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Editorial
There are three articles in this issue that reflect three disparate periods
of village history. The first of these, as an example, is Rosemary Bennett’s
gentle recall of the village’s recent past when the older folk actually
remembered significant events and of people of the past and told these tales
to the younger ones of the family. These family histories became, by
extension, the substance of local history. This was the traditional practice,
although this might be less so today. There are many reasons for this
regrettable decline that are very well known. Whatever the case, this loss
more than justifies the role of the Pavey Group in Charmouth. The
preservation of such material is what we do - may it long continue.
There is yet another worth in such village records - not only as a
source of data for the future but as a means of evoking a fair degree of
nostalgia for those dear people entering, or already within, their ‘reflective
years’.
Well done again Rosemary – on both counts.
Peter Childs’ Tales of the Forge No.5 is a story of another time - not
remote, but hardly within living memory. Very few people would have any
recall of Peter’s great grandfather’s demise, let alone have a sentimental
attachment to an ancient horse.
Peter’s tale is a very good short story. The title, A Client for A lf’s
Clinic has a horse as the central character, although at first reading it seemed
that the climax of the story was to be a eulogy at the grave of Alf’s father,
Henry Palmer Childs, but it certainly was not. On the way up the hill, Alf’s
reflections give the impression that there had been no great warmth between
him and his father. Even at the graveside, he barely heard the words of the
parson; such was Alf’s concern for the horse.
So the title of the tale is appropriate: the nameless horse induces all of
our sympathies, it being old, infirm and in pain. Yet the resolution is the
happy one; Alf’s skills, learned from his father, ensure that. The horse lived
out its days on light duties. Alf had assuaged any guilt he had in not bidding
farewell to his father properly and felt a satisfaction that he’d done things
properly for the horse - just like his dad.
Excellent, Peter!

continued on page 8
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Tales of the Forge No 5
A Client for Alf's Clinic
It was a grey morning but not yet raining. An old horse harnessed to a
hearse was waiting patiently at the roadside outside Charmouth Church. For
the horse it was a well-understood duty and one which promised an easy day's
work with extra oats. A small crowd of onlookers gathered to pay their
respects to the recently departed. They regularly attended weddings and
funerals, more out of curiosity than any sense of joy or loss. If one accepts a
classification (not included in the census returns) they could be termed the idle
poor of the village, waiting hopefully for something to happen which might be
a chance to earn a copper or two. Perhaps the old horse might take fright at a
passing steam lorry puffing and hissing its way to Axminster railway station.
But no. Today, all was serene, offering dim prospects to the assembled poor.
All persons of note in the village were inside St Andrew’s Church, dressed in
Sunday best and singing lustily from their hymn books as a last farewell to the
departed.
The silence outside the church was penetrated by distant tones of The
Old Rugged Cross drifting through the closed doors of the church. A rather
scruffy small boy had his ‘Yer 'ole’ clipped by his mother for dropping a
marble behind some imposing railings set around the grave of a long
forgotten dignitary. ‘You be'ave yourzelf in gawd’s garden, you little Turk’.
The boy aimed a solid kick at her shin and, yelling at the top of his voice,
rushed out into the road and up the street in a panic at his own bravado. He
was hotly pursued by his cursing mother. The horse, still in a deeply
reflective mood, did not stir and the unseemly chase ended with the capture
of the scruffy boy assisted by a local gardener. He had a score to settle with
him for previous offences committed against his person.
At last the main entrance doors of the church creaked open and the local
undertaker emerged to stand in the porch surveying all before him. Placing
his top hat firmly in position, he saw that all was well. As he strode into the
churchyard he cut a splendid figure with his tailed coat, gloves, and precisely
furled umbrella. Clearly this was not an inexpensive funeral. Casting a wary
eye over the gathering of onlookers, he looked for sources of possible
disturbance. Of drunks, stray dogs, feral small boys and sundry other wild
creatures he saw none and heard only the distant screaming of a small child.
Brimming with self- approval and the thought of a very fair profit that would
soon be in the post, he nodded approvingly at no-one in particular. He was
well noted by the local clergy for managing a smooth show, and only acts of
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divine intervention were allowed to interfere with the well-regulated progress
of the ceremony.
A coffin now emerged from the
porch, held aloft by four sturdy men who carefully negotiated the steps down
the path to the roadside. The deceased, now on his last journey, was
respectfully carried forth to the waiting hearse. The horse, knowing that the
journey was short, nodded in appreciation as the coffin was secured in
position by polished leather straps and heavy brass buckles. The driver settled
in his seat, released the brake and with a cry, which could have been a curse
or an encouragement, alerted the horse to the task of pulling the hearse up the
hill. The vicar, with hands held aloft, gave his general-purpose blessing, and
the little procession, headed by the undertaker in his top hat, set off up the
hill.
One or two of the idle poor now concluded that not much of interest or
possible profit was going to happen and started to talk among themselves:
‘Ee weren't zakly a local man. Zum zay he did come from t'other zide
o' Darchester, A place they do call Burleston near to Athle'ampton. Ee zerved
'is time at Athle'ampton 'ouse as a coachin' smith. Taught 'is son Alf Childs
all he knew in the smithin' line a'rter ee set up in Charmouth. Must 'ave been
in the sixties oi shouldn't wonder. Oi s'pose Alf be best mourner or whatever
they do call it. Not a good day for ee is it? 'Ead of the family now by all
accounts. Not a 'appy lookin' man at the best o'times, is 'e?’*
It was not a good day for Alf. How could it be after half a lifetime
spent working with his father, who was not the easiest of company on a cold
winter morning. Yes, their business had prospered and Alf’s son John, now
walking close behind, would eventually take it over. But this was not John’s
future of first choice. Alf suspected that the death of his father Henry, now on
his way to the cemetery, would set in process, thoughts in his son’s mind
which would, like the inevitable slipping of the local cliffs, be impossible to
control. Something would have to be done to settle matters. Childs and son
would not go on forever and anyway, John needed a secure future. It was
something to brood about on the slow walk up to the little burial chapel on
the edge of Fernhill. He was a great brooder. Ruth, his wife said ‘You could
brood for England, Alf, and in a lean year, and that means the world’.
Back, back over his life he brooded, as they marched up the hill, back
into a tangled web of remote memories. He had been told that as a child he
had been pushed in a wheel- barrow by his father through the newly
constructed railway tunnel at Hollywell near Evershot. The tunnel was over
two hundred yards long, it was said. The event could have been part of a
celebration to commemorate the opening of the railway line from Yeovil to
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Dorchester. After many years of arguing about the route and then getting
parliamentary permission to proceed, this project had become one of the
wonders of the age to the local folk. Could he really remember the fear of the
growing darkness as the wheelbarrow trundled into that great gaping hole?
What could stop a train coming straight at them? He had never seen a railway
engine or, as far as he could remember, even a picture of one when he was that
young. It must be a fearsome sight for a young lad, he thought. All smoke,
steam, burning ashes and dust. He would have gripped the side of the barrow
and stared ahead wide-eyed with apprehension. Yes, it must have happened that
way. The memory was still there alright.
He dragged his mind forward to the nowness of things as they
passed the little cottages on the corner, past Miss Tarr’s Paper, Stationery and
Toy shop. In one of these cottages, his father had set up his first ironmonger’s
shop to sell goods to farmers as they waited for their horses to be shod. This
turned into a profitable business which operated for many years until a proper
shop was constructed within Waterloo House, a house which they were now
just passing. One of the old man’s better ideas, Alf grudgingly allowed as he
nodded out of respect for his father and the thousands of hours they had spent
there together at the forge. Tears welled in his eyes. He remembered his
father's saying that no man or woman properly grows up until both their
parents are dead. So now at last he was properly grown up, and head of the
family as well. Now he must make important decisions for himself. The
cottage would have to be let. His son John had been waiting for some years to
marry Olive Smith of Hogchester Farm and start his own family no doubt.
Once settled in his own place, he would find it difficult to escape to Canada,
which was where he wanted to go. (or anywhere else for that matter). The
future of the firm would be assured. That at least was a good thing.
He did not lift his eyes to the hills to comfort his soul. Rather he
thought, what a state the main road was in. Pot holes all over the place, all the
way to Axminster. Small wonder the horses were going lame. He was sure
that the horse in front was suffering. He would love to have shown the pot
holes to his father, who was good at complaining to the council, but it was too
late now. They pressed on past The New Inn where men doffed their caps as
the little procession passed by. He could still hear the church bell tolling. The
sound would probably carry all the way to the cemetery. He thought grimly
that at least the old man was getting his money’s worth. If his spirit was alive
and kicking, there could still be joy beyond the grave. Maybe that's all there is,
he thought. Pure, timeless joy and a love, containing all the power in the
revolving universe.
That would certainly be something, and
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worth the few hundred hours of sermons he'd had been forced to listen to in
his time.
He now came to a sudden and definite conclusion. The horse drawing
the hearse was going lame and would soon be in much pain. As they passed
Wood Farm, he resolved to discuss treatment for the poor animal with the
owner before he - the owner - poked about the in the animal’s hoof and, not
knowing what he was doing, make matters worse. Alf was one of the most
skilled farriers in the county and hated to see animals suffer. He knew that
the hoof was like a massive fingernail. Get a splinter behind it and the pain
was intense and there were more little bones to break than he could ever
have learned about. He was not going to let this horse suffer. It crossed his
mind that all the able-bodied men following could push the hearse up the
last rise of the hill to ease the horse’s suffering, but by the time he had
made up his mind they had arrived at the cemetery and were
undoing the
lashings to release the coffin. The horse was relaxing and knew that it was
downhill all the way home. He was also convinced that most of the human
race were crazy, and you can't argue with that. He knew Alf well from
frequent shoeings and was never anxious or nervous about him. One of the
good ones was Alf.
Now the coffin was carried to the freshly dug grave and the bearers
prepared to lower the rather fine casket into its last resting place. The vicar
now took over the service and stood at the end of the grave.

The Horse

6

‘I am the resurrection and the life saith the Lord. He that believeth in
me, though he were dead yet shall he live’. Alf was ashamed. He could not
concentrate on the service as he knew he should. His mind was filled with
the plight of the horse. It was as if the spirit of his father had taken over. He
ran over in his mind a list of the things he would need to do. Find and
sterilize his stainless probes and razor- sharp knife. They were in a special
black case. Ruth would know where it was.‘We brought nothing into this
world and it is certain we shall take nothing out. The Lord gave and the Lord
taketh away; blessed be the name of the Lord,’ intoned the vicar. Find the
centre of infection with the probe. A very delicate operation this. When the
infection was found, the horse would almost collapse on its other legs. Now
was the time to cut a way through to relieve the pressure. Cut too large a
circle and the wound would take an age to heal. Too small, and the puss
would not drain away; the pain would recur. His father’s voice was almost as
strong in his mind as the vicar’s. ‘Man that is born of woman hath but a short
time to live, and is full of misery. He cometh up and is cut down like a
flower; he fleeth as it were a shadow, and never continueth in one’s stay’.
‘And don't forget the copper sulphate crystals to 'elp the wound heal’, said
his father’s voice.‘We therefore commit his body to the ground. Earth to
earth, ashes to ashes, dust to dust, in the sure and certain hope of resurrection
to eternal life’.
Alf remembered that now was the time for him to take up
a fistful of earth and cast it into the grave. This he did, and looking down at
the coffin said softly: ‘There you are, old son. Thanks for the advice, you
deserve a good rest.’
So now it was all over, with just the civilities and mindless chat to
endure .He had to thank the vicar and and then get away as soon as he
decently could.
On the way home with his son John, he told him about the lame horse
that he was determined to treat, which he now looked upon as a sort of charity
job. He also said that if John could pluck up courage and ask Olive Smith to
marry him he could have Saybrook cottage at a nominal rent. And so it was
that within a respectable couple of years Alf had his first grandson to cherish.
The horse survived on light duties for many years, and after a few months, his
father never spoke to him again - except in his dreams.
Peter Childs
Alf’s father was Henry Palmer Childs 1845 – 1920. Hence Henry, whose
funeral it was, was the great-grandfather of Peter Childs, the author of this
story.
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Editorial Cont.
In Bill Gordge’s case it was not that he had missed his family history
by a matter of years, but that there was a four-century gap in his quest for
origins. He came to Charmouth with daughter Wendy to find family roots and
this he did. His discovery of ancient locations, dwellings where ancestors
once lived and to meet related clan folk that he had never met before proved a
deeply emotional experience for him. His response to all these experiences,
tumbled into a three-day period, was something beyond mere nostalgia,
rather a deep personal fulfilment.
He proved to be wonderful company with a vitality and sense of
humour that would put a man of half his years to shame (at least a 43 year
younger). An idea of his Charmouth experiences can be seen on Page 16 of
this issue. There was an earlier history of his remarkable family published in
the previous V illage Echo No.23. Please read on.
Come again, Bill!

The Ed.

Visitors
One of the pleasures in spending time in the Pavey Room is in
meeting descendants of former Charmouth folk. In June this year it was a
pleasure to receive an American couple, Mr. & Mrs. David Hopkinson of
Williamsburg, Virginia, whose family were firmly established in the village
for a century, from 1858 – 1958. David sent a copy of his family tree – an
excellent piece of research it is! They were seeking information on the
grandchildren of Henry Hopkinson. Henry was posted here as an instructor to
the Charmouth Battery that was founded about the time of his arrival. So it
might be assumed he was one of the earliest of the instructors. Needless to
say no evidence exists.
The family lived at the top of the village for a century – until late in
the 1950s. Maindy Cottage is a firm address. (Old Lyme Road / Old Lyme
Hill). If anyone has a recall of any of the Hopkinson family, please let me
know; a phone call, note, or a photo would be very much appreciated.

P.M.P.
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Richard Ollard

Richard Ollard, who died on 21st January 2007, was a ‘local’ for at least
twenty years, and wrote one or two local books which many Dorset people
might not know about. He was a Yorkshire man originally, a historian of
considerable distinction, as well as a senior publishing editor for many years
with the firm of William Collins, where he worked with Sybille Bedford
Penelope Fitzgerald and Michael Frayn.
His first major book, The Escape of Charles II (1966) is "a vivid
and economically-written account of how the 21-year-old Charles foiled
Cromwell’s forces and escaped to France". This covered the story of the
failed attempt by Charles to escape by boat from Charmouth. The story is
often written in Dorset books but not told as well as it is here.
He wrote extensively about the seventeenth century, and in one of his
books he covered Cromwell’s Earl (1994) - a biography of Edward Montagu,
1st Earl of Sandwich, whose family still live at Mapperton. Ollard's other
books included a biography of Pepys (1974) and a guide to his adopted
county of Dorset (1995) in the Pimlico County History Guide Series. This is
a veritable labour of love, and in Chapters Three and Four it is evident from
his knowledge of the areas around the Golden Gap that he had great affection
for West Dorset. He lived at Norchard Farm, near Stanton St. Gabriel, and he
rode by horse most of the lanes around his farm. He rode every day until he
was nearly 80, and in about 1990, I remember him on horseback at the gate
of Norchard Farm when I was a marshal for the Fun and Challenge Run.
In 1998, Mr. Ollard was the joint winner of the Heywood Hill Literary
Prize, for ‘a lifetime's contribution to the pleasure of reading. He was a
fellow of the Royal Society of Literature.
Richard Ollard wrote many other books which historians will
remember, but for people in Charmouth, we should especially treasure The
Escape of Charles the Second and the Dorset County Guide.

Brian Boston
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Fernhill to Charmouth
In about 1880, my great-grandparents moved to a cottage on Fernhill.
The lower part of the hill is in the parish of Charmouth, but the upper part,
including their house, lies in the parish of Monkton Wyld. Indeed, it is
reputed that the boundary runs right through one house! When I was little I
was told that the lady who lived there, Miss Edith Powell, was in one parish
in her living room and another in her kitchen.
Great-grandfather was Frederick Miller of Wootton Fitzpaine, and his
wife was the former Miss Ruth Cox of Hawkchurch. They had previously
lived at Broadwindsor where several of their children were born, and had
then moved to Eype; in each place they had run a dairy. In those days, when
milk was either delivered in the very near vicinity or collected from the dairy
by local people, there were many dairies around. For those not rich enough to
buy their own herd of cows, it was possible to rent a herd and run their own
little business. All went well until the children caught one of the very
infectious childhood diseases, and the authorities closed the dairy.
This must have been a disaster for them, but fortunately Frederick
managed to get a job as a cowman on Hogchester Farm, which no doubt
explains their move to nearby Fernhill. The house, which since my childhood
has been much altered, was already quite old. I was told that, when
Charmouth Tunnel was being built - it was finished in 1834 - bread for the
workmen was baked in the cottage in a bread oven that still existed in my
great-grandparents’ day. Naturally, Ruth did her shopping in Charmouth, but
on Sundays while she was young and fit, the family regularly attended
Monkton Wyld church as their cottage was in that parish. Later, when she
became crippled, she and Frederick and any children still at home attended
Charmouth church instead, as it was nearer.
They were a very hospitable couple: Ruth liked to make her own wine,
and sometimes they invited local people to a party. The guests included
workers on the farm and also some of the shop assistants who served her
when she was shopping in Charmouth. However, one of their parties ended in
an unfortunate incident. A young farmworker took a liking to Ruth’s wine,
and, probably thinking it was not much stronger than lemonade, drank
liberally. Eventually the guests set off home on foot. Later that night the
alarm was raised - the boy could not be found! Next morning however, a very
sleepy and probably embarrassed youth was discovered in a ditch! Greatgrandmother had such a fright over this that family tradition states that she
never made wine again.
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The children attended the Council School in Charmouth, and my granny
Georgina told me that on May Day there used to be festivities in the village.
Sadly, I have forgotten exactly what form they took, but the girls wore, I think,
white dresses or aprons, and also floral garlands. It must have been a pretty
sight.
Besides his other work, Frederick earned extra money by breaking
stones for mending the Turnpike Road, which ran through Charmouth Tunnel.
Such roads were called turnpikes because they had originally been toll roads, there was a ‘turnpike’ or bar across them that was lifted only when a traveller
had paid the toll. The stones for Frederick to work on were left in piles in the
field on your left as you face the Tunnel on Charmouth side. Before or after
work, when he had a little time to spare, he would go to the piles of stones and
sit wearing goggles breaking the large stones into suitable sizes with a special
hammer. The extra money he earned may have helped him to buy his cottage,
but the actual date when he became its owner I have not discovered.

Frank & Ruth Miller
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Eventually, ownership of the cottage passed to his daughter Georgina,
(my grandmother), who had married John Albert Quick of Cornworthy,
Devon, and they settled there with their three children, including my mother,
who was named Ruth after her granny. Like the previous generation, Ruth
and her brothers Frederick and Ernest attended the Council School in
Charmouth. By that time the May Day Festival had, I think, ceased, but Mum
remembered learning to do maypole dancing, so some celebrations must have
taken place during her schooldays, perhaps to mark the end of the First World
War.
Besides his own cottage, Frederick had a semi-detached one built on
the side of it. This one would eventually become my home. My parents Ruth
and Frank White did not live on Fernhill immediately after their marriage;
their first home was a cottage at Forde Abbey where Dad worked on the
estate. Then, for a short time they rented a farm cottage just above Lyme
Regis, and it was there that I was born. But before I was six months old, they
moved to Fernhill to live next door to Granny and Granddad.
As described in my other article on my own schooldays, I (and later
my little sister Edna May) attended The Limes School which was about a
mile from our home. On my way to school I walked past many interesting
places, including the big house on Fernhill where the Kennedys lived, and
Langmoor Manor, the home of Mrs Pick. Few people know that the woods
behind Langmoor Manor are reputed to be haunted! The ghost is said to be
that of a white rabbit and is associated with the famous Duel Tomb near the
front door of Charmouth Church. The story goes that in 1792 James Warden,
aged 55, owner of the Manor, who had had a distinguished naval career,
quarrelled with his friend Mr Bond over ‘game’. (Whether this was of the
animal variety or cards, I am unsure). It was arranged for a duel to take place
near Axminster. James Warden fired first and shot his friend through the hat.
Bond then fired and shot James through the heart. A warrant for murder was
issued against him and he fled abroad. Elizabeth Warden was heartbroken by
her husband’s death, and had a very moving poem inscribed on his tomb
bewailing her loss. For six years she lingered before succumbing to ‘pining
sickness’ and dying at the early age of 47. Tradition claims that somehow in
the course of the quarrel Elizabeth’s pet rabbit was killed, and its ghost is the
one that is reputed to haunt the woods. However, although I lived on Fernhill
for many years and frequently played and walked there, I never saw it!
On the way to school, there was also Wood Farm where the Edwards
family lived and Lily Farm, the home of Mr and Mrs Bowyer. Entering the
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village, Mrs Gallop’s sweet shop was a natural attraction, but being wartime
there were two problems. The first one was that to buy sweets one needed
coupons as well as money, so without these it was pointless to ask for any.
Secondly, sweets were in short supply, and sometimes Mrs Gollop had none to
sell. How pleased we were when the village grapevine buzzed with the news
that a supply had been delivered! Most of these were rather basic and boring boiled raspberry or pear drops, perhaps, and occasionally some bars of
‘sandwich’ chocolate. The latter was a small bar of chocolate squares in three
layers. The outer ones were usually plain with a middle one of milk chocolate;
very uninteresting by today’s standards, but we considered them a treat.
Some way further on was the teashop, whose name I have forgotten,
run by Mrs Brown and her daughter, (later renamed The Singing Kettle). Since
I had very little pocket money, I certainly could not afford to take tea there, but
an added attraction for me was that each year in the weeks before Christmas
Miss Brown used to put a large Christmas tree in the window. This she dressed
with pretty baubles and ornaments, no doubt carefully preserved from pre-war
days. Although we had decorations of our own at home, I really loved Miss
Brown’s tree, and it was also proof, if any were needed, that Christmas would
soon be here.
Passing the New Inn, I was outside the home of Miss Membury, the
dressmaker. Normally, we did not make use of her services as it was an extra
expense and my mother was herself a good needlewoman. However, on one
occasion Mum was given a piece of blue velvet and it was decided that it
should be made into a dress for me. (My sister had either not been born, or was
still a baby). As velvet is rather difficult to sew, Miss Membury’s services
were engaged and after school I had to call in at her house for fittings. I am not
sure whether she was not too keen on children, or whether she thought me an
annoying child, but she seemed to find me a bit irritating. And was it always a
chance if a pin prodded a fraction too deeply through the material.
Dr Chamberlain’s house was nearby, but during the war he was away
looking after soldiers, so a nice old retired doctor called Dr Hartley was
helping out. When I had measles he came to our house, and after having a look
at me he diagnosed my pink teddy bear as having scarlet fever! Continuing on,
I passed the shops of Mr Long, Mr Childs and Mr Hutchings. I was especially
fascinated by the ironmonger’s shop run by Mr Childs. It seemed to be filled
and festooned with innumerable treasures such as watering cans, hot-water
bottles and baskets, and I think it was to Mr Childs that Dad supplied pea and
bean sticks every year, which he cut from the hedges around our fields.
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Farther down the hill was the Post Office and stationer’s run by Mr
Holly. He was a tall, imposing and rather serious man, but I liked going there
to buy pencils for my pencil-box. The main attraction was that Mr Holly used
to sharpen them for me, and he didn’t have a tiny pencil sharpener like mine,
but a large model mounted on the counter. This had a handle that he turned
carefully before presenting me with a beautifully sharpened pencil. Modern
technology indeed!
Of course, the shops in the lower part of the village were well-known
to me as well: Mr Bragg’s grocery shop at which we were registered for our
groceries during the war; the draper’s shop run by Mr Thompson, where
Mum bought my school uniform; the chemist’s run by Mr Herbert; and Mr
Smith’s baker’s shop. I was very fond of the iced buns that we could
sometimes get at the latter! But perhaps my favourite was Mr Gower’s
newsagent and fancy goods shop. As Mum was keen for me to read well and
study, (after all she was paying for my education!), she ordered various
publications for me from time to time. These included the story paper The
Girls’ Crystal, a more serious one called The Children’s Newspaper, and a
similar paper in French, called, I think, La France. My stumbling attempts at
reading the latter probably helped foster my continuing love of the French
language.

The Tunnel
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By now I was nearing The Limes, so it was time to turn my attention to
lessons. Besides French, I liked English and history, but perhaps one of my
least favourite lessons was arithmetic – rather ironic considering I became a
book-keeper and later worked for the Inland Revenue, especially as there were
no calculators when I was a girl. My daily walk was interesting and certainly
kept me fit, and living on Fernhill, although at times inconvenient, gave me an
abiding love of the countryside – something that I still cherish.

Rosemary Bennett
The Kennaway Quest
You might recall the name Sarah Kennaway; we introduced you to
some of her verse the year before last. We are still looking to produce a book
of her work but there are still some details of her life yet to be found in spite of
the excellent efforts of Margaret Bullows. We do know that she and her
husband lived in the village in the early years of the 19 th century. The dates of
their deaths can still just about be read on their tombstone leaning on the wall
at the east end of the parish church. Her dates were 1767 – 1855, her
husband’s, 1760 – 1829. The problem is we don’t know where they lived in
the village within those dates. It is thought that their address was somewhere in
the region of the old Charmouth House Hotel.
Hence this request: If anyone living in an early 19 th century
dwelling on the Street would be so kind as to see of there are any
references of the Kennaways on their deeds we would be very much
obliged. Please call us at the Pavey Room.
PMP

Look at Jane Firentzi-Sheppard`s presentation on 29th NovemberSomething different!

Finally a reminder that subscriptions
for 2007 / 08 are due on the 4th October
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Land of my Fathers
The past is not dead, nor irrelevant – it has shaped us.
To understand an individual, one examines not, if one is wise,
What he says, but what he has done and of the
Background from which he has sprung.
Howell Lloyd
Hull University
1965

One morning towards the end of last June, my daughter Wendy and
I left Swansea in the Welsh ‘Land of my Fathers’ and drove south to Dorset,
to Charmouth, to a much earlier ‘Land of my Fathers’. As we passed a
roadside sign saying ‘Dorset’, Wendy said to me, ‘Dad, you’re home!’
It was rather surprisingly my first visit to that part of the country
where my Old Folk had long flourished – for centuries – until their numbers
were depleted by the pull of ‘foreign parts’ and the relentless march of time.
It was therefore, a strange experience for me during our all-too-brief stay, to
walk the streets and see the places that my ancestors had known for over 300
years and even longer for those Gordges who had moved into Charmouth
from such far away places as Bridport, Whitchurch, Burton Bradstock, and
even from such distant localities as Fowey!
Some highlights of our stay were our visits to the old parish of
Stanton St. Gabriel and particularly, to Westhay Farm and the remains of the
St. Gabriel’s village.
I have several photographs of the ruins of the chapel at St. Gabriel’s
and of Westhay Farm, but I must confess it was an emotional time to be
actually there, at what was left of that place of worship where my old people,
many of whom I have recorded in my family archives, were baptised and
married. There were once twenty-three families that made up the population
of the ‘lost village’; from some of them I am directly descended. To stand
above the buildings of Westhay Farm and to see the magical views of
Stonebarrow and Golden Cap – places that were formerly mere names to me was a magical experience. I believe that the old village of St.Gabriel’s began
its decline in the late 1700s when The Great W estern Road was supplemented
with various Turnpike Trusts between Bridport, Charmouth and Axminster.
By 1825 the main road was established through Morcombelake and along the
north flank of Stonebarrow Hill to Charmouth and the west. During its
decline, St. Gabriel’s continued as a fishing village where kegs of brandy
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Bill Gordge
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were more important than the legitimate fishing catches!
I must confess that on a shelf in my living room I now have a small
piece of flint from the ruins of St. Gabriel's church and an equally small piece
from the field above Westhay. May I be forgiven for ‘looting’; but to be able
to stretch out my hand and touch fragments of my ‘homeland’ is a wonderful
nostalgic moment.
At Westhay Farm, one of the Digory Gordges was farming in 1669; his
son and grandson also farmed there – the grandson until the late 1750s. Yet
another Digory born in 1629 was farming at Westhay in 1659 and was
recorded in 1671 as being a ‘Customs Agent’. I don’t know what such an
official was, but given the family’s smuggling tendencies, it would seem
there would be plenty of opportunity to play both sides of the coin.
There is a striking similarity between the Dorset coast and my own
coastline of the Gower – my home is on the fringes of the Gower Peninsula.
This similarity is not only to be seen in rugged coasts and beautiful interiors
but in the nature of the inhabitants themselves. Historically, it was a tough
existence in both areas. The geography of both places demanded a survival
strategy that created a tradition of a hard work and sturdy independence, and
a resourceful way of life. I use the word ‘resourceful’ intentionally! I write
of course of the smuggling fraternity that existed in both parts of the country,
now romanticised in verse and song.
Westhay Farm
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An example of such resourcefulness is the intriguing story of the Dorset
coast and an enterprising lady who rejoiced in the splendid name of Lovey
Warne; it is a tale to gladden the heart. Lovey would smile graciously as she
walked past groups of Excisemen with lengths of smuggled silk wound around
her body, concealed beneath her voluminous gown. What a delightful deceit!
Even as an ex-policeman, I must applaud her initiative. One wonders if the
ghosts of some of my old St. Gabriel’s folk such as James Channon, Thomas
Farwell, James Hawke, Toff Nicholas, Robert Hodder, Hugh Slader and
perhaps one or two of the old Gordges, would steal silently at night along the
old smugglers’ path with their ponies’ hooves wrapped in canvas to make less
noise on the stony path? The last recorded use to which the church was put while still consecrated – was for hiding contraband.
I call to mind my great grandfather William Henry Gordge and his son
Digory who evaded the Revenue Men on many occasions before they left
Charmouth to travel to Swansea. It must be mentioned that two of the three of
my ‘Oldies’ who were in their turn parish clerks in Charmouth were involved
in ‘the trade’, as well as, at the same time, conducting their official council
business. Smuggling was indeed a persistent tradition within the Gordge clan.
On the first day of our Charmouth visit, Wendy and I had the great
pleasure of meeting some of my ‘own people’ - those to whom I am distantly
related. I had never met these excellent people in my life before; I was
delighted to learn of their Dorset surnames, all of them seemed to be from the
village and The Vale. I met: Sheila Stamp, nee Gear, Brian Bowditch, Keith
Grinter, Ron & Jean Dampier, Doug Genge, Richard Stirk and Ken
Gollop.There were other names that appeared on my family records such as the
Ackerman family of Bridport. Elizabeth Ackerman married another Digory
Gordge – my great-grandfather - in Charmouth in 1835 and then fled to
Swansea with her husband to become the founders of the Welsh Gordge line.
Apart from searches of my own direct line, I have been browsing over
names that have become known to me on my Charmouth visit. Their ancestors,
if not actually related to me, were probably friends, neighbours and workmates
of my old Gordges. Many I found would have been occupied in the growing of
flax and hemp to provide ropes, rigging, cables, hammocks and sailcloth for
the constant demands of the Royal Navy. I found names that had just become
known to me abounded in the area, like John Bowditch of Whitchurch
Canonicorum, the Ackermans of Walditch, James Gear of Marshwood, more
than one John Gollop of Chideock and Symondsbury, Joseph Grinter of
Wootton Fitzpaine, the many Genges from Loders, Marshwood, Wootton and
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Whitchurch, together with John and Samuel Gordge from Hawkchurch. All
these good folk were among the workers and registered growers of flax. The
long back garden of the houses in Bridport could tell stories of the ropemaking that was carried on in those busy days before the construction of
Portsmouth and Plymouth dockyards.
It is reassuring to note that in the mid- nineteenth century, when rural
poverty was the norm, my old folk seem to have had regular employment. I
have pondered upon the living conditions of Job Gordge who in 1861 lived at
143 Old Lyme Hill with his wife and seven children aged between two and
thirteen years, the four oldest being described as ‘scholars’ – they were
attending school. Job was an agricultural labourer and must have been hardpressed to provide for all those hungry mouths to feed; I hope he had
sympathetic employers. Uriah Gordge, aged 21 in 1841 and also an
agricultural labourer lived with his parents at 120 Old Lyme Hill and 40 years
later, still in the same employment, was a widower with three children. The
children, two boys and a girl were working as respectively a ‘Boots’*, a
servant and a laundress. In these days of fitted kitchens, wall-to-wall carpets,
plumbing and electricity it is hard to imagine how Job and Uriah and their
families survived. I do hope they had some happy times as well. Oh, for a
time machine to go back and see them as they were!

The Chapel at St. Gabriel’s
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On the last morning of our visit the high spot was a visit to Digory
Cottage on Old Lyme Hill, where Meriel, the present owner, graciously gave us
a guided tour of the lovely old cottage (and tea and biscuits). So many of my
forebears rejoiced in the name of Digory and two or more Digorys had lived in
the old building.
The deeds record the transfer of parts of the building in the 1840s; it
had originally comprised five properties - all of them occupied by the Gordges.
About that date, the name of Tobit Gear, another well- known village name,
appears on the indentures; two transfers are marked as W .Gordge to Tobit Gear,
and one of the smaller property adjoining, Digory to Tobit Gear. I wonder what
good natured or acrimonious discussions took place over these property deals?
I must confess that there had been so much to see and do in our short
visit that some confusion arose. Later thoughts however, about what we had
done, where we had been and all the people we met, soon fell into place. There
were so many impressions: The Pavey Room at the Elms was a joy to see and I
was pleased to notice that some of my small contributions were displayed there
and at last I was able to actually hold the Thomas Gordge mug, a presentation
made to the oldest brother of my great-grandfather in 1834. The mug had

Bill and Daughter Wendy
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always been in the possession of the Grinter family and was given to the
Pavey Room by Keith Grinter, one of the good folk who made us so
welcome, when he heard that a distant relative was coming to Charmouth.
Our trip to the West Dorset Research Centre at Burton Bradstock was
memorable, as was the coincidence that one of the staff at the Centre was at
that moment, processing information on the old Gordge Family. Although
hardly of genealogical interest, I must say I very much enjoyed the lunch at
the Three Feathers opposite.
Having said our goodbyes outside Digory Cottage, Wendy and I drove
off down Old Lyme Hill : a few hundred yards of Gordge-fraught nostalgia
because, after all, this is where they actually were. The final straw was to see
the Welsh flag flying at the bottom of the hill.
I must conclude by saying that I have had a long and varied life and
this return to ancient times and places has been a significant fulfilment to me,
a rounding-out of my years. Nevertheless, I will take the advice of a fellow
countryman, Dylan Thomas, by saying that ‘I do not wish to go gentle into
that good night’ but would prefer to heed the stern exhortation of Churchill,
who in those dark wartime years encouraged the people to ‘K.B.O’ (Keep
Buggering On!). This is what I fully intend to do!
Thank you, Charmouth, thank you; the kindness we received was amazing
and we shall be ever grateful. So as General MacArthur famously said as the
Americans were driven out of the Philippines in 1942 – I shall return!
To conclude, what could be more appropriate than those splendid lines
of Kipling’s, ‘A Smuggler’s Song’. The sentiments and situations of the verse
are different from the reality, as it was often a dangerous and sometimes a
brutal business. But it was a way of life: who are we to judge?
Bill Gordge
* A ‘Boots’ was the Blacking Boy, a person employed to clean and blacken
the boots of the guests at an inn – overnight.
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A Smuggler’s Song
Five and twenty ponies
Trotting through the dark Brandy for the Parson,
‘Baccy for the Clerk;
Laces for a lady, letters for a spy
And watch the wall, my darling, while the Gentlemen go by!

If you wake at midnight, and hear a horse’s feet,
Don't go drawing back the blind, or looking in the street,
Them that asks no questions isn't told a lie,
Watch the wall, my darling, while the Gentlemen go by!
Running round the wood lump, if you chance to find
Little barrels, roped an’ tarred, all full of brandy wine,
Don 't you shout to come and look, nor use ‘em for your play,
Put the brushwood back again - and they'll be gone next day!
If you see the stable door setting open wide;
If you see a tired horse lying down inside;
If your mother mends a coat cut about and tore;
If the lining’s wet and warm - don't you ask no more!
If you meet King George’s men, dressed in blue and red,
You be mindful what you say, and careful what is said.
If they call you "pretty maid" and chuck you 'neath the chin,
Don't you tell where no one is, nor yet where no one's been.
If you do as you've been told, likely there's a chance,
You'll be given a dainty doll, all the way from France,
With a cap of pretty lace, and a velvet hood A present from the Gentlemen, along o' being good!
Five and twenty ponies
Trotting through the dark ...
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`The Pot`
In the last issue of the Village Echo No.23, there was great interest in
Bill Gordge’s anticipated return to his native heath after his branch of the
clan had departed Charmouth some 160 years ago. It was at this point that
Keith Grinter produced a colourful pot bearing the name of a Gordge that had
been in the Grinter family as long as Keith could remember. It was quite a
coincidence as neither Keith nor Bill was aware of their affinity; they are
distantly related. They were very pleased to meet in June and the story of
Bill’s visit is described in this issue No.24 of the Echo
The pot was of especial interest in that it was highly decorated
presentation piece given to a Thomas Gordge in 1834. Given its age,
condition and novelty, we sought to find something of its origin. Photographs
were sent to the National Potteries Museum at Stoke on Trent and this was
the reply:
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P M Press
The Pavey Group
March 16th 2007
Dear Mr Press
Thank you for your enquiry, I apologise for my
delay in responding.
Your jar is a type of pottery commonly known as ‘Sunderland lustre’, a
collectors term referring to the famous area that produced this pink lustre. It is
also known as ‘splashed’ lustre, from the fine drops of oil that are sprayed on
the wet lustre that burned off during the firing process, leaving a typical
mottled surface behind. The lustre itself is made from gold chloride, also
known as ‘purple of Cassius’. Unfortunately, without a distinguishing factory
mark it is impossible to suggest a possible manufacturer, or even a place of
production, as such wares were produced in great number of factories all over
the UK.
The subject matter of the printed decoration was a popular theme during the
early-mid 19th century, that of a sailor’s life at sea. Such poems and naval
motifs were produced in a great number of wares, including pots such as yours,
plaques, teapots, plates and so on. While the quality of the print is good, the
hand painted details are not particularly precise or finely painted, therefore I
suggest, that the jar is not of the best quality. Such prints were widely available
as ‘open stock’. I.e. that anyone could buy the same print, and therefore
identical prints should not be taken as proof that the same factory made two
pieces.
Such inscribed pieces are typical of the period and the inscription would have
probably been painted in the original factory, not by a more local agent.
I am sorry not to be of further help, but trust this is of interest.
Yours sincerely,
Julia Knight
Information Assistant - Ceramics
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Forthcoming Events 07/08
The following events have been scheduled until January 2008
October 4th Thursday Annual General Meeting 7.30 the Elms
November 1st Thursday

Group Presentation:
Charmouth`s Past 7.30 The Elms

November 29th Thursday
Martha Brown.
The Last Woman to be Hanged in Dorset .
Jane Firentzi-Sheppard. 7.30 Village Hall
December 8th Saturday Christmas Coffee Morning 10 – 12.00 The Elms

Other Bits
We still need help at the committee level. The tasks are not arduous –
a Monday or Tuesday morning between 10am and midday: one committee
meeting a month on a Monday evening from 7.30 to 9pm and a helping hand
with the Group and Public functions - and they are only once a month. It
would involve something in the order of seven hours a month. It would be a
great help. It would be an even greater help if one of the would be volunteer
helpers could be of the table and chair flinging gender. I’m getting old.
There are a number of short-term tasks for the Monday or Tuesday
mornings that might appeal to particular interests – drop by and have a chat
before the AGM if you’d like fuller details we’d even make you a cup of tea
or coffee.
Fund Raising
This is a repeat of an item I put in the last Echo especially as
Christmas is a lot nearer than it was in May. It is for the sale of Village Echos
as perhaps, a ‘meaningful’ Christmas present. We have prepared two
attractive presentation packages of back numbers of The Village Echo:
Issues 1 – 10 @ £8.00 and Issues 11 – 20 @ £10. They will have to be run
off especially for you so please let us know of your needs in plenty of time
for Christmas.
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The Pavey Group
Eighth Annual General Meeting
Thursday 4th October 2007 at 7.30pm, The Conference Room at the Elms
Agenda PART 1
Minutes of the previous Annual General Meeting, 28th September 2006
Matters Arising
Chairman’s Report:
Survey of year’s activities. Major events, achievements, tasks outstanding.
Public & Group Meetings
Concerns
Especial thanks to all those who contributed to the successes of 2006/7
Treasurer’s Report:
Statement of Accounts
Major expenditures, Membership, Advertisers & Sponsors
Subscriptions 2007 /2008 due today. (Still £6 pa.)
Present Executive:

Chair
Vice Chair
Treasurer
Secretary
Mins. Secretary
Committee

Peter M Press
Pat Stapleton
Rita Whatmor e
Richar d Stir k
Wendy Kiy
Pam Salisbur y, J eff Pr osser

Election of Committee for 2007 / 2008 Pr esent Committee stands down
(Present Exec. is prepared to stand for 2008)
Chair to Malcolm Bowditch Remarks: Election of Chairman. Voting
New Chairman. Vacancies for two Committee members. None received
Nominations from the Floor
Election of new Committee
Committee for 2007 / 2008 in place
New Business: Winter Schedule: (1. Public & Gr oup meetings to New Year
(2. Social Functions
(3. Proposed initiatives for 2008
(4. Other tasks
Part 11 The Village Echo: Review ’07. Thanks to Sponsors & Advertisers,
Contributors and especially production team
Questions & Comments
Refreshments followed by a short presentation, ‘Photographic Impressions by a
Native Son’ Malcolm Bowditch.
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Paul Mitchell

Total Care
Salon
01297 560221
Shetland House,
The Street

28

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
Bill Gordge
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
David & Ruth Hopkinson
Mallory & Pauline Hayter
Francis Lock, Pharmacist
John Brown, Street Studio
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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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

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

YOUR VILLAGE STORE
WITH A DIFFERENCE
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HARVEY`S FISH BAR

THE OLD FORGE FOSSIL SHOP

AND

CAFÉ & PIZZA BAR

15, Broad St., Lyme Regis, Dorset, DT7 3QE
www.fossilshop.net

NOW OPEN ALL THE
YEAR ROUND

FOSSILS, MINERALS,
JEWELLERY AND GIFTS

FOR DETAILS OF OPENING TIMES
TELEPHONE : 01297 560220

Tel: 01297 445977
Fax: 01297 445852

IDA`S VILLAGE STORE
James & Valerie Hatcher
Friendly Welcome and
Value for Money
7.30am – 7pm Mon to Sat
8am – 5 pm Sundays

The George Inn
10th Century Coach House
Bar Snacks - Full Restaurant
Real Ales
Large Garden & play Area

Tel: 01297 560252

Dean & Marie Herbert

MIKE BOWDITCH

FRANCIS LOCK

Builder and General
Maintenance Work

M.R. PHARMS.S

PHARMACIST
CHARMOUTH
Developing & Printing
Kodak Films
Toiletries & Cosmetics

Tel : 01297 560129

Tel :- Charmouth 560261

PATTIMORE

CLIST FINANCIAL

MANAGEMENT LTD.
EAST WING, THE STREET,
CHARMOUTH,
DORSET, DT6 6RE
Independent Financial Advisers
TEL:- 01297 561006

The Street, Charmouth, Dorset.

High Class Family Butcher
Poultry & Game Dealer

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

Tel No :- 07800 931816

D.COZENS

CHARMOUTH STORES

34, Bridge Rd , Charmouth.
Tel: 01297 560773

CONVENIENCE STORE

Your

Removals
Delivery on any item or Part load

PREMIER
Phil & Carol Tritton
01297 560304
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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

street

studio
Charmouth art

The Village Echo
Published by

The Pavey Group
The Elms, The Street, Charmouth, Bridport, Dorset, DT6 6LE
Our E-mail address can be obtained via our web site
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