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A History of Christmas Trees  

 

 

No one knows when fir trees were first used as Christmas trees. It was probably 1000 years ago in Northern 
Europe. Some were hung from ceilings, and others, across parts of northern Europe, were cherry or hawthorn 
branch  that were put into pots and brought inside so they would  flower at Christmas. 
The first documented tree at Christmas and New Year celebrations is in Riga, Latvia, where there is a plaque 
engraved "The First New Year's Tree in Riga, 1510", in eight languages. Nothing is known about the tree, apart 
from being attended by men wearing black hats. Afterwards they burnt the tree.  A picture from Germany in 
1521 shows a tree being paraded through the streets with a man riding a horse behind it. The man is dressed as 
a bishop, possibly representing St. Nicholas. 
The first Christmas trees in homes, were in the 16th century. There is a story that one night before Christmas, 
Martin Luther on a forest walk looked up to see stars shining through the trees. It was so beautiful, that he went 
home and told his children that it reminded him of Jesus, who left the stars of heaven and came to earth at 
Christmas.  Another story tells of St. Boniface of Crediton, Devon, who travelled to Germany to preach to the 
pagan German tribes and convert them to Christianity. He came across a group about to sacrifice a young boy 
while worshipping an oak tree. To stop the sacrifice, he cut the tree down and, to his amazement a young fir tree 
grew from the roots. St. Boniface took this as a sign of Christian faith and his followers decorated the tree with 
candles so that St. Boniface could preach to the pagans at night. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
In Victorian times, the tree was decorated with candles to represent stars. Many Europeans still use candles.  
Tinsel was invented in Germany, where it was made from thin silver strips. Plastic tinsel has become very 
popular as it is cheaper and lighter.    
Many towns and villages have their own Christmas Trees. One of the most famous is in London’s Trafalgar 
Square, which is given to the UK by Norway each year as a 'thank you' for the help the UK gave Norway in 
World War II.  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

In many countries, different trees are used at Christmas. In New Zealand, the 'Pohutakawa' tree with red flowers 
is used and in India, Banana or Mango trees are often decorated.  

Gordon Stobie 

In Germany, Christmas trees were decorated with gingerbread and 
biscuits and later glass makers made small ornaments similar to those 
used today. At first, a figure of the Baby Jesus was put on the top of the 
tree. Over time it changed to an angel, that told the shepherds about 
Jesus, or a star guiding the Three Wise Men.                                
Christmas trees came to Britain in the 1830s. They became popular in 
1841, when Queen Victoria and Prince Albert had one at Windsor Castle.  
The publication of a drawing helped Christmas trees become popular in 
the UK and  USA. 
 

Because of the danger of fire, in 1895 Ralph Morris, an American, invented 
the first electric Christmas lights, similar to the ones we use today.   The 
most lights lit at the same time on a Christmas tree is 194,672 in Malmedy, 
Belgium, on 10 December 2010! 

 

The evergreen fir tree has celebrated winter festivals (pagan and Christian) 

for thousands of years. Pagans used branches to decorate their homes 

during the winter solstice as it reminded them of the spring to come.                                   

Romans used Fir Trees to decorate their temples at the festival of 

Saturnalia.                                                                                          

Christians use it as a sign of everlasting life with God. 

                  Thank you!                    

A big thank-you to Margaret Waddingham for her kind donation of Cottage Garden plants from 
her garden which will be planted at the corner of Cat Lane and Brimble 
Cottages.                                                                                                    Chris Stobie 



Mary has had a Baby! 
After forty years of trying, Mary Collard has had a baby!  Pippin 
arrived in Mary’s airing cupboard when she was least expecting 
him.  He is about the size of a walnut and very sweet.  Although 
Mary was enchanted by his arrival she quite quickly decided that 
she needed to put him up for adoption and he is now living happily 
with foster parents , who are experts at raising baby tortoises.  
This is also an opportunity to wish Mary the very best for her new 
life in Stalbridge.  Mary was born here in Stourton Caundle where 
she has lived all her life, and is a much loved neighbour and 
friend.   She is also a female version of St Francis, and the many 
animals who know her will miss her, too.  She promises to come 
back to walk Zac with his village friends. So it isn’t goodbye, Mary, 
and we wish you a smooth and safe  removal to your new home.        

SK 
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With thanks to this edition’s ‘Roving Editors’ the  

Parochial Church Council  
 

Please present all contributions for the next  issue to the editor by 12 noon on  Friday 
22nd January 2016 by e-mail if possible.  E-mail address: thecaundler@hotmail.co.uk.  

Stars at Christmas-tide 
The long, dark, cold nights of winter are upon us, now that the sun has sunk well south of the celestial equator. 
Eventually its apparent motion south comes to a halt as it traverses the constellation of Sagittarius the Archer 
when the Winter Solstice is reached. This year that moment in time occurs at 4.48am on Monday, December 
21

st
 – thankfully thereafter the sun drifts north along the Zodiac, as it does every year, passing through 

Capricorn, Aquarius, etc. and the days lengthen accordingly. 
 
Mid-winter is a hard time for many, especially birds, animals and other creatures when food is scarce and each 
long night forces them to find shelter from the cold as best they can. For the most part, we do not have to 
suffer such hardships and, if we wrap up warm, we can comfortably venture out on any cold, clear night to 
gaze up at the stars, which seem to shine especially brightly during Christmas-tide. 

 
Indeed, the brightest stars are always to be seen in our winter skies: 
notably in Orion the Hunter, with the Dog constellations of Canis Major 
(containing the Dog Star, Sirius, the brightest in the sky) and Canis Minor 
both dogs tagging along behind Orion as he challenges Taurus the Bull, 
whilst Gemini the Twins look on and Auriga the Charioteer speeds to 
Orion’s rescue.  
 
Embedded in these constellations are seven bright stars arranged roughly 
in a circle, starting with Capella located furthest north followed by, going 
clockwise, Aldebaran, Rigel, Sirius, Procyon, Pollux and Castor. Some folk 
call this ‘asterism’ the Winter Circle.  
 
So do have a go one clear, moonless night this Christmas and take a long 
look at one of Mother Nature’s spectacles, one which rivals anything the 
Xbox has to offer and moreover, it’s real.                           

              Richard Miles 



When Folk met Rock - An Evening to Remember 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
What a night! Did you miss out on the 'happening' down at the Village Hall on Friday 6 November? Or, like me, 
maybe you had the chance to witness a fantastic evening of sights and sounds at the marvellous concert 
organised as a fund-raiser for All Saints Primary School and the Village Hall. The night kicked off in fine style 
thanks to the band, Jose and the Hot Dogs who played a medley of sound which quickly got folk on their feet 
and dancing. Being in aid of the school, lots of families with children came along and it must have been the sight 
of all those kids prancing and dancing that got most everyone else rocking and reeling too. 
After a short break during which the older revellers regained some of their composure and food and drink were to 
be had, courtesy of The Trooper, and Healthy Options Outside Catering (by Joy on 07796 905347), the evening 
resumed when top Celtic rock band, Roving Crows took to the stage. The band is headed up by singer/
songwriter Paul O'Neill playing acoustic and electric guitars, along with delightful Caitlin Barret on fiddle. In 
2011, she received the 'Top Fiddle Player' award from the Irish Music Association. The line-up was complete with 
Loz Shaw on fretless bass guitar, synthesizer and vocals, all backed by Tim Downes-Hall on percussion. It was 
great to see the floor crowded with everyone 'strictly' dancing their version of an Irish jig, Scottish reel, or some 
such. We all had a good time, loved the high standard of music, and went home well satisfied. 
From the profit on the night, Sarah Challis was able to present Anne Crumpler of Bishops Primary School with a 
cheque for £400, which Anne is very grateful for and says will be dedicated to updating resources for the Early 
Years, and our Village Hall coffers benefitted to the tune of £400 also. Well done everyone, and special thanks to 
Sarah, Jan and family for making it all possible.            

Richard Miles 
 

CALLING ALL CAROLLERS,  

YOUNG AND OLD! 
Once again we’ll be singing outside The Trooper at 
6.30pm on Thursday, 17

th
 December.  By the time you’ve 

sung yourself hoarse, there will be mulled wine and 
mince pies waiting to refresh you in the pub.  Everyone 
is welcome, so do come and join us - the more the 
merrier.    
 

Margaret, Margaret and Annie 



Meeting the Himba 
As a golden anniversary present to each other, we went on safari to Namibia.  
Twenty four hours after leaving Stourton Caundle we stepped into the searing 
heat of the Capital, Windhoek, drove North for two days and arrived at a Lodge 
beside the Kunune River.  On the far bank lay Angola.   
 
Straddling the border, live the Himba; some thirty thousand of them, the last semi-
nomadic people of Namibia.  They are livestock farmers, breed fat tailed sheep 
and goats but count their wealth in the number of cattle they possess.   When the 
grazing in one location is exhausted, they up sticks and move their settlement to 
another.   
 

Bearing gifts of maize and sugar, we visited a village nearby; a circular hamlet of cone shaped houses made of 
clay and dung surrounding an enclosure for livestock and a sacred fire which is kept continuously alight.  The fire 
represents the villager’s ancestors who act as intermediaries to the Himba's God, Mukuru.    
 
We were greeted by the women of the village and lots of smiley children.  The men were away, tending the 
livestock.  All the women were in traditional dress; short skirts made of goat skin with much leather and metal 
adornments.  To protect themselves from the sun and ward off insects, they make a paste of butter fat, ochre and 
herbs which they rub on their bodies twice a day and this gives their skin a characteristic reddish colour. Their hair 
is heavily braided and covered with the special ochre mixture called "otjize".  After showing us their houses and, 
through our guides, explaining how they live and bring up their children, they joined together, sang and danced for 
us in a delightful way.    
 
It was a fascinating and in a way humbling experience to meet a people who, because of the harsh desert climate 
and their seclusion from outside influences,  
have managed to maintain their culture and traditional way of life thus far, but for how much longer, who knows.  
We saw on the roof of one house a small solar panel, presumably 
there to enable the occupants to charge their mobile phones! 
For the next fortnight we explored the region and saw lots of wildlife, 
camping mostly, but sometimes staying in Lodges for the night.  The 
scenery is breath-taking in its scale, one range of blue hills after 
another stretching to the horizon.  Sleeping out under the stars made 
one think of other desert journeys, perhaps most of all, that of the Magi 
making their way to Bethlehem.  
 
But I think meeting the Himba was the highlight of our travels.                                 

Terry Taylor 

The Great Bakehouse Bake off for Macmillan 
 

On Saturday 26 September we hosted The Great Bakehouse Bake Off event in the village hall as part of 
Macmillan Cancer Support’s “World Biggest Coffee Morning”.  
 
Teas, coffees, cakes and bakes were served from 11am until 2pm alongside games, chat and good cheer.  
 
Costs were on a strict donation only basis and so many were generous with not just their cash but time spent 
baking, caking and clearing. 
 
Coffee and Walnut, Lemon Drizzle, Victoria Sponge, Dorset Apple, Chocolate Fudge, Fairy and Flapjack, all 
with or without cream... 
 
Well done to Billy Goudge who won the “Guess How Many 100s & 1000s are on the cake” competition with 
5026 (there were 4856) & to Tom Forrest who was voted Star Baker with  his delicious (& very more-
ish) Monkey Loaf. 
Many thanks to everyone who supported us on the day; coming along to enjoyt he wonderful cakes & bakes 
prepared by our many talented village bakers. 

 

Thanks must also go to everyone who bought tickets and contributed items for the raffle.  Your help & support 
was greatly appreciated & in total the event raised £500! 

Jayne and Deanne Tremlett 



Fairy Seedpod and the Christmas Tree  
 

Fairy Seedpod was a very old fairy.  She didn’t dye her hair bright orange, nor did she paint her nails black, she 
didn’t text her friends because she didn’t have a mobile phone, and she didn’t go on Facebook because she 
wouldn’t have known how to.  Anyway, she hated computers. 
    
Queen Mab, queen of all fairies, who did have orange hair and black nails, and did all the other things that modern 
day fairies do, called her into her office one day near Christmas and said that as she was coming up to retirement, 
she had a special job for her.  
  
“It’s a very special job,” she said. “I want you to sit on top of the Christmas tree in the precinct in the town,” and she 
smiled, her sweetest smile as though this would be a wonderful favour. “There,” she said, “how would you like 
that?” 
 
Fairy Seedpod’s face showed she didn’t like it all.  “But ma’am, it gets very cold on top of an outside Christmas 
tree, and wet and it’s sometimes very windy too.  I’m not sure whether I’m up to it what with my rheumatism and 
all.” 
 
But the Queen flapped up in the air from behind her desk and told her not to be so fussy.    “It’s your last job and 
you ought to be grateful that I’m finding anything for you. And it’s something nice and simple that couldn’t possibly 
go wrong  - and you moan!” 
 
Seedpod hung her head, then pleaded,    
“Ma’m, couldn’t I have an indoor job?  I’d love to sit on top of a tree somewhere else, perhaps in one of those 
houses in Digby Buildings.” 
 
“It’s the precinct or not at all,” said the Queen.  “The houses in Digby Buildings don’t even have Christmas trees.  
Now go back home and find a decent dress to change into - you have got a decent dress, haven’t you, apart from 
that dreadful brown thing you seem to wear all the time?” 
 
Seedpod didn’t like to admit that she had no other dresses, having given them all away - one to a rather poor fairy 
who had travelled from far away and lost all her luggage on route, another to cover up a tiny mouse whose mother 
went out and never came back, and another, very flimsy one, to a young spider who hadn’t quite learnt the art of 
making webs.  Besides, she thought, there was nothing really wrong with the one she was wearing, it was just 
rather old and full of darns.  But the Queen said that she could probably find something with a bit of style and 
colour in the Lost Property Office.   
 
Seedpod brightened.  “Could I find a new wand at the same time?” she asked.  “The tip of mine has bent a bit and 
it doesn’t work very well.  It’s difficult to do any magic with it at the moment.” 
 
Queen Mab scowled and shouted so suddenly that poor Seedpod flew up in the air and landed with a bump on her 
bottom.  
“No magic, Seedpod,” she shouted.  “I’ve told you before, no magic.  Your magic always goes wrong, like the time 
you put out all the computers in Humanland and then messing about with their telephones.  You just sit on the top 
of the tree until new year and behave.”   
 
Poor Seedpod didn’t like to remind Queen Mab that all the humans she knew had been only too glad not to have 
computers or telephones for a while, which is why she found herself on the very tip of an extremely tall tree that 
was covered with twinkly lights in a busy shopping precinct in Yeovil.   
 
She hated it!  For one thing, the tree was so tall that she felt quite dizzy if she looked down, and for another, the 
weather was dreadful.  The pink and purple dress that she had found in Lost Property was very nice but also very 
thin and she shivered and shivered in the cold, frosty nights.  When it was windy she had to hang onto the tip of 
the tree in case she fell off and she was soaked when it rained.  She hadn’t been able to find a new wand so she 
had brought her old, bent one and held on to it very tightly in case she dropped it.  There might just be enough 
magic in it for an emergency, she thought.      
 
People hurried by each day, sometimes glancing up towards her and laughing.    
“What a scruffy fairy,” they said.  “Is that the best they could find?”    
One day a little girl passed by, holding tightly to her mother’s hand and they stopped and stared up at her and 
smiled. “I wish we could have a tree with a fairy just like that,” said the little girl, but the mother shook her head 
sadly for they couldn’t even afford a tree, let alone a fairy to put on it.   
 



Seedpod wished she could do something to help.  One day she asked a passing pigeon if he knew the little girl 
and the pigeon said that he had seen her at  No. 7, Digby Buildings.  “Why?” he asked.  “She looks sad,” said 
Seedpod. “Her mother said she couldn’t even afford a tree and  I’d love to make their Christmas happier.”  
 
One day, when the weather was particularly dreadful, Fairy Seedpod found herself hanging upside down, still 
clutching her wand.  “Oh blow this,” she said out loud.  “I’ve had enough,”  and she wriggled round until she sud-
denly began to fall, catching her foot in the lights as she did so. And all the lights all round Yeovil went out!   
She fell right down to the bottom with a very big bump and sat there for a few moments trying to get her breath 
back.  “Oh dear,” she said,  “Queen Mab won’t be pleased.” 
 
Having got off the tree,  she had no wish to get back on it but here was an opportunity to help the little girl.  It could 
be the last good deed before she retired.  She stared hard at her wonky wand, which she knew was nearly out of 
magic, sat very still, screwed up her eyes tightly and tried to remember a certain spell.  And suddenly the pigeon 
was beside her.   
“Coo,” he said.  “What are you doing down here?” 
“I blew off the tree.” 
“Coo,” said the pigeon again,  “so was it you that put the lights out?” 
“’Fraid so,” said Seedpod.   
“Your Queen won’t be too pleased.” 
“I’m hoping she won’t know it was me.  Anyway, I have a much better good deed in mind than sitting on top of that 
thing.  I want to help that little girl in Digby Buildings.” 
The pigeon fluffed up his feathers and coo-ed a bit more.  “How?” he said. 
 “Could you and a few of your friends find a little Christmas tree for her?” 
“No problem,” said the pigeon.  “Someone’s thrown one in a skip near here because they found a bigger one.” 
 
And that was why, if you’d happened to look up at the sky in Yeovil that night, you’d have seen the strange sight of 
a flock of pigeons flying overhead carrying a small Christmas tree with Fairy Seedpod clinging on for dear life.   
And why, quite late on Christmas Eve, the mother of the little girl who lived at No. 7, Digby Buildings, answered a 
peculiar tapping at the door and found a Christmas tree on her doorstep with a rather dishevelled looking fairy with 
a very wonky wand, lying beside it.  The tree even had a little string of silvery lights on it.   
 
She gave a little cry of pleasure, and took it into her sitting room.   She straightened out the fairy’s dress, wiped 
her face and brushed her hair very carefully with a small tooth brush.  Then she put her on top of the tree.  Be-
neath it she put one or two presents, which she had managed to buy for her little girl, and switched on the lights. 
    
Queen Mab, having been told that all the town’s lights were out, flew by on a routine check and found that Fairy 
Seedpod was not in place on top of the big tree and the lights that had festooned it were all in a tangle. “It’s that 
Seedpod’s fault,” she shouted furiously to no-one in particular.  “It’s always her fault.  Where is she?” 
There was no sign of her in the precinct so she flew on through the dark night until she found just one house in 
Digby Buildings that shone with lights.  She peeped through a chink in the curtains and saw a tree, all lit up, with 
Fairy Seedpod on top of it.  Queen Mab danced up and down in the air with rage.  Quite forgetting that she had 
put on a new dress in time for Christmas celebrations, she flew to the roof and slid down the chimney into the front 
room.   
 
Fairy Seedpod, who had been dozing pleasantly, woke with a start to find her queen standing at the foot of the 
tree, hands on hips, black smudges all over her face and hands and her new dress, scowling at her.   
“It’s your fault again,” she shouted.  
“What is?” asked Seedpod innocently.  
“Putting out the lights all over Yeovil?  Except here.” 
Seedpod peered down at her.  “Well, not exactly my fault.  You see, it had been very windy and it blew me upside 
down and when I tried to get the right way up….” 
“Don’t make excuses.  It was your fault Seedpod - it always is.   Now, get down off that tree and go back to the 
precinct.”  
“Afraid I can’t,” said Seedpod innocently.  “I’m wired on.” 
“Use that wonky wand of yours to help.” 
Seedpod shook her head.  “Sorry,” she said.  “It’s fresh out of magic.  All used up.”  Queen Mab, she noticed, had 
not brought a wand with her at all so she felt fairly safe.  Instead she just stood there, shouted a few insults, then 
flew back up the chimney.    
 
Then Fairy Seedpod did a rather naughty thing.  She put her thumb to her nose and stuck out her tongue in the 
direction of the chimney.  At least I’ve done one last good deed, she thought, even though it had caused some 
inconvenience. 
  
And after all, good deeds are exactly what fairies are supposed to do, aren’t they?         
           

 Margaret Waddingham   



Gardening Tips  
December 
Check your stored apples for any signs of rot and discard those that are infected. 
Earth up brussel sprout plants to support them from strong winds. 
Continue to remove leaves from borders. 
Clear away old crops and dig in organic matter. 
If you are buying poinsettias for Christmas choose carefully, they don’t like temperature change e.g. cold winds, 
they also don’t like too hot or too cold conditions, dry or dark. Water sparingly don’t over water. But enjoy them 
over the Christmas period. 
 
January 
Prune wisteria. Cut back last year’s growth to spurs of two or three buds. 
Order your vegetable seeds. 
Cut back old helibore foliage to show new growth. 
Net cabbages and sprouts to protect them from pigeons. 
Sow summer bedding plants such as begonia, lobelia and salvias in a heated propagator or on a warm window 
sill.  
Sweet pea seeds can be sown. 
Bare rooted hedging can also be planted but not in frosty weather. 
Recycle your Christmas tree by taking it to a garden centre with a shredder. 

                       Nikki Hale 

CHRISTMAS CAKE  
250gm butter or softened margarine 

250gm dark muscovado sugar 
350gm plain flour 
1 tsp mixed spice 

1 tsp ground cinnamon 
¼ tsp freshly grated nutmeg 

4 eggs beaten 
1 tsp grated lemon rind 

1kg mixed dried fruit 
100gm glace cherries halved 

50gm blanched almonds chopped 
4 tbsp brandy 

 
Grease and line a 23cm round or 20cm square tin with a double layer of baking   parchment making sure the 
parchment is 2.5cm deeper than the tin. 
Preheat the oven to 140C/120C fan 
Beat the butter and sugar until fluffy. Sift the flour and spices. 
Beat the eggs into the butter and sugar a little at a time, adding a little flour with each addition to prevent curdling. 
Put in the remaining flour, rind, fruit, cherries and almonds, fold into the mixture. 
Spoon the mixture into the tin, press into corners and level. 
Bake in the centre of the oven for 2-2½ hours until the cake is firm to the touch and a skewer inserted in the centre 
comes out clean.  
Remove from the oven and leave in the tin to cool. Turn out and remove parchment. 
When cool prick all over the base with a fine skewer and pour over the brandy.  (I do this maybe twice before 
Christmas) 
This cake is equally good marzipanned and iced or decorated with crystallised fruit. I have made this cake for the 
last twenty one years and it has always been very moist! 

                                      Chris Holdstock 

Safer Neighbourhood 

• Calling all dog owners:  there have been reports, in the last month, of suspicious incidents around 
dogs and their owners.  A couple of dogs being enticed with food, have nearly been abducted.  Please 
be alert and keep your dogs safe! 

• There have been a number of house thefts in the Sturminster Newton area in the past few weeks.  
Thieves have entered houses and stolen food, drink and jewellery.  Please check the security of your 
hosue and outbuildings. 

Do report any suspicious behaviour via the 101 telephone line or call 999 if a crime is taking place! 



Village Hall 100 Club 
The Draw was made at the Trooper on 18

th 
November 2015: 

 

First Prize:  £25.00 No.118 Olive Graham 

Second Prize: £20.00 No.27  Nina Conduit 

Third Prize:  £15.00 No.161 Zena Clough 

 

Thank you very much to Delia and Fleur for your crucial help with the Autumn collection, which is now complete.  

Every number in use was included in last Wednesday’s draw. 

 

I am extremely grateful to those of you who are kindly continuing membership, and very many thanks to new 

supporters.  £720 has been given equally to draw prizes for the next 6 months and Village Hall funds.   

 

The next two monthly Draws will be on 16
th
 December at the Trooper at 9 pm, and 20

th
 January in the Village 

Hall at 2.30 pm.            

 Anna Oliver  

The Welcome Club 

Today was our first meeting after the AGM and we had 43 members attend. The entertainment for the afternoon 
was a Mr Robin Miller. He cheered everybody up with a series of quick jokes which had everybody laughing. It 
was a good way to brush off the winter blues. 
Our Christmas meal has been arranged for the 16th December at the Kings Stag Yarlington. On Saturday 
21/11/15 we hold the annual Christmas Fayre in the village hall. Our next monthly meeting will be in the New 
Year on January 20th. 

Garden Club Report  
The Garden Club held its AGM on 11 November.  After a glass of wine and some nibbles, almost forty members 
heard the Chairman, Howard ffitch, report on yet another successful year, with two particularly enjoyable garden 
visits and a number of interesting speakers.  He then went on to explain that Jane Onslow had decided to step 
down from the committee, to be replaced by Jane Colville.  Howard himself was resigning as Chairman after 
three years, and Maureen Villiers was also resigning as Secretary, although both agreed to remain on the 
committee.  On behalf of the club and the committee, Howard expressed his particular thanks to Jane and 
Maureen for all their work and support over the years.  A further vote of thanks for the Chairman’s efforts over the 
last three years was called for from the floor. The committee for 2015-16 will be made up as follows: 
 Chairman:  Win Gillard  
 Treasurer:  Linda Walters 
 Secretary:  Marjo Walker 
 Committee members: Howard ffitch, Gay Liversidge, Sally-Anne Barrett 
    Christine Peters, Maureen Villiers 
There then followed a gardeners question time session, with Howard, Janie Harris and Gay Liversidge on the 
panel.  This was more light hearted and informal than the version on the radio, with many interventions and 
contributions from the audience.  However, the panel acquitted itself well in the face of some challenging 
questions, and everybody left a little wiser.   
Future events 
The next meeting of the Garden Club will be held on Wednesday 9 December, when Sue Simon and Penny 
Plunkett will give a demonstration on making Christmas decorations from plants and flower.  The talk will be 
followed by coffee and mince pies, and members are encouraged to come along to the Village Hall for a 7:30 
start. 
The Annual Supper will be held this year on Wednesday 13 January on the Village Hall.  Members and their 
guests should make a note in their diaries!  

                   Broken Nails 

Welcome Club Christmas Fayre 
We held our annual Christmas Fayre on Sat. 21 November. This event was well attended by villagers 
and members. 
We would like to thank all of our members  and villagers for their generous donations of  gifts for various 
stalls and especially for the tombolas and raffle.  Not forgetting thanks for all those ‘Mary Berry’s’ who 
donated  such wonderful cakes. 

Margaret McKay 



The Inn Crowd 
As most of you are aware we made the difficult decision to close Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday 
lunchtimes in September. This was a business decision made when it became apparent that our opening 
costs exceeded our incoming revenue. 
Despite what some people think we are not “winding the pub down” we are making changes that we hope will 
ensure the future of your pub. So in order to prevent your pub becoming another CAMRA statistic please 
support us by coming along to some of the events we host. Such as: 
Sunday lunch jazz, Quiz nights, fish n’ chip suppers, Wednesday Winter Warmers, Comedy nights, Sunday 
music evenings, skittles or just come and have a drink or cup of coffee at the bar.  
You never know who you might meet and what you might find out! 
Remember a pub is for life not just for Christmas!! 
Wishing you all a Merry Christmas and Happy New Year.           

Zena & Kevin 

News from All Saints CE VC Primary School 
‘Nurturing hearts, Inspiring minds’ 

All Saints are delighted to have welcomed three new families and collectively eight children into our school 
community recently – we hope they really enjoy being part of our school family.  
As I write Mrs Kellaway and School Council are very busy organising a fundraiser for Champions of Change – 
this year’s theme for Children in Need. As a Rights Respecting school we are delighted that our young people 
take their responsibilities for others seriously and wish to make a positive difference.  
On 15

th
 October a successful Harvest Festival was presented by the children with prayers led by Reverend 

Anne Budgell. This was followed by a seasonal soup lunch in school provided by our lovely PTA. Donations of 
food were sent to The Yeovil Foyer to support local homeless people.  
We have been so fortunate too, that wonderful members of our community have made us the focus of their 
fundraising efforts. As funding for small schools gets tighter every year we are so grateful for this support. So we 
send huge thanks to Gail of the White Hart at Bishops Caundle who, together with her team, organised 
‘Caundlefest’ in the summer. On 23

rd
 October Gail and two members of her team presented All Saints with a 

donation from this event which the school will use to update some ICT equipment. 
In addition, on 6th November, a wonderful evening event was hosted in Stourton Caundle featuring the band 
‘The Roving Crows’. The families who attended were buzzing about the evening on Monday morning and a 
brilliant time was had by all! We extend further huge thanks to Sarah Challis for organising this and making All 
Saints one of the beneficiaries with a large donation which the school will use to fund some much needed 
resources for our youngest children.  
Looking forward, Christmas is fast approaching and we would very much like to share our festive dates with you. 
They are as follows: 
Friday 27

th
 November: Christmas Fayre and Afterschool Cafe in the school hall at 3.30pm with lots of 

fantastic stalls to help you solve those Christmas present dilemmas. 
Wednesday 2

nd
 December: Christingle Church Service at Bishops Caundle Church at 2.30pm. Help us 

celebrate the true meaning of Christmas with this special celebration. 
Wednesday 9

th
 December: Christmas Nativity in the School Hall at 1.45pm – Come and watch this magical 

show, performed by the younger children at the school. Mince pies and refreshments will be provided after the 
event 
Thursday 10

th
 December: Christmas Carols 6.00pm around the first ever Bishops Caundle Community 

Christmas Tree on Church Green. Come and join us and the rest of the community for carols followed by mulled 
wine at the White Hart. 
Wednesday 16

th
 December: Carol Service at Holwell Church at 7.00pm. A truly wonderful way to celebrate 

Christmas, with special prayers and carols. 
Friday 18

th
 December: Christmas Sing-a-long at 2.30pm in the school hall. Come and join us for a good ole 

sing-a-long led by the children.  
All members of the community are very welcome to join in some or all of these Christmas Events. 

Anne Crumpler  Headteacher    
Visit our website at: www.bishopscaundle.dorset.sch.uk 



ScreenBites 
“For me, cinema is not a slice of life but a piece of cake” (Alfred Hitchcock) 
ScreenBites at Stourton Caundle (Oct 23

rd
) would have shown the great man that you can have both. All the 

classic ingredients of the cinema experience were there; popcorn, hotdogs, ice-cream, fizzy drinks, but all 
delivered with a panache and quality that can’t be found in the West End. 
According to it’s own website, ScreenBites offers ’some of the great tastes of the world alongside world cinema 
with a foodie flavour’. And that is what we got! Cathy Varley’s Chili Popcorn washed down with an excellent 
Ginger Beer brewed by Palmers of Bridport who know how to tantalise with ‘hints of caramel and old fashioned 
lemon bonbons’. The Ansty Herd provided the hot-dog element, and their Pork and Marmalade sausages 
certainly help redefine the term ‘all-day-breakfast’. 
Space does not permit me to name-check the providers of cider, fudge, biscuits, local supermarket services, 
and Hitchcock’s fabled slice of cake, but all these merit an BAFTA nomination at the very least. 
On with the show! Instead of the usual bland commercials, the audience’s palate was tantalized (yet again) by 
a short film extolling Purbeck Ice Cream.  Any unrest in the rearmost rows was allayed by the arrival of our 
very own usherette to announce…an ice-cream break. 
The film? Daniel Cohen’s engaging Art House Movie ‘Comme un Chef’. The seating-comfort/film-length ratio 
was spot on, and the absence of the usual untoward ring-tones was surely the product of the cinematic savoir-
faire of the audience rather than the absence of any signal. Congratulations to all involved!                     

David Buckley 

Naturally Thinking 
One gorgeous afternoon at the end of October I went for a walk along a lane I have not been able to get to for a 
long time.  I can only get to it now because I can drive again.  It is a narrow lane with high, tangled hedges and 
used mostly by farm traffic.  It was one of those wonderful days that smelt almost over poweringly of autumn - 
damp earth and gentle decay.  The hedges were interlaced with yellowing tendrils of bryony, some with 
festooned with necklaces of gleaming berries.  Here and there were clusters of hawthorn berries, scarlet rose 
hips, matt blue sloes and a few late blackberries.  I tried one or two of these, but I was too late - the devil had 
got there first and spat on them (so they say). The remains of hedge bedstraw still clambered through, some as 
high as the hedge itself, beech leaves were turning golden and hawthorn leaves were turning bronze. Through 
everything were the glossy leaves of ivy with masses of lime green flowers just beginning to form berries.   
Along the verges were the remains of summer’s glory - tall nettles still with their blackening tassels and the stiff, 
woody stems of cow parsley.  There were still some things flowering; pure white dead nettle, red campion, here 
and there a dandelion and the low pinky buds of hog weed.   
Further along the lane, a ditch had been dredged, the spoil heaped on the verge.  I was intrigued to see several 
large tubers lying on top of the heap and wondered what they were.  They looked almost like dahlia tubers, but 
whilst I’m fairly familiar with what comes up on top of the earth, I’m not at all sure about the root systems of wild 
flowers so I couldn’t tell what they were.   
Cows obviously use the lane as their regular route to the fields.  The verges are broken in places by tractors and 
cows have trodden in the imprint of their wheels.  In the divots they have made, small seedling plants have 
already taken root and the wet muddy clay has the greeny tinge of algae.   
Thinking about the flowers that were still out made me wonder how many varieties I had seen throughout the 
year within a 2/3 mile radius of home.  Bearing in mind that my walking is rather restricted these days, I had 
been noting almost all of them from the car but the total, from January on, still came to 160.  I know where I 
could have found other varieties which I can only reach on foot but I haven’t counted those as I think it would 
have been cheating.  Not bad though for a total along country lanes seen from a car window.  
Janie phoned one day to tell me that a barn owl had flown along Caundle Lane in front of her one twilight 
evening in October.  How lovely.  My brother-in-law, who lives in Somerset in a house with lots of outbuildings, 
has had barn owls nesting in one of them for the last few years.  The Barn Owl Trust has come along to ring 
them and in the latter part of this year, one of his sons has rigged up a small camera which will connect to his 
TV so that he can watch them from the comfort of his arm chair when they nest (hopefully) once more next year.   
Brian found a dead one once in a barn of a friend’s house when we lived in Devon.  It couldn’t have been dead 
long and he brought it home for me to see.  It was amazingly light and the plumage was so beautiful.  We got in 
touch with the Barn Owl Trust who said that it was probably a late youngster that had died of starvation because 
most of its normal prey would already have been hibernating.  The Trust asked me to return the body so that 
they could do an autopsy on it.          
  Unfortunately I had already buried it.   
It’s marvellous to know that we have at least one in our vicinity because they are not that common these days.  
The number of birds on the danger list seems to get longer each year.  Now it seems that the redwing, puffin 
and curlew, amongst others, have been added to the list of ‘near threatened’.   It’s hard to imagine a world 
without some of these birds, especially the curlew.  

 



It’s a good job that we in this country are now so savvy about looking after our garden birds.  I was asked the 
other day to suggest here how to look after them in winter.  I’m quite sure most of you know what to do already - 
and some a great deal more than I.  However, this is what we do.   
I suppose the main thing is that we provide a few extra treats. Thrushes and robins like fruit and worms - and no, 
I don’t dig for them, meal worms in little boxes do very nicely.    
Sometimes they help us to eat up a few of our leftovers.  Blackbirds in particular seem to like fruit cake or bits of 
mince pies and most fruit that’s gone past its best.   According to the RSPB, a bit of stale grated cheese has 
been known to be a bit of gourmet meal for some.   We haven’t tried that one and anyway, they didn’t specify the 
variety.   We put all scraps onto a bird table because we’d rather any passing rats didn’t join in the party.     
Water is always a bit of a problem in the very cold weather.  We’ve found that a light ball floating in the bird bath 
helps to keep a small area free from ice, and if the worse comes to the worst, we thaw it with hot water, though 
this is somewhat labour intensive in extreme weather.  I shall try the ball trick in my recently acquired pond.  We 
had a friend in Devon who had a huge pond where it was difficult to do anything really practical, so instead he put 
several upturned dustbin lids all round it, and he used the ball and hot water method in those.  He never did tell 
me where he found all the dustbin lids though.   
We have discovered that it’s quite important to make sure that the food that does not get eaten in a day is 
cleared away.  Very cold left-overs seem not to appeal to birds in the middle of winter any more than they do to 
us. 
As well as birds, there now seems to be something else to worry about at this time of the year - all those hedge-
hogs that have returned to the village.   I have to say that we do not have a handy little pile of logs all ready for 
them as we keep being told, because we haven’t any.  I could rig up a basic wooden box stuffed loosely with 
dried grass and moss and a little door cut into it for welcome.  I could even similarly convert one of those really 
large plastic boxes.  I won’t be doing any of these things.  We have a large space beneath our shed.  It looks 
very cosy and has, over the years gathered dried leaves and other tempting bedding so I’m hoping that if one 
strolls this way looking for a winter home, he/she will make it there.  
  
And that seems to be about it for this year.  How quickly 2015 has gone.    
May I wish all of you a very happy Christmas and a peaceful new year.    
                           

               Margaret Waddingham 

Harvest Flowers in the Church 

Parish Council 
Tenders are invited for grass cutting in the churchyard, cemetery and play area for the 2016 season 
(to be received by January 10

th
 2016.)  For further details please contact the clerk on 01963 362864 

or e-mail stourtoncaundle@dorsetparishes.gov.uk. 

Wild Flower Group 
We had the inaugural meeting on 16

th
 October 2015 and agreed that the aim of the group is to 

promote local wild flowers and propagate plant diversity in the verges and hedgerows around the 

village to support the UK Country Wildlife Strategy and to enhance visual appearance, giving 

pleasure to all.                                                                                                                                                     

We propose to test plant suitable verges and spaces where planting would - hopefully flourish. It is 

proposed that amongst others, Cowslips, Harebells, Scottish Bluebells and wild Primroses would be 

used for starters although if other local wild flower seeds become available we would use them as 

well.  For more information or to help with ideas and feedback please do not hesitate to contact 

Penny Kirk, Jenny Carter or Gordon Stobie. 

 


