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Editorial
There have been requests of late asking if there would be a place in
the Echo for shorter submissions as well as the lengthier historical village
themes. The response is immediate - they certainly would be welcome! Of
course, I will always be very pleased to receive a longer article of about two
thousand words or so, but the notion of a ‘one pager’ is quite exciting. There
must be a vast fund of anecdotal histories just waiting to be told. Ideally they
should reflect a village historical theme - of the family or friends perhaps – I’ll
leave that to your good judgement!
It so happens that there is an excellent example for such an article in
this issue. Look at the article on page 10, it is historical, it has humour and
with an excitement you would expect from youngsters on rather a special
occasion a long way from home. Well-done Mike.
Peter Childs continues to amaze me The article on the Lyme to
Axminster railway is an excellent piece of work - being well researched, not
only from published sources but from his grandfather and father who were
both prominent tradesmen, who were extremely interested and involved in the
implications of a railway coming to Charmouth. I await Part II of this story and the arrival of the train in Charmouth.
There is another source of wonder for me and that is Peter’s
remarkable contribution to The V illage Echo. He has been totally dependable
with the submission of articles since the beginning of our little journal. His
Tales From The Forge have given an insight into the love and warmth of a
family of yesteryear. His articles - all thirty-three of them, and this is Issue
No.31, have been a delight to read. For your outstanding contribution to The
Village Echo Peter, you have been awarded our first Life Membership of the
Pavey Group.
A final item is my review of Alan Bennett’s Dorset Journey. It tells of
his journey and why he undertook such a task. It is interesting! The details of
cost, and where it is to be bought can be seen at the bottom of the review on
page 25.
P.M.P.
Historical Howlers No.1
Socrates was a famous Greek teacher who went around giving
people advice. They killed him. Socrates died of an overdose of wedlock.
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A Terrier Tank Locomotive (Circa 1875)
Tales from the Forge

Part 1: The Chard to Charmouth Railway?
(Via Lyme Regis)
In which the proud and rather superior Royal Borough of Lyme
Regis puffs and clanks its way into the 20th century. This narrative
is gathered from numerous verbal accounts given by Alf Childs
(1872-1940) and his father Henry Palmer Childs (1846-l924).
Due to their training in coach building and wrought iron work
they both took a keen interest in local Railway developments and
assisted in some of the preliminary survey work when Charmouth
was considered as a possible station on a link line to Bridport.

On the showery morning of 24th of August 1903 in Lyme Regis, an
excited crowd assembled outside the newly constructed railway terminus
of the Axminster and Lyme Regis light railway system. They were
greatly encouraged to see steam and smoke pouring from a small
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six-wheeled locomotive, one of a well-tried class known as the
‘Terriers'. These were carefully selected for the new light railway by
the directors because of their ability to round very sharp bends at
seemingly perilous speeds. This ability that resembled the behaviour of
a terrier in pursuit of young rabbits, gave the class its name. They were
in fact rather like a prototype 'Thomas the Tank Engine' - very willing
and able locomotives but always getting into trouble.
The 'Terrier’ tank engine was designed by Stroudley of the
London and South Western Railway. His ruling passion was elegance
of line that gave his designs simplicity and balance. In 1872 the first
Terrier was produced and was very successful in handling passenger
traffic on the south London lines. Weighing in at 27.5 tons, it carried its
own coal and water, and seventy or so were completed within a few
years. By 1903, two had found their way to Lyme Regis and one was
now heading a train of thirteen, old four-wheeled coaches waiting at the
'UP' platform of the new station. The coaches were gas lit and fitted out
with first and third class compartments. Freshly painted like the engine
in salmon pink (the standard livery of The London and South Western
railway), all was set to commence the six and three quarter mile journey
along the prodigiously expensive line to Axminster. However, as is
usually the case, fate raised its wrinkled old face and grinned just a
little as engines do. Things were going a little too smoothly. Once the
fifty thousand pounds had been raised to cover the cost of the track
laying and the construction of a splendid viaduct and numerous other
small bridges, the human factor took over.
At the station at Lyme, it was soon realised by the crowd of
children who had been earnestly counting the coaches on their sticky
little fingers, that the total of waiting coaches stopped at thirteen, a
number seriously believed by many to be exceedingly unlucky if not
downright dangerous. The engineers certainly agreed that it was a
rather heavy load of coaches for a little 'Terrier' to haul on its own.
Therefore a second Terrier was shunted into position to support the
efforts of the leading locomotive. It was hoped that those members of
the public of a superstitious disposition would be put at ease, as the
second locomotive could surely count as another carriage since it was at
least, being towed by the leading engine. Fortunately, members of the
Clergy, who were on hand in order to bless the proceedings, could also
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settle any quasi-theological disputes on the intrinsic evils of the number
thirteen. It was more than possible that the whole show might have
puffed off in a fit of braggadocio leaving nothing more than steam,
smoke and screaming children. In the powerful grip of group
imagination, disaster would surely be inevitable. The train could well
plunge over the beautiful, but as yet untried ninety-three feet high
concrete Cannington viaduct. This mighty construction was the first of
its kind in the West Country.
Memories of the 1879 Tay bridge disaster still lurked in the
gloomier regions of the public mind. It was indeed one of those rare
occasions when religion and science marched together in mutual support.
Those of mature years could remember the amazing events of an earlier
time when the town was first hit by a severe attack of railway mania.
Most readers will be surprised to learn that on Tuesday, Sept 29th
1874, confidence in the possibility of the railway link to Axminster was
such that the main streets of Lyme Regis were decorated with flowers
and flags, while church bells rang far and wide. A long procession of
dignitaries, was led by the Dorset Volunteers band to the proposed site of
the railway station where Mrs. Skinner, the wife of the mayor, Dr
Skinner, cut the first sod. She was later presented with a model of a
wheelbarrow to mark the occasion. Her comments on receiving this
carefully crafted gift are not recorded. It has been calculated that the cost
of the sod-cutting, the silver-plated and engraved spade and the toy
wheelbarrow drove the railway company into humiliating receivership.
Nothing happened for the next twenty -five years as all the
interested parties failed to raise the necessary capital, but the event
stirred up sixteen local rivalries to an alarming degree. The town of
Chard had long sought a direct link with Lyme Regis and struggled to
beat Axminster to the punch. There was already a railway link from
Chard to Taunton, that included a plan to enlarge the harbour at Lyme
Regis. It was thought that all would grow rich by the expansion of
commerce and the people of Axminster could go away and mind their
own business to put it politely. The Chard interests really thought they
had won, but the promises made for the capital to build the railway
melted away. These stirring events were set in motion by the possibility
of the powers being granted to the newly formed Lyme Regis light
railway company for the construction of a line from Axminster to Lyme
Regis. Axminster had won this battle, at least on paper and Chard - who
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already had three railway stations anyway - was left to devise new
schemes. Later the Chard group proposed to extend their line to
Charmouth and then link with Bridport via Chideock. Money was spent
on surveys for this line, but it took a further twenty years or so of
argument between Chard and Axminster before the London and South
Western Railway offered Axminster 52% of the capital for a profit
share amounting to more than half the ticket sales. Axminster was now
triumphant and more sods of earth were cut to seal the deal. Work on
the line commenced after contracts were signed in 1898.

A Belle of Lyme Regis and the first “Lyme Bill”
both dressed up for the great trip to Axminster

A good start was made, but it was soon obvious that more
capital was necessary and had to be found soon, as all national interests
were about to be absorbed in the construction of a fleet of Dreadnought
battleships. A cap-in-hand approach was made to the London and South
Western Railway to increase their commitment and this well and truly
put the financial screws on the Lyme Regis Light Railway in no
uncertain way. Even so all went ahead as planned with the construction.
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An Adams “Lyme Bill” leaving Axminster for Lyme Regis possibly

for the last time

7

On the 24th August 1903 at midday - now ‘railway time’ to the minute
- the town band struck up a selection of patriotic marches and the thirteen fourwheeled salmon-pink carriages began to fill with around 200 children. The fare
was 3 pence per 3rd class passenger, but tickets were issued free to the
children. The cost of this financial burden was met by voluntary contributions
from the richer citizens. The children were given strict instructions not to leave
the train and as far as possible, a teacher was placed in each compartment,
there being no corridors in the coaches.
The Terrier Tank engines were still waiting for the thirteen coaches to
be filled by the local gentry. The engines bubbled away, as happy as James
Watt's singing kettles. This was the most important occasion of their long
service and soon the coaches started to fill up with very important people. No
less than three mayors and their wives, two beadles carrying maces, two town
bands, representatives of three town councils, and many of the larger
shareholders. All managed to scramble into the reserved seats, looking forward
to a glass or two of free railway champers when they arrived at Axminster. The
on-board band struck up ‘Rule Britannia' and with a long whistle they all set
off for Axminster in a cloud of steam and smoke. A series of loud explosions
alarmed the onlookers as against all railway regulations, the engines detonated
warning signals normally used only in dense fog. A speed restriction of fifteen
The Cannington concrete viaduct under construction.
Casuality figures not readily available.
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miles per hour was imposed on all trains passing over the viaduct, but rather like
steeplechase horses, the valiant Terrier drivers slowed right down to have a
good look for possible hazards and offer a silent prayer to the patron saints of
engine drivers and viaducts, before proceeding. Lyme Regis had waited a long
time for this event, and no doubt there were some palpitations, but at last, they
did themselves proud.
A survey of the route shows the only stopping place was to be the
village station of Combpyne, close to the 470ft summit of the route and the only
station stop where passengers could join or leave the train and explore the
spectacular landslip. On this occasion only railway staff were permitted to leave
the train to check that all was well. The track now follows a long continuous
descent to Axminster where speeds in excess of twenty miles an hour were
expected. Continuous application of the brakes soon led to much wear and tear
of the Terrier’s wheel flanges. As Axminster was approached, the branch line
passes over a newly constructed iron crossover bridge spanning the Waterloo to
Exeter main line and terminating next to the water storage tank by the UP line at
Axminster station. Upon arrival at Axminster the VIP's unwound themselves
from the rather cramped seating of the small coaches and were conducted over
the line to the Down platform waiting room, where the Station Master Mr
Grayer and his staff opened an unknown quantity of railway champagne bottles.
It is recorded that within a few years of opening 60,000 passengers a year were
carried over the line. No serious accident was ever recorded although the
number of cows, sheep and rabbits that perished is not known.

Two
Terriers getting up steam for the first momentous journey to Axminster
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A 0-4-4 Adams Tank Loco leaves Lyme Regis for Axminister.
Note Notice-board on the right — It reads Lyme Regis for Charmouth
The little Terrier locomotives were replaced after a few years and the
track relayed to take the larger Adams 4-4-2 with modified front bogie wheels
to deal more effectively with the sharp bends. Three of these engines worked
the line into the nineteen sixties. They achieved iconic status and were known
locally as ‘The old Lyme Bills’
The last train ran on 29th Nov 1965 and crowds gathered at both ends
of the line to celebrate the occasion. Although the rail link between the two
towns has probably gone forever, the main line from Waterloo to Exeter has
been revitalised by running an hourly service from Axminster in both
directions.

Peter Childs
A Special Event For Two Charmouth Lads
The Charmouth policeman's son, David Manuel and I, Michael
Thomas, both lived in Higher Sea Lane, and were scholars and schoolmates at
Lyme Regis Grammar School. We were also bell ringers at St Andrews, Lyme
Regis & Axminster and also members of the Lyme Regis Detachment of the
Army Cadet Force.
1953 was Coronation Year, and as such, it stays clearly in my
memory for it was a very special time for us youngsters - a unique occasion.
How it came about we are not sure, but David and I were selected to represent
the Dorset Army Cadet Force at the Coronation celebrations. This was in
addition to both of us having had the honour of planting a tree in the Playing
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Fields. We were in uniform, with me holding the Union flag and David wielding
the spade. The photographs of the occasion are in the Pavey Photographs
Archive.
We duly embarked for Waterloo from Axminster on the morning
before the big day and travelled to the White City Territorial Army barracks
where we were accommodated, sleeping on straw mattresses on the floor.
When the big day arrived and after a very early morning fried breakfast, we
were issued with iron rations to keep us going during the day. We then marched
in uniform, complete with greatcoats and rucksacks, to Hammersmith tube
station from there, and went by train to Green Park station. We were then
marched down Queens Walk to the Victoria Memorial right in front of
Buckingham Palace. This was to be our position for the entire twelve-hour day
from 6am to 6pm facing Buckingham Palace with ominous dark clouds
scudding above.
We were positioned right in front of the television cameras, and my
grandmother, ‘Granny White,’ who was watching television for the very first
time in her life in the Church Hall, was totally convinced that she saw both
David & me several times. No doubt she did, for we were intrigued by these
cameras directly behind us and kept turning round to look at them during any
lull in activity.
If you remember, the weather was most unseasonable that June. It was
cold and raining most of the day from around 9 o’clock in the morning and our
greatcoats became sodden and heavy. However the exuberance of the occasion
and all the ‘goings on’ totally took our minds off any discomfort we were
experiencing. Apart from the excitement of seeing the Queen in her coach and a
very young Prince Charles standing at a window at around seven o’clock in the
morning, the most memorable sight in the endless procession of Royals and
dignitaries was a waving, smiling Queen Salote of Tonga in an open carriage in
the pouring rain. What cheers she received from the crowds of onlookers!
The radio broadcast of the processions; the coronation service and
ongoing events were relayed to the massed crowds lined up along the way. We
had Grenadier Guards in file in front of us. Every time the National Anthem
was played and heard over the loudspeakers, which was often, they and we in
uniform, all came to attention, Every now and then, the order came for the
Guards to shake their bearskins because the rain was making them so heavy.
At the end of an unforgettable day we made our way back to the White
City for a hot meal and were then confined to barracks. The powers that be
probably thought we had had enough excitement for one day and they didn’t
want to risk losing us in the unrestricted celebrations that followed. After all
most of us were provincial lads who probably hadn’t been to London before.

Mike Thomas
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The Old Commercial Inn. Burnt down in 1886

The New Commercial Inn, closed 1976
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The Tale of the Burnt Bowler
There is no record of the origin of the inn that once stood at the top of the
hill at the western end of The Street. There is no inn now at the site although
you can make out its original form with a little effort. It was the New
Commercial Inn and it closed down in 1976 having been converted into private
dwellings. Once you have determined the position and shape of the building,
you will appreciate its importance. The inn stood at the major western junction
of the village. It was almost at the end of The Street where the tollgate used to
be. It was from this point that four roads converged - one road led to Axminster
– the Axminster Road, and two others to Lyme Regis now known as Old Lyme
Hill and Old Lyme Road. The old inn was directly opposite that junction; .it was
known as the Commercial Inn and it burnt down in 1886. This sets the scene for
the dramatic story that is about to unfold.

“Old“ Bill Gordge 1925
The “Executioner” 1888

“Our” Bill Gordge 2008
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The Original Document found in Half Pint Bottle
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It was during the re-building of the inn in 1888 that several of the
workmen decided upon an elaborate ‘leg pull’ of one of their number –
reputedly their foreman- Harry Lugg. They decided to cremate his hat – for
good reason. The ceremony was conducted with solemn ritual; the perpetrators
standing witness to the dramatic moment. An executioner was appointed, the
fire was lit and Harry Lugg’s greasy old broken brimmed bowler was committed
to the flames. Following the cremation, the witnesses gathered the ashes of the
hat and put them in a half-pint beer bottle. Once again to re-emphasise the
gravity of the occasion – as if to seek an absolution of sorts – their names were
recorded on a piece of paper, put in the bottle with the ashes, and then, with a
final flourish, fixed the bottle securely in the mortar of the wall.
There the evidence remained until 1968 when another generation of
workmen accidentally broke the bottle. It revealed the faded, largely illegible
‘confession’ of those present on that day in April 1888. Fortunately, the landlord
at that time of the discovery was Tony Marshall who, with a fine sense of
history, had the letter and the ashes framed, and displayed in the bar of the New
Commercial Inn.

The document reads:

The ashes in this bottle are the remains of an old hat…. Owing
to the greasy state and broken rim the jury gave the verdict of
cremation on the 19th day of April 1888.
Executed the following day
Present. Charles Love
Harry Porter
Harry Lugg (owner)
Douglas Board
William Gordge (Executioner)
James Gear
Phillip and Dinah Gordge
Lost to sight to memory dear.
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The ashes of the bowler 128 years later
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The Ashes
The writing in the frame is unmistakably in Reginald Pavey’s hand. In
his notes of the west end of the village he gives a brief reference to the
discovery of the bottle in the wall – but just in the bare facts of the event – little
more. Perhaps the old gentleman’s sense of humour did not go that far.
No doubt the story gained better exposure from an undated local
newspaper article of about thirty years ago. It was headed: Missing Bowler
Exhumed – Executioners are Named. It was by Eileen Milton, landlady of the
Royal Oak at that time. The letter from the bottle was published.
The most recent ‘discovery’ relating to the story was from Malcolm
Bowditch, who was in the New Commercial Inn on the last night of Maisie
Marshall’s tenure in 1976 at the end of the New Commercial’s existence. Maisie
told Malcolm that she had to clear everything out of the inn as it was about to
be closed down. She was going to throw out the original framed letter and the
ashes! Realising that these were bits of significant memorabilia, Malcolm took
them and kept them safe until this year when he brought them back to
Charmouth and presented them to the Pavey Room. Thank you Malcolm!
There is yet another dimension to this Burnt Bowler epic. It centres on
the names of that jury of April 1888 who passed judgement on Harry Lugg’s
hat. To my surprise/astonishment – there are four descendants, and possibly a
fifth, of those jurymen named on that letter - still in the village! This is quite
remarkable considering the social upheaval that has beset Charmouth in the last
century and a half.
Perhaps the most significant fifth on the list was William Gordge
– the executioner of Harry Lugg’s hat on that building site all those years ago.
His ancestor another William or Bill Gordge had fled the village in the 1840s
with an uncle - they were having problems with the Excise men. The family
were determined smugglers and obviously these two were far too efficient. They
settled in the Gower in Wales and became respectable – after a while.
Two years ago, Bill Gordge, a descendant of the Welsh line, came back
to Charmouth to find his roots. We were able to show Bill and daughter Wendy
the places their families had lived in the village and the more remote sites such
as St. Gabriels where they had plied their traditional smuggling skills a hundred
and sixty years earlier. It was obvious that their Charmouth heritage really
impressed Bill and Wendy – they said they felt that they had come home. Deep
down in side though, Bill had another motive.
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‘Our’ Bill admitted that he had a sensitivity to his family’s reputation
and their life of crime all those years ago, He then said that he had always felt
the need to assuage this sense of guilt – so, to do so, father and son served over
sixty years in the Swansea Constabulary.
There is yet another act of contrition still has to be made, it being of a
far more personal nature - and that is to seek absolution from the Lugg family
for striking the match that cremated Brian Lugg’s great grandfather Harry’s
bowler.
This final act is in hand: last year Bill sent me a brand new bowler.
This he said. is to be presented by him, with all solemnity, to Brian Lugg in the
hope of his forgiveness and that of all the Lugg generations.
This will take place at a very special event of the Pavey Group this
summer.
Peter M. Press

Christingle Preparation in Charmouth
(A Supermarket Experience)
As a mere male little did I foresee the experience that would unfold as
I drove gaily to the supermarket clutching a list prepared by ‘er indoors’ of
items for the annual Christingle Service. How could anything go wrong for
such a simple errand? I sauntered nonchalantly to the Customer Advice desk
No.10 and announced ‘I need 80 oranges; will you provide a crateful and what
discount can you allow for such a large order?’ Nothing doing on both counts
was the terse reply.
Laboriously I loaded 80 large, special offer oranges - that was the
mistake -before embarking on the usual weekly denuding of the supermarket
shelves. Trundling around the store, my unusual load was spotted and
commented on with many quips about 'baby elephants' appetites etc.’ Heading
for the checkout I was accosted by a slip of an Assistant Controller (shades of
Thomas the Tank engine) who informed me that each customer is only allowed
three oranges at the special price, a fact which was written in microscopic
letters on the notice I now discovered. ‘What do you suggest?’ I wailed, aware
of amused observers. "Well you could go through with them three at a time".
The mind boggled and I visualised a rescue party being despatched
from Charmouth at midnight. Adopting my poor helpless male mode I pleaded
that the oranges were for St Andrew's Christingle service and she agreed to
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check with the Deputy Controller. I stood to attention: ‘Sorry it’s the
rules’ I was told, ‘but as it’s for the church.’ ’I'll check with Management’. I
waited with bated breath while ‘management’ deliberated and eventually
relented and agreed to 80 oranges at the special price. And so to the checkout:
my friendly male part-time till operator eyed the pile of oranges warily. ‘What
are these?’ I explained, aware of more sidelong glances from fellow customers.
He had to check with the Controller and his side of the conversation ran thus
‘Can he?’ ‘Are you sure? But how will I put it through the till. You will come
and help? Oh thanks". Along came my friendly Assistant Controller who
delicately punched four buttons for the first orange, I had visions of arriving
home just in time for breakfast. (Three hundred and twenty buttons later, with
three hiccups of the till, four Stops to recount, when the poor lad lost count - the
three adjoining till operators were in near hysterics and me so embarrassed, I
wanted to disappear into a hole in the ground). The 'Till Closed' sign was put up
and two more controllers were summoned to help. Much of the store had ground
to a halt.
Clutching my four yards of till roll I beat a hasty retreat with other till
operators smiling at me and thanking me for not choosing them for my
transaction. Only then did I remember that I had only found two of the twenty
packets of sweets needed to decorate the oranges. Thank goodness for Morgans
of Charmouth who produced eighteen bags of sweets without a murmur and
suggested I should have tried them first. Next year someone else can shop for
the Christingle oranges. I will be hiding in a darkened room.
Roy Churchman

Spring Meetings
February 18th Afternoon Group meeting: 2 – 4pm Mattingly/ Press, The Elms
March 24th Wednesday Public Meeting 7.30 pm Alan Bennett, The Elms.
April
22nd Thursday Public Meeting Dorset Gentry 7.30pm Jane Ferentzi –
Sheppard
May
June

To be arranged
Gordge / Lugg Bestowal of Bowler Ceremony?

NB. Please note that aligning speakers, locations and dates, sometimes presents
problems.
If in doubt please phone the Pavey Room on Monday or Tuesday mornings or at
7 – 8pm on Thursdays. Simpler yet – please keep a eye out for posters, they will

always be posted a week before date of meeting.
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Charmouth Asnelles Twinning
The Beginnings
It all started, like many other good ideas, in a bar. To be precise, in
the bar of The George during a casual conversation which included amongst
others Mike and Mary Davies and my wife Margaret and me. At that time
(1983) the landlord of the George was a Frenchman, Christian, who also
became involved in the discussion. We found out that Dorset was officially
twinned with La Manche, whereas Asnelles is in Calvados. The Asnelles
connection came through Christian, who discovered that they wished to twin
with a Dorset village because the Dorset Regiment had landed at Asnelles on
D-Day.
There were several visits and discussions between representatives of
the two villages before the twinning became official. On 11th May 1984
Martine and Patrick Aubrey, Robert Colin and Celine visited Charmouth.
Patrick was a policeman, and Robert was prominent in the French equivalent
of U3A. This visit was followed soon after (29th May) by a visit to Asnelles
by Mike Davis, Mike Lake and Colin Gibson (Colin was the owner of The
Cottage, now Aubrey House). Margaret and I joined them briefly during this
visit. Their visit was reported in the local French press. During the visit they
were received officially by the Maire of Asnelles, Michel Roudil, who
explained that the two villages wanted to twin as "un homage aux combattants
de sa compte du Sud de l'Angleterre qui prirent une part active au
Debarquement, un certain 6 juin 1944, puis a la liberation d'Asnelles et de la
region".

Major St John signing the “Golden Book” for Distinguished Visitors
at the Military Museum at Arromanches
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This warm memory of the invasion has been evident in all our visits to
Asnelles, which was part of Gold Beach, and suffered considerable destruction
during the bombardment which preceded the landing. It is very close to
Arromanches, with its famous Mulberry Harbour. In fact it was some time
before this harbour was operational, and during that time supplies were
landed on Asnelles beach using amphibious vehicles. Several years later, on one
of the anniversaries of D-Day a lane leading to the beach in the small hamlet of
St Come which lies between Asnelles and Arromanches and which had been the
main route for the DUKW vehicles, was renamed Allee des Anglais at a
ceremony to which my wife and I were invited. This was an entirely French
event, with the schoolchildren performing songs specially written for the
occasion and it was very moving.
In the period between these preliminary visits and the formal twinning,
the Charmouth Twinning committee had the benefit of considerable advice from
Brian Jones of the Beaminster Twinning association, and Peter Alsnebrook who
was the owner of Truckline, the commercial vehicle ferry operation based in
Poole and which has now been absorbed in Brittany Ferries. During this period
a constitution, drawing heavily on that of Beaminster, was drawn up. The
constitution gives the aims of the association as:
"To promote and foster friendship and understanding between the
people of Charmouth and District, and those of Asnelles in the Departement of
Calvados in France, and those of other towns with which the Association may
form later links.

Mike Davis also signing the Distinguished Visitors Book
at the Military Museum at Arromanches
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To encourage visits by individuals and groups to and from linked
towns, particularly by children and young people; the development of personal
contacts; and by so doing to broaden the mutual understanding of the cultural,
recreational and commercial activities of the linked towns.
To organise fund-raising activities to foster the Aims of the
Association"
The constitution goes on to say that "membership shall be open to all
individuals in sympathy with the aims of the Association".
The decision by the Charmouth committee to go ahead was taken on
25th Oct 1984. The official signings took place in Charmouth on 27th April
1985 and in Asnelles on 19th Oct 1985. The Council offices in Charmouth and
the Mairee in Asnelles both have copies of the charter designed and
manuscripted by Colin Gibson. The account in the Bridport and Lyme Regis
News is worth quoting extensively:
"The two communities are similarly structured, are of like size and
have many interests in
common. Asnelles is in
a part of France where
pro-British feelings run
very deep because of
the wartime landings
along the coast which
involved
so many
soldiers of the Dorset
Regiment, along with
those from Devon and
Hampshire. The French
official party arrived in
Charmouth on Friday
for the weekend and
the 10 representatives
stayed at the homes of
Charmouth Twinning
Association members,
A charter was signed
by the Mayor of
Asnellesn (M. Michel
Roudil); Charmouth
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Parish Council chairman (Mr Bert Smith), the French Mayor's secretary (Mde
Martine Aubrey), the clerk to Charmouth Parish Council (Mr Rex Vick) the
chairman of the Asnelles Twinning Association (M. Patrick Aubrey), the
chairman of the Charmouth Twinning Association (Mr Mike Davis). Gifts
were exchanged and messages of friendship read… Mrs Margaret Bettes was
the interpreter Celebrations followed and the champagne flowed.
The account goes on to describe a weekend which could be
considered typical of all those which have followed; tea in a member's (Jill
Matthews) house, a dinner, visits to places around West Dorset, a pub meal,
skittles. The report also mentions that the association had a grant from the
British Council towards the cost which supplemented various fund raising
activities.
Now, 25 years later, many of the people involved from both villages
and mentioned above have left the area and several have died, but the
organisation to which they contributed so much energy and enthusiasm is alive
and well. Some of the original members are still taking an active part in the
Association, and in our regular hectic visits to Asnelles. I think we can say
with some satisfaction that most of our original aims are being met - and we're
still having fun.
David Bettes, Secretary 1984-6, Chairman 1995

The Stone of Scone
and how it affected some Charmouth Inhabitants
No doubt you have heard of this Stone and how it has been used for
centuries at the coronations of English, Scottish and latterly British monarchs.
It originally resided at Scone Abbey near Perth in Scotland and is traditionally
thought to be the pillow stone used by Jacob of the Old Testament. Anyway
King Edward, known as ‘Hammer of the Scots’ captured this stone as a spoil
of war in 1296 and took to Westminster Abbey where it was fitted into a
wooden chair upon which most of our subsequent monarchs have sat when
crowned.
On Christmas Day 1950 instead of celebrating the festival in the
normal fashion, a group of four Scottish students pinched this heavy stone
from the Abbey took it back to Scotland. It had however, a chequered journey
getting broken on the way and even having a joyous overnight stay at Ilkley
Moor near Leeds, before it crossed the Scottish border.
None of this progress was known to most of the population of the
British Isles and no doubt, this included the inhabitants of Charmouth. Rumour
was rife that the stone was possibly being returned to Scone via the A35, a
somewhat circuitous, peculiar and improbable route. This rumour had however
reached the ears of two of our somewhat elderly eccentric elderly inhabitants,
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the Honourable Miss FitzAlan Howard and her companion Miss Brennan. So,
together with Freddie, their fox terrier, a most disagreeable animal, they
decided that something must be done to ensure the stone be restored to its
rightful place in Westminster Abbey and the culprits apprehended.
Just in case the talk of the A35 route was correct, their chosen course
of action was decided. They would stand in the middle of the road on
Charmouth Bridge.
This they did, with Miss Brennan holding Freddie on a lead and the
Honourable lady wearing a brown tweed suit, brandishing a drawn sword,
stopping every approaching car and suspect vehicle, using their supposed right
to diligently search every possible hiding place in every vehicle.
They did this for several hours to the amusement of onlookers, of
which there became many, for the word soon got around. They were however
eventually persuaded by the local constabulary to discontinue this arbitrary
action.
Peace and order were quickly restored and the disappointed crowd
slowly dispersed having enjoyed this welcome diversion from regular village
life.
Fortunately cars and vehicles of any sort were few and far between in
those days so no traffic jams ensued. Imagine the chaos today if the same
thing was attempted.
Wikipedia advises that the major search for the stone ordered by the
British Government proved unsuccessful. Perhaps it was assumed that the
Church would not return it to England so the perpetrators left it on the altar of
Arbroath Abbey in the safekeeping of the Church of Scotland. However the
repaired stone was returned to Westminster Abbey, although rumour had it that
it was only a replica.
Mike Thomas

Dorset Journey
A Review
I first met Alan Bennett last year when he called at the Pavey Room,
the Charmouth Local History Resource Centre. Having introduced himself, he
told me of a novel task he had set himself; a ‘journey of discovery’ of the
communities across the Dorset coast. His object was an attempt to assess
contemporary attitudes to a rapidly changing society within the county. His
planned itinerary was to take him from Lyme Regis to Christchurch, devoting
a year to this quest. His approach was quite straightforward - he wanted to talk
to people as a means of discovering grass root reactions to change within
communities in the county.
This he has done most successfully and his findings have just been
published in a handsome and very interesting volume entitled Dorset Journey.
It is my pleasure to have been asked to review it.
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The author of this study has developed a means of gathering
information by informal, spontaneous interviews, the purpose being to gain
some intimation of the reaction to change and its impact on the quality of life of
communities within the county. It required a random cross-section of people
who are prepared to talk to someone on a one-on-one basis of their personal
concerns in living within a community. It depended of course, on the
willingness of each individual to discuss personal and local issues with a
stranger, but above all, such interviews would depend upon the qualities of the
interviewer whose informality, tact and sensitivity would be paramount.
Within the book, there are excellent examples of these interactions
between the interviewer and subject. Alan finds that an interviewee will
invariably raise matters that are initially of personal concern such as
relationships between neighbours, local government issues etc, and then
perhaps, broaden their concerns to interactions with adjacent communities.
There is a common theme that emerges and that is an underlying concern with
change per se. This disquiet in West Dorset amounts to a virtual fear of further
urbanisation and a profound concern with the yuppification of ancient
communities.
Of course, an entire community could not be fully assessed by this
means, time being the critical factor. But if the scope of the testing were to be
broadened along the ‘Gallup Poll’ lines, a fairer sample of public attitudes
within in a community might be obtained. Such gathered data might serve as a
useful indicator of the need for certain local improvements. Going a step further,
if such a fund of local concerns were to be gathered from the entire county it
would be of particular worth to future planners for such schemes as housing
developments, roads, etc. Public opinion might well be a factor before any such
schemes were undertaken.
Yet another application for this data could well be used to form the
basis of a socio/economic map of the entire county of a given date. This would
not only provide an invaluable contemporary reference, but would become a
record of the quality of life in early 21 st century Dorset society - especially for
the future historian.
There are precedents for such ‘journeys of discovery’ in British history and an
enormous debt is owed to those who undertook such journeys. Such names as
Leland, Cobbett and Young, Barrow and Doctor Johnson were great recorders
during their respective dates. Whatever the reasons for their wanderings these
men made critical observations and often quite casual references that proved
precious insights into the conditions that prevailed especially in rural areas over
many centuries. They commented on the rural economy, often deploring the lot
of the peasantry. But I can think of no incident where one of these early
chroniclers actually got off his horse to talk to a peasant.
Times change. The media assures us that we are fully aware of
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everything, trivial and otherwise. It could be said that the degree of our
involvement within the democratic process is reduced to putting an X on a
ballot form in return for a bunch of promises. Very rarely does the opportunity
arise for the individual to express his or her thoughts on all those issues that
have such a bearing on the quality of life. This is the essence of Alan
Bennett’s crusade: to find out what the man in the street had to say; he got off
his metaphorical horse to talk to people.
The task of putting four hundred pages of print into a practical format
was a challenge. As a guide, Alan remembered an earlier example of such a
journey undertaken seventy-six years ago by J.B.Priestley, whose book
English Journey*. Is still a pleasure to read to this day. Priestley was an
author, playwright and a beloved broadcaster in the early days of ‘the
wireless’.
Alan Bennett’s book is organised upon six main regional elements
within which there are sixty-nine constituent communities that he visited. A
considerable accomplishment! You will also observe other personal qualities
of the man: his literary style, particularly humour, his evident pleasure and
delight in the people he met and of their appreciation of his challenge. It is in
every sense a labour of love. Alan Bennett describes Dorset Journey as being
‘part investigative journalism, part travel and part autobiography.’ Within
these understated admissions there is evident sociological and psychological
awareness that is demonstrated within the conduct of his interviews.
The book is in every sense a quality publication, from the quality of
the printing the paper to the photographs and the layout, which are distinctive
and thoroughly professional. It would look equally well on a coffee table, or as
in my case, propped up alongside my monitor screen. Above all else though,
this publication is a pleasure to read. Many of you will recognise local
characters that were visited and there is every likelihood that you will share
their views and be very pleased that familiar local issues have been aired.
As the book stands it is an invaluable source book for any High
School or University library. However, an even greater worth will be for the
future as it will provide remarkable, intimate social history of an English
county in the year 2008/ 2009. The author, Alan Bennett has touched the pulse
of that moment.
*The asterisk on page I, makes reference to the Folio Society’s 1997
edition of J.B. Priestley’s English Journey in which that distinguished Lady of
Letters, Margaret Attwood, introduces the author. She penned the following
two lines that characterised Priestley. It occurred to me that these same lines, if
paraphrased somewhat would be equally appropriate to Alan R. Bennett’s
excellent efforts.
Being a rambling, but truthful account of what one man saw and
heard and thought during a journey through Dorset during the year 2008/09
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NB. The book Dorset Journey is available at The Pavey Room on
Monday and Tuesday mornings from 9 - 12am, or between 7 – 9pm on
Thursday evenings. Again, it will be available at any of the Pavey Group’s
functions. If all else fails – a note with a name, phone number and address put
through the door of Primrose Cottage will ensure a copy. The price is £19.95
of which a significant percentage goes to The Weldmar Trust and to The John
Thornton Young Achievers Foundation.
Peter M Press

Alf Twelftree
It was with great sadness to learn of Alf Twelftee’s passing. His
distinctions were many and all were of service to the village of Charmouth.
In 1982 there was a great demand for a public meeting to address the
problem of the reckless activities of people fossiling on the east and west cliff
faces above the beach. Policing the beach was proposed, but the decision was
that it would be better to educate rather than legislate. As a consequence an
information centre was proposed and Alf was central to the discussions. With
support from the County, West Dorset CC, Charmouth Parish, the Charmouth
Society and much popular support, the Charmouth Heritage Coast Centre was
created with Alf Twelftree appointed as the first Chairman of Trustees of the
Charmouth Heritage Centre in 1984. The Centre is now a Mecca for scientists
and fossilers and being at the centre of the World Heritage site, its reputation is
worldwide.
Alf came to the village in 1980 bringing with him an unusual history to
say the least. He had the distinction of being aboard the HMS Laurentic in the
North Atlantic in 1940 when it was torpedoed and sunk by a U boat - he did
not get his feet wet. He coordinated the landings of a flotilla of tank landing
craft on Sword Beach on D-Day, (at Asnelles) and was told to return to
Southampton to pick up reinforcements for the American lads on Omaha
Beach. He was proud of the fact that he’d been to Normandy twice on that
historic day. He agreed - it was his longest day.
Alf was an exceptional man. His many skills were capped by sound
judgement, personal warmth, wisdom and an unfailing sense of humour. I miss
my old friend.
There’s more to tell: if anyone would like to read a fuller biography
there are copies in the Pavey Room and the Heritage Centre.
P.M.P.
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Art
Studio

Charmouth Art
01297 560044

The Royal Oak
The Street, Charmouth.
Palmers Real ales
Karen and Brian Prevett
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
Bill Gordge
Peter Childs
Ed Bowditch
Richard Stirk
David Bettes
Dave Burgess
Rosemary Earl
Charmouth Fayre
Michael Priestley
Pat & John Stamp
Gill & Roger Joye
Elaine & Rob Love
Peter & Maggie Press
Geoff & Pat Restorick
David & Julie Renfrew
Charmouth Companions
Mallory & Pauline Hayter
Ray & Rosalind, Stow House
Malcolm & Heather Bowditch
James & Valerie Hatcher, Ida`s
Ian & Alison Shilston, Morgans
John & Joanne Brown, Street Studio
Karen & Brian Prevett, The Royal Oak
Rosemary & Francis Lock, Pharmacist
Dean & Marie Herbert, The George Inn
Peter Noel, Marshall Noel Accountants
Phil & Carol Tritton, Charmouth Stores
Nick & Sheila Gilbey The Abbots 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 Marchbank, Charmouth Property Management
Mike Smith, Frampton, Smith & Partners, Accountants
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C. & D.E. PATTIMORE
Family Butcher
The Street, Charmouth, Dorset.

Tel No :- 01297 561666

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 COUNTRY CORNER

The George Inn

Local Arts & Crafts
Tea Rooms
Second-hand Book Rooms
Paper-backs and Hard-backs
Bought and sold

16th Century Coach House

Tel: 01297 560252

Bar Snacks - Full Restaurant
Real Ales
Large Garden & play Area
Sunday Lunch Carvery

FRANCIS LOCK

MIKE BOWDITCH

PHARMACIST

Builder and General
Maintenance Work

Tel :- 01297 560261

Tel : 01297 560129

Dean & Marie Herbert

M.R. PHARMS.S

CHARMOUTH
Developing & Printing
Kodak Films
Toiletries & Cosmetics

Charmouth Community Hall

Is available for hire for receptions and functions of all sorts
Sports :-Badminton Court, Soft Tennis
Games:- Bingo is held on the 3rd Friday in the month. Eyes down at 7.30pm
Drama :-Pantomime, Short Plays, Musicals, Come along and join us.

Phone Leslie Bowditch on 01297 560572 or 560962

CHARMOUTH STORES

D.COZENS

Your

Removals

NISA

Delivery of any item or Part load

34, Bridge Rd , Charmouth.

CONVENIENCE STORE

Tel:- 01297 560773

Tel:- 01297 560304

Phil & Carol Tritton
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