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The Village Echo
Editorial
Once again my sincerest thanks to all of the excellent folk whose input
have made this and every previous issue of The Village Echo possible. The Editorial is always the last scribble to be done before publication, serving in effect
as the tying of the bow for the completion of the issue. The mood verges on the
euphoric – at least as far as I am concerned; the task is done. The
articles
are in, the transcription and illustrations are in place, all is ready for the final,
final edit. The proofers are poised. Jeff Prosser has completed the layout and is
deftly manipulating photographs to conform to his exemplary standards. All
that remains is for piles of 90gm paper and tons of toner to be thrown in the
Pavey Room where Richard Stirk and his most able team, namely Monica
Harris, Avril Smith and hopefully Roy assemble the initial 350+ copies ready
for distribution. There is a brief but happy time before we start again on the
next issue.
Of this issue, the twentieth, Peter Childs has again added to his
excellent series of Tales from the Forge and of the Dorsetshire Regiment. A
new contributor, Sam Scriven, has submitted an interesting and relevant
account on traditional local building materials. Sam is a geologist and a
warden of the Charmouth Heritage Coast Centre. Thank you, Sam, for what is a
genuine local historical theme. Similarly, David Bettes has written yet
another topical piece of local news, concerning the possible future of the
Charmouth Tunnel. Your suggestions have been invited.
Peter Bide’s observations on a century of Charmouth weather are again
totally appropriate local history. We are quite familiar with daily
manifestations of weather; the subject is after all our first awareness of the day and
the subject of our first social niceties of the morning - invariably a
negative
one of course. But all those fogs! How often have we wondered at the distinct
local differences in fog, rain or snow, between Bridport, Lyme and Axminster? Now we know: all is revealed. What is more, I have been
effectively reminded of the definition of such lovely terms as temperature
inversion
and advection fog: I’m sure I will air the terms in future
conversations
– to great effect of course.
Of Maisie’s obituary, I realise there are great gaps in her story. I am so sorry.
The account I gave was information gathered at a lunchtime chat over five
years ago. We said we’d talk again but never did in such detail. If you would
care to contribute to a fuller biography of her with any other information on her
remarkable presence in Charmouth – please do.
The Ed.
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Building Dorset
In attempting to assess the history of a community it is important to
consider certain aspects of its local environment. These would include the
architectural styles, its industrial heritage, the landscape and perhaps its
impact upon the character of the people. All of these threads are woven
intrinsically into the tapestry of local, regional or national history. Something
that is of vital importance, but can sometimes be overlooked, is the literal
bedrock upon which our towns and villages are built.
Before the advent of road and rail haulage and cheap mass-produced
goods, geology controlled agricultural land use; even the stone available to
build your house affected the appearance of an area and also the type of jobs
available.
As an example, consider the building stone used in Dorset. Our World
Heritage Site Jurassic Coast is a wonder because the arrangement of the rock
layers to be seen on our cliffs allows a visual 'walk through time'. From
Triassic rocks near Exmouth to the Cretaceous Chalk around Studland, a steady
plod at beach level would pass through about 190 million years worth of the
Earth’s history. But the convenient exposure of these rocks in the cliff face,
mirrors the same pattern that underlies the green fields of this fair county. And
where is the best exposure of stone as you move inland? It is to be seen in the
pubs and the churches, manor houses and barns, in those well-trodden routes
through towns and villages to the dusty country paths where we find an escape.
Now, to the geologist, exposures of rock that are not 'in situ', that is to say still a
part of the bedrock, are of little interest, but for our purposes we are
beginning to see why local geology can have a dramatic effect on the character
of a place.
If we move back towards the coast for a moment, it is easy to
demonstrate this relationship. Take any coastal town or village near our shores
and examine the stone used in the older buildings. Then look at the nearby cliff
faces. You are bound to see the stone used in those buildings was once a part of
a local cliff face. Cliffs were rarely excavated for building stone, but
somewhere nearby there would probably have been a quarry providing similar
stone for the needs of the community. Not any old stone would do however.
Stone used for building needs to be strong, resistant to weathering,
non
-porous and, last but most importantly, it had to be easy to get at. To say that
every type of stone present in the cliffs of the Jurassic coast is also used in construction would be a lie. But it is true to say that every stone has its own uses
and effects on the landscape.
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Now that a context has been set, let us get down to the business of
defining Charmouth from a geological perspective. The river valley itself owes
its existence to a geological fault line between the east and west cliffs. Fault
zones are commonly exploited by rivers, as the bedrock is weaker there and
more easily eroded. The formation of a valley was inevitable. Indeed it is the
faulting of the local geology that produces the high hilltops and low steep-sided
valleys. Where there is a valley there is almost always a fault below the valley
floor. Without the high cliffs and close undulations of the coast,
Charmouth
would not enjoy its own interesting and sometimes very misty weather.
A typical type of stone used for construction in Dorset is limestone. Most
limestone can be cut and shaped easily into blocks, also known as ashlars. If
however, getting such stone were more trouble than it was worth, then anything
close that was suitable would have been used. This seems to have been the case
in Charmouth. Lyme Regis had Lower Lias grey limestone to build with, while
Bridport, Symondsbury and Chideock had the sandy coloured Inferior Oolite.
These limestones would have been purposefully quarried, but for Charmouth the beach stones were good enough. The most abundant rock types on
Charmouth beach suitable for building are the limestone boulders and
fragments of chert and flint. Limestone can be badly damaged by weathering,
so chert and flint were the favourites.

Typical local building materials: Beach Stones and Field Stones e.g.
lime stone and lias, chert and flint.
The brick was used to repair burnt out flues.
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The source of chert and flint is from the gravel caps of the hills
surrounding Charmouth and from the greensand. Chert and flint are both
siliceous concretions that form in sedimentary rocks. Chert has a sugary
texture because it forms when silica fills the pore spaces in sandstone (chert
comes from the Upper Greensand beds). Flint is found only in chalk beds,
forming as a result of the breakdown of microscopic silica skeletons of
plankton. Flint and chert have been recognised as useful stones since Neolithic
times. They are both very hard, highly resistant to weathering and can look
attractive due to their glassy nature, if you get a fresh surface. Beach material is
often dominated by chert and flint, washed down rivers after the softer rocks in
which they are found have been eroded away.
Chert and flint have been used commonly in garden walls, cottages and
churches - St. Andrew's Church in Charmouth is a prime example. The way
chert and flint are used can give a variety of finishes to structures.
Limestone was used not only for building blocks but also to make
cement. The Heritage Coast building was once a cement factory which crushed
and incinerated lime stone pebbles collected from the beach to produce cement.
Although the factory had a short operational run, it does suggest that local
people knew that the right resources for cement making were at hand.
Villagers would almost certainly have made their own cement to use in their
own building projects.

An unusual village structure – ashlar blocks.
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P.M.P.

The Old Cement Factory 1998

Farming has enjoyed the use of both lush pasture and well-drained
arable land in the area of Charmouth. The clay washed down into the valley
floor affords superb grassland for dairy herds. The upper greensand higher in
the hills allows better drainage of the soil and the resultant loam is perfect for
planting crops.
So what sort of jobs might you have expected to perform as an historic
resident of Charmouth? You could have been a dairy herdsman or milkmaid
thanks to the clay-lined valleys, perhaps even a potter for the same reason. Or
perhaps you would have spent the harvest mowing hay or gathering corn off the
slopes. You might even have been paid to help collect building material from
the beach for a new house or wall.
I hope this has illustrated how important the local rock types can be to a
community. These simple observations can be applied to any area, not just
Dorset but the entire country. It’s basically about making the best of what is at
hand - and I'm sure you'll agree that what we've got is pretty good.
Sam Scriven
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Charmouth Weather
As a geographer, one of the first things I did on coming to Charmouth in
1960 was to set up a basic weather station – which sounds more impressive than
it was – using a rain gauge, maximum and minimum thermometers, a wind vane
and a barograph I acquired at a sale for £6. With these I was able to begin daily
observations, which I have continued with a few short exceptions up to the
present. The readings were switched from Monkton Wyld to Charmouth in
1980, 400ft lower, but reasonably compatible. While researching for a lecture
series in the 1980s I was able to access the records for Weymouth from 1900 to
1960, which gave me a climatic record for Dorset for over a hundred years.
Keeping weather records over a long period in the same place is interesting not
only for indications of change but also as a factual repository of what the actual
weather was like at any particular time. This is occasionally useful, as using my
barograph trace I have been able to pinpoint the day and precise time that a
damaging gale took place in order to support an insurance claim.
I have found that memories are very short when it comes to
remembering what weather was like even a short time later, probably because it
changes so often, but we do remember the extremes. The winter of 1947 is an
example made worse by fuel shortages, but probably the winter that sticks in
everyone’s mind is 1963, reputed to be the coldest since 1830. As this falls
within my personal records I have statistics that speak for themselves:

A total snowfall, with blizzards, of 24 inches that lay frozen for 43 days
from December 26 1962. The daily maximum temperature exceeded the
average minimum temperature only five times, and the temperature was
below freezing for 24 hours on 21 days dropping to –8 degrees C (18 F)
four times. The temperatures on the whole were 7 degrees C lower
than the average and 2 degrees C colder than any other winter in the
20th century.
One of the reasons for the intense, prolonged cold was that the pressure
system was static, with stable, blocking high pressure preventing change.
Unfortunately this “high” was also associated with damp air, which caused an
almost continuous “anticyclonic gloom” with rare glimpses of the sun. The
result was little chance of a daylight thaw.
Everyone has memories of that winter and I have two in particular. One
of them is struggling up to Monkton Wyld through snowdrifts, which blocked
the old road at Penn, the high hedges trapping wind-blown snow. The other
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concerned my car, a decrepit 1937 Ford 8. Once the major drifts had been
cleared, the roads remained icy but I managed the daily trip to Monkton Wyld
using soft tyres and bouncing off the occasional hedge, there being little other
traffic. One very cold morning my leaking radiator blew water back on the
engine and froze my accelerator solid .
The other cold spell which might bring back a few memories is that of
1978, one of several cold winters. This occurred, like 1947 in February, and
although comparatively short-lived - about ten days - the 24 inches of snow
coupled with blizzards caused considerable chaos, with The Street impassable
for traffic for several days. In fact, before the by-pass was built it was a fairly
regular occurrence in many winters for heavy vehicles to fail to negotiate the
slippery surface of The Street; gritting was done by hand from bins.
Incidentally, the coldest temperatures I have ever recorded were in January
1987 with –10C and February 1991 with –9C.
After the hot summer of 1959 there was a period of fifteen years of
changeable summers. Then came 1976. The temperatures for June, July and the
first weeks of August were above average; a continuous hot spell like this is
very unusual for Charmouth. There were two days with temperatures of 32C
and 33C, the highest I have recorded, as our summer temperatures are
invariably lower than those quoted on forecasts owing to the cooling effect of
the sea. The long drought that occurred was not entirely due to the lack of rain,
although there was one period of twenty-seven consecutive dry days and
another a little later of forty days. 1973 had one of the lowest rainfall totals
since 1900 and although 1974 was average, 1975 was well below; the result
being that there was little overall replenishment of ground water for three years.
It was this, coupled with excessive evaporation in 1976, that caused the water
shortage.
Equally interesting was the sudden end to that long drought, with
7 inches of rain in September; 11.3 inches in October; (one of the highest in my
records) and 5 inches in November. This was two-thirds of the normal annual
rainfall in three months. Another very wet month was October 1960 with
10.5 inches, but as rainfall was spread out over the month for both of these,
there were no dramatic deluges, only soggy fields.
Rainfall can vary considerably over quite short distances. Charmouth for
example, has lower rainfall in general than either Beaminster or Dorchester
because of the configuration of the hills and we often miss thunderstorms,
which can be aggravating in a dry period. It is usually the high intensity
rainfall that people remember, as the effects are more dramatic. Weather
records tend to submerge these occasions in monthly totals, but some stay in
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the memory. May 1979, with a total 7.8 inches was a record for that month, but
we remember the 1.75 inches a few hours that caused the dramatic
Charmouth flood. Even this was overshadowed by the deluge of 1954 in
Martinstown, when 11 inches fell in 12 hours – three quarters of a million
gallons per square mile. Storm-force winds occur occasionally but are rarely
remembered unless they cause local damage. These are recorded on my
barograph as sudden falls in air pressure, as in 1987 when the needle almost
plunged to the bottom of the chart. There was a similar fall more recently in
December 2005. The greater proportion of these winds blow from the SW and
we are protected to some extent by the angle of the cliffs, but sometimes we are
subjected to storm-force gales from the south that can cause some damage. I
have memories of one such gale in 1995 when the fibreglass mat/ bitumen cover that had protected my nail-rotted slates since 1960 was ripped off in large
sheets to wrap themselves round the electricity cables on the other side of the
road, causing a three-hour power cut for a section of The Street!
Fog can be a nuisance, but it is rarely dense enough to be much of a
hazard. There are two kinds that affect us. Hill fog is really a very low cloud
cover and while frequently shrouding the local hills, it is not as dense as in the
higher areas of the A35 near Askerswell. Advection fog on the other hand can
affect us more, as this occurs when a relatively warm onshore breeze passes
over a cooler sea surface causing condensation. Advection fog tends to happen
in late spring and early summer, before the sea has had time to warm up, and it
clings to the lower slopes of the hills. For those living at the lower levels of
Charmouth it can be surprising to suddenly burst out in bright sunshine at the
top of the hill. Even worse are those days when we have a belt of coastal fog,
sometimes lasting for days, while half a mile inland, people are basking in the
summer sun. Occasionally when the ground cools rapidly at night, convection
fog can form in the layers of cold air, but this is confined to the Char valley and
is short-lived.
There is an often-quoted aphorism among geographers:
“The British Isles doesn’t have a climate, it only has weather.”
Our position facing the Atlantic at our particular latitude is the reason for
sudden and often unpredictable changes in weather pattern, with
alternating sequences of stable and unstable air conditions. The root cause of all
this is the presence of one of the narrow, fast-moving streams of air that
encircle the earth about 8km high – the “jet streams”. Our particular jet stream
that controls the weather is the “Polar Front Stream” along the boundary
between warm tropical air and cold polar air. This moves in a series of waves
around the earth, varying between three in the winter and four to six in the
summer, from a westerly direction (Rossby waves). Although the waves look
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flat on a map, the air in them is also moving up or down, and in addition the
wave itself is also moving slightly with the result that we experience air masses
that can be wet or dry, warm or cold!
The amplitude of the Rossby waves vary according to an irregular
cycle, with the more pronounced phase producing high-pressure anticyclones
and the flatter waves, low-pressure depressions. These have their own distinct
weather patterns and as their track across the British Isles varies, we
experience a different part of the depression according to where we are,
although it is usually associated with a sequence of rapid changes. If I add that
the wave changes (the Index Cycle) can occur between three and eight weeks
on average and that the length of each phase is unpredictable, it is easy to see
why our weather is so changeable and extremely difficult to predict very far in
advance. I have only touched the basics of a very complex subject, but there are
books available, without necessarily needing a degree in Physics, which can
explain in more detail.
One of the most interesting aspects of keeping weather records over a
long period is that it is possible to see longer-term changes in seasonal weather.
This is necessarily based on monthly or even annual averages, and I must stress
my records represent one small area in one part of the country. However I have
reduced the figures, with a lot of arithmetic, to very simplified graphs that do
show some very interesting trends by using purely arbitrary ten-year groups.
These show a rise in temperatures for all seasons from the early years of the 20 th
century up to a peak between 1930 and 1950. This was followed by a fall in
the 70s and 80s and a subsequent rise to the present. It also shows that it is only
the winter temperatures that have exceeded earlier peaks, although the annual
mean temperatures are up slightly. Make of this what you will! The more
detailed graphs from which these are derived are, of course, more interesting as
they show individual years.
My own records have not been going on long enough to indicate cycles of
temperatures on a statistical basis, but climatologists have now developed a
wide range of interlinked climatic cycles of varying length from tens to
thousands of years based on ice-sheet core samples, pollen analysis, tree rings
and ocean floor deposits, although so far the question of whether we are in an
escalating rise, at a stage in a cycle or possibly both has yet to be agreed.
Although we may grumble about the weather, it is a source of constant
surprise and although the surprise may be unpleasant it is rarely boring. I, for
one, would have it no other way.
Peter Bide
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A Short History of the Dorsetshire Regiment

( Part 2)

1800-1900
Aboukir, Alexandria, and the Fort of Marabout
We must now focus attention on the ancient and beautiful city and port
of Alexandria. Egypt is now occupied by a strong force of French troops who
are preparing to launch an offensive against India. The year is 1798.
A few miles east of the city stretches the Gulf of Aboukir where the
French fleet is anchored close in shore, believing themselves to be invulnerable
to attack. Discipline has become lax and they are as yet unaware of the
intentions of a smaller British fleet a few miles off-shore. On board his
flagship, Nelson, addressing his captains (possibly with posterity in mind),
confidently predicts that "Before this time tomorrow I shall have gained a
peerage, or Westminster Abbey", or so the story goes. Thus commenced the
stirring preamble to the Battle of the Nile, and on the morrow, the 1 st Aug 1798,
a most famous British victory was recorded. At a stroke, Nelson
effectively sealed off a force of 20,000 seasoned French troops and put an end
to Napoleon's masterplan: no less than the capture of India. He was right about
the peerage, wrong about the Abbey.
Typically, the British were slow to exploit this success and several years
passed before an invasion of Egypt was mounted, possibly the first combined
operation with the British army and Navy operating against an enemy
defending a coastline with well dug-in troops. The main objective was to
destroy the formidable force of defenders, which the French could not afford to
lose, and then proceed to occupy Egypt. The enemy were disheartened and
isolated, yet they remained battle-hardened warriors with little respect for the
fighting qualities of the British soldier.
The invasion was entrusted to Generals Abercrombie and Moore with
two regiments of the Dorsets raised in Britain and brought to a high standard of
discipline and fighting spirit. The first wave of five thousand men landed at
Marabout on the 8th March 1801, at the very point where the French had landed
three years previously. Once again the Dorsets were thrust against the cutting
edge of battle. Raked by enemy ball and grapeshot fire from Aboukir Castle,
they stood calmly in order of battle on the seashore under orders not to return
fire until the second wave of a further five thousand troops had
disembarked. They were, as reported at the time, "Men full of ardour and
disciplined to perfection."

12

Lead by General Abercrombie, the ten thousand men of the Dorsets then
stormed up the sandhills on hands and knees into the mouths of the French
cannon. After a period of bitter fighting, the enemy were routed and their
coastal artillery captured. It was however a further eleven days before Fort
Aboukir surrendered and the defending French were captured and sent to
England. There, they were reluctantly employed enlarging the Cobb at Lyme
Regis. The British now prepared to defend their hard-won bridgehead against
the main French attack, unleashed early on 21 st March. The French troops now
found themselves opposed not only by the accustomed British doggedness, but
by a precision of fire and adroitness of manoeuvre which amazed them. They
were outfought at almost every turn of the battle and by ten in the morning were
in full flight towards Alexandria, leaving seventeen hundred French troops on
the battlefield. The British lost around 1,400 killed and wounded; sadly among
the killed was the brave Abercrombie. This was the first victory achieved by the
recently reorganized British army of Frederick, Duke of York.
Egypt was now returned to the tender care of the Ottoman Empire and the
Dorsets redeployed in America and India. They played only a minor part in the
defeat of Napoleon at Waterloo. They remained in India for most of the time up
to the Indian Declaration of Independence in 1947. Because of our great
victory at Waterloo, British prestige on the Continent was high, but the
commanding personality of the Duke of Wellington was not inclined to
introduce change in any form. Change he did not like. The army became slack,

Soldiers of the 39th of Foot (The Dorsets) at Sevastapol
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with pampered officers, while the troops, apart from a very few elite
regiments, became drunken, dirty, poverty-stricken and slovenly. The reforms
imposed by the "Noble Duke of York” became ineffective and by the time of
the Crimean War (1854-56) our war machine at home was totally moribund.
Most of the European powers had superior weapons and were backed by
an effective supply system which even though it sometimes creaked a little,
always beat ours. Our system hardly functioned at all. It was left to heroic amateurs like Florence Nightingale and the Times war correspondent to awaken
the custodians of power as they lounged in their London clubs and dining
rooms.
The Crimean War was a muddle from beginning to end. Though in most
cases battle casualties were relatively light, the loss of soldiers through disease
and medical incompetence was appalling; to be admitted to a military hospital,
unless you were very lucky, was a one-way ticket only. You stayed in bed until
you died. The best efforts of the “Lady with the Lamp" saved very few of the
badly wounded. The fact that we were fighting the Russians was generally
thought by the excitable British public to be a good thing.
After the Crimean War much reorganization of our services was
demanded, and this eventually took place when a capable statesman, Edward
Cardwell, in 1868 became Secretary for War in Mr Gladstone's government.
Though not well-known to the general public, he was a very fine administrator
with a first-class degrees in classics and, unusually at that time, mathematics.
This great reorganization changed the status of senior army officers from being
simply members of a rich man`s club, with commissions being traded almost
like stocks and shares, to being a professional force with competitive
examinations for promotion to prove military capacity for their rank and
educational programmes for officers and other ranks. Pensions were increased
and shorter-term engagements introduced so that a reserve of trained men could
be built up. Part-time militia and volunteer forces were brought into closer
contact with the full-time military forces, with a strong focus on a county
identity so that local recruiting could be stimulated.
At the time, these were almost visionary plans and the Old Brigade of
inadequate and decrepit diehards fought tooth and gin bottle against the
reforms. In the end Cardwell won and he was rewarded with entry to the House
of Lords in 1874. His long battle with the old brigade in the services had
exhausted him, and although he lived on until 1886 he slowly withdrew from
public service.
Part III of this short history will follow in the next issue of "The Echo" taking
us to the end of WW2.
Peter Childs
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So Maisie’s Gone
Maisie Marshall

28th February 1910 – 22nd April 2006
It was only a few weeks ago while ferreting through my files that I came
upon some notes I’d scribbled of a conversation with Maisie many years ago
during a very relaxed lunch at the Royal Oak. I was quizzing her on her memories of Charmouth in the 1930s for an article in The V illage Echo and the outcome was a delightful overview of her earliest memories of the village three
quarters of a century ago. As the scribbling developed, her story became quite
naturally, more biographical, with many associated facets to the tale relating to
characters and events of the past that in all probability, no one except a very
few of the very oldest village people would remember. Other information had
arisen when specific questions were posed on some aspects of village life over
the span of her years. The sum total provided a fascinating biography that was
inexorably bound with our local history.
To begin with: Maisie was born on the 28 th February in 1910 in
Hanwell Middx. Her maiden name was Winnert and her earliest years were
spent in Germany, her father having business associations there before the
Great War. Her first language was German. On their return to London, her
father was involved in various business interests, the most significant at a later
date, being restaurateur at the world-famous Brooklands Race Track, the
entre of British car racing in those years.
Of this time, the 1920s, there are gaps in the story: a bankruptcy was
alluded to, the parting of her parents and her mother’s remarriage. Whatever the
case, there was a reluctance to dwell on these matters and it was not for me to
ask. The outcome however, was to bring the story to Charmouth.
In 1930, Maisie’s mother took the post of Housekeeper at the Coach and
Horses Hotel in Charmouth for Captain and Mrs James, the owners of the hotel.
The housekeeper was a prestige role in those days, being responsible for the day
-to-day running of the entire establishment. Maisie remained in London, having
been apprenticed to a milliner in a fashionable West End store. It was a visit to
see her mother just before the outbreak of WW2 that brought Maisie to Charmouth. With the threat of air raids on the capital, her mother said: “You’re not
going back to London.” So she stayed, remaining in Charmouth for the rest of
her days.
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The outbreak of the war had a marked impact upon the village. The
village lads were called away to the armed services; many of the village women
were drawn into essential industries and farm work and then there was the
arrival of the evacuees. Even as early as 1939, British troops were billeted in
the village, these being concerned with coastal defence. The Royal Artillery
figured largely in these early postings as our records show, there being
photographs of young “Gunners” in Charmouth at this time.
It was in this period – the Phoney War 1939 /40 – that Maisie met a
young soldier who had been billeted at Stanley House – Tony Marshall - just
before he went off to France. With the collapse of France in 1940, Tony was
taken prisoner at St Valerie in a rearguard action protecting the beaches of
Dunkirk to allow the evacuation of over 300,000 British soldiers.
It was about this time that Maisie’s mother bought Springfield, a guest
house on the Axminster Road. It became a very welcome “home from home”
on Sundays for American lads stationed here before D-Day. There are many
photographs of family gatherings in the garden of Springfield dating to early

Our Maisie
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1944 in our records. One especially is of a group in which Maisie’s family and
several of the American lads are to be seen. Because these G.I.s were under
canvas – living in tents - Springfield became a Sunday retreat for many of them.
Maisie recalled many of their nicknames “Chicken”, “Woody”, “Apple” and
“Beards”, all of whom became great friends of the family in that short time.
Another photo is of particular poignancy: it shows Maisie’s half -brother,
Laurie Webster, and “Apple” one of the American lads together in the garden,
having swapped their uniform service caps for the photo. Both were killed within weeks in the battle of Normandy: “Apple” on the U.S. landing at Omaha
beach and Laurie, a sergeant in the Dorsetshire Regiment in the advance of
Caen. It was not many years ago that Maisie visited her brother’s grave in a
British military cemetery in Normandy.
One of her favourite wartime stories was on the night of a whist drive in the
hall of the Congregational Church. The story goes that the door of the room
suddenly burst open and a man in great anxiety called for volunteers to assist in
saving the contents of the radar post that was about to fall over the cliff on
Stonebarrow. There was a race to the top of Stonebarrow Lane and a brave
attempt to save all the movables, but that was the extent of it. The radar post
slipped inexorably over the cliff to come to rest - upside down – where it
remains to this day.
By 1945 the European war was over. Tony Marshall returned home,
having walked to freedom from Poland. They were married on October 23 rd
1945. What followed was a spate of enterprises. Tony bought Mrs Gollop’s
dairy, the Singing Kettle - a teahouse – and there were several other properties.
In 1950 Tony arranged for the tenancy of the New Inn at the top of the village without telling Maisie. There followed twenty-five full years.
In 1975 Tony Marshall died, as did Maisie’s mother in the same year.
Maisie continued to run the Inn for another year. She catered for guests in the
nine-room hotel, doing all the cooking herself. It was almost good fortune that
the New Inn had to close in 1976 when a compulsory purchase order was made
for the Inn’s car park for road widening. The car park was on the opposite side
of the road to the inn - now the bus stop. She moved to Meadow Way on Lower
Sea Lane.
It was gratifying to see another phase of Maisie’s life unfold. A
friendship developed into a lasting companionship; Jim Johnson a retired
Lt.Commander R.N., was an excellent man whose range of interests and
personality complemented Maisie’s to the mutual enrichment of their lives.
Once again though, another great sadness unfolded. Jim endured a long
decline with considerable frustration and great courage; but with the inevitable
outcome. He died in July 1997.
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The sequence of misfortunes that this eighty-five year old had suffered at
that time had little impact upon her energies. She was still an active member of
many village organisations - the Twinning, the Pavey Group and The Royal
British Legion. She attended every village celebration; she was to be seen in
period costume on a Jeep in Charmouth Fayre parades. She presented awards in
all the Palmers Pubs competitions – for Darts, Quiz and Skittles and for the
most highly sought award in the village, a silver trophy that she had brought
from The New Inn to be presented annually to the winners of the Cribbage
Loser’s Cup. She drove until she was ninety-three, not well it has to be said, as
she posed an ongoing hazard to herself and an even greater one to any other
motorists in her vicinity .
Maisie was unique in so many senses. There was no “side” to her
personality. She would be delighted to stop and chat with anyone on any
subject in her daily outings to the village. The memory I will always have of
Maisie is of a smart, trim, bright, little lady who gave the impression that great
care had always been taken with her appearance before leaving her house. The
fact that her ensemble did not reflect any great sympathy with current fashion,
especially in the juxtaposition of colour, did nothing to detract from the
impression of personal pride and presence. The angle of that little round cap
was the final statement.
Her sense of humour never deserted her. After a meeting at The Elms
one dark night, I asked her if she would like me to walk her home. She was
pleased to take my arm as we walked down the hill to Lower Sea Lane.
Reaching the front gate of her house, she said after thanking me: “I think you’d
better leave me here Peter – just in case the neighbours talk”.
About three years ago, just before she had to go to Thistlegate, I saw
Maisie one lunch hour in the Royal Oak: a lonely little figure in a corner. This
was the last time I saw her. She brightened somewhat when I spoke, but it was
evident that she was turning in on herself.. Even sadder to me was to notice
that her little round hat was not at the proper angle.
She faded away a month ago today on April 22 nd 2006 in her 97th year, at
Tudor Cottage, Axminster.
So passed an exceptional lady: she was in every sense unique in being a central
personality in the life of the community for over two thirds of a century. I can
think of no one now who could assume that role. I cherish her memory.
Peter M Press
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Tales from the Forge. No 5
Once upon a time there was a small part of Charmouth, way out on the
edge of the village near the point where the river meets the sea. For children it
was, and still is, a very special place and still lingers on in the memory of those
as yet ungathered by the grim reaper. Such a place, to an innocent child,
underpins the magical world of all things wild and wonderful.
It seemed for certain, that here indeed did dragons dwell, and wolves
were never far away. True, nobody afflicted by soundness of mind and a weak
imagination had ever seen such beings out there, beyond the borders of
civilization (as properly defined by the course of the River Char) but most
assuredly it was said that they could be heard. On a knocky night when a
watery winter moon broke through the dark scudding clouds, shadowy forms
could be seen flitting back and forth across the ever-crumbling face of the cliffs.
Fertile young minds were chilled with thoughts of ghosts and unseen horrors,
and even those more senior and of a certain respectability of memory who
should have known better, could not resist the spirit of adventure by teasing the
young to the point where nightmares were inevitable.
Now all this happened at night during the so-called silent hours. In the
bustle of the following day, stern reality creeps up as romance dies with the end
of the dawn chorus. But not quite yet, as we slip through the dew and wood
smoke of an early morning in April 1933, dancing through a "never never” land
to the first clear song of a young blackbird.
The wood smoke carries the scent of one of the sweetest smells known
to man: bacon frying on an open fire. Could this be a gypsy encampment? All
around are old wheels and what were once known as rude habitations
surrounded with piles of driftwood, stacked to dry out in the wind. The rude
habitations were in fact old sheds made from wood and iron sheeting tarred
over with numerous coatings of bitumen. All carry the marks of a prevailing
westerly wind, and some of the more battered shelters are lashed overall with
stout ropes scavenged from the sea shore. Windows have been added, rather
uncertainly, to lend a certain measure of civic pride, and flower pots,
precariously balanced on rickety shelves proclaim a beloved homestead, happy,
unnamed, and untaxed. In the small garden an old railway carriage, standing on
sleepers, painted in the peeling livery of the Great Western Railway's brown
and cream. It is patiently waiting to be hauled off to the Cornish Riviera by the
great engine that it once loved. Such carriages can still be seen - not so far away
– but sadly not in Charmouth as far as is known.
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But enough of this Dickensian nonsense. This is Charmouth of
twenty-first century Jurassic fame, painted, well heeled, and cherished to the point
of exhaustion. Well, fair comment if you must, but in 1933 this place was real,
so real that it was lovingly christened " Tin Town" by the villagers who loved it
but were secretly glad they did not have to live there. It was declared a "No Go”
area for children to play in, which encouraged them no end. As to its origins,
it would seem that during WW1 a number of huts were put up to house an assortment of military personnel who played with balloons during the day, and
searchlights at night. This certainly was the case during WW2, although by that
time "Tin Town" as such had been more or less demolished and replaced by
conventional housing filled with conventional people. When as a young boy of
seven, my very first girl friend lived in one of the tarred sheds. I still have a
vivid memory of it. We used to play with the chickens in a low loft where they
were kept when they fell ill. All the scraps from the kitchen below were thrown
through an open hatch through which we would climb to report on their
progress. It was a happy, smelly time and we were alone - her older brothers
were usually off fishing and had no interest in us. When I told my mother where
I had been, thinking it was very interesting, I was sternly admonished, and not
allowed in my home until the hot water system had warmed up, which took
several hours.
The walk past Tin Town was undertaken that morning in 1933 by Alf
Childs, his son John, and Eddy Genge, another smith with his own business at
Catherston. Together they represented technology as it stood in Charmouth at
that time. They carried between them about a dozen forged brackets,
custom-built to fit the bridge over the River Char. This bridge was possibly the
third bridge to cross the river and was around 60 yards long. The remains of

A very modest home and luxurious chicken house.
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earlier bridges could still be seen at low tide. The last winter had been very
rough and with the approach of the holiday season repairs were essential for the
safe transit of visitors, as they were respectfully called in those days. Eddy and
John take turns with a handcart loaded with the tools of the trade.
"Least ways tis a fair day for us. Should be ‘ome by dinner time. Now
don ‘ee push thickee cart close to the edge. I baint goin 'ome wi’ wet veet. Any
tools what valls in, 'as to be fetched up sharpish. I'll show ee what to do so it
shouldn't 'appen. Least not with my tools", says Alf. "Oh ah. Your tools do float
do they? I should 'ave known as much", scoffs Eddy.
They arrive at the bridge and start to unload. John picks up a large bracket. " Ow do we know which is which. They all look the same to me. Still a
s’pose they would as oi usually gets most things wrong 'cording to dad".
"All the posts is numbered startin' from this end. L for left. R for right. All the
brackets is numbered, do I need to zay more, or shall we zend to Portland for
some o they furry things to explain it clearer? Very clever they are so I be told."
Alf lays out his tools and a roll of string. John is incredulous. "Not much of a
job if we'm go’in to use string" " Verst thing is to mark out for drilling. Zo as
the drill don't vall in, we tie ’un loose to an upright zo Eddy don’t ’av to jump in
and fetch ’im back .They say tiz powerful deep in places. The same thing for
the spanners and 'ammers. Tiz the proper way to do it. I can tell ’ee there b’aint
much profit in this job. If we do lose tools on it we'll be goin' backwards."
They commence the awkward and laborious hand-drilling process. “Zum ’o
this wood be rotten" says Eddy to Alf. "Can’t see what we can do about it Eddy.
I told the council that might ‘appen. They ’ought to reckon on a new bridge
every ten years or zo. Always penny pinchin’ and there's only about dree and
fourpence in the collecting box what hangs on the front o the bridge, least that's
what Bert Mills said. Even the Parson gets more than that on a wet Sunday. If
they was to put a pensioner in a little 'ut by the bridge ’an charge a penny a time
to cross at weekends they’d ’ave some money to play with. Looks as though
you’re ready for the coach bolts. I'll nip back for ’em”.
Alf returns to the river bank and rummages in the carts to find the supply of bolts which have been laboriously cut to the correct length. He finds the
hessian sack in which they have been kept and slings it over his shoulder while
walking to the centre of the bridge. As he sets the bag down it is apparent that
the bottom of the bag is rotten and many of the bolts fall into the river.
"Should ’ave tied ’em all with a bit of string to your belt Alf” said
Eddy dryly. It was a sad end to a day which started so well, and Alf’s standing
in the workshop took many weeks to recover.
Peter Childs
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The Charmouth Tunnel
When Lieutenant John Richard Lapenotiere, of His Majesty’s Ship Pickle,
changed horses for the tenth time at Axminster at first light on Tuesday 5 th
November 1805, heading for the Admiralty in London via Bridport,
Dorchester, Blandford and on, and carrying the news of Nelson’s victory at
Trafalgar, just before reaching Charmouth his express post-chaise would have
had to negotiate Corkscrew Hill in order to pass Thistle Hill. Neither the “old”
A35, with the tunnel, nor the late 20th century by-pass existed. As an aside, we
can note that he would also have been exposed to the unsafe bridge on the
eastern edge of Charmouth, where water had removed much of the gravel which
was part of the foundation of the piers, and which was not to be repaired until
1823, at an estimated cost of £40. The tunnel was not built until 1832, although
one can imagine that it might well have been under consideration when
Lieutenant Lapenotiere made his historic journey. It was opened and
presumably operated by The Bridport Turnpike Trust. The map shows the
location of the tunnel, passing under the Lyme to Wootton road, as it was
before the by-pass was opened. The red dotted line shows an approximation of
the new bypass.
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The Charmouth Tunnel
1832 – 1900

Note:
(1) The Penn Cross to Wootton Road, C – D, was closed at Red A when
the bypass was being built.
(2) The Tunnel
(3) The Red Dotted Line is an approximation to the line of the bypass.
(4) This map is from a 1930 revision of OS sheet: Dorset XXXVII NW.
Scale : 1:10,500. Map reproduced by kind permission of the O.S.
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The tunnel was described in Dorset Bridges by A.J.Wallis (1974). This is the
description given in the Category II listing:
“Two entrances to road tunnel on A35 one mile north west of Charmouth. 1832,
Stone with rusticated stone jambs and dressed stone voussoirs with
projecting keystones to elliptical arches. Coursed rubble walling above each
arch with a string course and parapet with flat coping stones. Parapets return
down to road level as cutting revetment, and terminate in short square piers,
coped. Dimensions: length 220ft 6ins; span 19ft 7ins; road to head of arch
19ft.”
(A voussoir is an arch-stone, a wedge-shaped stone used on the centre
line of an arch to hold the arch together; a string course is a projecting course; a
revetment is a retaining wall.)
The above description was taken from a report produced for the then
Department of Transport in 1984 as part of the investigations into the proposed
Charmouth by-pass, and that same report is the source of much of the
information on the structure which follows. The authors of the report were concerned that the “arch ring is extremely flat and the arching action must be
small”. However they go on reassuringly to say that regular surveys by Dorset
County Council had not revealed any recent settlement. The report also

The Charmouth Tunnel in the 1920s
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mentions that the tunnel was constructed using a tunnelling shield; this was also
the method adopted by Marc Brunel for his tunnel under the Thames, a
contemporary construction, with Brunel patenting a rectangular tunnelling
shield in 1818. In this method of construction, a series of platforms enables men
to excavate the earth in front of them and to build the retaining walls behind
them as they advance. The tunnel under the Thames used a cast iron lining, but
in the Charmouth tunnel this lining was 18 inch brick with 7½ inch of stone
behind, and about 30 feet of clay behind that.
Throughout its working life there was concern with the porous nature of
the tunnel roof, as water dripped freely onto the carriageway. It was necessary
to close the tunnel for a few days for maintenance work from time to time; this
work consisted of inspecting and re-pointing the brickwork, and in wintertime
removing icicles from the roof. There was also concern that some very large
deciduous trees with large root systems were growing into the fill behind the
brickwork.
So much for the bare bones of the tunnel. It must have been a marvel for the
horse-drawn traffic of the 1820s. Even later, at the end of the 20 th century, it
seemed to some to offer an almost magical entrance into another world when
driving from Axminster to Charmouth. One regular user at that time was my
wife, commuting to and from Chard, who used to experience just this feeling on
every trip home from work. Sadly, it could not cope with modern traffic; its
width is actually less than that of the narrowest part of The Street (opposite The
Wellhead) and it became necessary to replace it with the existing cutting in
1990, almost 160 years after its opening. This makes the journey much more
convenient, of course, but the magic is no longer there!
What of the future? The tunnel has now been purchased by Char
Properties, who are actively seeking ideas for a use for the tunnel – see their
website www.thetunnel.co.uk. A recent article in The Bridport News listed
some of the ideas to date. If you have an idea, the website invites you to put it
forward. At least we can be sure that its status as a listed building means we can
all see and enjoy this interesting example of 19th century engineering. *
David Bettes
* For safety reasons it is not possible to enter the tunnel.
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Summer Programme
We are planning our biennial Open Day in August, the theme being, not
unsurprisingly a display of photographs, paintings, posters of historical aspects
of village history. We have a wide range of illustrations, but our hope is that
members might like to display a particular item in the exhibition. The plan is
for a one or two-day display in the Conference Room at the Elms.
Materials
will be very secure and will be returned to your home. If anyone is interested in
helping with the display, they would be most welcome. So the summer events
are as follows:
The Village Fayre, Sunday 6th August
Open Day, Wednesday, 23rd August
The autumn programme is all but finalised. There will be more news of this
prior to The Pavey Group Annual General Meeting Thursday, 28 th September at
The Elms
Other News
Regarding the forthcoming AGM, there will be what has become the
traditional request – virtual pleadings - for specific help in the many aspects of
our organisation. Such help may not be as a committee person, although we
dearly need another to fill the irreplaceable role of Roy Aldworth. Roy is a
founder member of our Group and has been our “General Factotum” long
before the formal creation of the Pavey Group. All the cupboards, display cases,
furniture and other “nifty gismos” are his creation. He also has the considerable talent in knowing where everything is in the Pavey Room.
He is fine, but has been told to take things much easier. Get well soon, Roy!
We have had many requests regarding the sale of back copies of The V illage
Echo. To this end a great scheme has been devised whereby the first ten, and
then the second ten issues of the Echo are to be cunningly prepared for sale. As
this issue is the twentieth, you will appreciate the topicality of the
arrangement. The first ten will be on sale at £8.00 and numbers eleven to twenty, for £10.00. A handsome profit for PG funds is anticipated. (Christmas presents anyone?)
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Suggestions for the enhancement of our organisation are frequently
received. Two that have arisen recently: the first being the suggestion of a regular Readers W rite page in the Echo. This notion has many virtues, the first being to keep the editor on his toes! The idea could also provide a dialogue between readers through the pages of the Echo, thereby broadening our
knowledge of particular matters. Another especial advantage to the editor would
be that it would provide “feedback” on all aspect of the publication. This would
be most constructive – it would be nice to know.
The other matter that has been raised suggests that the designation
“Group” in our title is imprecise. It has been said that it would be more
appropriate to a major business organisation, a team of dentists or a ladies knitting circle. Feedback?
There are several more matters of interest especially concerning such
matters as the AGM; the problem of “subs chasing” – we have only just
trimmed off the non-payers from last October; and the need /desire/urge for
contributors of articles to the Echo. Perhaps another issue of a “Quicknews”
should be circulated in September.
However, on a much more upbeat closure, I am extremely pleased to
report that the Cream Tea function, held on Friday 2nd June was well attended
and a most pleasant event. It is even said we made a profit. Thank you
everyone.
PMP

Stonebarrow Lane
Until 1876 the road from Dorchester and Bridport led over Chardown and
down Stonebarrow … a perilous descent. As far back as 1739 the “Exeter
Flying Stagecoach” took three days from London to Exeter. Stonebarrow Lane
was wider then. But as the surface got churned up by heavy wheels, it was
thrown up on either side, and the hedge-bank got progressively higher and the
lane narrower.
About 1760 another road was made between the top of Chardown and
Bellair, and in about 1823 the present road (A35) was made.
RWJP
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The Royal Oak
The Street, Charmouth.
Palmers Real ales

Carol & Jeff Prosser
01297 560277

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

D.COZENS

Removals
Delivery on any item or Part load

34, Bridge Rd , Charmouth.
Tel: 01297 560773

street

studio
Charmouth art

CLIST FINANCIAL

MANAGEMENT LTD. EA`S
EAST WING, THE STREET,
CHARMOUTH,
DORSET, DT6 6RE
TEL:- 01297 561006
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Our Sponsors
This list is of those people and organisations who have given most generously in
support of the Village Echo and the Pavey Group.

Mrs Joan Pavey
Vi Hares
Jo Musk
Mary Davis
Ed Bowditch
Richard Stirk
Dave Burgess
John Williams
Tania Bradford
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
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
Phil & Carol Tritton, Charmouth Stores
Caroline & John Davis, The Hensleigh Hotel
Ian and Liz Simpson, The White House Hotel
Philip & Carol. Mapstone, The Queens Armes 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

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

If you would like to advertise
in this space please contact
Peter Press at the Pavey Group,
The Elms.
Tel 01297 561270

3-4 The Arcade , Charmouth, Dorset, DT6 6PU

YOUR VILLAGE STORE
WITH A DIFFERENCE
CHARMOUTH STORES
Your

PREMIER

CONVENIENCE STORE
Phil & Carol Tritton
01297 560304
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CHARMOUTH FISH BAR
AND SEA SHELLS CAFÉ
NOW OPEN ALL THE
YEAR ROUND
FOR DETAILS OF OPENING TIMES
TELEPHONE : 01297 560220

Braggs Store Charmouth

The George Inn

(MACE)

James & Valerie Hatcher
Traditional Village Store, Friendly
Welcome and Value for Money
7.30am – 7pm Mon to Sat
8am – 5 pm Sundays

10th Century Coach House
Bar Snacks - Full Restaurant
Real Ales
Large Garden & play Area
Dean & Marie Herbert

Tel: 01297 560252

MIKE BOWDITCH

FRANCIS LOCK
M.R. PHARMS.S

Builder and General
Maintenance Work

PHARMACIST
CHARMOUTH
Developing & Printing
Kodak Films
Toiletries & Cosmetics

Tel : 01297 560129

Tel :- Charmouth 560261

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
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