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Volunteers 
Communities need volunteers to help make places civilised and fun  to live in and Stourton 
Caundle is fortunate that many people have stepped forward over the years to make this 
village what it is today.  Different times need people with different talents and enthusiasms; 
the best have both inter-personal and technical skills.  Their work is often unsung and it is 
not until they stand aside do we realise how much they have quietly done.  One such person 
is Margaret McKay who has been involved in the production of this magazine since the first 
issue.  Stella Woodward, one of the magazine’s founders writes: 
 

“It’s amazing that THE STOURTON CAUNDLER is fast approaching its 100th edition and its tenth 

anniversary.  There have been many committee members over those years but Margaret 
McKay has been on the team all that time and is now retiring. 

We were in the latter stages of planning the first issue of THE STOURTON CAUNDLER but lacked 

a computer-literate person to take on the production of the magazine.  Ten years ago 
computer literacy was in its infancy and we were making enquiries everywhere.  Fortunately 
Margaret moved to Stourton Caundle just in time to be inveigled into the task! 

So at the eleventh hour Margaret gallantly stepped in and THE STOURTON CAUNDLER was born.  

Margaret certainly knows her computing and in no time was able to convert from rough copy 
and scraps of paper the design of the magazine in Publisher format, much as it still is today.  
Most certainly without Margaret the magazine would have aborted before its birth.  Ever 
since, Margaret has been an enthusiastic committee member, fulfilling the role of 
“production” amongst other tasks, and later took on the home printing and collation of  
more than 200 copies each month.  
Unsurprisingly, Margaret (and perhaps Colin) has now had enough. Well done, Margaret for 
all your dedication over the years.  One wonders how you will spend those extra hours that 
will now become available!  Oh, and by the way, the committee meetings held in Margaret’s 
house, were always accompanied by the best chocolate cake ever!” 
 
Other volunteers keep the local roads and hedgerows clean and the Campaign to Protect 
Rural England (CPRE) has just launched a new national award scheme for those who pick up 
litter (did they read the leading article in the last issue, I wonder? Ed). 
 
CPRE has teamed up with the Marsh Christian Trust to create this award for individuals, 
groups or organisations that have taken action against litter in the countryside.  A £500 
prize is on offer and the closing date is Friday, 20 April.  So, if you know of someone who’s 
been quietly cleaning up the area around here, why not nominate them. 
Send the website nomination form to:- willg@cpre.org.uk 

 

CPRE is a registered charity and fights for a better future for the English countryside. 

        Tim Villiers 



Village Hall ‘100’ Club monthly draw 
The March draw took place on 14 March 2012 at The Trooper.  The lucky winners were: 

 

First Prize: £25.00  No.116  Peter & Ginny Hibbert 

Second Prize: £20.00  No.83   Anna Lane 

Third Prize: £15.00  No.118  Bob Graham 

Fourth Prize:    £10.00  No.235  Martyn Bond  

 
As we are coming to the end of another 6-month period, Delia, Fleur and I will be 
coming round to ask for your subscriptions for the next 6 months (unless you have 
already paid for the full year to October).   
 
Numbers cost £3 each for six months.  If you have recently moved to the village and 
would like to join, or if you’d like more numbers, please let me know (tel 01963 
362109).  Each member may have as many numbers as they like. 
 
The next monthly Draw will take place on Wednesday 11  April at The Trooper at about 
9 pm.         

Anna Oliver 

Parish Council 
At a meeting held on 12 March, plans for a front porch at The Rosary in Cat Lane were 
recommended for approval.  New tenders for the grass cutting in the churchyard were 
considered and Mr. Robert Craddock has been awarded the contract following the 
retirement of Keith Murphy whose hard work has been much appreciated.  Ray Sharp 
will continue to mow the cemetery and Paul Lane will continue to mow the play area and 
the grass in Brimble Cottages. 
 
A Sandringham Oak tree has been planted in the play area in memory of Ted Foxwell 
and a plaque will be erected as well. 
 
Thanks were expressed to Tim Villiers for organising the Jubilee Tree Planting which has 
been completed.  Commemorative medals have been ordered for the children; it will be 
appreciated if any new families in the village contact the clerk (362864) so that all the 
children aged 16 and under in 2012 are included, every effort will be made to make sure 
no-one is missed. 
 
The Annual Parish Meeting and Annual General Meeting will be held on 14 May 2012. 

      Sue Harris, Clerk 
 

Garden tip 
Time to sow a range of seeds, such as lettuce, radish, carrots and spinach 

directly into open ground.  Protect with fleece or cloches from overnight frosts. 

 



Naturally thinking 
I’m cheating this month.  I’ve roamed away from Dorset and shall tell you instead about 
what was on our Devon doorstep.   
Hatherleigh is on the edge of Dartmoor, and we were lucky to have, within easy walking 
distance, our own piece of moorland.   It’s split in two, the Upper Moor, which is by far the 
larger, and down at the bottom, divided from it by a narrow lane, the Lower Moor.  There’s 
something very special about the Lower Moor for, though I wasn’t aware of it for the first 
year, it’s culm grassland and I became so familiar with it that I think I could have walked it 
blindfolded.   
Culm is a form of geology found in North Devon, a few isolated areas in other parts of Britain 
and also on the Atlantic seaboard in Europe.  Its grassland is that which has not been 
affected by intensive agricultural treatment ‒ no ploughing, drainage, spraying or the 
addition of anything artificial.  For centuries, only traditional summer grazing took place on 
such land and consequently it left a rich variety of flowering pastures, grasses, heaths and 
bogs.   Since the last war, culm suffered massive losses through unsympathetic farming, 
planting of conifers and the development of roads, so we were unbelievably lucky to have 
ours on our doorstep.  
It is home to a mass of wild flowers and grasses, some of them particularly rare.  Myriads of 
insects feed on the nectar from these, and it’s a breeding ground for such rarities as the 
marsh fritillary butterfly.  Glow worms glow amongst the grasses on warm summer evenings 
and it’s home to the skylark, curlew and lapwing, snipe and woodcock, barn owls, stonechats 
and meadow pipits.   
It was, I found, a place where things happened.  I’ve watched a grass snake circling the pond 
and another wriggling along the stream.  When the air was quite still one day, I noticed a 
patch of grasses moving gently and as I approached, heard a tiny noise and saw a little vole 
busy nibbling at the bottom of the clump.  Another day I followed the sound of tiny squeaks 
for quite some distance as a little family of voles changed homes, and once I found a 
dormouse still in its nest.  I have watched a weasel undulating along the path in front of me, 
quite unconcerned. 
Bracken encroached, swallowing some of the rare flowers, so little groups of us sprang into 
action with scythes.  A gaggle of brownies helped by leaping on every unfurling frond they 
could see.  The Devon Wildlife Trust, who by then were getting quite interested in it, 
suggested we tried swaling ‒ the old method of firing in thirds.  The morning about a dozen 
of us tried it, a wind sprang up and we had to summon a passing farmer, who knew much 
more about it than we did, to help stop the flames from swallowing the whole area.    
The vast majority of the Upper Moor was planted with potatoes during the Second World War 
but even so, there are a few small patches which can still qualify as Culm.  One of these is to 
one side of a path leading to a gate almost on the boundary at the top of the moor.  This is 
rich in orchids of all kinds whilst, on the other side, which is part wooded, part scrub, the 
ground in spring is a sea of pink purslane.  In this overgrown wood is a derelict cob cottage, 
a barn and byre, all deserted in the 50s, but good for prowling in, if such things fascinate you 
as much as they do me.   
The last time I went, there were still enough of the walls to make out a rough layout of the 
rooms and even a well ‒ rather dangerous as it had no cover.   There were traces of a 
cultivated garden with some gooseberries and raspberries and once I found an old bottle with 
small, perfect ferns growing inside it.  Much better than the ones you can sometimes buy. 
One early evening in late spring, I leaned on a gate near the very top of the moor.  I could 
hear the bubbling, evocative sound of curlews, and suddenly they were circling right over my 
head, then swooping down almost to the Lower Moor, over and over again.  It was a 
breathtaking few minutes.    
During the Foot and Mouth outbreak in 2001, cattle and sheep disappeared from the Upper 
Moor and both moors were closed to walkers.  It was months before they opened again and 
the first few sheep cautiously allowed at the top again.  It was one of the saddest periods of 
its long history.   
I could go on and on about this special place, but I’d better not.  After all, I’m in Dorset now 
and I’ve found that Dorset too has its special places.   

     Margaret Waddingham 



Whosoever plants a tree 

 

 Whosoever plants a tree 
 winks at immortality. 
 
 Woodland cherries, flowers ablaze, 
 hold a hint of human praise; 
 
 Hazels in a hidden glade 
 give no thought to stake or spade; 
 
 London planes in Georgian squares 
 count no patrons in their prayers; 
 
 Seed and sapling seek no care 
 bark and beetle shun applause; 
 
 Leaf and shoot know nought of debt 
 twig and root are dumb - and yet 
 
 Choirs of songbirds greet each day 
 with eulogies, as if to say: 
 
 ‘Whosoever plants a tree 
 Winks at immortality.’ 

       Janie Harris 

Weather report  for February  
Rainfall                2012            2011     19-year average 

   15mm/0.59 in 4   7mm/1.85 in    74.8mm/2.95 in  
 

Temperature (°C)    Maximum              Minimum      Average 

   High      Low      High              Low 

2012      14.0 (29
th
)      0.1 (3

rd
/8

th
)           10.0 (23

rd
)    -9.4 (4

th
)           4.6 

2011      13.6 (24
th
)      6.4 (28

th
)             9.7 (5

th
, 25

th
)    -2.3 (8

th
)           7.3 

      
     Anthony Molesworth / Richard Miles 

Sturquest ‒‒‒‒ Medical Transport 

“Medical Transport” will be the subject of the next Sturminster Newton and District 

Over 50s Forum and AGM on Tuesday 17 April 2012 at 2pm in The Bow Room at The 

Exchange.  Your questions can be put to a panel of invited experts about local 

medical transport issues.  

 

The Forum will follow an annual general meeting and includes refreshments and a 

raffle. For further information, call 07767 861195.    

 

The Forum is always looking for new members to actively participate in holding these 

events.  If you are passionate about issues and decisions which affect the older 

population and want to make a difference then telephone Hilary Foggo (07891 

351766) or contact Jacqui Wragg in the SturQuest Community Office (01258 

471456).      

 



 Jubilee Lunch 
 

Sunday 3rd June 12-2pm 

The Orchard—behind the  

Village Hall 

 

All village residents welcome, 

£1 per head reserves your place 

Children under 5 free 

 

Please let a member of the committee 

know by Monday 14th May, how many 

of you are coming. 

 

After above date, non-residents are welcome 

to join us, £4 per head 

 

Jane Colville 362287 Maureen Villiers 364384 

Chris Holdstock 362001 Sue Harris 362864 

Margaret  McKay 364621  

Jane Onslow 362369 

 

The Events Committee and other village clubs 

have very generously contributed to this day 



Garden club 
An enthusiastic audience gathered in the Village Hall on 14 March for the latest Garden 
Club meeting.  The speaker, Chris Ireland-Jones, is the owner of Avon Bulbs and, 
unsurprisingly, was here to talk about “Extra-ordinary bulbs”.  In fact, his talk ranged 
far more widely than that, and as well as a fascinating discussion on good bulbs for 
special situations we learnt a little about plant hunting, the problems caused by the 
renaming of both plants and species of plants, the amazing explosion in the numbers of 
bulbous plants available to the gardener, and the risks of paying £150 for a single 
snowdrop bulb.  The lecture was well illustrated with a faultless slideshow, and Chris 
demonstrated his professionalism by finishing to the minute at the end of his allotted 
hour, despite fielding questions throughout.  After he had finished, we were invited to 
buy some of the bulbs he had brought with him, and most club members left with a 
parcel or two. 
 
The next meeting will be at the Village Hall on Wednesday 11 April, when a 
representative of Picket Lane Nursery will talk about “The History of the Cottage 
Garden”.  Plants will again be available to buy.  The final meeting of the year will be on 
Wednesday 23 May, at Castle Gardens in Sherborne.  Following a short talk we will be 
given the run of the garden centre, with 25% off all purchases.  The meeting will start 
promptly at 7:00pm , and everybody is asked to be there by 6:45pm. 
 
Subsequent garden visits have been arranged at Rosemoor Garden on Wednesday 4 
July and Pen Mill Farm, Penselwood on 14 September.  The club is organising a 35-
seater coach for the trip to Rosemoor, leaving the village at 9:00am.  The cost per 
person including entry fee will be £18.50, although RHS members will have free entry, 
meaning the cost for them would be reduced to £13.  Anybody wishing to attend should 
contact Howard ffitch on 01963 250120 or h.ffitch@btinternet.com.  More details of the 
Pen Mill Farm visit will be included in later editions of The Stourton Caundler. 

  Broken Nails 
 

Homewatch 
Nine crimes were reported in the Sturminster Newton area in late February / early 
March. A stereo was stolen from a broken-down car and a garden ornament (a large 
tortoise) was stolen from Elm Close! Four break-ins to garages and outbuildings were 
also reported. Check your outbuildindgs regularly and ensure they are as secure as 
possible,  
On 23 February the three Safer Neighbourhood teams from Sturminster, Shaftesbury 
and Gillingham worked together on a road safety day ‒ they checked over 300 cars and 
stopped those not wearing seatbelts, using mobile phones or speeding. Nine Fixed 
Penalty tickets were issued and about 20 verbal warnings for excess speed.  
Dorset Police would like to remind residents not to allow strangers into their home, 
regardless of what they are told on their doorstep. Recently an elderly occupant 
became victim of a distraction burglary having allowed a stranger into her home. The 
male claimed his car had broken down and asked to use her phone book to call for 
assistance. It was subsequently discovered he had stolen cash and bankcards. This is 
one of many fictitious reasons used to gain entry into unsuspecting victims’ homes. If 
you are in doubt of callers’ legitimacy, please call a friend or neighbour to assist you in 
verifying their identity.  
 



Shogun’s own pot luck 
  
The bill had been paid and it was time for your culinary correspondent to 

leave this charming but packed rural restaurant about 100 miles south of 

Osaka, Japan. I thought that I had provided enough sport for the fellow 

customers who couldn’t believe that a real red-bearded barbarian had 

turned up in their midst. But for them more sport was to be had at my 

expense. On standing up I quite forgot that the ceiling was rather low 

and as a result, my head bashed into a glass light fitting above. 
 

‘That’s torn it ‘ I said to myself as a shower of glass cascaded over those 

below and some of their lunches. A deadly hush fell over the place as the 

last bits of the glass tinkled into rice bowls or lady’s hairdos.  Your 

reporter could do no more than silently mouth apologies like the fish in 

the large tank in the centre of the room. And well I might, it looked like I 

was about to be bar-b-cued rather than the fish. Suddenly, pandemonium broke out as everyone 

rushed to help the idiot dust himself down and escape to the waiting taxi. No, I couldn’t pay for the 

lamp or any of the spoiled lunches. No, it just became another example of the extreme kindness and 

good manners of the Japanese people even when faced with a foreign chump. 
 

Of course it wasn’t my first visit to Japan and I was just beginning to foolishly think that the Japanese 

character held no more surprises. After all, within a couple of weeks of joining the firm in Hong Kong, 

I had been summoned to Tokyo to meet the company’s president, a Mr. Ufu. All of my Japanese 

colleagues were absolutely terrified of Mr. Ufu probably because he had been a kamakazi pilot during 

the war. Fortunately for him the war ended before he could get into action. At the appointed hour I 

was marched into the inner sanctum of this very large corporation where I met Mr. Ufu at the door of 

his office. He shook my hand warmly and told me that the work I was to do on behalf of the company 

was to be undertaken without even the slightest smell of Japanese practice and customs. With that 

we exchanged bows, a very Japanese custom, and he was gone. So that was a good start! 
 

The day continued with an invitation to join some of the chaps having dinner at one of the many first-

class restaurants nearby. The most expensive of these restaurants offer excellent food served in 

traditional rooms separated by sliding paper screens. The customers are required to sit on the floor 

while many varied dishes are brought to the table by kneeling kimono-clad waitresses. How beautiful 

you might think, but for a foreign guest to spend 2-3 hours sitting cross legged is a diabolical form of 

torture. 
 

At last the dinner was deemed to be over and the gamely hobbling guest found himself  bundled into 

a taxi and taken to one of his new friend’s favourite bars. This was found to be a very small watering 

hole staffed by 2-3 ordinary ladies whose job was to entertain the customers with sparkling 

conversation while encouraging them to become rather drunk. Since the conversation was entirely in 

Japanese the whole procedure was rather boring and I was quite pleased when one of the party 

suddenly announced that he knew a much better place.  

Within a trice everyone promptly decamped to another establishment which, unfortunately, proved to 

be the same as the first in every respect. This process was repeated every hour or so until 1.00am 

when the poor guest was finally allowed to crawl back to his hotel as the hosts headed for home. The 

following day was a bit of a blur which ended with another kind invitation for dinner but this time with 

team B. And the day after that with team C! The flight home back to Hong Kong provided plenty of 

time to think over the events of the previous days and the resulting hangover. Perhaps Mr. Ufu had 

been right after all! 
 

By the time of the broken glass incident your correspondent had already made several trips to 

various Japanese factories and was no longer fazed by the spectacle of workers downing tools to take 

part in PT sessions. (I think it is called PE these days.) These sessions were heralded by the sound of 

a military band on the factory loud speaker system and encouraged by ‘one-two’, ‘one-two’ from a 

strident female. I can well imagine that similar arrangements would be very popular in factories in 

Britain.  I had also become familiar with the bullet train system with services arriving precisely on 

time every time. Even more amazing to British eyes were the little desks on each platform intended 

for the use of passengers complete with a copy of the train timetable plus a note book and pen. I 

often wondered how long such a facility would last at Clapham Junction or even Sherborne. 
 

        



Shogun’s own pot luck continued 
 

Then one day I was invited to Japan to attend a meeting to agree a new programme designed to 

meet the demands of a very large Hong Kong contract. It was clear that the cost of the programme 

would be substantial but the cost of failure would be far more.  After 3 days of discussion, 99% of 

which was in Japanese, no progress was evident. The whole affair had become rather tiresome to 

your reporter who was considering an alternative career as a Trappist monk. Surely that would 

have provided more excitement. Suddenly, out of the blue, one of the Japanese chaps went 

bananas. Jumping up and down and shouting at the top of his voice he made it clear that he 

thought that the whole programme was rubbish. He kept this barrage going for half an hour or so 

before he finally sat down and became silent. At this point another leapt to his feet and started 

bellowing at the first who, at this stage, was cowed down so low that you could hardly see him. 

After a few minutes of this he also sat down and was immediately replaced by another who 

resumed the onslaught. This argy-bargy continued until everyone had had a go. At this point a 

sense of relief flooded the room and all smiled at one another including the nutcase. A few 

moments later someone quietly told me that the programme was agreed and the meeting was 

over! It was at that point that I had to admit that I would never fully understand the subtleties of 

Japanese culture. 
 

That evening I was very happy to be back at my hotel in Osaka and without any duties or 

obligations. Thus I would be able to stroll round to a little cafe I had found down a back street. 

There I could sit on a stool by a counter where the host-cook would present small dishes of what 

he thought I would enjoy. The dishes would continue to arrive until I signalled that I had enough, 

or fell off the stool. Most of the dishes were superb but the odd one proved to be outside my taste. 

That was why I called it ‘Shogun’s own pot luck’.                        

 Patrick Broxham.     

Sky at night 
A date for your diary.  This month I have a challenge for any 
would-be ‘observers’ during the evening of Sunday 22 April.  To 
be more precise, between 9.00-9.15 pm on that evening, low 
above the western horizon, you have the chance of seeing a very 
thin crescent moon, which is just 36 hours old alongside the 
planet Jupiter which can be located below and to the left of the 
moon, as shown in the accompanying diagram.  You’ll need to 
search out a relatively unobstructed western horizon to see this 
as any trees or buildings are likely to block your view of Jupiter 
and the crescent moon. 

Also, you will need a clear sky soon after sunset to 
witness this spectacle properly, which is enhanced by the 
fact that the normally dark side of the moon will be 
illuminated by ‘earthshine’ making it appear as a glowing 
ball hanging low in the sky.  In common folklore, this 
appearance of the moon is termed “the old moon in the 
new moon’s arms”. It arises because as seen from the 
moon, the earth is almost in line with the sun such that 
sunlight passing through the earth’s atmosphere 
illuminates the otherwise dark side of the moon. 
I have shown Jupiter along with its four main satellites or 
moons.  You will need binoculars or a small telescope to 
see these ‘Galilean’ moons, named after Galileo who first 
spotted them in 1609-1610 soon after the invention of the 
telescope.     

Richard Miles 



Choral Singing in the Benefice of Spire Hill 
On Sunday 29 April at 3pm in Stalbridge Parish Church, there is an opportunity to come 
along and sing together with friends from across the benefice.  The music chosen will be 
accessible to new singers and there are some parts for more experienced singers to be 
challenged by.  You don’t have to read music to enjoy this choral workshop.  There will be 
a comfort break and some refreshment at 4.30pm, before the pieces learnt are included in 
‘Easter Praise’ at 5pm in Stalbridge Parish Church.  Do come and be part of a new musical 
venture in the benefice.  It’s up to you to make this the start of a musical journey to 
enhance the worship across the benefice.  To help ensure we have enough music books 
and refreshments, please let Jane Colville know if you are thinking of coming along ‒ it will 
help with the planning.  Everyone is, of course, welcome to ‘Easter Praise’ at 5pm to hear 
the fruit of the workshop and to sing three great Easter hymns. 

 

Local travel questionnaire 
SturQuest, on behalf of North Dorset District Council, are conducting a SURVEY OF LOCAL 
TRANSPORT NEEDS in order to identify how people use transport, discover the travel needs 
and look for improvements for those living in the Sturminster Newton and surrounding par-
ishes. 
A small supply of blank survey forms have been left at The Trooper and we ask that you  
complete and return them for collection by 20 April.  Alternatively, why not complete the 
survey on line at www.surveymonkey.co/s/ZZYBZNM  
 
For further information, contact the SturQuest Community Office on 01258 471456 

Bluebell/Woodland Walk 

Woodrow farm  
Sunday, 15th April 2012  :  3.00—5.00 pm 

Please come and join us for  an enjoyable nature ramble around the ancient woodland of 
Bilcombe Copse to see the bluebells and spot other flora and fauna followed by a cup of 
tea and a slice of cake/biscuits in The Barn  afterwards.   
A donation of £4.00 per adult and £2.00 per accompanied child is suggested with all 
proceeds going to St Peter's Church.    
There is ample parking in the barn courtyard and walking shoes are recommended as the 
woods are located across a couple of fields from the parking area.   If anyone feels they 
can’t manage the walk then do still come and have a cup of tea and a slice of cake in 
The Barn. 
(Any donations of cakes/biscuits would be hugely appreciated!  If they could be dropped 
off at Woodrow  on the morning of Saturday 14th, I would be so grateful, or I can come 
and collect anytime.) 
Lizzie and Mark (Fenwick ) 07876 688758  
 

Landscape funding  
The Dorset Area of Outstanding Natural Beauty partnership is pleased to open their 
Sustainable Development Fund again this year for community groups, businesses and 
individuals across Dorset. About £40,000 is available to support environmental and 
community projects across Dorset.  The Fund has the landscape and natural beauty of 
the area at its heart and is open to anyone interested in taking an active role to care for 
and celebrate their local environment.  
Past grants have included everything from local allotments, orchards and nature areas to 
outdoor activity centres, sustainable community buildings and even the conversion of a 
watermill to generate electricity. Information on how to apply can be found on the AONB 
website at www.dorsetaonb.org.uk/local-action or call Katharine Wright at the AONB 
Office on 01305 228239 for advice. The deadline is 23 April. 



Welcome Club 
Thirty members attended the March meeting of the Welcome Club. The 
guest speaker, Colin Dean, gave an amusing insight into the life of a 
police constable on the beat in Bristol in the 1960s. He reminded us 
how society in general has changed during the last 50 years and 
policing methods have adapted to take account of these changes.   
 
The annual jumble sale will take place on Saturday 21 April, starting at 
10 am. Setting up will take place on the Friday evening, starting at 
7pm, providing the hall is available. Donated items can be accepted on 
the Friday evening or before 10am on the Saturday morning.  Items can be also be 
collected; please ring 01963 365852.   
 
The first outing of the year will take place on Friday 18 May to the Royal Horticultural 
Society Garden at Wisley. Non-members are welcome. The total cost for non-members will 
be £15-50p, to include the coach fare and admission to the gardens. For members of the 
Royal Horticultural Society, the cost will be £6-00p. Please contact Colin McKay for further 
details.  

Recipe 
Koulourakia  : traditional Greek biscuits made at Easter  

Ingredients 

Method 

1. Cream the butter well in a large mixing bowl. Add sugar to the mixture and beat another 
5 or so minutes.  
2. Add one of the eggs and beat until blended.  
3. Add the orange juice and the vanilla extract.  
4  In a large bowl combine the baking powder and bicarb with about 125g of flour and stir in 
the butter mixture slowly. Add the remaining flour gradually.  
5. Roll out pieces of dough in long snake-like portions. Fold over in half and twist. Place the 
koulourakia on a greased baking tray. (Any other shape is acceptable.) 
6. Beat the remaining egg in a small bowl. Brush the koulourakia on the tray with the egg 
wash and bake in the oven for 25 minutes 180° C /160°C/ Gas 4 until a light golden brown.  

       Chris Holdstock 

175g unsalted butter 

125g caster sugar  
2 eggs  
1 tablespoon orange juice  

1 tablespoon vanilla extract  
 ½  teaspoon bicarbonate of soda  
 ¾  teaspoon baking powder  
325g plain flour  


