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The Awliscombe & Weston Times 

Communicating throughout the Parish 

  In our Times 

 

 
Thank you to  

everyone who has 

contributed , in any 

way, including advice 

from the printers, to 

the success of The 

Awliscombe & Weston 

Times over the years.  

 

You are too  

numerous to mention 

individually, but you 

are thanked. 

 

We have had some 

great articles and 

some constant 

 advertisers  

throughout this  

venture.  

 

We have also had your 

support which has 

been gratifying. 

Thanks also to the 

Parish Council, who 

gave birth to the 

magazine and allowed 

me to go my own 

merry way. 

 

Special thanks  

to our loyal 

 Distributors,   

who go out in all 

weathers to deliver 

your magazine to your 

cosy homes           

every month:- 

Steve, of course,  

Valerie, Val, Jim, 

Nicki, Anna, Gill,  

Peter, Pat, Don and 

Alan . 

 

Many Thanks. 

Anvee & Steve 

So, it is goodbye from him and it is goodbye from me.  Tattie bye folks. 



 

 

2. 

AWLISCOMBE W. I.   EASTER BINGO 
  

                    To be held in the Parish Hall, Awliscombe,  

on Monday April 3rd.      

 
                 Doors open 7pm. Eyes down 8pm 

  

Excellent usual prizes. 

 

Easter Eggs.                                          Chicken dinners. 

Cash fliers.                                             Bumper Draw  

 

                             We welcome you all there.                              Rosemary Sprigg 

 

HONITON MEMORY CAFE 

QUIZ NIGHT 

 

FRIDAY 21ST APRIL 2017 

AT THE MACKARNESS HALL,  

HONITON PROMPT 7.30 PM START ----  

DRAW 

INC. SUPPER – TEAMS OF 6 

  Tickets £8.00  - B.Y.O Wine etc 

 

TICKETS FROM MAGGIE 01404 850855, 

OR BEV'S BEAUTY IN DORSET PLACE 

 

Easter Celebrations!! 

  
     The Palm Sunday Service 

is on April 9th during which 

there will be the distribution 

of blessed palms; 

 Holy Week commences and 

details of services can be found on posters – 

 keep an eye out!  

     This year we will join the Mission Community 

in St Paul’s for the Maundy Thursday service at 

7.30pm. There will be the normal Stations of the 

Cross in Awliscombe at 10am on Good Friday and 

then the glorious  

celebration  

of Jesus on Easter Sunday!  
 

 

  With Easter egg hunt! 

See you there! 

 

Rev’d Jane 

  

  

 

AWLISCOME & WESTON 
 

PARISH CLEAN UP DAY 
 

IS ON SUNDAY 23RD APRIL 
 

WE WILL MEET IN THE PARISH HALL 
CAR PARK,AWLISCOMBE, AS USUAL 

AT  
11AM.. 

 
....WITH BRIGHT CHEERY FACES, TO BE 

GIVEN A BRIEFING AND TO BE SUPPLIED BY 
HI-VISIBILITY CLOTHING AND  

PICKER-UPPERS. 
ALL WELCOME TO HELP KEEP OUR PARISH 

SPICK AND SPAN. 
                

ALL 
WELCOME 

 
AB 

Honiton Mobile Library Service 2017   
                                                                                                                                                           

This service operates on Wednesdays,        
 on the dates shown:                                                  

    Apr 12th      May 10th     Jun 7th    
Jul 5th Aug 2nd & 30th    Sep 27th 

Oct 25th       Nov 22nd   Dec 20th                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                             
                             ARRIVE     DEPART 
Godford Cross           09.45          10.05 
Village Hall              10.15          10.45 
  

  



 

 

 

 

3. 

 

NEW INFORMATION FOR YOU ALL! 

 

Please note the changes for emailing articles for  

The Awliscombe & Weston Times 

 

 

For any articles and adverts, please contact  

Timandra Burford. 

Email: timandrab@hotmail.com or phone 01404 

548881 

 

 

For any DATES to go in the Activity Sheet, 

please contact Jim Hickinbotham, as before, on 

01404 44982. 

 

For anything regarding the distributing of the  

magazines, please contact  

Gel Long. Email:gel.long@btinternet,com.              

Mobile 07736 251290        

 

 Thank you.  AB 

 

RAISING MONEY FOR DEFRIBRILLATORS IN HONITON 

Young Wives  

 
     had a meet at The Golden Pond 

Chinese Restaurant on Monday 20th 

March and had a delicious, tasty  

Chinese meal and a good chat—as 

we always do. 

 A successful and happy evening.  

 

Thank you Val for arranging this  

outing and sorry I forgot my camera 

again!! 

                                                                        

AB 



 

 

4 7. 

Jen Shepperd—Seamstress 

The HemPorium 

7 Black Lion Court, Honiton 

Devon EX14 1ES   07966 219785 

10am-5pm Tues, Wed, Fri.    10am-4pm Sat. 

Closed Monday and Thursday. 

Alterations, Repairs, Zips, Dressmaking, Costumes, Cushions. 

Bridesmaids, etc.    All projects considered.      Sewing lessons 

For your information! 

 

 

 
Sadly, Raymond Banfield has died. 

 

 

     Several villagers were rather concerned that because 

he had moved into a residential home he would no 

longer qualify to be buried in his beloved                   

Awliscombe Churchyard.  

 

 

Have no fear; the Church rules state that if one moves 

out of the village by choice you lose the entitlement to 

be buried here (we are restricted by space which is why 

we have rules) but if you move out not of your choice, 

for example,  in order to receive care in a Residential 

Home, you may be buried here. 

 

Rev’d Jane 

 

Easter Lilies 

 
     As Easter approaches 

we are looking forward 

to seeing the church 

once again filled with flowers. 

 

     Do try to pop up to the church from Easter 

 Sunday (16th) onwards to take a look and enjoy the  

wonderful aroma of the flowers and the  

peacefulness of the Church. 

 

     The Lady Chapel Pedestal is dedicated to Lilies 

in memory of those who are no longer with us.  

 

 If you would like to 

dedicate a Lilly, please let me know.   

 

Lilies are £2 each and names are 

displayed  

below the pedestal.  

 

 Please either call me on 01404 

44683, or email me on 

  

davies.bostonia@btopenworld.com.  

 There is also  a list in the church that you  

can fill in. 

                           Thank you, Jane Davies 



 

 

5. 

The Awliscombe Garden Club 
 

     The theme for our March meeting was growing vegetables in small places. The speaker was Sue Nex who grows all things 

edible, writes articles in the ‘Gardeners World’ magazine, the RHS magazine ‘The Gardener’ and who is also a prolific Blogger. 

 

     Sue’s talk was packed with ingenious ideas for many kinds of containers from small raised beds for 

square foot gardening, large pots, lengths of guttering, old wellington boots  and even car tyres (these 

have to be lined). We saw slides of vertical gardens growing not only beans, peas & tomatoes but also 

cucumbers & melons. Strawberries grown in hanging baskets keeps them 

clean and away from pests and tumbling tomatoes also grow well in  

baskets 

 

     We also learned how to set up a rotation of salad crops using three 

tubs, grow pea sprouts for salads in small plastic containers on the  

window sill and get prolific crops of fruit such as apples & pears grown 

by cordon method and soft fruit such as red currants from an espalier     

         system. 

     Sue also recommended growing edible flowers such as marigolds and the small growing  

variety of nasturtiums around the edges of the vegetable plot which would not only look attractive    

    but also attract the bees. 

 

     After listening to Sue’s talk no one could say that they couldn’t 

find room to grow a few fresh vegetables such as mixed salad leaf in a flower box, hanging basket 

                                 even the kitchen window sill. 

 

     Our next meeting is on Monday 10th April at 7.30pm in Awliscombe Parish Hall when Ben               

         Candlin will give a talk on Aroids. 

 

                          All of our Hall meetings are open to all 

 

Members free   -   Visitors £3                    Plants Sales   -   Raffle   -   Refreshments Included 

                                                                                                                                         Pat Hughes 
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GROWING UP IN AWLISCOMBE 1928 TO 1945  
 by John Cann 

 
     I was born in the old post office, a cottage, which, much enlarged, has become The Granary. 

My paternal grandfather was the police constable for Dunkeswell, Luppitt and  Sheldon, who retired to Awliscombe 

with his family in 1901. My father was a poultry farmer, first as a breeder and then a commercial egg producer. My 

maternal grandfather was a hay and provender merchant in Brentford, Middlesex. My mother was a milliner in  

Camberley, Surrey. 

     At the age of five I could walk across the road to the pub, walk through the passage to 

the cellar on the left where “Aunty Bake” was probably cooking on a three burner oil 

stove. Electricity arrived in Awliscombe in 1934/5. The pub at that time was run by Ben 

Baker, who also had a small animal slaughter house in the yard behind the pub. Previous 

to the 1960s everyone who ran the pub had another source of income; it could not  

support a family on beer and cider sales alone. 

     In those days a farmer could walk across the fields with his gun, shoot some rabbits, 

enter through the archway on the left of 

the pub (which is where the dining room 

is now) where Ben Baker would pay him 

for the rabbits (he had a game license in addition to the slaughter 

house) the farmer would then go into the back entrance to the bar 

and buy beer and bread and cheese from Fanny Baker,  

and still have a shilling to take home to his wife.  

     Back to me, I could stand on one of the half door braces and 

watch them slaughter pigs. This was before the captive bolt humane pistol had arrived. The pig was killed by pulling 

its head up and cutting its throat with one move of a very sharp knife. This done properly caused instant death. As to 

crossing the road, there was very little motor traffic. The road surface was tarred but not “tarmac” and there were 

open ditches both sides of the road. Outside what is now The Granary, the ditch was about two feet deep. 

     I also went with my father up to the fields, to what is now Hill Crest where our poultry houses were at that time. 

There was stationary engine which worked the well pump. This was belt driven and in the summer when the belt got 

dry it would slip. A tin of treacle was kept there, which my father would put on the belt to stop the slip. I very often 

had “belt slip”! We had an Old English Terrier so I could go out into the field and play with him when he was not 

ratting. He would catch a rat and kill it, but when he caught a stray pullet he would bring it back unmarked.   

     When I started school in 1934 it then had a gravel playground. 

The school building comprised the teacher’s house on the right, the 

centre section was the “big room” for eight to fourteen year olds. The 

left hand section had the “little room” (infants) and the cloak room. 

The little room took the five to seven year olds.  

The toilets we don’t talk about. 

     We learned “our letters” writing with our fingers in a tray of sand. 

For counting, addition, and subtraction we used cowry shells. The 

teacher in the “little room” was a Miss Spurway who was not qualified, but a far better teacher than Miss Jones who 

was a poor teacher and not in good health. When she was sick we had supply teachers. We then found out how  

useless Miss Jones was, and life was a lot harder under a good teacher! One day when I was in the infant class I said 

a swear word (the slaughter men had taught me) so I was told to go to wash my mouth out. Carbolic soap is dreadful. 

     Play time. We played horses and drivers when we were small. One of us wore a harness with reins, who was the 

horse, the other took the reins and was the driver giving orders,” wok on” (walk on)  “whoa back” (back up) “ wok 

off” ( I think was the term to make  the horse ploughing walk away from the furrow). The harness was a long knitted 

strip about two inches wide, made by the girls as their first knitting exercise   Wooden tops and whips, also all the 

normal games skipping and football with a tennis ball. The older boys had iron hoops and a crook 

to guide the hoop. The girls, if they had one, would be made of wood. I still have 

my hoop, I was given six pence, and walked across the road to Bob Baker the 

blacksmith, who had taken over the pub from Ben Baker (no relation) and asked 

him to make me a hoop and crook, so I was able to see my toy being made; this  



 

 

makes it eighty years old. Bob had his forge in a long building, where the skittle alley is now. He shoed farm horses 

and repaired farm tools. He also made iron tyres for the wooden wagon and cart wheels. Making an iron tyre for a 

wooden wheel is a very skilled job, as it  has to be tight enough to hold the wheel together but not crush it. The 

wooden wheels were made by Roy Layzell at Godford Cross who was a wheelwright. Roy could make a wagon 

from scratch, with all the iron work needed made by Bob Baker. The forge was next door to the wheelwrights until 

Bob moved to the pub. Roy was also the village undertaker and coffin maker.  He would deliver your coffin in his 

motorcycle side car!    

      In 1938, the Devon Education Committee came to life, and some vocational training was started. The school was 

given a poultry house and 10 chickens. The house was put up in the school garden which was one of the plots on the 

sloping ground below the churchyard.  Gardening for the older boys only took place in the spring and summer. The 

girls did sewing but there was a course set up for the girls to make butter. Two or three butter churns and tables were 

put up in the cloakroom. An instructor came from county to teach butter making. Cream came from one of the  

village farms and “churned” to make butter. I can remember seeing the finished rolls of butter lined up. The oldest 

boys went into Honiton School once a week to take lessons in carpentry. I managed to get onto this, I’m not sure 

how, I was not old enough. 

     During my time at Awliscombe School there were two major celebrations. The Silver Jubilee of George V, of 

which I have very little memory as I had whooping cough, and the Coronation of George 

VI. For the coronation the village was decorated with flags, even across the road, there 

were children’s sports and a tea. There was probably a dance in the hall and the finale in 

the evening was a firework display.  

     Away from school we ranged through the fields, made camps in short stubby trees, 

climbing down into the Goyle to make dams in the brook, fished in the river for minnows 

and eels. No one seemed to be bothered as we wandered through the fields as long as we 

didn’t do any damage or forget to shut a gate. Every boy had a pocket knife. 

     When we got older we were allowed to carry the ferret box when the men went ferreting 

for rabbits in winter. Ferreting involved finding a small rabbit warren and placing nets over all the burrows, then  

putting the ferret into one of the holes to drive the rabbits out to be caught in the nets. If a rabbit succeeded in  

escaping the nets or a hole had been missed at least one of the men had a shotgun to shoot it with. You had to be 

very careful taking the ferrets out of the box because if you did not hold its neck close to the head they could give 

you a nasty bite.  

     Another winter time filler was “helping” with the thrashing. The thrashing machine came to Heathfield Farm 

from Payhembury pulled by a steam traction engine. Mr. Dolling unhitched the thrasher opposite the pub, drove up 

the road to turn around in Greenway lane, he then came back to hitch up the thrasher to the front of the engine so 

that he then pushed the thrasher through the yard to the pole barn where the corn which was to be thrashed. The   

engine was then in the right position to couple up the drive belt. It took some time to set up the thrasher as it had to 

level so that the thrashed corn flowed through the screens to separate the good grain from the weed seeds that were 

in the sheaves. Boys like me and the late Brian Chambers (who lived next door) would rake the chaff from under the 

machine; chaff was the soft ears of the corn which were separated from the corn by the blower. If they were not 

cleared from under the thresher the machine would become blocked. We had to remember the belt which was     

driving the machine. The engine was about 20 ft. from the thrasher with a long belt to drive the threshing machine. 

At mid-point the belt could hit you on the head (health and safety - a joke!). We also killed the rats that the thresher 

driver’s dog had caught. At that time the corn was bagged off in 2 ¼ cwt. sacks (115 kilos!)  In the summer there 

was always hay making, one of the tedious jobs was going round and round the field turning the swaths with long 

wooden toothed rakes if it had rained before the hay had been picked up. 

      In 1936 or 1937 Greenway Lane, then rough stone, was resurfaced with even size graded stone and dust (from 

the grading process) watered and rolled in (macadamised ). The stone came from the quarries at Westleigh, on Foden 

or Sentinel steam lorries, which could be heard as they came down Hembury Fort hill, their 

chain drive made the noise as the engine was holding the load back. When in normal driving 

mode the steam lorry was fairly quiet. The stone and dust was spread by hand and then watered 

with a horse drawn water cart which had a dribble bar across the back, this cart also brought  

water for the steam roller. The surface was then rolled by the steam roller. This work only went 

about three quarters of the way towards the top of St Cyres. It was during one of the periods waiting for the next load 

of stone that Alfie Tottle showed Brian and me how to make a whistle out of an ash twig, using a pocket knife. 

Pub on Coronation day, 

12th May, 1937 
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Then the other men took on the challenge to see who could make the best whistle.  One of the men in the team was  

Charlie Tottle who was the council’s road “Lengthsman”. He kept all the roadside ditches in the village clear. The 

roller was probably driven by George Galling who lived at Nap View. When George was working away from home 

with the roller he lived in the van which was towed behind the roller, and cycle home at the weekends. A roller 

driver had to get up early so as to have steam up in the engine to start work when the rest of the men arrived. 

Greenway Lane was not properly surfaced to join the road along the top of St Cyres until 1962. There were a few  

labourers who led a rather precarious life taking on seasonal jobs, with no fixed employer. One of them known as 

“Farmer Rowe” who took on hedging.  He came to my father, for the soft iron wire which was used to bind the straw 

that father bought.  Farmer Rowe used the wire to bind up faggots from the hedge wood he cut. 

     The main road (A373) at this time was surfaced with tar and chippings. The tar was sprayed on the road hot, from 

a horse drawn Tar Boiler, the spray pump was worked by hand. Graded chippings were spread onto the tar by shovel 

and raked to give an even coating, they were then rolled into the tar by steam roller. This is where the term Tarmac 

comes from, i:e macadamised surface plus tar. A Scottish engineer John McAdam (1756-1836) devised the system 

of crushed stone and dust used as a binder, hence the term “macadamised”. 

    One day in the summer of 1938 I was slogging away with my piano lesson (Urrh) when I heard the bell of the fire 

engine. I dashed out to see the Honiton Fire Brigade pass. This was a Merryweather appliance with solid rubber 

tyres, bright red and polished brass. The firemen sat each on each side facing sideways and of course wearing brass 

helmets, blue uniforms and leather knee length boots. The rest of the lesson was a real chore, but when it was  

finished, Brian and I found out that they had gone to a hayrick fire at Jimmy Dimond’s. It was in the middle of the 

large field between Hayne Farm and the chapel. The engine was drawing water from the river upstream of Titford 

bridge, the hoses ran along the road and across the field to the rick. By the time we got there the fire had been put 

out and the rick spread out.  The hoses leaked dreadfully and we watched the firemen “make up” their hoses. When 

they pulled the suction hose from the river the filter basket came off in the water. There was then an argument on 

who should wade in to get it out, a man called Dick Carnel who worked for George Rounsevell (the miller at  

Godford Mill in Awliscombe) said he wasn’t going in because his “Bliddy” boots leaked and it was time he had a 

new pair. You all ways remembered the swear words. 

     At school in the summer of 1939 we were all fitted for gas masks and the 10 year 

olds did an aptitude test for Kings School at Ottery St Mary. Life was about to  

change for everyone. 

     In September 1939 war broke out and I started at Kings School. I cycled to Honiton 

to catch the 8.18 train, changed at Sidmouth Junction for Ottery St Mary. I cycled to 

school in the summer term of 1940, and from the spring term of 1941 till July 1945 I 

cycled all the way (7 Miles). The war years at school were not good, teachers that 

should have retired were still there, large class numbers shuttling about classrooms, as 

we had schools from the southeast joining us until they had been resettled,  

as a whole, somewhere else.   

 In the beginning of the war when the Air Raid  siren sounded we took to the trenches 

that had been dug along the edge of the tennis court and garden until two shelters were 

built for the boys, and the cloakrooms had been re-enforced for the girls. The glass in 

the windows had been covered with gauze against blast, therefore you could not look out of them. A whole year was 

wasted when I should have taken School Certificate. Actually it was a whole class, why this happened I never found 

out. As I was good at technical drawing (self-taught) I spent some of the time teaching drawing to the first form!  

     From the age of 16 both boys and girls were expected to be involved in the “war effort”. I started as an Air Raid 

Precautions (ARP) messenger, then as a radio operator for the Home Guard (HG) in addition to being a member of 

the Air Training Corps (ATC)1064 Squadron Honiton.  All able bodied men who were not in military service were 

expected to do something for the “war effort”.  At one period of about six months I and several other members of the 

ATC acted as telephone operators, doing the 5 pm to 7 pm and 7 pm to 9 pm shift at the Medium Frequency  

Direction Finder (MDF) station, which was about 2 miles on the Honiton side of the RAF Station Exeter. This was 

an 11 mile cycle ride from Honiton. On a Friday evening, my shift was 7pm to 9pm. I cycled to school and back, had 

a meal, and then to the MDF station and back, 36 miles that day. The MDF station, which was linked to two other 

stations (Bristol and Southampton) could give an aircraft a plotted position to work from when they were lost.  

I don’t think all these more interesting occupations helped my schooling. I took my “school cert” in June 1945. I 

achieved a Credit in Maths, Credit in Geography, Credit in Art, and pass in English but failed in French and History.  

8. 


