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CHRISTMAS EDITION 

Screen Bites 21 October 2010 
Our evening at Screen Bites this year started with wine and a splendid selection of tastings from various 
local food producers. We then had a most interesting talk by Rachel Brewer on the making of ciders and 
apple juices from fruit grown in the National Trust’s orchards here in the West Country. There then followed 
an old fashioned interval with cartons of delicious Barford ice cream before the lights went down and we 
were entertained to an American period romp, which certainly lived up to the health warnings in the 
brochure.  Those who were there will certainly view Kellog’s cereals in a different light! A very jolly evening 
and we were all sent home with delicious goodie bags from Dorset Cereals! 

       Vinny Taylor 

Village broadband survey – preliminary results 
Well, here’s where we’ve reached so far, thanks to the 26 people who have tested their broadband speeds and 

submitted all of 73 pairs of measurements of download and upload speed: 

Half of the villagers are achieving download of less than 725 kbps, the lowest on average being just 148 kbps.  

So we are receiving very much less than the ‘up to 20 Mb’ (20,000 kbps) which BT claims in its advertisements. 

The highest average is 2179 kbps.  Upload speed is much more consistent across the board with an average of 

316 kbps.  No-one can upload at faster than 376 kbps, which is very poor in my view. 

A relatively large fraction of respondents experience very variable connection speeds with frequent failures to 

connect at all.  Strangely the broadband speed can also be very different from one side of the road to the other. 

If you haven’t already participated in the survey then do contribute by going to: 

 www.broadbandspeedchecker.co.uk and follow the simple instructions.  Please report your download and upload 

speeds to thecaundler@hotmail.co.uk along with the date and time.   

Thanks. Richard Miles 

Weather 

Rainfall for October 2010 was  68mm/2.7 ins similar to 69 mm /2.72 ins in 2009 
 

We hope to re-introduce a full weather report early in 2011 

Neighbourhood Watch 

There have been a series of warnings from the police recently about thefts from outsheds and suspicious 

vehicles, perhaps checking on future targets.  All readers should be on their guard over the forthcoming festive 

period – don't give thieves opportunities. 



 

 

 

Evolution ? 
 

As many readers will know, Rosemary Julius died earlier this year, having come to live in the village in 
1947.  Her executors have offered THE STOURTON CAUNDLER some reminiscences which were found in her desk 
and we are delighted to publish the first instalment of them in this issue of the magazine.  A number of 
readers will remember the village as she describes it in those early years, but others either too young or 
more recently arrived may be surprised at some of the things that she relates.  
There were village dances then, as now, so villagers clearly enjoyed the social life as much then as they do 
now.  The school has closed and we have lost our own rector, but the need to raise money for the church is 
clearly a constant!  The WI may have gone but in its place we have the Welcome Club.  Pony racing and 
gymkhanas appear to be another casualty of time, unless the Entertainments Committee has thoughts for 
the future!   
In the second instalment to be published in the next issue, Rosemary refers to the building of the village 
hall and the ways in which money was raised after the hut burnt down.  Thinking back to last year’s 
successful appeal for the church tower, generosity, ingenuity and energy are clearly the hallmarks of a 
Stourton Caundler.  The village evolves constantly, but how will we, the present residents, leave it looking 
for the next generation? 
The village hall is in frequent use and adapts well for several purposes.  Being modern, it requires relatively 
little maintenance and much work is done for free by the energetic committee who run it and cajole others 
to help when this is needed (look at the new curtains next time you are in there). The play area, too, is a 
marvellous facility which enhances the life of the younger members of the village. 
Our very old and beautiful church will always need maintenance; this in turn requires funds.  While some 
charitable grants may be available St Peter’s will continue to rely on support from within the village if it is 
to remain in good order and to attract clergy to minister here, so that the church is available for use by 
villagers, be it on a regular or occasional basis.   
The same can probably be said of the pub.  The Trooper sits in the geographical centre of the village and 
provides an excellent meeting place for us all, for drink, food, skittles and fellowship.  A certain level of 
‘cash across the bar’ is required to ensure that this continues.  There are sad sights in many villages and 
towns around the country of closed pubs – do they re-open often?  
It would be a severe loss if any of the principal village assets were not available for the next generation – 
the village would lose something of its spirit and would be a less enjoyable and convenient place to live.  
By all means let us evolve, embracing broadband, the village website and so on, but let us also continue to 
support and look after the assets we already have, as previous villagers have done for us. 
In the meantime, thank you for all the support that the magazine receives from the village – we hope that 
you enjoy the varied articles which follow.   
 

THE STOURTON CAUNDLER team wish all readers a very Happy Christmas and best wishes for 2011. 
        Tim Villiers 

For Pence and Spicy Ale 
The evening will take you on a trip through some seasonal literary, poetic and musical pieces, many of 
them with a local or traditional flavour. Some less common carols and songs rub shoulders with T S Eliot, 
Thomas Hardy and John Betjeman, while local customs such as wassailing and superstitions connected with 
the turn of the year are also examined. Performed by John Waltham (vocals) and Helen English (harp), the 
evening has been very well received over many years. 
Refreshments of mulled cider and mince pies are included in the ticket price of £5.00, and the performance 
starts at 7.30 on Friday 17 December in Stourton Caundle church, with all proceeds going to church funds. 

A further performance will take place at the Ninesprings Centre, Hendford, Yeovil on 8 January.                    
                 John Waltham 

Carol singing round the village 
Dates for this year’s carol singing are Tuesday 21 and Wednesday 22 December. We will follow our usual 
programme beginning at 6.30 on each occasion.  On the Tuesday we will start from the bottom of Brimble 
and from there make our way towards The Trooper, taking in Barrow Hill and all houses between, and on 
Wednesday, we will start from the Jubilee Oak, again making our way towards The Trooper, where, on both 
nights, we will be welcomed with mulled wine and mince pies.  Last year, although there was a record 
number of singers on the second night, we were a bit thin on the ground for the first, so perhaps  we could 
even things up a bit this year.   Anyone can come – the more the merrier – but don’t forget to wear 
something warm (and, if possible, reflective) and bring torches.   
We said last month that we would not be knocking on doors collecting money this year – rather doing it for 
our pleasure, and, we hope, yours.   To attract your attention we will arrive amidst a cacophony of bells, so 
please open your doors to us and join in, listen, request a favourite carol if you would like, so that we can 
wish you a Happy Christmas.           

    The two Margarets (McKay and Waddingham) 
 



 

 

 

                                                                          

The Trooper news roundup 
The Tapas Evening on the 13 November was judged a great success and we had a full house to enjoy 
Jacqui’s Spanish-flavour cooking washed down with Rioja or San Miguel lager. Thanks to all who joined us 
for the evening. 
From Thursday, 25 November (so by the time you read this it may already be happening) we are going to 
start a small ‘convenience shop’ within the pub to supply those basic things, including daily fresh bread, 
which you suddenly find you have run out of and would otherwise have to get the car out to go to 
Stalbridge or Sherborne. Pies, quiches and Christmas puddings made by Jacqui will be for sale and we will 
also have newspapers seven days a week. We will be open every day except Sunday and Monday from 
9am for tea, coffee, cakes and pastries. 
In the pre-Christmas period we will be happy to take delivery for you of any parcels, etc which you may be 
expecting but can’t be at home for; pick them up from us from 7pm. 
As previously mentioned in The Stourton Caundler, we will be moving The Trooper to the Village Hall for New 
Year’s Eve, which will give everyone much more space. We will be putting on a full bar and music to appeal 
to all ages. Join us with friends and family to see in the New Year and make this a village New Year to 
remember. Tickets are £1 in advance, please, so we have an idea of numbers. 
On New Year’s Day we are planning the first ‘Stourton Caundle Ironing Man’ competition; more details from 
us when we have ironed them out (sorry!) 
Our Christmas opening times will be: Christmas Eve 6.30-12 midnight (fish n’chips); Christmas Day 11.30-
1pm; Boxing Day lunch-time opening. 
Finally, John Waltham’s song night is being changed to the second Sunday of the month from December 
onwards. 

      Cheers      Kevin and Zena 

Reminiscences of Stourton Caundle  
from August 1947 onwards 

First impressions:  miles from anywhere – but lovely country.  The natives were friendly and anxious to get 
one involved. The ‘Lady of the Manor’ called within two days of our arrival with a large punnet of 
raspberries and thick cream – not tasted since 1940. 
 

There were Whist Drives regularly and Mrs Priddle (Myrtle Cottage) organised Old Time Dancing.  The 
village band played for this and other evenings.  They were Betty Toone (Ashford) on the concertina, 
Ambrose Stainer, trumpet, George Harris, drums, Frank Palmer, saxophone and Harry Holdway, piano – he 
kept strict tempo and played the organ for church services. 
 

The vicar when I first came was Canon Delahay, a Welshman with a powerful voice.  He had a marvellous 
way with children and I think that Sunday school, attended by most children, was quite something as he 
acted stories from the Bible.  He was also very keen on manners.  If any child passed him in the village 
without a ‘Good Morning’ he stopped them and said ‘What happens to children who don’t say ‘Good 
Morning, Mr Delahay’.  ‘They get hit on the head with a hammer, Sir.’ (was the general reply!)  So we all 
had a cheerful greeting and knew everyone. 
 

We were, as now, always having fund raising efforts.  Whist Drives, awful Church Fetes in the Vicarage 
garden, and Jumble Sales which were very popular with tremendous bargains – hats at a half penny each!  
Fairly early on my sister and I (we had become known as ‘the Julii’) were asked to be secretaries for Pony 
Races.  This was something quite new to us.  We had committee meetings at Newleaze Farm (now 
Cromwell Cottage) with Charlie Gould in the chair.  Fortunately he realised that we had not quite got the 
hang of the Dorset language so he translated when we were stumped.  On the day, the committee was 
provided with a shepherd’s hut from which to operate, and the secretaries were warned that the jockeys 
were a pretty rough lot! 
 

In spring the wildflowers were marvellous with masses of violets and primroses in the ditches and on 
banks, and the fields yellow with cowslips and plenty of early purple orchids and bluebells.  There were 
plenty of nightingales singing day and night and not a collared dove anywhere.  In winter all the field gate 
entrances had about a foot of very liquid mud, since practically every field in those days was pasture. 
 

There was a flourishing Women’s Institute of which Mrs Holdway was President.  She was not only a 
dairyman’s wife but the Head Teacher of the School.  The Women’s Institute was very enterprising in those 
days and had outings all over the place. 
 

In 1956 there was a call for volunteers to get the church bells ringing again.  Fred Priddle and Fred 
Baverstock, both experienced ringers, offered to teach people.  Seven of us started, and ringing continued 
fairly regularly from 1957 until the middle ‘80s. In the ‘80s the Women’s Institute was disbanded.  Sadly 
membership fell off by degrees as subscriptions rose and we all became disillusioned with HQ. 
to be continued ……                                                              Rosemary Julius 



 

 

 

Naturally thinking 
One day in late October, I looked skywards as a flock of birds flew round a couple of times, calling to 

each other with a high, plaintive cry.  That little cry and the sun flashing on their pale undersides 

made them recognisable as redwings.   

Members of the thrush family, these often fly in with fieldfares from Scandinavia and come here to 

feast on our berries.  Trouble is, if other birds get to them first or there weren’t many to begin with, it 

could well be their last journey as they are not very robust.  This year they should be safe:  there’s 

plenty to go round.       

Mr Bocelli has a problem with some of his neighbours. Sparrows have now increased so much that we 

have at least 30 in our small garden – and that’s a lot of sparrow per square foot.  They too have a 

taste for sultanas, and although Mr B will see off one of his kind if it as much as sighs two doors 

away, he is much too polite to shoulder other species out of the way, so we have had to put his share 

on the inside mat.  

These days we have a new and fairly regular visitor to the garden.  He is a sparrow hawk.  He comes 

crashing in like a dive bomber and all the resident or visiting birds go quiet for a very long time until 

they’re sure he’s left.   

(The next bit is not for the faint hearted.)                         

We were having lunch one day in early November when there was a kafuffle in the hedge.  He had 

dived in, caught a sparrow and flew off to the fence at the bottom of the garden which is partly 

sheltered by a laurel.  It may not have been everyone’s idea of a lunchtime interlude, but we watched 

in fascination over the next quarter of an hour whilst he first plucked then demolished his meal – legs, 

beak and all – sat for a few moments to let it go down, then flew off.   I’m glad he chose a sparrow 

rather than a goldfinch or a blue tit – perhaps if there’s a natural predator around it will keep the 

numbers down to a sustainable level.   

(Ok, you’re safe now.)  

A friend phoned to tell me that on the way back from Milborne Port along the wall-bordered road to 

Stalbridge, he had come face to face with a stag in the middle of the road.  Too small for a red, too 

large for a roe and quite definitely not a fallow, he identified it as a sika deer.  These are not native to 

this country but were introduced during the 19th century and in some parts, including Dorset, they 

have thrived, though not in such large numbers as our native species.   

Shuffling through the leaves of woodland on the outskirts of the village, I stopped to examine nut 

shells, particularly those of the hazel. Some had jagged holes made by nuthatch, magpie or 

woodpecker.  Some were cracked in half by a squirrel.  Some had small, rounded holes at one end 

with delicate little tooth marks made by a wood mouse or bank vole.  The ones I keep looking for are 

those with a neat hole in the side but no sign of tooth marks, because this would be made by a 

dormouse.   

When I lived in Devon, I found one in his nest.  I thought it was just an empty ball of grass and bark, 

so I stuck my finger inside to see how it was made and suddenly detected a slight change of 

temperature.  I peeped in the hole and could just see a tiny chestnut-coloured creature, coiled up 

with its furry tail across its nose and its tiny paws perfect and pink.  I covered the hole up quickly and 

replaced the ball where I’d found it.  I have always cherished the memory of the little Devon 

dormouse, and that’s why I keep searching here, in the hope that I may find one of its Dorset 

cousins.     

Happy Christmas.   

Margaret Waddingham  

Survey of village women - update 

Readers may recall that some months ago I circulated survey forms to the women [aged 13 and over] of 
the village, for the purpose of informing my study and artistic practice while seeking to complete my MA at 
Wimbledon College of Art.  

I had to defer my course for a year and therefore the survey was put on hold. However, I have returned to 
the university and hope, with your help, to pick up where I left off.  

Response last time was wonderful, so thank you for that and I shall be contacting more of those 
respondents over the coming weeks.  

If there are any of you who have either moved into the village since the last poll, entered into the age 
bracket now or did not have the time to respond then and would like to do so now, please contact me on 
365713 and I shall arrange to get a survey form to you. 

I intend for the information gathered to generate art works of many forms involving painted portraiture, 
photography, film and documentary, social gathering, hilarity and general edification [possibly even some 
communal artwork such as a tapestry?] , so please if you feel inclined then do get involved. You can also e-
mail me on deannetremlett@btinternet.com if you would rather.           

 Thanks, Deanne Tremlett 



 

 

 

Profile of a Stourton Caundle family 
Like many others, Matt and Sarah Long just happened upon Stourton Caundle 
but after twice renting here, they are now ensconced in their own stylishly 
updated home in Barrow Hill.  
Sarah hails from Shropshire but aged seven moved with her family to Zambia 
for three years. This first foray overseas engendered in her an enthusiasm for 
travel that was to shape her future. After school in the Midlands, she studied at 
catering college, eventually qualifying as a chef. By her own admission she was 
too talkative for kitchen work and moved to front-of-house, spending several 
years in Sydney and Auckland as a maître d’ in top restaurants. Sarah is 
garrulous and an enthusiastic foodie, and give her a glass of fine wine 
alongside and she’s a happy bunny!  
Returning to London aged 27, Sarah decided she’d had enough of hospitality and switched career to enter 
the sales side of the food industry, working at the Huge Cheese Company, in the fine wine trade and at 
Valrhona, a French couverture chocolate company. She met Matt through a mutual friend in London in 
2001 and when she moved to Wiltshire to work at Tracklements, they kept up the friendship, clocking up 
the miles back and forth along the A350 to Matt who was by then living in Poole. After moving here with 
Matt in 2006 her sales skills switched to selling houses at Connell’s estate agents, where she became 
manager of the Blandford Forum branch.  
Sarah has travelled widely throughout the world, enjoying the different cultures, wines and cuisines she 
encountered in her travels. She also loves keeping fit, exercising as often as possible at the gym as well as 
jogging, and laughs happily thinking about the hedonistic life she has led until now!  
Matt is a Dorset man, born in Poole, a location which kindled a love of boats and the sea. Boarding school 
provided him with ample opportunity to develop his passion for the full range of sports: rugby, rowing, 
cricket, skiing, various water sports and, of course, tennis. However, on leaving school, after helping his 
sister in a Paris restaurant for a year, he enrolled at Bournemouth Art College to do an HND in Spatial 
Design. Still with itchy feet, a further year of world-wide travel followed, ending up in the Canary Islands 
running a bar in Fuerteventura. During this time Matt also dabbled in various design projects.  
However, Matt’s father plucked him from this carefree lifestyle to work in his company, based in Poole. 
After five years as Director, Matt changed tack once again and headed to London eventually establishing 
his own business in design and events management.  
Tiring of London after five years, he returned to Poole and pursued a dream to train to become a tennis 
coach. His first post was at West Hants Tennis Club in Bournemouth and later he helped set up a 
burgeoning programme at St Leonards and St Ives in Ringwood…. 
Two years later he moved to Sherborne Tennis Club bringing him to Stourton Caundle to live, together with 
Sarah. Now with several coaching qualifications behind him and working for his own company, he has 
become Head Coach at both Sherborne and Martock and works a gruelling timetable juggling coaching and 
admin for the two clubs.  
Sarah and Matt married in 2009 and dote on their first-born, Arabella, now nearly one. They were keen to 
establish their roots here in the village where they have found a tremendously supportive and caring 
community right across the social mix and age range and they are pleased to be happily nesting in Barrow 
Hill.  

Stella Woodward  

Advent  
As usual the village has responded with generosity and we now have thirty or so families who have 

undertaken to decorate an Advent window – thank you. We plan to have windows lighting-up at north 

and south ends of the village on 1 December with a subsequent progression to the centre. There will 

also be a display in the east window of the church, contributed by different classes at Bishop’s 

Caundle School. Some small Christmas trees have been obtained to stand  on window sills and other 

niches in the church, and some families and organizations have been invited to decorate these. Do 

take a stroll through the village on a dry evening to witness the development of our Advent  Calendar. 

 Anita & Julian Shardlow, Gill Sanders, Jane Colville, Eric Dummett &Julian Shardlow 

Christmas Bazaar, 20 November 2010 
Once again, the Welcome Club’s Christmas Bazaar attracted a large and enthusiastic crowd.  The stalls sold 
a wide variety of Christmas essentials, mostly produced locally, including cakes and biscuits, calendars, 
cards and notelets showing local scenes from the village, and an attractive selection of possible Christmas 
presents.  The Lucky Dip and ‘hook a duck’ stands attracted the many younger visitors, and even some 
‘oldies’, whilst the Tombola and Raffle proved very popular.  Finally, Henry Paull showed unexpected 
culinary talents by correctly guessing the weight of the specially raffled Christmas cake. 
The Christmas Bazaar has become a traditional annual fixture in the village.  A huge vote of thanks is 
therefore due to everybody who did so much to prepare for the day and to make it such a success, 
including those who organised the refreshments (and washed up afterwards!).                                      

 Hedley Walker 



 

 

 

Welcome Club report 
40 members attended the November meeting of the Welcome Club.  The Chairman 
thanked Greta Paull for volunteering to fill the vacancy on the committee. The Guest 
Speaker Mrs Fitzpatrick gave a very entertaining talk entitled ‘Nine to Five No Thank You’ 
on her life experiences from early childhood, during the Second War living in rural 
Derbyshire, post-war teenage years living in war ravaged Hull and her decision at the age 
of twenty not to conform to a nine to five lifestyle, in a mundane job, but to marry a 
musician travelling all around England and Europe, during which time she had many 
varied and interesting jobs.  Her story was both interesting and humorous and thoroughly enjoyed by the 
members. The club currently has a membership of 49. The next meeting is on 19 January and new 
members are always welcome.                                                                     

Phil Knott     

Sky at night 
During December and January we have two rare eclipses taking place, one at sunrise and the 

other at moonset.  On the morning of Tuesday 21 December (i.e. the time of the winter 

solstice and the shortest day) the moon undergoes a total eclipse as it sets in the north-west.  

It’s well worth getting up that bit earlier to see this spectacle which begins about 6.30am 

when the left edge of the otherwise brilliant round disk of the full moon will be seen to appear 

flattened.  Gradually a ‘notch’ will appear to grow in size from the left as the shadow of the 

earth moves across the face of the moon.  By about 7.05am the shadow will have spread to 

cover half of the now crescent-shaped moon, and by 7.40am it will be totally eclipsed and will 

look a coppery red colour, hanging low above the north-western horizon.  The totally-eclipsed 

moon will grow even redder as it sets until it eventually disappears from view a few minutes after 8.00am in the 

direction 37 degrees north of west.  It should be quite some sight if clear that morning. 

Exactly two weeks later on the morning of Tuesday 4 January, the sun rises at 8.10am while it is partially 

eclipsed by the moon which just happens to be passing in front of the solar disk at that time.  Almost two-thirds 

of the disk will be blocked by the moon.  To see a partially-eclipsed sun rising at dawn is a very special event and 

if the weather proves clear on the day it will be well worth making a dedicated trip to view this unique event.  For 

instance, seen from Studland Bay the sun will appear like a crescent lying on its back as it rises over the sea 

horizon next to Old Harry’s Rocks.  The compass direction of the sun at the time will be 36-37 degrees south of 

east.  Alternatively, find a high vantage point to the west of the village and, if clear, you should be able to spy 

the ‘crescent sun’ rising over Hambledon Hill. 

The symmetry of these two rare events as seen from Dorset is quite unique.  Good luck with the weather, a 

merry Christmas and all the best for 2011. 

Richard Miles 

Garden Club Report 
The Stourton Caundle Garden Club met on a wild and windy November evening for its Annual General 

Meeting  and election of the committee. It was a very well attended meeting with over 35 members 

present. Treasurer (Win Gillard) and Chair (Nikki Hale) gave their reports and both were re-elected to 

their current positions. The Secretary (Karen Bright) stood down and was replaced by Margaret 

Waddingham. The current committee was re-elected with the exception of Norma Richards, who is 

standing down, and the election of Roger Gransden to join as a new committee member.   

Following the AGM business, members were treated to a very interesting talk by Neil Gillard on how 

the Scout Movement has taken part in a wonderful project in Uganda to supply clean drinking water 

to small villages. 

Looking ahead, our next meeting is on Wednesday 8 December entitled ‘The Bee Friendly Garden’ 

with bee products and honey available for sale. As always, new members are welcome to join – just 

turn up at the Village Hall (7.15pm for 7.30pm start).     

Karen Bright 

Garden tip 

Instead of recycling your Christmas trees in the normal way, try cutting all the branches off to within 

1-2 inches of the trunk. Those trees of five-foot or more in height, tied in threes or fours at the top, 

form excellent climbing wigwams for clematis, morning glory and other such plants.  They keep for 

several years. Start your collection by asking friends not to dispose of their tree if they don’t intend to use 
it.   



 

 

 

Recipe 
Turkey (or Chicken) Croquettes 

Serves 4 : Preparation time 20 minutes : Cooking time 20 minutes 

1 lb cooked turkey, or chicken 

4 oz fresh white breadcrumbs 

Salt and pepper 

1 teaspoon lemon juice 

2 eggs 

Approx 2 oz brown breadcrumbs 

¼ lb button mushrooms 

Deep fat for frying 

Few sprigs of parsley  

Mince the turkey, or chicken, finely and add to the white breadcrumbs.  Season well, add 

lemon juice and 1 whole egg.  Beat well until smooth.  The mixture should be stiff. 

Divide the mixture into 8 portions.  Make a sausage shape and dip in beaten egg.  Toss in 

brown breadcrumbs.  Do this twice. 

Fry the croquettes, three at a time, in deep fat until golden brown and crisp.  Drain on 

crumpled kitchen paper.  Serve hot or cold, garnished with mushrooms and parsley. 

        Nikki Hale 

The Christmas doll 
The baby doll beneath the Christmas tree was mine! 

I saw her first at five past five that day 

when shivering down the dimness of the stairs, 

I’d peeped inside the room where magic lay.  

 

At six years old I’d never seen a doll like that before, 

with dimpled cheeks and lips suggesting smiles.  

Her eyes were blue, her lashes long and thick, 

her clothes were knitted turquoise, baby style.  

 

I played with her all through that long and cosy day, 

shared with her my wartime Christmas feast, 

made sure her face was clean and brightly shining, 

wrapped her in a shawl and laid her down to sleep.  

 

But when the family tea was nearly ended, 

jellies eaten, snow-iced cake admired, 

I took my doll back to the room of magic  

and lay with her before the blazing fire.   

 

And there I dreamed the dreams for just the two of us 

as flames danced pictures on the darkened walls, 

saw castles, witches, fairies in the embers 

and whispered that I’d love my doll for ever more.   

      Margaret Waddingham 


