new Poor House was 
needed - perhaps an early example of Not in My Backyard! 
 Returning to Old Lyme Hill, George Cooke had borrowed £40 from 
the Curate in Charge, Rev. Brian Combe, to build his cottage and in June 1797 
an agreement  was drawn up cancelling the debt but passing ownership of the 
cottage to the Curate on George's death. By 1807 William Cooke was        
paying £10 a  year rent to Rev. Combe, but William died in 1808. 
 The old Poor House was auctioned off in 1806 and plans were made 
to build another house on land owned by the Parish then occupied by William 
Oliver, Betty Gould and others. However in 1810 an exchange of land was 
agreed between the parishoners and the Rev. Brian Combe of the old Poor 
House site for a new one in Old Lyme Hill  (George Cooke`s cottage),         
between the houses of William Phippen and Thomas Cousins. In  1811 Wil-
liam Couch of Axminister agreed to build the new Poor House for £330. and 
in November 1812 Henry Shiles (Clothier) ) of Axminster advanced £300 for 
the building  and furnishing of the new Poor House. We do not know if 
George Cooke`s cottage was demolished or  incorporated into the new     
structure, possibly as the part now known as Seafields, previously Little      
Silver. 

12 



13 

 The building erected then had ceilings seven foot six inches high (higher 
than was customary in other cottages built about this time) and  probably had 
three long rooms with (in the case of the ground floor) fireplaces at either end. 
At the front of the house just near the front door, was a wooden spiral staircase 
going up to the attic  floor. 
 It is not clear how long the Poor House functioned as such, but by  1820 
some of the inhabitants had been transferred to the Shoe and Stocking House, 
next to The Court in the Street. However, this may have been a single family 
who were being re-housed, and it is likely that the Poor House continued to 
function until the reform of the Poor Law in 1834 to 1835. The Vestry ceased 
in 1835 to pay the interest on  the mortgage and ownership passed to the  
mortgagee. Henry Shiles, who appears to have let it out,  possibly sub-divided, 
until 1868, when the roof caught fire.  From internal evidence it seems that 
only the attic floor was destroyed as well as the thatched roof. In 1869 it was 
sold to Joseph Lugg, a Charmouth builder and re-built as three houses. He 
then sold it on to John Godden (Gent. of Uplyme) and Charles Godden (Gent. 
of Monk Sherborne in Hampshire) for £100 in October 1869. 
 The Goddens sold the property in 1877 to Mrs. S. Bond, widow, of    
Axminster. On her death in Budleigh Salterton, the property (consisting of the 
three houses) was sold at public auction in 1901 to Robert Henley 
(monumental mason) of Lyme House Axminster, who drew up an interesting 
elevation and plan of the building which now forms part of the deeds of      
Silver. From this it would appear that originally the three houses had a      
common  courtyard at the front, including a washhouse, a privy, a well and a 
carthouse, though at some time two walls had been built dividing up the  
courtyard. 
 Robert Henley died in 1910 and the property was in trust held by    Eliz-
abeth Ann Henley (his widow) and Laura Ann Starke (his daughter -  spin-
ster). Later, in 1915, (the Trustees were Elizabeth Ann Henley and Joyce Mar-
ian Starke. Later still, in 1932, the cottage formerly occupied by H.     Hopkin-
son (now called St Gabriel's), consisting of eight rooms, was sold to Winifred 
Daisy Starke (spinster of London) and the other two remained with   
J.M.Starke (E.A.Henley having died in July 1931). Winifred lived at St. Ga-
briel's until 1967 when she sold it to Marjorie Eliza Cates of Bridport 
 In 1975 J.M.Starke died and her two houses passed to Gilbert   Edward 
Wykes of London who sold both houses in 1983 - Little Silver to Winifred 
Morgan and Silver to Nicholas and Elizabeth Shannon. In 1970 Miss Cates 
sold her house to a Mrs Sinclair, who lived in Oxfordshire and used the house 
as a Holiday home. In June 1976, Mrs Sinclair was able to purchase land     
behind  the  two cottages,   Silver  and  St. Gabriel`s,  to  form  a  rear  garden.   
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 This purchase had been arranged by Stan Sivers, (who was then Parish Clerk, 
and who lived at Maindy) with Mr R J B Calder,  the owner of Lily Farm. A 
strip of land behind all the cottages up Old Lyme Hill was fenced off from 
Lily Farm and each house occupant had the option of buying the piece behind 
their home. 
 I have an aerial photograph taken in 1956 showing the houses without 
their rear gardens. In 1984 the owners of Silver (Nick and Biddy Shannon)  
purchased their rear garden land from Mrs Sinclair who in 1986 sold St Gabri-
el's to A.N.Reid and Ms. C.F. B. Montenaro who sold on to me in      August 
1987.  
 Meanwhile Little Silver had been sold to Mrs. Margaret Goodden (who 
had previously lived in Lyme Cottage) who died about 1990 and whose house 
was bought by the present owners - Catherine and John Best. Mrs. Goodden 
was the widow of Robert Goodden who had started a butterfly farm in Old 
Lyme Road which later moved to his family home at Compton,   between   
Yeovil and Sherborne. When Margaret died her funeral was held in the      
family chapel on the Compton estate. 
 The only other information of interest is that in 1986-7 Nick  Shannon 
built a kitchen on the front of his house and about two years later St. Gabriel's 
had a similar front extension - this time as a dining room. In the course of 
building this extension the old well was discovered and covered over. Both 
houses also had conservatories built at the back about this time. 
 Nick and Biddy Shannon sold their house to Ian and Helena Macdonald, 
then in Richmond, London, who used it as a holiday home for  several years 
before selling on to Bernard and Pat Mutter, the present owners, about 1997. 

 

        What was a 'Poor House' ? 

  Poverty was dealt with for about 235 years under the Elizabethan Poor 
Law Act of 1601. This might now be described as a “care in the  community” 
system. Each parish was responsible for the poor of the parish and paid for  
relief of poverty through a parish rate. Relief could be in money or in kind (i.e. 
a bag of coal or wood for the fire) to enable people to continue living at home, 
or if this was not possible, accommodation in a village poor house was       
provided. This would be run by the parish vestry who usually   appointed an 
overseer. The standards throughout the country were very variable. 

 By the time of the Napoleonic wars this system was under great 
strain, made worse by enclosures of common land, and by low agricultural 
wages. In 1795 the introduction of a scheme known as the Speenhamland    
system made up wages to a minimum subsistence level. Instead of helping this 
had the effect of reducing agricultural wages even further.                                   
        
        Continued on Page 24 



                                     Thomas Montefiore  1866 – 1944 
 
               Much of the pleasure of being the editor of The Village Echo stems 
from chance meetings with people who have historic associations with the    
village. The outcome of such coincidences has been mutually rewarding. For 
many visitors, our resource room has provided entire boughs of their family 
trees. In turn their relationship with Charmouth has provided a rich             
supplement for our resources. Most recently it was the greater Pryer family 
who stayed in the village for a week and found much evidence of their       
family’s roots and of their ‘lost’contemporary relatives. 
          Another example arose a month or so ago. I had a phone call from the 
Fortnam: Smith and Banwell office, to be told that there was someone in the 
office with a remarkable story of his ancestors who once lived in The Limes, 
now called Charmouth Lodge. The visitor’s name was John Lyford Cross; his 
ancestors were the Montefiore family.  
         This struck a significant bell. Only a day or so previously I had been    
ferreting through newly transcribed census papers and had noticed the       
Montefiore name in three of the censuses. Further delving showed that this 
family first came to the village in about 1858 and the last reference to the 
name was in 1886. What drew my attention to the name was that over that 
time span, the wife, and indeed the husband, had produced thirteen children - a 
not inconsiderable score even by the standards of that day. 
           Thomas Montefiore, born in Barbados, was thirty-five when he and his 
wife Katherine, nee Brice came to the village with four children. The             
remaining nine were born in Charmouth. Rev.Thomas was appointed rector of 
Catherston Lewiston in1858. Although no dates have been established as to 
when they came to live in Charmouth, it was known that the family was at the 
same address on the Street over the period of the three censuses 1861 to 
1881.The house names or numbers were not given in the census returns. The      
numbers in the left hand side of the forms are not house numbers; they are the  
enumerator’s register of householders. However, as the enumeration  began at 
the mill and progressed uphill, the census register numbers for the  Montefiore 
family   corresponds quite accurately with those in the 1861, ’71 and ‘81     
censuses. This is verified in the 1891 census when for the first time, The Li-
mes is   actually named. The register numbers in the left hand  column are al-
most identical to those in the three earlier censuses. As an aside, The Limes in 
’91 was occupied by no less than the Pavey family with our mentor Reginald 
as a boy of five. 
 The central character in this family history is young Thomas Eade  
Montefiori. Out of the thirteen children he was the seventh child and five 
years old in  1871. He was beset by sisters.  Of  the  earlier  children   there  
were two  
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sisters and three brothers. These were all still at home in 1871. Of the younger 
group there were girls of 10, 6, 4, 2, 1 and a seven-week-old brother. Thomas 
at five was in the middle. (There were two more girls by the time of the ’81 
census).  
             The point of this preamble is to try to account for young Thomas’    
attempts to run away. There were grounds. Apparently he was brought back 
from his first flight when he was eleven, but at seventeen the attempt was    
successful – he does not appear on the 1881 census. 
 Little is known of Thomas’ earlier years but it is apparent that the stage 
was his ambition. His involvement with the Bristol Theatre is well  established 
probably as an actor and later as manager and impresario. He married Rose 
Bergani, the stage name of a beautiful young actress as the photo testifies. It is 
believed she was a ‘Tiller Girl’, best described as a member of the earliest 
‘chorus line’ dancers founded in 1885. Thomas and Rose had a son and a 
daughter and John Lyford Cross, our visitor to Charmouth is the son of     
Thomas and Rose’s daughter.  
               Thomas was at the Bristol Theatre in the years of legendary touring 
companies led by such famous partnerships as Henry Irving and Ellen Terry. 
Their names are still recalled to this day.  Ellen Terry (1847 – 1928) had  a    
career of over fifty years on the stage and was still “treading the boards” in 
1925. She had many other distinctions, but one that links her great theatrical 
tradition with our times was that she was the great aunt of Sir John Gielgud. 
The theatre of early decades of the 20th century was rich, not only in           
outstanding acting talents, but in great playwrights including such names as  
Oscar Wilde and George Bernard Shaw.  
 Thomas Eade Montefiore’s grandson, John, has some of the original 
correspondence between Thomas and Ellen Terry. In one of the letters the 
great lady refers to Thomas as an “impetuous boy”. It is a great pity that the 
story behind this remark has not survived. He also has items of engraved       
silverware that were presented to his grandfather by such luminaries as Edith 
Evans and Cedric Hardwicke, as well as memorabilia from Compton Macken-
zie. These presentations it is believed, were given to his grandfather  following 
successful runs at the theatre.  
           These were indeed heady times and without doubt, were the zenith of a 
unique English theatrical tradition. So it is particularly gratifying to know that 
a local boy, our own runaway Charmouth lad, had been present in such             
illustrious company and had held a central role in those remarkable decades. It 
is yet another distinction that our village can claim and one of which we can 
be justly proud. Thomas died in 1944. 
        Peter.M Press 
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Katherine Montefiore, wife of Rev. 

Thomas Montefiore (mother of the thirteen) 
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The Pryer Family Visit in May 2003 
 

 A mention was made in the last Quicknews of the proposed visit of 
members of the Pryer family to the village this summer. The Pryers were 
prominent in our village for over a century and even though the Pryer line 
ended in Charmouth in 1931, evidence of the work of Giles, his brother Paul 
and Giles’ son Harry, can be seen to this day. 
           It was the significance of the ‘Charmouth factor’ in an impressive Pryer 
family history that brought the family to the village in May. Roger Joye, his 
wife Gill and mother Audrey invited members of the other branches to join 
them at Sea View on Lower Sea Lane. The grandchildren and further            
descendents of Harry Pryer Senior came to the village from Surrey,           
Monmouth, Windsor and Kent, some having never met before.  
        During their week they filled their time visiting places associated with 
their ancestors, including churches, cemeteries and buildings such as Lane 
End and the Old Cement Factory, now the site of the Charmouth Heritage 
Coast Centre, that were built by Giles and Paul Pryer.  The highlight of their 
holiday was the invitation to Stanley House, the home of Sue and Julian 
Turner. This was the former home of Giles and Harry S Pryer. (Roger’s moth-
er Audrey   remembers visiting the house as a small girl to see her grandfather. 
Harry died in 1931). 
        On the Wednesday the visitors came to The Pavey Room to see a display 
of our resources and the Pryer memorabilia. This information had been        
entered on a CD ROM by Hilary Munday, so we were able to demonstrate our 
brand new projector for the first time. The display was very well received by 
our  visitors; some of the greater family photographs they had never seen    
before. 
        Roger Joye expressed the visitors’ sincere pleasure and appreciation for 
the Pavey Group’s efforts and of the reception given them by the people of 
Charmouth.  He said that the stay had been a unique one for the family and an 
experience that would probably never be repeated. 
 There is an obvious postscript to this event. We are particularly      grat-
ified in the success of our part in the Pryer family’s holiday, as it          demon-
strated that we can present a function such as this effectively. The source of 
greater satisfaction is that we now have the means and expertise to fulfill the 
Pavey Group’s stated tasks of recording, presenting and making available the 
history of our village. 
 
 
        Peter M. Press 
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Letters  
 
 In the previous edition of the Village Echo an account was given of the 
collapse of the old New Inn (The Wander Inn). It was over 400 years old; it 
fell down during attempts to restore the building. The collapse was seen as a   
blessing by some as it had become something of an eyesore. Others were     
saddened by the loss, as within it there were unique examples of the use of   
traditional materials and time-honoured craftsmanship. 
 Vera Matthews nee Gale, who spent her young life in the building was 
moved to write to us.  We are delighted she did! 
  
 
Dear  Mr . Press,       Weymouth 

 

        How very interesting reading about the Wander Inn which was my home 

from1928 to 1939. My  mother, Bessie Gale named it May Cottage. Next door in 

Swiss Cottage a Mr and Mrs Pigeon lived there and daughter Joan. We only had 

oil lamps and candles then. No electricity or gas. There was just the sitting room, 

next was the dining room-cum-kitchen with a range in it, then along the passage 

to a big       backhouse as we called it. Mum did her cooking on a two-burner oil 

stove and used to put a tin bath of water on it for her laundry of a Monday, and 

her irons she used to put on top of the range. It used to take a day doing these 

things. We did the same for our bath water and would carry it to the front of the 

range. One thing it did have a sink and one tap in there and a flush toilet out in 

the garden. I’m stood outside the front door in the photo.(1932). 

        Billy Gear that owned the garage opposite where houses are built now. 

Next door up, was a garage with a petrol pump outside owned by a man named of 

Rex    Woolard and then after by Mr Furnace. They also had a garage between 

Framptons the butcher and the Coach and Horses. My goodness, how things have 

changed, Mrs Phil Bartlett had the place didn’t she? So I guess he was the one that 

called the place     Wander Inn as he had the café there, but I’d left Charmouth in 

1952, so I don’t know much of what happened to the place after mum left to move 

to Bridge Road where my sister lives now. 

I hope you don’t mind me writing to you, but I was so surprised of what 

you wrote of my old   home. I   got moved from it in 1936 and my sister as well, 

so we have lots of memories of the place.   

    Yours Faithfully 

Mrs  V. Matthews. 

 

My name was Vera Gale, when I lived in Charmouth then my married name was       

Upward. 
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Charmouth Poor House continued from page 16:   
 
 Several attempts were made to reform the Poor Law and these     
eventually resulted in the Poor Law Reform Act of 1834 and the Poor Law 
Amendment Act of 1835. These removed the duty from the parishes and set 
up much larger institutions for groups of parishes (known as Poor Law Un-
ions) which came to be known as workhouses. The local one was the Bridport 
Union Workhouse at Port Bredy and there was also one in Damers Road,   
Dorchester (now part of the County Hospital site). The workhouses came to be 
even more hated than their predecessors and their horrors were described by 
Dickens and other writers. However they continued to exist until the  National 
Health system was set up after the Second World War. 
               Brian Boston 
 
 
 

   The portrait of Ann Liddon Spencer on page 11 is published with the         
permission  of The National Trust of Australia, WA Collection 

 
 

 



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 
Do Heath 

Mary Davies 
Ed Bowditch 

John Williams  
Vera Matthews 
Geoff Restorick                     

Charmouth Fayre 
Pat & John Stamp  
Gill & Roger Joye    

Jeff  & Carol Prosser  
Peter & Maggie Press 

Charmouth Companions 
Kenneth & Mrs Bradford 
Mallory & Pauline Hayter 
Francis Lock, Pharmacist  

Keith & Dorothy Longman 
Mr & Mrs Hatcher, Braggs                              

Ray & Rosalind, Stow House                
Malcolm & Heather Bowditch 

Geoff and Pauline Adams, Morgans  
Elaine & Rob Love, Villager Stoves 

Messrs Fortnam: Smith and Banwell  
Paul & Jennifer, Fish Bar & Seashells 

Dean & Marie Herbert, The George Inn                    
Peter Noel, Marshall Noel Accountants    

Richard & Jan Wyatt, Roofing Specialist 
Peter Sayers, South West Electrical Services   
Philip & Carol Mapstone, The Queens Armes   
Ian and Liz Simpson, The White House Hotel 

Caroline & John Davis, The Hensleigh House Hotel 
          Mike Smith, Frampton, Smith & Partners, Accountants 
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Devonedge Hairdressing 
Ladies & Gentlemen's Hairdressing 

The Street, Charmouth. 

CALL IN TO OUR SALON OR 
PHONE US ON 01297 560572 

FRANCIS LOCK 
M.R. PHARMS.S 

PHARMACIST 
CHARMOUTH 
Developing & Printing 

Kodak Films 
Toiletries & Cosmetics 

 

Tel :- Charmouth 560261 

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 

MORGANS OF CHARMOUTH 
3-4 The Arcade , Charmouth, Dorset, DT6 6PU 

 
 
 
 

YOUR VILLAGE STORE 
WITH A DIFFERENCE 

 

 

     S.W.E.S. 

  South West Electrical Services 

 

     Full and additional wiring, fault 
      Finding, security alarm systems, 
      Smoke detector installation, etc. 
 

Charmouth 560577 or 07778 062811 (24hr) 

 
The George Inn 

10th Century Coach House 
Bar Snacks   -  Full Restaurant 

Real Ales 
Large Garden & play Area 

Dean & Marie Herbert 

Plants 
  For  
  Sale 

    TEA ROOM & 
WALLED GARDEN 
 
OPEN EASTER TO 
      OCTOBER 

Ray and Rosalind 
The Street, Charmouth 

Tel :- 01297 561228 



   

  

  

  

  

   

  

  

  

  

YOUR LONDIS STORE

IN CHARMOUTH

TELEPHONE
CHARMOUTH 560304

OFF LICENCE  -  FRESH PRODUCE

SUN COTTAGE WHOLE FOODS

FREE LOCAL DELIVERIES

CHARMOUTH  FISH  BAR 
  AND SEA SHELLS CAFÉ 

 

      NOW OPEN ALL THE  
            YEAR ROUND 

 

  FOR DETAILS OF OPENING TIMES 
         TELEPHONE : 01297 560220 

 

                       MACE 
                  J.R.W.BRAGG 
        (Chris and Caroline Taylor) 
                                              for a 

              Friendly Welcome and  
             Value For Money 
         

                     Tel: 01297 560252 

LONDIS 
YOUR LOCAL STORE 

 

OFF LICENCE, LOCAL PRODUCE. 
A WIDE RANGE OF GROCERIES. 

FREE LOCAL DELIVERIES. 
ATM AND PHONE TOP UPS 

 

Proprietors: Andy & Jill Bailey 
Tel: 01297 560304 

 
 

  MIKE BOWDITCH 
  Builder and General 
   Maintenance Work 
 
       Tel : 01297 560129 

      Vincent `s 
            HAIR DESIGN 

 

THE STREET CHARMOUTH 
       DORSET DT6  6PU 
 

 Telephone: (01297) 560221 

             Gwen Oxenbury 
 

    BED AND BREAKFAST 
 

               GreenBanks 
   Lower Sea Lane, Charmouth 
     Five Minutes From beach 
           Tel : Charmouth 560227 

             Swansmead 

                Bed and Breakfast 
                 Riverway, Charmouth 

                  Dorset, DT6 6LS 
       Mrs Anthea Thomas 
       Tel : 01297 560465 

E-mail: anthea@swansmead.co.uk 

     BED AND BREAKFAST 
        Pharmacy House, Lower Sea Lane, 
          CHARMOUTH, Dorset, DT6 6LH 
         Mary Davis – Tel (01297 560025) 

E-mail: pharmacyho@aol.com 
Webste:http://members.aol.com/pharmacyho 

 En-suite, Tea/coffee facilities, T.V., Radio, Hair Drier 
 

Always a warm welcome     -      Full English Break-
fast 
                       5 minutes from the Beach  
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