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           The Village Echo 
 

 

    

Editorial 

 

      I am very pleased to welcome a new contributor to this eighteenth edition 
of the Echo. The new arrival is Les Hopper, a recently  appointed  geological 
warden at the Charmouth Heritage Coast Centre. Les has written on James Har-
rison, the discoverer of the first ever terrestrial, prehistoric, inhabitant of our 
area (a real local), the Scelidosaurus harrisonii. His is a good bit of research that 
has been waiting to be done almost as long as it took to the beast to evolve.  
Thank you Les.      
       Thanks again go to Peter Bide for his response to the remarks made by 
many visitors over the years saying that ‘ the beach was not like this when I was 
young’.  Peter explains why the sandy bits on the beach are not always in the 
same place. He describes the inexorable forces that bring about these changes, 
illustrating the fact that these forces and the disposition of sandy bits are quite 
beyond the powers of Charmouth Parish Council.  
       I really enjoy Peter Childs’ Tales from the Forge, I think they have a great 
charm. Older folk come to depend upon a daily dose of nostalgia; the problem 
is in remembering the dosage. There are more Tales to come. Peter has been 
working on a History of the Dorsetshire Regiment and this  is to be the main 
theme of our next issue of the Echo. 
       I regret the need for hogging this issue with two of my articles. The first 
was an obligation to two young visitors last year on the matter of our alleged 
local manifestations. I only hope I am forgiven.    
       The other is an attempt to recount the incredible war-time experiences of 
two of our well known villagers, Winnie and Neil North. Last month marked 
the 60th Anniversary of surrender of the Japanese in 1945. Winnie and Neil had 
every reason to celebrate this event. It was in Burma in 1942 - the Forgotten 
War - where Neil endured unbelievable hardships in attempting to save thou-
sands, perhaps even tens of thousand of  lives. This is not an exaggeration. For 
his valour and extraordinary service for three years of jungle warfare, a grateful 
government awarded a MBE. 
 Times change: they give these to Rock & Roll singers nowadays. 
 
 
 
         The Editor 
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Tales from the Forge  No 3  1908   

Shutts, Bands and Josh of the 39th Foot Regiment 

 

       Alf is preparing to make a new band - a wrought iron tyre - that he will fit 
to a farm wagon wheel. This was one of the more challenging tasks undertaken 
by a master smith. A length of wrought iron has been cut to a little under the 
circumference of the old band, but adding six inches or so to form an overlap 
that will complete the band. Before the band is heated in the forge, holes will be 
drilled in it to take the nails that will secure the band to the curved  wooden 
blocks known as ‘feathers’ around the outer edge of the wheel. These feathers 
also carry holes into which the outer ends of the spokes are driven. 
     Alf is assisted by his younger  brother-in-law, Bill Clarke, on a long visit 
from London. Alf does not consider his assistance very valuable, and privately 
suspects – as it would be said today – that Bill’s lift does not quite reach the top 
floor! Bill is very keen to learn all he can as it was a fond hope of mother in Is-
lington that he could learn a trade. Henry Childs, Alf’s father, is also a black-
smith and is offering help. 
    ‘What do we do na Alf?’ Bill asks. Alf shrugs. ‘Zee thicky  drill on the bench 
o’er there.  That one with the gert ‘andle. Well thee can wind on ee til dinner 
time. But virst I got to vind the right bit’. ‘Bit a what Alf?’ asks Bill innocently. 
Alf sighs. ‘Oi dunn’o what they do teach you up in Lunnon, but not much as 
makes any sense zo far as I can zee – the bit is what cuts ’oles in the iron. 
That’s what I do mean. Now lend uncle ’Enry a ’and to get the iron cross to the 
drill weeout smashin’ a window’. The drilling now commences and Bill turns 
the handle furiously. It’s now Henry’s turn to be critical. ‘Tis no good goin’ at it 
like a bull at a gate. Slow down or twil all seize up’. He squirts oil from a can 
onto the bit which bubbles and smokes. ‘Zee, tis already too ’ot’. The operation 
proceeds at a  more  leisurely pace. Henry, who is no more keen to encourage 
young Bill to stay in Charmouth, suddenly gives voice to an inspirational 
thought. ‘ Ast ever thought of joinin’ the  harmy Bill? We ’ant ’ad no solgers in 
the vamilly zince my grandad’s ’ole half brother Josh joined the 39th Voot re-
germint in seventeen ninety one. Never mind ’im meself ’cos ee were off to the 
wars, but by all ’counts they was a vine body o’ men’. Bill is impressed and 
stops turning the drilling machine. ‘Blimey ’Enry – ah you know that?’ 
    ‘Tiz all ’rit down in the bible’ says Henry. Alf feels as though he is losing his 
grip upon  events. ‘Look you loggerheads , weem  yer to do a job, not to tell bi-
ble stories. Get the drill goin’, weem only just started the job. Any ’ow there 
baint no book on Childs ‘sfar as I know, though would upset a few folk round 
’ere if there were’. Henry is adamant. ‘Oi means the girt family bible where 
’twas  all  writ  down  by  my  vather  James.  Ee were a thatcher and ’ad  some  
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schoolin’.   Afor ’im nobody in the family could write no more than  enough to 
play noughts and crosses. But I mind my granddad, David clear ’nuff. Ee were 
on the parish. Did a bit ’aymaking time and was a spare beater for the time  
when one of ’em got shot full o’ lead. Grandad was a pauper or some such 
thing’. 
 Bill is interested. ‘What’s a paupa do then?’ ‘In Grandad’s case, as    
little as possible’ snapped  Henry. ’Is ’alf  brother, Joshua Grabbern joined the 
harmy to get away from ‘im an’ the rest of the family. ‘Tis said they stretched 
to all points of the compass, an’ in Joshua’s case throughout the hempire as well 
I shouldn’t wonder. But oi never vell for that yarn. The truth is ee went into the 
harmy by haccident. Ee were ina pub down in  Dorchester way when ee vound 
a shillin’ at the bottom of his pint’. ‘Cor, oi ’aint ever’ad no luck like that’ said 
Bill. Oh, twernt what you could zac’ly say were luck Bill. A gert  sergeant of 
the 39th  bought ’ im more ale, in vact zo much more that ee dozed off. When he 
woked up all befuddled he were in the barracks bein’ ballyragged by all an’ 
zundry. By all accounts if you tried to run ’ome you could be shot for desertion, 
though if it were a first offence a ’undred lashes in front of the battalion was 
thought to be ’nuff. They gee ’un two sov’rins for his trouble, an a Brown Bess 
to shoot with,  though they’m weren’t much good at hittin’ things. One o’ the 
sov’rins were kep back to pay for the uniform ee didn’t want anyway. No one 
seed ’im again for thirteen years, arter  which time several bits of ’im was gone 
including ’is staff o’ life’, if you do see what I  mean. ‘Tis said ee were in    
Gibraltar when it were besidged for years. Ee nearly starved to death an’ arf ’is 
teeth vell out’. 
 They now finish drilling and roughly forming the shape of the new band 
to the old band. Outside, in the middle of the yard  is sunk a slightly   concave 
iron plate about six feet in diameter with a large hole in the centre. On this plate 
the wooden wheel is dropped into position and the new band is lightly clamped 
into position. A more precise measurement of where the shutt  has to be formed 
is made and the length of the band trimmed to Alf’s   judgement. This is a   
matter of great skill as the new band has to be shrunk on the wheel. Get it 
wrong and you are back to a start all over and a no profit situation. The ends of 
the band are heated to an almost white heat in the forge and then vigorously 
hammered together, forming a seamless shutt so that a flush, overlapping weld 
is forged. When cold it will fit snugly on the wooden wheel  feathers. The band 
is now heated all round and then allowed to cool to a point where it will not 
support a flame when in contact with the wood.  Meanwhile lesser mortals such 
as Bill have set six buckets around the wheel. After completing the above tasks, 
Alf sets down his tools and searches his bench for his Players Navy Cut fags. 
He is satisfied with his work so far and takes a long drag. 
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        ‘Ave ee set they pales round the wheel like I said?’ he asks. ‘Oh ah, tiz all 
ready son. Bill ’av done it’. Henry replies. Alf now hands him a pair of enor-
mous smith’s tongs. ‘Let’s be havin’ the band out then Dad’ says Alf. They grip 
the band with the tongs and carry it into the yard. To get Bill out of the way so 
that he can be returned to London in an unburned state, he has been sent to buy 
some more Players. The ring is now lowered onto the wheel and hammered into 
position. The buckets of water are emptied over the ring to shrink it and to pull 
the wheel together. Apart from securing the ring with nails which – just  maybe 
– Bill will be allowed to do, the job is complete. 
       Bill returns from his errand. ‘Cor, yu could ’av ’ung abaht a bit so I could 
chuck some wau’a  on an’ see it fizz. Was there much styme?’ ‘Jus same as a 
whold tracshun engine’ says Alf. He then sees his cigarettes. ‘Yer, wass got 
there. Thee’st knows I don’t smoke Gold Flake. ‘Casn’do anything right? Bill is 
crestfallen. ‘Oi done me best Alf. Oi can chynge em for yu. Can oi ’ammer in 
the nails in the will?’ 
      At this point, Bill’s sister Mary, who is also on a visit from London  appears 
with three mugs of tea  and Alf wrestles with the problem of Bill and the nails. 
He decides that one nail would not give him too much encouragement to stay 
longer. Bill was returned to the capital within the next few days without sustain-
ing or inflicting any further damage and did not return to Charmouth until 1937 
just about the time that Alf was thinking of retiring. There was a second wheel 
to be rebanded. This time Alf decided to wait until Bill was safely back in Lon-
don.                         
     Peter Childs  
    



 James Harrison and the Charmouth Dinosaur 

 

           Like many people of my generation, I have taken more than just a   pass-
ing interest in dinosaurs from an early age and have seized every  opportunity to 
get to know them in greater depth whilst studying for my degree in geology. As 
with any other good obsession the more I learned about dinosaurs the more in-
teresting they became, always seeming to create more questions than answers 
when they were looked at in detail. 
          Upon starting my job at the Charmouth Heritage Coast Centre earlier this 
year, I set about the task of reading up on the geology and fossils of the area. 
While reading some pages from the Southampton University’s excellent web 
pages about our local geology and history, I found a section on a dinosaur 
known as Scelidosaurus. I am ashamed to say that I knew very little about this 
particular dinosaur before finding this site, a fact that is all the more shocking 
when I found the full extent of Charmouth’s link with this rare creature. 
        The best way to learn about the Scelidosaurus  is through the lives of two 
men, the Charmouth based James Harrison and Richard Owen. The less famous 
and probably the more important was James Harrison. He was a doctor by train-
ing, although ill health prevented him from practising it as a career. Indeed it 
was Harrison’s ill health that got his name associated with one of the most sig-
nificant, yet least known fossil finds of all time. It was his poor health that 
brought him to Charmouth in 1850.  Like  many  at that time he may have 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Scelidosaurus harrisonii  
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been in search of the benefits of sea air. Initially Harrison lived with his sisters 
at No 3 Hillside. He then rented Fernhill. Whilst there he met and   married 
Miss E. M. Ludlow with whom he had two daughters. He then moved to an 
address on Lower Sea Lane. 
         Charmouth, as we all know is possibly the finest stretch of coast for   find-
ing fossils in the British Isles, and as such it has played it played a major part in 
the development in the new science of geology in the early 19th century. Any-
one who has ever tried to talk about fossils to the public will know that most 
people have an interest in Geology and Palaeontology although they often don’t 
realize it. However, this level of interest is nothing compared to the    attention 
received by these subjects two hundred years ago. They were, and  indeed still 
are, at the heart of the debates on such gigantic subjects as the age of the Earth 
and the true nature of how life developed. 
       Evolution and creationism are still very contentious subjects today –      
especially in some of the more conservatively thinking parts of the world; but 
imagine the controversy that they caused two hundred years ago. Until the   
formation of the University of London in 1836, all universities – and there 
weren’t that many back then – were funded, controlled and to some degree 
staffed by the church. 
        Many of the early key players in the great drama of fossil hunting around 
Charmouth were ‘men of the cloth’. Professor William Buckland was a       rev-
erend and the first professor of Geology in the world. Based at Oxford he trav-
eled the country collecting fossils and was a close friend of Mary Anning. 
Along with other numerous achievements, Buckland also had the curious    no-
toriety of having eaten the heart of the  King of France. (It’s a long story).  Wil-
liam Conybeare, the man who described the first plesiosaur, was also a man of 
God, having spent time in the area as Vicar of Axminster. 
       As can be imagined much time was spent attempting to marry field obser-
vations with biblical events such as Noah’s flood, but when views began to ap-
pear that did not match up with or even contradicted accepted religious   doc-
tine, problems started to appear. 
       But I digress. It was into this heated scientific debate that many local  ama-
teur fossil collectors entered; mostly men of leisure with time on their hands or 
professional quarrymen with easy access to rocks and the fossils contained 
within them. Harrison was one of the former, thanks to his ill health, but relied 
heavily on the latter. He personally  found many of the finest Jurassic fossils to 
be discovered on our stretch of coast and paid rewards to the local quarrymen 
who might turn up more material. This was certainly the case with his most 
significant find. 
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In 1858 Harrison found a block on the beach which contained an unusual 
collection of bones. Harrison was already in the habit of communicating with 
the important scientists of the day about his finds and none was arguably more 
important than the man he chose to send his new   discovery . 
           Professor Richard Owen had spent decades building up a reputation as a 
man to talk to about fossils. Among his many accomplishments were the crea-
tion of the Crystal Palace dinosaurs for the Great Exhibition, the tutoring of the 
royal family, the invention of the term “Dinosauria” (terrible lizards) and even-
tually the establishment of the Natural History Museum. (Previously these col-
lections were held at the British Museum). He was ambitious and   capable and 
used all his influence in the scientific and political communities to forward his 
goals, sometimes destroying careers in order to keep his own views and influ-
ence dominant. So perhaps he was not the nicest man around, but his brilliance 
as a scientist was undeniable and in his dealings with Harrison he seems to been 
nothing if not courteous and fair. 
 Owen correctly identified Harrison’s fossil as not only the first complete 
dinosaur skeleton ever to be seen in the world, but at the time the oldest known 
dinosaur ever discovered. Even today this remains one of the  finest British di-
nosaurs ( eclipsed perhaps only by David Sole’s discovery mounted on the wall 
at the Centre), and the earliest known member of the Ankylosaur family of di-
nosaurs. In addition it seemed to support Owen’s original  ideas about  dino-
saurs,  that  they  were  slow,  scaly quadrupedal  and  lumbering  and  not 

 

 

The Drawing of the Claw of a Scelidosaurus 
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 the dynamic, often fast moving creatures advocated by his opponents, (the  
accepted thinking of today). 
        It is surprising therefore that this find was practically forgotten. Owen’s 
workload was so immense that he hardly had time to name the creature between 
research, lobbying, lecturing, debating and writing including an anonymous, 
hostile review of The Origin of Species. Shortly after the discovery of the Sceli-
dosaurus, North America was gripped by the  “Great Bone Rush” which saw 
the rivals Cope and Marsh in competition to name as  many dinosaurs as possi-
ble. The combination of these events meant that the Scelidosaurus and Harrison 
were soon forgotten. 
         Harrison soon became so ill that his correspondence with Owen had to be 
dictated by his wife. Only three years after the sale of the skeleton of the     
Scelidosaurus  to the British Museum Harrison died, leaving the remains of his 
fossil collection to the Philpot  Museum in Lyme Regis. 
        Three years after the opening of his beloved Natural History Museum in 
1881 Owen was knighted. He eventually retired to a house in Richmond Park 
given to him by Queen Victoria, but he never stopped working, publishing   
papers on palaeontology well into his seventies and eighties.   
        Today the first specimen of Scelidosaurus is kept in the back stores of the 
National History Museum and is yet to be researched in  greater detail. As I 
write this article, the situation may be being remedied, with a major new work 
on Harrison’s Scelidosaurus being planned by one of the country’s leading   
experts, Dr. David Norman. He plans to discuss all eight specimens of         
Scelidosaurus harrisonii, all having been found in Charmouth.   
 
      Les Hopper     

             Warden 

                                                                   Charmouth Heritage Coast Centre 

 

 

 

Please Remember: subscriptions for 2006 are due on the  
1st October 2005 

 
 

Don’t forget that the first Tuesday of every month you are 
welcome to drop by the Pavey Room for a cup of coffee/tea 

and a biscuit.  
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Charmouth Beaches 

 

History can be seen as a catalogue of continual change, whether local, national 
or global and for most of us it is based upon the lives and actions of people. 
There are however historic and continuous changes taking place in the    physi-
cal landscape, although in most cases the process is too slow for our short life 
spans to appreciate. It is possible by living in the same place for forty or fifty 
years, to see some of these changes taking place. 
  Comparisons between large-scale Ordnance Survey maps over the past 
hundred years indicate a steady retreat of the entire cliff line from Black Ven to 
Golden Cap, in some stretches between 80 and 100 feet and it is quite obvious 
that this is still an active process! Similarly, anyone who regularly walks the 
local footpaths will have noticed constant change in the river courses as some 
banks are eroded and material deposited elsewhere. A very good example is on 
the approach to the footbridge on the path to Wootton where the river has been 
steadily scooping a large semicircular ‘bite’ out of the field in the last ten to fif-
teen years. 
  The most remarkable and frequent changes however occur on the beach-
es as a result of the combined influence of a number of variable factors to do 
with weather, wave action, beach materials and tides. Wind direction and 
strength are the most obvious as these create waves in the first place, but they 
also produce different types of waves. Onshore waves between SE and SSW       
generate steep waves with a short distance between crests due to the limited 
‘fetch’ – the maximum sea distance across which winds can blow. This varies 
in the Channel between 25 and 150 miles; enough to produce a steep, short        
wavelength sea which can be very dangerous to small boats. When these waves 
reach the shore and break, they plunge downwards, and as there is little time 
between waves for the water to percolate the sand or shingle, most of the    
backwash combs beach material seawards; the bigger the wave, the more        
destructive it is. It has been estimated that large storm waves may exert a    
pressure of 30 tons per square metre; this explains why it is necessary to repair 
the steps each year! Large storm waves tend to break against the sea wall at 
high tide, so the energy moves  material forwards instead of down. The usual 
result is a car park covered in stones. 
 If stormy conditions persist, as happened in the late 80s and early 90s, 
when there was a succession of severe S and SW gales over a period of five to 
six weeks, the entire beach from Charmouth to Black Ven can revert to bedrock 
as the sand was combed out to sea. A dozen, lower-level beach huts were re-
duced to matchwood in about thirty minutes as a result of some of those waves.  
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      In contrast, offshore winds from the N to NW allow flatter constructive 
waves to reach the shore. These swell waves have a low energy and are the 
remnants of Atlantic waves that might have been driven for thousands of miles. 
By the time they reach mid-channel, they are usually small, and upon reaching 
the shore, break elliptically, pushing the finer particles up the beach as the 
swash is more effective than the backwash. Occasionally these waves can be 
very large with long distances between crests, but the ‘push’ effect is the same. 
The longer the northerly winds persist, the more sand is pushed up the beach. 
This year  we have had long periods of these winds, particularly during Febru-
ary and March when there were 28 days of consecutive northerlies – lots of 
sand! 
      Barometric pressure can also have a considerable effect. Apart from influ-
encing winds by depressing tide height in high-pressure situations by half a me-
tre, it will allow the sea to rise higher when pressure is low. Added to this is the 
regular fluctuation between spring and neap tides. Neap tides allow the waves 
to concentrate on a narrower section of the beach, while spring tides can be de-
structive over a broader section. A combination of a high spring tide, very low 
pressure and a storm force on-shore wind, is luckily, something that seldom oc-
curs. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Under-

cut Cliff 

on the 

Beach 



12 

     On Charmouth beach we have every type of beach material from fine sand to 

large boulders and these can have considerable influence on beach changes. 

There is a general W – E movement in the long term all along the south coast as 

a result of longshore drift, but the shape of the coastline determines the amount 

of energy available for movement. Our boulder beach at Black Ven is fairly 

static at the present as it is protected by the steady flow of material from the 

slips, but the remainder of the beach is subject to both short and long term 

changes. The character of the west beach is a very familiar one; the steep    gra-

dient next to the cliff foot is composed of larger material that has been thrust 

there by storm waves and remains there because the effect of backwash is most-

ly lost by easy percolation. This storm ridge also protects the cliff from erosion 

as it is the cliff slipping which causes coastal retreat along this section; the sea 

merely removes the debris. Breach material gradually becomes smaller in size 

downslope, to form a concave gradient as the lower, finer material    allows less 

percolation and more effective backwash. The actual gradient can change al-

most daily as different combinations of the controlling   factors have a variable 

sorting effect on the shingle and sand. Some features appear quite suddenly and 

seldom last long. One of these is the formation of beach cusps –shallow dips in 

the shingle, six to ten feet across and regularly spaced with a pronounced   ridge  

between  each  one.    These  are  a  result of  a  particular 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Beach at Promenade Level in 1970   
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combination of all the factors mentioned earlier and until the use of computers 

their origin was never definitely established. I have come across a very  scholar-

ly article on the subject, but the maths had me floundering! They seem to occur 

more often on the west beach; I have only seen them a few times to the east. 

The east beach is mostly backed by slightly more resistant rock that is exposed 

to a greater degree of wave energy. The material is of smaller size and there is 

no build up of a storm ridge of any extent and the gradient is much more even. 

This allows most high tides to attack the cliff foot. Beach material is being con-

tinually sorted, so it is not unusual to have a sandy beach to St. Gabriel’s one 

week and a stiff plod along a continuous shingle bank on the next. 
      The constant change in beach levels is well illustrated by the ship’s timbers 
that to my knowledge were first exposed near Black Ven in the early 1980s, 
although I would be very interested to know if these were seen prior to that 
date. They were repeatedly covered and exposed and kept from moving by a 
cover of large boulders that were finally washed away about five years ago,  
allowing the timbers to disintegrate. 
      Cliff movements can also leave a relatively permanent mark upon the 
beach, as well as blocking access. After a large fall, the softer material is  rapid-
ly washed out by the high tides leaving an arc of boulders indicating its farthest 
extent. The largest of these arcs is below Black Ven and represents the remains 
of several large-scale movements that took place between 1958 and 1969. The 
shape of these arcs can best be seen from the cliff top, but a more familiar ex-
ample is the arc left by the 1938 fall below Higher Sea Lane about half way to 
Black Ven. The recent collapse on the east beach is now developing a small 
boulder arc. 
       The biggest permanent change in the character of the beach has been due 
to the construction of the steps below the promenade and the associated rock 
armouring. Until this work was carried out in 1993/4 the level of the beach ma-
terial around the promenade was considerably higher. It was often possible to 
step down a few feet from the edge on to the beach and I can remember once 
salvaging an eight-by-four sheet of one-inch plywood by  hauling it bodily over 
the edge. The extra height also served as a storm wave barrier nearer the river, 
although on one memorable occasion in September 1975 an unexpected storm 
force southerly gale swept waves over the crest into the marsh, taking some 
boats as far as the footbridge fence while a group of us struggled in waist deep 
water to rescue the rest. I still own a fibreglass sailing dinghy which has a large 
repaired hole – caused by colliding boats. The waves also swept a great deal of 
sand on to the edge of the marsh, reducing its extent by about twelve feet; it is 
still there. 
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       The defences were built primarily to protect the existing sea wall, that were 
beginning to show signs of age, as well as preventing further erosion of the cliff 
at the western end. The use of large boulders or shaped concrete pieces for sea 
defence has been generally adopted around our coastline as they absorb the ini-
tial shock of breaking waves by staggering the impact and allowing trapped air 
to escape, as it is the compressed air that creates massive damage. Early mutter-
ings about possible disastrous effects seemed to be borne out when, owing to 
the lack of boulders at the eastern end, the sea began to scoop out the beach and 
reduce its height. However, once this was rectified by the  addition of further 
rock armouring things began to settle down, although it was almost impossible 
to move boats over the large rocks at the foot of the beach for some time. The 
process of longshore drift has now built up the shingle and stones to form a 
protective ridge at the western end, while the beach at the eastern end is gradu-
ally increasing in height. 
      It is interesting to note that while exposure of the bedrock below the prome-
nade is now a fairly regular occurrence, it was over twenty years before I saw it 
happen  as a result of a series of severe gales; it took several months to recover 
the sand. Normal W-E movement of beach material now seems to have resumed 
and fluctuations in sand operate on a short-term basis. No one however seems 
to have come up with a long-term method of protecting the smaller steps against 
the constant battering of chert pebbles! 
        Until sometime in the 70s, there were two breakwaters running down to 
the sea below the present car park, the remains of which can still be seen. At the 
end of each one was a small metal basket on a pole that originally marked the 
area that was relatively free from rocks and therefore usable by small boats 
most low tides. This changed completely in 1979 as a side effect of the 
‘Charmouth Flood’, described in a previous article. The high level of the flood 
water brought down river a huge amount of gravel which was spread out much 
farther seawards among the rocks between low and high tides, leaving behind 
the raised delta that is still the main feature of the river mouth. 
       The exit of the Char can vary almost from week to week depending on the 
weather and wave action, occasionally reaching the sea only by seepage 
through a shingle bar. There have been two particularly interesting swings in 
direction. A short period in the 1960s saw the river flowing across the west side 
of the beach below the car park to cut a somewhat hazardous eight-foot drop in 
the shingle. In complete contrast an easterly swing in the 1980s brought the 
river up against the cliff, which made it very difficult to get access to the east 
beach at all. 
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 People who visit Charmouth occasionally must often be surprised by the 
natural changes that have taken place since they last saw it, as even walking the 
beach two or three times a week will usually show some change however small. 
Considering the possible permutations arising from all the factors   mentioned, 
frequent change is not surprising and I can recommend regular beach walking 
as a fascinating way of taking exercise! 
                                                      

 

The Boulder Arc at the Foot of Black Ven from the Golf Course 

 
 

For anyone interested in more detail about various land slips, there is an       
excellent booklet published by the Geographical Association: The West Dorset 
Coast. 
 
         Peter Bide 
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         Ghosts Galore   

                                         For Sophie & Megan 

 

         Last summer, two dear young ladies came to my front door to ask about 
the village ghosts. It was evident that they were intent upon serious  research: 
both were prepared with clipboards and poised pencils, their questions were 
direct and phrased in a manner that reflected some awareness of the ghost busi-
ness and a genuine interest in finding the facts of Charmouth’s manifestations. 
       I knew I had failed -immediately. All I was able to do was to wag a finger 
throughout all points of the compass by pointing towards buildings that they did 
not know, and to places I really didn’t believe ghosts to be. I’d waffled. As they 
said their very polite goodbyes, it was quite apparent that they were very disap-
pointed. They said they would come next year. They haven’t. 
           I should have known better: these young ladies, all the way from Poole, 
probably keen to do well on an assignment for the next term, had all their hopes 
shattered by a person whom they had been told  was supposed to know of these 
things. I fear that their disillusionment might have come at that critical point in 
their young lives, when all those childhood verities - the faith and trust in their 
elders - was cruelly shattered by an insensitive response to their questions. Ir-
reparable harm might have been done to these young minds in that moment. So 
what follows is dedicated to those two young ladies. 
           Charmouth abounds with ghosts; in fact there are so many that the credi-
bility of some/many of them might be just a little bit suspect. It is a  problem 
knowing where to start. One method could be that of the census   enumerators, 
who every ten years, would have started at the Old Mill and worked their way 
up to the top of the village. My preference has been to classify the distinctive 
behaviours of the manifestations. By this means, the following categories have 
been suggested: 
 

(a) Phenomena that are heard or a presence felt. (Evidently the 
most common). 

(b) Phenomena when spectral forms are said to appear – less com-
mon.  

(c) Those that are heard and seen.  The most disturbing occur-
rence, especially to the susceptible. 

 The presence of a mysterious force or forces given to the    
manipulation of objects, usually of the common household 
variety. This is Poltergeist activity. A most disturbing     situa-
tion where objects mysteriously move about apparently of 
their own volition.   An even more distressing experience. 
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(d)  The category where categories A, B,and C are present and an 
alleged physical contact is made. 

 
The Locations: 
It should be stressed that supernatural manifestations are, as one might  suspect, 
confined to the oldest buildings in the village. Reports of presences in modern 
dwellings should be viewed with some suspicion. There is no evidence to date 
of any ghosts showing any social pretension – ‘moving up market‘,  as it were. 
They are extremely conservative in this respect. They abominate change; hence 
their behaviour when disturbed. 
 

The Manifestations 
 
Bow House. Until quite recently it had been a guesthouse. The former          
proprietor was one of the few haunted householders in the village prepared to 
admit publicly to something unaccountable in his house. He and his family had 
all experienced the smell of pipe smoke on occasions in the oldest part of the 
house. None of them smoked. On telling the pipe smoke story to a guest, the 
owner regretted the fact that the smell had not been detected for a long time. 
Upon which the guest said ‘ No wonder – since I was here last you’ve put up 
No Smoking signs’. 
 
The Coachman’s Cottage behind Bow House – now a holiday let – is a good 
example of  Category A phenomena. A previous tenant said that these  manifes-
tations had occurred quite frequently in the past. There were noises and voices 
in the roof and occasionally, there were sudden chilling   sensations as if some-
one had opened a door.  
 
 Albury House. Formerly The Thatched Lodge. There is a well recorded 
‘disembodiment living’ here. She was known as Annie, a truly benign  presence 
of the Category A classification.. The house was bought by the Bowyer-
Smythes in 1910 having just returned from Australia. Of their many children, 
one was in delicate health – Annie. She is remembered as ‘Greaty Granny’ a 
bedridden, very old lady who was always in a room at the front of the house, 
wearing a grey-green sun visor.  She remained in the house after her parents’ 
death and passed to another realm, dying at 96 in 1957. Guests and the family 
have reported indistinct conversations in adjacent rooms, and of that classic 
Category A factor – the  sensation of someone else being in the room. The  pre-
sent owners feel Annie to be a positive presence in the house, benign, welcom-
ing and friendly.  They want her to remain. 
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The Queens Armes.  In the room where Charles II slept in 1652, there were 
reports of guests unaccountably tumbling out of bed in the early hours. This, so 
the landlord said, was Charley’s ghost showing his displeasure that someone 
should have slept in the royal bed. The landlord enjoyed telling this story in the 
hope of generating the odd goose bump among the guests.  He admitted much 
later that the tumble had only been reported  by one guest and this, the landlord 
said, was due to the underside of a mattress being made of a new   material 
called nylon. He enjoyed telling his story.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
   

 

 Maggie Pratt 

 

 

The Poltergeists. The most star tling category D story I have heard came 
from a B and B at the top of the village.  The report was of the presence of a 
hyperactive, wild and noisy ghost, a Poltergeist. The proprietors described it as 
a mischievous spirit that liked to show off by moving ashtrays and cutlery, 
opening and closing doors.  Even more disconcerting was to be told of pots of 
marmalade sailing around the kitchen on occasions. Its   presence in the house 
as viewed with evident fondness by the family and by the children particularly, 
who being  witnesses to  the spirit’s activity, considered it all to be great fun. 
This I learned first hand - the story that is.  
 
 The Great Fire of Charmouth. On the site of the Post Office, Morgan’s and 
Devonedge there were once two thatched cottages. (There is a photograph of 
them in the Pavey Room).   One  of  these was said to be  haunted.   The owner 
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was a man  named Cornick who was known to be a heavy drinker. Pavey     
recalls a story told by the village carpenter, Harry Stamp, about his cousin 
Rose, who as a girl had worked as a housemaid for Cornick. Harry’s grandfa-
ther was Cornicks` gardener. No servants would stay in the house, as the heavy 
furniture would be mysteriously moved around at night. After the Great Fire of 
1894, when the cottages were burnt down, Harry’s grandfather, whilst  clearing 
the site, found the skeleton of a baby under  the kitchen floor. No buildings 
were built on the site of the cottages until 1932. 
  
The Court.  Nick Stapleton, who was raised in the Court, then a hotel, re-
called Category C manifestation that had been experienced by various guests. 
He   recounted these incidents in The Village Echo No.6 Autumn 2001. Nick’s    
father told of a flustered guest at breakfast one morning, who for some reason 
had gone downstairs in the early hours. On being asked the cause of her dis-
tress, the lady kept repeating  ‘they would not let me pass, several of them, at 
least two or three’. Father never learned what the guest had actually seen. She 
left. On another occasion Nick’s sister was in the garden when she saw a man 
on the lawn that she took to be a guest. He appeared to be oddly clad,   attired in 
the style of the 1930s, when she looked up again – a mere split second later– the 
form had disappeared. It was thought that he may have been one of those spec-
tres seen by that lady at breakfast. The Court also experienced the standard 
ghost noises in the roof, with conversation, laughter and singing. There were 
also footsteps in the corridors above when the house was empty. There were 
other reports of a brown suited man carrying a suitcase being seen in the house 
when it was supposed to be empty. (I must find out if he still appears from the 
current owners). 
 
The Elms. Although there is very little sign of its antiquity, the Elms is of   
Tudor origin.  There is some evidence to support the belief that a supernatural 
presence still exists in the building and  further evidence suggests that it is not a 
happy one. Strange noises emanate from the rooms above the Pavey Room. 
Having been on duty in that room on Thursday evenings for over five years, I 
can say these disturbances are not infrequent. There is a certain restlessness 
above; the noises are of sudden, sporadic, movements, with heavy footfalls 
sometimes heard on the stairs and outside my office. Infrequently, I have heard 
the sound of a toilet being flushed. One evening I believe I saw something – 
unnatural - to say the least. I was very tired at the time and it was the briefest of 
illusions - if that is what it really was – but   from  the  little  light  from  my   
partially open door   I had the impression of a tall, bearded man,  with  glasses  
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and an anxiety-fraught face as he tapped earnestly on the door of the Parish 
Office. It seemed to be trying to communicate with someone or                 some-
thing within - which was odd; it was 9.30 at night. In the time it took to open 
my door fully, it had disappeared. I could not understand it. 
 I woke up when my head hit the keyboard.   
 
 
Charmouth House Hotel. There are two stories from the Pavey Papers that 
could be considered ‘odd’. In 1897 a guest sat reading in a little sitting room on 
the second floor of the  hotel when someone came in. The guest could see no 
one. It was a very vivid impression.   She  spoke  aloud  to  the presence but it 
did not answer. The same thing occurred a day or so later: she spoke again, and 
again there was no response.  She never went into that room again. The guest 
returned home to London and on telling her mother of the ghostly incident, 
learned to her astonishment that her mother and her grandmother had had iden-
tical experiences in that same room. The other tale was of a man in 1937 who 
was awakened by a fearful yell. At the window he saw “a horribly fiendish face 
- the devil incarnate”. At breakfast the next morning there was a  telephone call 
from Germany – his only brother had died that night! Would this be Category A 
or B situation?  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
     Maggie Pratt 

 
 

The Devil In-

carnate  
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The Limes (Charmouth Lodge).  This is the location of the r ichest source of 
pure spookiness in the village – Category E   without doubt!  The house is one 
of the grandest in the village, but by no means among the oldest. It was built in 
1830 on the ancient site it is believed, of a convent or nunnery. Ghosts abound! 
There are at least four sane reliable people in the village today who say they 
have experienced one or more of these manifestations in the house. The sources 
of these tales are well documented. Ellis Long, a prominent citizen of the vil-
lage, interviewed Joan Whittington for the Dorset Evening News in 1974, who 
told him of the frequent appearances of a young lady in white.    Another was of 
a grey-clad monk  always seen walking slowly from the house, through walls 
and into the garden. This apparition was always to be seen on Hallowe`en. This 
spectre has been verified on two occasions by other  residents of  the house as 
recently as 1999. The Whittington family in Charmouth consisted of the mother 
and five daughters. They were the last of a very famous line, their great ances-
tor being no less than Richard (Dick) Whittington, perhaps the most famous 
Lord Mayor of London. As recorders of the  supernatural, their credibility could 
be trusted. Joan Whittington told of the ‘White Lady’ as she became known, 
who would appear at least once a year and was seen to walk though walls as 
recently as 1979.  This was again seen within the last fourteen years. She was 
said to be a sad young presence but did not disturb the family in the least. There 
was one dramatic exception to her  behaviour reported. In the 1950s, the Rever-
end J. Robinson, a relative of the Whittingtons, was playing the piano by can-
dlelight one night when the White Lady entered the room and laid cold hands 
upon him, clutching him about the throat. He stopped playing. It is told that the 
reverend gentleman never entered that room again. Something of the possible 
origin of these ‘hauntings’ was  revealed to Ellis Long by  Joan Whittington.  
She told him of a damp smell in the drawing room. Bert Smith, a local builder 
was called and found dry rot in the boards. Under the floor an ancient well was 
discovered with the skeleton of a young woman upon it. This was thought to be 
the remains of the White Lady and an explanation of her presence in the house. 
In an attempt to avoid the  obvious publicity that would arise from the discov-
ery, the rector’s advice was sought and very discreetly, the remains were taken 
at night and buried in a  secret spot in the church cemetery. It was said that the 
White Lady was never seen again.  However, John Farrell’s dog would never 
pass the house without straining at the leash to cross to the other side of the 
road. 
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       For fuller accounts of these events I would refer you to Leslie                 
Baragwaneth’s article on The Limes’ Ghosts which was in The Village Echo 
No.4. Another excellent account by ‘S.M.’  can be found in The Village Echo 
No5. Ellis Long’s article was published on Monday, December 23rd 1974 in the 
Dorset Evening News. There is a copy in The Pavey Room. 
 
Finally 
Sir Arthur Conan Doyle was a dedicated ghost hunter. He came to Charmouth 
more than once. He stayed at the Coach and Horses in order to find out more 
about our manifestations. He had heard reports of  The Limes, Ghosts and of 
the child’s body found in Gorlick’s house as reported above. Here is a  record 
of his visit in 1894. The following extract was sent to me by Mr Sydney Tread-
gold CBE. 

 
 

The Doctor, the Detective and Arthur Conan Doyle 
 By Martin Booth 1997.  Hodder & Stoughton. 

  
Just before leaving for America, Conan Doyle took part in another sort of 
Sport: ghost-hunting. With Dr Sydney Scott and Frank Podmore, leading 
members of the Society for Psychical Research, he went to Charmouth in 
Dorset where a number of spiritual disturbances were said to be occurring 
at the home of a Colonel Elmore. According to Jerome K. Jerome, these 
turned out to be the responsibilities of the colonel’s very-much-alive but 
neurotic middle-aged spinster daughter who agreed to stop her pranks so 
long as her father was not told. In his autobiography, Conan Doyle makes 
no mention of this but remarks that, several years later, a child’s skeleton 
was unearthed, which was the root cause of the phenomena. 

 
N.B. I tried to find the address of Col. Elmore without luck. I can only assume 
that he lived in a short-term lease property – a very common practice judging 
by the number of annual lease documents we have. It’s a good story  neverthe-
less and I am quite prepared to believe it. 

 
                                                                                Peter M. Press 



23 

Flight from Burma  

 

         In 1941 the Nazi German successes on land, sea and in the air during the 
previous year had brought Britain to the lowest point in her history. The se-
quence of disasters in 1940 are well known. On December 7th 1941 the   Japa-
nese attack in Pearl Harbour forced the Americans into the war. The immediate 
effect of neutralizing the American presence in the Far East and the Pacific, 
albeit briefly, gave the Japanese the opportunity to ‘absorb’ the  European colo-
nies in the Far East. The French, Dutch and pre-eminently the British colonies 
were rapidly overrun. Japan, already at war with China, had a powerful military 
presence in that country and was ready to pounce upon the weakly defended 
European colonies. This they did with astonishing speed and all the South East-
ern Asian states fell to them. 
        On January 14th 1942 Japanese forces crossed the Salween River to      
invade what was then the British colony of Burma. The speed of this is an   in-
dication of the planning and preparedness of the Japanese – the crossing of the 
Salween was only a month after Pearl Harbour. 
        Burma, now named Myanmar, is a long narrow state bound by China,   
India, and Thailand and with a long narrow extension on the Malay peninsula. 
The larger Burmese centres, the great port of Rangoon, Mandalay and the other 
cities on the Irrawaddy were the more important primary targets of the Japanese 
invasion. Myitkyina was the end of the road and railway to the north. Beyond, 
is an area now named Nagaland - the northernmost point of Burma. It is a re-
mote land of sparse population and dense jungle, bordered by the Naga Hills to 
the west and the even greater peaks beyond. These hills form the border be-
tween Burma and India and were of great significance in the terrible events that 
transpired there in that fateful year 1942. An account of this tragedy came into 
my hands very recently, describing the remarkable experiences of a husband 
and wife, now  living a much quieter life than formerly, in our village: Neil and 
Winnie North. 
       The account  - Flight from Burma - recalls the extraordinary challenge of 
evacuating tens of thousands of refugees moving west in an attempt to escape 
from the advancing Japanese. The great majority of these refugees were in   
effect ‘foreigners’ within Burma, being Anglo-Indian and Anglo-Burmese civil 
servants and their families. These people, the ‘Anglos’, had constituted the 
northern Burmese colonial establishment that administered the country for the 
British.  Among these there was an admixture of some Europeans, Gurkhas and 
other local people whose interests were thrown into chaos by the Japanese 
threat.  So, being  non-native, their survival depended totally on getting out of 
the country. It is a most harrowing tale. The source of this little known tragedy 
as found in a modest publication entitled: 
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Flight From Burma, Shinbwiyang , the Charnel House of Death Valley. 
      It is based upon the diaries of two truly exceptional men, Benjamin Katz 
and Donald Warner, both privates in the Royal Army Medical Corps whose 
diaries and later official reports gave details of the horror experienced by the 
refugees.  
         Shinbwiyang was a village at the head of the Hukawng Valley, the nearest 
point to the Indian border . It became the most westerly concentration point for 
the refugees prior to their attempt to cross the mountains to India. It also be-
came the site of untold suffering. It must be appreciated that these  refugees had 
already undertaken unbelievable hardships in getting to  Shinbwiyang in the 
first place; their losses on their approach to the village will never be known. 
The earlier attempts at escape made at Myikyina met with disaster. Relief 
planes attempting to evacuate the masses gathered at the airport had been ma-
chine gunned and bombed by the Japanese aircraft, with terrible loss of life. 
Only one of the RAF transport planes survived the attack. 
         At Shinbwiyang on the 6th May there were some 40,000 refugees there, 
with an estimated 800 people arriving daily. The plan was that by establishing a 
number of camps en route, the refugees would have some shelter in the stages 
of their trek through jungle, across rivers swollen by monsoon rains, and then 
the ordeal of climbing to a pass in the Naga Hills,  before the descent to the 
reception centre at Margherita in India - a journey of some 250 miles.  The 
problems were almost insuperable from the start: the refugees, mainly women 
and children, had to walk the distance.  They had to be fed, sheltered, and    
protected from other marauding bands and above all, their health  had to be     
maintained. The greatest hazard of all was the monsoon.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Winnie and Neil North 

2005 
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       The chief of Shinbwiyang, Du Hawng, was of great assistance to Neil. He 
escorted the pregnant Winnie over the desperate route when it was little more 
than a track through the jungle. She arrived in Margherita on the 18th May be-
fore the great flood of refugees developed. 
       It was into this desperate scenario that the name of Neil North enters the 
frame. Neil was a young man serving in that remote part of Empire as a Politi-
cal Officer, his task to administer and respond to the needs of local populations.  
With the problems created by the arrival of the desperate refugee columns his 
responsibilities were compounded dramatically. In an attempt to coordinate 
procedures for the care of the refugees, he had to assume absolute control . He 
had to coordinate food drops and medical supplies from  RAF and American 
’planes. Aircraft would drop supplies for those at the take-off point for the 
mountain trek. He had to make every effort to ensure that rationing of food was 
equable and to resist looters; sometimes matters having to be resolved at the 
point of a gun. He had to fend off raiding elements such as the Chinese, local 
tribes, even from army units who tried to take the scant food supplies from the 
camp as they moved through the area. Donald Warner’s  diary records almost 
daily the number of looters that were shot. It was in these roles that Ptes Katz 
and Warner’s worth was shown. They were Neil’s staunchest support. Their 
conduct in defending the stores of food and their  efforts to treat the horrifying 
cocktail of tropical diseases with the drugs that arrived intermittently by air-
drop,  were beyond praise. They like everyone else were infected to some de-
gree.  Everyone suffered from chronic diarrhea; the causes of which could be 
attributed to a long list of  possibilities including cholera, malaria, bacillary and 
amoebic dysentery, typhoid and paratyphoid, yellow  fever, sandfly and black-
water fever and more. In the camp Warner  recorded the daily number of deaths 
until he himself succumbed on the 18th September 1942.  
           In their approach to Shinbwiyang and in the stages between camps over the 
Naga Hills, the refugees, suffering from exhaustion, malnutrition, exposure and 
despair;  these afflictions proved fatal. The mortalities could never be even  
estimated. The horror witnessed on the marches as recorded in the letters of 
Katz and Warner is indescribable. The sight of  unburied corpses strewn along 
the track, the stench, the  groups of women and children literally awaiting death  
simply defied belief. 
         There seemed to be no limit to Neil’s energies. His many tasks were com-
pounded by RAMC medical officers absenting themselves from their  responsi-
bilities at the camp. Another doctor proved  totally inept in the face of so much 
suffering. As Political Officer Neil was the only speaker of the local languages 
and was continually sought out in other areas to organize help with the refugee 
column.  He  was  assisted by the personal  loyalty  of  chiefs of  the  
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Naga and Katchin people and by this means was able to gain intelligence of the 
political climate within the near void of the evacuated area. On another occa-
sion he walked the escape route over rivers and mountains to the   headquarters   
of Refugee   Organisation   in  Margherita   in   India  and  back  
inspecting and reporting  on all the refuge camps on the way.   
 Much of this time he was ill.  He suffered frequent bouts of fever that 
left him weak and ill. Fortunately by the end of the monsoon the refugee   prob-
lem had eased to the extent that Shinbwiyang camp and all the other   staging 
camps were closed.  After several other adventures Neil was invalided out of 
Burma  in the toilet of a Catalina flying boat, and hospitalized at Shillong. Upon 
recovery Neil returned to Shinbwiyang, this time at 60mph along a newly built 
road. When Myitkyina was liberated, Neil was promoted to Civil Administra-
tion Officer. Winnie, who had been evacuated from Shinbwiyang earlier in 
1942, joined Neil with their baby daughter. He was awarded the MBE for his 
outstanding service in Burma during the Japanese invasion of that country.  
   After the independence of Burma in 1948, Neil entered the Colonial          
Administrative Service, serving in several African states then joining ICI   
headquarters in London, retiring in 1977. Then in 1996 he obtained a PhD in 
Oriental Languages. He and Winnie live at the top of Charmouth, are in good 
health and are seen frequently at the shops in the village. 

 

Cornelius W. North M.B.E. 

 

“It is difficult to find words to describe the resourcefulness and courage of 
‘Neil’ North himself. A relatively junior officer of the civil government (of Bur-
ma) he found himself confronted with a situation that would have turned many a 
more experienced man’s reason. But throughout the long monsoon months he 
stuck to his post in Shinbwiyang, and by his personal example and the exercise 
of strict discipline and an iron will he prevented a tragedy  becoming a whole-
sale disaster. At one period with Chinese troops and refugees on his hands, 
North’s troubles seemed almost insupportable. The death rate among the refu-
gees had risen to fifty a day and North was having great difficulty in burying 
the corpses, whilst the Chinese, armed but hungry, were disposed to demand 
more that their fair share of the very limited quantities of food available. But he 
carried manfully on and for services to his fellow men, which rank with the 
great epics of siege warfare, a grateful  government rewarded him with the 
M.B.E.” 
                                   Geoffrey Tyson: Forgotten Frontier 1945 
          
          P.M. Press 



Important Notices 

 
It has come to our notice that there were several printing errors the last issue of 
the Echo. These were due, I am told, to the inability of our two printers to talk 
to one another. Machines are wilful. 
The outcome is that we have undertaken a major re-edit of all the issues from 
Nos. 1 to issue  No.17. We are very sensitive to the situation.  Therefore we 
would ask that if there are significant errors in your past copies of The Village 
Echo, please return them to the Pavey Room so that a corrected copy may be 
sent to you. 
 
It’s that time of the year when annual subscriptions fall due. The beginning of 
the Pavey Group year is always in late September. This year the AGM   will be 
held on :    29th September 2005   7.30pm at the Elms 
 
                           We will be very pleased to receive your annual membership 
subscription at the AGM. 
 
For Advertisers and Sponsors may I remind you that in both of these most  gen-
erous means of support, your family membership be included in your       adver-
tisement or sponsorship. 
 
 

Winter Programme Part 1 

The following dates have been scheduled for our pre-Christmas activities: 
 

Thursday 29th September   Annual General Meeting.      7.30 The Elms 
 

Thursday October 27th           Old Charmouth                 7.30 The Elms 
This will be one of our ‘reconstructive history’ sessions. Total involvement! 

 
        Thursday November 17th       The Civil War       7.30 the Village Hall 

A presentation of the impact of the conflict upon Dorset society by 
    Dr. Karen Mew 

 
Saturday December 10th   Christmas Coffee Morning      10 a.m. The Elms 

Thursday 19th January      Wine & Cheese Evening        7.30 The Elms 
 

Please keep an eye open for the posters in usual places for final details of meetings.  
Posters are always on display a week before functions. There is always a  

possibility of an additional meeting or of changes of topic to the scheduled ones.  
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CLIST FINANCIAL 
MANAGEMENT LTD.  EA`S 
EAST WING, THE STREET, 

CHARMOUTH,  
DORSET, DT6 6RE 
TEL:- 01297 561005 

D.COZENS 

Removals 
Delivery on any item or Part load 

34, Bridge Rd , Charmouth. 
Tel: 01297 560773 

PATTIMORE 
High Class Family Butcher 

Poultry & Game Dealer 
All Local Farm Fresh Meat. Home Made 
Sausages, Cooked Hams, Pasties & Pies 

The Street, Charmouth. Tel 560757 

street 

studio 
Charmouth art 



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 

Mary Davis 
Ed Bowditch 

John Williams  
Vera Matthews 
Geoff Restorick                     

Charmouth Fayre 
Pat & John Stamp  
Gill & Roger Joye  

Jeff  & Carol Prosser  
Peter & Maggie Press 

Charmouth Companions 
Mallory & Pauline Hayter 
Francis Lock, Pharmacist  

Kenneth & Tanya Bradford                             
Malcolm & Heather Bowditch 
Ray & Rosalind,  Stow House  

Ian & Alison  Shilston, Morgans  
James & Valerie Hatcher, Braggs  

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    

Caroline & John Davis, The Hensleigh Hotel 
Philip & Carol Mapstone, The Queens Armes   
Ian and Liz Simpson, The White House Hotel 

          Mike Smith, Frampton, Smith & Partners, Accountants 
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Plants 
  For  
  Sale 

    TEA ROOM & 
WALLED GARDEN 
 
OPEN EASTER TO  
      OCTOBER 

Ray and Rosalind 
The Street, Charmouth 

Tel :- 01297 561228 

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 

Would you like to  

advertise ? 
 

Please contact Peter Press on   
Tel:- 01297 560647    



  

The Royal Oak 
The Street, Charmouth. 

Palmers Real ales 
Carol & Jeff Prosser 
01297 560277 

  

FRANCIS LOCK 
M.R. PHARMS.S 

PHARMACIST 
CHARMOUTH 

Developing & Printing 
Kodak Films 

Toiletries & Cosmetics 

 

       Tel :- Charmouth 560261 
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         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 Breakfast 
                       5 minutes from the Beach  

Would you like to  

advertise ? 

Please contact Peter Press on   
Tel:- 01297 560647    

Vincent `s 
  HAIR DESIGN 

 

THE STREET CHARMOUTH 
       DORSET DT6  6PU 

 Telephone: (01297) 560221 

 Swansmead 
  Bed and Breakfast 
  Riverway, Charmouth 

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

E-mail: anthea@swansmead.co.uk 

 
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 
        (James & Valerie Hatcher) 
                                              for a 

              Friendly Welcome and  
             Value For Money 
         

                     Tel: 01297 560052 

  MIKE BOWDITCH 
  Builder and General 
   Maintenance Work 

 
       Tel : 01297 560129 

The George Inn 

10th Century Coach House 
Bar Snacks   -  Full Restaurant 

Real Ales 
Large Garden & play Area  

Dean & Marie Herbert 
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