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Farming Topics by David Jeanes 
 
It has been seven years since my “hands on” farming life so this article is all done from researching documented 
reports. 
I’ve read a number of articles on how agriculture may be affected by Brexit, so here is a snippet of what’s out 
there. The Common Agricultural Policy was a way of supporting farmers evenly throughout Europe and this is 
where farmers are likely to see the change. 
i.e. A recent proposal on sharing “E.U. import quotas” agreed by E.U. and U.K. ministers, only to be challenged 
by New Zealand, Australia and US. through “World Trade Organization Rules”, so some modification will have to 
be made. That’s the sort of tasks the negotiating team are facing.  
Most recent export and import figures with the E.U. are of interest which I list below:- 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
These figures are only part of the equation with world markets making up the difference.  The challenge is going 
to be the “tariffs” imposed by different Governments especially for oil seeds and sheep meat being the most 
critical. 
The NFU have stated that with correct incentives from us the consumer and government along with “precision 
techniques” production from farming can be increased beyond the present 61% of our requirements. 
This mild autumn has produced some late grass which is beneficial for Spring calving herds as their annual milk 
production is at its lowest. On the other hand Autumn calving herds with higher yields (and higher overheads) 
would suffer loss of production because of the poor quality grass due to the lack of sunshine, therefore they need 
high quality silage made in the summer. These two types of dairy cows are now  genetically very different with 
different management requirements.                                                                 
The milk price is up 30.7% ,and farmers are now covering cost of production, and production is up 7.2%, but milk 
from forage is down by 17%  so feed is being bought in and purchased feeds is up 10.1% from 
2016.                                                                                    
Cereal farmers have had a good season for drilling Winter varieties of Rape, Barley and Wheat, but now need the 
Wintery conditions and not be too wet because too advanced plants will be adversely affected now with fungi or 
rot by Springtime. 

The Stourton Caundler Team 
Eric Dummett   Chairman     
Gerry Holdstock        Webmaster   
Chris Holdstock  Advertising   
Sarah Kwiatkowski  Co-ordinator  
Cicely Diack  Proof Reader  
Christine Peters  Editorial Team 

 
With thanks to this edition’s Editors 

THE PCC     
Please present all contributions for the next  issue to the editor by 12 noon 

on  Wednesday 24th January 
by e-mail if possible.  E-mail address: thestourtoncaundler@gmail.com 

Please use only “Word” documents when sending contributions.  

WISHING YOU ALL A VERY  

MERRY CHRISTMAS FROM 

THE STOURTON CAUNDLER TEAM! 

Product From EU Countries To EU Countries 

Dairy Products 98% 72% 

Sheep Meat 6% 96% 

Beef 86% 93% 

Cereals 74% 82% 

Oil Seeds 23% 96% 

Pig Meat 100% 70% 



Geology in and around our village:  
The role of ‘Cornbrash’ by Richard Miles 

The geology of Dorset is amongst the most interesting in all of England with its many different strata spanning the 
county from near the present time or Holocene period in the south-east to the early Jurassic some 200 million 
years old in the west. Of all these strata, those that appear in and around the village comprise just four types. 
Starting with the oldest or westerly, they are: Forest Marble – a limestone infilled with silicaceous material (i.e. 
not a true marble); Cornbrash – a rubbly limestone; Kellaway Formation made up of beds of clayish silt, sand 
and clay; finishing furthest east with Oxford Clay. All these layers accumulated from a warm sea some 160-167 
million years ago and predate formations such as Purbeck limestone. The clayey strata are by far the thickest 
extending vertically some 200 metres or so, whilst the Forest Marble accounts for an additional 30-50 metres. In 
contrast, the Cornbrash layer is much thinner, amounting to just 6-12 metres and as such is of a rather unusual 
geology. Cornbrash also appears in very thin layers in other parts of England stretching to the Scarborough area 
but it is thickest in the so-called, Wessex Basin. 
The name Cornbrash relates to its suitability for arable farming being a loose rubble or brash forming a good soil 
for growing corn, and was coined in the 18th Century. Phil Knott was the first person to draw my attention to this 
unusual rock formation, he having marked its presence on a field map of the village drawn in 1972 based on a 
survey conducted by the village school in 1957. On the map, this Cornbrash seam had been clearly marked. Phil 
had commented that this seam corresponded to fertile areas for growing and indeed, the soil in our garden here 
at Grange Cottage is testimony to this as all manner of plants thrive – thanks both to the underlying geology and 
Fleur’s green fingers! Often when we have visitors to the garden, I would dig out my 1:25000 British Geological 
Survey map of the area, pointing out these special areas marked as Cornbrash where there appear to be an 
unusual concentration of villages all of which date back before the Domesday Book hence Anglo-Saxon or older. 
For the benefit of readers, I have prepared a map showing the layout of these Cornbrash deposits in the local 
district. Notice their rather sharply defined eastern edge, where the geology switches to clayey soils and these 
extend along much of the Blackmore Vale making it good territory for grassland and dairy farming. In contrast, 
Cornbrash favours arable farming and it is very evident the way that the villages are strung out along each of 
three main seams. We have Folke, Alweston and Haydon making up the western one; Bishops Caundle, Stourton 
Caundle and Stalbridge Weston occupy the middle ground; with Stalbridge, Henstridge, Yenston and 
Templecombe seemingly affixed to the third seam. Prior to modern agriculture, people subsisted in part thanks to 
domesticated animals but also in growing food on their land. Over many centuries, people would have learned 
from trial and error where the best growing areas were to be found and village communities would then thrive at 
these locations. In other areas there are many records of hamlets that have come and gone over the years, 
where families tried to live off the land but were eventually forced to move away having been unable to eke out 
even a meagre existence thanks to poor soil and drainage. So it is not surprising to see from the map that so 
many villages linked by roads traverse these narrow strips of Cornbrash, remnants of ancient communities 
possibly dating back before even Roman times!      



      Christmas in the Land of Smiles 
By Jane & Patrick Broxham 

 
Thailand has fourteen National holidays a year but being a predominantly Buddhist country, Christmas Day as 
we know it is not one of them! However the Thai people pull out all the stops to make we westerners feel at 
home, away from home, often outdoing our London Oxford and Regent Street lighting displays.  The major 
department stores also import high quality Christmas fare to rival the food halls of our Fortnums and Harrods 
back home! 
With the Thais amazing eye for colour and design every major city or country town boasts dazzling displays of 
twinkling fairy lights and coloured ribbons in the trees and huge imported Christmas trees, no branch left un-
decorated, are to be found in every shopping mall and hotel foyer. One year, life size golden angels blowing 
their trumpets were suspended on wires across the main highways, nearly causing traffic accidents for drivers 
below, but were very impressive. Another year near to where we lived, large stuffed animals appeared in the 
shopping precincts, polar bears, penguins, and red-nosed reindeers for the young children to rough and 
tumble play with, and to take their photos with---Not a good idea! The white bears soon turned very grey due 
to the Thai pollution, and after a few nights the penguins and reindeer went walkabout never to be seen again. 
They probably found better homes or ended up for sale in the street markets, who knows! 
We think Santa must have had his own drone or jet; he seemed to be everywhere at once. Certainly a fast 
mover, he flitted from place to place in his full woolly red rig-out mopping his beard and brow,  and ringing his 
bell as he went, all done in the spirit of Christmas, with temperatures in the high 30’s !  No child was ever 
disappointed. (What a star, the man deserved a medal!) 
In Bangkok, for those of us lucky enough to be living there due to job commitments, Christmas time could also 
be special. In early December the ladies of the BWG (British women’s group) gave a lunch in aid of the 
orphanage and street children, the guest of honour was a nun, the wonderful Sister Louise, who worked 
tirelessly for the children, and probably still does, she was ageless. To attend the lunch there was one proviso, 
have a gift wrapped present with you, one for a boy, one for a girl, and with the age you had chosen to buy for 
clearly written on the parcels. We received hundreds of donations every year. As these children had nothing 
they would have been happy with a ball of string or a tin can, so you can imagine how a toy car or a squishy 
soft cot toy were received, the squeals of excitement and broad smiles were lovely to see. A carol service in 
mid-December on the front lawn of The British Club on a warm starry night was very moving, followed by a 
quick repair to the clubhouse bar, and then a good Indian, not Thai curry on that occasion, sitting around the 
pool into the small hours was fun. A few nights later would be the club cocktail party and Christmas ball, a 
black tie affair, dancing to two orchestras, and usually a cast of up to 400 would attend for anyone who hadn’t 
gone “home” for their own family celebrations. Soup and sandwiches were served at 6.am to see off the last 
stragglers—but some guests were never found or seen again! 
On Christmas Eve there were special church services and Midnight mass for those who were missing them 
from home. The club and all the major hotels and restaurants put on delicious luncheons, dinners and outdoor 
buffets, with all the trimmings, and when we were there several years running we joined up with friends for 
dinner on the terrace of The Shangri La hotel overlooking the Chao Phraya river We were quite a mixed bunch 
about twenty of us from all over the world, and a lot of new friendships were made those nights.  
Our Christmas Day could be interesting, a normal working day for Patrick, his faithful driver Amnat would be at 
the door promptly at 8am to whisk him off to his office as usual, leaving me alone in the apartment for the 
morning, gazing at a rather droopy well travelled little silver Christmas tree, with two tiny packages 
underneath, to be opened with great excitement when Patrick returned in the afternoon .Then we would phone 
the families in the UK to hear what a WONDERFUL time they were all having, but of course ours was yet to 
come that night. 
One year after a trip home, I arrived back in Bangkok with bunches of Mistletoe hidden in my luggage, they 
survived the journey, and an overnight stay in a hotel (I freshened them up in the hotel room mini-fridge) and 
the berries survived until they reached the dinner table that night, much to the suspicion of the waiting staff 
who refused to touch them---Mad Europeans! 
Lovely times, happy times and many happy memories—bar one. We will not miss one Christmas carol, “Jingle 
bells!” played top volume across the land, all day every day and night, from beginning of December through to 
February, in every supermarket, and often hotel lobbies too---No escape, it was impossible to shop, and the 
Thais not understanding the words smiled a lot thinking they were pleasing us, so we smiled weakly back BUT 
WE CAN HEAR IT STILL!  
Thank you Thailand, you looked after us well. 
And then there was New Year, but that’s another story.............. 
We hope wherever you are spending your Christmas this year it is a very happy occasion.   
 

Our very best wishes to you all. 
                                             



So there you go ... More history. 
 By Keith Murphy 

 
There is an old Hotel/Pub in Marble Arch, London, which used to have a gallows adjacent to it. 
Prisoners were taken to the gallows (after a fair trial of course) to be hanged. The horse-drawn 
dray, carting the prisoner, was accompanied by an armed guard, who would stop the dray outside 
the pub and ask the prisoner if he would like ''ONE LAST DRINK''. If he said YES, it was referred to 
as ONE FOR THE ROAD. If he declined, that Prisoner was ON THE WAGON.  
 
Here are some facts about the 1500s: 
Most people got married in June, because they took their yearly bath in May and they still 
smelled pretty good by June. However, since they were starting to smell, brides carried a bouquet 
of flowers to hide the body odour; hence the custom today of carrying a bouquet  when  getting 
married. 
 
Baths consisted of a big tub filled with hot water.  The man of the house had the privilege of the 
nice clean water, then all the other sons and men, then the women and finally the children. Last of 
all the babies; by then the water was so dirty you could actually lose someone in it. Hence the 
saying, "Don't throw the baby out with the bath water!"  
 
Houses had thatched roofs, thick straw piled high, with no wood underneath. It was the only place 
for animals to get warm, so all the cats and other small animals (mice, bugs) lived in the roof. When 
it rained it became slippery and sometimes the animals would slip and fall off the roof.  Hence the 
saying "It's raining cats and dogs." The floor was dirt. Only the wealthy had something other than 
dirt; hence the saying, "dirt poor." The wealthy had slate floors that would get slippery in the winter 
when wet, so they spread thresh (straw) on floor to help keep their footing. As the winter wore on 
they added more thresh until, when you opened the door, it would all start slipping outside. A piece 
of wood was placed in the entrance; hence: a thresh-hold. 
Sometimes they could obtain pork, which made them feel quite special. When visitors came over 
they would hang up their bacon, to show off. It was a sign of wealth that a man could, "Bring home 
the bacon." They would cut off a little to share with guests and would all sit around talking and 
''chew the fat''. 
 
Those with money had plates made of pewter. Food with high acid content caused some of the lead 
to leach onto the food, causing lead poisoning and death. This happened most often with tomatoes, 
so for the next 400 years or so, tomatoes were considered poisonous. 
Bread was divided according to status. Workers got the burnt bottom of the loaf, the family got 
the middle, and guests got the top, or ''The Upper Crust’’.  
 
Lead cups were used to drink ale or whisky. The combination would sometimes knock the imbibers 
out for a couple of days. Someone walking along the road would take them for dead and prepare 
them for burial. They were laid out on the kitchen table for a couple of days and the family would 
gather around and eat and drink and  wait and see if they would wake up; hence the custom of 
''Holding a Wake''. 
 
England is old and small and the local folks started running out of places to bury people, so 
they would dig up coffins and would take the bones to a bone-house and reuse the grave.  When 
reopening these coffins, 1 out of 25 coffins were found to have scratch marks on the inside and 
they realised they had been burying people alive. So they would tie a string on the wrist of the 
corpse, thread it through the coffin and up through the ground and tie it to a bell.   Someone would 
have to sit out in the graveyard all night (the graveyard shift) to listen for the bell; thus someone 
could be, ''Saved by the Bell ''or was considered a ''Dead Ringer''   And that's the truth.    
 
Now, whoever said history was boring! 
 



Murder Most Odd 
By David Kirk 

During my time at the Office of the Director of Public Prosecutions in the late 70’s and early 
80’s I prosecuted some odd cases.  Old Tom Menhenniot’s killing of his son on the Scilly Isles 
was a story of incest (with his daughters) and violence (towards his mentally challenged son) 
among the daffodils. The Securicor heist at Easter 1983, when £7m in bank notes was stolen at 
gunpoint from the Securicor HQ in East London, resulted in the trial of John and James Knight, 
brothers of Ronnie Knight, husband of Barbara Windsor.  The case had some curious twists, 
including the identification of some of the stolen cash by the smell it had acquired from being 
stored in a damp earthy cellar for some weeks.  75 year old Mrs Megginson murdered her 80 
year old lover in the south of France by hitting him over the head with a bottle of champagne, in 
revenge for his infidelity with a younger model (a fact which caused my boss to express 
admiration for his energy). Curiously, she elected to be extradited to England.  She would 
surely have benefited from the forgiving French attitude towards a ‘Crime Passionnel’, instead 
of which she was convicted by a humourless English jury of murder, and sentenced to life 
imprisonment: “Do as much as you can, dear”, as the judge no doubt said. 
And then there was the murder of Mr Pickup, which had some morbidly odd details.   The 
murdered man shared a house in South London with two much younger men, Mr Wong and Mr 
Wright.  One day an ambulance was called to the house. The para-medics found that Mr Pickup 
had several stab wounds to the chest, but was still just alive.  As he was carried away on a 
stretcher, he uttered the delphic  words: “Don’t worry lads, it wasn’t your fault.”  He was dead on 
arrival, before he could be asked what he had meant. 
It was assumed from an early stage in the enquiry that either Wright or Wong had inflicted the 
stab wounds.  Although suicide was also a possibility, the pathologist ruled it out on various 
grounds, including that there were no ‘practice wounds’ – apparently, if you are thinking of 
stabbing yourself, you test the process by puncturing the skin a few times, before plunging the 
knife into a vital organ.  After some careful analysis it was decided that the evidence pointed 
clearly towards Wright, in spite of some poor taste repartee about it being difficult to tell Wright 
from Wrong. 
Wright was charged with murder.  He elected to challenge the case at committal stage, and it 
was in due course listed at Lambeth Magistrates Court.  Appearing on remand before the 
Lambeth beak at the same time was Patrick Magee, the IRA Brighton bomber, who had planted 
a bomb in a bathroom at the Grand Hotel Brighton, and detonated it during the Conservative 
Party Conference in October 1984.  Security in the court was therefore tight,  
Half way through the second day of the committal hearing, just as I was taking the court 
through some intricate evidence about the murder weapon, there were two loud explosions 
which seemed to come from somewhere very near to where we were sitting.  We were all 
ordered to hit the floor, and stay there, which we needed little encouragement to do.  We were 
not there for long.  It was soon established that the explosions had been detonated on the set 
of a Michael Winner movie, Death Wish 4 or 5 no doubt, which was being filmed in a derelict 
hospital just behind the court.  No one had thought it necessary to inform the court staff that this 
was going to happen.  Just think of the health and safety risk assessments and notifications 
that would have to be compiled today. 
The case was committed for trial at the Old Bailey - where several months later, it was dropped 
on the ground that suicide could not, after all, be ruled out. 



From Dorset to Donegal 
By John Waltham 

The editor of this month’s edition’s asked for “something interesting about Donegal”. She is, in fact, 
nearly as familiar with this most northerly part of the island of Ireland (even though it’s in the South) as I 
am. It’s a fascinating area, in many ways reminiscent of the Scottish Highlands, with which it shares 
much of its geology, culture and language. Almost cut off from the rest of the Republic by the North, it 
enjoys a strong local culture, and a somewhat exaggerated version of the notoriously wet Irish climate. 
But don’t let that put you off. Wiser folk than I have said that it’s people that make places, and Donegal’s 
a splendid example of this.  On an early visit, nearly thirty years ago, I was chatting with two elderly hill 
farmers in a pub (where else?). While admitting that most of their land was bog, they were proud of it, 
and one of them told me that he had over 110 acres. To put him in his place, the other one leaned over 
to me and said “sure, an’ if ye squeezed all the water out of it, ye’d only have the five acres left!” – A 
brilliant summation of the value of the land which I’ve never forgotten. 
On another occasion, another friend – an elderly and very well-known seanachie (storyteller) and singer 
with a list of long term medical problems as long as your arm, went to the doctor about persistent 
headaches. She took a long time, examining him thoroughly, and summed up thus: “ well Packie, the 
arthritis is no worse than it should be, the one lung’s working as well as it can (he’d had TB), the 
headaches are nothing to worry about, and your heart”  - long pause – “will last you as long as you live”. 
He left the surgery grinding his (few) teeth in frustration – the doctor had beat him at his own game of 
truth-avoidance. 
The weather gives rise to many comments. I had to get Mandy’s flute from our car – we were at a pub 
music session one horrendously rainy night – and on getting back to the pub, a smoker standing outside 
observed to me “Ah, that Donegal sunshine’s coming down well tonight!” Indeed, comments about the 
poor weather are commonplace; which surprises me, since the bad weather itself seems to be the norm! 
However, there can be days of sunshine that are valued all the more because they’re not so frequent, 
and even a dull autumn sky can evoke exclamations of surprised delight:  
“It’s a great day altogether!” Such a positive attitude bespeaks a people of rare quality – would that 
some of the rest of humanity shared that optimism…………. 
Now that we have our house in South West Donegal on Airbnb, it’s better for us to go over outside the 
main holiday season, but this in itself is a bonus. The autumn brings intense orange/browns to the 
heather-clad hills, and the brilliance of the red berries on the rowans is nearly blinding. It’s a great place 
for walking, and the beaches are clean and almost deserted. I remember the disappointment one day, 
arriving at a beach we’re fond of, to find seven or eight other cars there, all of us having to share a 
stretch of white sand only two miles long! 

 

A very warm welcome to the village: 

Andrew and Anna Reed at The Willows 

     Julian and Caroline Stinton at 5, Drove Close 

   Charlie and Nicky Luxton at 8, Barrow Hill 

Sebastian Watts at The Retreat 
 

 
We all wish you every happiness in your new homes. 



Welcome Club 

 
On the 18th of October the Welcome Club held their A.G.M.  After the official business Phil Knott 
showed a presentation of photographs of Stourton Caundle through the seasons.  
 
On November 15th our guest speaker was Brian Pettit, a wildlife photographer. He told members 
that he spends a whole year photographing wildlife to show the following year at clubs etc. We 
were shown amazing shots of owls and bearded tits taken at Radipole Lake, Weymouth. 
Brian also travelled through France to the Central Massif and photographed amazing flora and 
fauna. He found rare narcissus that smelt really strong and sweet unlike our own varieties, also 
cream and deep purple orchids and grape hyacinths. 
He went on to the Grande High Alps on the border with Italy 2058m above sea level where there 
was still snow on the mountains in June. Here he photographed marmots that live in holes in the 
ground. 
At La Grave, south eastern France we saw meadows of wild flowers of every colour. This is 
because no pesticides are used and it is not farmed. 
Finally he went to Spain where he has lived for a long time and filmed rare lizards, ibex and 
storks. It was a wonderful presentation and members really enjoyed the afternoon. 
 
The Christmas meal for members will be at the Kings Arms, Thornford on December 20th. 
 
The next meeting will be on January 17th 2018. 

VILLAGE HALL 100 CLUB DRAW RESULTS 
               

Drawn on 18
th
 October 2017: 

First Prize:  £25.00 No.299 Neville Chard 
Second Prize:  £20.00 No.116 Ginny Hibbert 
Third Prize:  £15.00 No.8  Jan Kwiatkowski 
 
Drawn on 15

th
 November: 

First Prize:  £25.00 No.181 Joan Richardson 
Second Prize:  £20.00 No.189 Caroline Hughes 
Third Prize:  £15.00 No.38  Oliver Simon 
 
The annual collection is now complete, thanks to my stalwart helpers Delia and 
Fleur.  Many thanks also to all those who have generously continued their 
membership and to newcomers to the village who have taken numbers for the 
first time.  You are all kindly contributing to the upkeep of the Village Hall.  
Again I have been able to divide £720 equally between draw prizes and Village 
Hall funds for the next 6 months, with just enough left over this time for a Bonus 
Draw at Christmas. 
 
The next two monthly draws will take place on 13

th
 December at the Trooper at 

about 9pm, and on 17
th
 January at the Welcome Club meeting in the Village 

Hall.                                           
Anna Oliver                             



CAROLS  
Correction to last issue - the date for the carol singing at The Trooper this year will 
be Thursday, 14

th
 December, at 7 pm.  As usual, we will be singing at the top of 

our voices outside, followed inside by mulled wine (and out thanks go to Ray Foot 
for this) and mince pies kindly supplied by the Trooper.   
Do come please.  Tell you neighbours and friends, bring your children and anyone 
who is staying with you.  And we have quite a few newcomers to the villagers this 
year - please come too.  All are very welcome, and since it only happens once a 
year, it would be a shame to miss it. 

 
PS.  We finish with a collection for the Dorset 
and Somerset Air Ambulance.   

  
 

The Garden Club 
 
The Garden Club has held the first two of its meetings for this season.  On Wednesday 11 October, Lucy 
Simpson from Castle Gardens gave a talk to nearly thirty club members on planting hanging baskets, 
explaining not only how to fill these containers but also what plants best prospered in them.  On 
Wednesday 8 November the club held its AGM, followed by a talk on hydrangeas from Sally Gregson, 
author and co-owner of Mill Cottage Plants at Wookey in Somerset.  All the officers and committee 
members stood to continue in position, and all were re-elected.  The Chairman, Win Gillard, reported 
another successful year, with well-attended meetings, interesting summer visits, and a well-supported 
annual show in the Village Hall.  She announced that the club currently has over sixty paid-up members, 
and went on to thank all the committee members for the help and assistance she had received over the 
year. 
 
Sally Gregson co-owns a nursery that specialises in hydrangeas and epimediums, although it was clear 
from her lavishly illustrated talk that her interests extend to many other ferns and plants which thrive in 
damp and shade.  Her knowledge of hydrangeas extended from the history of their discovery by European 
plant hunters, through their introduction into western gardens, to practical advice on where and how to 
grow and propagate them.  She explained how the traditional ‘mop head’ and ‘lace cap’ varieties had fallen 
out favour in the sixties and seventies, but how different, and more interesting, species plus newer forms 
of the older types had recently brought the hydrangea back into the limelight. The audience of over forty 
members was entertained and informed in equal measure, and many took the opportunity to buy some of 
the many plants brought in by Sally. 
 
Future events 
The next meeting of the Garden Club will be held on Wednesday 13 December, when Katherine Crouch 
will talk about ‘Plants that should be better known’.  Katherine is a garden designer based in the South 
West and was crowned BBC Gardener of the Decade in 2008.  Members may remember her appearance 
at the club last December, when she gave a most entertaining talk about ‘New tricks for old gardeners’.  
 
The Annual Supper will be held this year on Wednesday 10 January on the Village Hall.  Members and 
their guests should make a note in their diaries!           

 Broken Nails 



         December and January in the Garden       
 By The Garden Guru 

 
You may look out on your garden and think it’s an untidy mess and feel you might as well leave it 
till the Spring, which is fine – but there are plenty of jobs that can still be done, so here goes! 
Continue clearing, raking leaves. 
Once dahlias have been touched by frost, cut down to a few inches above ground and cover with a 
thick layer of mulch, or lift and store if you prefer. 
Tender plants should be in your greenhouse or cold frame by now.  I don’t cut mine back, but that’s 
up to you.  Cover plants in a cold frame with fleece. 
Tackle ivy. Yes, it’s a brilliant attraction for many insects but if you let it loose, it will rule the world 
and pull your walls down! 
In the veg patch cover any ground that’s not productive with a thick layer of compost or muck and 
let the worms do the rest.  Mushroom compost is brilliant for clay. 
How about turning your compost – you can never turn it too often!  You can tell I love this subject! 
If you haven’t already done so, prune out all flowering stems of rambler roses to the base and tie in 
new . Prune all old flowering stems of climbers back to their frame and then remove an old stem to 
encourage new growth. 
You can also prune fruit bushes now, removing old stems and keeping a nice open shape allowing 
plenty of air flow – and, of course, mulch well.  
Plant bareroot hedging and roses.  Soak in water 24 hours prior to planting.  
If it isn’t frosty you can plant fruit trees and bushes and deciduous trees. 
Leave any ornamental grasses uncut. 
Study seed catalogues – but don’t over-order. 
Look at your garden in its bare state.  Perhaps you want a change, create a new area or extend an 
existing bed.  Be bold – do it now! 
 
Happy Christmas to all  you lovely readers! 

 
 
 

AGE CONCERN, STURMINSTER NEWTON AND NORTH DORSET 
 

Age Concern, Sturminster Newton is a small solely independent charity for people over 50 covering Sturminster 
Newton and the surrounding villages. We are delighted to announce that our office in the Day Centre, Bath Road, 
Sturminster Newton will now be open five days a week from 10am – 2pm.    
Our services include: 

• Befriending - one to one befriending by trained volunteers in your own home to support bereavement, isolation 
and loneliness. 

 

• IT support from a weekly drop in service at the Stalbridge hub - this service provides tailored training  to help 
people to get on line and to support them address technical, health, skill and knowledge issues. 

 

• Information and Advice  -  including benefit advice on Attendance Allowance, Carers Allowance, Pension 
Credit and Personal Independent Payment( PIP) 

 

• A weekly keep fit class at the Sturfit gym which can offer exercise for those recovering from injury, illness or 
those just wanting to get back into an exercise class 

 
We are currently looking for more volunteers to help with Befriending, IT support or our Information and Advice 
service (training offered for all of these).  Also if you would like to join our Board of Trustees to help this small 
independent charity develop and expand the services we offer for the local community then please contact us on the 
details below. 

For more information please call Gina Nelson on 01258 475582 
Email:  gina.nelson@acnorthdorset.org.uk 

Or drop in and see us in the Day Centre between 10 am and 2pm 



Getting Ahead For Christmas 



NATURALLY THINKING 
By Margaret Waddingham 

 
As winter comes, my eyes are always drawn towards oak trees.  All winter trees have their own 

special fascination when their bones suddenly become visible, but there is something about the oak that 
is especially eye catching.   

I was looking for something to tell me why some of these trees seem to hang onto their leaves 
longer than others and I discovered to my astonishment that there are 600 varieties - not all in this 
country, but it’s a lot.  Our most well known one is the English oak, Quercus Rober, and the oldest 
recorded one is in Sherwood Forest which is reckoned to be between 800-1000 years old.  At that age, 
it’s not surprising that the poor thing now has some props around it. 

Apart from the wood it provides, this tree is valuable for everything.  It puts on a great spurt of 
growth in its youth, then slows as it get older.   It also gets a bit shorter at this stage, to extend its life 
span. It’s broad canopy allows light in for spring flowers.   It’s a great host for insects and nesting birds, it 
produces acorns which badgers and deer gobble up and the spring flower buds produce food for the 
caterpillars of the Purple Hairstreak butterfly  Its soft leaves break down easily for mould which stag 
beetles and fungi thrive in.  Even the holes and crevices in the trunk and branches are not 
wasted.  Woodpeckers, owls, pied flycatchers and marsh tits all nest in them and so do certain varieties 
of bat.   

The acorns could easily be confused with the Sessile oak which has no stalk to its acorns, whereas 
the English ones do.  Oaks can reach 20-40 metres tall (about 131 ft I think) and they are at their peak 
period when they have reached the ripe old age of between 80-120.  (There’s hope for me then.)    And 
after all that, I’m still no clearer as to why it is that some of the trees around the village and elsewhere 
hang onto their leaves so much longer than others, which seem to be of the same family.   

Winter is not all doom and gloom, as I often think it’s going to be.  It has its own rewards, apart from 
the pleasures of seeing trees undressed.  There are some wonderfully coloured fungi and toadstools still 
lying around, even at the bottom of hedgerows and bits of dead wood lying around in the 
garden.    There is the elf cup which grows on fallen wood and is, as its name suggests, like a little cup 
with a bright red inside.  There is an Orange Peel fungus which is one of the most conspicuous on bare 
or grassy ground, and is a bit like carefully shaved off orange peel. And a Yellow Brain Fungus, which in 
spite of its name, is bright orange and resembles tripe rather than brains.  Then there are all the bracket 
fungus which grow on live and dead wood, some of which are damaging to a tree whilst others are 
not.   Some of these are specialists, carefully choosing their host, like the Birch Bracket and the Beech 
Bracket and one which grows mainly on Crack and White Willow called the Grey Bracket.   Some of 
these are edible, but I was brought up to pick only wild mushrooms so I wouldn’t dare to go near to 
anything else with a frying pan.   

Lichens show up much more in winter.  They come in all sorts of subtle colours, clothing twigs and 
branches in grey greens, browns and greys.  Devon trees are always encrusted with them, even quite 
young ones, and I used to pick branches of them to go with Christmas displays.   

A snowy morning is the best time for looking to see what else is  around, apart from welly-booted 
humans.   With a little book in my pocket, I used to find it wasn’t too difficult to identify deer, badgers, 
otters, moles, rabbits and foxes as well as lesser known things like stoats and weasels.  That was in the 
good old days of course, when I could walk and discover such pleasures or even when we could rely on 
snow in winter, but even in the garden it’s interesting to see the variety of bird feet, tiny mice and shrews 
and prowling cats.  It’s a pleasure to see all the birds coming back now that we have begun feeding 
them again - hopefully we won’t be feeding the rats again.   
That’s all for this year.  May I wish you all - my fellow villagers, the hardworking compilers of our lovely 
Caundler magazine and everyone else who may be visiting, a very, very happy Christmas and a happy 
and peaceful new year.    



Harvest Supper 
 
It was a sell out! Well almost. Over 100 people migrated to the village hall to enjoy a truly memorable 
communal event, orchestrated by the amazing Holdstock- Litchfield team, known to us as Chris, Gerry, 
Clare and Matt, with superb support behind the scenes from many of the villagers. All the hard work, 
setting the tables, collecting raffle prizes and organising what food was needed appeared to happen 
seamlessly. The lovely floral decorations which were made by Fleur Miles, set off the red tablecloths, 
making the room vibrate with colour and warmth. The food was delicious, a variety of lovely salads, 
quiches, baked potatoes and cold meats, followed by mouth-watering desserts all home cooked and 
yummy. 
The bar was run by Kevin and his team with the usual special Trooper beers, soft drinks and wine for all 
tastes. 
The evening was opened by Rev William Ridding and we sang a Choral Harvest Grace, to the tune of an 
English Country Garden, accompanied by William on the guitar celebrating the plentiful Harvest. 
Harry Dyke, the Master of Ceremonies, opened the evening and organised a gentle scrum to the food 
table. There was plenty for everyone. 
There was a lovely feeling in the hall of chatter and laughter, a chance to meet friends and make new 
ones. It was good to see the younger generation enjoying themselves and helping to run the successful 
raffle. 
A big thank you to the Marigold brigade who cleared and washed the dishes, the men modelling the gloves 
was a sight to behold, definitely a photo shot next time! 
All together a wonderful evening full of warm village spirit. It was our first as newcomers, but not our last. 
                         

Delia Lord 

Stourton Caundle Golf Society  
October Report 

 
A new format to try this month, at the request of our soon-to-be-departed bus driver, Ian Watson. It’s 
called Bowmaker. There are several slight variations in this game (which we will explore in future 
months), but we chose the following. Split into teams of three (by random draw). All three scores are 
added together for the team score on par threes, the best two scores for the par fours, and just the one 
best score for the par fives. This constituted the team prize. Individual honours were earned as usual, 
via our standard stableford scoring. An overcast day, but unanimously agreed that this format was 
enjoyable. 
 

Joint individual winners this month, both scoring a well earned 17 points. Neil Duke is now cut to 20, and 
Ian Watson to 10. Well done gentlemen 
 

With both individual winners in the team, they were always likely to win overall, but it’s still quite irritating 
that Roger is trying to bask in their glory. It is a team prize however, so well done team ‘Watsons Last 
Stand’ with 35 points, a full 5 points clear of second place 

 

 

 



Neighbourhood Watch 
 

3 sheep hurdles were stolen from a gateway to a field in the Stalbridge Road area of the village. This 
occurred between 23:50hrs 15th November and 11:30hrs 16th November. 
 
Were you in the area around this time if so did you see anything? If so please contact Dorset Police via 
101 quoting reference  55170178997  
 

A BT internet scam is affecting residents in Dorset 

Many reports have been made from residents across Dorset stating that people claiming to be from BT 
Open Reach are asking for remote access to computers to 'make checks' on things like connection 
speed, routers and security software. 

These people are convincing and quite insistent. 

To offer reassurance about the legitimacy of the request, people are being provided with a telephone 
number to call. Once the number given is dialled it is answered by a supposed BT operator. Please be 
aware – this is not a trusted way to verify a caller’s identity. Always use the company contact number 
found on a utility bill or correspondence from that company. Never trust a number given to you over the 
phone to confirm identity. 

Please don't engage with these people, just terminate the call. 

Recycling and rubbish collection dates 

 
December 2017 

•6 December (Wednesday) - recycling and food 

•13 December (Wednesday) - rubbish and food 

•20 December (Wednesday) - recycling and food 

•29 December (Friday) - rubbish and food 
 
January 2018 

•5 January (Friday) - recycling and food 

•11 January (Thursday) - rubbish and food 

•17 January (Wednesday) - recycling and food 

•24 January (Wednesday) - rubbish and food 

•31 January (Wednesday) - recycling and food 



Stourton Caundle Parish Council 

 
Stourton Caundle Parish Council met on October 23

rd
 to consider a planning 

application for the erection of a two storey rear extension and installation of 3 No. 
Dormers to Front and 1 No. dormer to rear, at Golden Hill House. 
Councillors were all concerned about the dormers at the front which would dwarf 
the adjacent listed property; although the rest of the proposed development was 
considered pleasing. Councillors agreed to unanimously object to the front dormers 
because they would dwarf the adjacent listed property and overlook the property 
opposite. 

NORDCAT 
North Dorset Community Accessible Transport (NORDCAT) is a charitable organisation which provides a 
door-to-door minibus service across the Dorset area. 
The service is primarily for the elderly, disabled and socially excluded. The buses are wheelchair friendly 
and easily accessible for those with mobility problems. 
The vehicles are available for groups to hire such as scouts, clubs and societies for the day (with or 
without a driver).  Two wheelchair accessible Berlingo cars are also available for people to hire for as little 
as an hour or as long as a week. 
If you would like to use this service, you will need to register and there is a small annual membership fee 
of £5.  
The service enables access to shopping, visiting friends, medical appointments and much more and 
operates in different parts of the area each day. There are volunteer drivers available to provide transport 
for health appointments. 
Once a week there is an opportunity to visit the larger towns e.g. Poole, Bournemouth, Street (Shopping 
Village), Exeter, Salisbury and Dorchester. 
For more information on any of the NORDCAT services please contact Helen Reed, NORDCAT 
Community Transport Manager. 

Bishops Caundle Community Store Update 
 

As many people will have noticed there have been some changes recently in the shop.  
The range of fruit and vegetables has increased significantly, with regular deliveries from Nick’s 
Fruit and Veg. There are displays both outside and inside the shop. What about a pre-packed 
vegetable box for your Christmas dinner? Potatoes, carrots, swede, parsnips and a sprout 
stalk. £7.00 for the box, with enough for 4 to 6 people. 
Taylors Bakery delivers fresh bread and other bakery items to the shop, and for the Christmas 
period have added mince pies, Christmas puddings, stolen, donker ( a traditional Bavarian style 
Christmas bread ), special sourdough loaves, and shaped biscuits. Also marzipan and bread-
crumbs  . If you have any special requests, you can place an order to arrive with the next deliv-
ery. 
During November and December the shop will be open from 7am to 7pm Monday to Friday. If 
the shop gets good support from customers and volunteers alike, we will consider extended 
opening into the New Year. Let us know what you think. 
On Friday 1

st
 December the shop will be holding a wine tasting evening from 6.30pm to 

9.00pm, with a range of new wines to sample. There will also be snacks, and a raffle. And dur-
ing December there will be a 5% discount on purchases of 6 bottles of wine. So come along, try 
some different wines, and spend a little time browsing the shelves to see what else is now 
available.  



Mary by Margaret Waddingham 
 

       My Joseph was a good man, 

he didn’t think it odd 

when I told of the angel 

or that I would be the mother 

of the Holy Son of God. 

I loved my Joseph dearly. 

He took me for his bride 

and we began our marriage 

in love, in joy, in pride. 
 

I loved my Joseph dearly. 

When our little son was born, 

he held me tight and kissed me 

on that strange and wondrous morn. 

He welcomed lowly shepherds, 

was gracious to the Kings, 

and didn’t seem at all surprised 

to hear the angels sing. 

He was always such a good man. 

He carved toys for our son, 

helped him with his lessons, 

taught him, played, had fun. 
 

Now that Joseph’s long since gone, 

and I am all alone, 

I still feel his kind and gentle hand, 

still hear his loving tone.   
 

I loved my Joseph dearly, 

though he died long ago. 

He was the perfect earthly father 

For God’s only Heavenly Son. 


