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Editorial
It is proving very hard to come to terms with the tragedies that have
occurred all within three weeks. These are indeed very sad times: we have
suddenly lost three prominent and popular members whose presence and
contribution to the Pavey Group will be so sorely missed. It is of profound
regret to have to tell you of the passing of our very dear Rita Whatmore and of
Graham Vickers and Dave Smith.
Rita was a founding member of the Pavey Group and ultimately the
treasurer. She was an outstanding lady of great vitality and humour and a
tireless worker at the Pavey Room. She is irreplaceable. Rita is remembered in
an obituary on page 23.
Then there was Graham and Dave who were both killed in horrific
accidents; Graham fell from a motorbike on the bypass and Dave crashed in
his car in Lyme Regis. As I have said, it is too hard to believe. We can only
extend our deepest sympathies to their respective families in such times.
Rosemary Earl, whose title Charmouth in the Sixties is her first
submission to the Echo, it will surely evoke many memories of another time
for which we thank her sincerely. She has also produced, at absolutely no cost
to us, special Charmouth Christmas Cards. This is so generous of Rosemary.
We will have to show our appreciation of her efforts by ‘meaningful seasonal
purchases’ of the special cards. There will be a Quicknews with further details
of the cards and other matters before the AGM .
Particular thanks to Terry Moseley and John Hutchings for their
articles – I’ve been bullying John for his, for a long time. I am very sorry to
learn that Terry and Linda have left the village for distance parts – Walditch in
fact. They have left behind some very warm memories for many people. We
wish them good luck and thank them again for having been here with us and
for the excellent thatch job on Albury House. The Tuck boys did well didn’t
they? (The thatchers).
I have to apologise for the length of my history of the Abbots House
in this issue. At least you’ve only got half of it at the moment – there will be a
Part 11 in the next issue, Echo 27, in late September. More on page 11.

The Ed.

SUMMER PROGRAMME : QUICKNEWS TO FOLLOW!
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A Plumber’s Mate – and Lots More Besides!
The post-war recollections of one young man’s working life
At the end of my previous article, I had just started work for John
Childs in January 1945. I was just fourteen. Mr Childs’ main business was by
that time plumbing, although he still did a little blacksmithing, shoeing a horse
from time to time. At that age the great thing for me was that his workshop was
next door to our house, so I didn’t have to traipse to the other end of the village
to go to work! I was Mr John Childs’ assistant, a plumber’s mate. At this time,
his son Peter was in the army and he, being four years older than me, was not
around. So I hope he will find these reminiscences of particular interest!
My working day was 8am to 5pm and in the first year I was paid
fifteen shillings a week. (Currently 75p). Of course, that sounds nothing
nowadays, but then a sixpenny piece would buy you a Mars Bar, a Rollo, and
two Milky Ways – this will give you an idea how much things cost. As I was
living at home, I would hand all my wages to my mother. I’d then make a bit of
money gardening on the side for a shilling an hour. In my second year with Mr.
Childs, my wages increased to seventeen shillings and sixpence a week: this
rose to £1 in my third year.
My very first job was to scrub the floor after we’d fitted a new boiler in
a house at the top of the village. However, before I describe some of my more
memorable plumbing jobs, I want to mention other tasks I was called on to do. I
used to work in the old workshop – The Old Forge, sharpening lawnmowers by
hand. In one of Peter Childs’ earlier articles he recalled the business of mowersharpening in his grandfather’s day. The work I did was much the same. It
involved turning the blades backwards and painting them with a mixture of
engine oil and carborundum paste, an abrasive grinding compound. It took hours
to do a single mower and had to be done just right: Mr Childs was very
professional and wouldn’t be satisfied until the blade could cut paper. I used to
sharpen tools on a whetstone and repair enamel kettles and saucepans. These
were enamelled, and if one was dropped the enamel would break off and a hole
would soon come through. So I first learned the art of soldering at an early age
in John Childs’ workshop. After the war there was still a shortage of fuel oil and
coal, so I used to repair and restore oil stoves and ovens to get them back in
working order.
Speaking of fuel, I delivered paraffin in the village for oil cookers and
stoves. I’d pump paraffin from the tanker in the street using a semi-rotary pump
on the back of the wagon and into the tank at the back of the workshop that I
think held 400 gallons. Then I had to trundle around the village
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delivering five gallons a time using a sack truck - a box with handles and
bicycle wheels. Fortunately most of the going was downhill! From time to time
we would get old, galvanised iron pipe work in the shop and we would strip
off the galvanised fittings; put them in the forge, warm them up and then wire
brush them so they could be re used. There was a lot of recycling in the
immediate post war years as there were so many shortages and you just had to
make do. Mr. Childs also ran the hardware shop. I used to unpack the goods
that came in, but I never served in the shop.
Despite what you might think reading the above, my main job was
plumbing. Several jobs stick in my memory, for example, we used to dig water
mains for people who wanted to be connected. A number of houses higher up
the hill relied on pumps from a well, so we’d occasionally be called to put in
new mains. This was hard work. Then again it was always hard work! When I
was fifteen we were putting in a cooker in the Queens Armes; we were
installing it in a flat used for staff and for some reason I had to go into the roof
space. The ceiling joists were not squared off as they are these days but
quartered timbers. I was walking in the space and put my foot through the
ceiling. This is not uncommon, most plumbers have done so at some time, but
this was my first ‘foot through the ceiling’ experience for me. Oh well!
A more hair-raising experience happened on a job at the Devonedge
Hotel at the bottom end of the village. We were putting in a big old Beeston
boiler and to fit it you had to put in a smokestack. Well, cast-iron pipe was in
short supply, so we decided an asbestos flue pipe would do the job. In
the
area we were working we had our improvised bench with a

John's Grandfather Fred Hutchings

4

big pipe-vice upon it. We were hanging around at the time, the fire going nicely
when John Childs suddenly said ‘Oh, I think we’d better take cover’. We’d just
got behind the bench when there was a great bang as the flue pipe exploded,
blowing its self to bits. The asbestos pipe wasn’t meant to be used as a boiler
flue, it had simply got too hot and disintegrated – violently.
Here’s an even more bizarre experience. We’d had a call from a big
house up above Wootton Fitzpaine complaining that the water tasted strange.
We went to the house and the maid said she didn’t like the taste of the water.
We went into the roof to look at the tank. This was where the water was pumped
up from the outside well. We took a look. Floating on the surface of the water,
and no doubt with many more below - to the bottom of the tank – was a great
number of dead bats. We had to clean the tank out – all 200 gallons or so - and
then work out a way to remove the dead bats. The only way was to take a piece
of hose and siphon off the water and the dead bats before refilling the tank with
clean water.
Once we were called to a house in the Bellair area. They had their own
water supply from a clean spring, so we didn’t have to treat the water, but they
had a leak in a cast-iron pipe in the field above the house. Well, you couldn’t get
cast iron pipe at that time so Mr.Childs said ‘ Get a car tyre inner tube’. We dug
to the leak, got the inner tube, pulled it round it and stretched it a couple of
times and cured the leak. Unfortunately in the process a swarm of bees had
appeared. Now, Mr.Childs was a beekeeper, which perhaps accounts for the fact
that I’ve kept bees for many years. He set off across the field with a tin bucket
and a shovel of dirt trying to make the bees come down. He was banging on the
bucket to make a noise - I think - like thunder and at the same time trying to
throw dirt in the air presumably to fool the bees into thinking that it was raining
and so bring them down. Well, it didn’t work – not that time anyway.
Mr. Childs was also responsible for the village water supply. This
included the chlorination the water that came from the springs in the hills above
Hogchester Farm. The water was collected in chambers - like drainage
inspection pits - and passed into a shed with a wooden tank that held 400 gallons
or so. We used to provide one gallon of Chloros, a chlorine solution, with a
pipette dropping a steady stream in to the water tank in the shed. It could take up
to a week for the tank to empty, after which you filled it up and the process
began all over again. In the very cold winter of 1946-7, one of my jobs was to
take paraffin up to keep a stove in the shed working to prevent the chlorine
system from freezing up. So there I was, with my old sack truck, trudging miles
up the road through ice and snow…

5

That winter was very cold indeed and as fuel was in such short
supply, I used to collect wood from the landslip and bring it back for the fire.
As I write, sixty years later, I still have the axe I used then and still collect and
chop wood. My grandfather used to say that collecting wood made you warm
three times: the first while collecting it, the second chopping it and the third
when you sat by the fire. My grandfather, Frederick James Hutchings, was a
boot and shoemaker by trade and his workshop had a shop in front. It was next
to the Childs’ workshop at the rear of the house. I heard not long ago that he
was locally known as ‘tacker’ after the tacks he used in his work. He would
have a mouthful of nails – tacks – and would take them out of his mouth one
by one as he put them in as worked on a boot or shoe. I used to help him from
time to time and the reason I worked for Mr. Childs rather than my grandfather
was that there simply was not enough work. Times could be hard, but during
those summers just after the war, Charmouth was becoming something of a
tourist resort, so we used to let a bedroom and the front room to holidaymakers
in summer season.
Eighteen months or so after starting with Mr. Childs, things began to
change. In late 1947 he employed a plumber to take over that side of the
business and an ex-Bevin Boy for a while; I used to help both of them
sometimes*. Then Mr. Childs employed a stonemason /bricklayer named
Albert Rattenbury, from Lyme Regis – a very well known local name. From
then on I worked with Albert on plastering, on buildings and as a stonemason.
There was no plasterboard in those days; it was all lath and plaster - all threecoat work. To get plaster to ‘hang up’; horsehair was used in the first coat.
Horsehair came in a sack in great wodges covered in lime from which it had to
be separated by beating it with split bamboo sticks for hours.

John Child’s Shop
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I remember Albert told me that he’d fought in the Great War. Many
veterans wouldn’t talk of their experiences, but he did tell me that he’d landed at
Gallipoli as a very young man. He told me that he had to jump out of a boat into
the sea, laden with his full kit. And that’s as much as he’d say. He was lucky
that he was able to say that much!
As soon as I was able to earn a man’s wages (about £3 a week) I was
called up! So in May 1949, at the age of eighteen, I joined the R.A.F, serving
most of my time at R.A.F. Andover as a telephonist. I was demobbed in
December 1951 as a Leading Aircraftsman. I had met a girl in Southampton in
1950 and I expect you can guess the outcome!
I came back to Charmouth and resumed work as a painter with John
Childs. John then suggested that I take advantage of a Government Training
Scheme in Heating and Ventilating. This I did at Kidbrook in London from June
to December 1951. I then worked in Southampton for a fi rm of heating
engineers.
I am now retired. My wife and I live quietly, the family has grown and
I keep bees and play my guitar. I still return to Charmouth regularly and when
thinking of my early years here, and how happy those days were, I realise how
much of that I owe to the Childs family and especially to John. He afforded me
a wealth of skills and so much sound counsel. Thank you John.
John Hutchings
* Bevin Boys were those young men awaiting National Service who were
conscripted, but not to serve in the Armed Services but in the Coal Mines.

John Childs
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Rosemary’s Story : Charmouth in the Sixties
Charmouth in the 1960s was wonderful. The summers were long and
full of holiday makers, there was fossil hunting and shrimping on the beach,
boat trips in Lyme Bay and children to play with. The winters cold, peaceful
and quiet.
My parents, Joyce and Geoffrey Earl, arrived in Charmouth early in
1961, in time for my fifth birthday. This was spent at Spindleberry, a thatched
house we rented from Mrs Cole, in Five Acres. Mrs Cole was slightly bent,
with blue rinsed hair piled on top of her head. She painted pictures of flowers
in very bright oils, and lived next door in a bungalow named Fleur.
Early in 1962 my parents bought Charmouth House Hotel. I loved it
and spent an idyllic childhood there. When they bought the Hotel, the garden
went right down as far as Gardenside. In fact Gardenside had been built on the
former tennis court of the Hotel which had been sold off by the previous
owners, Mr & Mrs Johnstone. As you turn into Gardenside, behind the stone
wall you can still see the fig tree and the greenhouse that were there forty odd
years ago. A beautiful grapevine grew in the greenhouse and tomatoes and
cucumbers were grown too. I kept my rabbit, Snowy, at this end of the garden
and my parents put up a wooden office along the side of the wall running
parallel to Higher Sea Lane. The garden itself was mainly laid to lawn with
herbaceous borders beautifully tended by the gardener, Raymond Pearce.
There were fruit trees – crab apple, pear and plum, and a large fruit cage full of
raspberries and loganberries. There was a lovely rose garden with wooden
arches and a beautiful old wisteria that covered the glass veranda leading out
from the end sitting room.
The large car park between the Hotel and The Royal Oak was put in by
my father – he used to count the number of cars there each night and was
delighted when the car park was full.
In the 1960s most families owned a car and spent their summer
holidays at the seaside, more often than not, in the West Country.
Consequently I had lots of children to play with during the holidays. There
were several hotels in Charmouth at that time – The Queen’s Arms, The Coach
& Horses, Luttrell House, The Court, in The Street, The Seahorse Hotel and
Hammond’s Mead both in Higher Sea Lane, and Fernhill. The village was
BIG on tourism in the 1960s.
My favourite shop was Badgers Bookshop – just up from the Hotel. It
was here that I became a Founder Member of The Puffin Club – a club for
children revolving around Puffin paperbacks. I loved this shop where the
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cosy upstairs room was full of magical books for children. My parents were
friends of the owners, David and Margaret Courage and I become friends with
their son, Rafe. Margaret Courage was a Member of the Young Wives, along
with my mother, Elizabeth Bide, Ethel Davidson, Susan Dampier, Gwen
Oxenbury, Sybil Whittaker and many others in the village. I used to stay with
the Bides for weeks at a time during the winter, when my parents would take a
long, hard earned holiday in the Lake District and Scotland.
My mother also ran the Charmouth Branch of The Tufty Club – a club
teaching road safety to children. Tufty was a squirrel and was joined in his
adventures by Minnie Mole and the naughty Willy Weasel along with Mrs Owl
the teacher and Policeman Badger.
There were several shops at the top end of the village in those days.
Opposite Badgers, was Hutchings Shoe Shop with its shiny bright yellow plastic
lying in the window, shielding the shoes from the sun. Next to Hutchings was
The Charmouth Pottery (now Waterloo House) and up from there, next to
Askew House where Dr Chamberlain held his surgery, the Post Office run by
Mr & Mrs Long. Between the Post Office and The Charmouth Pottery was the
original Waterloo House that my father bought in 1969 and re-named Bentley
Cottage, after Bentley Priory where he was based during the War.
Mediterranea, selling all manner of exotic things from bright leather bags
and belts from Spain to traditional handicrafts from Turkey, was directly
opposite my bedroom window. The owners were Mr and Mrs Asquith who
were always pleased to see visitors to their shop.
During the summer months, I always occupied a bedroom on the front of
the Hotel, facing the road. I remember the lorries almost grinding to a halt
outside my window as they struggled to change gear for the final ascent up the
hill. Now, of course, The Street is by-passed, and things are quieter, almost a
ghostly quiet at times. During the winter months, I could move to one of the
back bedrooms, overlooking the garden and the sea.
Midway down The Street, below The Royal Oak, was Childs & Son with its two
bay windows and central corridor. One side sold decorating and plumbing
materials, while the other side sold ironmongery, electrical goods and china.
Their slogan was “You want it. We have it. We hope!!”
The shops at the bottom of the village were much the same as they are
today – two grocers, Dampiers and Braggs, the bakers where the Post Office is
today, the chemist and various gift shops. I remember once a lorry losing
control down the hill and running into Forsey’s Dairy (The Manor) in order to
avoid running into the back of a bus parked on the roadside, full of school
children.
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There was even a record shop, where the Estate Agent is now. Here I
remember buying my first records – The Tremeloes’ “Silence is Golden”, The
Beatles’ “Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band” and Mary Hopkin’s “Those
Were The Days”. Morgans was there of course, owned by Mr and Mrs
Morgan and their huge (to a child anyway) woolley sheepdog. In those days
Morgans just sold newspapers, toys and sweets. I would go in every day to
buy Sherbet Fountains, Flying Saucers, Black Jacks, and wafer thin bars of
Cadburys Milk Chocolate, wrapped in purple foil. I bought comics there too –
Treasure, Look & Learn, and Bunty.
My father was the very proud owner of a black Rover 90 which he had
serviced at Gears Garage, next to The Queen’s Arms. He loved his car and I
loved to accompany him in the school holidays to pick up staff who worked in
the Hotel. We would go to Raymond’s Hill and to Wootton Fitzpaine mostly.
He bought his second Rover 90 from Mr Ransford, a previous owner of the
Hotel who still lived locally. The Charmouth Tunnel, along the Axminster
road, was a great excitement to me as a child too. Sometimes I would walk
inside its gloomy interior, listening to the constant drip drip of the water from
its domed ceiling. Then I would dart into the safety of the arches as cars came
through.
I cannot remember the names of all the people who worked at the
Hotel, the few that I do, included Chrissie Grinter, Mrs Smith who was also
Brown Owl and lived at Claremont, Mrs Marshbank who cooked, and Liz Burt
from Wootton.
The happiest memory I have of Charmouth is go-carting in Double
Field, behind Hammonds Mead. I had a wonderful go-cart, built by my father.
My friend, Jane Whittaker, whose father co-owned Gears Garage, and I would
hurtle down the fields and cliffs at break neck speed. It was the best sport
ever!
Every August, the fair set up in the village, in the field on the left
beyond the bridge. It came alive at night with dodgem cars, coconut shies,
shooting galleries and waltzers. I was never allowed to go there alone for fear
of the gypsies, but I used to go with the parents of visiting children or with the
younger members of staff after they had finished their shift in the Hotel.
Every year on August Bank Holiday Monday, the Charmouth Fete was
held. The main event was the parade from The New Inn at the top of The
Street to Barrs Lane and the Playing Field at the bottom. I was always entered
into the fancy dress competition and went in various disguises from Hiawatha
with my face smeared with my mother’s theatrical grease paint and a plaited
wig made from black wool, to the lovely Florence from the
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Magic Roundabout with a yellow duster on my head and a Dougal under my
arm made out of a Squeezee bottle!
Sometimes I would visit the butterfly farm in the Old Lyme Road which
I enjoyed enormously. In the mid ‘60s Robert Goodden moved his “flutterflies”
to Sherborne and Worldwide Butterflies became famous.
I have many memories of Charmouth and still enjoy coming back and
spending time on the beach or walking up Golden Cap. It is good to see that
Charmouth House Hotel has been “saved” and has since been converted into
houses. There has been a lot of development over the years and people and
buildings have changed, but memories are forever and these can never be
changed.
Rosemary Earl

The Abbots House – the Article
I have some guilt in attempting a history of the place – there’s rather a
lot of it. This is the obvious case when trying to reduce all its history to the
physical scope of the Echo. There’s not only the amount of text to consider, but
the very necessary illustrations to aid the understanding of it. (This is only a
partial confessional, but by stating the problem to start with, it is hoped that a
degree of sympathy may arise.)
At first I became mixed up with a village history I was working on. It
was reasonable to start with the Old Stone Age - the Palaeolithic - but it was
stretching it a bit as a preface to the Abbots House. That was only the beginning
of things: sorting through scores of photographs and heaps of paper it became
obvious it wasn’t possible to do the job in less than many thousands of words.
That marked the first of several great chops. Finally, having involved Hilary
Munday and Michael Priestley for their particular expertise, I took a bundle of
stuff to Jeff Prosser, with some trepidation I have to say, for the setting up of the
edition. It was a difficult task and it was all my fault – so Jeff said. He is good
though! The dexterity with which he manipulates computer keys is a wonder to
watch. I expect you’ll note the task we had in balancing text with photos and the
problem of giving the sequence of the ‘Fig. numbers’ for the illustrations. We
crave your understanding.
At the time of writing the matter is not resolved; I’m about to go to the
Pavey Room to undergo the next battery of abuse from Jeff nevertheless happy
in the knowledge that all will be resolved within the next hour of so. Thank you
Jeff – very much.
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The Abbots House: Part 1
Formally The Queens Arrmes
The Abbots House, formerly known as The Queens Armes is a late
medieval structure believed to have been built in the late 1400s. It was built by
the Abbots of Forde as a shelter or hospice for travellers on the great London
Road. The building is the oldest and richest in historical and architectural
terms in the village. It is unique in that it has few precedents in Britain.
To date, there is no evidence of the year in which it was built. All
that can be done is to narrow the ‘time bracket’ to suggest an approximate date
of its construction. To do so, it is necessary to consider the events and
circumstances that brought about the need for such a structure.
It all goes back to William. There is little point in labouring the fact
that the impact of the Norman Conquest radically transformed Anglo Saxon
society. The pyramidal structure of the Feudal System imposed a rigid central
authority that was held in place by a powerful aristocracy who spoke a
different language and whose laws and other Norman French customs swept
away or profoundly altered the ancient English institutions. Within twenty
years, that astonishing inventory of the Conqueror’s - the Domesday Book –
brought about a massive transformation in land ownership. Property was
reduced to three elements: one third was the king’s; one third to the Church
and one third for the rest of the society.
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Fig. 2
13

The impact of these great changes was to have a direct affect on what
was to become Charmouth. Much of what is now West Dorset became
monastic lands and was granted to the Cistercian Order at Forde Abbey. The
Cistercians were a simple, devout order of extreme self-discipline who saw
hard physical labour especially in bringing wilderness into agricultural
production as a fundamental religious observance. They even thought
relaxation sinful. To increase their labour force they were among the first of
the monasteries to introduce Lay Brothers. These men were recruited from
devout peasants as agricultural workers and craftsmen to join the Order. It was
with this new labour force that enabled Abbot William of Forde to implement
his plan for the creation of the ‘New Town’ of Charmouth between 1290 and
1297. This date is to be found in The Cartulary of Forde Abbey , although
Hutchins (1698-1773) in his History and A ntiquities of the County of Dorset
gives the 1320 date.
This community was to be a unique planned borough in England; its
task was not only to bring more land into production, the primary Cistercian
goal, but to create a model community with the status of a market, an annual
fair, the mill and designated plots called burgages of about half an acre in
extent, that were to be rented at 6d at year. It was a business enterprise, a
means of enhancing the yield and profits of the abbey. In the Middle Ages the
monasteries were the great national producers especially of wool and livestock
for export. The boundaries of the proposed new town are virtually identical to
those of the modern Charmouth Parish boundaries.

Fig. 3
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Travel six hundred years ago was a hazardous business. The Abbots of
Forde, consistent with the monastic tradition, made efforts to provide for
travellers. As the abbey was many miles north of the great south-western road, it
made sense to select a location convenient for travellers on the London road. It
was decided that Charmouth, situated between steep hills, on a section of the
ancient Roman road, where some services probably existed, was where the
shelter, hospice or hostel, was built.
The matter of the date of the construction arises again. It is certainly a
moot point in the village. Much faith is put into the initials T.C., as a date for the
building. They are still visible on the eastern spandrel of the ‘former’ front door
at (C) on the plan, Fig. 2. These are assumed to be those of Thomas of Charde
the last Abbot of Forde. It is recorded that Thomas became abbot in circa 1500.
If this is the actual date of Thomas’ accession and the date of the Dissolution of
the Monasteries is 1538, it is within this thirty-eight year date bracket circa 1500
– 1538, that the date of the building might be suggested. (Even so, it must be
assumed the construction date would have to be nearer the earlier date). Much
faith has been put in Thomas Chard’s alleged autograph on the former front
door (if that is what it was) as a foundation date. However, it is argued that the
sandstone square door is not consistent with the materials used in the rest of the
building – it could well be a later addition. Earlier dates have been suggested 1480s as an example. Personally I think an earlier date has a greater likelihood –
but this rests on yet another question as to why would the hospice have to wait
the better part of 200+ years to be built since the village foundation in 1320?
Who knows? It can be said with certainty that it is late medieval construction
and that the architectural details especially the roof timbers support this period,
Figs.3 &4.

Fig. 4
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Fig. 5

Fig. 6
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Fig. 7

Fig. 8

Fig. 9

Fig. 10
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Fig. 11 Original Windows
It has already been said that there were great alterations to the front
and rear of the building. Very little evidence of an original design exists,
except for the two small square windows on the east end of the first floor.
There were three other of a similar size and design but these have been filled
in. The shapes of these windows can still be seen in the bedrooms, Fig. 11.
The Plan
The plan of the structure, Fig. 2, is the ground floor of an original
form of the building, before the westward extensions were made. The date of
the plan is unknown. It is interesting as it shows how little the plan has been
altered; indeed it is quite easy to see the blocked windows and doors today.
Within the house, there are two to be seen in the Solar (A) - the ground floor
living quarters of the owner. Notice the twin headed window in the north-west
corner, Fig. 14.
The main entrance to the building appears to have been between The
Hall (B) and the unnamed room to the east. This possibility can be seen on the
plan. There is a passage described as the Former Screens Passage(C) with
access to the Street; there was a door there once. This is now filled the
imposing centre-arched wooden double-door, set within a square-headed
sandstone frame. Today, it is just an embellishment – it wasn’t there in the 19th
century sketch of the building.
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The fireplace in the Screens Passage(C) was built at a later date perhaps
to enhance the dining area. The Hall seems to have ‘moved over one’ by one
bay, judging from the evidence of the beamed ceiling. This allowed for a
passage F and access to the to the present main door to the
house. The fireplace dominated the former dining room. Evidence of the internal
chimney above on the first floor, and of the chimneystack that once poked
through the front roof has long disappeared, as has the large fireplace in (C) –
only a matter of a few months ago, Fig. 17.
There is yet another door, one that still exists, that gave access to the
kitchen and Room (E). The door-jamb still shows where there once was an iron
grill, Fig. 18. It was also the entrance to The Anchor, the ‘pub’ that existed there
at the time of King Charles II`s overnight stop here in his flight from Worcester
in 1651.
The Extensions.
The present roofline is of 27m overall. Two extensions have been made:
the first of 5.20m, is dated to the early 1800s and the other of 3m+ is of a more
recent date, Fig 6. This detail can also be seen by the different slate types used
on the rear elevation, Fig. 9. From the front the first extension can also be seen
by the chimney positions. Fig. 8 illustrates the extension from another
perspective.
Also on the photograph, Fig. 5, the semitone, you will observe a doubleflued brick chimney at the east end of the building. There is a single stack some
few yards along that probably served the fireplace in the narrow hall in C and
the bedrooms. It has gone now. The next chimneys of importance are the double
-stacked pair, close together, the one on the ridgeline; these two stacks mark the
western extent of the old building. The next single pot on the ridge marks the
end of the first extension. This was done when Rev. Jeannes created a school for
boys in the early 19th century. The Tea Rooms mark the limit of the first
extension. An extra 3m of roof space was added to form the second and final
extension, Fig. 8. Fig. 5 is not a very old photo – post W.W.II? but
no one in the village remembers when the extension was done.
A study of the Queens Armes in 1895, Fig. 10, shows the massive
chimney-stack to the rear of the building. The stack was demolished a long time
ago but there are still large fireplaces on the ground and first floor associated
with this stack. The fires were a means to heat the entire floors rather than
individual bedrooms. The breast work and flue can be seen on the plan on the
south side of the Hall at B and the original fireplace can be seen in the dining
room, Fig. 17.
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It was during the early 19th and early 20th century that much of the
alteration came about. The Congregational minister the Rev.B.Jeannes is
believed to have brought about the changes to the front of the house. He is
thought to be responsible for having moved the former main entrance from (C
to F). and by extending the Hall to the east, thereby absorbing the Screens
Passage in which a fireplace for a dining room was installed. The room (B)
became the dining room and (F), the main passage entrance to the hotel. The
breast chimney in (C) has been removed during the latest renovations to
enlarge the restaurant, revealing a wonderful medieval Plank & Muntin
partition of ancient oak, Figs. 15 & 16.
Fig. 12 Is of the poppies, now faded, on the oaken partition in the lounge.
Fig. 13 Is of the ‘ecclesiastical’ design adjacent to the NW window.
Fig. 14 Shows where the medieval design was to be seen on the right side of
the window.
It is my privilege to have known two of the previous proprietors of the
Queens Armes; Peter and Jen Miles and Phillip and Carole Mapstone who
have become friends. I have been allowed access to this wonderful old
building and have been able to gather a good photographic record and a
considerable volume of relevant historical data related to it. All this
information will ultimately reside in the Charmouth Local History Resource
Centre, the Pavey Room at the Elms, but the immediate goal is to have this
history published in this issue of The V illage Echo No. 26 – as Part 1. Part 11
is to follow in No. 27 in September. There is a lot of information.

This photo and Fig. 13
were taken over twelve
years ago. The poppies
used to become brighter
under certain weather
conditions.
Fig. 13 has almost
disappeared. So Sad.
P.M.P.

Fig. 12
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The Photographs
Some of the photographs selected for this article predate the recent
refurbishment. This has been done where necessary to illustrate a specific item
or to clarify a description. The more recent photos are of things in transition –
the new discoveries from the recent work.

Fig. 13

Fig. 14
Fig. 16

Fig. 15
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So again, it was my very good fortune to meet and impose myself
upon Nick and Sheila Gilbey the owners of the Abbots House. They have been
very patient with my requests for access to all the new discoveries and
innovations. As you will see, even with the use of modern materials, furniture
and décor, a fine balance has been achieved with good taste and sensitivity. It
is quite evident that with this major refurbishment the primary concern has
been for the historic and aesthetic character of the old building. Well done,
Nick and Sheila: your efforts are a great compliment to our community.
Part 1 In closing, I hope you will appr eciate the main thr ust of this
article, concerns the historical aspect of the subject - the origins of the village,
the work of the monks and of the evolution and structure of the old house.
Part 11 is to be published in late September and will be centr ed mor e on
human history, of events and of people that came to the old house over the
centuries. Then of course, there will be an impression of the recent
developments at the Abbots House.
Peter M. Press
Fig. 17

Fig. 18
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Rita

It is difficult to come to terms with the news of Rita’s passing; it
seems only a matter of weeks ago she was playing up at the golf course as she
had done for very many years. It is hard to believe that this bright, vital and
exceptional lady has gone; it is an inestimable loss to the village. We think of
John. Our memories and deepest sympathies are with him at this sad time. Rita
and John were always to be seen together, they were in every sense a
partnership, so it is especially sad that this life-long link is broken.
I first met Rita nine years ago at the meeting that brought the
Charmouth Local History Resource Centre into existence. Rita was one of the
first to volunteer to serve on the brand new committee. She proved to be
remarkable historical resource herself.
Rita was born and raised in Charmouth, and as such, became the
prominent voice of the Old Guard Charmuthians within our Society. It was
very important that she represented that older element, wherein much of
Charmouth’s past resides. She enjoyed this role. Her attitude to changing times
and of fading faces in the village was not a sad harkening or sentimental recall
of a former time. It was her custom to offer of happier anecdote or amusing
tale about the person or an event as a means of assuaging grief. It was a
remarkable gift.
Of course Rita will be remembered for her skills on the golf course
and other interests. However, it is the earnest hope that her name will assume a
place within Charmouth’s collective memory to be remembered for her
dedication and contribution to the Pavey Group, a significant Charmouth
enterprise for which she worked so hard and for so long.
God Bless, Rita; and thank you your good sense, judgement and for
belief in us and specially for your unfailing good humour. You are
irreplaceable.
Peter M. Press
Chairman
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Albury House and the Bowyer Smythes
Albury House is like a mature actress. It has had many names.
Sometime in the 17th century it was W ebbs and more recently in is existence as
The Cottage, Thatched Lodge Hotel, The Cottage again and then Albury
House. It has been said that there was a dwelling on its site from about 1320
but the present house is more recent, although parts date from the 17 th century
or perhaps slightly earlier.
The house has undergone several facelifts in its time and the Victorians
especially, knocked it about a bit. However what has remained, to some extent
unaltered, is the front façade. This character makes it well known in the area to
the extent that it featured on the front cover of the AA Bed and Breakfast
Guide. In its time as the Thatched Lodge Hotel it housed as a guest for a
considerable period Fanny Craddock, one of the earliest TV cooks who was
famed for her acerbic manner to everybody and everything. In 2001, the house
also survived an attempted arson attack from the then proprietor of the W hite
House Hotel, next door but one, for which he did time as a guest of Her
Majesty.
Owning a house of local historical importance is more akin to being a
steward: the house survives but the owners change. It is perhaps equivalent to
renting a National Trust property. This feeling is emphasised by the attitude of
the Local Authority Listings Department who tend to frown upon any
suggestion to modernise, however sympathetically, the actual living
arrangements. Thank goodness that electric light and plumbing were installed
before the house was Listed!
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Few families left any distinctive memories of the house that could be
attributed to them. However one such family were the Boyer Smythes’ who
occupied the house from 1920 to 1965. There are extensive records of their lives
here. Some members of the family who fondly remember the house and
Charmouth from their holidays here still survive and have provided valuable
insights into the Bowyer Smythes and their history in Charmouth.
The Bowyer Smythes are of ancient lineage. Sir Thomas Smith Bt. of
Hill House in Essex, was the grand-nephew of Sir Thomas Smith who was
Secretary of State to both Edward V1 and Elizabeth 1 st. The family connection
with Charmouth began when Edmund Bowyer Smythe and his wife Annie
bought the house now known as Albury House in 1920.
Edmund was one of a number of brothers, the eldest of whom was
Alfred the 13th Baronet. Edmund (b.1853) and his brother Clement travelled to
Australia in the 1880s and there met and married two sisters, Maud and Annie
Grey. Annie, so it is said, of being the first woman to be born north of the River
Tweed in New South Wales where the family lived on a sheep station. Edmund
and Annie were married in 1884. They travelled extensively before settling in
Charmouth. During their travels they managed to produce four children, Gladys,
Cedric, Doris and Gwendoline. The parents, Edmund and Annie chose to live in
Charmouth because the climate here was conducive to Annie’s health as she
was said the be of delicate disposition.
The family was not without tragedy: Cedric was killed in 1917 in the
Great War and Doris was killed by a shark while swimming during a stay in
Singapore when she would have been in her twenties. Ironically, the house in
Charmouth had been put in Doris’ name by her father, to avoid death duties.
Gwendoline also died relatively young in Australia where she had settled.
One of Gladys’ earliest memory of Charmouth was of Doris Childs, a
local girl whose family were blacksmiths also kept the ironmongery shop.
Gladys married a Bernard Carter who was a naval captain. Captain Carter was
to feature later as owner of Albury (then The Cottage) as he and his family
spent much time here when not on naval duties. The house had been put in his
name, once again to avoid death duties, but he too was to die before Annie.
Edmund died in 1921, Bernard Carter in 1954 and Annie in 1967 at the
ripe old age of 96. Annie’s great grand-grandchildren’s memories of her were of
a very old lady who seemed to sit in bed most of the day with a green sun visor
on her head. We are not told whether she was a dab hand at poker.
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Gladys and Bernard seemed to have had a blissful existence in
Charmouth. Gladys kept a fantastic cottage garden (now the car park). Her
granddaughter reports that ‘it was crammed full of flowers and vegetables. She
kept chickens in a run, several hives of bees and a tortoise Samuella (who was
known as Sam until she started laying eggs.’) As befits the male of the species
her recollection of her grandfather was that his room was at the eastern end of
the house, which was ‘ full of books where he stayed most of the day smoking
and studying’. Gladys became severely affected by senile dementia and moved
to live with one of her daughters in East Sussex in or about 1965.
We are fortunate that the grandchildren of the family so enjoyed their
stays in Charmouth that Mrs. Couldrick has kept in touch with later owners of
the house. More recently the Chairman of the Pavey Group has corresponded
with Mrs.Anita Dowbiggin a lifelong friend of the family. They have provided
details of the family’s life at Albury for this article that gives it that close
human interest. We are therefore indebted to Mrs. Lorna Couldrick and Mrs.
Anita Dowbiggin for their recollections of the family when they lived in
Charmouth.
Terry Moseley

Our worthy Chairman of Parish
as a very young man was once aboard
the H.M.S. Ganges, the famous training
ship for boys intent upon a naval career.
Upon completing his schooling he was
about to enter the Royal Navy as a boy
seaman. It was at this point that the
Captain of the Ganges issued this ‘guide
to good behaviour’ to all boys about to
join the service. This is a copy of
Mallory’s guide. It is somewhat dated,
but offers sound advise with a rare
sensitivity to the pitfalls of naval life of
forty six years ago. It is worth a read –
how times change.
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Restaurant with Rooms
Opening April 2008
Nick & Sheila Gilbey
Tel: 01297 560339
www.abbotshouse.co.uk

The Royal Oak
The Street, Charmouth.
Palmers Real ales
Carol & Jeff Prosser
01297 560277
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Our Sponsors
This list is of those people and organisations who have given most generously in
support of the Village Echo and the Pavey Group.

Mrs Joan Pavey
Vi Hares
Jo Musk
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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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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CHARMOUTH FISH BAR
TAKE AWAY &
RESTAURANT

THE OLD FORGE FOSSIL SHOP
15, Broad St., Lyme Regis, Dorset, DT7 3QE
www.fossilshop.net
FOSSILS, MINERALS,
JEWELLERY AND GIFTS

NOW OPEN ALL YEAR ROUND
FOR DETAILS OF OPENING TIMES

Tel: 01297 445977
Fax: 01297 445852

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

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
M.R. PHARMS.S

Builder and General
Maintenance Work

PHARMACIST
CHARMOUTH
Developing & Printing
Kodak Films
Toiletries & Cosmetics

Tel :- Charmouth 560261

Tel : 01297 560129

C. & D.E.
PATTIMORE

CLIST FINANCIAL

The Street, Charmouth, Dorset.

Independent Financial Advisers
TEL:- 01297 561006

MANAGEMENT LTD.

EAST WING, THE STREET,
CHARMOUTH,
DORSET, DT6 6RE

Family Butcher

Tel No :- 01297 561666

D.COZENS

CHARMOUTH STORES
Your

Removals
Delivery on any item or Part load

PREMIER

34, Bridge Rd , Charmouth.

CONVENIENCE STORE

Tel: 01297 560773

Phil & Carol Tritton
01297 560304
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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

The Village Echo
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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. )
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