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150th Edition  
The Birth of a Magazine 

Stella Woodward 

 
 Early in 2002, my husband, Alan, returning from an Events’ Committee meeting declared that he 
had “volunteered” me to start up a village magazine.  I raged, grumped and sulked knowing what a 
mammoth task this would be, but eventually took the bull by the horns and decided to give it a go. 
 Together with other suckers for punishment, our first meeting was held with much to discuss:  
funding, format, printing, computing, distribution, not to mention content!  We needed to apply for grants 
and secure regular advertising revenue.  Our initial committee comprised me, Michael Place as 
coordinator, Jane Colville as distribution team organiser and later Judy Vowles as treasurer and Ben 
Bennett as photographer. 
 Discussions with editors of other successful village magazines was a great help on issues such as 
disclaimers to be included, advertising charges, layout and legal matters. Our aim was to distribute the 
magazine free of charge to all parishioners ten times yearly, with double issues in summer and Christmas. 
 The first task was to secure finance. Persuading businesses and trades to advertise in an as yet non
-existent magazine was no mean task and I recall trying to convince a reluctant William Dike how 
beneficial to his business a whole page advert would be! Other local businesses purchased a small space 
and eventually we had the funds to move forward.   
 Back then the world was on the cusp of the technological revolution but not here in Stourton 
Caundle!   The small businesses wanted their adverts made up for them and I recall struggling for hours 
on our computer, often on the verge of tears, to incorporate their logos, pictures and the requisite 
words in the tiny 6 cm square.  And all for just £18 a year!  The Simply Cooking advert was the biggest 
challenge, as they wanted their text inscribed on top of a light grey apple, but every time I tried the apple 
would float away!  I never did achieve that!  But Dike’s advert is there to this day as are four others of 
the original eleven.   
 Meanwhile, Michael was gathering hard copies of news and reports from village clubs, which we 
would type up and gradually we had enough material for our first issue.  We had found a printer in 
Stalbridge who offered a quick print off at reasonable rates. Judy and I would double up our numerous 
tasks by contributing articles and Judy was also the main profiler for what became the popular column 
Profile of a Stourton Caundler.  By this stage we had gained a “setting up” grant from Dorset Community 
Action, and voluntary donations came from the Parish Council and many village clubs. Minutes of our 
various meetings would still be distributed by hand until any and everyone involved became computer 
literate.      
 So, we had funding, we had copy, lots of ideas for content, contributors, and a committee.  We 
were almost in business!  Or were we?  By that stage we realised that we needed someone who was 
strong in the up and coming skill of IT, who could compile the magazine using a computer programme 
called Publisher.  Finding this person proved very elusive and would someone with such skills wish to 
commit every month to such a time-consuming and responsible task? 
 We searched everywhere for this elusive person.  It came to the point where I thought we were 
going to have to eat humble pie and return grants and advertising revenue.  But then I heard that a new 
person with professional IT skills had moved into Barrow Hill.  Ah!  I nervously knocked on Margaret 
McKay’s door one afternoon to be greeted by Colin whose reaction was something like “There’s a bit of 
self-preservation at stake here!!” But Margaret agreed to compile the magazine and the rest is history! In 
July 2002 the first 12-page issue were done and the  
 

 THE STOURTON CAUNDLER was born! 



Ah Yes I Remember it Well 
Margaret McKay 

 
We moved into Stourton Caundle in July 2001 from north east Hampshire, and when Stella knocked on our door almost a 
year later, creating a village magazine would have been furthest from my mind.  
 Although IT was my background, being used to working on larger machines, I was not very familiar with PCs, and 
Microsoft Publisher was something I had only dabbled in. I did however decide to take on this challenge and learned how 
to use Publisher to produce the Stourton Caundler. Stella had done a lot of work on the adverts producing them as word 
documents, but soon the pages of adverts materialised and we had the start of the magazine. As each month came Michael 
Place coordinated all the copy and I inserted them into a new monthly issue. 
 I had to deliver the issue to the printer in Stalbridge on a cd, but his software was not exactly the same as mine so 
we had some teething problems to iron out.  
 Policies and procedures were updated quite regularly and it was not long before we had a reasonable  magazine  
being produced 10 times a year. 
We did progress to using an email account for the entries making life easier for everybody,  but that didn’t happen for a 
couple of years. 

And So Today 
This is the 150th edition of our village magazine and it seems appropriate to thank all of those who have made it 

possible over the years since July 2002.  There are too many names to mention but they include our very long 

serving Chairman, those who have taken on the Editorship, the production, the advertising, the finance, the 

design of covers, all the contributors – one in particular whose articles bring special pleasure – thank you, 

Margaret -  the calendar co-ordinator, the Rector,  our Webmaster, our proof-readers and the delivery team.  

At times it has looked as if the magazine will fold and then someone steps in to fill the role – thank you, Rachel 

- and on we go.   

 We hope that the magazine continues to amuse and entertain, inform and instruct and that when it drops through your 

letter box every two months there is something in it for you. This is your magazine about your community and 

you and your neighbours.  Don’t feel left out, you are welcome to send in your thoughts and ideas of new topics 

and articles that you would like to see. Better still send something in yourselves. Come on children we have 

always welcomed and encouraged you to contribute with topics that concern and interest you. If we haven't got 

it, we can’t put it in. We want to involve all our community, so get writing, happy reading and we will do our 

best to make the next 150 issues enjoyable. 

     Happy Anniversary The Stourton Caundler                        

The team. 

Carol Singing 
 

There was at least 40 of us that congregated for the carol singing outside The Trooper on 
Thursday 20th  December. We sang for about one hour before retiring inside for mince pies and 
mulled wine supplied by Ray and Annie Foot. Thanks to Andrew Oliver who led the carols. 
There was a collection for Dorset and Somerset Air Ambulance and £70 has been sent to them. 
Thanks to all those who participated. Sorry that the other Margaret was not well enough to join us. 

Margaret McKay 

 

Mothering Sunday in Spire Hill 
 

As Mothering Sunday this year falls on a fifth Sunday we will be celebrating with a Benefice service at St 
Mary’s Stalbridge at 10am on 31st March. 

This will be a service of the Word which will have been put together by those who are currently 
training to become Lay Worship Leaders. It will be their debut service so please support your soon-to-be 
LWLs.  A warm welcome is extended to anyone from Stourton Caundle, Kings Stag, Purse Caundle, Stock 
Gaylard and Stalbridge.  More details will be available nearer the date. 

PLEASE NOTE THAT THIS IS THE ONLY SERVICE IN THE BENEFICE ON 31ST MARCH. 



 

An Incident with a Neighbour. 
 

 It has to be said that we have the BEST neighbours.  We couldn’t see them when we moved in 
but we knew they were there. They could hide behind the overgrown Leylandii but they couldn’t run 
from us Litchfields.  Once we shed light on our garden and theirs, we became firm friends, waving at 
each other from our kitchen windows, warning of dodgy looking vans in respective driveways, and 
gesticulating an invitation when either of us had opened a bottle.  
In the last year, for a number of reasons, we have drawn on each other for support, friendship, tissues, 
laughs and chicken sitting.  

One morning I noticed at the bottom of my drive a lovely handmade basket in which were 
some equally beautiful cut orchids.  I took them in and carefully arranged them in a tall vase with plenty 
of water. I hoped the basket was for me too, but sent my neighbour a thank you for the flowers and 
‘when shall I return the basket?’ text. I had an immediate response – please keep it or leave it for the 
binmen – it was a Wednesday.  Slightly odd to leave flowers for the dustmen, I thought – but never 
mind, I was the winner.  

The next day one of the gorgeous flower heads fell off.  Sorry to lose it, I decided to paint it to 
try and capture its beauty before it died.  It was a hard task to replicate the delicate colours but I 
pressed on, ignoring the washing up, the dog with his legs crossed and the chickens needing cleaning 
out. Eventually, a bit disappointed with my efforts, I felt I had to get on with the day and popped the 
flower in an eggcup of -water, 

A day or so later, I thought I should change the water in the orchid vase.  I removed some of 
the papery lower leaves and got out scissors to cut an inch or two off the stems.   They proved very 
resistant and a couple more flowers fell off.  Thinking I was doing more harm than good, I put them 
back into fresh water.  Only then did I notice the florist wire sticking out of the stems and spikey voids 
where the flowers had fallen. The penny dropped.  The orchids were artificial, phoney, false, fake, silk, 
plastic, whatever, but NOT REAL.  

The fog cleared and suddenly it made sense.  My neighbour was tired of the flowers and the 
basket and had decided to leave them out for the bin men.  There are times when I could blame the 
fog on Polish vodka, but on this occasion not one drop had been drunk.  I was wearing my glasses, my 
meds had been taken and I’m artificially blonde so I can’t blame any of those things.  

I laughed and laughed.  Husband and daughter looked at me like I was a muppet but neither of 
them admitted to spotting the truth.  

As an aside, my neighbour popped over the other day.  I had a sad looking gladioli in a vase.  
She looked at it and laughed, thinking it was fake …… it wasn’t.  

Clare Litchfield. 

VILLAGE HALL ‘100’ CLUB DRAW  

DECEMBER & JANUARY RESULTS 

 

Draw made at the Trooper on 12th December 2018: 

 

First Prize:  £25.00 No.149 Cathy Jeanes 

Second Prize:  £20.00 No.112 Ben & Helen Bennett 

Third Prize:  £15.00 No.23  Ray Foot 

 

Draw made at the Sports Club on Monday 14th January 2019: 

 

First Prize:  £25.00 No.65  Gordon and Ivy Morris  

Second Prize:  £20.00 No.136 John Mitchell 

Third Prize:  £15.00 No.102 Emma Reynolds 

 

The next two monthly draws will be on Wednesday 13th February and Wednesday 13th March, at 7.30 pm at 

the Trooper. Anna Oliver 



Garden Club Supper 2019 
 

It was freezing outside, but inside the village hall the heating system was working perfectly as the 
Garden Club enjoyed its annual supper in early January. The committee members and other volunteer 
chefs had worked hard to provide a range of hot food, salads and cold meat, and a huge variety of 
puddings and, as always, they excelled themselves. A number of club members put a good deal of hard 
work into the evening; cooking, preparing the room, serving, clearing up afterwards, and washing the 
huge  
piles of plates and cutlery.  

Thanks are due to all those, particularly the committee members, who were involved in many 
ways in making the evening such a success.  
Special mentions are due to Melanie Lillie, who masterminded the whole evening; Neil Gillard, who 
organised and ran the bar; and Alan Peters, who thumped the gong when silence was needed.  

The next meeting of the Garden Club will be on; 
Wednesday 13 February   
when Val Bourne, the journalist, author and lecturer on all things gardening will be explaining how plant 
diversity and wildlife can help to keep a garden healthy. This will be followed on  
Wednesday 13 March  
by a presentation by Sally Gregson, the well-known garden writer and owner of Mill Cottage Plants, 
who will be describing the virtues of epimediums. Val Bourne and Sally Grigson have appeared at the 
Garden Club before, and both are entertaining speakers with endless expertise. Tickets for these talks, 
and all the others during the season, are available for guests and other non-members at £5 per person 
from committee members.  
 
Broken Nails 

Derrick Bugg   1935 – 2018 
It was with great sadness that we heard of the passing of Derrick on 6th December 2018. Derrick was 
born and bred in the village and, apart from doing National Service with the Dorset Regiment in 
Germany, spent his entire life in Stourton Caundle. 
In his younger days Derrick was a keen sportsman, playing skittles, darts and snooker. Derrick was 
also a very keen dancer when he and brother Norman, attended dances in the village hall. 
With his brother he helped with the building of the skittle alley at The Trooper Inn, and after the 
village hall was destroyed by fire in 1971, Derrick and Norman, helped to raise funds and assisted 
with the rebuilding of the hall.  
Derrick although a very quiet and private man had a great sense of humour and we shall miss him for 
this, particularly on Tuesday evenings in The Trooper where we usually finished with a little tot of 
whisky. 
So I ask all who knew Derrick to join me and raise a glass in memory to him. 

Colin McKay 



HEDGEHOGS IN OUR VILLAGE 

Dorset Mammal Group 

Follow up Meeting 
All People who have an interest in Hedgehogs  

are welcome 

At The Trooper Inn 
 

Thursday 7th March 

7.00 for 7.30 
 

Come and see how we can make your garden and our 

village more Hedgehog Friendly.  

 

Receive a free Hedgehog Pack 

For further information  

contact Jo Williams 01963 362778 

 
Stourton Caundle Welcome Club 

 
The December event for the club was the Christmas meal at the Virginia Ash. An excellent meal 
was enjoyed by 34 members. Unfortunately we lost one of our members, Derrick Bugg, back in 
December. He will be greatly missed. 
 
The New Year saw a welcome back to Chris Shaw, who gave us a most interesting talk on her 
trip to Panama followed by her colourful slides.  
 
The February meeting we will be entertained by our talented member Ann Knobbs on her 
keyboard, with a chance to sing along with her. 
 
In March we will welcome Carol Clark demonstrating the Neal’s Yard remedies. 
 

Margaret McKay 



Round the next bend continued 

 

Our journey so far, from Oxford to central London had been on territory that was familiar to us, 

having spent several years cruising the River Thames. From now on we were sailing into unknown waters. 

We were up at five o’clock in order to catch the outgoing tide. We locked down onto the river, 
and as the lock gates opened we saw that the weather, as forecasted, was perfect. The sun shone, and 
there was not a breath of wind as we moved out onto the river. At this time in the morning there was 
little traffic to create wash, so the river was like a sheet of glass. From 
Limehouse we travelled South towards Greenwich Pier, Where the 
river turns north again, and then south, around the bends, familiar to 
anyone who has seen the credits for BBC’s Eastenders. Passing the 
enormous dome of the O2 Arena on our starboard (right) side, we 
entered Woolwich Reach, where we could see the Thames Barrier, 
London’s defence against the sea, in the distance. A quick call on the 
radio, and we were cleared to pass through. The huge silver coloured 
domes of the Barrage loomed over us. Once through, we passed London City Airport, and the now 
disused Royal Docks, The river was very wide now but still the water was like glass. High above traffic 
roared over The Queen Elizabeth II Bridge, Then Sue came up from the Galley with coffee as we passed 
Gravesend. The tide was flowing more quickly now and we glided past banks of glistening mud, exposed 
by the receding water. Coming around the Lower Hope Buoy we saw seals basking in the now warm sun. 
Ahead the enormous cranes of London Gateway Port, loading containers on to a ship which towered high 
above us. We no longer had the river to ourselves, and ships passed moving up and downstream. The 
river was over a mile wide now so there was plenty of room for everyone, but we still kept a close watch. 

Two black shapes in the water as a couple of Harbour Porpoises broke the surface next to the boat. 

 They followed us for a while before disappearing into the murky water again. Rounding Nore 
point, we reached the mouth of the River Medway. In the distance surrounded by buoys, 4 masts sticking 
out of the water. This was the SS Montgomery. An American supply ship from the Second World War. 
The Montgomery was carrying bombs to be unloaded in London when it ran aground and sank. The cargo 
was considered too unstable to salvage, so it remains on board under about thirty feet of water. The 
story goes that if it ever blew up it would take out half of Kent. We passed by very carefully. Entering the 
River Medway we reached our mooring at Queenborough Harbour on the isle of Sheppey. A fascinating 
trip and a fantastic day crowned with a beautiful sunset over the estuary. Tomorrow would be very 

different. 

We woke early, to a thick mist on the water. We were heading out of the Thames Estuary, 
around North Foreland and into Ramsgate, but there was no way we would be leaving in this. The 
forecast showed it clearing in the afternoon, blown away by a force 3 gentle breeze. We’d have to wait 
for the late tide, which would mean arriving at Ramsgate in the dark, but I had done my homework and 
was confident we would be ok. The only concern was a freshening wind, veering round to the North East, 
but that was not forecast until around midnight. I called the coastguard and he confirmed the forecast so I 

wasn’t worried.  

We left late afternoon on the slack tide, to be out on the Thames Estuary to catch the tide going 
out. All went well for a few hours, but as we entered the Princess Channel, the wind began to freshen. As 
the wind came around to the North West it was blowing against the tide, the waves began to increase. I 
considered turning back but as we were now about half way I decided to press on. We were heading into 
the seas and waves were crashing over the bow and spray was reaching me at the wheel. Sue was down 
below, she screamed as a cupboard in the galley flew open spilling crockery onto the floor with a crash. 
The boat was coping magnificently, but the same couldn’t be said for us as we were both feeling queasy 
with the constant pitching and rolling. We spent an uncomfortable couple of hours before we rounded 
North Foreland and could turn south. Now the seas were coming from behind us on the Port quarter and 
by increasing speed we could ride the swells more comfortably. It was dark now and ahead I could see the 
lights of Ramsgate. Aquick call on the radio and we were cleared to enter port. After we secured the boat 
Sue was exhausted and went straight to bed. I followed soon after but not before having a stiff drink. I felt 

I deserved it. 

Ray Steele 



Hedgehog Friendly Village 
 Hedgehog are still being spotted around the village.  If you find a large hedgehog in your garden over 
600grms continue  feeding it with dog or cat food in jelly or small pet biscuits.   
 Hedgehog under 600grms are unlikely to survive the winter.  If you find a small hog put it in a high 
sided box, keep it warm and give it food and water.   
 The local vet will check it out Free of Charge, and could offer to re home it.  There are also several 
people in the area who are caring and over wintering our prickly friends.   
If you need help please contact me Jo Williams on 01963 362778.   

NATURALLY THINKING  
By Margaret Waddingham  

 
I like dunnocks. Or rather, hedge sparrows, though sparrows they are not. The 
Middle Ages got us all confused by its practice of calling any small bird a sparrow, but 
now we know better. This little fellow with its  
sharp thin, insect-eater’s beak is nothing like its  
thick-beaked namesake.  
 Its more popular name, dunnock, is a country word meaning that it is a dun-

coloured bird, and is therefore more appropriate. Because it’s so inconspicuous, apart from a rather 
tasteful pair of orange-pink stockings,  
it’s not very noticeable for most of the year. It’s only now, when birds are collecting round the feeders, 
that I’m aware of it gathering up seed that has been spilt by the other birds. I particularly like its quick, 
sure little hops that give it an air of a pertly efficient secretary. It also has a gloriously piping repertoire 
which it keeps up most of the year.  
 Which brings me to the lack of birds visiting my garden so far this winter. The bird seed at the 
station nearest the house seems to vanish quickly enough but the feeder that hangs from my new bird 
table in the middle of the lawn seems to attract nothing at all. I was also given, along  with this bird table, a 
new type of seed which, apparently does not grow in the grass below as the other type does. I have tried 
this in both feeders, the one on the lawn and the one near the house, but the birds have ignored  it so I’ve 
gone back to the tried and tested food. Still no joy on the new one. It has now been moved from the 
middle of the lawn in case it’s the open position that is putting them off. The only other thing that I can  
think of is that it is something to do with the new feeder that I’m using not enough perching space or 
perhaps the food gets clogged up? If the new position doesn’t work then I shall get a new feeder and try 
that.  
And where are the goldfinches this year. Is it just me?  
 These days you see alders growing along most river banks or in swampy places, and is easily spotted 
in the winter months, with its little black cones and stiff red-brown catkins. It used to be one of our most  
prolific trees, for before man set about clearing forests and draining great tracts of land, alder forests 
flourished in the vast valley swamps that covered much of lowland Britain. By then the tree had managed 
to overcome a problem in order to survive without nitrogen, which is  essential to all plant growth and is 
almost nonexistent in water-logged soil, for the clever thing had managed to develop a unique association  
with bacteria which enabled it to utilise nitrogen from the atmosphere and then return the surplus to the 
soil, thus making it especially fertile. However, having fixed itself rather rigidly to a regime that demanded  
water at all times, it also had to do something to ensure its survival in drought conditions, so it grew a tap 
root that is about five feet long. Apart from the willow, which seems to do well in such conditions, the  
question that springs to my mind is why other trees didn’t adapt a similar method of existing with their 
feet always near or in water.  
 I have only recently discovered a lane the runs from the Anstey road to Mappowder. I am glad I 
have discovered it because, to me, there is something spellbinding about it, especially at the Anstey end. 
Often flooded (so I avoid it when we have had several days of rain), it is tree lined and quiet. Sometimes I 
take a flask of coffee and stop either beside a gate that looks over a field which is surrounded by 
woodland, or on the opposite side of the road where there are more open views. It has a sort of timeless 
quality about it and you can almost see the road as it once was, just a rough track connecting the villages. 
In an effort to find out a little more about it, the only thing I found was the origin of the name  
’Mappowder’. The book I referred to talks about farmsteads from Yorkshire down as far as Dorset being 
sheltered by sycamore or the great  maple whose large leaves afforded shade. I don’t think there are many  
around there now. There is also a reference to something paranormal which sometimes puts horses off 
going down there, but I have never  found it anything other than one of the most peaceful lanes I have 
ever come across. 



 
 
 

DORSET LANES by Margaret Waddingham 
 

There are roads that run round Dorset 
that are straight and long and wide, 

with some views that snatch the breath from you 
that make all your senses smile. 

But there are others that I know, 
slower ones by far, 

more silent and more private 
and with scarce room for a car. 

They ramble through the countryside 
past banks where wild flowers grow, 

then swoop down into valleys 
where darkest ditches flow. 

They creep past drowsy cottages, 
criss-cross some muddy farms, 

past gates that lean like drunkards, 
and some broken, ancient barns. 

These little roads have grassy spines 
with edges soft with ferns, 

and mossy stumps of ancient trees 
mark every twist and turn. 

There are roads that run round Dorset 
that are straight and long and wide 

with some views that snatch your breath away 
that make all your senses smile. 

But I prefer the other roads, 
those that are not so fast, 

the older roads, the secret roads 
with echoes of the past. 

   Cheltenham Gold Cup 
Friday March 15th 15.30 

 
 We are still ages away from the Gold Cup but likely local contenders include last 
year’s winner, Native River, trained by Colin Tizzard at Milborne Port.  Some of us 
enjoyed  his victory parade at the Virginia Ash after last year’s win.  Celebrations went on 
til 1.00am, I’m reliably informed.  This season the 9 year old hasn’t been on top form on 
more speed orientated tracks – so pray for lots of rain and heavy ground if he is the horse 
for you.  The sterner the test of stamina the better. 
 Thistle crack and Elegant Escape from Colin’s yard are also being aimed at the race 
and deserve plenty of respect and carry a lot of local support. 
 From a bit further away in Ditcheat, Paul Nicholl’s Clan des Obeaux is another likely 
contender.  As winner of the King George last time out he is on top form. 

 Local trainers, local owners, local jockeys – we have a lot to interest us in the big 

race.                          

 

S.K 



Garden Tips for Feb/March 
 
 I’m writing this in the second week of January; borage is in full flower with a buzzing bee at-
tached! Something is going on up there in the atmosphere. All we can do, as gardeners, is work with 
nature and not against it; follow your instincts and don’t always be guided by what the experts say. 
Have confidence and courage and away you go with some of the following jobs: 
 
1. If you haven’t already done so, chop off old hellebore leaves and if you’ve got some of the delish 
leaf mould, I talked about, put it round each plant. 
2. Force rhubarb - bucket over the top and a bit of straw. Only do this every two or three years so 
the plant can recover. 
3. Carry on weeding. Up to now it’s been so mild that all those annual weeds, like Hairy Bittercress, 
have gone berserk! Just tackle one area at a time thoroughly and then cover with compost. 
4. Prune Wisteria back to its frame. Don’t be afraid to take some old growth quite hard back. Prune 
to 2/3 buds. The same goes for vines and these should be completed by the end of February.. 
5. Finish pruning roses. 
Climbers: prune back to frame by 2/3 buds, new shoots tied in and dead stuff out. 
 Ramblers: prune out some or all of last years flowering stems and tie in new. Remove old stems now 
and then to encourage new growth. 
 All Shrub Roses: prune back by a third, keeping a round shape. Remove any weak stems. Best to give 
a nice mulch as the ground warms up. 
6.  Finish pruning fruit trees by the end of February. 
7.  All bare root plants ie roses, hedging etc should be in by the end of February. 
8.  Turn compost heap. 
9.  Renew old deciduous shrubs by removing an old stem or two remembering to keep a nice shape. 
Mulch or add bone meal. 
10. Lift and divide snowdrops once they are over. 
11. Keep edges neat. I’ve been cutting them up till now as they’re still growing! 
12. On a wet day (we’re surely going to get some) wash pots and seed trays. 
13. In March you can prune late flowering clematis back to a foot and mulch thickly. 
14. Prune a third out of dogwoods or pollard the whole thing: again only do this every two or three 
years. 
15. The leaves haven’t disintegrated much so far, so try and clear them off grass, paths and gravel. 
Finally give your tools, especially secateurs, a bit of love, they’re worth it! 
16. Cut down Autumn Raspberries and put a thick layer of mulch on. When new canes are up by a 
foot or so remove any spindly ones and thin out to leave 4/5 thick canes. 
 
PS. After our hot summer last year it’s even more important and worthwhile to mulch. If you are not 
able to produce enough of your own compost, mulch etc try the wonderful ‘KOMIT KOMPOST 
LTD’. They offer a good range at reasonable prices.  
              
   Contact Andrew Mitchell  
                 01308 863054 
 
Your Garden Guru. 



Mothering Sunday recipe 
 
 
White Chocolate Mousse with poached rhubarb (see Gardening Tips for  
forcing rhubarb) 
Ingredients 
For the mousse 
  
150g white chocolate   
4 large egg whites  
1 tbsp golden caster sugar  
200ml double cream 
 
For the poached rhubarb 
  
185ml white wine (or a mini bottle)  
1 tbsp golden caster sugar  
1 vanilla pod, split lengthways and seeds removed  
4  stalks rhubarb  (about 375g), cut into 5cm pieces 
 
For the topping 
  
75g jumbo oats  
30g plain flour  
2 tbsp golden caster sugar  
50g melted butter 
 
Method 

Melt the white chocolate in a heatproof bowl over a pan of simmering water, 
then remove from the heat. Whisk the egg whites to stiff peaks, add the sugar and briefly 
whisk again. Whisk the cream to soft peaks, then fold the melted chocolate into the 
cream. Once incorporated, mix a spoonful of the egg whites into the cream and 
chocolate mix, stir well, then fold the remaining egg white mix in. Work quickly, taking 
care not to knock out too much air. Cover with cling film and chill in the fridge for at 
least 1 hr. While the mousse is setting, poach the rhubarb. Pour the wine, sugar,  
vanilla pod and seeds, and 150ml water into a saucepan and bring to the boil.  
 
Drop in the rhubarb, turn down the heat and poach for 2-3 mins. Turn off the heat and 
leave the rhubarb to cool in the liquid.  

Heat oven to 180C/160C fan/gas 3. Mix the oats, flour and sugar in a  
bowl and pour over the melted butter. Stir well, then tip onto a non-stick  
baking sheet and bake for 20 mins, tossing halfway through, until golden and  
crisp. Remove from the oven and leave to cool. To serve, lift the rhubarb out of 
the poaching liquid and spoon into serving bowls, alternating with a large  
scoop of the mousse and a sprinkle of the oat crumb. Ummmm delicious!  



 
 

Far Eastern Notes continued 

 

 Turning to more general points the visitor will encounter touts who would kindly lead 
you to the most expensive or dodgy establishments in the area. There are very simple ways to 
avoid them. Try not to stand still on the street while examining a map, that is an open 
invitation to be led astray. Avoid chatting to anyone who greets you with good English, for 
example, at a cross road. They  usually like to know where you are going so they can offer to 
help you find your way to a new disaster. Bear in mind that no honest person would approach 
a visitor unless specifically asked to help. 
 In your walkabouts you will encounter wonderful jewellery shops full of beautiful and 
desirable trinkets. Unfortunately it is impossible to establish a fair price for these items. Adding 
to that some shops recommend that a customer returns later to collect his items after 
‘cleaning’ or ‘adjustment’. This can also involve substitution for fake jewels for the real. In 
Bangkok it was always said that the traffic lights never had red lights because the plastic used is 
ideal for ruby rings. Be warned. 
 Gold is another matter. Gold shops display the current price for the metal so you can 
work out the rough cost of an item measured by weight. Add about 10 to 15 % for the 
workmanship and you can negotiate. Always negotiate. 
 When enjoying the free and easy atmosphere of the Far East it is rather too simple to 
forget that ordinary people are prudish. Ladies should never sunbathe topless even if many 
others (westerners) do. Think of the locals who will be offended. And chaps should never 
venture away from the beach or pool without wearing a decent tee shirt. 
 One final warning, in Bangkok if you take a taxi or perhaps a tuk tuk to the Royal Palace 
the driver will probably tell you that the entrance is closed today. Never mind, he will take you 
to a back entrance which is always open. On arrival at this entrance you will find little of 
interest but plenty of very friendly touts who will accompany you to the most crooked 
jewellery shop in town. Naturally, your taxi driver has kindly waited to run you to the said 
shop so off you go. Just to make the scan more plausible there are reports of Europeans being 
part of the touts’ team. Fear not, all you have to say to the driver is that you know that the 
main entrance to the palace is open every day so please take me there. 
 Anyway, I am sure that you will a have wonderful holiday in the Far East and perhaps 
some of these notes will improve your enjoyment even further. 
 
Patrick Broxham.  




