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The Village Echo  

Editorial 

 

 
 As a result of all that transpired at the Annual General Meeting I have 
to make a distinction at this point between my former and current roles within 
the Pavey Group. I am no longer Lord of All … Thank Goodness! Mike 
Whatmore has taken up the task of chairing the Group until such time as a 
permanent chairman is appointed. His words to the membership are opposite, 
in which he states his intentions in his own very distinctive style. Well done 
Michael and my sincere thanks. 
 This issue of The Village Echo has two new names to add to our ever-
lengthening list of authors – and what  a pleasure this is! The first of the 
articles reflects a most diligent research that has revealed the truth regarding a 
village lad who left Charmouth for America well over a century ago; his name 
was Edwin Pryer. The surname was of a most prominent family in the village 
and the author, Gill Joye, is of the Pryer family. An excellent and a timely one 
Gill! 
 The second article emerged as a result of searching through a pile of 
papers that passes as my filing system for a possible article. I found something, 
The discovery was a case of ‘fortuitous ferreting’ - a skill I have come to 
depend upon frequently over the years. Among the papers I found a eleven-
year-old magazine called The Dorset Lob a publication of the Dorset County 
Lawn Tennis Association, in which there was an article on the Charmouth 
Lawn Tennis Club by Wendy Vernon-Browne. With the author’s permission, I 
have published it in its entirety. 
 The reason for doing so is that it not only gives an excellent account of 
the history of the club, but in doing so provides a potted biography - with keen 
insights - into that most imperious  lot; the  Whittington sisters. It is quite 
remarkable the authority they wielded – that they felt was their due. The article 
is rich in examples of their attempts and successes in dominating all elements 
of Charmouth society for such a very long time. 

 
Thank you Wendy! 
 
                                                                                   Peter M. Press   
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The Temporary Chairman 

 
 Hello Everyone! 

For those who were unable to attend the Annual General Meeting on 
the 29th September, when our erstwhile, long serving Chairman Peter Press 
stepped down, perhaps I should introduce myself: Michael John Royal 
Whatmore. (I’ll apologise for and explain the ‘Royal’ bit some other time 
maybe). Known as ‘Mike’ and probably a few other things to others – but there 
it is. I have been serving on the committee of the Pavey Group as treasurer for 
the past two years, but now find myself having to fill a pair of very large 
vacant boots as your temporary, acting and unpaid Chairman. I have accepted 
the role for what I hope will be a very short time in order that Peter should 
have time to retire and, in the absence of a candidate for the post at present. 

Peter will continue to work tirelessly as editor of the Village Echo, so 
many of you will not be aware of any real change. The magazine will still be 
published as before and  no doubt will continue to be a source of interesting 
Charmouth related historical articles.  Obviously we are still anxious to attract 
a new chairperson for the sake of the society and indeed for my sanity – the 
sooner the better! 

The task of chairperson is certainly not an arduous role especially 
now the two jobs of Chairman and Editor have been divorced. So therefore - I 
appeal to you all – (Oh no you don’t  I hear the cry), to really consider offering 
your services to the Pavey Group as the Chairperson of the committee. There 
will only be a dozen or so committee meetings in a year – enough time to 
come to terms with a most amiable lot. 

The committee remains in place and their names will appear on the 
cover of this issue of The Village Echo. 

Seriously, we really do need someone with some ‘admin’ flair and 
obviously an interest in preserving the aims of the Pavey Group to offer their 
services. I do have other roles and responsibilities within the village but will 
continue as treasurer until thrown out. But I see myself at this time as only a 
stopgap - to hold the fort, man the guns and plug the breach until the 7th 
Cavalry gallops into sight. 

Other minor changes I need to draw to your attention are revised 
arrangements during this interim period, the first being the opening hours of 
the Pavey Room. It will be open on Monday and Tuesday mornings from 
10am. The Thursday evening Open Hours have been dropped. There are also 
minor changes to what I have named the ‘Editorial Board’ of The Village 
Echo. These can be seen on the back page of this issue. 
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I hope this goes a little way to re-assure you that we will continue as 

usual with our usual activities and provide interesting guest speakers whenever 
possible. I sincerely hope that you will not even notice the ‘join’. 

Finally may I thank all of our supporters, many of whom have been 
with the Group from the outset and may I ask that you will continue with your 
support. May I also just drop a rather gentle and indeed humble reminder that 
subscriptions for this year, 2011/2012 are due and need to be paid now if you 
wish continue to receive The Village Echo. It is expensive to produce and 
distribute. Also may I ask all our most generous sponsors and advertisers to let 
us know this month if you intend continuing to support The Pavey Group again 
this year. 

                        Mike Whatmore 

 

 

 

 

Edwin Pryer – Who was He? 

 

 High up on the back wall of Stanley House, in the main street of 
Charmouth in Dorset the bunch of grapes carved in stone is a forlorn reminder 
of the family who once lived there. However, even though the grapes are 
weathered and worn, it is still possible to make out an inscription. It reads 
“Edwin Pryer, son of G D Pryer, went to Bay City, Michigan”. There may 
once have been more but if so that is now lost, or at least too indistinct in my 
photograph to make it out. 
 No doubt Giles Draper Pryer had a reason for placing a stone reminder 
about his son’s travels in such a strange place but whatever it was will forever 
remain a mystery. Stone was a natural format to use because Giles ran a 
successful stone mason’s business in Charmouth. The immediate questions 
that arise are: Who was Edwin Pryer? What happened to him? This article is 
an attempt to answer those questions. 
 Edwin Pryer was born in Charmouth on the 15th August 1846, the 
second son, but third child in a family of seven children born to Giles Draper 
Pryer and his wife Selenia Wood between 1843 and 1864. Giles, too, had been 
born in the village in 1805 although the family roots are found in the nearby 
parishes of Chardstock and Wootton Fitzpaine; the latter parish is where 
Edwin’s grandfather Isaac was born in 1777 and buried in 1848. Isaac’s 
gravestone records not only his burial but those of his wife Joan, son Paul and 
three daughters.  It is also probable that Giles had been raised elsewhere as,  in  
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The Bunch of Grapes 

 

The sculpture commemorating Edwin Prior's departure for America 

behind Stanley House 



May 1842 when he was called to give evidence before the select committee 
looking into the recent election in Lyme Regis, his reply to the question 
“How long have you lived in Charmouth?” was “I have been in Charmouth 
about 15 years”, suggesting that he had returned to the village when he was 
in his early twenties. Thus, by the time Edwin was born, his father had a 
well-established business as a builder and monumental mason. 

The county directories published during the nineteenth century 
describe Charmouth as a “pleasant watering place” and it was evidently 
“much frequented by visitors" for the quality of its sea water, beautiful views 
and, as it still is today, as a place of great interest to the geologist and the 
fossil hunter. The directories also note that the parish church of St Andrew 
was rebuilt in 1836 and it is interesting to speculate that a young Giles Draper 
Pryer may have been involved in its construction. Edwin, therefore, grew up 
surrounded by the normal commercial life found in a self-sufficient village of 
that period, including farmers, tailors, watchmakers, shoemakers, drapers, 
shopkeepers and such like. In addition he may well have had contact with 
some of the many visitors who came to try sea-bathing or fossil-hunting and 
who no doubt used the services of the local pleasure boat owner and collector 
of fossils, Jonathan Hunter. 

Like his older brother, Harry William, before him, Edwin was 
destined for the family business and the 1861 census, taken in April that year, 
shows that at the age of 15 he was already working in his father’s yard, 
situated on the corner of Lower Sea Lane, as a plasterer. The same census 
describes his father as a monumental mason and plasterer employing one 
man and two sons. Employing his two sons not only made economic sense 
for Giles, it was also a way of ensuring the continuity of the business. Ten 
years earlier at the time of the 1851 census and when both sons would have 
been too young to work, Giles is noted as employing three men. At this stage 
everything would have seemed set for the two brothers to work with their 
father and continue in the business when he retired or died. Edwin, however, 
must have had other ideas and it may have come as a shock to the family 
when in 1863 they learned that he planned to   emigrate to America. What 
prompted this move we can only speculate.  

Quite    possibly he wanted a chance to better himself; as the second 
son he may not  have relished his role in a business destined to be run by his 
brother, and his skills as a stonemason would have been useful in the new 
world of America. As far as is known the Pryer family had no relatives there 
and seventeen seems a young age, (at least it does to us in the 21st century) to 
head off alone into the unknown. 
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   Giles Draper Pryer 

   Edwin's Father 
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Edwin Pryer in 1863 
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 In addition, in 1863, America was in the throes of the civil war which 
also seems an unpropitious time to choose to cross the Atlantic. A photograph 
taken of Edwin in September 1863, has written on the back of it that he left in 
October the same year, returned home in 1868 and went back in 1869. Sadly 
neither family nor official records have survived from that time to tell us his 
destination or how he got there. If only the writer had thought to put this 
information on the back of the photograph. However, it is well known that in 
the 1860s Liverpool was the major transatlantic port for people wishing to 
emigrate to North America. Gradually, as steam took over from sail, the 
steamship companies who, in the past, had been reluctant to carry emigrants, 
recognised the economic benefits this had for their businesses and began to 
use passenger agents to actively recruit would-be emigrants. At this stage in 
our research, we don’t know if Edwin would have been encouraged in this 
way, but going by steam had two advantages:- 
 
 (a) Steamship companies looked after the welfare of their passengers by 
providing them with overnight accommodation in Liverpool until the time 
came for their departure, thus ensuring they were less open to exploitation by 
unscrupulous lodging-house keepers and others. 
 
 (b) The voyage across the Atlantic took between seven and ten days by steam 
instead of the thirty-five days it took by sailing ship. 
 

It is only in recent years, with the rise of the internet and the growth 
in the commercialisation of family history research, that progress has been 
made in tracking Edwin’s movements in America. However, it is apparent 
that the spelling of his name in documents in the United States was not 
consistent. The most obvious confusion is the surname which frequently 
appears spelt Pryor or Prior; and Edwin occasionally becomes Edward. For 
this reason, tracking his early years in America has been problematic. 
Although Edwin eventually settled in Bay City, Michigan, it is not thought 
that this was his first destination. 

So far, it has not been possible to trace where Edwin went on his 
initial arrival in America, although he must have landed in New York, at 
Castle Garden immigration depot as, until Ellis Island opened in 1892, this 
was the main disembarkation point for immigrants who arrived in New York. 
Neither do we know why he returned to England in 1868. However, we do 
know that in November that year, Edwin purchased a ticket to Liverpool from 
Detroit ticket agent Richard Elliott. Elliott’s records, which are now in Detroit 
public library, show that Edwin paid $44 for his ticket and left Detroit,  bound  
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for Liverpool about 30th November 1868. No record of his return journey, in 
February 1869, has been traced. 
  It is not thought that Edwin lived in Detroit, although attempts to trace 
him in the US Federal Census of 1870 are inconclusive. The most promising 
entry is for an Edward Pryer, born in England and the correct age to be Edwin, 
who was living in a lodging house in Ishpeming, a small iron-ore mining town 
in northern Michigan not far from the shores of Lake Superior. If this is in fact 
Edwin, by 1871/2 he had moved over 300 miles east to Bay City, Michigan 
which, at that date was an up and coming place to be. Situated on the Saginaw 
River on the edge of Lake Huron, with good communications by rail and sea, 
Bay City had become a major trading centre whose main commercial 
enterprises were based on timber and salt. Ten years before Edwin moved 
there, the population had been a mere 700; twenty years later, in 1880, the 
population had risen to 25,000. 

Three other Englishmen and their families were also heading for Bay 
City at about this time. The Tennant brothers, James and John who, since 
emigrating in the 1860s, had lived and worked in various parts of Canada and 
America, moved to Bay City in 1872 in order to build the city’s First National 
Bank. Likewise, Cornishman Abraham Bate and his family, after living in 
Detroit since 1870, also moved to the city in 1872. All of them were 
experienced stone-cutters, although it is not known if they knew each other or 
Edwin before this date. Together they formed a partnership known as Tennant 
Brothers and Company which a few years later, when John Tennant resigned, 
was renamed the Bay City Stone Company. An advertisement in the city 
directory of 1881/2 indicates that, apart from building work, they did “all kinds 
of ornamental work with neatness” including monuments and headstones. 
 It was probably around this time that Edwin met Adeline (usually 
known as Addie) Osgood, the daughter of lumberman, Warren D. Osgood of 
Lexington, Michigan and they were married on 16th November 1875 by the 
minister of the Trinity Episcopal Church. The church register records that the 
marriage took place at 7.30pm at the house of Edwin’s partner and next door 
neighbour, Abraham Bate, and in the presence of the Bate and Tennant 
families. Addie was 18 and Edwin 29, although the register gives his age as 27.   
A few years 
 later, on 3rd June 1880, their only child, Giles W Pryer, was baptised at the 
same church, but sadly, the child died just four years later in 1884. 
 By this time it may also have become apparent that Edwin was not in 
the best of health and eventually, in 1886, this ill-health caused him to resign 
from the company and move 1,100 miles west to Denver, Colorado where the 
climate was presumably thought to be better for him. However, his health did 
not improve and in 1887 he took the decision, possibly against the advice of 
doctors, to travel further west to California.  



Unfortunately, Edwin died en route in Salt Lake City, Utah, on 20th 
October 1887. The city death records give the cause of death as consumption 
and mistakenly record his name as Edward Pryer. As a stone mason, 
however, and after years of inhaling stone dust, Edwin may well have 
developed silicosis whose symptoms are very similar to consumption. 

Salt Lake City, however, was not the end of Edwin’s journey. His 
widow, with assistance from members of the local Oddfellows lodge (Edwin 
had been a member in both Bay City and Denver) arranged to send his body 
back to Denver (Denver records state he died of a disease of the bronchial 
glands) and then on to Bay City where his funeral took place at the Trinity 
Episcopal Church on 1st November 1887. Both his death and details of his 
funeral were widely reported in the papers of both Denver and Bay City but, 
unfortunately, none of them mentioned his place of burial and, at the time of 
writing, Edwin’s final resting place in Bay City remains a mystery. 

Only the bunch of grapes mentioned at the start of this article, and 
Edwin’s name on the Pryer family grave in Charmouth churchyard remain as 
tangible evidence of his life. 

As for Addie, she eventually returned to Denver where, in 1890, she 
married Dr Emil George Freyermuth who had been in charge of the Arapahoe 
County Hospital since 1883. Had he, I wonder, been Edwin’s doctor? They 
eventually moved to South Bend, Indiana, where Addie died in 1906 aged 48. 

 
    Gill Joye,  

                                             Wife of Edwin’s great-great nephew, Roger Joye  

 
 
 
 
 

Edwin Pryer-  An Udate 

  Life is full of coincidences, so I should not have been surprised that, 
within hours of sending my article to the editor of The Village Echo, I 
unexpectedly received an email from the present owner of Edwin’s house in 
Bay City Michigan. My efforts to trace Edwin’s burial place had included 
unsuccessful examination of indexes to gravestones on the internet and 
posting several messages on various email lists. 
 I was told by my new contact that she had found one of these old 
messages and had decided to ask if I was still interested as she was also doing 
some research into Edwin. The immediate outcome was a photograph of 
Edwin’s house in its present form and even better, someone on the spot in 
Bay City who was interested enough to try and trace his burial place. 
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  When Edwin and his young son Giles died in the 1880s there were 
only about three cemeteries in Bay City they could have been buried in. The 
most likely one was Pine Ridge Cemetery, founded in 1858 but abandoned 
by the mid-20th century. My own and other researcher’s previous attempts to 
find Edwin there had proved fruitless as the burial records are not complete 
and there are no Pryers in the transcripts of the existing memorial stones. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Edwin's house today, Bay City, Michigan, U.S.A. 
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 I suggested to my contact that she first try to find the record of Giles’s 
burial site, hoping this would lead us to Edwin somewhere nearby. She 
succeeded in finding that Giles had been buried in Pine Ridge Cemetery 1884 
as ‘Edwin Pryer’s child’. The burial entry gave the plot number of the grave 
and as expected, when she visited the site, she found Edwin was buried next to 
him. Both of them have memorial stones inscribed only then with their first 
names. It was the lack of a surname or even date of death on the stones that 
had made it so difficult to find either of them in the index to gravestones; but 
finally my patience and perseverance had paid off. 
                                                 
                                   Gill Joye,  
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Roger Warren 

 

 It is difficult to remember the first time I met Roger Warren. My 
earliest recall was someone I used to see between The George and the paper 
shop of an early morning. Polite ‘Good Mornings’ were the initial interactions 
until the day we actually stopped to chat. We got to know one another very 
well from that time  – having many mutual interests and many other friends. 

Roger had very many friends; he was by nature, a most amiable and 
affable character – but one very distinctive aspect of Roger’s character was his 
quirky sense of humour that was supported by a distinctive wonky grin, prior 
to an outright laugh. It was a pleasure to be in his company.  On our morning 
encounters  –  the  grin  was evident  from  at  fifty  yards –  I knew  from  that  
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distance that I should brace myself for what is known   nowadays as a ‘dig’ or 
a ‘cheap shot’ from him for something I had said or written. These quips were 
frequent, cryptic, warranted and annoyingly funny. He delighted in responses 
in this game. 

Of Roger’s origins; I learned they were solidly of Dorset roots. He was 
born at Watton Farm near Eype in 1946. After school at Bridport, he went to 
the Farm Institute at Kingston Marwood and then to Sherborne where he 
gained further farming experience. He met a young lady at the Marine Theatre 
at Lyme Regis in 1966 and married Madeline the following year; there 
followed two sons,  Phillip, who now lives in Bridport and Michael, who 
moved to Australia and four grandchildren. 

Having returned to the dairy farm at Watton House Farm following their 
marriage, the Bridport Bypass was completed and cut the farm in two - the 
business became untenable. Their lives were changed dramatically. The farm 
was sold and Roger took the HGV course and drove for a living. 

Roger and Madeline came to in Charmouth in 2000, they bought Bridge 
House  - next to the Fire Station. Roger said it was because of the cheaper fire 
insurance. He also said that living in Charmouth was like being on holiday – in 
summer, locals merely nodded as he passed by, but by being seen in winter, 
they knew he must be a local.  

Roger played skittles from The George in Charmouth and also with 
many friends from Bridport and Palmers Brewery where he worked. He also 
played pool and darts from The Royal Oak and was the resident marker and 
reserve for the darts team where he met so many friends who were to become 
very supportive in that which was about to happen. 

Three years ago Roger underwent massive surgery for cancer. 
Miraculously he overcame this trauma and in time, he recovered from weight 
loss - he was his old self again. Roger died of a heart attack on 21st September 
2011. The funeral service was at St.Andrews in Charmouth with nearly 300 
people in attendance – Madeline saw this as a wonderful tribute. Roger was 
buried at St. Peter's Church at Eype alongside his parents in a wonderful spot 
he knew as a boy, overlooking the cliffs, the sea and the fields where he had 
worked all his farming life. 

For someone who had lived in the village for less than twelve years it is 
evident that  Roger certainly made an impact; he generated a host of friends 
and acquaintances by dint of an exceptional personality founded on laughter.  
He was an exceptional man; his passing is our loss. He will most certainly be 
remembered.                                                                                                                   
         Peter M. Press 
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Charmouth Lawn Tennis Club 

 
 Undoubtedly Charmouth LTC is the oldest club in Dorset. It was 

founded in the early 1880s, as a croquet club with two lawns - tennis was 
played only after the needs of the croquet players had been met. The club site 
was originally garden allotments and was leased from the Pass family – the big 
landowners of Wootton Fitzpaine.  There was a proviso to the lease, if the club 
should be running after seventy five years, it would have the right to own the 
land and this in fact has happened. It was a very select club and only high-
ranking Service officers, landed gentry, doctors, lawyers and those of 
independent means were allowed to join. It seems to have remained like this 
until well after the Second World War.  

 The four Whittington sisters Beryl, Winnie, Dorothy and Joan, were 
the last living descendants of Sir Richard Whittington the Lord Mayor of 
London in his day. They were very much of the Victorian mould. The sisters 
ran a small prep school called Little Lodge, an adjacent building to The Limes 
where the Whittingtons lived. Joan’s distinction was that she drove an 
ambulance for the London County Council during WW 11 war.   

The sisters seem to have run the tennis club since the early 20th century 
and once seen were never forgotten! All four ladies played in long black skirts, 
white blouses and black cardigans. They all wore their hair plaited and close to 
their heads. Joan was the best player and was accepted for Wimbledon but was 
not allowed to play as she won prize money from a tournament in Cairo. At 
least two of the sisters played for Dorset.  

 General Eliot and Reginald Pavey seem to have started the club but the 
real facts are not clear. In the beginning there was no pavilion and no dressing 
rooms. There was however, a covered-in shelter with a tin roof supported by 
four poles called The Tabernacle, which could shelter four people - until was 
blown away in a gale. There was no proper toilet, but two chemical ‘Thunder 
Boxes’ were installed when two, wooden dressing rooms were built. The 
Whittington’s gardener was paid to empty the contents – on the flowerbeds!  

The local people in Charmouth called the club the Charmouth Private 
Lawn Tennis Club, the thought of anyone of trade being invited to join was 
unthinkable. The ‘Whitts’ ruled the club with a rod of iron with Joan being the 
dominant sister. No animals or children were allowed in the courts. Members 
were told whom they should play and no one dared to argue with the Whitts. 
Members brought their own balls, so that some balls had seen better days. The 
dress code was strictly white and Doreen Gale was roundly told off on her first 
appearance for having her skirt too short. At 4pm, all play stopped for tea. 
There was no play on Sundays. 
 The Whitts clearly financed the club as some members did not pay 
subscriptions. The crockery in the kitchen to this day (at the time of writing), is  
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from the Whitt’s personal collection of crested china from shipping lines and 
many South African institutions. 
           During the war the area was occupied by American forces. They said 
they wanted to play tennis and join the club, but the Whitts refused. Later 
however, the Americans said they would convert the grass courts into a hard 
surface, so the Whitts climbed down. 

 After the war the Whitts organized an annual tournament every August. 
It was the highlight of the year and many families spent their holidays in 
Charmouth, year after year especially to play on the tournament. The finals 
were played with umpires and linesmen and there was always a large gathering 
of spectators. The rules were often ‘elastic’ and determined by the Whitts. It 
was said that favoured players were often  given byes. The prizes were mainly 
Boots vouchers, but Donald Cox, the president for many years, produced his 
own special prize, a small objet d’art. The week was eagerly anticipated as it 
was rounded off with a Tournament Ball. The Whitts always  banned alcohol 
allowing only lemonade and biscuits! Those who knew of this, arrived with 

bottles concealed on 
their persons and kept 
disappearing outside to 
fill their glasses. Past 
accounts show that the 
band charged £14.7s.6d 
and the atmosphere was 
likened to a Palm Court 
Tea Dance with 
chiffons and feathers. 
Sometimes the Balls 
were held at Weycroft 
Manor and at Wootton  
Fitzpaine Village Hall. 
Later ones, after the 
1939-45 war, were held 
at the Royal Lion in 
Lyme Regis. 
       
 
 
 
                          
 Joan Whittington 
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 The Whittington's liked to give the impression that they had started the 
Tennis Club but this was not so. By the time of Beryl Whittington’s death in 
1963, the posts of Chairman, Hon.  Secretary and Treasurer were held by Joan, 
Beryl and Winnie - for forty years. At an AGM in the 1950s, Winnie produced 
the annual accounts which she said had been audited by the local bank 
manager. Someone pointed out that the accounts were those of a previous year 
– she said it did not make the slightest difference. Meetings were always held 
at The Lodge, the Whitts’ home where there were huge numbers of trophies in 
the drawing room. 
  The Club was becoming a time–warp, with leaking drains and chicken-
wire fencing, although by 1950, a few ‘commoners’ were admitted, notably the 
Farrant brothers. In 1966, growing dissatisfaction with the Whitts’ domination 
of the club produced an Extra Ordinary General Meeting and proposals for the 
two grass courts be made hard and play be allowed on Sundays. This resulted 
in an overwhelming vote in favour of the motions, at which the two remaining 
Whitts - Joan and Winnie - stormed out, never to set foot within the club 
portals again. Joan was the last of the sisters to die in 1976. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Charmouth Lawn Tennis Club's Shelter.  
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 In  1967 a new set of club officials were put in hand to organize a set of 
improvements starting with the main drainage. The thunder boxes were thrown 
out and a flush toilet installed. The court surrounds were upgraded and the 
remaining grass courts replaced by all-weather courts. In 1985 there were the 
centenary celebrations. The year 2000 saw the installation of electricity! The 
club in 2001 had fifty seniors and thirty-five junior members and played in the 
Yeovil and District League with much success. The success continues. 
 As a footnote to this history it is interesting to note that two very 
prominent Wimbledon tennis players ended their days in Charmouth. May 
Lengrishe, the first-ever lady player to win a tournament – the Irish Open in 
Dublin in 1879. She retired and lived in Hammonds Mead Hotel and died in 
1939. Maud Watson, the first ever Ladies Wimbledon champion also retired in 
the same hotel and was buried in Charmouth in 1935. Hugh Bidwell, later to 
become the Lord Mayor of London was also a member of the Charmouth 
Lawn Tennis Club. 
 I am much indebted to Doreen Gale and Colin Osborne for their 
considerable help in the research for this article. 

                                                                                                    
      W.P. Vernon-Browne OBE  RD 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE VILLAGE ECHO  

 

 So, when you read this you will have received  your second Echo of our 
2011/2012 year, Village Echo No. 37.  You have already received the first – 
No 36 - October last. It has been our practice in the past to send the first Echo 
of the financial year, in the October to the entire membership of the Pavey 
Group, This has been in good faith – in the assumption that you will wish to 
continue your membership Therefore we would be most obliged to know of 
your intentions very soon. Your subscription will resolve your matter of 
course, but if not, a note in the Elms, or leave a message on the phone or by 
any other means - would be greatly appreciated. 
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 Upon My Retirement 

 
  A retirement ceremony is not the easiest of moments especially when 
one retires from choice. When confronted with all the compliments and the 
expressions of warmth from friends and colleagues, I wondered - momentarily 
- as to the wisdom of standing down in the first place. That thought was 
countered instantly by a possibility - even more briefly entertained -  that their 
evident pleasure  was in the fact that I was actually going. Not for a 
millisecond did I really think that was the case – as subsequent events were to 
show. 
 When my Chairman’s Report came to an end – some described it as a 
performance – a great box was brought to the front and opened with grand 
ceremony. The contents were amazing! Objects, elegant and expensive and of 
great diversity. I was presented with books, a miscellany of bottles, a brief case 
and an England rugby ball. (It is 55 years since I last played –and certainly not 
for England). The box was only part I of the gifts. Only yesterday I received 
even more gifts crowned by three beautifully bound books enclosing all the 
thirty six Village Echos to date. 
  I find it difficult to thank you all individually. It was obvious that very 
many dear people contributed for these excellent gifts, but there were no 
signatures, so I have to give a blanket thank you to the Pavey Group committee 
and all those members who showed their regard. I can only express my deepest 
gratitude.   Thank you – I will never forget that day. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                                       The following items are for sale. 

 

            Lords of the Manor                    Neil Mattingly  £3 
                           History of the Abbots House     Peter M Press   £2 
 
 
                                         Packaged Sets of The Village Echo 
 
              Issues 1  –   10     £5 
                                                   “  11   -  20    £8 
                                                   “  21   -  30   £12      
                                      Individual  back numbers £1 
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 Mary de Bunsen 

 

  While browsing through the Radio Times on a Sunday evening some 
weeks ago, I saw a programme on BBC4 Freeview headed Spitfire Women. It 
proved to be a remarkable account of young ladies who volunteered for the 
critical task of ferrying brand-new aircraft from the factories to RAF stations 
throughout the Britain during the Second World War. Then by coincidence I 
found the same title Spitftre Women, in a monthly, ‘end-run’ publication 
called Postscript*. Being an end-run, the book was at a much  reduced price – 
one that could not be refused - at least in my case. 
 The stories are of young ladies, some little more than girls, who already 
held pilots licenses and were encouraged to join ATA - the Air Transport 
Auxiliary. Obviously these volunteers were from wealthier backgrounds, so 
when the call came these ready-trained pilots sought the great adventure - to 
fly for a living with all the risks and excitements of flying war planes in war 
time. 

 
Mary in the cockpit of a Mosquito. 
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The ATA was a unique community; volunteers came from the UK, 

the Empire, the United States, South America and many other exotic places. 
The demand for such a source of pilots soon became apparent with the 
enormous losses of aircraft   and aircrews sustained by the RAF throughout 
the war. Men were needed to be trained to fly bombers and fighters, so the 
ladies of the ATA filled a vital role in delivering new aircraft from the 
factories to operational aerodromes all over Britain. The term, Spitfire 
Women, came about during the Battle of Britain when losses were such that 
the ladies of the ATA had to fly replacement aircraft from the Supermarine 
factory, near Southampton where the Spitfires were made, to fighter bases all 
over Britain.  Just south of the factory was a grass airstrip conveniently close 
the village of Hamble. The village not surprisingly, became the headquarters 
of the Air Transport Auxiliary.  

As the war progressed, so did the nature and size of aircraft. The 
pilots had to be prepared to deliver any type of operational plane regardless of 
the size. There were of course considerable risks: there was always the 
possibility of mechanical failure with new planes. These young ladies flew 
solo, even in unarmed four-engined bombers.     The  weather  was  a  constant  
hazard; storms and poor visibility often meant the loss of altitude and bearing 
that led to inevitable crashes. Then there was the menace of enemy aircraft, in 
which case, the new planes were sitting ducks. There were many tragic losses 
of life; one, a famous aviatrix who had flown to Australia long before the war, 
was Amy Mollison, nee Johnson; she was lost over the Thames estuary. Yet 
these girls, for they were little else, retained a remarkable self-discipline and it 
seems an almost casual acceptance of the risks. 

Once again, you might say, what has this to do with Charmouth? 
Well it has.  One of the most remarkable ATA stories is of a girl, crippled by 
polio as a child, who had an enlarged heart and of all things, poor eyesight. 
She came to live in Charmouth upon retirement. Her name was Mary de 
Bunsen, daughter of Sir Maurice de Bunsen Bt, CCMG, GCVO, CB, once the 
British Ambassador in Vienna and Lady Berta de Bunsen. Mary was the 
fourth daughter of this illustrious couple. She saw her future in very grim 
terms. Her prospects were certainly poor; she had three older sisters awaiting 
proposals and as a virtual cripple, she came to view her prospects with great 
trepidation – she described herself as a Wallflower in Waiting. 

 It was flying that saved her. A paid flight in a Cirrus Moth was 
enough to give   a meaning to her life - she fell in love with every aspect of 
flying  – the problem was in finding a way to do so. Her first application for a  



  
Joan Collins, Air Transport Auxiliary, pictured with a Short Stirling, 
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private flying license failed because of her poor eyesight. Eventually it was a 
friend who knew of an oculist who might be sympathetic to her plight. He 
was, and gave Mary a note to say ‘she could see adequately for the job she 
sought if she wore glasses’. She eventually gained a pilots license, but was 
rejected by the ATA because of her other handicaps. But, because of the need 
for ferry pilots, she was re-called. in August 1941. 

She flew in a great variety of warplanes throughout the war in all 
weathers even to improvised strips in France following D Day. She had the 
ability to fly everything from Tiger Moths to heavy bombers at a moments 
notice. She frequently flew Spitfires and other fighter planes but the 
Mosquito was her favourite.  

She survived the war but her health was such that she went to the 
States in 1954 for pioneer heart surgery. Her survival was perhaps her 
greatest success story. Having retired she bought an ex-army hut somewhere 
in the Dorset hills and wrote her, autobiography: Mount Up with Wings 
(Hutchinson 1960). The reviewer of this publication says of Mary: Her story 
stands apart (from the autobiographies of the other Spitfire Women) as a 
thoughtful, moving and often hilarious autobiography by an extraordinarily 
courageous woman who happened also to be an obsessive flyer and natural 
writer. 

She used to live in Waddington House – next door to me! I 
attempted to find the dates of her time in Charmouth and looked in the 
Register of Electors, but our copies are of five-year intervals and the earliest 
date I found her name was in 1971, then again in 1976 and 1980. This means 
her residence in the village could have  spanned four years before 1971 and 
four years after 1980. I have found no other information - there is no notice 
of her death in the Charmouth Burial Register.  

But, she is remembered. It seems she lived alone and was  
frequently seen  about the village. She walked with a stick. She shopped at 
Braggs. Other than polite exchanges she had little contact with her 
neighbours. I would welcome any further information on this lady. 

             
                Peter M. Press 

  
  
 Sources: Whittell, Giles. Spitfire Women of WWII  (Harper 

Perrennial London 2007) 
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Tales From The Forge  

From Pimmy with Love…*  

 

 News came through that my sister was now in a Nursing Home in Bury 
St.Edmunds and would not be released for many weeks. I was shocked at the 
news although I knew she was not well. I could not grasp that her decline was 
so rapid. What was I to do? My wife Mary did not enjoy good health and could 
not use Public Transport. I could not drive myself as my sight was not good and 
had given up my license several years ago, so I pondered my problem. On one 
of his periodic visits, my son Graham said that he would take us up to his home 
in Chelmsford. There we would rest for a couple of days and then complete the 
journey to my son-in-laws’ house in Bury St. Edmunds and visit my sisters’ 
nursing home after a breakfast lunch. We could discuss our return journey on 
the way up as I had in mind to split the trip home by taking a train for half the 
distance - say Basingstoke to Weymouth, so Grahams’ journey would be cut in 
half. I considered this was an offer I could not refuse.     
         I was at last, easy in my mind. I found myself packing an old bag with 
sufficient clothing to last me for three days or so. We planned to leave Bridport 
by car  in two hours. Once again I was a much happier man, no responsibility, 
all decisions made by my son and it looked like a fine morning. There was my 
sister Marian to think about, but not too deeply – at least not yet. 
  We left at 7am and at 7.30 we were passing Stonehenge. It looked so 
lonely and as romantic as always. But we had to press on. Mary had a drink of 
apple juice and went back to sleep. It was not long before we left the A303, 
joined the M3 and then on the M25. It was now motorway standard all the way 
to Chelmsford where we arrived, safe and sound. Mary was hungry – she 
always is – but was satisfied with tea and buns. 
  On arrival I admired the new conservatory and had to admit they had 
made a good job of it. I thought my Mary should retire to her room and rest 
before tea- time. Graham decided that he had not had sufficient exercise for the 
day and went for a run around the park. I sat in the conservatory and was 
thankful to be there. Soon my grandchildren would be home and, for the first 
time in ten years or so, I would see them all together. 
  When we were all gathered around the table, there was a special 
moment: silence was called for and Jonathan speaks: ‘I would just like to 
congratulate Granddad who, if all goes well will soon be a great granddad’. An 
X Ray photo is produced and an infant the size and shape of a very small 
crocodile is presented for comment. Without doubt, this was one of the 
proudest moments of my life. 
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 After Paul, who was Marian's nephew, had told of his adventures in 
America and of his plans to return there ASP, we had a general conversation 
regarding job prospects in England. Then it came to me with great force, that 
people of my generation (I am well over 80) were either too young or too old 
for active service in WWII, the window of escape was a very narrow one to 
climb through – but possible. I had almost a dozen uncles but none of them 
saw active service in the war. Pure luck. All this was good to talk about but 
must have been frustrating for the young. My Mary was asleep on her feet so 
we went to bed and slept well. Tomorrow is to be a rest day – perhaps to take a 
little walk and do a little shopping. To be more accurate – they took me. 
  It is now the day after our rest day. We are off on an early stopover at 
Bury St. Edmunds for lunch and then to the rest home to visit Marian. Lunch 
with Quin, Marian's husband, and family was a delight – for me. All I had to 
do was to choose between tea or coffee. Quin has decided that Graham and I 
should see Marian in the sitting room, it was almost empty of visitors. Graham 
had supplied us with books and photographs in the hope of stimulating 
conversation. There were two other small groups of patients talking among 
themselves. 
  Marian sits alone with her eyes closed. We sit either side of her; she 
opens her eyes and we identify ourselves. ‘Hallo Marian, it’s Peter and 
Graham. He has brought us all the way from Bridport to see you’. Marian 
speaks very quietly and slowly; it is very difficult to hear her. She smiles at us 
and takes one of the albums. We both attempt to identify people from the 
pictures. 
 The other patients are beginning to take notice of us and one of them 
says repeatedly, ‘Help me, help me, please help me.’ We do our best to try to 
ignore them. I make a feeble effort to say we come in peace to see my sister. 
Graham says ‘shut up you fool, you can’t do anything for them’. He’s right of 
course. We make little progress with the pictures that seem to be exclusively of 
W.I ladies, unknown I think, to any of us – all looking exceedingly smart and 
prosperous. We did our best but our efforts were seriously wanting - where 
was Quin. With the Maury brigade? His time must surely be up. We had by 
now really run out of conversation and the clients were waiting for their tea, 
making ominous rattling sounds. I was on the point of singing: ‘Ten Green 
Bottles’ when the voice of Quin was heard near by. We prepared to say our 
goodbyes and I embraced Marian with a brotherly hug. We lost no time in 
starting our return to Chelmsford. 
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 The return to Bridport. We arrive on time at Basingstoke station and 
looked for a ticket office – but in vain. A kindly, well informed lady told us all 
is now automated and what we seek is now at the bottom of a flight of stairs. I 
protested, but was told there is a lift and she will take us. We are not allowed 
to leave our cases unattended on the platform under any circumstance. Down 
in the lift we go and march forth to search for a vending machine. ‘Do you 
have a card’ she politely enquired. I feebly search for my bankcard, which she 
takes and inserts in a monster machine. Nothing happens. I am not in the least 
perturbed and neither is the polite lady – we marched to the next machine. This 
one made a long protest as it printed out three tickets. I protested that I only 
wanted two tickets and it gave me three. The polite lady – slightly less so now, 
but very patiently said ‘One ticket was for my account’. Under my breath I 
said  ‘Bloody Hell’ and sulked at my stupidity. 
  We eventually scramble out of the lift as the train pulls in, and we say 
farewell to the polite lady. I take a firm grip on Mary’s arm and lead her to a 
vacant seat .The case is lost -but in safe hands, this time by a young man who 
stows it between the seats. The train is already in motion. We soon branch off 
onto the Weymouth line and are totally confident that we are on the stopping 
train to Weymouth. A tea trolley emerges from its hiding place and we both 
have a fair cup of hot tea.  
 We can now get down to the serious business of sleeping as Weymouth 
is at the end of the line and surely some kind person will wake us up. We will 
take a taxi to our doorstep in Bridport and reflect on what many would regard 
as a flawed idea. Worth the experience? Glimpses of possible happiness 
entwined with a counterpoint of sadness that must be embraced rather than 
understood. 
 That’s all I can say now. A happy and creative New Year to you all. 
 

 
 Peter Childs 

 

 

 

 

* These were early childhood nicknames for one another; Pimmy was Peter 
and his sister Marian was Stouty. Both are now in their upper eighties. The 
significance of Peter's journey to Bury St. Edmunds hardly need to be stressed.  
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Art  
Studio 

Charmouth Art 
01297 560044 

 

To advertise in this  
Space Contact 

Mike Whatmore 
01297 561018 



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 

Val Pavey 
Steve Pratt 
Bill Gordge 
Peter Childs 
Ed Bowditch 
Richard Stirk 
David Bettes 
Dave Burgess 
Rosemary Earl 

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 

David and Ruth Hopkinson 
David and Marion Edwards 

Ray & Rosalind, Stow House  
Malcolm & Heather Bowditch 

Ian & Alison  Shilston, Morgans 
John & Joanne Brown, Street Studio                      

 Rosemary & Francis Lock,  Pharmacist   
 Dean & Marie Herbert, The George Inn  

 Peter Noel, Marshall Noel Accountants  
 Phil & Carol Tritton, Charmouth Stores  

 Nick & Sheila Gilbey The Abbots House 
Theresa Noel, Fortnam, Smith and Banwell 

Caroline & John Davis, The Hensleigh Hotel 
Ian and Liz Simpson,  The White House Hotel 
Sue & Martin Harvey, Fish Bar & Restaurant 

Cathy Marchbank, Charmouth Property Management 
                 Mike Smith, Frampton, Smith & Partners, Accountants 
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MORGANS OF CHARMOUTH 
3-4 The Arcade , Charmouth, Dorset, DT6 6PU 

YOUR VILLAGE STORE 
    WITH A DIFFERENCE 

Hensleigh Hotel 
Licensed Restaurant 

Lower Sea Lane, Charmouth 
Morning Coffees, Cream Teas, 

Light Lunches, A La Cart Restaurant 
 

We aim to always use Fresh Local Produce 

We look forward to welcoming you soon! 
We're always happy to cater for your Special Occasion Meals or Buffets 

 

Reservations please call John or Caroline on 01297 560830 

C. & D.E. PATTIMORE 

Family Butcher 
 

The Street, Charmouth, Dorset. 
 

      Tel No :-  01297 561666 

 

To advertise in this  
Space Contact 

Mike Whatmore 
01297 561018 
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CHARMOUTH STORES 
Your 

NISA 
CONVENIENCE STORE 

Phil & Carol Tritton 

Tel:- 01297 560304 

CHARMOUTH FISH BAR 
  TAKE AWAY & 
  RESTAURANT 

 

  NOW OPEN ALL YEAR ROUND 
 

  FOR DETAILS OF OPENING TIMES 
 

    Telephone : 01297 560220 

 

To advertise in this  
Space Contact 

Mike Whatmore 
01297 561018 

MIKE BOWDITCH 
   

Builder and General 
Maintenance Work 

 

Tel : 01297 560129 

The George Inn 
16th Century Coach House 
Bar Snacks   -  Full Restaurant 

Real Ales 
Large Garden & play Area 

Sunday Lunch Carvery 
Dean & Marie Herbert 

FRANCIS LOCK 
M.R. PHARMS.S 

PHARMACIST 
CHARMOUTH 

Developing & Printing 
Kodak Films 

Toiletries & Cosmetics 

Tel :- 01297 560261 

D.COZENS 
Removals 

Delivery of any item or Part load 

34, Bridge Rd , Charmouth. 

 

Tel:- 01297 560773 

Charmouth Community Hall 
Fully Licensed. 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. 
Occasional Sunday Lunches available,  

Contact Leslie Bowditch on 01297 560572 or 560962 for details 

 
 

To advertise in this  
Space Contact 

Mike Whatmore 
01297 561018 
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Our E-mail address can be obtained via our web site 
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Fortnam, Smith & Banwell 
Our First Sponsor 
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