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           The Village Echo 
    

Editorial 
The Annual General Meeting of September 28th 2006 was the    thresh-

old of the eighth year of our existence. Over eight years ago three of us met to 
form a  local history society that eventually led to the creation of The Pavey 
Group. There is evidence of some success. Any success we have achieved 
would not have been realised had it not been for the extraordinary contribution 
to the entire enterprise made by Roy Aldworth. May this not be forgotten.       
 This issue, No.21, welcomes two new contributors to The Echo, Terry   
Moseley and John Hutchings. The idea for Terry’s article came from a          
memorial plaque in St.Andrews to a young man who was killed in action ninety 
years ago. In John’s case it is a recollection of his boyhood in  Charmouth, a 
delightfully unsentimental account of a considerable number of years ago now. 
Thank you, Terry  and John. Thanks are always in order to those who have sub-
mitted articles before – please continue your excellent  services Peter Childs 
and Mike Thomas. 
 There has been much speculation concerning the route of the Roman 
road between Dorchester and Exeter for many years now. The recent “dig” at    
Hogchester conducted by Bill Putnam, a distinguished authority on the Romans 
in Dorset, uncovered a length of road of characteristic Roman origin. This     
exciting discovery has done little to resolve matters as to the actual route       
between the cities; in fact the speculation might be compounded by the fact that 
the road might not have passed through Charmouth. Can you imagine that? 
There is no doubt that a full report will be published before long and that much 
more speculation will ensue. 
 The locality of the excavated section of the road is on Hogchester Farm, 
the property of Mr & Mrs Norman Jones. Mr Jones had been convinced of the 
existence of a road on his property for a long time. It was his initiative that 
brought  Bill Putnam to the area and success. Needless to say he is well pleased.  
 

A Gentle Reminder that the Family Membership Subscription 
to the Pavey Group is Now £6.00 per year. 

Could we ask that your subsciptions be forwarded to us before 
the end of this Year. 

     (We need to buy another Computer) 
 
                                                                                   With Regrets: The Ed. 
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   Tales from the Forge  No. 6  

Harry’s Story 

 
 Autumn 1922. Alf Childs the master-smith is sweating over the 
completion of a large ornate gate. His son Harry, on leave from the RAF is 
lending a hand with this cumbersome masterwork. Alf has by now reluctantly 
accepted that Harry has escaped his control. His most cherished wish of having 
his two sons working side by side with him will be for ever a dream. Now a 
fully trained aero engine fitter, Harry will never again work in Charmouth. He 
is a very gifted craftsman having inherited much of his father’s ingenuity, and is 
now awaiting a new posting after serving with a fighter squadron near Belfast. 
He hopes to serve overseas on his return to base at the end of his leave. 
 The gate has been promised to John Toms, the local miller and ‘man of 
affairs’. He has taken a close interest in its manufacture, much to the annoyance 
of Alf who likes to get on with the job in his own way. Alf does not much like 
Toms. He regards him as a pompous self-opinionated man who invariably gives 
him indigestion. This puts him in a bad temper for the rest of the day. All the 
more pity, as Alf really enjoys making gates. 
 He enjoys the planning, drawing and the advising and sometimes, with 
gentle persuasion, to draw the client into making the right decision over the 
finer points of design which - in Alf’s opinion - would give the most seemly 
outcome; minor eccentricities and flourishes Alf will tolerate. Even the 
humblest of men like to feel they are in control of all aspects of their own front 
gate, but any feature which lowers the overall dignity of the gate and that of the 
fraternity of master-smiths in general, will be greeted with a sceptical hissing 
through his teeth. His loudest hisses are reserved for John Toms. Alf is, after all 
is said and done, one of the finest smiths in the county and certainly not given 
to compromising any of his sound principles. Most importantly, he will have to 
look at the dratted gate for the rest of his life, so it must certainly contain no 
reproach to his workmanship. Any job, large or small has to "look right" and, to 
his eye, be as aesthetically pleasing as possible. Human nature, being what it is, 
dictates that handsome gates will always be in demand for those who can afford 
them and like a Rolls-Royce in front of a stately home, advertise themselves 
very nicely. 
 In the eschatology of Alf, God in his infinite wisdom gave the world a 
copious supply of iron ore. Then, in his infinite mercy, he decreed, "let there be 
rust" and at a stroke created constant employment for blacksmiths everywhere 
who thereafter regarded themselves as members of a chosen profession. The 
invention of  plastics and polycarbonates would  have been soundly regarded as 
 “the devil’s work”.   Alf was one of the last true Iron Age men and would have 
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 have been proud to be remembered as such. He wore out many hammers in his 
time, and they in turn wore him out, but his anvil is in use to this day. 
 A figure emerges from the gloom of the entrance passage. It is John 
Toms who wishes yet again to make changes to his gate. Alf looks up and 
hisses to Harry. "How there is zomeone 1 don't want to zee !" 
 "Thought you were away in the hair force or zum such thing, not learnin' 
the vamily trade, ‘Arry." says Toms. "They 'ant thrown ee out already 'ave 
they?" Harry assumes his Sunday voice. "No Mr Toms, just 'elping dad a bit. 
I'm waiting for a posting overseas. I'm a fully trained aero-engine mechanic, 
Royal Air Force, so if you're thinking of buying a plane I'm your man”. "No, 
that weren't voremost in my thoughts! I much prefer machines that's firmly 
bolted to the ground and driven by water what’s free. Now I would like a word 
with your father if  'e can spare the time. Alf, I been thinking about the spear 
'eds for the fencing. The ones you specified baint man enough to protect my 
property an' stop thieves from leapin’ over 'em. And Rose says that they don't 
match the gate." Rose is Tom’s wife and falls into the "she who must be obeyed 
" category. Alf feels that his stomach is about to deliver an urgent message, and 
his blood pressure is notching upwards towards the angels. Why, he reflects, is 
the joy of the creative act always ruined by the stupid criticism of inferior 
beings? He takes a deep breath. " Councillor Toms, I can only refer you to our 
earlier meetings: all extras will be priced at our current rates plus 20%”.  
 Councillor Toms is a little ruffled. “Where do the 20% come from? I 
can't see that be right. Zum volk changes their minds like wimmin’ in a 'at shop 
just cos they enjoy the confusion it makes”, says Alf. “Confusion costs me 
money so I got to protect meself. Any way it be hoptional. Depends on 
circumstances outside of my control, and if you want to start changing things at 
this stage, I can't zay when 'twill be finished can I? I'm sorry. But that’s 'ow 
'tis". Alf commences hammering and belching. "Pass us tother 'ammer Harry".  
Toms switches tactics to his persuasive negotiating mode. " I hear one of the 
guns at the Manor rook-shoot 'as dropped out. Do you fancy a day off, after you 
finished my gate that is? They zay you was a crack shot with the old cannons on 
the beach. Could try your 'and with something a bit smaller. If Harry be still 'ere 
'e could come along as a beater. My body belongs to King George now, I'm not 
allowed to take part in 'azardous sports" says Harry. "A lot of money's been 
spent on my training. Got to 'ave special permission from my commanding 
officer to go on a test flight or secret missions and suchlike. I can tell you that 
Ireland is still a very dangerous place”.  What  doest  know  about  Ireland  then 
Harry?   “Harry is eager to enhance  his status  in  the village.  My last  station   
was  at  Alder Grove,   that's  a  place  'bout  fifteen  miles west of Belfast.  
Believe  me,  there's  plenty  goin'  on  up  there.   What  made  it   interesting, 
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apart from the work that is, was we was all livin' in tents with huge canvas 
hangars for the planes. After a good downpour all the water would collect on 
the roof of this gert hangar. That were too good to waste, so when things were 
quiet at weekends an' such like, a few of us would nip up and 'ave a good swim 
round". 
  Toms, after selecting his pomposity and self-importance stance, is now 
at his least attractive. He is also dangerous. "That sounds like misuse of his 
Majesty's tents to me my lad. Nothing to be proud of - not what I pay me taxes 
for at all. So what about these yer secret missions you'm s’posed to go on. What 
can you tell us about they 'Arry"? Toms, who during the 1914 -18 War was the 
local recruitment representative of the Lord Derby plan to expand Kitchener’s 
New Army, has never been shot at but regards himself as supremely patriotic. If 
he hears of any waste of public money the authorities will be joyfully informed. 
Why did they choose you 'Arry"?  He asked. “Because I was the smallest 
trained man available. It was a small plane what would only take two men and 
with the weight of the pilot the other one of `em 'ad to be small or t'would never 
get airborne. I was there to keep an eye on the engine temperature and anything 
else that might go wrong. We had to fly all the way to Dublin with strict orders 
not to put down anywhere. The CO said the natives weren't very friendly and if 
we flew low they might take a pot shot at us. Didn't much like the sound of that 
I can tell you"?  
 Alf is getting restless. " 'Ow long be this story that weem s’posed to 
believe then. Shall I get me soft chair and bring me pipe?” " Don't be like that 
Alf. Hear the lad out". Toms feels he is entitled to hear it all. As a chairman of 
the parish council it is his right.      
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 “Well, after taking on as much fuel as possible we took off at 0.900 hrs 
and made a circuit of the airstrip. We were flying in a Westland Widgeon 
biplane and I could just squeeze into the cockpit next to the pilot. Everything 
seemed OK. With a swing of the prop she coughed a bit and sprang into life. 
The engine was in good order. I had seen to that, so after checking the oil 
pressure and temperature we turned onto the runway and gave it full throttle. I 
was excited, and a bit nervous as we took off as I be one of the few chaps who 
knows just how many things can go wrong and not being in much of a position 
to do anything about it if they did. We took off and turned into a southwesterly 
wind gaining height steadily, and levelled off at about five thousand feet. 
Visibility was good, and we was told that there weren't no mount’ins much over 
two thousand feet on the route. Twern't much more than a hundred miles to 
Dublin and as we flew over the mountains of Mourne a great joy swept over 
me. Who could have thought it would be me flying over Ireland on a very 
important mission. I didn't know how dangerous it was and didn't care, but I did 
see a service revolver clipped in t'other side of the cockpit which made me think 
a bit. The pilot was a flight lieutenant who was very experienced, and had seen 
service in the war, but after about 'alf an hour or so he seemed to be a bit 
agitated. He signalled to me that we was going down to stooge around a bit and 
I soon realized that we was lost and trying to find out where we was by reading 
sign posts on the roads. But twern't  no good cos us wizzed past ‘em 'afor us 
could read 'em. Men in the fields waved pitch forks at us or ran for their lives, 
which was good fun but didn't 'elp much. 
 “So there we was, lost in darkest Ireland flyin' about like birds in the 
wilderness”. The pilot shouted, "I'm going to look for a railway station". I 
thought first we was goin' on by train, but then thought it was a good idea as the 
station signs was a bit bigger. So we flew due east where we knew there was a 
railway line running along the coast.  
 Twern't more than few minutes when we saw smoke and steam so we 
banked to the south and followed the railway for a few miles. Soon there was a 
station but we still couldn't make out here we was. Behind the railway track was 
a large field which looked pretty smooth and it had no trees in it. I had to 
admire the pilot. He was going to land against orders in what you could say was 
enemy territory, which took a bit of nerve, and my nerves had more or less run 
out as we glided in over what we thought was a smooth empty field. I had no 
doubt we was  goin' to be attacked by ferocious natives even though they was 
white. I hoped that some one had put bullets in the pistol. I hung on for dear life 
as we bounced about in the  cockpit and lurched to a stop in the middle of the 
field, I had to get out to release the pilot who told me to stay by the plane.  If 
there   was  any  trouble   I   wa s  to   fire  a   warning  shot   from   the  pistol  
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and wait 'til he got back. I  was also to look in front for large stones that might 
damage the plane when we took off. He left the engine ticking over which as far 
as I know is against all orders. 1 can tell you I didn't like it one little bit. I 
started to count up the things that could go wrong and when I got to eleven my 
'magination run out. The last thing 'e said to me 'afore he ran to the station was 
if 'e wernt back in twenty minutes or so, or if I was attacked I had to burn the 
plane by firing a flare into the fuselage. Fine thing I thought, 'ow long for an 
engine fitter the likes of me would it take to pay for a brand new Westland 
Widgeon. I'd be on 'alf pay for the rest of me life. What chance would I ever 

'ave of owning a new motor-bike, or startin’ a family. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

Alf Childs and his last gate 
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  "He should never have asked you to do that. We're not at war with 
Ireland even though they don't like us much", said Toms. Somewhere in Harry's 
brain warning signals are flashing. Apart from annoying his father by creating a 
delay in the work, he could be getting himself into deeper and unforeseen 
trouble. Better throttle back a bit. " Well, as it happened it was only a few 
minutes before he comes runnin' back and we scrambles into the cockpit. This 
is Balbriggan station. Let`s get out of here fast”,  says the pilot as he revs the 
engine. “I can see four or five men running up fast waving their arms about and 
one of 'em looked as if he 'ad a shotgun; but we bumped and rattled along just 
out of reach, half-blinded by the dust and straw that was coming at us”.  
 “We just cleared a tall hedge as we went into a steep climb. I thought we 
must stall, but the Bristol radial engine hung on like grim death to get us out. 
We throttled back at about five hundred feet to give it a rest and landed outside 
Dublin within ten minutes. The pilot switched off the engine and took a 
package with him to a big hut. He told me to get rid of all the stray leaves and 
straw and seeds that we had picked up from the field. You may not know but 
Westland Widgeons don't come equipped with dustpans and brushes so I 'ad to 
use my flying helmet. I don't mind telling you I looked a right yokel. Hopefully 
it would all blow off be the time we got back to Alder and nobody would be any 
the wiser, but I learned an important lesson - never volunteer for anything". At 
this point Harry's mother appears."Telegram for you, son". Harry opens the 
telegram and grins. “ I'm off to Egypt. Got to get back to Alder Grove as soon 
as possible. Sorry about that dad. I got to pack my things now. It’s going to be a 
fine gate". Alf looks sad and belches. " Well, what 'as to be will be, but you 
don't have to volunteer for it. Look after yourself, lad. I'll eat your share of the 
turkey next Christmas". 
 Harry stayed overseas for several years and on his return married his 
childhood sweetheart, who sadly died within the first year of their life together. 
He remarried and settled in Yeovil where he raised two sons. Both achieved 
professional status. 
 
         Peter Childs 
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The Charmouth Birthday Book 

 

         Among the books I inherited from my grandmother, Mary Elizabeth 
White, was a copy of Bunyan’s The Pilgrim’s Progress, a present to her father 
from his mother in 1858, the Family Bible and a copy of the Charmouth    
Birthday Book of 1909. The book is a small, brown-covered book measuring six 
inches by four, in which the left hand pages display poems, quotations and other 
prose, each dated with the days of the month. The right hand page is  divided 
into three sections that could be used as a diary, each of the poems and other 
writings giving the names of the authors, poets, etc., and the name of the    
sponsor together with their place of abode. As an instance, the entry for      Jan-
uary 27th 1909 reads: 
“To be what we are, and to become what we are capable of becoming, is the 

only aim of life”. 
                                                                                  Robert Louis Stevenson 
 
 
                           Miss Margery de Beavoir Birkett of Charmouth. 
 This particular sponsor became the wife of Colonel Campbell Little and 
was the brother of Captain Brock Burkett RN whose name appears with some 
prose in the entry for January 28th. The family home was Sandford Cottage, a 
Regency house opposite Braggs Store that was pulled down in the 1970s in 
order to widen Lower Sea Lane. My aunt Elizabeth Doris Thomas became 
housekeeper to Colonel Little after the death of his wife Margery in 1947. I still 
have the report of her funeral, held in St Andrews, their family grave being  
behind the chapel in the cemetery. This little book was produced for a purpose 
and this becomes clear when reading the frontispiece, that is a letter addressed 
from the Athenaeum, Pall Mall, SW,  to I believe, Mrs Whittington, the mother 
of the Whittington sisters. Cosmo  Ebor, namely  Cosmo Lang who in 1909 was 
the Archbishop of York. He later became the Archbishop of    Canterbury. The 
letter reads, in his own handwriting: 
 
Dear Madam, 
     Your proposal to build a Church Hall in Charmouth as a centre of church 
work has my warm approbation. I always retain an affection for that beautiful 
village. 
Believe me, dear madam 
Yours very Faithfully 
Cosmo Ebor 
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The purpose of the Birthday Book was therefore, to assist in raising money for 
the building of the Church Hall that was completed and opened by the Bishop 
of Salisbury in 1912. 
 
In my grandmother, Mary Elizabeth White’s handwriting, on the flyleaf of her 
copy of the Birthday Book is written: 
 
Lionel White (her  husband and my grandfather ) 
Caretaker Charmouth Parish Church for 40 years and six months. Retired from : 
Church work Christmas 1946. 
Caretaker Church Hall 28 years. 
Groundsman Private Lawn Tennis Club from June 1905 until June 9th 1951. 
Died in Exeter Hospital after an operation June 26th 1951 aged 76.   
Married 55 years. 
 
Retirement in those days did not necessarily start at the age of 65. 
 
         Mike Thomas 



11 

 Youthful High Spirits on the Home Front   

Wartime Recollections from John Hutchings 

 
 I was eight years old at the start of the Second World War. I suppose my 
first recollection from this time was that I knew war had been declared - this 
was 3rd September 1939. At first, I don't think it had much effect on the village; 
people didn't really expect a lot of trouble. And because I was young it all 
seemed a bit of an adventure. There's a song you may remember: "We're going 
to hang out the washing on the Siegfried Line", and this was sung at the time. 
Soon after, a herring gull was washed up on the beach covered in tar: it was 
cleaned up and promptly named "Siegfried". I assume the song was responsible 
for that. 
 I was in a gang with Peter Childs, who lived next door and was four 
years older than me. You've probably seen Pete's articles in The Village Echo. 
Because our houses were in a row, we had our own telephone line between 
them, just for the two of us. He arranged all this, being older than me. It was 
wires and batteries and a couple of headphones - nothing too technical. The 
gang consisted of a few mates from the upper part of the village including Pete, 
myself, Ewart Mayne and some of the Grinter boys. The first wave of evacuees 
had started arriving in 1940, and a lot then went back before the Blitz. They 
were mainly from London and were in the lower part of the village, and we 
were in the top end, so there was a certain amount of rivalry. 
 We decided we needed a gang headquarters, and established one in a 
thicket above Five Acre Field - it's now built on - next to the crab apple orchard. 
We also decided we needed a way to tell the gang HQ if anyone was 
approaching the area, so an outpost was also established some way away, 
hidden in brambles, with a series of little red and green light bulbs and 
batteries - I think this was Pete Childs at work again - and a press button. If we 
saw the bottom street gang approaching, we could signal the gang HQ. Nothing 
ever happened - apart from the village bobby taking an interest. PC Tucker 
discovered this set-up and decided it was a signalling outpost to help the 
Germans in the invasion - or at least, that's the story we were told. He 
confiscated the lot. I expect he knew what was really going on up there. But 
feelings were clearly running high and people did have their suspicions. I 
remember a German resident in the village had been taken away under the 
emergency powers. I don't know if he came back later but he may have done 
so - he had a large house in the village.  
 By May of 1940, when the threat of invasion was apparent, the 
authorities decided to fortify the coast. They started building concrete tank 
traps, “Dragon's Teeth”, along the shore, as well as blockhouses.   There  were   
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three  blockhouses  on  the  shore:  at  Black Venn,  in front of the old cement 
works, and on the other side of the river at the shoreline. Four more were built 
farther back in the village: at Seadown, on Lower Sea Lane where the new 
school stands, on Higher Sea Lane by the top of the old allotments, and at Five 
Acre field. They were put up pretty quickly, built from brick and with a 
concrete roof. Of course, they're long gone now. I remember the blockhouse at 
Black Venn fell prey to the landslides, slipping onto the shore where it broke 
up. After the American soldiers arrived in 1943, they used a blockhouse as 
target practice to test bazooka shells. I also saw them blasting rocks on the 
beach with 30-calibre machine guns mounted on their trucks. But I've jumped 
ahead a little... 
 British soldiers were billeted with our family - we had a five-bedroom 
house, the old tollhouse at the top of the hill. We had three artillery sergeants, 
from Battery number 230. For some reason my mother ended up with the shove
-ha'penny board from their mess hut in the village. I kept it over the years, and 
returned it to Charmouth in 2005. 
 Our gang, meanwhile, had decided to play its part in defending the 
beaches. We went down on the other side of the river and started to build a flint 

and mud wall to crouch 
behind. This was mainly the 
younger gang members, not 
the older ones - they 
probably had more sense! 
Anyway, soldiers came along 
and said “Clear off you 
nippers!" At that time, the 
Army was putting up 
scaffolding on the other side 
of the Dragon's Teeth, from 
the old cement factory across 
the river to the other side, to 
deter tanks from coming 
through that gap. The 
soldiers kicked us off, and 
that was that. 
    

 

 

 

   

         John Hutchings and 

daughter Patricia 
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 When the Battle of Britain came in the summer and autumn of 1940, 
there were dogfights over the village. The first plane I saw shot down was a 
German Heinkel 111 in Lyme Bay, which has been quite well documented. The 
crew was picked up by the Air Sea Rescue launch from Lyme Regis, and were 
reputed to be all of 18 years of age. People couldn't believe it at the time. But as 
we know today, the Battle of Britain crews were also very young men. 
 Of course, things change. Ewart was two years older than me, and Pete 
four years. So Ewart had left at fifteen to become a boy apprentice at RAF 
Halton, and Pete was already working at the Westland Aircraft Company in 
Yeovil.  
 Once the US entered the war, we had a big American presence in the 
village. Most of them "adopted" a child, including me. Unfortunately, I can't 
recall the name of my soldier, but I know he was killed in Normandy. The kids 
would go and eat in their mess hut; they'd give us chewing gum and chocolate 
bars (no-one had seen Hershey bars before), organise Christmas parties, and so 
on. There must have been 50 different types of chewing gum and we collected 
the wrappers. The soldiers enjoyed this because it gave them something to do, 
and they were encouraged by the Army as a sort of PR exercise. 
 Our gang also made 72nd scale aeroplane models, gathering in Ewart 
Mayne's father's shed to cut them out of firewood. We built up quite a 
collection, 30-odd models, and in 1943 held an exhibition at The Well Head, 
Reginald Pavey's house, to raise money for POWs. I had four models in the 
show: a US seaplane, a Russian fighter, a Messerschmitt 110 and a Stirling 
bomber. 
 From all of this, you might think school didn't exist, but it certainly did! 
The village school was an old building, dating from the mid 1800s. It was both 
infants and juniors with two rooms, maybe three classes in total. When the 
evacuees came into the village, they had to use another building, a pavilion in 
the playing field - a rough old tin shed they rapidly put a front on. 
 We had a teacher called Mr Thornton. I remember him mainly for two 
things: he gave me the cane for supposedly talking in class, and we later 
discovered he'd been killed in action in Italy, at Anzio. In the summer, all the 
school-kids were called on to pull flax from a huge field by hand, I think on 
Aldworth's farm. There was no way of harvesting it mechanically. You'd pull 
the flax, then it was bundled so it stood up like straw. Were we paid? Some 
people say we were, but I never saw any money. I expect we were somehow. I 
was about ten years old.  The other things we used to do at school was to go  
out and pick “Hips and Haws”  -  rosehips  and  hawthorn  berries  -  as well as  
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acorns for the pigs, and pulling out charlock, a troublesome weed that grows on 
arable land, in our case between cabbages. So when you think about it, we were 
kept pretty busy during the war. We also collected waste paper - it's called 
recycling today! There was a paper dump at the bottom of the village, in an old 
house opposite Gear's Garage. We put the paper in go-carts and had an old 
wicker Bath chair that we used to tow the loaded carts. 
 In 1941, I’d failed my 11-plus. Some of my mates went to grammar 
school, some stayed in Charmouth, but I went to school in Axminster. I was 
billeted there during the week and came home at weekends. With some of the 
gang leaving the village, I made new friends as the end of the war approached. 
One lad, Michael Hollingsworth, lived at the top of the village. He'd caught 
polio, but he was a very intelligent lad and went on to become an aeronautical 
engineer. We'd go to his house and construct paper water-bombs, throwing 
them down into the street. We also had a record request programme. Using a 
cheap home-built telephone system, you'd ask for a record from the bottom of 
the house, and there was a record player at the top. The record was then 
transmitted down to the ground floor. The two records I remember most are 
"Dem Bones" and the "Turkish March Militaire". Michael was also a wizard at 
making models. He made a very convincing model of a V1 flying bomb - a 
catapult version about a foot long. 
 We also made fireworks using ammunition recovered by various 
means - if we could get to a crashed plane in time, for instance. Ammunition 
was around, and tracer bullets were a great source of red and green colour for 
the fireworks. We'd drill into them to get the contents out, and make our own 
gunpowder. You could do this in those days - sulphur was available, as was 
saltpetre and carbon, the three main ingredients for black powder. So we'd make 
cheap fireworks. 
 I was still at school in Axminster when the Allies invaded France. I'd 
joined the Scouts and had gone to camp in the summer of 1944, around the time 
of the invasion. I left school that December and came back to the village, 
starting work in January 1945 - and VE Day followed a few months later on 8th 
May 1945. I was working for John Childs, Pete's dad, who as you know lived 
next door. Mr Childs had the forge, the local plumbing business, the water 
bailiff business... but my post-war experiences working there are a whole 
different story. 
 
           

                 John Hutchings 
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 Roy’s Story 

 
 After leaving school at fourteen, the first real paid work I had was    
helping to build the ‘Dragon’s Teeth’ across the beach from the Lawrence home 
to the river; one of them can still be seen to this day. The purpose was to create 
obstacles if the Germans landed; these would prevent their tanks from          
advancing up to the village and controlling the London to Plymouth road. When 
the river was reached, the job finished and I was unemployed. This was only for 
a few days and very soon I was directed by the Labour Control people to vari-
ous local jobs.  
 This ended when I volunteered for the Merchant Navy in 1941. I was 
sent for three months to the training ship Vindiatrix an old sailing ship moored 
on the bank of the River Severn and then back home to await a telegram. It soon 
came and I was sent to Southampton to join my first ship, the                Bona-
venture, a large but very old and slow tanker. 
 My first experience of the sea was an overnight voyage from          
Southampton to Milford Haven in South Wales; I remember nothing but        
seasickness! We spent a few days gathering enough ships to form a convoy for 
protection, then we sailed through the Irish Sea and round the north of        
Scotland to the Firth of Forth. Here we waited again for a few days to build up 
enough ships for a full North Atlantic Convoy. Again we set out at dusk. As a 
first time at sea Ordinary Seaman, I was put on a day-work routine, so with        
seasickness hovering over me I was able to take to my bunk now and then. 
 
 

 

Oil Tanker of the Atlantic Convoys 1939 – 1945  
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 Early next morning, just at daylight, our cabin door burst open with the 
bo’sun shouting ‘Wakey, Wakey! All hands on deck!’ The situation was that as 
a Supply Tanker we were carrying engine fuel to be transferred at sea to the   
naval escorts protecting the convoy. The problem at that moment was that on 
the open deck, lashed down upon wooden chocks, were 30 depth charges. Some 
of these had broken loose and were being washed up and down the deck – not 
the best treatment for a barrel of high explosives. The bo’sun soon realized I 
was not a lot of help with lashing down the depth charges, so he bade me ‘Stand 
over there, give a shout when you see a green one coming over!’ (A great 
wave). ‘That went well for a while – but I did not see the one that came over 
behind me. It knocked me over and washed me down the deck among all the 
other debris. This gave me two broken ribs – but it also cured me of my       
seasickness. The rest of that trip (although not for me) was reasonably unevent-
ful. The cry ‘Action Stations’ was often heard, usually after dark, and required 
going to a specific place aboard the ship to wait for something to  happen;   
fortunately it never did on this crossing. 
 I don’t know how many times I crossed the Atlantic but we sailed main-
ly to the oil ports of the Gulf of Mexico – Tampico I remember. Oil     tankers 
were great targets for submarines and when carrying aviation spirit as we did, a 
torpedo would cause one massive explosion. We got used to being on these 
vessels; petrol for aeroplanes was so important that when the convoys were 
gathering for the return to England we were always put in the middle of the 
ships in the convoy – the safest place. There were great losses of ships - the 
sound of an unfortunate ship being struck and the din of exploding depth charg-
es dropped by the little escort vessels who were attempting to defend a convoy 
of as many as forty cargo vessels, seemed to go on all night. This     period -
1940 to 1942 - was known to the German submariners as the ‘Happy Times’ a 
period of appalling losses of allied ships to the Wolf Packs that nearly brought 
Britain to her knees. 
 In my personal opinion there were two great innovations that were of 
great help to the Merchant Navy during the last war. The first of these was 
called ‘degaussing’. When ships of the convoy entered the coastal waters 
around Britain there was always the fear of striking a magnetic mine. The    
British Isles was surrounded by vast patterns of defensive minefields, - but the 
gaps in them were well known to our own ships. The real fear was of magnetic 
mines, often dropped in busy shipping lanes in approaches to harbours. The 
steel hulls of the ships passing over these mines, sown in shallow water, would 
detonate them with devastating results. The technique of ‘degaussing’ ships was 
a  brilliant   invention  that  made  a  ship  non-magnetic.   This  was  done  by 
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miles of copper wire that somehow neutralised  the ship’s magnetic field. This 
was of great relief to all on board. 
 The other was a simple but very effective device was called a ‘Fog 
Buoy’. This was a 5-foot plank towed behind a ship. At one end there was a 
fixed towing eye and a pair of wing-like fins that kept the plank upright when 
being towed. At the other end was fixed a metal scoop, that, when pulled 
through the water, sent up a spout of water perhaps five to six feet high. This 
simple device enabled the ship astern, to follow the ship ahead and gauge the   
distance from it. This, to a helmsman like me, was very helpful when in convoy. 
Please bear in mind that Atlantic crossing in convoys in those years was often in 
very poor visibility. When the war was over and the merchant ships had been 
returned to there original owners, it pleased me  to be allowed to steer my own 
course rather than follow my leader. 
 My career in the Merchant Navy went on. The practice was to join a ship 
in the UK, sail in her to A, B and C and back, get paid off and so home for a 
spot of leave. Then it was back to the Shipping Office to do it all over again – 
most likely in a different ship with different shipmates and usually to different 
places all over the world. 
 To be honest – it was an interesting life. 
 
                                                                                                    Roy Aldworth 

 

Charmouth Community Hall 
Is available for hire for weddings and functions of all sorts 

Sports 
Badminton court, Short matt bowls, Soft Tennis 

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

Drama 
Pantomime, Short plays, Musicals,  Come along and join us. 

Phone Leslie Bowditch on 01297 560572 or 560962 
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The Norris Family 
      In St Andrew's Church, Charmouth, on the wall to the left of the altar as you 
face it, is a brass plaque to the memory of Hugh Leigh Norris. Hugh Leigh 
Norris was Fleet Surgeon on HMS Indefatigable and was lost, together with 
over 1000 other souls when his ship exploded at 16.05 on May 31st 1916 during 
the Battle of Jutland. 
       The Battle of Jutland was in effect the culmination of a series of skirmishes 
between the German High Seas Fleet and the British Grand Fleet. The aim of 
the High Seas Fleet was to break out of the North Sea into the Atlantic and 
cause havoc amongst Allied maritime shipping. The job of the Grand Fleet, 
based mainly at Scapa Flow, was to contain the High Seas Fleet to its home 
waters. Jutland determined the success or otherwise, of the opposing strategies. 
Both sides in the battle claimed victory as the German fleet did not break out of 
the North Sea but the Grand Fleet suffered the greater loss of ships and men. 
       The Indefatigable was one of the oldest and most lightly armoured of the 
British battle cruisers. On the 31st of May the aim of a British squadron of six 
cruisers was to cut off five German battle cruisers that had been detected in the 
North Sea.  The strategy was to cut them off from their base to ensure their 
destruction. This particular part of the battle was joined at about 15.45 on the 
31st of May with, in effect, a series of duels between the two lines of ships. At 
the end of the lines the two oldest battle cruisers present, the von der Tann and 
the Indefatigable, fought their own private duel. 
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 At 16.02 a salvo of three armour-piercing shells from the von der Tann 
pierced the lightly armoured deck of the Indefatigable and exploded deep inside 
her. The stricken ship, already sinking by the stern, pulled away from the line of 
battle, but the next salvo ripped through the fore part of the ship and there was a 
gigantic explosion; she keeled over and disappeared from sight. An officer  on  
a  sister  ship,  HMS  Lion,  looked  down at  the  firing  ships  and   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

H.M.S . Indefatigable 

recorded: "How magnificent they looked with their huge bow waves and 
flashing broadsides.” But astern of the last of them he saw only an enormous 
pall of grey smoke. "I gazed at this in amazement and at the same time tumbled 
to the fact that there were only five battle cruisers in our line." So ended the 
Battle of Jutland for HMS Indefatigable, Hugh Leigh Norris and over 1000 of 
his shipmates. 
 Hugh Leigh Norris' father was Dr Henry Edmunds Norris who is 
described as a Surgeon. He lived in The Elms on The Street in Charmouth from 
1846. Dr Norris, a widower, married for the second time in 1858 but the second 
Mrs Norris also predeceased him. His third wife, Amelia, was one of the seven  
daughters of the  well-known author Captain Marryat and she too  predeceased  
him. His fourth wife was a Mrs Melcalfe who lived in Sidmouth, and Hugh 
Leigh was the son of this marriage. Dr Norris died in 1888 and was buried with 
full military honours as he had been Captain of the Volunteers for many years. 
Dr Norris was buried in St Andrews churchyard in the grave of his second wife, 
who was his favourite. 



20 

 The sister of Amelia Norris, nee Marryat, was Florence, who in her time 
was a popular novelist, playwright and actress. Florence Marryat’s novel " The 
Little Stepson " was based in Charmouth. It included a character "Scrappie " the 
model for whom was Francis ( Frank ? )the son of Dr Norris and his second 
wife, the former Miss F Boshear. 
 In 2004 a pane was taken from a first floor, south facing window of The 
Elms on which is scratched the names of Frank Maynal Norris, Hensleigh 
Norris, Helen Amelia Norris and Hugh Leigh Norris and the date of 1874. Who 
scratched them remains a mystery but it is unlikely to be anyone other than a 
member of the Norris family. In the 1881 census Hugh Leigh is listed as age 
six, so when he died he would have been in his early  forties. 
  Clearly Dr Norris was a local celebrity and pillar of the community. 
Apart from being a " Volunteer " he was for some time a churchwarden. His 
family too shared his status. In W R J Pavey's A Few Notes on the North West 
end of Charmouth he describes how the first piped water supply for Charmouth 
was obtained from a spring near Old Lyme Hill in 1865 and that the first sod for 
the waterworks was cut on 15 June by Mrs Norris. He goes on to say that the 
Village Band was in attendance and the village was decorated with flags. After 
the ceremony the company repaired to a field, where wine and beer were 
distributed to drink success to the undertaking. Obviously a very jolly time and 
similar to the current Charmouth Fayre! 
 Dr Norris held the title Honorary Surgeon of the Charmouth Battery of 
the 1st Dorset Artillery Corps, and held the rank of Captain. This allowed for 
him to be buried with full military honours in 1888. The Volunteers were 
disbanded in 1895.  
 Of Dr Norris' children little is known other than the profession and death 
of Hugh.We know his brother George Robert also became a surgeon, married 
Caroline Cecilia Marryat in October 1866. Her father was Captain Marryat – so 
two brothers married two sisters. 
 The surviving members of Dr. Norris’ family appear to have left 
Charmouth soon after his death as none are mentioned in the 1891 Census. For 
over forty years Dr. Norris and his family were significant in the working of the 
village and it is clear that the village was important to the family. This is shown 
by the decision of the widow of Hugh Leigh to have a memorial to her husband 
placed in St Andrews Church more than sixteen years after the family had left 
Charmouth. 
                Terry Moseley 
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An Excavation on a Possible Roman Road near Charmouth 

A Report by Bill Putnam 

 

The Excavation 
At the invitation of Mr & Mrs Norman Jones a small excavation was     
carried out on Saturday 17 June 2006 at Hogchester Farm. The  object was 
to test the hypothesis that the Roman road running west from Dorchester 
is to be seen under a hedge climbing Thistle Hill north of Charmouth, from 
approximately SY 3580 9458 to 3545 9480. 
 
Two trenches were cut by machine and cleaned by hand. Trench 1 ran at right 
angles up to the hedge line, but not through it. Trench 2 ran parallel with the 
hedge line to test a bank at right angles to the hedge, in case this was a feature 
contemporary with the possible road line. For exact locations see the diagrams 
attached. 
 
Trench 1 was cut for  a distance of 7m up to the edge of the mound which 
lies under the hedge. It revealed a ditch at approximately 4m from the mound.  
The ground between the mound and the ditch had been carefully levelled with    
broken stone. Both this stone and the stone forming the mound (as revealed by 
badger digging) are of chert, almost certainly from one of many small quarries 
in the area round Charmouth. 
 
Trench 2 revealed only a positive and negative lynchet of agr icultural 
origin. 
 
Discussion 
 It seems very likely that the features examined do in fact form part of the 
elusive Roman road running west from Dorchester. A study of the contours 
shows that the line of the hedge is skilfully chosen to facilitate the climb of 
Thistle Hill, an essential stage to progress further west. The modern turnpike/
A35 does not follow this route as it has to service Charmouth on the coast. 
 
The mound itself was not accessible on this occasion, but its surface cross-
section is appropriate for a Roman road. It is made from quarried chert, and is 
clearly artificial. Both the size of the ditch and the distance from the causeway 
are characteristic of the Roman road usually called Ackling Dyke, for example 
in the numerous instances in Puddletown Forest and the excavation of 1983 on 
South Eggardon Farm (Dorset Proceedings vol.105 for 1983, p.146. 
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It is difficult to see a reason for the existence of this feature 
other than that it is the Dorchester - Exeter Roman road. 
 
The thanks of the excavator go to Mr & Mrs Norman Jones, and to the 
band of willing helpers, particularly Tony Flux and Richard            
Crumbleholme, who  provided the plans and sections overleaf. 
 
Bill Putnam 
1 Mill Lane, Stratton, Dorchester, DT2 9RX       01305 267269 
bill@roseivy.demon.co.uk 
 
 

Published by the kind permission of Bill Putnam  
  
 

 
In Addition:  
 
 The recently excavated site of a probable Roman Road is situated to the 
north of Hogchester Farm. The area is rich in history and  prehistory: evidence 
of settlement in the valley has been revealed by artefacts from the Neolithic and 
early medieval times. 
 The excavation is to the north of farm, on the ridge that rises gently   
towards Timber Hill to the west. As the plan and sections on page 23 reveal, the 
dig exposes the east/west orientation of the possible/probable Ackling Dyke - 
the Roman road from Dorchester to Exeter. The exposure of a  2,000-year-old 
road is not only a most exciting archaeological discovery, but probably an even 
greater one for Norman Jones whose conviction that a Roman Road once ran 
through his property has long been held, in spite of doubters, one in particular. 
 Mr Norman Jones who farms the area, has asked me to point out that 
there is nothing to be seen of the excavation: the site has been completely    
restored to its original state.          
 
          The Editor 
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Matters of Interest 

 

 There have been several items of interest that have arisen since the last 
issue of The Echo. The first was a quite remarkable event involving Richard 
and Christine Amphlett, who were seeking to buy a house in Charmouth. They 
came to the Pavey Room, Richard having a keen interest in local history,  to 
learn more of what he hoped would be their future home. He asked if we would 
like him to do a study on the Charmouth War Memorial. Of course we would. A 
couple of months later he returned to say that he had failed to find a home in the 
village and to hand me a remarkably well researched and presented study of all 
the names on the memorial of both World Wars. I don’t know how he produced  
it in such a short time. I also very much regret that he didn’t find a home here – 
he himself would be an excellent   resource. Please come and see the study; if 
you have an interest in the story of a friend or relation and would like to know 
more of the fallen, or perhaps add to Richard’s account, he would be very 
pleased to hear from you. So would we. 
 Another remarkable coincidence arose from someone “scouring the net” 
who came upon the Pavey website. The man’s name was Pavey – Don Pavey, a 
very successful author from London. He sent an e-mail to the “Pavey Museum” 
asking if we would like to take possession of a christening cup in the name of 
Reginald William Juxton Pavey 1883 for our collection. He also said that he 
had a family tree of the Pavey family, and again asked if we would care to have 
these items. Of course we accepted.  
 In responding to his generous offer, I mentioned the Colyford Paveys 
and the Pavey surname in Charmouth. He knew absolutely nothing of the 
branch in West Dorset and East Devon and was delighted to learn that the 
Pavey name was celebrated in Charmouth.  This gap seemed rather odd and I 
thought  perhaps I had found the critical link between the London and the West 
of  England Paveys. R.W.J. was certainly born in Charmouth in 1883 - the date 
on the cup - in the Limes, now known as Charmouth Lodge on the corner of 
Barr’s Lane. If Don Pavey was unaware of our local branch of the Paveys, how 
was it that he held the christening cup?  
 The answer was quite straightforward and quite disappointing: a friend 
of Mr Don Pavey had phoned him to say he had found a silver mug in an     
antique shop in Dutton with the Pavey name on it - should he buy it for him?  
He did, and that is how the cup came to Charmouth. The next exciting chal-
lenge is to find the missing links in the Pavey chain. I will alert Richard Pavey 
of the Colyford Paveys at the AGM.  
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Of Less Interest but of Real Concern 

 

 I regret the need to raise the matter of subscriptions again, having      
laboured the problem in the recent Quicknews 19.  The fact and the problem 
remains –– subs are very often  “a long time in acomin’ in”. At our last commit-
tee meeting we had to assume that the remaining late memberships, in spite of 
several reminders, did not wish to stay with us and were struck off the list – 
with real regret.  
 Our financial year commences with the AGM – in late September.  We 
have in the past sent The V illage Echo to late payees believing that it was     
simply a matter of their forgetfulness. This means that potentially, three Echos  
could be given free. You will appreciate the problem I am sure. 

So, subscriptions are due as of September 28th 2006 for the year 2006/2007. 
 

Subscriptions  2007 
 Since the preceding was written the Annual General Meeting has taken 
place. The treasurer, in reviewing the year’s finances, expressed concern over 
the increasing costs of materials for the production of The Village Echo, and of 
postage.  In last year’s A.G.M. it was decided not to raise subscriptions.  This 
year however, for those reasons stated above, there is a need. On the           
committee’s recommendation and with the support of the meeting, it was 
agreed that , family membership for 2006 / 7 should be set at £6.00. We regret 
having to do so. 
 Other means of affording things were proposed and agreed upon. It must 
be appreciated though, as we enter our eight year of our existence, that we must 
first thank most sincerely the outstanding support given us by our Sponsors and 
the Advertisers. Had it not been for their generosity we simply would not exist.  
 Another strategy is to expand our sales potential. Currently we now have 
two outlets other than the Pavey Room for the sale of The Village Echo, at 
Braggs Store and the Charmouth Heritage Coast Centre. They do so at no cost 
to us at all; for which we are most grateful. 
 Another effort to improve our funds arose from public requests. So we 
have prepared neatly packaged sets of back numbers of The Echo of Issues       
1 – 10 and from 11 – 20 for those requesting complete sets. We will continue to 
sell single back numbers on request. Perhaps the greatest leap forward is to 
raise the price of The Echo to £2.00 a copy. The decision was based upon the 
growing appreciation of the publication and the fact that there is a decreasing 
profit in its production costs. This will have no impact upon the member     fam-
ilies of course, who will continue to receive three copies a year and the other 
advantages of membership. We hope you  approve. 
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Roy Aldworth 

 

 It is very difficult to express the degree of loss of Roy’s passing. Our 
thoughts go immediately to Joan, Alec and Tim and the grandchildren at this 
very sad time. So it is fitting that on behalf of our members and all of those who 
knew him in the village and far beyond, that we extend our deepest              
sympathies to them. 
 Roy’s demise leaves a massive gap in the structure and function of the 
Pavey Group. It is over eight years ago now, long before the Pavey Group was 
created, that three of us, Roy, Pat Stapleton and myself came together with a 
mutual interest in local history. With very positive help from the Parish and 
successful lottery grants we gained a berth and money for equipment. There 
followed an exciting time when we scavenged all kinds of timber, furniture that 
enabled Roy to produce all the cupboards and display areas in the Pavey Room. 
Everything in the room is testimony to his imagination, skill and    dedication to 
our ‘reason for being’.  
  He was equally dedicated to the business of research and was of great  
assistance in retrieving data from our records for responses to e-mail enquiries 
and a great source of spontaneous local information with visitors to the Pavey 
Room. In fact Roy was totally dependable in all respects; he was always there. 
 In an article in issue No. 15 of The Village Echo Roy told of his idyllic   
rustic childhood at Berne Farm on the Whitchurch road. I asked for a sequel to 
his story many times and this he did - characteristically. I found it a week or so 
before he went to Bymead. It was handwritten on odd scraps of paper pasted 
together; he had slipped it into my briefcase without my knowledge. Just like 
Roy – no fuss. It is published in this edition as Roy’s Story.    
 Upon retirement from the Merchant Navy he returned to the village and 
worked for Bert Smith for many years before setting up his own business. His 
reputation in the village was of a dependable, honest and meticulous         
craftsman. During this period he gained other distinctions including many years 
in the fire service in which he rose to be the Station Chief of the village. 
 I came to know him very well from our long hours in the Pavey Room. I 
am indebted to him for his enthusiasm and contribution to all aspects of the 
Pavey organisation. We are all in his debt. He is irreplaceable. 
 As a friend I was impressed with many of his personal qualities, his 
warmth and kindness, quiet humour and his dedication to his family.  He is 
missed. 
 
 



  
 
 
 I hope Liam and Harry and Ellie  will long recall their granddad and that 
one day, they in turn, will tell their grandchildren of the man he was; a kind and 
gentle man in every sense;  a man of great natural dignity.  
 
          Peter M Press 

 

 

Roy Aldworth 
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The Royal Oak 
The Street, Charmouth. 

Palmers Real ales 
Carol & Jeff Prosser 

          01297 560277 

CLIST FINANCIAL 
MANAGEMENT LTD.  EA`S 
EAST WING, THE STREET, 

CHARMOUTH,  
DORSET, DT6 6RE 
TEL:- 01297 561006 

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 
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 

Phillip & Carole. Mapstone, The Queens Armes Hotel  
                 Mike Smith, Frampton, Smith & Partners, Accountants 
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MORGANS OF CHARMOUTH 
3-4 The Arcade , Charmouth, Dorset, DT6 6PU 

YOUR VILLAGE STORE 
    WITH A DIFFERENCE 

Hensleigh Hotel 
Licensed Restaurant 

Lower Sea Lane, Charmouth 
Morning Coffees, Cream Teas, 

Light Lunches, A La Cart Restaurant 
 

We aim to always use Fresh Local Produce 

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

 

Reservations please call John or Caroline on 01297 560830 

Devonedge Hairdressing 
Ladies & Gentlemen's Hairdressing 

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

CHARMOUTH STORES 
Your 

PREMIER 
CONVENIENCE STORE 

Phil & Carol Tritton 
01297 560304 

If you would like to advertise 
in this space please contact 

Peter Press at the Pavey Group, 
The Elms. 

Tel 01297 561270 
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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  

 
CHARMOUTH  FISH  BAR 
  AND SEA SHELLS CAFÉ 

 

      NOW OPEN ALL THE  
     YEAR ROUND 

 

  FOR DETAILS OF OPENING TIMES 
    TELEPHONE : 01297 560220 

Braggs Store Charmouth 
(MACE) 

 James & Valerie Hatcher 
  Traditional Village Store,  Friendly 

Welcome and Value for Money 
7.30am – 7pm  Mon to Sat 

8am – 5 pm  Sundays 
         

                     Tel: 01297 560252 

  MIKE BOWDITCH 
  Builder and General 
   Maintenance Work 

 
Tel : 01297 560129 

The George Inn 

10th Century Coach House 
Bar Snacks   -  Full Restaurant 

Real Ales 
Large Garden & play Area 

Dean & Marie Herbert 

FRANCIS LOCK 
M.R. PHARMS.S 

PHARMACIST 
CHARMOUTH 

Developing & Printing 
Kodak Films 

Toiletries & Cosmetics 

       Tel :- Charmouth 560261 
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 The Pavey Group 
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