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Editorial
Mike Thomas, who has submitted many articles to the Echo over the years,
suggested recently that rather than insist upon the need for submissions to be of two
thousandish words for articles, might there be a richer source of history if I were to
encourage our readers to submit short stories that tell of events, incidences,
experiences and personalities that the illustrate the nature and quality of
Charmouth's past.
He gave an example of his suggestion by sending two delightful tales
that were published in Echo No.31. One of these tells the experiences of two
Charmouth lads at the Coronation in 1953 and the other, of an elderly, selfappointed crackpot vigilante - with a sword - attempting to frustrate the Scottish
Scone Stone thieves in 1950 by waylaying motorists on Charmouth Bridge. A
perfect Tale!
By coincidence, Mike wrote again recently telling me of his ancestors
who once lived at Primrose Cottage. Naturally the address caught my attention - it
is where I live. Not that that would invoke any great recall for the general reader,
but it gave me pleasure. (Another vanity perhaps). Nevertheless once again, it is an
example of Mike's point and it illustrates mine perfectly.
Yet another letter to the editor came from Richard Burleigh a monitor of
another rich vein of our history - books. His letter is on page 25 - with my
response to it. It might help if you knew Richard. I don't think he would be
offended if I referred to him as a 'gentle eccentric' - of the most excellent sort.
Dash to your bookshelves readers!
Neil Mattingly's study is hardly a Letter to the Editor. It is a significant
piece of research. It is our intention to publish his Lords Of the Manor articles in a
single volume in the near future. I am very pleased he is with us.
Peter Childs' contribution to The Village Echo over the years has been
quite outstanding, so, as a deserved distinction of his talent and industry we
appointed him to be the first ever Life Member of the Pavey Group. ('Good' he
said, now I won't have to pay sub!). It was Peter's response addressed to me to
thank us for this distinction that was of even greater gratification to me.
The Ed.
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On Serious Matters
Chairman I very much regret that circumstances are such that I have to
introduce the matter of my retirement as chairman of the Pavey Group in early
2011. This is a matter of both sadness and genuine regret. The reasons are
personal and are centred upon our health and the security of our remaining
years.
Obviously leaving the Pavey Group is of great personal regret. It was a
brainchild that I never guessed would achieve the great success that it had and I
hope will continue to have for many years. It is the largest Charmouth
organisation in the village with a membership of over 240 families. Our
members live locally, countrywide and in exotic addresses abroad.
We are pleased to have a large body of very active helpers who assist in
many ways such as all our public functions and also with the production of The
Village Echo that is produced completely by us in the Pavey Room. We have a
strong and experienced committee all with individual responsibilities. We have
fine and generous support also from Sponsors and Advertisers
You might remember that we have been seeking a secretary for some
time now. I am extremely pleased to report that a dear lady has volunteered to
join the committee and will stand for the office of Secretary at the Annual
General Meeting on Thursday 7th October ’10 at the Elms.
In summary, the organisation is in a strong and healthy state. You
will note that there is no mention of an election of a new chairman at this
AGM. It was decided in committee that a potential chairperson be sought
and be recognised as a ‘Chairman Elect’. I agreed to remain as nominal
chairman in order to familiarise the new person with the overall business of
the entire organisation.
Finally, I have agreed to remain as chairman with a reduced load
until January of 2011. The matter will be addressed again at an
Extraordinary Annual General Meeting.
I was very pleased to be asked to continue as editor and with the
production of The Village Echo. This I have agreed to do – with pleasure.
With extreme regret,
Peter M. Press
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Tales from the Forge
The Story of a Red Letter Day spent with Bicycle Bits and
Messerschmitts
September 1939. Saturday afternoon on the last weekend of that fateful
month. Alf is at last completing the finishing touches to a fine wrought-iron
gate that he had designed and manufactured. It was to grace his retirement
home in Higher Sea Lane. There have been many modifications to it and as he
is now retired his access to his workshop is limited to Saturday afternoons. His
first grandson is tinkering with an ancient bike. It is mounted on a bench set
aside for his use to encourage a mechanical aptitude in the hope that he will
one day take over the family firm. He has also been told by his grandmother to
help grandad when the gate has to be moved. Grandad has a hiatus hernia, and
as with so many men of his age, he also has a prostate problem. The boy has
not the faintest idea what these ailments are but they are said to account for his
grandad’s frequent grunting and belching and his uneven temper of late. As the
boy ponders the problem of fitting a new brake handle to his ancient bike, his
grandfather noses in to make helpful but unwelcome suggestions.
‘What you want boy, is for your vather to practice on this ‘ole bike of
yourn with his new welding kit. Cost a lot of money that did’, he added
resentfully. The boy instantly switches from a rather bored, idling about mode,
to full mental power. ‘That’s a good idea granddad – I seen ‘im with his
goggles on fiddling about, but I reckon he ’aint got it right yet. The welding
light is very bright, even though ‘tis blue, ‘tis very difficult to see what you be
doin’.’ ‘Maybe that’s so, but you know what they do say - Practice makes
Perfect.’ ‘Not with me it don’t. My ‘ands aint big enough. Anyway, I’m cack
‘anded. My dad said so - what do that mean grandad?’; Just means you’m left
‘anded. A lot of very clever folk are left ‘anded. People like prime ministers,
presidents and artists and the like. ‘Tis a well known fact.’
The comparative peace of a quiet Saturday afternoon is suddenly
broken by a shouting woman and two dogs who rushed into the workshop. The
dogs, both spaniels, are caked in blue lias clay and have been chasing rabbits
over the cliffs as they do most Saturdays. Bimbo is the boy’s dog and Obadiah
a farmer’s dog that lives about a mile away. He is, as it were, Bimbo’s partner
in grime. Ruth, the boy’s grandmother is very irate. ‘Take these revolting
creatures to the beach, find a small log and throw it into the sea as far as you
can. Do it over and over until both dogs comes out clean or drowns their stupid
selves which ever is first.’ ‘But you said I should stay with grandad and help
him as much as I can’ protested the boy. ‘So I might have done but ‘tis a
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woman’s privilege to change her mind. I’m not having those filthy dogs in my
house under any circumstances. Take them back where they belongs. When you
gets back here, there will be a slice of chocolate cake waiting for you’.
The two dirty dogs and a relatively clean boy set off down Higher Sea
Lane to the beach. The tide was well set for dog cleaning exercises and there
were few other inhabitants of the village about. The recent declaration of war
against Germany had sent most of the holidaymakers hurrying back to their
homes as it was generally thought that bombing would soon commence. In fact
nothing much happened for many months, the period became known as the
Phoney War. The dogs swam themselves clean and Obadiah set off home to the
farm. Bimbo then picked a fight with a large stray dog but retreated with
indecent haste when he realised he had made a serious error of judgement.
The boy sat on one of his favourite rocks and reflected on his life:
bicycles and chocolate cake. Thoughts of his approaching manhood filled him
with apprehension. He expected to be enrolled in the local Grammar School
very soon, but he would have much preferred to stay at the Charmouth School
and then go to a technical college. Most of all he wanted to be a fighter pilot and
bring glory to the RA F. Fat chance he thought. The war would be over by the
time he could be entrusted with even a beaten up old Spitfire.
Suddenly from over the sea came the distinct pom, pom, pom, of a
burst of cannon fire. He thought this must be practice fire coming from a
warship off Portland as they often did. The problem was that there was no
warship in sight. Then he heard the high-pitched sound of a powerful, singleengine fighter plane coming in from the sea at high speed. Though young and
living in a tucked-away small country village, several recently built airfields
within a radius of thirty miles or so had made him very experienced in aircraft
recognition. He could identify most, if not all of the RAF planes by sound alone.
The sound he heard approaching was definitely not that of a British fighter. He
knew that the British did not have cannon-firing fighters at this early stage of
the war.
His pulse raced with excitement as a massive dose of adrenalin flooded
his bloodstream. The plane was now within half a mile of the coast and
commenced a steep banking turn that took it to the west. He estimated the
speed at around 350mph and although he had never seen a real German fighter
before, he new that the distant cannon fire he heard must have been this enemy
plane testing its armament. As the plane roared past he saw the black cross on
the fuselage. In a flash it sped off over Lyme Regis and was gone. Now he was
in a state of high excitement and could hardly believe his luck. It could have
been hours before a boring old RAF plane flew by, and yet within minutes of
sitting on his old rock he had come almost within a stone’s throw of a deadly
Messerschmitt 109.
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Walking home with a little more haste than usual, he thought about his
usual problem – how to make someone, or for that matter anyone to believe his
story. Maybe his mind really was playing tricks. Could it all be a dream? If it
was, it was a jolly good one, but after giving himself a good pinch he more or
less convinced himself that he was in fact surrounded by the real world. The
best policy was to say nothing for the moment. Someone over Lyme way
could have seen it and alerted the police. But they never did anything
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sensible like ringing up the fighter squadron at Warmwell. Anyway, he was
always treated with deep suspicion by Constable Tucker the local bobby.
When he arrived back at the workshop to resume his grandad-minding
duties, the old man was still at work on the gate. ‘Better ‘ave a gander at
yor’wold bike. Your vathers’ been tinkering about w’e it with his welding kit.
All a poppin’and sparkin’ it was. Proper Brocks benefit. I should try ‘un out
if I were you afor you go very var’. The boy checked over his bike: ‘andle
bars baint quite straight but ‘ee seems all right. I’ll nip out for a quick run.
A couple of days passed, and then there was a rather special day, let’s
call it a Red Letter Day, which always remained in the boy’s memory. One
bad thing happened: the handlebars on his bike collapsed as he was racing
down The Street. The strain of the new welding had weakened the entire
assembly and it was only by using the utmost skill that he managed to control
his bike. This proved that in his mind, beyond all doubt, he would be an ace
fighter pilot if they gave him the chance. And then a very good thing
happened, that rounded off his day nicely. Grandad, who loved listening to
Lord Haw Haw broadcasting on the Germany Calling wavelength, claimed
that a high speed German fighter had made a photo-reconnaissance flight
along the English coast from Portland to Plymouth without meeting any
opposition. ‘That man should be strung up’ said Alf with conviction. (When
the war ended – he was) The report on the plane was just the news that the
boy was waiting for as it re-established his confidence in himself.
The good things of his Red Letter Day did not stop there. His father
had been feeling a little guilty over the practice weld he had made on his son’s
bike and had been successful in finding a replacement machine – a two-speed
Hercules of unusual design and great eccentricity that put the boy well ahead
in the bike stakes. Though not new, for it was against his father’s principles to
buy a new bicycle, the two-speed design made it – in the jargon of the time –
a Wizzo Deal.
When the boy eventually started at the Grammar School he did not
excel at the more academic approach to subjects that were not of interest to
him. However, because of the wisdom of one master, he was made the
‘School Spotter’ to look out for enemy bombers and signal to the rest of the
pupils who were cowering in the freshly dug slit trenches, to keep their heads
down. This did much to restore his self-respect and his future career, though
not exactly a dazzling thing to behold, could certainly not have been
predicted.
Peter Childs
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The Lords of the Manor Part 11
(This History Follows from Part 1 in The Village Echo No.32, Summer 2010)
The Warden /Liddon Family 1783-1854
With the demise of the Ellesdon/Henvill line as Lords of The Manor of
Charmouth, in 1783 the title was taken by the Warden /Liddon family of
whom a number were officers in the Royal Navy.
James Warden (died 1792)
In 1783 on the death of Francis Phipps Henvill, the Manor of
Charmouth was purchased by Lieut. James Warden R.N. It is assumed that
Warden occupied the Manor House, opposite the church, but it could not have
been for long as he went to live at Langmoor Manor at the western end of the
village. The ‘old’ Manor House - but not the manorial rights - was purchased
by Simeon Bullen who died in 1822. In 1852 John Bullen, his son, was owner
of the Manor House and in his will of that date he left the western end of his
three houses that formed the Manor to his great nephew John Bullen Symes,
who added Bullen to his surname and became known as Colonel Bullen.

James Warden`s Tomb, Charmouth Church.
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It is a puzzle how James Warden was able to afford Charmouth and
also Langmoor Manor, where he resided. It has been conjectured that it was
from prize money for the nineteen sea battles in which he fought. However, the
Will for his wife shows them owning considerable property at Wapping, near
London.
He quarrelled with his son, whom he disinherited. In his will he left the
Estate to his wife and upon her decease, upon trust, to his son, William Weeks
Wharton, who was to be paid £20 a year during his life by four quarterly
payments from rents and profits. If he should at any time sell, dispose of, make
away with or borrow money upon the said annuity, the bequest should be
deemed void. The trust money was derived from Charmouth House property
and other houses. It is interesting to see that the son was to live a long life and
was still shown as living in the Manor House until his death when the Manor of
Charmouth came up for auction in 1854.
Warden was a most irascible character: in 1789 he won an action
against the Rev. Brian Combe for removing sand and seaweed from the beach.
His arguments climaxed with a disagreement with a neighbour, Norman Bond
that resulted in a duel at Hunter’s Lodge Inn. James was shot through the heart
and the neighbour fled the country to Barbados. The episode is recorded on the
large tabletop tomb near the entrance to Charmouth Church. His wife, Elizabeth,
was to survive him by seven years, but not it would seem, die of a broken heart.
A letter was found which says :
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“Mrs Warden welcomed and even courted her widowhood. She chose
the pistols, thanked the gentleman who had lent them and made no effort to
prevent the duel, although she lived close to a magistrate. In short she seemed
determined that one of them should fall. If Mr Bond, her husband must be
hanged, and if the latter, she was fairly rid of him”. She was to lease Langmoor
to a Mr Dicken and move to Axminster where she spent her last years.
Ann Liddon, nee `Warden (1764—1849)
James and Elizabeth Warden were to have three children. The eldest,
Captain William Weeks Wharton Warden who lived most of his ninety years
in Charmouth, received just £20 a year as his inheritance. It was his sister Ann
who was to become Lady of the Manor on the death of her mother in 1798.
She had married Matthew Liddon by licence, in Axminster on 22 June 1789 in
the presence of her father, the ill-fated James Warden.
At least five children were born of the marriage: James in 1790,
Elizabeth in 1791, Sophia in 1793, Ann in 1795, Lucy in 1799 and Matthew
John in 1801. The Liddons were an important family in Axminster, where they
are shown as farmers and clothiers. Elizabeth was living at Langmoor when
she died in 1849. Her name appears as Lady of the Manor in the detailed plans
that Isambard Kingdom Brunel drew up in 1846 for a proposed railway linking
Exeter, Yeovil and Dorchester, with a station at Charmouth. (Devon Record
Office, QS/DP/210 1846).
The Land Tax the following year shows her renting to John Hodges
and others her various properties and fields. The 1841 Census and Tithe Map
show her living with two of her daughters in Charmouth. Her eldest son was to
die young at just forty and most of her estate went to her younger son,
Matthew. It is of interest that her eldest daughter Ann Warden Liddon was to
be one of the earliest emigrants to Australia when she left these shores in 1833
with her nine children. By then she was Lady Spencer and accompanied her
husband Captain Sir Richard Spencer, in taking up his appointment as
Government Resident at Albany, now Western Australia. At the time of Ann's
marriage to Captain Spencer at St Matthew's Church, Charmouth in 1812, he
was a distinguished post captain in the Royal Navy, were they were most
likely living at Langmoor Manor. She was seventeen years old and Richard
Spencer was thirty-three. Ann's marriage portion was £2,000, a sizeable sum
for those days and when her husband died in 1839, this amount was still intact.
(See page 12, paragraph 2 for details of Richard’s naval career).
An entry in Reginald Pavey’s history concerning the subsequent
ownership of Langmoor by James Warden`s daughter Ann, has baffled me for
ages. In his notes he refers to her being in debt and having to mortgage The
Manor to pay for her children’s education. Without any evidence, I thought it
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best just to mention it in passing. But I was delighted to find buried in the
Dorset Record Office a magnificent bundle of deeds that covered the Liddon`s
ownership and revealed the tangled web of debt she and her family were to
amass on the security of the Manor of Charmouth for over 50 years. It was not
where I had expected to find them, but in later owners` Abstract of Title, which
had been copied in depth by his solicitor. It is a fascinating record of how the
family held on to the Manor and used it to settle school fees, marriage
settlements and upkeep, having to sell off properties only occasionally.
Villagers were annually paying their rents unaware as to whom their payments
were going. Initially Ann Liddon (nee`Warden) on the early death of her
husband Matthew in 1804 had borrowed £600 from Samuel Newberry, a
wealthy gentleman shown as living at Bovey House in Beer. She later had to
borrow a further £555 from C. Flood and S. Miles, which the document shows
was needed to “ better educate and support her children in a suitable manner”.

An early painting of Ann Liddon Spencer in front of her home,
Langmoor Manor, Charmouth.
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The year 1812 was to prove an expensive year for Anne when she had
to find the settlement for the marriage of her daughter Ann Warden Liddon to
Richard Spencer. She was to sell some of her Charmouth properties and take
out another loan. This time the Rev. Charles Forward of Axminster was to
assist her in meeting her debts. By 1821 her creditors wanted payment, as she
had not paid any interest on the loan. She was fortunate to borrow £1500 from
Sarah Northcote using the security of Charmouth Manor to pay off the other
creditors and merge her debts. Sarah was to die in 1838 and leave everything
to her brother George Barons Northcote. When Ann died in 1849 her surviving
children are shown as Matthew Liddon, Jnr, of Harwich, Essex, a Lieutenant in
the Royal Navy, Sophia Jackson Liddon and Lucy Liddon. In her will she
leaves each of them a part of the Manor of Charmouth. Thomas Russell, an
attorney in Beaminster is now shown as the main creditor after paying off the
other parties. Her daughter Ann had by now become Lady Spencer and resided
in King George’s Sound, Albany in Western Australia.
Her husband Sir Richard had a colourful career in the Royal Navy
and served under Lord Nelson and had been involved in a number of
engagements. He was appointed by Nelson to command the captured French
schooner, the Renard, which was renamed Crafty. For five lively years he had
many adventures including rescuing thirty Maltese captives who rewarded him
with a hundred-guinea set of silver plate that is still in the family’s possession.

Spencer's Farm on Strawberry Hill, Albany, Western Australia.
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He suffered severe head wounds in action against two Spanish ships, and once
swam Valetta harbour in Malta to save his ship from destruction. Early in 1808,
he was appointed commander of the corvette Samarang on the East Indies
Station, where his services in the subjection of Amboina and adjacent islands
were rewarded with substantial prize money for his actions. It also brought
promotion to command the Blanche in 1812. Soon afterwards he went on half
pay until June 1815, when he was appointed captain of the Eurydice. In that
year he was also knighted for his services to the country.
When his naval career ended in 1817 he went to live in Lyme Regis
near the Cobb, where nine of their ten children were born. But concerned about
the future employment of both him and his children he decided to emigrate to
Australia in 1833 where he was appointed Government resident of Albany. He
made a great success of his time there and transformed the economy of this
small town. At the same time he bought a farm called Strawberry Hill, which he
greatly extended. Sadly he was to die suddenly in 1839 and his wife remained to
bring up their large family. In 1851 she decided to pass her interest in the manor
of Charmouth to her brother Matthew. Two years later his sister Sophia died and
he received her share. He also was to borrow a further £150 at 4% interest per
annum from Thomas Russell. Finally in 1854 the Manor was put up for sale in
an auction in London and was bought by a wealthy Corn Merchant, George
Frean of Plymouth. The proceeds went to Matthew and his sister Lucy Liddon.

Memorial to Capt. Matthew Liddon R.N. in Charmouh Church.
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Matthew Liddon (1800—1864)
The Naval Records for Matthew held at the Public Record Office are
quite informative and show him rising from Master’s Mate in 1822, to
Lieutenant in 1828. He retired in 1860. At the time of his mother's death he
had a house called “The Grove” in Axminster. Shortly afterwards in 1854 he
put the estate up for sale. The sale particulars describe a valuable Compact
Estate comprising the Manor of Charmouth with all its rights and also
Langmoor House with its park. H.Brown & T.A. Roberts at the Auction Mart,
opposite the Bank of England, held the Auction. A newspaper advert for 1862
shows him still owning property in the village when he sells by auction, "a
pleasantly situated and roomy freehold dwelling house formerly called ‘Streets
Tenement’ with an excellent large garden and orchard situated oppositeLower Sea Lane." This house was no doubt ‘The Limes’ or as it is now known
“Charmouth Lodge” in The Street. Matthew was to die in 1864 leaving two
children, but by then their links with the village had been broken and the
Manor of Charmouth had long been out of the family’s hands. There is an
unusual marble memorial to him in the church with a Coat of Arms above the
inscription.
Neil Mattingly

Lower Sea Lane
The earliest map I have of Charmouth is the Ordnance Survey 1903
edition which shows only five buildings along most of Lower Sea Lane: the
School, the Almshouses, Coastguard cottages, Greengates and Sea View. By
1960 this had changed considerably, but there still existed quite large areas of
open space.
After 1960, development accelerated over the whole village of course;
but as I have been walking, cycling and driving along the lane for fifty years,
the changes here have perhaps made the most impression.
Lower Sea Lane as I remember it in 1960 was still just a lane down to
the sea. Apart from the short stretch of pavement before Wesley Close, most of
the lane was bordered by hedges, resulting in a mix of pedestrians and cars.
Before the beach car park was extended or the main car park was built and
later, when the sea field was used for parking, there was limited space for
parking at the beach. On many sunny Sunday mornings in July and August
there was usually a queue of cars waiting for a parking space that often
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extended most of the way down the lane from The Street, with a return stream
of cars having failed to find any room. Occasionally a Special Constable would
be stationed at The Street to prevent further access to the lane. My sons and I
would often take our boat out fishing early on Sunday morning. This entailed
hauling the outboard motor on a trolley. This was fine at 8 o’clock, but we
managed to hold up the traffic on the way back from the beach, as it was
impossible for the returning cars to pass us.
The first move to improve access to the beach from The Street, was the
demolition of the corner house opposite Braggs’ shop (Sandford Cottage) in
1958, followed shortly be the felling of the mature Lime trees that once stood by
the tennis courts.
The eastern side of the lane was mostly subdivided into individual units
with a scattering of plots by 1960. Parkway was developed in the 60s and the
Little Tea Gardens became red brick flats in the early 80s. The remainder of the
land on the seaward side of South W inds was built on from the late 60s
onwards, while the houses to the rear were built in the 90s. In 1960 the rest of
the western side of the lane were very little changed. The Old Rectory Gardens
extended in a strip down the road, with the extensive grounds of The Elms next
to it under fruit trees. A corrugated iron workshop belonging to Bert Smith, a
local builder, stood at the corner of St. Andrew's Drive, then a cul-de-sac.
When he retired the shed became covered in ivy and stayed that way until the
plot was sold and cleared to put up the present house a few years ago.

Lower Sea Lane Looking North, Circa 1920.
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Greengates and the adjacent cottage were already in place next to the
grounds of Lias Lea which extended to the private road to the houses.
Next came Double Common, one side of which was used as allotments until
uncertainty as to its future led to abandonment and brambles. Last on the
western side were the grounds of the Hammonds Mead Hotel, extending from
the beach to Higher Sea Lane.
In the late 60’s, The Elms and the Old Rectory were sold, the latter
losing the lower part of its garden to provide plots for the bungalows by the
Community Hall and eventually to the house next to the converted Council
Office. Much of The Elms grounds were used to make the car park, with St.
Andrew’s Drive extended for access to the new development during the 70s
and early 80s.
Lias Lea was subdivided, providing plots for the two bungalows and
later for a further one, with two extra houses at the western end.
The hotel at Hammonds Mead was demolished in the 80s at the same
time as the new school was built on Double Common, with land used for the
development of the housing next to the Sea Field and for access to the housing
at the western end of Double Common.
The move of the school to the seaward end of the lane made it essential
to provide a safe walk along its length with a footpath. In order to fit a
pavement, it was necessary to widen the road and this resulted in the removal
of the remaining hedges to be replaced by walls. The Chestnut trees by the
Hensleigh Hotel were removed and replaced by the present bank, although the
Scots Pine were preserved.
So we have ended up with the Lower Sea Lane we have today, with the
last possible space at present being filled by a large block of buildings on the
car park.
It is in marked contrast to the narrow, hedge-bordered, still rural lane of
fifty years ago, but its growth has been as inevitable as the rest of the new
building that has taken place in the rest of the village. In spite of a degree of
nostalgia I am still very grateful to be living here and to have brought up a
family in Charmouth.
I think I have been reasonably accurate about the ‘what and the where’
of the developments; although memory being fallible, the ‘when’ might be
somewhat vague. You may be able to spot some of the errors!

Peter Bide
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The Women’s Home Defence Organisation
This ‘Farewell’ displayed on the opposite page relating to the above
organisation came as a surprise in many respects. The first being that I was
unaware of the existence of such an organisation let alone in Charmouth. But
here is the evidence! There was a women’s equivalent of the Home Guard that
once mustered here, so I am particularly pleased that Gwen and Ron Oxenbury
brought this remarkable piece of village history to our attention.
The creation of the Home Guard is very well recorded; the need for a
supplementary, trained and armed force composed of volunteer civilians
became more than evident with the fall of France in 1940. In spite of the image
portrayed by Captain Mainwaring’s Warmington detachment, the ‘HG’
became an efficient disciplined force that would have afforded a significant
reinforcement to the regular army had the invasion taken place. Inevitably the
question was posed – why not a women’s element within the Home Guard?
There was considerable pressure put upon the wartime government for
this to happen. It was thought that there were already significant women’s
elements within the armed services – the ATS, WRNS and WAAFS as
examples. Initially the idea of part-time, armed force of ladies was
unacceptable. The creation of such a force was simply ‘UnBritish’. There were
certainly chauvinistic attitudes to overcome - but with the enormous losses
sustained by British forces in 1942 the idea of a women’s presence in the home
forces gradually gained support.
After much contention it was the formidable Edith Summerskill MP
who organised an unofficial Women’s Home Defence organisation that trained
with weapons. By 1943 The War Office finally allowed women into the Home
Guard as non-combatant Auxiliaries. However, the number of ladies that
joined proved to be a very small percentage of the Home Guard. One telling
example was given where there were only five women in a battalion of over a
thousand men.
As an element within the Home Guard their history was short. They
were created in 1943, but with the successful D Day landings in June 1944 and
the Allied sweep to the east –the entire Home Guard was ‘stood down’ – they
were disbanded in 1944. The next great surprise presented by the ‘Farewell’, is
its author - Beryl Whittington. The Whittington family lived in The Limes,
now known as Charmouth Lodge. One gets the impression that they ruled the
village - their names appear prominently in every aspect of life in the
community for over half a century. They held a very private school and the
even more private Tennis Club, these appear to have been the centres of their
activities There were I believe, five very tall sisters and one short. One has the
impression that they were not to be taken lightly. From photographs, their
natural authority is so evident that Beryl would hardly have needed a uniform.
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The greatest surprise lies within Beryl’s verse. The content of each
stanza suggests a weapons training schedule of epic proportions – comparable
to an infantry battalion’s training at an Aldershot Barracks. Beryl names an
impressive list of small arms –every weapon of that day is named - the only
omissions I registered were the Piat mortar and the bayonet. All other
instruction such as First Aid, Map Reading, Morse Code, ARP and even Square
Bashing were included in their quite remarkable list of drills and skills. Then what a wonderful experience it must have been for the village girls, way
beyond their traditional village existence with perhaps a slackening of the old
social bonds that had formerly existed. It must have been fun.
It seems apparent that Beryl’s verse was prepared for the Stand Down
celebrations; the ‘Farewell to the Women’s Home Defence Unit of Charmouth.
Apart from Beryl’s liberties with scansion and rhyme, her verse reflects a
camaraderie, a humour and some regret. I can imagine her reading these lines,
perhaps after a sip of sherry, with a smile and certainly a sadness.
An even greater sadness is that we have no record of that time - no
photographs, nor names of those present. It deserves a place in Charmouth’s
history.
If any of our readers can cast any light on the Charmouth Unit it
would certainly help. Names, Photos, correspondence, newspaper cuttings – we
will copy and return anything sent. Please help fill an historical gap.

Peter M Press

A Life Membership of the Pavey Group
Since the beginnings of the Pavey Group, 171 articles have been
published in The Village Echo This is an achievement of which we are very
proud in that it demonstrates the success of our founding principles – to gather,
file and publish historical aspects of Charnouth’s past before the opportunity is
lost – forever.
To this end, we have sought those people who have a recall of events
that they feel ought to be recorded. There are those who have undertaken
research in depth into records of events in distant times. My especial delight is
to receive those anecdotal memoirs that emerge from a ‘horizon of recall’ - the
personal memories of family life, the interaction with friends and events that
happened ‘once upon a time’. I admit to being susceptible to such influences,
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but with a recall of eighty years, I find it a great reassurance to know other folk
once knew of toasting forks, carbolic soap and Syrup of Figs. Perhaps these
examples might be somewhat over– drawn but it illustrates my point perfectly:
that the recall of that life within a community with all it's joys and sorrows
constitutes pure social history - and should be recorded.
An example of this objective is excellently illustrated in the work of
Peter Childs. Of the 171 submissions to The Village Echo to date, Peter has
submitted a third of them. His ‘Tales of the Forge’ give an excellent perspective
of the lives of a Charmouth family for over a century. The backdrop centres on
the Old Forge. The leading characters of the Childs family are the grandfather,
father and son. The ladies of each generation are carefully drawn especially with
their relationships with their fathers, of the daughters and the sons. The tales
trace the impact of technological changes of blacksmithing and the problems
that grandfather and father had to overcome. Then there were the changes in the
social mores of that time that authoritative fathers had to come to terms with and
that led in fact to the virtual emancipation of the daughters. Peter’s tales are told
with obvious warmth but without sentimental indulgence. They are tales of a
Charmouth family handling all the knocks and bruises of the changes that the
characters had to make over the generations. They are good stories and excellent
social history.
It was because of Peter’s story telling and his skills as a writer, and
especially for his dedication to The Village Echo that he was awarded the
distinction of being the first Life Member of the Pavey Group.
Peter M. Press

Letters To The Editor
Response from Peter Childs on being awarded the First Life Membership
Dear Peter,
As with many retired persons with some years of seniority the receipt of
buff envelopes from the department of inland revenue is not usually an occasion
for great rejoicing. Sadly the case of your faithful servant seems for some reason
to cause them considerable perplexity. A fatter buff envelope than is usually the
case dropped through my letterbox a few weeks ago, which caused me
considerable dismay. It is always my custom to cast such missives into my
pending tray in the vain hope that with the divine intervention of some
supernatural agency they will be made to disappear. However, on close scrutiny
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I was relieved to see that the origin of the said communication was none other
that your good self, so at least I was reasonably assured that I was not going to
prison. My natural gloom when handling buff envelopes which usually contain
no evidence of human intelligence whatsoever, was switched to deep joy as I
tried to comprehend the magnanimity of the contents. Now I can share the joy
of a retiring Roman legionnaire, secure with his little patch of land and no
more battles to win. Or a scribe struggling to turn history into art or the other
way around. Thank you Peter for your help and support over the years. Meeting
you was one of the few occasions in my life when I happened to be at the right
place at the right time.
May good fortune go with you
Signed: Peter Childs

Peter Childs.
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The White Family At Primrose Cottage
Although we have no exact date when William White, my great
grandfather, and my great grandmother Hannah moved to Charmouth to live in
Primrose Cottage, we do know that William married Hannah Hooper, daughter
of Harriet and Isaac Hooper, thatcher by occupation, in her parish church of St.
Mary the Virgin, Isle of Abbotts near Fiveheads in Somerset on June 10 th 1873.
The 1881 census shows that William and Hannah were already living in
Primrose Cottage with their two children, Lionel William aged six and Blanche
aged two. There were two lodgers namely William Bowditch and William
Ham. William White was born in Axminster in1856 in one of the cottages of
the mill on the Chard Road. son of Charles and Anne White. William’s
occupation was shown as butcher / slaughterman and latterly as ostler and
groom, whereas we know his father was a gardener in Axminster most of his
working life. How and why William and Hannah moved to live in Charmouth
we don’t know but we can only surmise it must have been work. There is no
sign of the family at all in the 1891 census, for some unknown reason, but
William and Hannah were still living in Primrose Cottage in 1901, Lionel and
Blanche had already left home and married.
Primrose Cottage centre left.
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We know very little more about William but understand he died of
pneumonia following a fall from a horse and cart into the river Char on the 5 th
December 1907 aged 61 years. The funeral report in the Bridport News is as
follows:
Death of Mr White
Much sympathy is felt with the relatives of Mr William White in the
loss they have sustained by his death which took place on December 5 th. The
funeral took place at Charmouth cemetery, the first portion of the funeral
service being held in the Parish Church which was conducted by the Rector
(Rev S.E.Simms). The chief mourners were Mrs White, Mr L. W. White, son
Miss White daughter, grandchildren and other relatives. The coffin was of
polished elm with black mounts. The breastplate bore the inscription “William
White died December 1907 aged 61”. The coffin was borne by Messrs Diment,
Turner, Bridle, Penny & Smith and was covered with many beautiful floral
tributes. Among those who followed were Messrs Stamp, Wild, Love, Hodder,
Brinson, Gordge, Grabham and others.At the graveside the service was
impressively conducted by the Rev S.E. Simms. The funeral arrangements were
carried out by Mr Hawker.
At the time of William’s death, his son Lionel and wife Mary Elizabeth
White, formerly Cheney, with their children, Frederick, Blanche and Harold
were living opposite Primrose Cottage in the Manse Cottage, next to the
Chapel and attached to the Manse, later to become the Queens Armes and
currently the Abbots House. Hannah lived on at Primrose Cottage until her
death in 1922 aged 79. She was blind for the last four years of her life We have
no knowledge of any photographs of either William or Hannah except for a
distant view of Hannah standing at the doorway of Primrose Cottage on a
faded sepia toned Victorian postcard taken from outside the George.
Mike Thomas
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A Further Glimpse of The Queens Armes
In a small piece entitled 'A Fortuitous Little Find' that I had contributed to
the Winter 2007 issue of The Village Echo (No.22, pp. 15-17), expounding upon a
commentary on some of the buildings of Charmouth by Allan Fea in his book Old
English Houses (1910), I had mentioned that another book by him was a priority
on my `Wants` list. This was my `Wants` list. This was The Might of the King a detailed (and still definitive) account of the escape of Charles II after the Battle
of Worcester in September 1651. This book was first published in 1897, but I was
particularly seeking the Second, Revised Edition of 1908. At last, after looking
out for this for at least fifteen years, it has indeed materialised ! In fact, it was
traced on the Internet, was very reasonably priced and is in good condition for its
age. To come to the point, a particularly interesting feature of the book is that in
Chapter VIII, entitled 'Charmouth, Bridport and Broad Windsor' [sic] there is a
brief account of The Queens Armes (The Abbots House as it now is), that has
been the subject of the very detailed study by our Chairman. The Flight of the
King is illustrated with sketches and photographs by Allan Fea and on p. 114
there is a detailed view of the south side of The Queens Armes in the late 1890s, p.
115 has a full-page view of the 'Interior' with its ceiling-beams and stone-flagged
floor, and on p.l 17 there is a view (subtitled 'From an old drawing') of the
frontage as it appeared early in the nineteenth century. This same view appears on
p.4 of The Abbots House booklet by Peter Press and the view on p. 114 is the lower
illustration of Figure 7 on p. 14 of the booklet.. The Flight of the King is listed in
the 'Further Reading' section on p.43 of The Abbots House. The irresistible urges
of a bibliophile to one side, the book is as indispensable an addition to a
comprehensive collection of books of local history hereabouts as are such other
vintage works as Pulman, The Book of the Axe and Francis Bickley, W here Dorset
Meets Devon (on p. 71 of which, in the Charmouth section, there is a drawing
entitled [sic] 'Cottage, once the Queen's Anns"). The Flight of the King
completely covers the escape of Charles II from Worcester to France , with
glimpses of The Queens Armes as he passed through Charmouth, an historic
episode that is put in complete perspective in The Abbots House booklet.
Richard Burleigh
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The Editor's Response
Richard is a long-standing member of the Pavey Group and is also the
editor of the William Barnes Society's news letter. You will observe from his
letter he has a particular interest in local history and especially of the 17 th
century. I thought this to be so, as he became most interested with my
reference to a specific source I quoted in my History of the Abbots House. It
soon became apparent that he was much more interested in the book rather
than my history. The title of the book in question is given in his letter: it is an
excellent account of King Charles`s escape and of course, refers to his
sojourn in what was then The Queens Armes, now The Abbots House.
I was taken aback by the keenness of his questioning. The copy I had
was identical to the one he wanted except that my ancient copy was a beaten
up ex-library book from Southend-On-Sea , and a first edition. I was safe.
Richard is a bibliophile – I sometime think this is an understatement! He sold
a perfectly beautiful cottage and bought another in order to put up more book
shelves.
Peter M. Press

Subscriptions
A reminder that subscriptions for 2010 / 2011 are due at the time of
the AGM on Thursday, 7th October 2010 at 7.30pm. If you are attending
the AGM it would be appreciated if you would arrive a little earlier so
that dues may be paid and the meeting can start on time. Subscriptions
are still £6.00 p.a.
You will also notice that a membership form is included in this
issue of the Echo. This will enable us the to bring our membership details
up to date. We would really appreciate this assistance.
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The Pavey Group
The Charmouth Local History Resource Centre
Twelfth Annual General Meeting

Thursday 7th October 2010 at 7.30 pm, The Conference Room at the Elms
Welcome by Chairman – Apologies
AGENDA PART 1
Minutes of the previous Annual General Meeting, 28th September 2009
Matters Arising
Treasurer’s Report:
Statement of Accounts
Major expenditures, Membership, Advertisers & Sponsors
Subscriptions 2010 / 2011 due today. (Still £6 pa.)
Chairman’s Report:
Survey of year’s activities. Major events, achievements, tasks outstanding.
Public & Group Meetings
Especial thanks to all those who contributed to the successes of 2009 /10
Introduce: Penny Rose
Malcolm Bowditch The Future of Chairmanship:
(Chairman Elect until Jan 11)
Present Executive:

Chair
Peter M Press
Vice Chair
Pat Stapleton
Treasurer
Michael Whatmor e
Secretary
Committee
Chris Leverington,
Pam Salisbury, Keith Waterson, Val Hatcher
Present Committee stands down. (Pr epar ed to stand 2010 /11)
Malcolm Bowditch
Voting Executive for 2010/11 Returned
New Business
Fall Programmes October 21: Smuggling on Dorset Coast 7.30 The Elms
November: History of Consumerism. Postponed until
New Year
December 11 Christmas Coffee Morning Bring & Buy
The Village Echo 31, 32 & 33 Thanks to those that submitted ar ticles over
the year
Special thanks to Chris & John
Always ready for more articles
Any Other Business
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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

30

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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The Village Echo
Published by

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

Tel:- 01297 561270
Open Monday Morning, Tuesday Morning & Thursday Evening
Editor - Peter M. Press
Editorial Board
Pat Stapleton, Michael Priestley
Design & Print by Jeff Prosser
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