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   My India Trip 

 

 As some may know I’ve just been to 

Delhi, India for 10 days to volunteer in Kalka 

Ji Slum with a beautiful charity called Asha. 

Asha means hope in Hindi and that is the 

main focus of the charity, to bring hope to 

people who would otherwise feel hopeless. I 

went with a group of 15 girls from Leweston, 

Sherborne Girls and The Gryphon and it was 

the first time 3 schools from Sherborne have 

come together on a trip, 3 schools, 1 team.   

 

 Many people go to India to experience 

the diverse culture, but I don’t think that you 

can truly understand India until you volunteer there and see how extreme the amazing country is. The focus of 

the trip was volunteering however, we did spend the first 3 days sightseeing so that we could get a sense of the 

country. We packed in seeing the Red Fort, Qutb Minar, India Gate, Jama Masjid, the Ghandi Museum, and of 

course the Taj Mahal in Agra. Placing the sight-seeing at the beginning of the week meant that when 

volunteering in Kalka Ji we could solely focus on our work and the people we were working with, also allowed 

us to understand the extremities of Indian culture.  

 

 India is a country that I have always wanted to visit and experience for myself, instead of hearing Papa 

reminisce over his amazing experiences there over 20 years ago… Whilst I had heard a lot of stories, seen many 

photos etc, I really had no idea what I was going to find there. There are many things I had thought about; the 

colour, the buildings, the food (of course) yet I had never thought about the air quality, cows wandering the road, 

the size of the population nor the vast amount of rubbish littering the city. Delhi is a city like nowhere else and I 

wouldn’t change it for the world.  

 

 Volunteering in Kalka Ji is something I will never forget. We spent the five days in Kalka Ji in the 

educational centre that Asha had built to help further the slum children’s learning. As we entered through a tiny 

gate, that all of us had to bend over to get through, we were greeted by smiling faces of about 10 little girls who 

each threw marigold petals over us and marigold garlands were given to the 3 teachers. The centre was 

comprised of a small courtyard, an English room, computer room, crafts room and a library which were all 

upstairs and downstairs there were a few rooms that doctors used to see patients on a daily basis. It really was 

nothing special to look at however this place has changed kids and adults  lives for the better, looking after 

children from the age of 4 up till the end of their schooling and following them into adulthood. We were able to 

spend time with such a variety of different ages that we really got a sense of the work that Asha does and how 

they contribute to their lives. With the younger children we mostly spent time playing games both indoors and 

outdoors and teaching them basic English (colours, animals, stationary). With us, we took a rope to skip with and 

a rainbow parachute, both of which everyone loved to play with. Sometimes, the children would even teach us 

some of their own games. On the first day we played cricket. I might be Australian, but I am no natural cricket 

player and managed to lose the only ball these kids had. I was mortified, but luckily, they found it quite amusing 

that I had managed to hit a ball behind me and through a tiny gap in the wall. Time with the older students was 

spent just talking to them about anything and everything. They were very interested in England, our hobbies, the 

subjects we take at school, our family and we were asked a lot about our thoughts on Delhi. We even got to have 

a couple of hours with one of the women’s groups and they showed us the medical box that they take around to 

people’s houses helping sick people and pregnant women. 

 

 On one of the evenings we were invited to Dr Kiran Martin, the founder of Asha’s house. We had nibbles 

and a wonderful selection of different curry’s for supper which we were told were mild. How wrong she was. 

Those curry’s, although delicious, were incredibly spicy, even for me, and I can take a bit of heat. After supper 

we had pudding and listened to Dr Kiran speak about her charity and some of the children that it supported, of 

which 4 of them were with us and we had been talking to throughout the night. Kirans speech was very 

emotional and brought a lot of us to tears including myself. We were told how important our work as volunteers 

was to the lives of the slum children and how much of an inspiration, we are to them.  

 



On Thursday 25th October, we were invited for high tea at Sir Dominic Asquith, the British High Commissioners 

residency along with 2 other school groups of volunteers. Sir Dominic has for many years worked very closely with 

ASHA, promoting its work and even offering some of the students’ internships with him. We were invited to help 

celebrate the grades of some of the students from their last year in schooling. 78%, 84%, 95%, these were only 

some of the grades that these children had achieved. These students live in houses the size of boot rooms with their 

families all crammed together, no light, no desk, nevertheless they still managed to achieve such high marks. This 

definitely gave us and the other students a lot of food for thought.  

 

 Volunteering in India has been one of the most life changing events to happen in my life and myself and the 

rest of the girls who went are so desperate to go back and further assist ASHA in their aim to reach every single 

slum in Delhi.  

 

Yasmin Litchfield 

Ooops! 

The Stourton Caundler team very much regret crediting the wrong author in our last edition. The 

hilarious account of One Man's Battle to Bake a Lemon Drizzle Cake was attributed to Claire Lewis 

of Acorn Cottage, who also boasts a husband Matt, but no daughter. It should, of course, have 

carried the name of Clare Litchfield from Charterhays. Well, it should have done, had Clare not 

wished her piece to be anonymous (to spare husband Matt's blushes?) So we got it wrong on 

two counts and hope that irreparable damage was not done to either the Lewis or Litchfield 

families, and that both Matts will continue with their baking endeavours with confidence. 

 
An invitation from  

All Saints Primary School, Bishops Caundle. 
 
The children of All Saints Primary School would like to invite you to a very special event in Stourton 
Caundle this Christmas! Every year All Saints hold their annual Carol Service in one of our village 
churches and this year this will be  at 
 

St Peter’s, Stourton Caundle.  

 
The children would be delighted if members of the community could join in the celebration with them. 
Therefore you are invited to a  
 

Carol Service on Tuesday 18th December at 7.00pm.  
A truly wonderful way to celebrate Christmas,  

with special readings, carols  
and  

mulled wine! 
 

Other festive dates at All Saints are: 
 
Christmas Fayre - Friday 23rd November: in Bishops Caundle Village Hall from 3.30pm.   
Lots of fantastic stalls to help you solve those Christmas present dilemmas. 
Christingle Service - Tuesday 4th December:  at Bishops Caundle Church at 2.30pm.  
Help us celebrate the true meaning of Christmas with this special celebration. 
Christmas Nativity performed by our younger pupils - Thursday 13th December at 2pm and 
Friday 14th December at 9.30am in the School Hall. Come and watch this magical show. Mince pies 
and refreshments will be provided after the event 
 

HAPPY CHRISTMAS from ALL SAINTS! 
 
 
Anne Crumpler,  Headteacher    



 

                       Poppy collection 2018:   

The total collection from our village, is £857.86 

Thank you to all those who contributed. 

 
THE RINGING ISLE NEEDS YOU ! 

CAMPANOLOGY IN STOURTON CAUNDLE 
 

Campanology has nothing to do with camping for those of you who might be wondering, so where did the name 
come from? Well, ' Campana ' is Latin for a bell and 'logia' is Greek for the study of bells. The large bells are the loudest 
known musical instrument, the original heavy metal band, and often hung in a tower. 
 

The sound of bells ringing is deeply rooted in British culture, almost everyone in the UK lives within hearing 
range of church bells. When Handel came to London in 1720 he called England 'the ringing isle' because wherever he 
went he heard the bells ringing. 
Bell ringing provides the grand sound track to our historical moments; call out for our celebrations and toll sadly in 
empathy with our grief. 
During World War ll the bells were silenced, to be rung only to inform of an invasion by enemy troops. 
 

Bell ringing is a fascinating activity, which requires physical coordination, a sense of rhythm and good listening 
skills. This might be why it is taking me so long to graduate! It provides mental and physical stimulation along with the 
social aspect of working with other ringers. 
Ringers can walk into any tower in the world and will invariably be welcomed by the ringers and invited to ring, a huge 
extended family. 
 

This brings me to the conundrum that we face.  Due to the lack of bell ringers here in Stourton Caundle, the 
two parishes of Stourton Caundle and Stalbridge have joined forces to ring at each other's towers, making a mad dash 
across on a Sunday between churches, no mean feat! 
No Quasimodos here, but a group of enthusiastic campanologists who bring the music of bells to our ears on Sunday 
mornings and Monday evenings. 
There are certainly some fascinating stories that have happened in the towers over the years. 
One lady who was pulling the treble bell (the lightest) in Stalbridge shrieked as her skirt fell down! She managed to turn 
around and preserve her modesty while the other bell ringers looked tactfully away. 
 

This seems quite a theme, as I am told one female bell ringer from Sherborne Abbey, who had lost a lot of 
weight, was embarrassed when the safety pin became undone and  her trousers slipped off her hips. 

 
Other problems can happen as we have recently seen in the news; the campanologist who was lifted off the 

floor holding the rope and then fell and broke his ankles. A group of bell ringers in Somerset had to run for it when the 
bell broke loose and crashed through two floors of the bell tower, it was the largest bell, the tenor bell. 
 One of our own parishioners had his hands skinned while pulling the rope too hard. The rope burnt his hands as he 
tried holding on to the rope and sally, but these horror stories are few and far between! 
  

I think most groups of ringers have a funny story to tell. Apparently our Stourton Caundle ringers went on 
strike one year; it was very petty, a personality clash over who rang which bell and who should get more wedding bell 
money! 
So now to encourage you to join us and ensure that our bells keep ringing let me tell you very briefly about these 
amazing bells. 
 
The four bells here in St Peters Church are aged 
C 1649, C 1779, C 1795 and C 1926 
 
The six bells at Stalbridge are aged 
C1649, C 1770, C1795 and C 1926 
 
 Twelve years old is a good age to start so let's see if we can find a new group of willing ringers and keep this 
tradition going before the bells become rusty and redundant. 

Delia Lord 
 
 Our thanks go to Stourton bell ringers Clive Jones, Lucy Jones and Phil Knot  
Stalbridge bell ringers Derek Bollen, Pat Ashcroft, Lionel, Richard Brown, and William Ridding. 



NATURALLY THINKING by Margaret Waddingham 
 

Last article for the year - even though I haven’t fulfilled the usual quota.  It’s October as I write this; season of mists and 
mellow fruitfulness.  Unseasonably warm, rain that we should have had in the summer coming down in torrents to make up 
for the lack of it and borders dripping with michaelmas daisies and sedums gaudily tempting bees and butterflies with sounds 
and sights of summer. Janey told me of a humming bird hawk moth that had arrived unseasonably late in the season and next 
day Nikki told me there was one at the front of my garden, sipping on the fuchsias. Dragonflies still patrol, emerging from 
neighbouring ponds looking for tardy mates.    

One morning I looked out of the window and saw what seemed to be the bizarre sight of a bag of cobwebs.  On closer 
inspection, I discovered that an industrious spider had indeed formed a bag by joining its web up and down and across 
between horizontal and vertical bars of the ramp and attaching it round and round to an empty bird feeder half way down, 
thus forming a perfect bag shaped web.  I wish I’d seen the spinner at work and I rather hoped to see the fruits (sorry, flies) 
of its labour.   

This is the sort of thing that began to fascinate me when I was 11 or 12 and on into my early teens - a fascination with 
the macabre and morbid side of wild life.   It all started with my father, when, at the outbreak of the last war, he decided to 
keep bees.  He worked in London, we lived in North Harrow, and he brought home his first brood of bees, protected only 
by newspaper and string, on the luggage rack of the steam train from Marylebone.  That first brood developed into four 
when we moved nearer to Pinner where there was a larger garden.  It was here that we were all introduced to Mr Dennis, 
an apiarist quite well known in apiarist circles and he invited me to see his observation hive which was half in the garden and 
half in the house.  It was in this room that he also kept cages containing white rats, ferrets, aquariums and a vivarium.  My 
mother had a great deal of sympathy for Mrs Dennis as this was the room where they also ate.  However, mother put her 
foot down at the thought of me accepting the proffered gift of a splendid white rat, but reluctantly agreed, with 
encouragement from my father, to a vivarium.  It duly arrived and with it 4 American green tree frogs and a young snake, 
which was just a bit too young to make a meal of its house mates but would, I was assured, soon finish them off and I could 
have replacements whenever I needed them. Again my mother put her foot down.  Frogs (reluctantly) but definitely no 
snakes.  In the end we compromised and settled on two small slow worms who wouldn’t be in the least interested in a menu 
of frogs.  They would appreciate, however, slugs, worms, snails and the odd spider or two.  My darling mother braced herself 
and agreed.   

By now my father was also getting interested in certain other items of Mr Dennis’s dining room, apart from the bees.  I 
had already expressed an ardent desire for some brightly coloured tropical fish and so, one day he arrived home with a huge 
metal frame.  I haven’t a clue how he got that one on the train from Marylebone.  A few days later, it was transformed into a 
very large aquarium. There constructed a large piece of furniture with all sorts of compartments in it, and, behold!, a very 
large aquarium on top.  He and I then went to Pinner to buy some spectacular tropical fish and all that fish need to make 

them happy.   The family were impressed.  Not for long though.  We were all woken up early one morning soon after it was 
installed by a tremendous bang.  He, being the only man in a house of 5 women, rushed downstairs to find that one of the 
panes of glass had sort of burst out of its frame, water was pouring all over the carpet and the poor fish were floundering 
helplessly.  At a yell from him, we hurried down and surveyed the wreckage, me crying in desperation for the lives of my 
precious pets.  Still dressed in night attire, curlers in hair, faces grim with the effort of transporting fish into warm water in 
the kitchen sink and then following it up with mops, buckets and towels from the bathroom, my mother, two older sisters, 
grandmother (without teeth) and father directing operations, we finally got things more or less under control.   

I can’t remember what happened next but a few days later the tank was repaired and fish returned to their home.  
What my mother had to say on the subject I really don’t know but she was a remarkably patient and loving person, and 
before long my father had enclosed our open sided veranda to make a proper fish house.  Thereafter, whenever the fish from 
the main tank produced babies, they were installed in the overflow tanks in the fish house along with the vivarium, now 
expelled from my bedroom to a more suitable place.   

From then on I had the task of feeding the menagerie on all sorts of things, like breeding little worms on cold porridge 
or wet bread or grinding up their much larger and land-locked cousins with two metal plates which had two very sharp and 
concentric rings in them, oh, and not forgetting slugs and snails and spiders for my little slow worms. 

I’m pleased to say that I have now lost most of my macabre tendencies but am still fascinated by the cleverness of tiny 
creatures, like my bag weaving spider, and the way they catch their next meal. 

And after that, I can only say that I shall try not to be so revolting in my next article, that it will be much more about 
what is going on around me in the garden and the local lanes, and, of course, HAPPY CHRISTMAS! 

Hedgehog Friendly Village 
 
 Now it’s getting cold do watch out for small, underweight hedgehogs and juveniles in late autumn.  They may 
require over wintering with a hedgehog rescue, so scoop them up, weigh them and contact your local vet or hedgehog 
rescue for advice.  Such animals, if under 600g may not have sufficient fat reserves in order to service winter hibernation. 
 
 If you find a hedgehog needing help, pick it up, put it in a high sided box on a towel or in hay with food, water and 
warmth.  It is essential that sick or young hedgehogs are kept warm.  Take it to the vet to be checked over. 
 
 Drivers beware, the lump you think is mud caught in your headlights could be our prickly friends. 
 

Jo Williams 

Hedgehog co-ordinator 



Garden Club - Climbers and Funky Fun  
(with a smidgeon of admin thrown in) 

 
 On the 10th October members of the garden club were entertained by Martin Young, a lifelong plantsman and 
member of the Plant Heritage Society from Weymouth, who talked to us about climbing plants, especially clematis, and 
how to prune them. 
The November meeting started off with the mercifully brief AGM, before a session of fun, mischief and mayhem at the 
hands Funky Flowers.  Win Gillard stood down after 3 years as Chairman, and handed over to Howard Ffitch (for his 
second stint as Chair!)  Marjo Walker also handed over as Secretary to Maureen Villiers. Both Win and Marjo, who are 
remaining on the Committee, were thanked for jobs well done, as was Jane Colville who has left the Committee. 
 And so to the stage, set for Funky Flowers - our own Sue Simon and Penny Plunkett, returning after two years -  
to demonstrate a variety of Christmas decorations and displays, using locally sourced materials, mostly available in many 
gardens, (but including some from voluntary pruning in public spaces!) Operating completely surrounded by a screen of 
greenery and attractive stems – the materials – secateurs snipping and stems stripping, Sue and Penny demonstrated  
particularly strong ability to work together on an arrangement in perfect harmony, while producing a variety of table 
decorations, wreaths (or rings – the circles of life and eternity?), swags and a beautiful pedestal. All was accompanied by 
hilarious commentary and explanation, amplified by Howard’s deft deployment of the microphone! At the end of this fun 
evening, some of the decorations were raffled off. 

‘Filthy Fingers’ 

Trooper Opening Hours; 
We would like to take this opportunity to wish all our customers a Merry Christmas and to thank 
you for your valued custom over the past year. 

         Our opening hours for the festive period are: 
Christmas Eve   7.00pm – 10.30pm 
Christmas Day   noon – 1.30pm 
Boxing Day  noon – 2.00pm 
27th December – 29th December   CLOSED 
30th December   noon – 3.00pm 
31st December   7.30pm – LATE 
New Year’s Day  1.00pm – 6.00pm 

Bookings are now being taken for New Year’s Eve - £25 per head, 5 course set menu. 

 

Don’t forget we have The Leggomen at the village hall on Saturday 22nd December - £10 per ticket. 

December 

Dec 5    Wednesday : Recycling and food 

Dec 6    Thursday: Garden waste  

Dec  12  Wednesday : Rubbish and food 

Dec 19   Wednesday: Recycling and food 

Dec  20  Thursday: Garden Waste 

Dec  28  Friday: Rubbish and food 

January 

Jan  4    Friday : Recycling and food 

Jan 10  Thursday : Rubbish and food 

Jan 16  Wednesday: Recycling and food 

Jan 17  Thursday: Garden waste 

Jan 23  Wednesday : Rubbish and food 

Jan 30  Wednesday: Recycling and food 

Jan 31  Thursday: Garden waste 

Recycling, rubbish and garden waste  

Please note items in bold are revised days due to holiday period. 

 
Disclaimer  
 
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 New Defibrillator – Installed and Paid for! 
 
 

Good News! The new defibrillator was delivered and installed on the day of the Big Breakfast, having 
been demonstrated to those in the Hall by Kate Fisher of the South West Ambulance Service Trust. As 
before, the defibrillator is installed in the cabinet at the rear of the porch of the Trooper thanks to Kevin 
and Zena for their support in this. 
 
Even Better News! Thanks to the outcome of the Big Breakfast (£870), the generosity of those many 
villagers who made personal donations amounting to £785, and 5 other events (3 Trooper quizzes, the 
Summer Show auction and the John Kirkpatrick concert) which raised £203, the money needed for the 
initial 4 years of the new defibrillator contract has been raised! Thank you EVERYONE, for a great 
COMMUNITY effort.  

—————————— )(—————————— 

The BIG Defib Breakfast – HUGE thanks are due to: 

All those who came along to support the event, or supported the event financially because they were 
unable to attend. 
 
Those who donated ingredients, or provided us with discounts for our purchases – Linda Walters, Neil 
Duke, Andy Dike and Julian Else. 

 
Those who worked tirelessly on the day (and in some cases before too) to make the event happen – 
Pat and Tony Ashcroft, Zena Clough, Kate and Neil Duke, Win Gillard, Chris and Gerry Holdstock, 
Delia and Tony Lord, Fleur Miles, Anna Oliver, Christine Peters, Maureen and Tim Villiers, Linda 
Walters. And, of course, all those who helped with the clearing up. Sincere apologies for any omissions 
– completely my fault! 

 
Neil Gillard 

Defibrillator Support Group 
 

As suggested in my article in a previous edition, we have now formed a Defibrillator Support Group 
within the village.  
The main purpose of the group will be to assist in the collection and delivery of the Defibrillator to 
someone in need, and, where possible, to provide support and assistance at the scene. The names 
and contact numbers of those who have so far volunteered to serve with the Group – others are 
welcome to join us - are included on a flyer (inserted into this edition of the Caundler) which could 
be kept by a home phone in case of emergency.  
Members of the Group may also be willing, when passing, to check that the Defibrillator is in 
working order (showing a green indicator) – a check which should be carried out every day and is 
much more likely to be done if we all join in! 
It has also been suggested that if members were prepared to share a mobile phone number with one 
another we could set up a WhatsApp group to share information about this. 
Please let me know what you think, and we would, of course, welcome other villagers to join us. 

Neil Gillard    



Round the Next Bend 
 
 I have been asked to write an account of why my wife, Sue, and myself, spent five months away from the village, 
“missing” the best Summer this country has had for forty years. 
(Or did we?) 
For several years now, we have kept a boat on the River Thames. 
Spending weekends and holidays cruising up and downstream, 
visiting villages (and pubs) along the way. About six years ago, a 
plan began to form for a serious trip, to explore further afield. To 
see what was around the next bend, so to speak. When I retired 
in 2017, we decided the time was right, before I was too old and 
decrepit to manage it. A trip through the Inland Waterways to the 
South of France, and the Canal du Midi. I spent the next few 
months attending courses and taking various RYA exams, in 
Navigation, Boat Handling and Radio Operation, obtaining the 
qualifications necessary to navigate the Channel and the European 
waterways. Through the winter, our boat,” Mhagicjack”, a 10.5 
metre steel cruiser, was lifted out of the water at Harleyford 
Marina near Marlow. Here she was given a thorough overhaul, as boatyards charge an arm and a leg, Sue and I did the majority 
of the work ourselves.  
On the 16th of May this year, all was ready. We locked up the house, and made our way to the boat.  
.  
The next morning we slipped our moorings and set off, upstream at first as we wanted to begin the journey from as far up the 
Thames as we could. Although the navigable limit of the Thames is about 35 miles further upstream, at Lechlade, a low bridge in 
Oxford meant that our boat could not get any further. So, at Oxford, we turned and, with no ceremony, except a hail of abuse 
from the winos on the river bank, we finally began the journey south. 
After many years cruising on the Thames we are very familiar with the river and its many pretty towns and villages. We had 
arranged to meet several people along the way, the first, at Wallingford, was eldest Son, his Wife and our four Granddaughters 
we had a fun day cruising along the river, after they left for home we reflected on how much we would miss them and the rest 
of our family and friends over the next few months.  
We continued downstream with overnight stops at Goring, (where we repaired an oil leak, the first of several mechanical 
challenges), Pangbourne, (nice pub, The Swan, with a terrace overlooking the river). Sonning, (home of George Clooney, but to 
Sue’s disappointment, there was no sign of him). Henley, (where we completed the Henley Ale Trail, Sue was hoping for a 
Henley Prosecco trail, more disappointment). Then Marlow, Cookham, (where we had a nice pub lunch with friends, followed 
by an amazing thunder and lightning show in the evening). From there on, to Windsor which was still recovering from the 
wedding of some ginger bloke, which had taken place the week before. Then Runnymede, and beyond that, the unfortunately 
named town of Staines. Next day Shepperton, and the next Hampton Court. On the 31st of May we arrived at Teddington. The 
last Lock on the freshwater Thames, and the beginning of the tideway.  
 We were up at five the next morning to catch the 
outgoing tide, which would carry us down to London. 
Locking down onto the tideway, we soon passed 
Richmond, still sleeping in the early morning mist; we 
flew under bridges as the tide began to carry us more 
quickly. Soon the tall buildings of London appeared out 
of the grey dawn.  
 We passed the houses of Parliament and the 
London Eye, Just back from the river, the Shard, with its 
top disappearing in the mist, and just visible, St Pauls 
Cathedral. The river was getting busy now, as London 
awoke. We pulled over to avoid Tugs, pulling barges, full 
of rubbish. Thames Clipper tour boats passed at high 
speed, throwing up wash, which bounced us around, as 
we ploughed through their bow waves. In front HMS 
Belfast, and secured alongside, a large cruise ship. 
Beyond them Tower Bridge loomed. 
 As we passed underneath the bridge, I radioed ahead to Limehouse. They responded, the lock was being prepared, we 
could go straight in, and we passed from the busy river, into the calm of Limehouse dock. We tied up in the corner of the dock. 
We were meeting some more friends, and were having dinner with them that night, followed by a day in London. After that, 
another early start, to catch the tide into unfamiliar waters, heading for the River Medway, the Thames estuary, and beyond.  
 

Ray Steele 



Stourton Caundle Centennial Remembrance Day Service 

 
More than 100 people were moved to assemble by the war memorial at St Peter's Church exactly 100 years after the signing 
of the Armistice that marked the end of the conflict that was the First World War. The thought of this poignant anniversary 
must have been prominent in many folk's minds as they stood there on a warm, bright morning surrounded by the peaceful 
countryside that is Stourton Caundle. The service was led by the Reverend Angela Syer.  
Each of the names of the fallen from this village were read out by Terry Taylor followed by Laurence Binyon’s famous lines: 

They shall grow not old, as we that are left grow old: 
Age shall not weary them, nor the years condemn. 

At the going down of the sun and in the morning 

Then Hector Price, Terry and Vinny Taylor's grandson, sounded The Last Post from beside the west door of the Church.  The 
two-minute silence, which has been observed since the very first anniversary of the end of the First World War, seemed 
longer than my previous recollections as the 11 o'clock chiming of the church bells had been silenced for this special occasion. 
Finally, the calm was broken by the bugle call, Reveille and the reciting of The Kohima Epitaph:  

When you go home, tell them of us and say 

For your tomorrow, we gave our today 

As with thousands of other churchyards across the land, the words of the National Anthem were voiced by the assembled 
throng before proceeding into church for the formal hymns and prayers. All a most fitting way to honour those lost in wars. 

Then, what a sight greeted us as we entered the Church - thanks to the Flower Ladies of St Peter's. They had excelled 

themselves in both the design and skill used in fabricating the commemorative displays, some 

photos of which are shown here. Most dramatic where the miniature cut-outs of the soldiers 

standing guard amongst sandbags strewn inside each of the windows in the nave (see also the 

back cover), as well as papier-mâché WWI helmets either side of the entrance to the 

sanctuary, and the poppy arrangement in the font surrounded by threatening heavy barbed 

wire!  The church was absolutely full, folding chairs had to be broken out and passed along.  

Everyone sang lustily.  The lessons were read by Andrew Oliver and Harry Dike and Angela 

gave an inspiring address.  After the service, Father and son Phil and Adam knott with father and daughter Clive and Lucy 

Jones rang the bells magnificently having rung half muffled bells at Stalbridge raced over to St Peters to ring out for us before 

racing back to Stalbridge to ring out again, all worth while, as we all enjoyed their efforts as many people stayed on for tea, 

coffee and lovely wartime ‘carrot biscuits’ made for the occasion by 

Rachel Page, whilst Sue New played a medley of wartime tunes on the 

organ. 

 
Poppies seemed to be everywhere, Who did knit them all, I wonder?  

 
Richard Miles 
P.S. More photos can be found on the village website. 

 

The Christmas Quiz 
 
Held in the village hall on Saturday 24th November, this premier event in the village calendar was once again a sell out and a 
great evening was had by all.  Our good friends Richard and Brenda Newcombe have set and delivered interesting, amusing 
and challenging questions for the past 6 Years now and each time it seems to get better.   
There were 18 Tables of six in all, set up hastily by a team of volunteers following the Welcome Club Bazaar earlier in the 
afternoon.  Anna Oliver and her helpers, Anna Reed, Vinny Taylor and others, had arranged an excellent supper, delivered to 
each table on trays at half time as well as doing all the washing up.   
After the quiz came the raffle conducted by Matt Litchfield who did a sterling job as MC for the evening. Thank you to those 
who generously donated prizes.  The quiz was a close fought contest but the winning team this year were the Wombats, 
consisting of Jim & Sarah Stewart, David & Penny Kirk and Terry & Vinny Taylor who each went away with a well deserved 
bottle of wine.   
Thanks are due first of all to Chris and Gerry Holdstock who started it all in the first place and ran it for a number of years 
and to all who made this evening possible, particularly to Andrew and Anna, to Sue Simon who provided delicious chocolate 
treats to each table and did the lovely arrangement in the porch, to Richard and Brenda and of course to Eric Dummet for 
once again running the bar. Thanks too to all those who folded the tables and stacked the chairs after it was all over.   
The evening raised a goodly amount for church funds and the whole thing was a great success.  Hopefully Richard and Brenda 
will return next year and we’ll do the whole thing again!        

Terry Taylor. 



Parish Council Report  
 
Parish Councillors were pleased to welcome Matt Litchfield who was co-opted to fill the vacancy left by Deanne Tremlett.    
 
The following planning applications have been discussed and recommended for approval and subsequently granted planning 
permission by NDDC: 4 Stalbridge Road, erect single and 2 storey extensions, Willow Cottage, erect single storey rear 
extension and chimney stack, and Charterhay, affix Marley Eternity Cedral Board cladding to external finish of elevation. 
Also recommended for approval  by the Parish Council are Trooper Cottage, single storey rear extension, Myrtle Cottage, 
remove render and expose stonework and replace windows, Holt Cottage, Holt Lane, 2 storey extension and variation of 
planning permission granted in 2002. 
 
Notice has been received of a forthcoming appeal for a planning application on land east of The Butts, Rowden Mill Lane. 
 
A replacement defibrillator was paid for initially by the Parish Council but fund raising has very quickly exceeded the cost 
and the new unit is installed at the Trooper Inn. Thanks are due to the hard workers raising funds at the Big Breakfast, 
donations from village events and personal donations, Kevin and Zena for providing the site and the power for the unit and 
Neil Gillard who has been responsible for weekly checks. A detailed breakdown of funds is published within the Parish 
Council minutes. 
 
£500 has been donated to the PCC towards tree surgery work in the cemetery in Drove Lane as this is an amenity for 
everyone in the village.  
Grass cutting quotes are being considered as Paul Lane is retiring from cutting the play area grass after many years keeping 
it in excellent condition. Paul has also been maintaining the equipment free of charge. 
 
The Silent Soldier was purchased from the Royal British Legion as a memorial for the end of WWI.  Clerk can be contacted 
at stourtoncaundle@dorset-aptc.gov.uk or Telephone 01963 362864 

Farming  
 
The N.F.U. are a major voice in the political world and the media so it’s important that they are out there and I’ve been 
looking up some of the work that affects today's farmers. I feel I need a dictionary of abbreviations used while researching: - 
e.g. 
 
                       C.S.A.....Catchment Sensitive Area 
                       C.S.........Countryside Stewardship 
                       E.L.M....Environment Land Management  
                       E.S........ Environment Stewardship 
                     N.O.A.H..National Office of Animal Health                                 
  
And many more, but notice these are a few that look after our water, our countryside and animal welfare. The NFU gives 
advice on these and other legislation as it comes into place. 
The NFU had representatives in South Korea recently at the International Dairy Federation (I.D.F.) Summit where global 
Production, Trade, Labour, Consumption and Trends were discussed by delegates from across the world. From this report 
I was surprised to learn that the UK is the third largest dairy IMPORTER in the world.  
The NFU continue to give input to preserve an Affordable and Safe food supply, which from field to plate employs 3.9 
million people and generates £108 billion in value to the economy.  This delivers 61% of the nation’s food. 
 August 15th 2018 was a perfect day for the Gillingham and Shaftesbury Show. Following a dry summer our farmers had 
almost completed their harvest so that helped make up near record attendance. There were a good number of livestock 
entries and record Horticulture entries. Unfortunately due to the hard ground, the Show Jumping was cancelled in advance, 
the cattle lines were, as usual pretty spectacular but disappointingly dairy cattle numbers were down, as with many other 
shows. In the sheep, where numbers are fairly constant, we’re always aiming to attract more. A new breed class; Lleyn, was 
introduced knowing there are local flocks around but insufficient support on the day means there will not be that breed 
class in 2019. The Jacob class (which is an eye catching breed) used to be very popular but have not been so recently, are 
now returning in numbers.   
This event would not be as successful as it is without the 200 people who help bring it all together. Let’s hope for another 
rewarding show next year which is Wednesday 14th August 2019.   

David Jeanes 

From the Parish Registers 

Funeral 18th  October  Annabel Buxton  



NATIVITY by Margaret Waddingham 

 

Sarah is Mary and Joseph is Dean 

and Craig’s the innkeeper who’s ever so mean, 

the three kings are the triplets, 

the shepherd boy’s Daz 

and the shepherds are most of the rest of the class.  

‘Cept me.  I’m important - Miss Watts says I am  

‘cos I am the shepherd boy’s little white lamb.  

 

Sarah’s in blue with a veil on her hair 

and Craig’s in a dress but his feet are quite bare.  

All the shepherds wear tea towels 

tied on with long strings 

and most of us helped to make 

crowns for the kings.  

‘Cept me.  I’m important - Miss Watts says I am  

And I’m wearing some wool like a little white lamb.  

Mary (who’s Sarah) and Joseph (who’s Dean) 

have knocked on Craig’s door 

and he’s trying to look mean,  

and he says there’s a barn at the back of his house 

they can share with his donkey and chickens and cows.  

But as I’m important - Miss Watts says I am  

I wait with the shepherds, ‘cos I am a lamb.  

Then Megan, an angel with tinselly wings, 

appears to the shepherds who sit in a ring 

and Megan, she says in a very big voice,  

‘Hail to you shepherds, stand up and rejoice.  

Follow that star that is shining so bright 

and find Baby Jesus who’s been born  

tonight.’ 

And as I’m important - Miss Watts says I am  

I follow them off just as meek as a lamb.  

 

And there, round the manger with Sara and Dean, 

there’s more angels and Craig, 

some cows and three kings, 

and Daz leads me forward and kneels on one knee 

and he says ‘here’s my present’ 

and I bleat -’cos that’s me! 

 

You see?  I’m important  

Miss Watts said I am  

For I am Lord Jesus’s  

Little white lamb.  



The Harvest Supper 
 
 
Sometime around July Des Austin asked me if there was going to be a Harvest Supper this year. I’d heard 

nothing about one and said that I supposed that, with Gerry and Chris Holdstock planning to move, someone else 
would have to mastermind it, and we left it at that. A few weeks later, he asked again (persistent, our Des). Same reply. 
Finally, a few weeks ago, the news flashed around the village – there would indeed be a Harvest Supper, on October 
13th. Relief all round! 

 
Matt Litchfield was a very smooth operator as our MC for the evening, and he and his henchmen rounded us 

all up to go and collect our food once William had said the Grace. We were separated into groups and sent up to the 
serving hatch in a manner reminiscent of One Man and his Dog. It was all super-efficient and minimised queueing time 
immensely, Chris and her team ensuring that all plates were filled to capacity. 

This is plainly one of the more popular events in the village, and around 100 people sat down to enjoy this 
mighty repast crowned by a couple of fine Brunsell Farm turkeys – thank you Alban – and some delicious ham, all 
accompanied by a super selection of salads and a plethora of puddings supplied by many of our village ladies (and one or 
two of the gents). Thank you to one and all. I don’t do puddings much, but the Banoffee pie was something else…… 

 
In the meantime, a couple of ne’er-do-wells had been left in charge of the drink, and were able to tell me 

they’d even been photographed because they “looked funny”. Mind you, I didn’t think it funny when one of them 
suggested I should pay £10 to hire two glasses for the evening, but Gerry’s always been a comedian.  

 
The company was first rate, the only shame being that there just wasn’t enough time to get round all the 

people I wanted to catch up with. And I notice there’ve been quite a few people moving into the village over the last 
year or so, and it’s good to see so many of them joining in – we need more social events like the Harvest Supper in the 
village to ensure that we all have the chance to get to know one another better. 

 

But all too soon Matt had concluded the raffle and the clearing up was accomplished with the usual Stourton 

Caundle efficiency and it was time to go home. All our thanks go to the entire team behind this perennially successful 

evening, with special mention for Chris and Gerry and Clare and Matt Litchfield, you’ve cracked it once again. Replete 

with good food and good company, roll on next year! 

John Waltham. 

CAROL SINGING 2018 

Thursday, 20th December 

This is a special announcement for the children of Stourton Caundle, Bishops Caundle School and all children 

who may read this.  Please bring your parents along to the Carol Singing this year.  As well as all the mulled wine and 

mince pies and things that are there for them, there is going to be a special brew of hot chocolate, just for you.  We 

meet outside The Trooper, or even inside if the weather is awful, at 7pm and its great fun.  You would make such a 

difference to our singing because I bet you know all the carols and anyway, I’ve heard you sing so I know.  So twist 

the arms of your mum, dad, grandparent, aunt or uncle and ask them (ever so nicely) if they will come with you.  We 

would really love your company and, who knows? you may even love ours by the end of the evening. 

Now to the adults amongst you who have been wondering why we don’t call from house to house through the 

village.  We tried it.   It’s not that we are wimps but it’s very dark and it can be dangerously slippery.  Double glazing 

doubtless does an excellent job in deadening outside noises, but unfortunately it deadened us out too and sometimes 

it was distinctly dangerous - even with a torch - to make our way to front doors.  After two years we gave that up 

and ever since we have gathered outside The Trooper and I’m happy to say that the numbers who come have 

increased year on year.  And I don’t think it’s the gorgeous, warming mulled wine ( provided by Ray Foot) or the 

mince pies (courtesy of the pub) that brings us together, but a genuine desire to gather together, as all villages do, to 

make a joyful and happy prelude to Christmas.  Do come and join us and bring along with you anyone new to the 

village or someone you have staying with you.  All are welcome.   

And, if you are being urged to come along by your offspring, remember that this is the sort of occasion that 

makes childhood memories of Christmas.   

See you there.  

Margaret, Margaret and Annie 



 
Garden Jobs for Dec/Jan 

 
As these are quiet months, let’s have a change, a tour of my front garden instead! This will take about 10mins, so 

here goes. 
Triangle shaped, hornbeam hedge on one side, stone wall on the opposite. The only remaining plant after 22 years is 

the summer jasmine. There are four planting areas edged in wood, the rest is gravel. a pretty swirly whirly metal arch half 
way up; I’m looking at it now…well, it’s actually hidden under a cloud of seed heads of Sundance clematis. Perl d’Azur goes 
up the other side; she wasn’t happy this summer. I have masses of fennel that happily self seeds, which I love as it gives all 
year round interest and height; very important when you only have a wee plot like mine. 

In fact there are a lot of self seeders, too many to list. In the early years I was quite happy to let them do their own 
thing, a BIG mistake, they started to take over. So, I’ve had to be firm! I try to transplant seedlings to the bank. Then I have 
all the usual perennials, including grasses (pheasant ones mostly), two everlasting sweet peas, shrubs, a rose, two pots of 
agapanthus and a few spring things like anemone blanda. 

After 22 years I ‘think’ I know what does well on my poor soil, to which I’ve added tons of ‘stuff’. This is not to say 
that I haven’t made mistakes along the way. Even looking at it now I think, “ Mmm that’s still in the wrong place!” But you 
learn along the way, and a garden should never stand still. I almost forgot ‘The Blue Bottles’, I call them my ‘Blue Hot Pokers’; 
they add a bit of fun, interest and colour, especially when the sun shines through. I’m always aware of my lovely neighbours 
who overlook. I like to think they enjoy the madness of it all! So you see the garden is part of me, and I am part of it! No 
time for the back garden and anyway it’s starting a new chapter in its life… 
 
Now don’t think I’m letting you off ‘Jobs’ will you, because here’s my list: 
 
As you cut back borders, continue to mulch with a thick layer of ‘choc cake mix’. 
 
Continue to collect leaves and store. 
 
Turn compost; I’ve just done mine, oh joy, all the worms. 
 
Prune fruit trees and deciduous shrubs. 
 
You can still do rambler/climbing roses. 
 
Plant bare root hedging/roses provided the ground is not frozen. 
 
Really, provided conditions are relatively mild, as is so often the case, you can continue to plant. 
 
If, like me, you’ve got no room in your cold frame to store pots (and no greenhouse) then wrap bubblewrap around them, 
stand in a sheltered spot altogether to protect from frosts. 
 Well that will do for now, Oh apart from one last job…keep that ivy under control, this is the only time to take 
control! 
 Try not to be tidy everywhere (or not at all in my case) but leave at least one part of your garden wild and 
free. 
 
Happy Christmas and all that, your Garden Guru. 



 
Stourton Caundle Welcome Club 

 
Meeting 17 Oct AGM 

 
After the yearly reports were delivered by the outgoing committee, the existing committee stood down en bloc. 
A new committee was voted in with Margaret McKay as chair, Joan Cochrane as secretary and John Potter as treasurer. 
Henry Paull, Sheila Brooks and Mary Tremlett made up the committee members. 
We finished the meeting with a flower quiz won by Tony Crighton, Betty Noble and Delia Lane. 
 
Meeting 21 Nov 
After club business we were entertained by Sue Simon who demonstrated the making of Christmas table decorations. Sue 
has been working with flowers for 18 years creating floral designs for weddings and various other occasions. She certainly 
demonstrated her talent. 
 
24 Nov Christmas Bazaar.  
First of all thank you to all those from the club and the village who so generously gave to this successful event.  It seems that 
nobody told the weather that the Bazaar was on, but there were many people that were not deterred. Thank you to all 
those who came and enjoyed a cup of tea and a piece of cake watching as many others spent their money on the variety of 
goods available whilst Christmas music was playing in the background.  
Another splendid bazaar, thank you all for helping us. 
 
The next event for the club is the Christmas meal at the Virginia Ash. 
 
The New Year sees a welcome back to Chris Shaw in January, who will be giving a talk on her trip to Panama. Anyone 
interested in joining us will be most welcome. 
 

Margaret McKay 

Stourton Caundle Golf Society Monthly Report – October 2018 

 
 At our Presidents request, Texas Scramble was played this month. It was a bright, clear, crisp Autum-
nal day, with perfectly still air. The course was its most stunning this weekend. Very slow grass growth, owing 
to a long, dry summer, meant that the grass had not been cut for a while. The entire course seemed blan-
keted in fine cobwebs, which with the light dew and direct sunshine, refracted a shimmering arc of rainbow 
when looked at from the right angle. I’ve never seen anything like it, and neither had many of the other play-
ers. Mainly teams of three recorded their gross score, and a handicap was devised (average handicap of the 
three players, rounded down, then halved, and finally removed from the gross score. It means the lowest 
scores recorded were the winners. 

 
 No individual points this month, so nearest the pin on the 10th de-
cided the winner. Well done Roger Paull; a well deserved cut of 2 strokes 
from your handicap on its way. 

 

 

 

 

 Team Roaring Lion were the clear victors this month, with a nett 

score of 24.5. Bragging rights to Peter Hallam, Stuart Loudwell, Mark Paull 

(not pictured) & Martin Rose. 



Stourton Caundle Golf Society Monthly Report – Sept 2018 

 

 An overcast day, with a little wind, but still humid and warm. Usual team random draw this month, and also 

usual stableford handicaps on the individual prize, but we did play all the short holes this month (1st, 2nd, 3rd, 13th, 

14th, 6th, 16th, 17th, 9th). This led to a slightly higher than average scoring rate (although not for your reporter) 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

It was ‘good’ to see Goody (Simon Goodfellow), come in with the good 

winning score of 18 points. 

Far Eastern Notes 
 
[Nowadays many of us venture to the Far East for a holiday and these notes are designed to help in avoiding some of 
the clangers which await the unsuspecting visitor to that part of the world. Most of these points cannot be found in the 
usual guide books but, just gleaned from living out East.] 
 Starting off with the Chinese who sometimes appear to westerners as being rather rude. In part this is 
due to a translation problem. The Chinese language is full of polite conventions which somehow become lost 
in translation. Perhaps the actual reason for this rude appearance is the sheer number of Chinese that exist in 
the world and the people have learned to compete with each other to get in front. For example, if you are 
the first in a queue for an elevator and 25 Chinese people arrive behind you before the door opens, don’t be 
astonished to be the last to actually get into the lift. Just smile and accept that they will always be the first. 
 To us westerners the Chinese, especially Cantonese, seem very loud when talking between  
themselves. This is held to be something to do with their fear of ghosts. They shout to one another to 
frighten off the local ghosts who might be around. The other reason is the six tones which form the basic 
understanding of each word. It seems that it is easier to hear the tone used for a word if it is shouted. To give 
you an example; the word ‘gau’ means nine or old or dog depending on the tone used. So we can say gau gau 
gau meaning nine old dogs providing we use the correct tones. No wonder there are problems in 
communication. 
 Many of the problems which arise between western visitors and the locals are our lack of 
understanding of the need to avoid causing a person to ‘lose face’. This problem can occur throughout the 
region. To us trivial things can give rise to offence. The answer is for us to be exceptionally polite and give 
praise when due or not. Never mock a lack of English or understanding. A good example of what not to do is 
our way of hailing a taxi. We typically raise an arm above the head to attract the driver. By doing that the 
driver thinks that we regard him as an inferior peasant or a lackey to be ordered about and that can lead to 
an unpleasant journey. In short he would lose face if he responds to your request. The solution is to keep 
your arm and hand pointing to the ground when hailing a taxi and honour will be satisfied. 
 Although plenty and generally cheap, taxis can be a source of problems for the visitor. The   drivers 
regard you as fair game. Always carry a card issued by your hotel so the driver knows where to take you on 
the way ‘home’. Similarly ask the hotel to write down where you propose to go at the outset. Unfortunately 
most of the doormen at hotels are in league with taxi drivers and charge accordingly. The answer is to walk a 
short distance away from the hotel and get your taxi from there. Always insist that the driver switches on the 
taxi meter immediately. When on your way never agree to visit a shop or restaurant recommended by the 
driver. When pressed don’t to be afraid to tell a porky or two, for example, I live here and know that 
place......They get the message. Finally, always leave a tip.  
 

Patrick Broxham.  
 
More tips from the Far East in the next issue of the Caundler! 
 

 


