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LADIES’ BADMINTON MORNING 
starting 

Thursday 12th September 

10 am to 12 noon 

Village Hall 

FREE for two months! 
includes tea or coffee and a good chat 

£2 per session after October 

 

Information: Pete Smith 363514 

Hear’s a badminton joke,    

 A badminton player was asked to be the 

groomsman at a friend’s wedding, but had to 

refuse because he claimed he didn’t know 

anything about horses. 



        Sports Club in the Village Hall 

Try it for free! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Badminton Tuesdays 7.30 

NEW Ladies’ Badminton 

Thursday’s 10.00 am  

Starts  12th  September. 

Short Mat Bowling 

Mondays 7.30  & 

Thursday’s 2.00  

Table Tennis  

Tuesdays 7.30 

Snooker Mondays 7.30 

 

You don’t have to be a serious player - we just do it for 

fun. Come along to one of our sessions at the  

Village Hall - first two sessions free 

Contact Pete Smith on 363514 or just turn up 

Hear’s a badminton joke, 
 

Why did the badminton player cut a hole in his 

umbrella. So he could see if the rain had stopped. 



Summer Bike Ride by Catharine Speakman 

Marnhull bike ride 13 miles approx 2 hours 
 
 This ride takes place on the country roads between Stourton Caundle and Marnhull, only briefly riding on 
the A357 for 100 meters or so. The last bit can continue on the A road or divert onto a bridleway to get back 
to the village. There are a few climbs but balanced out by the downs too, centered on the flood plains of the 
Blackmore Vale. It also passes two shops and a pub for refreshments. 
 Leaving The Trooper head north to Stalbridge. Stay on the same road, leaving the village past the Vicarage. 
It’s a slow climb but mixed with a few downhill spurts and random straight bits to help you get the speed up! 
 Arriving at the T-junction, turn right. Enjoy the downhill run before facing the first major climb. Helpfully, 
there is a footpath to take if your legs need a break.    
 Once in Stalbridge, go straight over at the crossroads, taking you straight back out again, crossing the old 
railway line. Just before you leave Stalbridge, you could turn right into Jubilee way. Down this road on the left is 
a footpath that takes you to the brand new bike park that has just been installed. Great place for both big and 
little kids! 
 Back on the route, it’s now an easy roll down into the river valley. Once past Gibbs Marsh trading estate, 
at the junction turn right. You pass gigantic agricultural buildings, go over the bridge and then take your next 
right towards Marnhull. This is the next big climb and this time, there’s no footpath! 
 Once at the top you are in Marnhull. Continue on the same road passing the Blackmore Vale Inn and the 
local shops. After the car park take the next left. Although you are still in Marnhull, this road makes you feel 
you’re in the middle of nowhere. A bit of a climb too, but not too bad.  
 At the next junction, turn right, passing another village shop. Stay on the same road until you pass Popes 
farm. Take the left and follow it down the hill. This gives you a great view over the Blackmore vale.  
 Turn right at the next T-junction to arrive at Kings Mill farm. A good place for a rest and wonder. Often 
populated with swans. Stay on the road crossing over, for the second time, the old Somerset and Dorset 
railway. You’re then faced with another climb to reach Thornhill.  
 At the top, you pass the Stalbridge turning and you are now on the A357. Here you have the choice of 
two routes, either you can continue on the road, coming back into the village via Waterloo Lane or you can 
turn right just after Cook’s farm and follow the bridleway back over the hill and to the village road. Once there 
you can turn left and then right onto Drove road and left back to the pub. 



 

Music  

in St Peter’s  

Church 

 Not everyone is aware that our Church has such good acoustics and is an excellent venue for 

music concerts. We have for many years been organising concerts, with choirs, small ensembles and 

jazz. 

 On 1 June we were delighted to welcome the Sunset Café Stompers. It is five years since their last 

appearance here and there were a number of new faces. Trevor Whiting, who used to play with Chris 

Barber’s band, was absolutely brilliant on clarinet and sax. Then Sarah Thatcher was equally good on 

guitar and banjo and Ali Whiting treated us to some jazz violin and had the most lovely singing voice. 

These joined old hands John Coad on drums, Pete Ward on bass, Pete Middleton on trombone, Steve 

Graham on trumpet/cornet and of course their pianist and leader Mike Denham. They were joined for 

two numbers by our very own Terry Taylor on clarinet. The programme was a wonderful mix of classic 

New Orleans and Chicago jazz, with a bit of Mungo Jerry for good measure. 

 We do it all again on Saturday 28 September when we host Connaught Brass, a totally different 

genre, being a brass quintet from the Royal Academy of Music. This is a great opportunity to hear an 

award winning ensemble of Britain’s most talented young instrumentalists play music from across the 

ages. 

Gerry Holdstock 

 

 
Stourton Caundle Parish Council 

 At the March 19th meeting councillors expressed their thanks to Bill Batty-Smith for his staunch support 
during the past 20 years. Graham Carr-Jones was also attending his last meeting as  District Councillor after 
seventeen years with the last two as County Councillor as well. He hoped to be re-elected to the new Dorset 
Council in May. 
 Mr. Alan Woodward kindly agreed to do the internal audit this year. The noticeboard at the top of Brimble 
Cottages is to be repaired. The PCC will look after the ‘Silent Soldier’ now grass cutting has started. 
 Planning: plans for a first-floor extension at Warrbridge Cottage were recommended for approval; plans for a 
new garage and workshop at Grange Cottage were objected due to the excessive height in relation to existing 
neighbours, not in keeping with a Grade 2 listed building. The application was subsequently withdrawn. A 
replacement garage at Banklands was granted approval by the District Council. Confirmation of the dismissal of the 
appeal for a dwelling on land east of The Butts has also been received. 
 The Parish Council met again on May 15th; reports to the Annual Parish Meeting had already been circulated 
with the Caundler Magazine and there was no other business. Grateful thanks were offered to Anna and Andrew 
Oliver and the distribution team for enabling village wide circulation of the reports. 
 The A.G.M. followed at which Hedley Walker was elected Chairman and John Waltham Vice-Chairman. Clive 
Jones had not stood for re-election due to pressure of work and Mr. Walker thanked him for his year as Chairman, 
hoping in the future he might have more time to return to the Parish Council. Paul Lane, Roger Paull, Oliver Simon 
and Matt Litchfield continue as Parish Councillors after the uncontested election on May 2nd. There is a vacancy 
for one councillor, please apply to the clerk for further details. 
 A business meeting followed the A.G.M. Mr. Carr-Jones has now become a member of the new Dorset 
Council cabinet with responsibility for housing and community safety and will continue as Dorset Councillor for the 
enlarged Stalbridge and Marnhull area. He reported that extra funding had been obtained for the extensive 
roadworks seen around North Dorset this spring and regretted the inconvenience caused but commented that all 
road users would ultimately benefit. 
 The internal Audit has been completed by Mr. Woodward and the Parish Council meets the criteria to self-
certify itself as exempt from external audit. All information is on the village website. The Parish Council needs to 
have a .gov website with a link to the village website which will be set up in due course, meanwhile thanks to 
Richard Miles for adding information to the village website on our behalf. 

 Planning Results: approval from Dorset Council for plans at Warrbridge Cottage, Myrtle Cottage (external 

windows at front to be replaced and associated work) and Charterhay exterior cladding.        

Sue Harris 



Preliminary Notice for Local History Exhibition 
  
 Local History Exhibition. Saturday 21st and Sunday 22nd September in the Village Hall in aid of Village 
Hall Funds. The exhibition will also include Purse Caundle, Stalbridge Weston, Thornhill, Kingsmill and Bagber. 
Photographs, and any other items of local historical interest, welcome. Volunteers will be required on Friday 
20th to help prepare the display boards. 
 Please contact me on 365852 or by email philip.knott123@talktalk.net 

Phil Knott 

 
Welcome Club Report 

 
 We held our first trip of the year on 6th June to Mottisfont house and gardens near Romsey. 
What beautiful surroundings. The house and gardens were spectacular especially the rose gardens, 
what a lovely show and lovely aroma. The trip was enjoyed by 43 people. 
 On 8th June we held our first evening Bingo session. Around 80 people attended and looked 
like they enjoyed themselves winning some lovely prizes, some donated by local people and 
businesses. Thank you to all who donated and attended, and to those who organised this fun 
evening. 
 At our June meeting we held a quiz won by Mike Peach and a visitor. 
On 17th July we had Shaun McCormack who spoke about the history of ‘Yeoman of the Guard’ up 
until the present day. He is still a member of this prestigious group and he had all the regalia that he 
has to wear, to show us, including the red stockings and suspenders. His talk was so interesting and 
punctuated with some pertinent regal music. Everyone present really enjoyed the talk. We later 
found out that this was to be his last talk, we felt really privileged to have had him. 
Remember anyone can join us for an odd afternoon. 
 At the September meeting we will have a Beetle Drive, always popular. 
Our next trip is to Southampton on 5th September where we will take a boat ride up the river 
Hamble and will be served with fish and chips. There are still a few places on the coach, see 
separate advert for details, page 28. 

Margaret McKay 

William and Gwen Ridding  
 

 Thank you to everyone who made the weekend of 13/14 July so special as I took my leave 
as your rector. It was overwhelming and truly humbling to see so many sharing your friendship 
and fellowship. The cards and gifts that Gwen and I received have been very generous. The cards 
will be displayed in our home in Salisbury - they will bring back many happy and special memories 
of our time in the parishes of the Spire Hill benefice. We shall wait a while and consider carefully 
how to spend the money appropriately. 
 Thank you once again for sharing the last 18 years with me, thank you for all have taught 
me, and thank you for your gifts and for sharing yourselves.  
May God bless you all in his service.  

William Ridding. 

Saturday 12 October   

Harvest Supper. 



On the 3rd of September we remember the 80th anniversary of the outbreak of war. Margaret 

Waddingham has shared with us her memories of that time. 

A WARTIME CHILDHOOD - by Margaret Waddingham 

A warm Sunday morning, eighty years ago.  My mother sitting at the dining room table, my father standing half 
in and half out of the French window.  A man’s solemn voice over the radio. My father coming into the room to 
listen: my mother hugging  me tightly.  

 I had no idea that Sunday, 3rd September, 1939, that the man on the radio was announcing the outbreak of the 
second world war.   

 I don’t remember the remainder of that day or anything of the previous day when my two sisters, Gwen and 
Beryl, together with one of Gwen’s friends, were put on a train to Bournemouth to stay with an uncle of hers. They, 
like so many other children, had been evacuated.  Had I been a little older I would have gone too.  

Two weeks later, my sisters came home because things seemed not to be so bad as everyone had feared.  
Later, they were scheduled to go to Canada, but after the first two boats carrying children were torpedoed  that 
idea too was shelved.   

The country was on high alert.  Gas masks were issued to everyone which had to be taken with us whenever 
we went out.  Strips of brown paper or thick netting were gummed to the inside of windows in all public places to 
lessen injury from flying glass.  Air raid shelters popped up everywhere, one right outside our house.   We never 
used this shelter - mother thought they were unhealthy. Names disappeared from the end of all our roads and 
railway station and sandbags were piled up outside important offices.   

My mother was talking excitedly over the fence to our neighbour one day. As we ate lunch, she listened 
intently to the radio, then turned it off and said, “There’s been a miracle. I want you always to remember it,” and 
she told me about Dunkirk, almost a humiliating defeat, but instead a remarkable victory as thousands of trapped 
troops, sitting ducks for the enemy who continuously bombed both them and the ships that tried to get them away. 
For days the seas had been too stormy to help them but the sea calmed and the rescue began and hundreds of little 
civilian boats joined in and struggled backwards and forwards across the channel.  “Never forget the miracle of 
Dunkirk” said my mother.  I remember her telling me this almost word for word.  To this day I can’t sing ’Eternal 
Father strong to save,’ because the following Sunday, in a packed church, my mother and others wept openly as they 
sang that hymn.  

After the midday news bulletins, there was always a list of those dead or missing.  One day the son of a friend 
who lived a few doors away,  was reported missing at sea.  My mother and I went to see her - she flung herself 
uncontrollably sobbing upon my mother whilst I stood awkwardly in the bay window chasing a bluebottle up and 
down with one finger.  Patrick never did come back.   

Then came the blitz.  As soon as the air raid sirens wailed, I would listen out for the low throb of  German 
bombers which was often followed by a whistling noise and a heavy ’crump’ as bombs dropped.  Fingers of light from 
the searchlights lit up my bedroom, criss-crossing the night sky to pick out the bombers and ack ack guns got to 
work on them.  Every night I asked whichever parent happened to be tucking me up, “Will we win the war?”  And 
every time, I had the same comforting answer, “Of course we will, but don’t forget to ask God to help” 

During this period everyone had a suitcase stuffed full of essentials kept by the front door, which you could 
grab as you rushed to the air raid shelter, so that if your house was bombed at least you had a set of clean clothes 
and a toothbrush with you.  One day ours was stolen.  I don’t remember it ever being replaced.   

By now my father was in the ARP which meant that every time there was a raid, he rushed out of the house to 
patrol the streets to make sure  no lights were showing.   When my eldest sister was about 16, she too joined but 
as she was too young to do proper ARP work, which would have involved helping to dig out the dead or wounded 
from bombed out buildings, she was given the job as messenger girl for the road.  So she too rushed out with my 
father and spent the entirety of the raid rushing up and down with any messages there might be.  At this time my 
father also took his turn as a fire watcher at his place of work, Odhams Press, right in the heart of the bombing.  He 
slept there when he was on duty, watching for any fires that were about to break out in the building and then 
attacking them with a stirrup pump.  

The light issue was most important. There were no street lights, trains and buses were only dimly lit, headlights 
shielded, as were those of cars and bicycles.  Even the centre of cities or a minor town like ours were frightening 
places to walk through in the dark days of winter.  I remember all the family walking home from church, arm in arm 
- five of us in a row across the pavement.   

Posters appeared everywhere.  One told us to ‘Dig for Victory’ which had everyone turning gardens into 
vegetable plots.  And  there was ’Make do and mend’, which appeared when clothes were rationed.  Knitted 
garments were unpicked and knitted up into something else, coats turned inside out, unwanted curtains became 
clothes, and, later there was vile coloured bright green or orange parachute material.  My mother got hold of a lot 
of it and made interesting items of underwear for my sisters and me.  At the end of the war she managed to get silk 
maps of the world.  These were pastel coloured and these became blouses for my sisters.  Apparently they were 
great conversation pieces.     



My sisters and I slept under the big deal dining room table during the worst of the bombing, retreating to the 
cupboard-under-the-stairs with my grandmother if things got really close.  There wasn’t enough room for my 
mother so she sat just outside the door.   

Rations began to hit hard. We kept chickens and my father kept bees. I remember him bringing home his first 
brood, wrapped only in newspaper and string, first on the underground then on the train from Marylebone.  We 
grew everything that we could grow, and my mother jammed, bottled and pickled for what seemed like the entire 
summer. Eggs were put into isinglass to preserve them and she used honey to sweeten all sorts of things. This put 
me off cakes and puddings made with it for life.   

As rationing bit deeper, we had to go to a special food office for our ration books where mother queued 
patiently for the books, green for children, buff for adults. Mothers in particular spent a great deal of each day 
queuing, often not knowing what they were queuing for, and, since I wasn’t yet at school, I queued too.  Just before 
sweets were rationed, mother gave me a choice - one last bag of sweets or an ice cream.  I chose ice cream and we 
went to Woolworths where she bought me a strawberry cone for two old pence.  It came like a miniature Swiss 
roll with paper wrapped round it. I savored every last drip and then licked the melting drops that clung to the paper.  
It is a memory I shall never forget.  I remember the last pot of cream too. Mother had some bananas - it must have 
been before the real shortages began - and we were going to have ours for lunch. For the first time I was sent off on 
an errand by myself and I ran as fast as I could to buy cream from a dairy which was not far away.  The dairy was 
cool and clean with terracotta tiles on the floor, and the cream came in a little orange and white tub and was thick 
and yellow.   

I had two doll’s prams, of which I was hugely proud. A little girl and her mother moved into our road to stay 
with her grandmother because they had been bombed out and her father lost at sea. My mother suggested that it 
would be a nice gesture to give one of my prams to this little girl who had nothing. I took a long time choosing 
which one I should part with, but eventually gave her one, but with little grace.  I would much rather have given her 
something I wasn’t so fond of.  

As the war progressed, father pinned up a map of Europe just inside the dining room, to plot troop movements 
with little flags - both Union Jacks and swastikas - and every day he moved them around so that we could see how 
we were, or weren’t, doing.  

Hardly any primary schools were open in the area as most children had been evacuated and the buildings used 
for government offices.  Eventually, when I was six, Miss Roberts and Miss Stovold opened a very small school within 
five minutes walk away from home, in a large converted house. It was at a busy junction and there was a high brick 
wall all around it. The wall terrified me because I was convinced that naughty children would be thrown over it into 
the path of the busy traffic. I’d been there for about a term when someone explained that it was to protect us from 
bomb blast. As it was, when there was an air raid, we all crouched under our desks for the duration which was not 
very comfortable and, in retrospect, not particularly safe. I left when I was eight to attend a convent in 
Rickmansworth with Beryl. This was five stations up the line, a much safer area that had escaped the bombing - I 
think North Harrow only got it either because the bombers overshot their targets or were jettisoning their bomb 
load before flying home. One morning, Beryl, her friend Pam and I, had just climbed the first flight of stairs to the 
railway platform when there was a huge crash and the glass roof, made a little safer by the usual stiff netting, began 
to collapse behind us. My sister grabbed my hand and hauled me up the remainder of the stairs and we all looked 
back in horror as the entire roof collapsed, narrowly missing us. Somewhere, in the strange silence that followed, 
the siren wailed, then suddenly, everyone was running back down the stairs through the tangle of glass and metal. 
Beryl and I raced home, to find my mother about to come out and look for us. All the windows of our house had 
been blown in - the only real damage suffered during the entire war - but when Pam got home she found that the 
bomb had landed on the newly opened British Restaurant which was just in front of her home, the front wall of 
which was so badly damaged that her grandmother could clearly be seen sitting up in bed. Pam and her father went 
up to help her, collected as many of her things as possible and threw them down, and both stayed with her until all 
were rescued by the ARP and firemen.   

The British Restaurant was rebuilt quite quickly. These had sprung up all over the place. The food was quite 
awful, though cheap and sustaining. When ours was bombed the second time, there was a hint that Hitler was on 
our side after all. 

News came that my cousin Gordon had been taken prisoner by the Italians and then, in 1944, my sister Gwen 
was badly injured. Now 18, she was working at Cable and Wireless in London, and she was literally blown several 
yards along the road when she was passing Australia House just as it was hit.  She had glass and 32 pieces of 
shrapnel removed from her body in St Thomas’s Hospital, before being moved to Surrey to recuperate. Since that 
was such a long, difficult journey for my parents to visit her, Beryl and I were sent to my Aunt and Uncle, parents of 
Gordon, in Manchester. My aunt was in the WRVS, and one afternoon we went with her to ‘help’ serve tea to a 
crowd of American servicemen. It was a lively afternoon. One of the soldiers played boogy woogy on an out of tune 
piano and lots of them danced with Beryl and me. While we were staying there, our parents came up for a weekend 
and we all went to a zoo. There were hardly any animals as they had also been evacuated, and we sat sheltering 
from the pouring rain trying to eat big, heavy buns. I think we were in Manchester for just over a month, after which 
Beryl returned home but I was sent to Chester to stay for a further few weeks with our ex-neighbours.    



Then, on the 8th May, 1945, peace was declared in Europe. I remember a feeling of mild surprise. I knew it 
would happen one day of course, but somehow war seemed to me normal as I couldn’t remember peace.  By now 
almost 10 years old, I went out on my bike through the streets of North Harrow that morning, my plaits adorned 
with patriotic ribbons, and saw everywhere was decorated with flags and bunting. Everyone seemed to be smiling 
and laughing and later that day we had a street party. Long trestle tables were set up in the road, a piano arrived 
from somewhere and everyone sang whilst we children sat at the tables and were plied with more sandwiches, 
jellies and buns than we knew what to do with. Then there was an impromptu concert with a man telling funny 
stories that I didn’t understand and someone with a wavery voice singing ‘Come into the garden Maud.’ And then 
more singing and everyone dancing and talking to everyone else and there were flags flying out of every window and 
on lamp posts and bunting tied all across the road and there were lots of people in uniform and everyone was 
laughing and kissing each other.     

In the middle of it all I remembered the little girl who had my pram and wondered if she was happy, for we 
now lived in a different road. And Mrs Moore who sobbed all over my mother when she heard about Patrick. And 
Gordon, who still hadn’t arrived back from Italy. No-one knew then that Italians had been hiding him for months in 
the mountains. And as I looked round at the happy crowds, even I, as a not quite ten year old, saw that quite a few 
people looked sad and quite a few were crying. 

PEACE - 1945 

D’you  remember the first day of peace, mum,  

D’you remember the first day of peace? 

Oh yes, I remember it well, my dears,  

the flags and the bunting,  

the shouting and cheers 

the feeling of freedom from bombing and fears: 

gay covered tables filling our street, 

tea urns and fireworks and good things to eat, 

a piano and kisses, some prayers and some graces, 

and children all chattering - bright, happy faces.  

 

But I had a friend who sat there and cried,  

for her dad wasn’t there - her dad had died.  

‘In a ship,’ she had said,  

‘it sank down in the sea.’ 

She told me he’d died there for her and for me.  

 

Yes, I think we were happy that day long ago,  

though for some it was too hard to bear - 

the ones left over from battles  

on the sea or the land or the air.  

But I remember it all, my dears,  

the day when the world was set free,  

and the sad little child whose father had died,  

fighting for her and his country and me.     



Get on your Bike or come for a Hike 

2019 Ride and Stride Saturday 14th September 

 
We need cyclist and walkers, and of course sponsors. 

 

The object is to visit as many of our lovely Dorset churches as you can on your 

ride or walk—and to raise money for Dorset 

Historic Churches Trust  

and St Peter’s Church. 

 

Please contact 

Andrew Oliver 01963 362109 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
Coffee & Cake at Triangle Cottage on 

Friday 27th September from 10.30am 

 

All proceeds to 

Macmillan Cancer Support  
More details, cake and cash donations to  

Jane 07845 9991775 

 

 

 

 



Heads up on the latest Hedgehog News 
 

I have had a few reports of people seeing hedgehogs in their gardens, what a delight. Our hogs have now 
returned to our garden after a short hibernation. 

I was fascinated to find an over winter nest vacated in the Spring under the dead leaves of a Crocosmia 
plant.  The hog had woven a nest from the long leaves, I am so glad I left it unpruned. 
A few tips 
 Now that the summer has arrived, be sure to leave out a bowl of water.  You can also supply a small portion 
of food, either tined cat or dog food in jelly or dry cat biscuits. Our food station is cat unfriendly, designed with a 
low gap at the bottom of a triangle shaped box that only hogs can access.  Remember feeding hogs in dry weather 
will help them survive into the winter. 

If you have space in your garden or under a hedge, construct a small pile of logs, sticks and long leaves this 
is ideal for a summer or winter sleep over. Remember to leave a piece of your garden with long grass this gives 
cover, a tidy garden is not a wild life friendly environment. 

Please contact me and I will put you on to my hog information sheet list, I will need your permission. This 
will save me printing off hard copies also you will be able to contact me with your latest hog sightings, this can be 
added to the village sighting map.  
 Don’t be fearful  to sign up, there is no pressure on you to join Dorset Mammal Group or any other groups. 
Look forward to hearing from you.    

Jo Williams – Hedgehog Co Ordinator. 

For the Love of Kayaking 
I started my hobby about 12 years ago, regretful that I had not found the sport before, but blessed that I have now 
found it. 
 I am not an exceptional kayaker just determined to paddle having a love of rivers and the sea. 
 I learnt my basic skill at Sutton Bingham reservoir in Yeovil, where I was required to capsize my boat. This 
presented me with a big problem, I was terrified of putting my head and nose under water.  I realised I would not 
be able to progress if this was not achieved.  I practised at home using the wash basin, you might laugh, then 
progressing onto one to one lesson at the swimming pool.  Fast forward once capsize had been successfully 
achieved, next practice Eskimo rescue and Eskimo rolls in the reservoir in cold water even in the summer with no 
dry suit at this time. 
 After paddling local canals, the next step up was paddling on the River Dart and the River Barle in Exmoor 
also several trips to the Llandysul river centre in Wales. 
 As well as attending the white-water centre in Cardiff, that in itself is an experience, using the travellator 
taking you from the river basin up to the start of the run.  First time is a bit scary where you need to avoid several 
6 person inflatable's as well as a big drop at the end of the run. 
 Unfortunately, because of the short winter season on the rivers some of us were keen to prolong our 
paddling into the summer, there was no alternative but to progress onto the sea.  Now I regularly paddle along the 
coast of Dorset. Ringstead to Lulworth is always a favourite. As well as weekend trips away to Cornwall and 
Devon covering up to 12 miles plus a day. These adventures usually entail camping, but that is the price to pay to 
see such beautiful scenery. I have even paddled around Portland Bill, may I add with very experienced paddlers. 
 My most recent trip was to the Scilly Isles with our group, travelling out on the Scillonian from Penzance to 
the island of St Marys with our boats on a transporter.  No way could I manage to paddle to the Scilly’s from 
Penzance, I am not super woman. 
 Over the years I have enjoyed Kayaking holidays in Turkey sleeping on the gullet in the open air on deck, 
also paddling in Croatia, Lanzarotta and France. 
 Our club is run solely by volunteers and a few years ago I joined the committee.  Over the years I have 
helped support fun sessions on the reservoir on a Friday afternoon for children from local schools and I 
particularly enjoy supporting a group of children with special needs. 

 If anyone is interested in joining our club, go onto the Sutton Bingham Canoe Club web site.  You will 

receive tuition on Open Canoes, paddle boarding, surfing as well as river (white water) and sea kayaking. The good 

thing you don’t need any equipment to start, all is supplied.        

 Jo Williams 



Stourton Caundle Golf Society  

Monthly Report – June 2019  

 

It was a cloudy and windy day, promising rain that we somehow managed to avoid. It was also Fathers Day, so 

whilst we lost a few players to the inevitable family engagements, we also gained a few sons playing with their 

fathers or fathers-in-law. There were plenty of last minute handicap adjustments this month, with the top and 

bottom of the table all bunched up. Normal stableford individual and team competition this month. I was not in 

charge of the camera either, so apologies for the poor image quality. 

 

 

We had joint winners this month, with Shaun Read and Chris Paull 

sharing the honours with 16 points Second month in a row for Chris at 

the top; the four shots cut from his handicap should slow him up next 

time though. Congrats to you both. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

The ‘Late Comers’ were victorious this month, although with one of 

the joint winners, and all three of the joint second placers, it’s no 

surprise. Well done Rob Mitchell, Stuart Loudwell, Chris Paull and 

Roger Paull 

 

Monthly Report—July 2019 
 

Just one day prior to our annual outing, and 19 golfers made the trip to Folke for final practice. Despite having not 

seen any rain for weeks, we were treated (?) to some mizzly drizzle, and a couple of sharp showers, which actually 

acted to freshen up an otherwise humid, clammy day. It was a day of extremes, with some very low scores, and 

some very high scores, with not much in between. The course, as always of late, was playing wonderfully 

 

Romping home with 20 points was Simon Price, so a well deserved cut just in 

time for the big day. Incidentally, our President Terry Taylor, seen here 

presenting the trophy to his son-in-law Simon, came second with 18 points, 

including a 5 point 2 on the first hole. 
 

 

 

 

 

The Presidents Boys team were most impressive, winning the team trophy by 

an incredible 10 clear points. Congrats to Mark Goudge, Terry Taylor, Simon 

Price & Roger Paull. Presented here by your author, David Conduit (only way 

I was going to get a mention). 

 

 



“SCREEN BITES” IS BACK”  

Wednesday 23rd October 2019  -  7.00pm in the Village Hall. 

 For those of you who don’t remember this very enjoyable village evening, it consists of a 
number of local food producers setting up stalls with delicious tasters of their produce for you to 
sample and buy.  In the past we have had purveyors of fine chocolate, meat, sausages, jam, 
rapeseed oil, cheese and much more.  Following this an excellent film with a food or drink theme 
is shown, the title of which will be announced in the next Stourton Caundler. 

 Wine bar, plus tea and coffee on sale.  Tickets £8.    

 

See the next Caundler for more details. 



Sue Knott Obituary  
 

    Sue, born in the August of 1945, was the second of three 
daughters of Dennis and Margaret Wareham, who were living at Knapp 
Farm, a small isolated dairy farm, located in the parish of Doulting, just 
to the north of Shepton Mallett.  Her father milked a small herd of dairy 
cows, reared pigs and helped out on other local farms. Sue attended 
Doulting primary school until the age of eleven, when her father took 
over the tenancy of Manor Farm at Barton St David. Sue attended 
Keinton Mandeville School for the summer term of her final year in 
primary education, before transferring to Ansford Secondary Modern 
School at Castle Cary.    
    After leaving school, Sue worked alongside her father on the family farm, until her first marriage in 1970, 
moving to Galhampton, a village near Castle Cary, and working as a part time Learning Support Assistant at Castle 
Cary Primary School, until the birth of her son Martin in 1973. In 1978, coinciding with Martin starting school, Sue 
was appointed Learning Support Assistant, and Lunchtime Meals Supervisor, at North Cadbury Primary School, 
posts she held for the next 27 years, until her retirement in 2005. 
   Sue first met her future husband, Philip, in the December of 1990. Martin had by then left school and was 
working in his chosen career as an apprentice mechanic at a garage in Evercreech. In the April of 1991, with his 
divorce settlement finalised, Philip was able to return to his former marital home in Stourton Caundle and Sue was 
able to spend her weekends in the village, meeting local residents and engaging in the social side of village life, 
helped by their visits to the Trooper Inn.   
 The following year, their situation became a little more complicated, as Philip took over parental control for 
his two sons. The logistical problems this created were solved by the purchase of a small car, which enabled Sue to 
travel independently between Ansford and Stourton Caundle. Sue was now not only running two households but 
also continuing with her three part time jobs, as the mortgage on her own property still had to be paid.   On 
weekdays the washing was on the line by 6am and Sue was on her way back to Ansford, to ensure Martin was up 
and ready to go to work, before travelling on to North Cadbury for the start of her own working day.   
    To resolve this situation Sue agreed to move to Stourton Caundle, however conditions were attached, a 
date had to be set for a wedding and the pet rabbits and pole cat ferret had to go. In the February of 1993 Sue 
became a Stourton Caundle resident. A shopping trip to Yeovil soon followed, on returning home Sue announced 
that she had purchased her wedding ring. Sue’s next project was to start repainting the interior of the house, every 
room was redecorated. On completion of this project Sue then took over control of the garden and lawn mowing, 
removing hedges and planting herbaceous borders. The garden that she created during the next nine years was 
much admired by her neighbors, when walking their dogs along the adjoining public footpath. This period of time 
coincided with Larry and Sue Skeats tenure of the Trooper Inn and there were frequent late night visits to the 
Trooper.  
     In 2002, Philip accepted a voluntary severance offer, ending a thirty year career with Wessex Water, and the 
decision was taken to move to Gillingham, where Philip was appointed as General Manager and Deputy Town 
Clerk for Gillingham Town Council. Sue created another eye catching herbaceous border and the newly built 
chalet bungalow was kept in immaculate condition.  
    In 2010, when planning for retirement, the decision was taken to return to Stourton Caundle. A suitable 
property was not available in the village at the time, but Garden Cottage just a mile up the road at Stalbridge 
Weston proved to be the perfect solution.  Hedges were removed, herbaceous borders created and Sue’s garden 
again received the approval of the local residents.  
      In 2013 Sue was diagnosed with Parkinson’s disease less than two years after Philip’s retirement.   In 2016 
Sue was dealt another devastating blow with a diagnosis of Parkinson’s Dementia. A gradual decline in both her 
physical and mental health then ensued. She was no longer able to write and memory recall became an increasing 
problem, resulting in a loss of self-confidence, as she was no longer able to participate in conversation. Mobility and 
balance issues became more pronounced and climbing stairs became increasingly difficult. In the November of last 
year this decline started to accelerate, and by the end of January this terrible illness had completely engulfed her, 
both mentally and physically. A temporary bedroom in the lounge provided a short term solution, until at 3am a fall 
left her in agony on the floor. Sue underwent a successful operation to replace the top half of the hip. Five weeks 
of excellent care in the Willows, at the Yeatman Hospital resulted in Sue being discharged from hospital, to return 
home on the 8th April, with an initial care support package put in place.  On the 1st of May Sue was readmitted to 
the Willows.    From then on there was a further unexpected rapid deterioration in her condition and 
just ten days later Sue was receiving end of life care. Sue passed away in the early hours of the 20th May, just 8 days 
short of her Silver Wedding Anniversary.  The collection at the Service at St Peter’s Church celebrating Sue’s life 
amounted to £614-80p for Parkinson’s UK. 



Simple Carrot Cake Recipe 
 
This is a very simple carrot cake recipe that I brought back from my three years in 
the southern states of America. It never fails and is so delicious 
 
2 cups sugar 
2 cups flour 
2 tsp soda bicarbonate 
1 tsp salt 
2 tsp cinnamon 
Add 4 eggs 
1.5 cups oil 
3 cups of finely grated carrots 
 
Blend ingredients well and bake 350’ for about 50 mins 
 
When cool add topping scrumptious! 
1 packet icing sugar 
2 tsp vanilla 
4 oz cream cheese ( add more if too stiff or add soft butter) 
Decorate with walnuts or pecans 
 
Dee Lord 

Garden Tips for August/September 
 
We often feel there’s a lull in the garden in July, but now all the late summer perennials are starting to come into 
their own and as the light softens and the days shorten the strong colours of these plants look wonderful, especially if 
you’ve got grasses in the mix; I’m keen on them! Not forgetting the shrubs, such as Hydrangeas, Abelias and 
Buddleias (the bees and butterflies love the last two). Then there’s the late flowering Clematis, such as Jack Manii. 
Finally the annuals and annual climbers that will go on until the first frosts. 
 
Here’s a few jobs for these months: 

 It goes without saying to keep deadheading, feeding and watering of pots. 
 Take Pelargonium cuttings in August. Try cuttings of plants you wish to propagate. Its good to experiment, 

especially if it’s the only one you’ve got, and not readily available at local nurseries, plus very rewarding when 
they take, and you have lots of new plants for free! 

 Hedge cutting starts. Evergreen hedges and shrubs should be done by the end of September 
 To keep Lavenders bushy, prune back as soon as they’ve finished flowering. 
 

 There is a temptation to cut back/tidy up your borders by the end of September but try to resist and let the 
plants naturally die back, better for them, better for wildlife. 
I hope by now You’ve all got the message about mulch and having your own compost heap, however small, it all 
helps. 
 Also water butts, especially as our weather is so topsy turvy, with long dry periods interspersed with really 
heavy downpours. We need to preserve/save our rain water. I know water butts are not things of beauty, although 
you can buy attractive ones at a price. ‘But’ you could paint them a different colour, grow plants round and over and 
put plants on top etc!! 
 I’ve decided Cerinthi Major, a hardy annual, is my plant of the year. I have one that flowered all last summer, 
survived the winter and is still flowering now! The bees love it, it happily self seeds everywhere and as my mother 
says, ‘mucks in with everything else’. If you haven’t heard of it, buy a packet of seeds and try. 
 Finally, September is a good time to go away and not worry about the garden, that’s 
what I’m doing anyway! Enjoy the rest of the summer and don’t forget to sit in your garden. 

 

Your Garden Guru 



Village Hall ‘100 Club’ 
June & July Results 

Two Draws made at the Trooper on 12th June 2019: 

June Draw: 

First Prize:  £25.00 No.182 Mark Fenwick 

Second Prize:  £20.00 No.153 Peter Liversidge 

Third Prize:  £15.00 No.194 Pauline Baker 

 

Midsummer Bonus Draw: 

First Prize:  £25.00 No.245 Lucinda Hiscock 

Second Prize:  £20.00 No.115 Lorraine Bingham 

Third Prize:  £15.00 No.157 Anne Foot 

 

July Draw made at The Trooper on 17th July: 

First Prize:  £25.00 No.202 Ron Clough 

Second Prize:  £20.00 No.255 Nikki Luxton 

Third Prize:  £15.00  No.139 Keith Murphy 

 

The next two draws will be on 14th August and 18th September, at the Trooper at 7.30pm.    

                       Anna Oliver 

SUMMER SHOW AND TEA PARTY 
 

Saturday 7th September 2019 
Stourton Caundle Village Hall 

 
Bring Exhibits to Village Hall 9 - 10.30 a.m. 

Hall Opens for Viewing 2 p.m. 
Prizes at 2.45 p.m. 

Tea & Auction at 3.15 p.m. 
 

Open to village residents and Garden Club members 
Entry Forms for the Show are not required in advance, they may be collected upon arrival.  

More than one entry in a class is encouraged. 
 

We invite everyone to come to the  

Tea Party  
held at 3.15 p.m. at the end of the Summer Show 

  

Tickets £3.00 for adults 
£1 for children 

  

There is limited availability so please book your tickets as soon as possible from: 
                             

Win Gillard 01963 363816 
or  

Christine Peters 01963 362430  
Please bring your family and friends.  



When is a Country, not a Country? 
When it is a semi-autonomous state such as North Cyprus.   

 
LONG STORY SHORT 
 
 The island of Cyprus has always had a highly strategic importance from its location in the eastern 
Mediterranean, and was dominated by the Ottoman Empire until 1878 when the British Government 
'negotiated' an alliance with Turkey and assumed administration.  After the First World War when Turkey 
had sided with Germany, it became a British colony and remained so until 1960 when pressure for 'Union 
with Greece', largely stimulated by EOKA under George Grivas and ENOSIS under Archbishop Makarios, 
resulted in Cyprus becoming an independent republic, with Britain, Greece and Turkey each having the 
right to intervene. 
 Three years of relative peace, followed by years of serious civil unrest - not only between Greek and 
Turkish Cypriots but also between the President, Archbishop  Makarios, and Athens where the Colonels 
had taken power - culminating with the oddly named Operation Atilla in 1974 when Turkey invaded Cyprus 
effectively isolating the north of the island from the south.  A UN Buffer Zone was established with a 
'Green Line' separating the two. Considerable panicky migration took place with many Turkish Cypriots 
moving from south to north and Greek Cypriots going in the opposite direction. This status was further 
solidified in 1983 when the Turkish Cypriot Assembly declared the Turkish Republic of North Cyprus 
TRNC as an independent state. Such remains the present situation, with North Cyprus recognised by 
Turkey only, and the Green Line still controlled by the UN.  
 
NOWADAYS 
 
 I toured North Cyprus in November 2018 and was pleasantly surprised to see Orthodox Greeks 
and Muslim Turks living together in obvious harmony.  Though some of the Greek Orthodox Cathedrals 
had been converted into Mosques, others remained untouched.  Our extensive itinerary included visits to 
both, although our guide did suggest that neither religion was particularly supported.  Historic monasteries, 
such as those of St Andrew and St Barnabas. were well maintained, largely for tourism.  We also visited 
two impressive Roman sites where the agora and amphitheatres were being uncovered, assisted 
surprisingly by EU grants. 
 What was sad however were the remnants of those years of dispute.  The previously bustling seaside 
part of Famagusta, on the divisive Green Line, is a 'Ghost Town' having been a prohibited area since 1974. 
Crossing the Line in Nicosia emphasises the difference between the ostensibly Turkish northern culture 
and the  
westernised southern EU euro modern town, with its McDonalds and KFC, not seen at all in North 
Cyprus. 
 
THE FUTURE 
 
 Is there one?  How can an isolated unrecognised 'state' develop?  Turkey's stronghold sustained by its 
military presence - every North Cypriot male has to do national service in the Turkish army - will prevent 
North Cyprus linking up with its southern counterpart and, for their part, southern Cyprus, Greece, and 
the EU will not accept North Cyprus while it is in essence part of Turkey.  The same applies to movement 
of people as North Cypriots are allowed limited Turkish citizenship only.  
 In practice too, this isolation means that direct flights into North Cyprus are allowed only through 
Turkey; this applies to trade too.  Nor is there any material trading across the Green Line.  Our guide kept 
thanking us for supporting the economy of North Cyprus and asking us to encourage our friends to visit.  
This I am happy to do.  It is a rugged country and not easy to reach, but its history and culture warrant 
more visitors and the old walled town of Famagusta, northern Nicosia and Kyrenia with its impressive 
castle and harbour, plus all the fruits, food and people shouldn't be abandoned.  
 Read 'Bitter Lemons' by Lawrence Durrell whose house still exists in Bellapaix with its beautifully set 
monastery ruins, and Victoria Hislop's 'The Sunrise', both of which set out the problems of North Cyprus 
better than I have attempted to. 
 

Alan Woodward 



The ‘Boys’ of Summer 


