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Changing the Guard 

After producing 46 issues of THE STOURTON CAUNDLER I am standing aside as editor and Marjo 

Walker is relinquishing her responsibility for the advertising. Brian Waddingham is also retiring as 

author of those punchy ‘garden tips’.  Some, but not yet enough, new people are ready to take on 

the responsibilities of getting the magazine to you.  But, thank you, as readers, for your attention 

since April 2010; we hope you have found the articles and information of interest, amusement and 

use.  Most particularly, thank you to the regular contributors: club secretaries for their notes, the 

Rector for church news, Margaret Waddingham for her regular commentary on things natural (and 

the occasional poem) and to Brian for his ‘Garden Tips’, the only contribution that has been, until 

now, published anonymously.  Sue Harris has kept us up-to-date on Parish Council matters while 

Peter Liversidge has assembled the diary, around which many of you plan your month, as well as 

being a dutiful proof-reader, along with Richard Miles who has also contributed numerous 

photographs, weather reports and ‘The Sky at Night’, before cycling to the outlying parts of the 

village to distribute the copies.  Margaret McKay printed and bound the magazine until we moved 

to a commercial printer, as well as being an enormous help on the technicalities of Microsoft 

Publisher.  Thank you also to the many who have allowed their arms to be twisted into producing 

wonderful articles to record the goings-on in the village and for recipes to tempt our taste-buds.  It 

has all made my life that much easier! 

We are fortunate to have some very talented artists, illustrators and photographers in the village 

and I am hugely indebted to them for a supply of eye-catching front covers.  Finally, the magazine 

would not appear if it were not for the hard and consistent efforts of THE STOURTON CAUNDLER 

team listed on the front cover (usually) – in particular, Jane Colville has organised the deliveries 

since Issue No 1 – what dedication!  Thank you all. 

Finally, Gerry Holdstock has set up and maintains a village website (www.stourtoncaundle.org.uk) 

that puts many commercial ventures to shame.  If, as seems possible unless others come forward 

to help, the magazine in future comes out every other month (as happens in many other villages, 

very successfully), the website will be even more important as a place to keep up-to-date with the 

latest news – event organisers and club secretaries, please ensure that Gerry is kept in the picture.   

With many thanks to you all.  Lastly, very best wishes for a Happy Christmas and a prosperous New 

Year from all  THE STOURTON CAUNDLER team.                

 Tim Villiers 

Any articles or correspondence published in this magazine do not necessarily reflect the 

views of the Committee or the Editor. Reproduction of any articles is prohibited without the 

prior permission of the Editor. 

 

We try to ensure the accuracy of the content of  THE STOURTON CAUNDLER, but cannot 

guarantee that it will always be current, accurate or complete.  The inclusion of 

advertisements is not a recommendation of the goods or services of those advertising.  The 

Committee and the Editor cannot be held responsible for negative consequences arising as 

a result of doing business with advertisers and recommend that you confirm appropriate 

references and any professional qualifications of advertisers for yourself. 



The History of Turkeys at Brunsell Farm 
Turkeys have always been in the blood here at Brunsell Farm. As some of you will know, we have been rearing 
them for the Christmas trade for generations and while the principles have remained the same, the process has 
changed considerably. 
 I can just remember my Grandma Daisy hatching turkey poults in her paraffin fuelled incubator. I think she used 
to hatch 20. The chicks were taken to a small chicken house made by Grandad Sam where they were kept under 
a heat lamp until they feathered up enough to move away from heat when they would move on again to a larger 
pen around the back of the church. 
Around mid-December the finished birds would be carried back down to the plucking shed and hung up by their 
feet on a big wooden beam. When their necks were stretched the whole shed would shake as the bird flapped 
for the final time. Anyone there would have experienced Cyril’s (Marty Bond’s father’s) party trick of slipping the 
birds head into your overall pocket as you tried to restrain the flapping to minimise the feathers being blown 
around the shed. Friends and family would pop in just before Christmas to collect their birds and have a catch 
up, usually over a glass of scrumpy. 
 Over the years the enterprise has evolved considerably to where it is today. One of the first changes was to stop 
incubating the eggs on the farm and buying ready hatched poults instead. Initially, they were collected from a 
hatchery in Sway in the New Forest. When the hatchery closed they sold their blood lines to a larger company 
and we followed them. The poults have been delivered at 1 day old in mid-July ever since. 
 When we moved the farmstead to Cat Lane in 2002 we were finishing around 1,500 turkeys a year. Since then 
we have secured more outlets and after building the new poultry unit opposite the dairy three years ago, we 
have reached our current output of 3000. The birds still need the same high level of care and attention they 
always have, especially in the early weeks, where temperature control is of the upmost importance. We portion 
off a small area of the building and under a false ceiling, hang electric heat lamps, water drinkers and feeders. 
For the first 2 weeks this area is divided up into 17 sections. Each one is a round pen (no corners for the poults to 
huddle in) standing 2’ tall. There are 2 heat lamps, 2 drinkers and 3 feeders in each and house around 180 birds. 
As the poults grow and no longer need heat they are gradually given more and more of the shed and have the 
run of it all by late-August. 
One of the other main changes to the process is at slaughter. Rather than the traditional neck stretching, the 
birds are now electrically stunned and bled. This is both beneficial to the operator and the turkey, as it is quicker 
and pain-free for both! Once dispatched, they are rough plucked on two different machines. The first is called a 
flight and tail machine and, as the name suggests, removes the stubborn wing and tail feathers. The second is 
called a quickplucker and resembles a large epilator. This removes the larger breast and back feathers. After this 
the birds are hand finished and hung for 10-14 days to allow the meat to mature and develop the taste and 
texture we are so proud of. 
The final piece of the jigsaw is allocating the right sized bird to the customers. Some  years this is like fitting a 
square peg in a round hole! As I fear some of you may have experienced, while we make every effort to match 
the size to the size wanted, every year is different. We select our poults from a large number of strains. Each 
one, although being the same age and eating the same food ad-lib, grow to a different weight range. 
Unfortunately this is not an exact science and milder or colder seasons coupled with varying grain qualities at 

harvest (both weather related) can dramatically 
affect their finished weight. One tool we now have in 
our arsenal is good old Microsoft Excel. A simple 
spreadsheet with a couple of column sorts means our 
orders and birds can be sorted and matched as 
closely as possible with a couple of clicks. This is 
another area that has changed dramatically. My 
sisters and I knew to be particularly quiet the night 
Mum and Dad were ‘sorting the weights out’. Way 
into the small hours they would get to the end of the 
order book with maybe just a couple of 10lb turkeys 
needed but only a couple of 25lb ones left so they 
would have to start over tweaking everything to free 
up the right ones to complete the book. This was 
when friendships were truly tested; comments along 
the lines of  “I know Nick said 15-20 but he won’t 
mind a 28” would often be the only solution!  
One thing that has remained throughout the years, 
and long may it continue too, is the sense of occasion 
that comes with plucking time. So many good friends 
from both here in the village and from outside 
regularly make the pilgrimage to the feather shed 
and the banter and comradery shared between us all 
makes an otherwise laborious job seem to fly by and 
for that we are eternally grateful.  

I’m sure if Grandma and Grandad looked down they 
would be tickled to see how things have evolved over 
the years and see how we have maintained the same 
ethos they worked to years ago.                                                           

Alban Harris 

           
    My sisters Sarah and Katie ‘helping me!’ move the turkeys 



Honey Cookies ("Medoviky" in Slovak) 
These festive looking biscuits were made for us last Christmas by my daughter’s future mother-in-
law, who is originally from Slovakia.  Not only do they look fun, but they taste good too.  Enjoy! 
 
Ingredients: 
750g plain flour 
350g icing sugar 
4 eggs 
125g butter 
5 tablespoons of runny honey 
1 teaspoon bicarbonate of soda 
3 tablespoons of mixed spice (ground cinnamon, star anise, 
fennel, cloves) 
 
Method 
Mix the flour with the spices and bicarbonate of soda. Add 
eggs, honey and melted butter. 
Knead the dough and leave in the fridge for 24 hours. 
Preheat the oven to 180*C 
Roll the dough out to a 0.5cm/¼ inch thickness on a lightly floured surface. Using cutters, cut out 
the shapes and place cookies on a baking tray, leaving a gap between them. 
Place the cookies in the oven and bake for approximately 5 minutes or until they are golden 
brown. 
Leave to cool and decorate.                                                                 

Wendy Keenan 

Christmas Carols 

 
Christmas again and that means caroling outside The Trooper on Thursday 

18 December at 6.30 pm.  We’d like as many people as possible to come and 

join us - young and not so young.  Afterwards there will be mulled wine 

(courtesy of Ray Foot) and mince pies (courtesy of The Trooper).  We’d love 

to see you there!    

    Annie and the two Margarets    

Village Hall ‘100’ Club Monthly Draw 
  

The draws took place at The Trooper on 15 October and 5 November.  The winners were: 
October: 
First prize:  £25.00 No.193 Nic Walters 
Second prize: £20.00 No.171 Jo Williams 
Third prize:  £15.00 No.82 Olivia Bastable 
November: 
First prize:    £25.00 No.119 Olive Graham 
Second prize: £20.00 No.190 Lizzie Fenwick 
Third prize:  £15.00 No.188 Sam Reynolds 
 
The next two monthly draws will be held at 9 pm on Wednesday 17 December 2014 at 
The Trooper, and at 2.30 pm on Wednesday 21 January 2015 at the Welcome Club 
meeting in the Village Hall.                                                 

 Anna Oliver 
                                                                        
 



Naturally Thinking 

An ash grows at the bottom of the garden on neighbouring land.  These trees are last to come into leaf 

and last to lose them, though this year we have had several high winds and they haven’t hung onto 

them as long as usual.  The tree must be more than 30 feet high and its spreading branches provide 

perching places for birds in the spring and summer months and are a lovely shape.  This autumn, rooks 

seem to share my enthusiasm for it with as many as 24 at a time balancing on its none too sturdy twigs.  

I’ve nothing against rooks in their place, but I do hope that they don’t decide that their permanent 

place is there.  A friend of ours in Devon had an enormous colony in a large oak beside her gate.  It 

became such a challenge to everyone, especially the postman, to get to the front door of her cottage, 

unspotted and unscathed, that she had to move the gate to another spot.  

The trouble with rooks, not withstanding the mess they create, is their noise.  They like broad leaf trees 

and prefer rural locations, especially those with arable or pasture land nearby.  There’s nothing one 

can do about them once they have moved in – in fact it’s an offence to destroy an active nest.  The 

only way they can be removed is if public health or safety is at risk.  Taking all that into consideration, 

I’d much rather they didn’t become our new neighbours.   

One day on Lydlinch Common, one small bird after another catapulted up from the grasses in front of 

me. They came in rapid succession with a sharp cry of ‘pheet, pheet’ and a low, dipping flight.  Then 

they dropped suddenly into the ground again.  They were little meadow pipits and they seem to stay 

around here most of the year.  It’s a small, sleek bird, little more than sparrow size, and the typical 

behaviour that I’d witnessed is the easiest way I can recognise them.   

Further on, I watched a charm of goldfinches feeding on the tousled grey heads of the thistles.  If it had 

been left to the Victorians, we wouldn’t have had any of these lovely little birds left as they were 

hunted nearly to extinction to be caged for the pleasure of ladies who liked to have them singing 

around the house.  As I heard a glorious liquid song coming from some bushes when one of them 

claimed its roost for the night, I thanked heaven that common sense eventually prevailed amongst 

those Victorians and they left them to get on with their lives in the wild so that everyone could enjoy 

them in their natural environment.  

We passed a big field on one of our drives recently, where moles were at work.  In reality, it’s most 

unlikely that the culprits were those that are there all the year round, but at this time of the year they 

follow their staple diet of worms to the surface of the wet soil.  Their mounds and hills are nothing 

more than signs of soil displacement after all, its got to go somewhere. Sometimes, when people have 

them in their garden, they think that a whole army has moved in.  In fact, it’s probably only one.  It’s an 

interesting little creature.  What it lacks in eyesight, it makes up for in acute sensitivity to sound and 

smell.  It’s also equipped with its own personal earthmovers in the shape of powerful, splayed out front 

feet. It is territorial and so pushes its babies from the nest at an unseemly early age.  The main run can 

be up to two feet deep and sometimes, during very dry periods when worms are hard to find, it slips 

out on top at night to find an alternative slugs will do.   The mole feeds almost precisely every four 

hours and working like this, one mole can produce 28 heaps in a week.  Is it any wonder that gardeners 

think they’ve been invaded?   

It’s almost the end of the year.  Amongst the mosses and hard ferns at the bottom of the hedge in 

Rowden Mill Lane, a small mouse scuttled busily about its daily routine, in and out of leafy tunnels.  A 

cold wind blew and ragged clouds raced six ducks across the sky.  A wren scolded me in a voice quite 

disproportionate to its size and a robin puffed out its chest and soothed from a gatepost.  Christmas is 

almost upon us.   

Have a happy one and a peaceful New Year!                              

 Margaret Waddingham 



Welcome Club 

 

The Welcome Club held its AGM in October and 37 members attended.  After 

the minutes from last year’s AGM had been read, the Chairman and Treasurer 

gave their reports.  Members were asked to nominate places they would like to 

go to for future trips.  A request was made for donations of chocolates for a 

children’s tombola.  Menus were distributed to members for their choice of 

Christmas meal at Yarlington.  Following the conclusion of business, a picture 

quiz was held (which Betty and Ken Noble won) before tea and a raffle.   

Mr David Peet was the speaker for the November meeting of the Welcome Club.  He gave a seasonal 

talk on Charles Dickens and his love for Christmas. Mr Peet illustrated his talk with a pastel portrait of 

Charles Dickens in his early twenties which now hangs in the National Portrait Gallery.  He also read an 

extract from ‘A Christmas Carol’, Dickens’s well known and perhaps best loved book. Mr Peet pointed 

out that the majority of people would not have had ovens in the 1800s and so would take their 

Christmas goose to the local baker who would cook it for them in his oven. The 31 members who 

attended the November meeting enjoyed afternoon tea after the talk.  

For those Welcome Club members going to the Christmas lunch at Yarlington, there will be a coach 

leaving the village hall car park at 11.45 am on Wednesday 17 December.    

 Helen Bennett 

COMMERCIAL CHRISTMAS 
 

Christmas is that time of year 
when tills ring out with strident cheer,  
and coloured lights with winking eye 

cast pale halos to the sky.  
When late night shoppers with their haul 

trudge around the shopping malls 
and gaudy windows flaunt their wares 

amidst the tinselly, bauble glare 
enticing people through the doors 

to search for gifts from floor to floor, 
whilst twinkly music surges round  

of carols, snow and sleigh bells’ sound.  
Small children, tired but much enthused,  

join the queue outside the booths  
where jolly red-faced, whiskery men 
shout ’Ho, ho, ho’ to each of them, 

and shop assistants, trained to serve 
through gritted teeth and jangling nerves 

are losing most of their regard 
‘midst seas of cash and credit cards,  

until with giant, collective groan,  
they and their customers stagger home.  

In a nearby narrow street,  
away from all the hurrying feet,  
a small and shabby corner shop 

stood on its own, doors firmly locked 
against the clamour, glare and noise 

and all the artificial joys,  
whilst in its window, printed tall,  

a simple message spoke to all,  
‘When peace on earth is quite forgot,  
be still and know that I’m your God.’   

 
                                                                                          Margaret Waddingham 



 

Harvest Thanksgiving 
 

It was with great pleasure that we welcomed the Bishop of Sherborne, The Rt 
Rev Dr Graham Kings, to the Harvest Thanksgiving service in St Peter’s Church on 
Sunday 12 October.  Many villagers and families took the opportunity to meet 
the Bishop over a cup of coffee after the service and to admire the flowers, fruit 
and vegetables so beautifully arranged by the flower team, which is headed by 
Gay Liversidge. 

 

    

 

 

 

The Church Wardens 

Carol Services 

We look forward to welcoming the Gillingham and Shaftesbury Young Farmers’ Club on 10 December 
and All Saints School, Bishops Caundle on 17 December to St Peter’s Church for their carol services. 

 

 

 

 

Ride and Stride 

Kathy Jeanes was the village’s only entrant for this annual fund-raising event this year, but raised £110 
in sponsorship by visiting 14 churches on her bicycle on one Saturday in September.  Half the money 
raised goes to the Trust and the other half to St Peter’s Church.  Well done and thank you, Kathy! 

Weather report for September/October 
September 2014                2013 20-year average 

Rainfall:  4 mm / 0.16 in                N/A 59.0 mm /2.32 in 

                                   October 2014                2013 20-year average 

Rainfall:  125 mm / 4.92 in                 N/A 110.2 mm /4.34 in 

Temperature (°C)   Maximum   Minimum    Average 

    High            Low  High           Low 

September 2014  24.3 (18
th

) 16.9 (24
th

) 16.6 (18
th

)  5.2 (22
nd

)  16.1 

September 2013  26.0 (3
rd

)   15.5 (15
th

) 15.4 (22
nd

)  5.9 (15
th

)  15.3 

October 2014  20.3 (2
nd

)   11.5 (14
th

) 16.0 (18
th

)  3.1 (5
th

)             12.8 

October 2013  20.1 (4
th

)   11.7 (29
th

) 14.3 (2
nd

)    2.8 (30
th

)  12.8 

September was the driest month since our village records began back in January 1994.  October was 

wet, which is normal as this is our wettest month of the year.  On 31 October, the temperature 

reached a balmy 19.3°C.   

Dog Waste Bins 
Following a stakeholder consultation earlier this year, the Dorset Waste Partnership has announced that 
all dog waste bins within the County will gradually be removed.  The Waste Partnership has also advised 
that dog waste can be placed in general waste bins.  The Parish Council has therefore requested that the 
dog waste bin at the corner of Brimbles, which is already broken, should be removed and not replaced. 

As well as causing mess inside our homes when picked up on shoes, dog waste can cause health problems 
for humans (especially children) and for livestock.  Please will all dog owners therefore ensure that any 
dog waste deposited in the street or on paths is picked up promptly, double-wrapped in plastic and 
deposited in their normal (black) rubbish bin. 



Service of Remembrance 
 

Once again the sun shone brightly on the morning of Sunday 9 November when over 50 villagers gathered 

before the War Memorial in St Peter’s churchyard for our Service of Remembrance, conducted this year by Judy 

Waite.  After the two minutes’ silence had been observed and a wreath laid, we moved into the church for the 

service, during which Judy gave a most moving sermon.  On the north wall of the nave was sited a beautiful 

commemorative screen made by the pupils of Sapphire and Rubies classes at Bishop’s Caundle primary school.   

 

This year we acknowledge that a century has passed since the start of the Great War in 1914.  What we know of 

the names on the memorial from the First War comes from painstaking research done over the years by 

Michael Place and Phil Knott.  I thought it would be appropriate to say a few words about each of the fallen. 

 

Willie Ashford was born in 1888 in Stalbridge.  Before enlisting in the Dorset Regiment, he worked as a road 

labourer for Sturminster Newton District Council.  He died from wounds received in 1917 and is buried at Grove 

Cemetery in Meaultis on the Somme. 

 

Hubert Henry Bugg was born in in 1899 in Stourton Caundle.  In 1911 his family lived at the Pound.  He enlisted 

in the Duke of Cornwall Light Infantry and was killed in 1918 aged 19.  His grave lies in the Queen’s Cemetery at 

Bucquoy on the Pas de Calais. 

 

Thomas James Caddy was born in 1880 and became a shepherd.  He was married to Anne Jane Winter of Pot 

Knapp (just beyond the Cat Lane bridge) and they had five children.  He enlisted in the Dorset Regiment and was 

killed in action in 1915 aged 35.  His name is inscribed on the memorial at the Menin Gate. 

 

Alfred Edward Carter was born in Alweston in 1896 but his family moved to Charlton Horethorne.  He worked 

as a carter.  He enlisted in the Dorset Regiment and died of wounds in 1915.  He is buried at the cemetery in 

Boulogne.  In his ‘War Will’ he left all his possessions to his mother Emily Carter of Stourton Caundle. 

 

Alfred Joseph Hann was born in Stalbridge in 1879 and in 1911 became a groom in Stourton Caundle.  He 

enlisted in the Oxford and Buckingham Light Infantry and 8 days before mobilisation he married Lilly Harris 

whose parents ran the village shop on Golden Hill.  He was killed in 1918 aged 39 and is buried in the British 

cemetery at Maroeuil on the Pas de Calais. 

 

Charles Jeans was born in Henstridge in 1888.  In 1911 the Jeans family lived at Triangle Cottage.  He joined the 

Army Service Corps transporting rations and ammunition.  He died in 1916 from an illness and is buried at 

Brookwood Military Cemetery, Weybridge. 

 

Harry Osmond was born in 1875 in Charlton Horethorne and became a shepherd.  In 1911 he lived at Woodrow 

Cottage.  He enlisted in the Royal Marines but died of disease on board HMS Albion in October 1914 at Cap 

Verde. 

 

                                                                                                                                 Terry Taylor 



The Magnard Ensemble 
The large audience assembled in St Peter’s Church on a Saturday evening in late September was in for an 
outstanding evening of musical entertainment.  The young and talented players of The Magnard Ensemble, 
wind quintet in residence at the Royal Academy of Music, had put together a wonderfully varied 
programme, with works that were sophisticated and witty and others that were simply great fun.  

 

They started the evening in energetic mode with Trois Pièces Breves by Jacques Ibert, which showcased 
each of the instruments at different times and which romped home in foot-tapping style.  The Ensemble 
then performed a mini-version of Humperdinck’s Hansel and Gretel opera, with bassoonist, Hannah 
Rankin, proving a dramatic narrator.  

 

More drama followed in the carnivalesque Mozart Serenade No 12 in C Minor, with the chocolate tones of 
Hannah’s bassoon and the warm notes of the horn providing an understory of effortless runs above which 
the flute, oboe and clarinet wove their melodies.  Oboeist, Mana Shibata, was playing her inaugural 
concert with her fellow musicians that night, although such was the quality of the ensemble playing that 
they might all have been together for years.  

 

All too soon it was the interval but the entertainment continued as a highly professional group of wine 
waiters and waitresses brought round trays of drinks for all. 

 

The second half of the evening began with Fauré’s much-loved and haunting Pavane in F sharp Minor to 
settle us all down again.  Then followed for me the highlight of the recital, a sentiment which seemed to 
be shared by the players themselves, especially clarinet player, Jo Shiner who hails from Wells.  In honour 
of the Dorset setting, the quintet played Westerly Winds, by Paul Patterson, their composition teacher at 
the Royal Academy.  This piece is a four-part fantasy on well-known West Country folk songs - Farmer Giles 
from Somerset; Widdecombe Fair from Devon; Linden Lea from Dorset and the Helston Floral Dance from 
Cornwall.  And a rollicking experience it was too, with all the instruments vying to keep up with each other 
as the tempo reached breakneck speed to finish.  

 

The last item, Old Hungarian Dances by composer, Ferenc Farkas, who had been a repetiteur to the 
Diaghilev Ballet, was perhaps the most surprising.  Mana introduced the pieces by saying that Bartok had 
been an influence on Ferenc, but the music bore no resemblance to Bartok’s compositions.  These were 
Hungarian folk tunes transmuted into courtly dances, which wouldn’t have been out of place in 
Elizabethan England.  The infectious gaiety of the final ‘Leaping Dance’ had the audience jiggling in our 
seats. 

 

A huge thank you to Tim Villiers, the inspiration behind a planned series of concerts at St Peter’s, for 
securing such a fantastic group of young musicians to entertain us.  Thanks also to Maureen for handling 
the tickets, Sue Simon and helpers for the lovely flower arrangements, Terry and Vinny Taylor for feeding 
and watering the players and Eric Dummett and Gerry Holdstock for organising the wine in the interval.            
                 

Caroline Hughes 

‘My Final’ Garden Tip 
Force rhubarb.  Cover crowns with a generous layer of straw, exclude light with a large pot, 

bucket or terracotta rhubarb pot .               

Brian Waddingham 

Garden Club 
The Garden Club held its AGM on 12 November.  Following a glass of wine, some 40 members heard the Chairman, 
Howard ffitch, report on another successful year.  After  submission of the Treasurer’s and the Chairman’s reports, 
Christine Peters and Sally-Anne Barrett were elected to the committee, following the retirements of Fleur Miles and 
Ro Perkins.  The remaining committee members were re-elected for the next year. 
This was followed by a fascinating joint talk by Hedley and Marjo Walker and Jane Onslow about their recent 
holidays to Sri Lanka, illustrated with wonderful photographs, which on a cold November evening in Dorset made 
one want to rush out and book a holiday there immediately. 
The next meeting of the Garden Club will be held on Wednesday 10 December when Neil Lovesey of Picket Lane 
Nursery will be talking about Bee Friendly Gardens.  This will be followed by coffee and mince pies.  The Annual 
Supper for members and their guests will be held in the Village Hall on Wednesday 14 January 2015.     

              Maureen Villiers 



STOURTON CAUNDLE – COMMUNITY LADIES 

Calling all ladies of Stourton Caundle 
Would you like to meet new people in your community, catch up, 

have fun, learn new skills in a relaxed environment? 
First Tuesday in every month 

7.30pm 
Come to the Skittle Alley of The Trooper to find out more 

Find us on Facebook / Email sccladies@btopenworld.com 
Or call 07854 078431 / 07799 566564 

 The Harvest Supper 
When I wandered into Stourton Caundle eleven-and-a-half years ago, I had never attended a 
harvest supper.  Of course, I had placed my tin of Heinz tomato soup on a bench at the front of the 
assembly hall in my suburban junior school, and sung 'All Things Bright and Beautiful' with the 
requisite gusto, but I don't know if I had ever truly given thanks.  I do though remember feeling a 
real sense of thanks in that first year when attending my first harvest supper.  I felt thanks for my 
beautiful children, my wonderful new friends and for the winds of fate that had blown me here to 
such a place.  I think that, in that first year and in my first experience of a truly rural community, I 
finally grasped what the tomato soup was about.  Since then, my boys and I have attended every 
harvest supper bar one.  I have been fortunate enough to attend the last two with my mum and 
dad. 

 

While I sat in the Village Hall this year, I knew I had many real reasons to be thankful.  As the Rector 
led us in a mixed bag a capella of 'We Plough the Fields'; as we tucked in to cold cuts, hot potatoes 
and a myriad of salads; as we galumphed down puddings of every description from kitchens across 
the Parish; I felt it. (Especially in the white chocolate mousse).  As we listened to the warblings of 
John Waltham; as I listened to the giggles of my boys and their friends, looked at the smile in my 
father's eyes, saw the new confidence of my mother and heard the laughs of my friends on 
adjacent tables; I felt it. 

 

Thank you!  Thank you to everyone who worked so hard to bring it off.  Thank you to everyone who 
helped in the kitchen, at home, at Dikes and further afield (excuse the pun).  Thank you to everyone 
who came, bringing children, grandchildren, friends and parents.  Thank you to raffle givers, buyers 
and winners.  Thank you to servers, eaters, beer pourers and drinkers. 

 

Relationships may change, friendships may wax and wane, loved ones may have to leave us but 
there is always so much for which to be thankful.                                     

                                                          Deanne Tremlett 



 Parish Council 
The Parish Council arranged a village meeting on 29 October 2014, mainly for Roland Skeats (Highways 

Technical Office) to inform residents about winter highway maintenance arrangements, but also to discuss 

dog -waste bins.  

Seventeen members of the public and County Councillor Pauline Batstone attended the meeting at which 

Mr Skeats explained that under the Highways Act, the county council has a duty to keep roads free of ice 

and snow as far as reasonably possible.  This has to be done both affordably and consistently and in 

practice, means prioritising the roads most used by traffic and salting a network beneficial to as many 

people as possible.  1100 km of roads are treated in Dorset. 

The first priority is main roads giving access to hospitals, schools, links to industrial estates and freight 

routes, followed by community routes for smaller centres of population, providing one way in and out 

routes linking to a main road.   

Salt stocks are held at a number of depots around the county and the quantity of salt spread varies 

according to the severity of the weather.  In Stourton Caundle there is currently one salt bin on Golden 

Hill, filled and ready for use.  The salt/gritting lorry cannot get down through Cat Lane because of the 

narrow bridge that means reversing back each time.  Stokes Lane and Waterloo Lane are currently treated.  

Mr Paull suggested Drove Road might serve the village better as an access route to the A357 if this meant 

the High Street was salted as well.  The Parish Council will discuss the most appropriate route for the lorry 

to use within the village and seek the support of the County Council.  Sites for further grit bins will also be 

discussed. 

General road repairs, drainage work and culvert clearance are currently in progress and the road across 

Lydlinch Common and the A3030 near the deer park are to be resurfaced, as they are very uneven.  The 

Parish Council reports defects via the ‘Dorsetforyou’ website which generates a reference number.  Mr 

Jones said follow-up to pothole reports were very quick; drains and ditches less so and Councillor Batstone 

said all matters raised should be dealt with within 28 days. 

Concerns about the poor road re-surfacing, and problems with tar had already been passed to Mr Skeats 

via Councillor Batstone but Mr Waltham pointed out that the loose grit which had not been swept up 

quickly was very dangerous, particularly to motor cyclists.  Mr Skeats said the re-surfacing had been an 

end-of-season job and had not bedded in properly because of the low temperatures and then floodwater 

had washed a lot of the surface away.  Dorset Waste Partnership is now consulting about changes to new 

street cleaning and litter policies and all dog bins are to be removed. General litterbins are to be used 

instead.  The dog bin at the top of Brimble Cottages will be removed and the meeting was advised that dog 

waste can be disposed of in household black refuse bins.                 

 Sue Harris, Clerk 



A Bygone Somerset Christmas 
‘Wattle Hurdles and Leather Gaiters’ is a short autobiography by John Randall who was brought up in Beckington, near 

Frome, before becoming a well-known shepherd in Dorset; he was easily recognisable at shows and the like by his highly 

polished leather gaiters.  In this extract, he remembers boyhood Christmases. His father was the local wheelwright and his 

mother came from a family who had made cheddar cheese on the Mendips and Somerset Levels for over a hundred years, 

with the skills being passed down from mother to daughter through the generations.  She and her sisters were cheese mak-

ers of repute and consistent winners at the agricultural shows at the time. 

‘We always spent Christmas with my grandparents.  We would arrive on Christmas Eve and be allowed to help put up the 

holly and paper chain decorations before tea, after which there was the tree to be decorated.  This was always done under 

Grandmother’s watchful eye; she made sure that no chocolates or sugar mice were purloined or hidden away for secret 

consumption later.  A rather battered angel was always fixed to the top of the tree, which was draped in tinsel, the choco-

late Father Christmases and little nets of foil-covered chocolate money and sugar mice were tied on.  Next came the can-

dles; little metal candle holders were clipped onto the branches and coloured candles inserted.  At about half past seven 

we were packed off to bed with the promise that, if we behaved, we would be allowed to stay up for the party on Christ-

mas night – not that there was any need to resort to bribery, for we never wanted to get on the wrong side of Grand-

mother.  Playing up to mother was one thing; playing up to Grandmother was quite another matter.  When she snapped at 

you in the same tone of voice she used on a recalcitrant cow or horse, you moved sharply. 

Christmas morning came and the stocking hung up the night before was full of oranges, nuts, sweets, a small toy or two 

and a little book; a pillow case held the bigger presents which we were not supposed to open until after breakfast.  Break-

fast, always boiled eggs, was despatched at rapid speed and then the parcels were opened.  They had to be unwrapped 

carefully and the brown wrapping paper saved for future use.  At about eleven o’clock Father would take grandfather, my 

brother and I to see mother’s brother who farmed at the other end of the village.  By the time we arrived uncle would have 

finished work for the morning and the three men settled down with a bottle of Scotch.  Father would get us home for lunch 

at one o’clock; the kitchen table covered with a linen cloth was laid with the best willow-pattern china dinner service, the 

plates big enough to hold half a bucketful.  The meal consisted of a brace of chicken and a large joint of sirloin; bread 

sauce, apple sauce and Yorkshire pudding completed the main course.  There was always a great variety of vegetables from 

the garden.  Christmas pudding and mince pies followed.  Everything, with the exception of the beef was home  produced. 
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for the morning and the three men settled down with a bottle of Scotch.  Father would get us home for lunch at one 

o’clock; the kitchen table covered with a linen cloth was laid with the best willow-pattern china dinner service, the plates 
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After dinner the port came out for the adults, while we tried out our new toys , had a nose round grandfather’s workshop 

and then had a ride round the loose box on Grandmother’s cob – this was strictly forbidden as her cob was always on the 

quick side, but the chances of getting caught on Christmas afternoon were very slim!  By late afternoon the grown-ups had 

surfaced and mantle lamps had been placed on the kitchen table and in the front room.  Tea and Christmas cake were con-

sumed while we waited for the rest of the family to arrive.  As they did so, the horses were taken into the stable, secured 

and given a feed of hay. 

The large Christmas tree stood in the corner surrounded by presents for everyone, while the sideboard glinted with an ar-

ray of glasses and bottles.  The tree candles were lit and over a drink or two the conversation flowed.  As befitted our age 

and the times, we were expected to be seen and not heard.  At nine o’clock we went through to the kitchen for supper.  

There was ham at one end of the table and a cold sirloin of beef at the other.  Right in the middle, a truckle of Cheddar 

cheese stood, with its bandage removed, the rind lightly scraped; it glowed like a full moon in the lamplight.  It would be 

one made by a member of the family in either Somerset or Dorset.  It was not just any old cheese, but one of the best from 

the previous season having been made in the first ten days of June.  Around the table would have been half a dozen of the 

best cheese makers in the area.  Grandmother would get up from her place and from a pocket in her white starched pina-

fore produce a cheese sampler in its leather case.  The sampler had a very thin blade about four inches long, half an inch 

broad at the handle and running down to a point.  She slipped this into the top of the cheese and let it stay for a moment 

while she felt the cheese with the ball of her thumb.  The sample was removed, held under her nose and sniffed.  She 

would then pronounce judgement which could vary from ‘It’s a tiny bit strong’ to ‘Now this is something special’.  The 

truckle was then cut and handed round with the port.  The party broke up at about half past ten as several of its members 

had to be up by five o’clock the following morning to do the milking.  Farming never stops, not even for Christmas.’                  

 Tim Villiers 


