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Editorial 

 

 Even though the Echo is only published three times a year, it is 
remarkable how speedily the intervening weeks pass between issues. This is 
usually my stress time, but today I can feel quite smug. There are five good 
articles ready for lay out and there are even another three articles for the June 
issue. As soon as this editorial is finished, we are ready to go. Jeff is poised at 
the machine, Richard at the printers, Monika and Avril are ready for the 
assembly, stapling and addressing of the 350+ copies. What’s more, they 
prefer me to go elsewhere – and say so. 
 So, it is in such moments of respite that I have the time to give sincere 
thanks for everyone’s input. To our contributors who provide such a diversity 
of subject to every issue of the Echo, to the production team, to Michael 
Priestley who unfailingly finds fault with something I’ve written and finally to 
the deliverers who cart 60% of the issue around the village. Thank you All! 
 There is a short article in this issue on Page 24 relating to a particular 
interest of mine that happens to be a major village historical resource, The 
Abbots House. I am delighted to report that Nick and Sheila Gilbey have 
become full sponsors of the Pavey Group and I hope that this gesture will be 
remembered when the time comes. They have given me full access to this 
wonderful old building that is being fully recorded. 

 
Other Bits 

We were successful in another lottery application through the Help the 
Aged organisation for a new printer for £311.00. It is now working. Please 
remember this charity when the situation arises. 

The idea of a Pavey Group Christmas Card has arisen again. We flirted 
with the idea some years ago but it was too late in that particular year. For this 
coming Christmas we have a most generous offer that we simply cannot 
refuse! (Cliché notwithstanding). 

Rosemary Earl - whose parents once owned the Charmouth House 
Hotel - has offered to create a Christmas Card + envelopes + packaging at 
absolutely no cost!! It is a wonderful gesture. All we have to do is sell them so 
to that end:  
  There will be an example of the card in the next issue of the Echo in 
June. By the AGM in September or very shortly after, we have to be ready for 
orders. You’ll understand that. Thank you again Rosemary. 



3 

Tales From The Forge 

April 1924                               

 

John Childs, the elder son of Alfred Childs, was by now a fully trained 
blacksmith, and water engineer. Under the uncomfortable and exacting 
instruction of his father he had learned his trade well and although shoeing 
horses was not his most favoured occupation he had built up the plumbing side 
of the business to the point where no effective competition existed in the village. 
During the summer time, shrinking clay subsoils produced subsidence in many 
properties. This fractured and blocked old pipes that had to be replaced. After 
winter freezes, subsequent thawing produced a satisfactory crop of burst pipes. 
Indeed, throughout the village the masterly way in which he handled his 
blowlamp was the admiration of all, with the understandable exception of those 
whose premises he accidentally set alight. 

To the more romantically minded, with sensibilities finely tuned to the 
cadences of Wordsworth and his acolytes, the lot of a blacksmith, though hard 
and smutty, would appear to be a happy one. Once the necessary skills were 
learned the path to prosperity would seem to be assured. There would always be 
horses and ploughs and mowing machines and all the paraphernalia of farming 
equipment to maintain and repair. Yes, there would be lean years, but then yet 
nature would plough her ruthless Malthusian course, and Bert Smith the 
undertaker would prosper. The fact that those with well-taught skills survived 
with a degree of comfort was in ‘the nature of things’, a phrase often heard in 
Waterloo House. 

Thus it was that the firm of Childs and son, Farriers, Blacksmiths and 
Ironmongers prospered and could even afford a telephone on the premises for 
the exclusive use of Alfred and his wife who kept the shop. Those were the 
ground rules laid down by Alf when the installation was discussed. Children, 
casual workers, neighbours, gypsies and holidaymakers were denied access 
unless lives or property were at risk. Even his son John, who was now a junior 
member of the firm, was treated with suspicion. It was very important to ‘keep 
the line clear for business at all times’.  

 Alf was never lavish with his praise, or anything else for that matter, 
but if pressed he had to admit that John was fit for the purpose of being a 
blacksmith, and was also a very neat plumber. He turned our to be a great asset 
to the firm and would, in a few years be married and raising a family in the 
cottage. Once this happened Alf would be able to relax and rest easier in his 
mind. Dangers of his son of slipping off to a new life in the colonies would 
become vanishingly small. 
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John kept his dreams to himself but it happened at this time, in 1924, 
there was much discussion in the newspapers about the opening ceremony of 
The Empire Trade Exhibition in London. He read most of the accounts closely 
and his imagination became well fired up. This festival was to be a shop 
window displaying all the great benefits bestowed by the British Empire on 
backward people throughout the world. It was also a tribute to their great 
contribution towards winning the First World War. The King and Queen 
would attend the opening with Lord Baden-Powell, the founder of the Boy 
Scouts Movement and many dignitaries of who John knew nothing. But most 
exciting of all, there would be pavilions devoted to Canada, Australia, New 
Zealand and many more colonies. These were huge pavilions stretching over 
many acres and this was just what he was looking for. 

Wide eyed, he read that it was possible to get money for instance, 
from the Australian government to set up a farm. If that was the case, other 
countries could well be offering grants. The exhibition would have details of 
these marvellous opportunities he was sure. All he had to do was wait a couple 
of months until special trains were organised and until then save every penny 
from his meagre pay towards a cheap trip from Axminster to Waterloo. His 
mother Ruth was a Londoner and he was sure he could stay overnight with her 
people who would no doubt be pleased to see him. And so his plan evolved. 
All that was necessary was to get his father to agree to his having a couple of 
days off. Difficult – but not impossible. If one was classed as self-employed, 
which he was, it was only necessary for Alf to agree to his time off work. John 
was quite happy to lose a couple of day’s pay in a good cause. He must 
remember to emphasise the educational value of the trip when he would tell his 
fiancée Olive about it. Maybe sometime around mid-September would be 
about right for the trip – children would be back at school and September is 
usually a fine month. That would give him three months or so to save money 
and smarten himself up a bit. He smiled and said quietly to himself ‘Wembley, 
yer I come’. 

He was excited and the words came out rather louder than intended. 
Alf looked up from the anvil. ‘Was’say John?’ John stood back from the 
drilling machine he was operating, ostensibly to rest his back. ‘Just thought 
Dad … I were thinking … and only if you agree that is, I thought I might take 
a couple of days off, in September. ‘I ant ad no time off for months. Thought I 
might go up an see mum’s folk they did say I’d be welcome any time’. Alf 
sniffed.  ‘Ave to think about that son’. He picked up his ball hammer and was  
about to strike a tortured strip of iron. ‘I don’t ‘spect to be paid for time off’ 
said John. ‘T’wont cost the firm a penny, I just wants to see ’ow   they  be  
getting    on    like’ ;    Oh   ah,    going    to    take    Olive    be    you?   
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Oi don’t think ‘er mother would think much of that. ‘You’re right there dad. She 
be needed for milking on the farm an’ I don’t think she’d be much intre’sted’. 
Alf grunted an blew ash from the end of his fag.    

It seemed to John that the opening exchange went quite well. The 
subject had been raised and not shot down with both barrels. If Alf had been a 
traffic light his yellow light would be on, but as yet no there was no red lamp. ‘ I 
think mum would like me to see them’ said John. This was his strong card. He 
had not discussed the matter with his mother but he knew he would get her 
moral support. Alf replaced the iron he had been shaping and settled it snugly in 
the forge. ‘All I can say is that you don’ want to stir’em up. ‘Arf of ‘ems daft 
and t’other ‘arfs mad and knowin’ you’ll probably invite ‘em all down ‘yer and 
then we shall never be rid of ‘em.Can’t say I like the zound of it at all’.. John 
returned to his drilling. ‘They ain’t that bad, dad,’he grunted, and there, for the 
time being, the matter rested. 

John’s mother of course, thought the visit to her relatives a good idea 
and that they must be invited to a return visit in the summer of the following 
year. This was sufficiently far away for the whole idea to rest in peace. Alf 
thought about other things and John set in motion his master plan.  

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

Queen Mary visits the Burma pavilion at the 

British Empire Exhibition 1924 
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He was measured for a new suit, to be tailored by a firm in Bridport. 
The material chosen was a brown thornproof tweed. This was not cheap, but as 
his father was an old customer, he was allowed to pay for it in instalments 
without any interest charges. On the strength of this arrangement he decided to 
add a brown trilby hat  with a small green feather tucked behind the ribbon 
(unwillingly contributed by a bird of little distinction) and a dark green tie with 
thin, light green stripes. This tie, he was assured by the manager, was the 
regimental tie of the Dorset Garrison Artillery Volunteer Regiment of which 
John’s father was a proud past member. It could, ‘if push came to shove’ go 
some way in placating his father who still had his rather disgusting old service 
hat hanging by the forge behind a curtain of cobwebs. One thing was certain: 
he was not going to London looking like a country bumpkin. He would step off 
the train at Waterloo as a squire’s son. And this in fact he did. The 7.30 train 
from Axminster to London (Waterloo) was on time. It was already filling with 
eager people – a special train for the Empire Exhibition; the train drew into 
Waterloo and took up almost the full length of the platform. Hundreds of 
people swept forward and were mixed in a chaotic whirlpool of humanity that 
swept onto the station concourse. Most were looking for the Metropolitan Line 
and one of these was our John who somehow managed to scramble his way to 
Wembley without damaging his new suit. 

Was it all worth the long struggle? Yes! Yes! Yes! Before him lay the 
world as he had never thought it before. Pavilions from every country of the 
Empire – around thirty six, who as members, were all competing for attention. 
First he would go to the Australian pavilion and seek the administration 
section. He needed to pick up application forms for becoming a resident before 
he forgot. As he gazed about he was not altogether surprised to see life-sized 
statues of famous cricketers one of whom was Jack Hobbs. He knew cricket 
was something Australians cared deeply about, but these statues were not 
ordinary. They were carved in butter! That would be something to tell Olive 
about. She was always going on about the hours she spends churning butter. 
The displays of working farms with all the animals moving about was 
fascinating, and the plans for future hydro-electric dams showed that here was 
a country looking to its future. But butterfingered cricketers – what next! 

The next building was the Indian Pavilion which proved very 
interesting, as India was not a country he thought he’d ever visit. The smell of 
their spices was so strong and pungent; he knew that if he tried any of the food 
his stomach would erupt like a volcano. There was a magnificent model  
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 of the Taj Mahal Palace, built by the great Mogul emperor Shah Jehan, as a 
memorial to his wife who died in childbirth. John said later, ‘It weren’t to my 
taste, too many knobs on it’. The uniforms of the guards were impressive, and I 
s’pose they must have had lots of battles with our lot in the past. But now it is 
said that they all be happy to be ruled by our emperor because we given ‘em 
better roads and railways. I don’t really believe that, but we must be doing quite 
well out of it – it keeps our factories busy building railway engines and the like.  
However, just think how many hundreds of pounds to see it all for real! It were 
darn good value, without any risk of being gnawed by a tiger or catching 
plague’ 

‘Next I went to the Canadian Railways Pavilion that must have covered 
the best part of 10 acres. Apparently there are two main railways the Canadian 
National and the Canadian Pacific. Both of these go right across Canada from 
the Atlantic Ocean to the Pacific Ocean. Both systems end in Vancouver. The 
models and pictures were fantastic. By boring great tunnels through the Rocky 
Mountains, and laying hundreds of miles of straight track across the prairies, we 
were told Canada would soon be growing over a billion bushels of wheat a year. 
That should keep the price of bread down!  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Engines being loaded for export to India 



8 

 There were wonderful working models of giant engines and of tractors 
ploughing, reaping and binding corn – eight or ten of them, all in line across 
the prairies’. 
 There was so much to see and then suddenly, he was amazed to find 
that it was after five o’clock and time to look for the home of his mother’s 
relations at Islington. When he actually found them, they were very welcoming 
and surprised at his magnificent suit had stood up so well to the buffetings of 
the day. One of his aunts was so impressed she clearly wanted to flirt with him. 
This, he thought, only   confirmed his father’s belief that they were all mad. 
She must be the one who is always looking for a husband. Her brother Bill 
looked rather wobbly as well, and wanted to go with him the following day, 
hoping he could come to Charmouth for a holiday. Clearly, his father was right 
on all counts: and be very careful in his treatment of them. All in all it was a 
very happy stay that had broadened his outlook, and he managed to return 
home with his reputation and virtue intact. Memories of the exhibition 
remained with him for the rest of his life. On his way back, John reflected on 
all the sights and sounds of what for him was a great adventure. Without doubt 
the country that impressed him most was Canada. The space of it, the 
mountains, the sky and the tens of thousands of acres of wheat filled him with 
a strange optimism: a feeling that it was pulling him to a great future filled 
with opportunities he would never have in England. Australia was out now. 
The basis of Jack Hobbs sculpted in butter was too much for his patriotic 
nature could swallow. If they could do that to one of his heroes what could 
they do to him? 
 Would Olive ever settle down without the comfort of her mother and 
brothers living within walking distance? She was much too good and gentle 
and his heart knew the answer. He was not tough enough to rip up his life and 
start again whatever help he might be given. Was he a coward? Was he like 
Hamlet (of whom he had probably never heard) ‘sicklied o’er with the pale 
cast of thought’? Or was he just being sensible and realistic? 
 The latter was probably the key to his character. He had a comfortable 
little cottage waiting for him and a woman to love. Was he not the luckiest of 
men? It was then that he realised that he had forgotten the forms for Australia. 
There of course was the answer to his soul searching. He could have written 
away for replacements. But he didn’t. 
 
                                     Peter Childs 
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An Evacuee’s Tale 
 

 As an evacuee from London fleeing from the Battle of Britain, I arrived 
in Charmouth in the autumn of 1941. I came with my sister and mother hoping 
to stay with my uncle, John Udy, who lived at Oak Cottage, at the top of the hill. 
It was a delightful cottage but far too small to accommodate us all. My uncle 
suggested we try Wood Farm and there we were taken in by Mrs. Koppenhaut, 
with whom we boarded for a couple of years, There was no electricity so the 
rooms were lit by oil lamps. One Christmas Eve the men went out and cut down 
an enormous tree which they dragged into the house for us to decorate. There 
was a lot of snow that winter and I remember the fun we had sledging on an old 
broken ladder. 
 I attended Miss Dolly’s school, so well recalled Rosemary Bennett in the 
summer edition of your journal. I learned to tap dance there and must have 
learned other things as well, because I sat and passed the 11+ examinations, 
which meant that I could attend Lyme Regis Grammar School. I remember 
when the American forces arrived in the village. They were so generous with 
chocolate bars and sweeties for us children and nylons for the older girls like my 
sister. We made our own cider at the farm and that was very popular with the 
GIs.  Despite being a Londoner born and bred, I adapted eagerly to country life. 
I milked my first cow (by hand of course) and was allowed to plough one width 
of the field behind a horse. Haymaking and harvest were most exciting times 
when other men from the village would come and help. 
 I have a ‘memory book’ and on page ten, there were four pictures – 
views of Charmouth and underneath are the words:  

  The most beautiful spot on earth. 
                            Mavis Udy 

 

 

Hilmer Anderson 

Some years ago now, in  response to my door-bell I was confronted 
with a very tall, athletic man whom I took to be in his mid seventies. After 
introducing himself, he said that he’d been sent over the road from the hotel, 
The Queens Armes to ask for Peter, who knew a bit about village history. He 
said that he was on holiday from the States (although it was hardly necessary for 
him to say so) and that his wife had gone to find Scottish ancestors while he 
returned to a place to which he had felt drawn - he’d been here in the fall of 
1944. I knew exactly what that implied. 

 

             Continued on Page 23 
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 Notes on the Whittington Family of the Limes      

 

 As a pupil at the Limes School, I was told that the Whittingtons of 
Charmouth were descended from Dick Whittington’s elder brother and not 
from Dick himself as is often quoted. After all, as he had no children, a direct 
line of descent would be impossible. His elder brother inherited his father’s 
estate, which no doubt accounts for Dick having to make his own way in the 
world, ending in his becoming Lord Mayor of London and achieving lasting 
fame. 

The name Richard seems to have been perpetuated down the 
centuries, probably in honour of their famous relative. The father of the four 
Whittington sisters who ran the school was named Richard, as was his eldest 
son. There were seven children in the family, two boys and five girls. Their 
father was a clergyman, the rector of Orsett in Essex, where the sisters were 
born, although their father himself was born in Lancashire. The family also 
had a connection with the Peak District, although I have forgotten what form it 
took, and also with Germany. I think they (or some of them) had lived for a 
short time in that country. 

Richard Junior became a Canon in the Church of England. He and his 
wife retired to Charmouth, although he died fairly soon afterwards. The second 
son was called Thomas, but I do not know his profession or where he lived. 
Interestingly, the four sisters who ran the school, Dolly, Winnie, Beryl and 
Joan, all used their middle and not their first name, who were respectively, 
Alice, Julia, Ellinor and Hilda. However, the fifth (and eldest) sister, who in 
my time at the Limes did not live there, used her rather extraordinary (for a 
girl) first name of Cecil. According to the various censuses I have consulted, 
her full name was Cecil Margaret. She was always referred to as Miss Cecil, 
but I rather think she seldom came to Charmouth, and I am not sure I ever met 
her. 

The characters of the four resident sisters varied quite a lot. The 
headmistress, Miss Dolly, was like a strict, but fair and kindly grandmother. 
She maintained strict discipline in class and made it clear that good behaviour 
was expected of us at all times; in fact our school motto was ‘Manners Maketh 
Man’, (and presumably women as well!) Punishment mainly took the form of 
lines. Personally, I could not resist sometimes whispering during class to my 
best friend Cecilia, so on several occasions I received the punishment of 
writing out one hundred times, ‘I must not talk in class’. Being a resourceful 
child, I invented a way of holding two pencils at once in the same   hand   so    
that   I   could   write   two   lines   at   the   same   time.    I 
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 don’t think Miss Dolly ever found out!  However, in spite of being so strict she 
also realised that children needed to have fun and ‘let off steam’ now and then, 
so at suitable times there was a lot of laughter at school, and she was always 
ready to give a child a cuddle from time to time if the occasion demanded it. 
Miss Dolly was the best looking of the four sisters and must have been a pretty 
girl in her youth. In my opinion she bore a striking resemblance to Dame 
Ninette de Vallois, of ballet fame. Shortly after her death in 1953, a memorial 
service was held for her in St.Andrews. This was attended by many of her 
former pupils (myself included), some of whom had travelled considerable 
distances to attend: proof of affection and respect felt for their ‘Miss Dolly’ by 
those lucky enough to have been taught by her. 

Miss Joan, the ‘baby’ of the family, was the jolly one, and I have heard 
rumours of a romance in her younger days. She gave us tennis lessons (without 
much success in my case), and was also a keen gardener. My memorable 
moment on the tennis court occurred when we were doing practice shots. Being 
a contrary kind of person, my best shot was backhand, which I delivered with 
great force Miss Joan sent me a ball which I returned enthusiastically – and 
caught her straight on the chin! I stood there horrified. What would happen next 
– expulsion?!  Then, to my amazement (and enormous relief) Miss Joan 
apologised to me! “I’m so sorry” she said, “I sent you a bad ball”!! 

Miss Winnie was a little more ‘touchy’ and inclined to become rather 
impatient. After Charlotte Goodfellow got married, Miss Winnie took over the 
infant class. In stature she was a good deal shorter than her sisters, with Miss 

Dolly and Miss Winnie 
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more pointed features. Miss Beryl was quiet and reserved, and in repose her 
face could look rather severe, but she was nice to children.  

We didn’t see a great deal of her as she had little to do with the 
teaching side of things. Of Miss Cecil I have no clear memories. I think it 
possible that I might have met her, but if so it must have been very briefly. The 
brother, Canon Richard Whittington and his wife who retired to Charmouth I 
can only remember vaguely. They seemed a pleasant couple. I also met John 
Robinson, of ghost story fame; I think he was studying theology at the time. I 
remember being told that, when he felt cold hands around his throat, he made 
the sign of the cross, and the ordeal ended. 

As well as their fondness of tennis, the sisters liked walking and 
swimming. They even took their daily dip in the sea on Christmas morning! 
Something else of which they were fond was their cat. He turned up at the 
school as a young stray and as no one claimed him he became the school pet. 
Of course we children loved him to bits! A name was obviously needed for 
him, and after some thought one of the sisters, possibly Miss Joan, had the 
bright idea of calling him ‘Nemo’, the Latin for ‘no name’. He certainly did 
not object, and answering to it quite happily as he settled into his new life. In 
view of the tale of Dick Whittington, it seemed very appropriate that Nemo 
should play an important part in the sisters’ lives. 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Miss Beryl, Miss Winnie and Miss Joan with Nemo 
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These four ladies, products of the Victorian era, would no doubt find 
the modern world very strange and upsetting as well. They lived in five reigns 
and saw many forms of transport, from trains and horse-drawn coaches, to cars, 
buses and aeroplanes, they lived through the two World Wars and even saw the 
start of space exploration: through all these changes they maintained an old-
fashioned dignity and exemplary standard of behaviour, although underneath 
they all had a good sense of humour. I feel sure that Charmouth will never see 
their like again. 

       Rosemary Bennett 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Miss Dolly 
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Landscapes of West Dorset 

                     

I have been fascinated by the variety of physical landscapes in Britain 
since carrying out fieldwork in some of the glaciated regions of the North, and 
although the landscapes of Dorset are not quite so dramatic, there is 
considerable variation on a comparatively small scale. This is due to the 
underlying geology, and to understand exactly how our local hills and valleys 
originated, it is necessary to look at the geological history. 

During the Jurassic period, beds of alternating sands, clays and 
limestones accumulated, followed by uplift of sediment that tilted them to the 
east. Successive sea levels then planed them off to a comparatively level 
surface, with the older rocks outcropping in the west and younger ones in the 
east before substantial deposition of Cretaceous Gault clays, Upper Greensand 
and chalk on this planed surface. 

During this period, about 100-120 million years ago, earth 
movements initiated the formation of a pericline; a dome shaped uplift of beds, 
with a steeper slope to the north and west and centred a little south of present 
day Pilsdon. Further uplift occurred during the Miocene period about 20 – 25 
million years ago (when the Alps were formed) and this was followed by 
erosion during which the centre of the dome was lowered while it was above 
seal level. Eventually the more easily eroded Jurassic beds of the Lower and 
Middle Lias were exposed, accelerating erosion leading towards to the 
formation of the present Marshwood Vale. The most recent erosion probably 
took place during the later, warmer interglacial periods of the Pleistocene 
period (Ice Age), with the final shaping following the melting of the last ice 
advance 10 – 15,000 years ago. 

The edges of the Vale are now represented by the surrounding hills, 
topped by Upper Greensand: Stonebarrow, Hardown and Coppet Hill to the 
south, Conegar Hill and Coney’s Castle in the west, Lambert’s Castle, Payne’s 
Down, Pilsdon and Lewesdon to the north and the lower Salwayash 
escarpment to the east, although the pericline extends farther east and west. 

The biggest factor that has contributed to the development of the Vale 
is the nature of the sediments. The combination of porous sandstones, 
impervious clays and marls have produced the landslips that widen the valleys. 
Everyone living in West Dorset will be familiar with the steady recession of 
the coast as a result of landslips particularly under Stonebarrow during the past 
year or so. The most recent fall of November is a good  example of a rotational 
slide, where a section of the cliff fails and  slips down,  rotating  backwards  to  
leave  a  sheer  slope  above.  One interesting  
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result of this movement was the lifting of a section of the beach by the forward 
pressure of fall, leaving several yards of untouched beach shingle more than six 
feet above its normal level. 

Exactly the same mechanism has operated inland, where the valleys cut 
by the Char and its tributaries have been continuously widened by slippage 
along the sides of the valley. Sandstone absorbs water which percolates 
downwards until it reaches a layer of clay where it emerges as a line of springs 
or seepages. Two local examples of this can be seen: the first in the field above 
the Wootton Stream crossed by the new section of the footpath, and the second 
in the middle section of the field from the footbridge up to Catherston. Both of 
these can become very boggy. A similar thing happens along the western side of 
Lower Sea Lane in wet weather. 

An excess of water can result in an increase in pressure within the 
sandstone causing a loss of cohesion. This, combined with a lubrication surface 
on the underlying clay, initiates a rotational slide. The nature of the Upper 
Greensand renders it more prone to slipping as the sands are interspersed with 
concretions, locally called cowstones, which can be seen on the beach just east 
of Black Ven. 

Our present inland landscape appears to be static and although there is 
constant movement downhill of materials on the hill slopes, it is very slow in 
human terms, and this movement is stabilised to a certain extent by the 
vegetation. In contrast, the south of England towards the end of the last glacial 
period was a region of permafrost at the edge of the ice sheet, rather like the 
tundra regions of Canada and Siberia, with summer thawing and winter 
freezing. There was in consequence little vegetation to stabilize the slopes when 
the ice melted. Surface material would slide down the slope to fill the valley 
bottoms. Very good examples are the chalk valleys on the north side of the A35 
near Askerswell where the flat bottoms of the valleys are composed of this 
material with an abrupt change of slope to the chalk above.  

With the general melting of the ice sheet 15 – 10,000 years ago and the 
warming of the climate, a large amount of water was available for the processes 
of slippage to operate more frequently on the valley sides; almost all of the hill 
slopes in West Dorset show signs of these slips. They gradually became more 
stabilised as vegetation cover developed, particularly tree growth; it has been 
estimated that a large mature tree can draw up and transpire several hundreds 
gallons of water per day. 

Many of these slips have been studied by means of boreholes. The 
slopes of Coney’s Castle for example, are composed of a number of successive 
slips, while Shipton Hill  has even more. 
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 It is the detail of hill slopes that is  worth looking for, as few of them 
have an even gradient. Walking from the Marshwood Vale to the top of 
Pilsdon the changes are obvious: a gradual climb over rather hummocky 
ground ending in a steep climb representing the old slip face. Looking back 
from the top it is easy to see the uneven surface of the of the slip material - one 
section is even called Sliding Hill. 
 The small car park at Pilsdon is an ideal place to view the Vale and its 
surrounding hills. Nearer Charmouth, Fishponds shows clear signs of old slips 
with two very abrupt changes of slope and a steep face at the top. Below that, 
is a relatively flat surface followed by the road, then another steep section 
representing a second large slip.  Fishponds Bottom is made up of masses of 
Greensand and Gault clay left by these slips. 
 Langdon Hill to the north of Golden Cap also has the typical shape 
associated with slips. The track that circles it is cut into the slip face, while on 
both sides the slope the gradient gradually decreases as it is composed by slip 
material from above. 
 The slope above Langmoor and Fernhill Hill is the steep back-face of 
an old slip, although the tree cover tends to obscure it, while on the other side 
of the valley opposite, the footpath from Hogchester to the Wootton Road 
climbs fairly regularly until the last few hundred yards where there is an abrupt 
change to a steeper gradient; evidence of an older slip. Hardown is another 
good example, with a contrast between the steep upper east and west slopes 
and a gentler gradient of fallen material below. 
 It is worth walking down Monkton Wyld lane and seeing how the 
gradient changes so suddenly from both the A35 end and the top road above 
the church. These steep sections represent old slip faces. 
 Looking at the fields above the river from the beach end of Lower Sea 
Lane, particularly when the sun is lower in the early morning or in winter, it is 
possible to see at least three distinct changes in gradient which are remnants of 
old slips, rather like the terraces formed on Black Ven. Many of the lower 
slopes throughout the area have subtle changes in gradient with, in some cases, 
associated terrace features, a result of the slumping of Middle Lias sands on 
the clays and marls below.  
 East and west of the Marshwood Vale the landscape undergoes yet 
another change. As already mentioned, the tilting of the Jurassic beds has 
resulted in a progressive exposure of the younger sediments eastwards, causing 
a change in landscape features, although there are complications due to the 
presence of several large faults in the Bridport area with a vertical movements 
of several hundreds of feet. 
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Bridport Sand, a distinctive feature of the coast between West Bay and 
Burton Bradstock, is absent in the west, although the beds are present at a higher 
level at Pilsdon and Lewesdon. 

The hills from Chideock eastwards are mostly composed of Bridport 
Sand with a capping of hard Inferior Oolite limestone. The sand is different in 
texture to the Upper Greensand and the Oolite acts as a protective cover. When 
eventually erosion causes retreat of the sandstone, the limestone is undermined 
and breaks off. If this process continues it is removed completely and a conical 
hill of sandstone remains as at Colmer’s Hill, Symondsbury, an easily 
recognised feature from anywhere in the surrounding hills. 

Further east the limestone cover is extensive and this produces another 
distinctive landscape with much steeper and narrower valleys separated by flat-
topped hills, particularly around Loders, Powerstock, Mapperton and North 
Poorton before reaching Eggardon and the chalk hills beyond. 

 The line of hills running from Quarry Hill in the west - Colmer’s, 
Sloe, Ryeberry, Watton and Allington are situated between two faults and 
include Walditch, on the eastern side of the River Brit. These all have a flat 
capping of oolite with a steep Bridport Sand slope below. 

Bordering the River Simene there is a distinctive scarp face followed 
by the Salwayash road, caused by an outcrop  of Middle Lias sands and visible 
from Lambert’s Castle or Pilsdon. 

West of the Marshwood Vale the high ground extending from Black 
Ven northwards, followed at first by the A35 to Greenway Head, then curving 
round along the Crewkerne road, is the western edge of the pericline and the 
eastern side of an old plateau surface of Upper Greensand with a cover of Chalk 
extending as far as Sidmouth, although cut out by the Axe Valley. Looking west 
from Stonebarrow the hill surface, looks perfectly flat and level but it has been 
dissected by numerous streams, one of which is the River Lym.South of the A35 
at Penn therefore the landscape undergoes another change in character. 

The steep-sided valleys of the Lym drainage basin were cut by streams 
through the Upper Greensand of the plateau, eventually reaching the Lower Lias 
clays and resulting in recession of the Greensand as escarpments, with a terrace 
along the line of the Lias; a distinctive feature of the valley. The upper slopes 
between the streams are much more rounded, with gentler gradients and smooth  
slopes. The cross road from Trinity Hill to the A3052 and the coastal hills 
follows the high ground to the west while the ‘Bottoms’,  Yawl, Rocombe and 
Harcombe   -  illustrate the typical  valley  shapes.    The  
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course of the old railway line from Lyme to Axminster had to follow a very 
sinuous path in order to achieve a level grade. 

 In one relatively small corner of Dorset there are three quite different 
types of landscape: the surface sculpted by a combination of stream action and 
landslips acting on changes in the underlying geology. There are similar 
changes with equally distinct landscapes further east in South Dorset and there 
has been only a brief mention of how exactly streams and rivers act on the 
surface, but that is another story.  

 

          Peter Bide 
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    Forthcoming Event 

 

 For many reasons we are a little late in finalising the arrangements for 
this spring and I do apologise. Further information will be posted on the 
telegraph poles throughout the village or reported in another edition of the 
Quicknews.  So, to date we have: 

 
(1. A Charmouth Quiz: a new Perspective. Hilary Munday  will 

present this on  Thursday, 28th February    Members Free 
(2. Aspects of Charmouth History by Peter  M Press on Thur sday 

27th March at 7.30 in the Village Hall.    As we have to pay for the 
hall, entry will be £2.  Coffee, tea, biscuits, raffle. This is intended to 
be a fund raiser.   Please come. 

(3.  April Meeting: At the moment we have no person or  topic for  this 
date, but we will have! Please watch for posters. 

(4 May Meeting: Bar tholomew Westley (Wesley) and His Time.   
 By John Lello. Thursday 1st May at 7.00pm at the Village Hall. 
 Coffee, Tea and Biscuits. £2.00 
(5 Steve Pile of Post Office fame has suggested, and is prepared to 

organise a giant General Knowledge Quiz for the Pavey Group. We 
have accepted this most kind offer. More news later.    

 
 
 

Other Bits 

 

Peter Thomas has suggested A Readers Write section of The Village 
Echo. It is an excellent idea. I’d love to receive feedback on any aspect of Pavey 
Group activities and particularly responses to articles or on any other concern 
for that matter - we would be delighted to receive it. In fact, this is precisely 
what we need – it is our ‘reason for being.’  

The basic philosophy of the Pavey Group was laid down in our first 
meeting: it is, quite simply, to find and record as much of village history as 
possible for the future – before it disappears. The reason for the creation of the 
Village Echo was to be the means by which we tell you what we have found out 
and have recorded for posterity. We publish what we hope will be of interest to 
our readers and that this in turn, might encourage anyone to supplement the 
village’s history. It is as simple as that.   
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Dorset Smugglers                            

Western Flying Post (31
st
 January 1825) 

 
  “On the night of Saturday week, three men of the Lyme Preventive 
Station were on the look-out near the mouth of the Charmouth River, where 
they captured 150 kegs and two men. They had not retained possession long 
before they were attacked by a party of smugglers 70 or 80 in number and as is 
usual in such adventures they  appeared affected by liquor. They advanced 
with great violence. I, in defence, the officers were compelled to fire in the 
midst of them, in consequence of which, one man fell. I was carried off by the 
party, who immediately retreated carrying with them  all but 10 kegs and the 
two prisoners. One of the officers named Davis was mistaken for his brother, 
an extremely active man stationed near Bridport and nothing short of murder 
was intended towards him, as an attempt was made to cut his throat, which did 
not take effect, as the stock in his cravat prevented the weapon from making 
any serious incision. The smugglers continued to discharge large stones from 
the cliff upon the Revenue men who, though they were preserved by the 
darkness of the night from destruction, received some severe contusions, I am 
now confined in consequence.” 
         Three smugglers were also confined in consequence and served three  
months in Dorchester Gaol.) 
 

From Registers of Dorchester Gaol (1782 –1853) 
 

Charmouth – Elizabeth Powell, Labourer, 1824, aged 21, gaoled for 
smuggling for two weeks. (wife of William Powell) 
 Henry Tippen, seaman, aged 49, gaoled in 1828 for 13 months and fined £100 
for smuggling. 
 

The Contributors 

 

Peter Bide is a geologist, so his article in this issue is not ‘historic’ in 
our sense of the word – geologic change is of far too remote a time. So, one 
might say,  have you seen the east beach lately? There is a perfect example of 
Peter’s subject to be seen in front of you.  

The subject of slippage does not normally come to mind even to 
dedicated walkers whose joy it is to gaze upon the overall visual impact of 
those geologic forces on our surrounding hills. Nevertheless the awareness of 
the extent of the degradation and its effect upon the landscape can only add a 
sense of wonder. Thank you Peter, excellent stuff, a fascinating article. 
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Rosemary Bennett`s recall of the Whittington family affords an almost 
intimate glimpse of that unique family. Her account is timely: stories of the 
ladies abound within the village, but until Rosemary’s memoirs in recent issues 
and especially in this one, a character sketch of the each of the ladies has never 
been offered. Well done! 

Peter Childs’ Tales from the Forge is another of his ‘just over the 
horizon histories’ - most of us of knowing of someone who actually knew of 
those times. There’s an indefinable intimacy in Peter’s tales – the creation of a 
nostalgia which seems to be of his own. I like that effect. It was very true in my 
case; my grandfather went to the Empire Exhibition in 1924 and I was minus 5 
at the time. 
Keep it up Peter! (I think he was minus three). 
 
 
 
 
Hilmer Anderson Continued from Page 9 

 
 The American lads had been billeted in Charmouth a year earlier. They 
were   the First Infantry Division and the Engineer Battalion that took such 
pounding at Omaha   Beach. 
 Hilmer said he was having problems trying to re–orientate himself to the 
village. So we walked  to the beach and through the lanes when gradually his 
memory returned. He recognised where the cookhouse was by the Church hall, 
several of the billets, the field in which all the transports were parked and the 
slopes of Stonebarrow Hill where the infantry exercises were held.  
 He said very little as we walked. The visual signs of those times having 
been established, it was evident that deeper,  more intimate, thoughts were 
coming to mind, with memories of all those faces that were once here… 
 To brighten his day, I took him to the ‘Bottle’ for lunch and a pint. From 
there to the battlements of Coney’s Castle, where we stood with that glorious 
view of Charmouth and Lyme Bay in the distance. It was from here I told him of 
the great Viking raid of 833AD. ‘My people!’ he shouted, flinging his arms in 
the air. 
 Hilmer died on the 15th January this year, in Muskegon, Michigan.  I 
knew him for one day. There was a bond. 

         PMP 
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     The Abbots House                          

                                  (Formerly The Queens Armes)       

 

 Without doubt the most exciting development in the conservancy area 
of Charmouth is the work currently being undertaken by Nick and Sheila Gilby 
the new owners of the former Queens Armes, now to be known as The Abbots 
House. 
 There were initial fears that the character of the old building would 
follow the all too frequent trend of being ‘enhanced’ to suit contemporary 
tastes with the possibility of gross changes in colour and shape. Such horrors 
have occurred elsewhere in spite of the regulations that exist for the 
preservation of historical buildings and the areas in which they are situated.
 There should be no concern in this regard. The Gilbeys were fully 
aware of their responsibilities and are following the conditions assiduously.  
          It is in the interior of the old house that the most exciting restorations 
will soon be seen. In stripping off layers of wallpaper and rotting plaster, five 
hundred year old woodwork has been exposed. The excitement is that these 
ancient features will now be seen as they once were, as parts of a centuries-old 
décor. All of this activity is being monitored by the buildings inspectors who 
in turn, appear to have been caught  up with the excitement of the restoration.  
 

The Hospice 
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Much of the heavy work to date has centred on the replacement of 
ancient flooring and the reinforcement of old structural forms. The sloping floor 
of the bedroom where guests were said to have fallen out of bed and in the room 
the resident ghost seemed to have favoured, the floors are now perfectly level. 
At the rear of the house several of the southerly extensions of the building have 
been knocked down and the garden redesigned.  

I have an advantage in living directly opposite The Abbots House and 
over the years I have been allowed to explore this fascinating place thanks to the 
kindnesses of former owners and by Nick and Sheila Gilbey. Hence I have been 
most fortunate in being able to photograph and research many of the historic 
aspects of this remarkable old building. 

This article serves as an introduction to a fuller account of the history 
of the Abbots House and the unique features within it. This history is to appear 
in the summer issue of  The Village Echo No. 26 in May/June.  

In the meantime, to whet your interest and allow you some time to 
muster your rebuttals: 
It is the oldest structure in Charmouth, being about 500 years old; the Abbots of 
Forde Abbey built it in the late 15th / early 16th century as a hospice (a medieval 
hotel) for travellers on the coast road from the West to London. 
 

        Peter M Press 
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Happy Days 

 
One of the ongoing pleasures of working in the Pavey Room is in 

meeting people who come into the room as if by chance and tell of their 
special times in Charmouth in their past - in some cases  a very distant past. 
Nearly all tell of the circumstances that brought them to Charmouth in the first 
place and of their impressions of the village as a child. Without exception, they 
told of memorable times of old fashioned fun; simple pleasures that were 
determined by the times. The pleasure in telling their stories still shone in their 
faces. 
 There were of course, all manner of reasons whereby youngsters would 
have  come to Charmouth; on family day trips perhaps, or even a B&B holiday 
by the seaside in August. But once upon a time when a sixpenny bit was 
significant, the special pleasure and greatest life experience for so many 
youngsters was an annual camp. You might remember the organisations that 
believed in such experiences as critical to the growth of a child in every sense. 
In the days of 1930s depression and the years immediately following WW11, 
the list was long.  Other than schools of all denominations, there were the 
Scouts and Guides, Boys Brigade, St. Johns Ambulance, the Red Cross, Youth 
clubs and the Cadet organisations that provided a love of the outdoors and the 
beginnings of a personal independence – ‘growing up’ it was called. So many 
adults today recall those camping holidays with WW1 ex-army bell tents and 
the din of iron dixies clanging against enamelled iron plates and mugs. What 
wonderful experiences they were. 
 Many people living in Charmouth today still cherish the memory of 
their formative years here and are proud to admit that this was the reason they 
ultimately returned.  
 That tents are still to be seen on the hillsides and fields of the village on 
summer days is a particular pleasure and a re-assurance to see that the tradition   
persists. 
 
      
        Peter M. Press 
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Lampposts 

 

Another example of an ‘awakening of pleasures on arrival’ in 
Charmouth arose quite unexpectedly following one of our summer meetings at 
the Elms last year. I was introduced to Mr Norman Lancefield an elderly gent, 
a relative of Madeline & Roger Warren who was here on holiday. His story I 
thought was quite unique, in that it could hardly be described as a run-of-the 
mill Charmouth discovery. His obvious excitement was that he had found a 
good old-fashioned cast-iron lampposts. This had to be accounted for. 

Mr. Lancefield was a descendant of a Thomas Spittal, a Black 
Country iron founder who set up a business on the River Usk, near Newport, 
South Wales in the early 19th century. The Spittal Foundry prospered and 
became quite famous, but as a result of the great depression of the twenties, the 
foundry closed down in 1926 there being no market for their wares, 
particularly for fire bars for shipbuilding. 

Most of us might just remember those old gas lampposts with an iron 
bar-like extension just below the glass lamp. The bar was to support the ladder 
for the night watchman to climb to light the lamp by hand. (I can’t remember 
that!) It is true that lampposts  were taken for granted; there were certainly 
enough of them. But they inevitably faded away, to be replaced by electric 
lights on great concrete pylons.  

To return to the story: just after the meeting on that evening last year, 
Mr. Lancefield returned to the Conference Room in some excitement 
announcing quite loudly to his niece, Madeleine Warren and all within earshot 
that he had found a Spittal lamppost in the forecourt of the Elms just outside 
the door. Everyone was politely pleased for him, but not fully realising the 
significance of the post to the old gentleman.  

It was obviously an object of both pride and nostalgia to find such a 
symbol accidentally in Charmouth. He would have been six years old and 
would have remembered the impact upon the family when the business failed - 
over eighty years ago. The recall of that time, of places, things and especially 
dear people symbolised by that old lamppost with the name ‘Spittals’ on the 
back of it, must have been at that moment a most powerful evocation. 

 
              Peter M. Press 
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 The Royal Oak 
The Street, Charmouth. 

Palmers Real ales 
Carol & Jeff Prosser 
01297 560277 

Restaurant with Rooms 
Opening April 2008 

Nick & Sheila Gilbey 
Tel: 01297 560339 

www.abbotshouse.co.uk 



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 

Dale King 
Bill Gordge 
Ed Bowditch 
Richard Stirk 
Dave Burgess 

Anita Dowbiggin  
Charmouth Fayre 
Pat & John Stamp  
Gill & Roger Joye                 
Elaine & Rob Love 

Jeff  & Carol Prosser  
Peter & Maggie Press 
Geoff & Pat Restorick   
David & Julie Renfrew 

Charmouth Companions 
David & Ruth Hopkinson 
Mallory & Pauline Hayter 

Malcolm & Heather Bowditch 
Ray & Rosalind,  Stow House  

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

John & Joanne Brown, Street Studio  
Rosemary & Francis Lock, Pharmacist  
 Dean & Marie Herbert, The George Inn                    
Peter Noel, Marshall Noel Accountants   
Phil & Carol Tritton, Charmouth Stores 

Nick & Sheila  Gilbey The Abbot`s House 
Sue & Martin Harvey, Fish Bar & Seashells 
Theresa Noel, Fortnam: Smith and Banwell    

Caroline & John Davis, The Hensleigh Hotel 
Ian and Liz Simpson,  The White House Hotel 

Cathy Vickers, Charmouth Property Management 
                 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 
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CHARMOUTH STORES 
Your 

PREMIER 
CONVENIENCE STORE 

Phil & Carol Tritton 
01297 560304 

CHARMOUTH FISH BAR 
  TAKE AWAY & 
  RESTAURANT 

 

      NOW OPEN ALL YEAR ROUND 
 

  FOR DETAILS OF OPENING TIMES 
 

    TELEPHONE : 01297 560220 

IDA`S VILLAGE STORE  
 James & Valerie Hatcher 
   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 

D.COZENS 
Removals 

Delivery on any item or Part load 

34, Bridge Rd , Charmouth. 

 

Tel: 01297 560773 

CLIST FINANCIAL 
MANAGEMENT LTD. 

EAST WING, THE STREET, 
CHARMOUTH,  

DORSET, DT6 6RE 

Independent Financial Advisers  
TEL:- 01297 561006 

C. & D.E. 
PATTIMORE 

Family Butcher 
 

The Street, Charmouth, Dorset. 
 

         Tel No :-  01297 561666 

THE OLD FORGE FOSSIL SHOP 
 

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

 

FOSSILS, MINERALS,  
JEWELLERY AND  GIFTS 

 

Tel: 01297 445977 
Fax: 01297 445852 



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 

thepaveygroup.tripod.com 
(please  note no WWW.) 

Tel:- 01297 561270 
 

Editor  - Peter M. Press 
Editorial Board  

Pat Stapleton, Michael Priestley 
 

Design & Print by Jeff Prosser, Richard Stirk 
 

Sponsored By Fortnam: Smith & Banwell 
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Charmouth Community Hall 
Is available for hire for receptions and functions of all sorts 

Sports 
Badminton Court, Short Matt Bowls, Soft Tennis 

Games 
Bingo is held on 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 


