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Year-Round Christmas 

 

Hey ho, here we go, 

 it’s Christmas time again –  

August is here and shops try to sell cheer, 

 but the sun is still shining  

and it seems rather queer 

 to remind us of Christmas at this time of year.  

 

Hey ho, here we go, 

 It’s Christmas time again – 

but September is calling, 

 the harvest fields golden, 

 ripe fruit have fallen –  

it seems rather queer  

to remind us of Christmas at this time of year.  

 

Hey ho, here we go,  

It’s Christmas time again – 

but October is glorious, 

 its flowers victorious, 

 its berries uproarious –  

it seems rather queer  

to remind us of Christmas at this time of year.  

 

Hey ho, here we go, 

 it’s Christmas time again – 

but November is gloomy,  

its old eyes are rheumy, 

 its dark nights too roomy – 

 Perhaps it’s not queer 

 to remind us of Christmas at this time of year.   

 

Hey ho, here we go,  

it’s Christmas time again – 

 December is cold now, 

 and the year is so old now, 

 Christ’s birth is real now,  

God’s promise is here now – 

it shouldn’t be queer 

 that we think of Christmas at this time of the year.   

Margaret Waddingham 

 

With very best wishes for a Happy Christmas and a prosperous New Year 

to all our readers  

from THE STOURTON CAUNDLER team 



Village Hall ‘100’ Club Monthly Draw 

The November Draw took place on 13 November 2013 at The Trooper.  The winners 

were: 

 

First Prize:   £15.00  No.13  Eric Bealing 

Second Prize:  £12.00  No.95  Liz Scott 

Third Prize:   £10.00  No.184  Betony Clasby 

 

Congratulations to this month’s First Prize winner.  Thirteen may be unlucky for some, but 

clearly it’s lucky for him.  His ticket was No.13, the draw was on the 13
th

 of the month, in 

2013  -  and he lives in No.13! 

The next two monthly draws will be on 18 December at 9pm at The Trooper, and on 15 

January at the Welcome Club meeting.       

Anna Oliver 

Weather report for October 

 Temperature (°C)      Maximum              Minimum                 Average 

      High            Low                High          Low 

October 2013            20.1 (4
th

)   11.7 (29
th

)     14.3 (2
nd

)     2.8 (30
th

)  12.8 

October 2012            17.4 (1
st

)     8.0 (27
th

)      12.5 (23
rd

)   0.3 (27
th

)  10.8 

October 2011            25.1 (1
st

)   11.2 (20
th

)      15.6 (10
th

)   1.1 (20
th

)  13.2 

 

Rainfall 

Measurements were started again on the 18
th

 of the month, since when we have received 

116 mm (4.6 in). That is more than the 19-year average of 109.5 mm (4.3 in) for the whole 

of October (usually the wettest month of the year). 

Richard Miles 

Carol Singing 2013 

It's that time of year again and a date to put in your diary –6.30pm, 

Thursday, 19 December at The Trooper.  Do come and join us, as 

many of you as possible, young and not-so- young.  There is a warm 

welcome waiting inside afterwards, with mulled wine (courtesy of 

Ray Foot) and mince pies (courtesy of The Trooper).  Hope to see 

you there.     

                        Annie and the two Margarets    



Naturally Thinking 

The other day a friend of ours from Devon phoned us.  He was about to do some salmon stripping, something that 

is often done at this time of year to help conserve fish stocks. Hen fish are stroked along their length to release the 

eggs and the same is done to the cock fish to release the milt.  The milt and eggs are then mixed and released, 

either into a hatchery or back to the river into the redds, the pockets in the river bed made by the female.    

The call reminded me of an occasion when we were walking along the banks of the Torridge and had a wonderful 

view from a bridge of six very presentable fish jostling for position over a shallow area of gravel, much paler and 

cleaner-looking than the surrounding river bed.  It was a sure sign that the female salmon had been about making 

their redds.  We watched, fascinated.  First they rested in the deep water to the side of the redds, then drifted 

backwards, nose upstream until, with sudden quicksilver movements, they were back over the gravel, jostling each 

other out of the way.   

We walked on towards the weir, and saw several other redds.  One salmon was actually in the process of making 

one, flapping around on her side whilst frantically beating her tail to scoop out a hole.   

The river tumbled over the weir into foaming white water.  Every so often from the turbulence came a tremendous 

flurry of activity as fish launched themselves into space in their efforts to get over the top to the next level.  There 

seemed to be a large number doing this, most of them a good size – 8 lbs or more – and one really huge thing that 

was considerably larger.  He didn’t make much effort to jump very high but many of the others reached three 

quarters of the way up before sliding back down again.  It’s amazing what makes them defy nature in this way.  

There was, after all, a much easier way up – a fish pass that had been specially built to the side – but very few of 

them used it while we were watching.  After each flurry of activity there was a lull of two or three minutes and I 

could just imagine the fish getting their breath back beneath the white cauldron of water before their leader 

shouted, ‘Ready guys?  Ok - go, go, go.’  

Last month I mentioned cobwebs.  Since then a small piece of moss, about the size of a £1 coin, became dislodged 

from our roof and got caught in a few strands of a web between the  gutter and the wall.  There it stuck, defying 

rain and gales for all that time, until only a few days ago it altered position and swayed gently with every passing 

breeze. Eventually it disappeared, presumably because the web had at last been weakened.     

The strength of a spider’s web is astonishing, isn’t it?   According to researchers, it is equal to that of high grade 

alloy steel and because the spider spends such an enormous amount of energy building it, it makes sure that when 

one bit of it breaks, it doesn’t break as a whole as a man-made article would.  What’s more (so say the researchers) 

it is so strong that spiders can travel along a single line of web (called ballooning or kiting) for such a distance that 

sailors have found small spiders in the masts of their ships even when they’re miles from land.  Clever little things, 

aren’t they?  

A friend told us that a newt had been found in the ground beside his stopcock.  Newts hibernate for a short period, 

from about the end of November to mid-February, so perhaps this one was just trying to find the right place to 

tuck itself up for the worst of the winter.  They are more likely to find a pile of logs or rubble or stones to do this, 

and some even tuck themselves up in the bottom of a pond.  Perhaps my friend’s newt had just happened upon 

the stop-cock cavity and decided that would do.  I’ve found crickets and toads in strange places before now, so why 

not newts?   

At last I’ve done a little tentative walking.  Not very much, but just enough to be nearer the ground than I am in a 

car so that I can see things happening in the earth.  There are some bulbs coming up in nearby verges, rather early 

but a promise of things to come.  There are brown stalks and seed heads and crinkled seed pods, and leaves of 

Alkanet which are still green.  And a clump of nettles, the leaves of which had been half devoured by some 

marauding insect – probably the caterpillar of a butterfly, perhaps a Red Admiral or a Tortoiseshell.  

After so many weeks of not being able to walk, it was such a treat.  Apart from these obvious sights, I’m much 

more aware of scents and smells.   Each season has its special smell and that of autumn is of rotting leaves (much 

better than it sounds!) and damp earth and sometimes wood smoke.  Quite soon it will smell of winter, of the 

sharp scent of frost and smoke from chimneys.  And very soon, inside, there will be that very particular special 

smell -– of puddings boiling and rich fruit cakes baking.      

Happy Christmas to you all.       

Margaret Waddingham 

 



Garden Club Report  

The Garden Club held its AGM on 13 November when, following a glass of wine, some 40 members 

heard the chairman, Howard ffitch, report on another successful year. After the submission of the 

treasurer’s and the chairman’s reports, Linda Walters was elected to the committee, joining existing 

members who were re-elected for the next year. 

There then followed a fascinating presentation by Graham Hatherley, Ro Perkins’s son-in-law, on his life 

and career as a wildlife cameraman.  As well as providing an insight into what must be a ‘dream job’ for 

many, Graham showed stills and short extracts from some of his recent films.  A highlight for many was 

the extended film clips of the awesome Harpy Eagle of the Orinoco basin, a giant bird which Graham 

spent 15 weeks filming from the top of a very tall tree while sitting on what he described as a large tin 

tray strapped to the tree trunk.  The eagles, which have a wingspan of up to seven feet, did not always 

take kindly to their new neighbours, and the audience was assured that the body armour and police riot 

helmets worn by all the crew were vital for their safety.  Closer to home, there were also photographs 

and films of butterflies, insects and mammals from the Dorset countryside, which is Graham’s more 

regular beat. 

The next meeting of the Garden Club will be held on Wednesday 11 December, when Mike Burks of 

Castle Gardens will entertain us with a talk entitled ‘The odd thing about gardening’.  Mike is always 

good value, being both witty and knowledgeable;  members and friends are encouraged to come along 

to the village hall for a 7.30 start.  The talk will be followed by coffee and mince pies.  The Annual 

Supper for members and their guests will be held on Wednesday 8 January 2014 in the village hall.  

Tickets will cost £7:50 each (available from Linda Walters, tel: 362842) and the evening will start with 

drinks at 7.15pm.          

Broken Nails  

50/50 SALE 

10.30AM  SATURDAY, 1 FEBRUARY 2014 

STOURTON CAUNDLE VILLAGE HALL 

Clean, good quality items that you or your family no longer need. 

Household goods, Furniture, Gardening tools and equipment 

Bicycles, Toys, Soft furnishings etc. 

 

Turn your surplus goods into cash while helping your Church funds.   

Further information from Eric Dummett (01963 362374) 

Welcome Club 

Thirty-five members attended the November meeting.  The guest speaker, 

Mike Bolton, gave a talk entitled AGOG in Dorset, standing for Assorted 

Gems, Oddities and Gardens. The talk covered a wide spectrum from films 

shot in Dorset to famous people born in Dorset and well known landmarks 

such as the Giant at Cerne Abbas as well as unusual signposts and gardens.  

A very informative talk. 

Paul Lane had received a letter from All Saints Primary School at Bishops Caundle asking if 

any of our members would like to attend any of the children’s Christmas shows and if so, to 

let them know numbers. 

Final preparations were being made for the Christmas Fayre which would take place on 23 

November.  The Christmas meal will be at the Virginia Ash at Henstridge on 18 December. 

        Colin McKay 

Garden Tip 

Don’t forget to check on outside taps etc. to protect them against freezing conditions.   

January is a good month to prune apple trees.  

A happy gardening year to you all.  



Bradstocks of Dorset – a Businesss is Born !!!! 

Last year, while trawling the internet looking for a bargain on a pair of winter boots, I came across a 

sheepskin pair that really were ‘a must buy’. Later that 

evening, justifying my bargain buy to Mark (which to 

those who know him was received with his normal joy 

and enthusiasm) he grumbled that he could have asked 

friends and sheep farmers Rob and Alice Hole for a skin or 

two and gone about his merry way to making a pair 

himself. Delighted with his wit and bright idea he 

promptly sent a text to Rob asking what he did with all 

the skins once his animals had been slaughtered, because 

in his eyes, here was a by-product of what Rob produced 

and an opportunity going begging. The die was cast and 

Bradstocks was born, with GouHoles Ltd being rejected as 

a possible name although to this day Mark does not 

understand why! 

Why Bradstocks ?  Rob Hole has farmed Poll Dorset sheep 

near Sherborne with his father for most of his life. The 

flock, now totalling over 400 pedigree breeding ewes, has 

been present on the farm for nearly 50 years. Their 

existence is due to Rob’s grandfather, Bunny Lenthall, 

who gave Rob’s parents their first pedigree Dorset sheep 

from his renowned Bradstock flock situated on the beautiful Dorset coastline at Burton Bradstock. 

Known for their rare ability to lamb at any time of the year, this breed has flourished on Rob’s farm 

where they are reared to a high welfare standard outside on grass, reaching a finished weight at 14 to 

21 weeks of age.  Their Sherborne flock is well known within the farming community. 

The products, handmade original sheepskin rugs, bed throws, handbags, purses, ladies’ jackets & 

gilets, are produced solely using the Dorset Poll skins. We are very proud to say all items are 100% 

made here in the South West of England, using a tannery in Devon  and manufacturers in Somerset, 

thereby  giving  the business a low carbon hoof print. 

We have a number of samples that can be viewed at Corner Cottage. If anyone is interested, please 

call Lorraine or Mark Goudge on 01963 362326. 

Knitting Group 
Knitting has recommenced and all knitters are very welcome.   
We meet 7 – 9 pm on a Thursday; the venue is changeable. 

Please contact Nicky Hale on 07817 175126 or Linda Walters on 362842 
for information.  

Village Calendars 

The 2014 Stourton Caundle calendar is now available at £6.50. I'm sorry about the increase 

in price but they have been £6 for several years now and printing costs have risen. This will 

be the last calendar produced by me as I think I have exhausted most of the views of our 

village. I hope you have enjoyed the pictures as much as I have enjoyed going out and 

about taking them. Please contact me if you wish to purchase one.    

     Helen Bennett  01963 362929 



A Day in the Life of …..  a  Teaching Assistant 

‘Getting Ready for Christmas’ 

Eight children stand on the chancel steps, beaming with delight as their christingles are lit.  This special 

service marks the beginning of a hectic finale to the term.  During the morning the children have all 

made a christingle and learned the symbolic meaning of the orange, red ribbon, sweets and candle.  

The classrooms smell of orange zest and I am kept busy helping.  Then a lesson about writing 

instructions follows: How to make a Christingle.  I will sit with a group to encourage and support.  

Writing is a complicated business when you are learning – remembering capital letters, working out 

how to write and spell words, sentences, does it make sense, what did I do first, get it in order,  put in 

the time connectives, join the letters the right way, get your b’s and d’s the right way round, write on 

the lines……………… 

Lunch time.  I expect I will be preparing something, tidying up, filing or out in the playground on duty 

(not the cosiest place) and hopefully the footballs will not get kicked over the fence.  Boys don’t seem 

to know what to do without something to kick.  Probably someone will fall over and need some 

attention. 

Then it’s time to walk to church.  Loo first, coats back on, yes they do need to be done up, it’s cold.  We 

all march along the pavement to the church.  Inside, the smallest children wriggle while older ones 

impress with their readings and singing.  A lovely service and my favourite.  Back to school, out in the 

playground again. 

From now on it’s CHRISTMAS!  Thirteen days to go.  Nativity costumes are unpacked, mended, ironed, 

altered, fitted, some new ones made, there is usually a need for a different animal or character.  Over 

the years we have had grumpy sheep, hopeless camels and a whoopsie daisy angel. 

The central characters never change of course and rehearsals dominate the day.  Tiny bemused 

reception children follow the more confident experts who are in their second performance, and 

somehow it all comes together for the dress rehearsal.  Most of the costumes stay on, baby Jesus is re-

arranged in his straw bed by his doting mum and the angels look, well, like little angels fidgeting with 

their tinsel haloes. Three hectic days of performance, safety pins and the most stressful bit for me, 

stopping and starting the music.  I am always amazed and moved by the way the children rise to the 

occasion. 

Every day there will still be lessons, I will work with a group perhaps, or 1:1 support.  The hall boards, 

one per class will have been decorated with the children’s art, I will probably have made some seasonal 

cakes or biscuits and decorated them, with groups of children in the kitchen, there will have been lots 

of singing practice, making things, enrichment when I am teaching a group to sew, the Xmas party 

when staff have to dress up (among others I’ve been an elf, James Bond, a dalmation and a penguin.)  

This year is a closely guarded secret. 

The days are never dull and never predictable with a great team of school staff, governors and parents 

working together. 

Finally, everything gets packed away again and we spend the last day sorting out the chaos.  The 

carpets sparkle with glitter (poor cleaner) and all the decorations come down.  I stagger home.  Four 

days to Christmas Day and now I’ve got to do it ALL again.       

Halloween Dance 

Those who did not attend the Halloween dance in the village hall on 2 November  missed a trick but 

also a treat. The Hall resounded to the music of Ben Bennett and the Reflecktors which, spanning over 

several decades, from Credence Clearwater Revival via Dire Straits to Ronan Keating, encouraged us to 

dance the night away. A most welcome ploughman’s supper was provided by Delia Lane in the interval. 

The atmosphere in the hall was enhanced by the stunning decorations created by Helen Bennett.  

Prizes were awarded for the best fancy dress to Bev Austin and Jo Williams for their witches’ costumes. 

Altogether, with proceeds from the raffle, £216 is to be donated to the Somerset and Dorset Air 

Ambulance.    

               Chris Holdstock 



Carol Singing 

This Christmas, carol singing in Stourton Caundle  will take the form of a gathering of villagers outside The Trooper Inn, 

followed by mince pies and mulled wine inside.   In the 1920s and 1930s carol singing was a rather different experience, as 

recalled by my late uncle, Frank Palmer, when writing about his experiences of carol singing as a member of the church choir 

in 1924 and the village brass band  in 1937.       

‘During my time in the choir I eagerly looked forward to joining the other four boys, in the week before Christmas, 

trying to make a little pocket money from door-to- door carol singing. We would set off of in the early evening so full 

of optimism. A few hours later, however, we were taking a far more despondent view; ending up with only a handful 

of coppers was very disheartening. We did not do too badly on at least one night of the week, simply because we 

knew for certain that the going rate was always a florin apiece at both The Vicarage and at Haddon Lodge. We might 

also be lucky and get a shilling to share between us from some members of the local farming fraternity. At other 

houses we never quite knew what might happen in response to our opening rendition of the carol we had chosen to 

sing from a rather limited repertoire.  

One particular night, we acted on a tip-off from a boy from another village who informed us of the location of a 

reputed millionaire who had given most generously to groups of carol singers visiting her residence. We walked 

towards the house in a state of great excitement. Soon after our arrival we found ourselves in a courtyard at the back 

of an imposing residence where a window on the lower storey was ablaze with light. We attempted to impress the 

occupants with the quality of our carol singing and an elderly lady appeared in the doorway. She stepped forward, 

took some coins from a large handbag and pressed them into the outstretched hand of the boy who was the 

acknowledged leader of our quintet. There was a brief exchange of pleasantries and a final request for us to sing 

another carol after she had gone back indoors. We were doing as she had asked when the boy holding the money was 

heard to whisper excitedly: “I think it is three half crowns.” Striking a match revealed the coinage not to be of silver 

but three pennies.   

It was all gloom and despondency as we began the long walk home, although things did brighten a little after agreeing 

to give it another try at a very isolated farmhouse. We walked across several fields and up a cart track assembling on 

the lawn at the front of the house. The light from an oil-lamp shone dimly through the curtains of a window on the 

lower floor of the farmhouse, while from within came the noise of several dogs barking in a most unfriendly way. We 

positioned ourselves beneath the window and the sound of our voices began to pierce the crisp December air. All 

went well until a boy in our party was heard to be letting off a series of flatulent noises. We were fighting a losing 

battle as a result of this distraction, although we did manage to keep going despite the titters of those of us who were 

finding it increasingly difficult to regain our composure. In the event it was to be of no avail, as all five of us were 

finally reduced to convulsions of laughter. It was soon to become evident that the farmer was not in a frame of mind 

to overlook such unseemly behaviour and he ordered us to leave his farm without delay. We made good our escape 

to the sound of barking dogs trying to break free from their leashes. What a fiasco this night had been from start to 

finish! We had such high hopes when setting out, only to end up quarrelling amongst ourselves, over the total 

proceeds of just the three pennies and who would get the extra halfpenny as their share of that night’s meagre 

collection.  

On the evening of 18 December 1937, we (the village brass band) played a selection of carols at a number of locations 

in the village, including Triangle Cottages, outside  The Trooper Inn, opposite the entrance of Drove Lane and Jubilee 

Oak. On 20 December we walked to Bishop’s Caundle and played a few carols at the top end of the village and then 

for about an hour outside of the White Hart Inn. We stayed until closing time and sang merrily on our way home to 

Stourton Caundle. 

On Christmas Eve we walked to Haddon Lodge, where we played and sang carols in the courtyard at the rear of the 

premises. A servant then came out with a tray of hot drinks. We went around to the front of the house and played 

more carols, making a harmonious sound until one boy passed wind and we all burst into uncontrollable laughter. 

After recovering our composure we made a hasty exit, setting off along the bridleway in the direction of Stalbridge 

Weston. A large jug full of home made wine was consumed at our first stop at the top end of the village, a great 

mistake on our part. We were about to make a start playing outside the New Inn, when one young member of the 

band was heard to be crying out in anguish: “I can’t see! I can’t see! I can’t see!” Most of the other members of the 

band were finding it a little difficult to read the music and as a result many a wrong note was played before the night 

was out. Maybe it was all the fault of our lantern carrier, though I very much doubt it. The New Inn was crowded to 

almost overflowing and they were very appreciative of our efforts. Happy days, oh happy days! This was to be the last 

performance of the village band. I do not recollect the reason, only that the decision to stop playing had come quite 

suddenly. The Stourton Caundle Brass Band was short lived but it was fun while it lasted.’  

Copies of ‘Memories of life in a Blackmore Vale Village’, Frank Palmer’s recollections of living and working in Stourton Caundle 

from 1920-1945, are available at The Trooper Inn.               

Phil Knott 



News from All Saints CE VC Primary School 

‘Nurturing hearts, inspiring minds’ 
 

The pace of life moves quickly in school and I can hardly believe that it is November 

already! During a productive start to the new school year our reception children have 

settled in beautifully and after half term we were delighted to welcome two new children 

into our school community.  

On 8 October a successful Harvest Festival led by the Rev’d William Ridding resulted in our 

donations of food and other produce being delivered to Barnabas House in Yeovil where it 

was gratefully received.  

On 18 October, our Year 6 children, staff, parents and governors welcomed existing and 

new families into school for our Open Morning. The event was extremely successful and we 

are looking forward to welcoming many new families into our school community next 

September. 

Congratulations to the children in Sapphires Class 

who, under the expert guidance of Mrs James, 

produced another stunning poppy display for the 

church at Stourton Caundle for Remembrance Day 

on Sunday 10 November. 

The staff, governors, parents and children came 

together for an evening session to revisit our values 

and aims for the school, to ensure that we can offer 

the best provision for our 21st Century learners. 

The meeting was really productive and the results 

will enhance our School Development Plan. 

Looking forward, Christmas is fast approaching and we would very much like to share our 

festive dates with you. They are as follows: 

Tuesday 3 December: Christingle Church Service at Bishop’s Caundle Church at 1.45pm. 

Help us celebrate the true meaning of Christmas with this special celebration. 

Wednesday 11 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. 

Wednesday 18 December: Carol Service at Folke Church at 7pm.  A truly wonderful way to 

celebrate Christmas with special prayers and carols. 

Friday 20 December: Christmas Sing-along at 2.30pm in the school hall, followed by our 

Christmas Afterschool Café. Come and join us for a ‘good ole sing-along’ led by the children  

with a cup of tea and a Christmas treat. 

We very much look forward to welcoming you to some or all of these Christmas Events.

  

     Anne Crumpler  Headteacher    



Service of Remembrance 

Well over 50 villagers gathered in the sun before the War Memorial in St Peter’s churchyard on Sunday 10 

November to observe the Two Minutes’ Silence remembering those who gave their lives for their country 

in both World Wars and more recent conflicts.  A wreath was laid then everyone moved into the church 

for a service of remembrance, during which prayers were said for those serving in Afghanistan at present. 

The service was kindly taken for the third year running by 

Mr Jestyn Coke, a Licensed Lay Minister from Hazelbury 

Bryan who preached a most thoughtful sermon.  We are 

most grateful to him. 

The children of Sapphire Class at Bishop’s Caundle Primary 

School had made a wonderful screen depicting poppies 

with the message ‘Never Forget’, which stood in the 

chancel and was much appreciated and admired by the 

congregation. 

                 Terry Taylor 

The Bishop Writes 

The Right Rev’d Nicholas Holtam, the Bishop of Salisbury, writes to the Diocese: 

There are many ways of telling the Christmas stories.  The first group of youngsters I ever prepared for 

Confirmation weren’t much good at reading, so the Bible was difficult for them. 

Instead, we went to The National Gallery to look at two paintings of the Nativity.  One was of shepherds and 

the baby Jesus with Mary and Joseph in a stable.  

It was Luke’s Gospel.  The birth of Jesus was for ordinary people and the first to be told about it were not 

the good religious people of Bethlehem but shepherds from the hillside who went to worship.  

The other painting was of Magi, wise men looking like kings, with their gifts of gold, frankincense and 

myrrh.  This was Matthew’s Gospel.  The birth of Jesus was for all the nations.  The child is King and God and 

his death will not be the last word. 

The kids got it and saw how the Gospels each describe Jesus differently.  

The stories of his birth are like the introduction to any good book that gives us the eyes and ears for what 

follows.  

Some ways of telling the Christmas story are better than others.  Commercial Christmas, with its ‘Glory to 

God in the High Street’, is limited. 

So is the family Christmas that depends on parents spending lots on the children trying to create the perfect 

Christmas. 

It never works.  Christmas is to be celebrated, but it can’t be consumed.   

Carol singers and school nativity plays, church services and community festivals, looking after those in need 

all tell the tale so it catches hold of us.  Love came down at Christmas and the birth of Jesus renews our 

hopes for the peace of the whole world. 



… so you’ve stuffed Alban’s turkey, polished off the port and opened all your presents. Now for your New 

Year’s Resolution 

JOIN THE SPORTS CLUB 
 

Short Mat Bowls: Monday evening and Thursday afternoon 

      

Badminton: Tuesday evening 

 

Snooker: Monday evening 

 

Table Tennis: Tuesday evening 

 

All at the Village Hall 

Further details from Gerry Holdstock 01963 362001. 

Folk Music at The Trooper 

I guess most of the village is aware that folk music and song are a regular fixture in our pub’s calendar. 

Indeed, there have been organised events at The Trooper for the last 30 years or more. Some of the formal 

concert events have attracted a number of villagers as well as an audience from outside the community, 

and you don’t need to be a folk enthusiast to enjoy them. The recent night, with Irish singer Len Graham, 

supported by hurdy-gurdy maestro Cliff Stapleton, was a case in point and drew an audience from as far 

away as Bristol and Weymouth. Everyone who attended enthused about the quality of the music, so it 

would have been good to see a few more village people at this event – I know not everyone likes this genre 

of music, but you might give yourselves a pleasant surprise if you came down one evening. If you see an 

event advertised and you’re not sure if it’s your cup of tea, give me a call and I’ll tell you what to expect. 

Some of the earlier events held in the village were very much focussed on the village itself; they were 

dance weekends looking at the local stave dancing tradition. Believe it or not, Stourton Caundle was the 

home of three different stave dances (only about a dozen have ever been recovered in total, all from the 

North Dorset area). These dances were originally performed by members of the village Friendly Society, 

dancing with their society staves on their annual Club Day. 

Today, visits from local morris dance teams are not uncommon, with music and singing in the bar after the 

exertions of the dancing, and a number of teams visit during the course of the year – these people get to 

know where there’s good beer and a slow clock! 

Over the years, I’ve run many singing evenings at the pub, and some years ago these settled down to a 

regular slot on the second Sunday of the month, more recently augmented by a music night on the fourth 

Sunday. Anyone’s welcome to come and have a listen – you won’t be forced to perform! 

After leaving the farm, I moved the singing weekend that we used to host there to The Trooper, where it 

ran for some years. This event has spawned numerous similar weekends around the British Isles, and will 

be held again at the end of June next year after a few years’ break. People come from all over these islands 

to attend, and all remark on the friendliness of our lovely village. Several homes are opened as temporary 

B&Bs, and many friendships have resulted. Long may it continue. 

 

        John Waltham 

Parish Council 
Stourton Caundle Parish Council is inviting tenders for the 2014 – 2015 season for grass cutting in the 

churchyard and cemetery.   

Further details from Sue Harris  01963 362864. 



Culinary Corner 

Provençal Dessert 

If, like me, you are weary of or find too rich our traditional Christmas 

fare of cake, pudding and mince pies, there is a Provençal alternative, 

which is simple and varied and can be enjoyed throughout the 

Christmas season, and which doesn’t involve last minute panic in the 

kitchen! 

The 13 desserts of Provence are a collection of fruits, nuts, biscuits, 

breads and pastries traditionally forming the end of a Christmas Eve 

feast or gros souper eaten before attending midnight mass.  The treize 

desserts represent Christ and the 12 apostles at the Last Supper.  As part of 

the custom of the 13 desserts of Provence, a table is set with three 

white cloths and three candles to represent the Father, Son and Holy 

Spirit. The content of the treize desserts of Provence varies, but includes: 

Four kinds of nuts/dried fruits to represent the mendicant orders: 

Raisins to represent the Dominicans 

Hazelnuts or walnuts to represent the Augustines 

Dried figs to represent the Franciscans 

Almonds for the barefooted Carmelites 

 

Dates, symbolizing Christ who came from the East 

Sweetmeats of black and white to represent good and evil, such as fudge or nougat 

and any six of the following: 

Crystallised fruits 

Quince cheese or quince paste 

Fruits preserved in eau de vie 

Citrus fruits 

Other seasonal fresh fruits such as grapes, apples, pears 

A sweet bread of some sort such as gingerbread 

Petits fours 

 

Obviously, the treize desserts vary wherever one goes according to availability and preference, but 

accompanied by a pudding wine, such as Beaumes de Venise at the end of a festive meal, it makes 

for a very pleasant way of lingering round the table at any time during Christmastide.  

         Stella Woodward 

Homewatch 

Please remember to remain alert and conscious of security over the festive season: 

Three outboard motors were stolen recently from a locked shed in the village. 

A village resident received a scam e-mail purporting to come from a local Tax Credit 

Officer asking for bank details, to enable a supposed council tax rebate to be made. 


