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move on the sand let alone load it into my bag. We were just 
having a chat about the best way to achieve this when someone 
behind us said “I missed that one. It was Tony.

After having a chat, he said that he better get back to the slip 
�R�U �3�H�W�H �Z�L�O�O �J�H�W �D�O�O �W�K�H �À�D�W �V�W�R�Q�H�V �R�X�W�� �$�I�W�H�U �V�D�\�L�Q�J �J�R�R�G�E�\�H�� �K�H 
walked back along the beach and we went back to the job in 
�K�D�Q�G�� �$�I�W�H�U �W�D�N�L�Q�J �R�‡ �P�\ �E�D�J �, �U�H�P�R�Y�H�G �W�K�H �I�H�Z �F�K�L�V�H�O�V �W�K�D�W �, 
carry and my blue polo neck jumper from the main pocket, to 
make as much room as I could for this big lump. After a brief 
chat with Alan, we decided to lay my open bag down below the 
fossil and use the steep pitch of the beach to help manoeuvre 
this heavy lump inside. It was a good job that this ammonite was 
more oblong than round or it would never have gone in and, 
after a lot of pushing and heaving, our ammonite slid down into 
the big pocket of my bag, “just”. After tucking it up in my blue 
polo neck jumper to keep it warm, we were ready to head back. 

I have had my little blue polo neck jumper for over forty years 
and still have it today, but I have only ever worn it twice myself. 
But it has kept many of our fossils safe and warm on their 
�M�R�X�U�Q�H�\ �R�‡ �R�I �W�K�H �E�H�D�F�K�� �, �G�L�G �W�K�H �V�W�U�D�S�V �X�S �Q�L�F�H �D�Q�G �W�L�J�K�W �W�R 
stop the fossil moving around inside the bag. The two chisels 
were wrapped up in newspaper and put into one of the big side 
pockets of my bag and we were ready to head back. Now all we 
have to do was get this thing up onto my shoulders. I was glad 
Alan was here today, because even with his help, it was not 
going to be easy.

With Alan lifting the bag from behind we managed to get it up 
�R�Q�W�R �P�\ �E�D�F�N�� �1�R�W �W�R�R �E�D�G �D�W �¿�U�V�W�� �X�Q�W�L�O �K�H �O�H�W �J�R�� �Z�K�H�Q �W�K�H 
weight of the fossil kicked in and the straps started cutting 
into my shoulders. It was a slow walk back along the beach, 
stopping every so often to have a rest.

�0�D�Q�\ �\�H�D�U�V �D�J�R �Z�K�H�Q �, �I�R�X�Q�G �P�\ �¿�U�V�W �E�L�J �V�W�H�O�O�D�U �Q�R�G�X�O�H �, �I�R�X�Q�G 
that if I threw the fossil up onto my shoulders, it will take the 
�Z�H�L�J�K�W �R�I �W�K�H �V�W�U�D�S�V �R�‡ �W�K�H�P �D�Q�G �J�L�Y�H �P�H �D �O�L�W�W�O�H �U�H�V�S�L�W�H�� �E�X�W �G�R 
be wary if you try and use this manoeuvre. If the fossil is very 
�K�H�D�Y�\ �O�L�N�H �W�K�L�V �R�Q�H�� �W�K�H �Z�H�L�J�K�W �D�G�M�X�V�W�P�H�Q�W �F�D�Q �W�K�U�R�Z �\�R�X �R�‡ 
balance, so I suggest you try it by holding onto a big rock or the 
�V�L�G�H �R�I �W�K�H �F�O�L�‡��

Alan took over just before we reached the new slip. He is six 
foot four, so the weight of the bag was not so bad for him. There 
was no-one on the slip when we got there, just one or two holes 
and a few bits of broken stone. I hope they found something 
good. 

We swapped again just by the side of cabin. As we reached the 
�E�U�L�G�J�H �W�K�H �G�X�F�N�V �F�D�P�H �R�Y�H�U �O�L�N�H �D �À�R�W�L�O�O�D �R�I �V�P�D�O�O �E�R�D�W�V �W�X�U�Q�L�Q�J 
as one when they saw Alan bringing his bag of bread out. He 
stopped at the end of the bridge to throw our bread to them. 
They gobbled it all down like they had not had anything to eat 
�I�R�U �D �Z�H�H�N�� �E�H�I�R�U�H �J�R�L�Q�J �R�‡ �¿�Q�G �W�K�H �Q�H�[�W �P�X�J �Z�L�W�K �D �E�D�J �L�Q �W�K�H�L�U 
hand - where they put it all is beyond me.

 I did not stop, but carried on up the footpath to the start of the 
�U�R�D�G�� �7�K�H�U�H �L�V �D �O�L�W�W�O�H �Z�D�O�O �W�R �W�K�H �¿�U�V�W �F�D�U �S�D�U�N �D�Q�G �L�W �Z�D�V �M�X�V�W �K�L�J�K 
enough or low enough for me to rest the bag on it for one last 
�E�U�H�D�W�K�H�U �E�H�I�R�U�H �K�H�D�G�L�Q�J �X�S �W�R �W�K�H �À�D�W�� �$�O�D�Q �K�H�O�S�H�G �P�H �W�D�N�H �W�K�H 
�E�D�J �R�‡ �D�Q�G �Z�H �O�H�I�W �L�W �O�H�D�Q�L�Q�J �X�S �E�\ �W�K�H �E�D�F�N �G�R�R�U�� �:�H �W�R�R�N �R�X�U 
�E�R�R�W�V �R�‡ �D�Q�G �Z�H�Q�W �L�Q�V�L�G�H �W�R �J�H�W �F�O�H�D�Q�H�G �X�S �D�Q�G �K�D�Y�H �D �F�X�S �R�I 
tea before coming back out to sort the fossil out.

Alan would be going home in the morning taking the ammonite 
with him but, before it was loaded it into his car, I wanted to 
take some photographs. It would be safe enough out here by 
the back door. I didn’t think there was any danger of someone 
running away with it, so we went back inside, got cleaned up 
and changed into some clean clothes, then took a walk up to the 
�Y�L�O�O�D�J�H �W�R �J�H�W �R�X�U �¿�V�K �D�Q�G �F�K�L�S�V �� �L�W �K�D�G �E�H�H�Q �D �O�R�Q�J �G�D�\��

Foot note: Our ammonite was stored away in the shed along 

with all the other fossils I have not cleaned yet and it stayed 
�W�K�H�U�H �I�R�U �P�D�Q�\ �\�H�D�U�V�� �,�W �Z�R�X�O�G �S�U�R�E�D�E�O�H �V�W�L�O�O �E�H �L�Q �W�K�H�U�H �Q�R�Z�� 
�, �O�L�N�H �¿�Q�G�L�Q�J �I�R�V�V�L�O�V�� �E�X�W �D�P �Q�R�W �Y�H�U�\ �J�R�R�G �Z�K�H�Q �L�W �F�R�P�H�V �W�R 
cleaning them. But in January of 2013 Colin came up and asked 
me if I had any fossils that he could clean. 

After forty-six years of fossil hunting, I do have one or two! There 
are many types of fossils sitting in my shed waiting to be cleaned, 
ranging from ammonites, liparoceras, lobsters and beds of 
Promicrocera ammonites (known locally as  ‘proms’) even one 
or two of his favourite fossils the nautilus. So we went and had a 
look and in the end he sorted out two fossils, one prom bed and 
our big ammonite. He made a start on the prom bed which was 
found on our last trip down to Charmouth in September 2012. He 
had cleaned it about halfway across and had found thirty proms. 

He also started looking at our ammonite and became captivated 
by it and did not want to stop. Now this is a big piece and it took 
many months to clean. He would phone up every two or three 
�G�D�\�V �W�R �U�H�S�R�U�W �K�L�V �S�U�R�J�U�H�V�V �D�Q�G �W�K�H �¿�U�V�W �W�K�L�Q�J �K�H �F�D�P�H �D�F�U�R�V�V 
were some small proms laying on and around the main shell. 
Then one of the tooth holes was uncovered, more proms came 
to light and a second tooth hole appeared, Colin kept on going 
and more proms and two more tooth holes came to light. In our 
story I told you about the gastropods that used the shell of our 
ammonite for somewhere to live. Well there their safe haven 
�W�X�U�Q�H�G �R�X�W �W�R �E�H �W�K�H�L�U �¿�Q�D�O �U�H�V�W�L�Q�J �S�O�D�F�H �D�Q�G �W�K�H�L�U �V�K�H�O�O�V �E�H�F�D�P�H 
part of our story about an ammonite that lived millions of years 
�D�J�R�� �:�K�H�Q �&�R�O�L�Q �K�D�G �¿�Q�L�V�K�H�G �F�O�H�D�Q�L�Q�J �W�K�H �D�P�P�R�Q�L�W�H �K�H �E�U�R�X�J�K�W 
it back up to me and after taking more pictures it went into my 
collection.

�0�\ �S�U�R�P �E�H�G �K�D�V �D�O�V�R �E�H�H�Q �¿�Q�L�V�K�H�G �D�Q�G �L�W �H�Q�G�H�G �X�S �Z�L�W�K �R�Y�H�U 
eighty proms.
Keith Woodbridge

Example fossils courtesy Chris East, who both found and cleaned them.  
�7�R�S�� �D �S�\�U�L�W�H �D�P�P�R�Q�L�W�H�� �F�H�Q�W�U�H�� �D�Q �D�P�P�R�Q�L�W�H �E�H�G�� �D�Q�G �E�R�W�W�R�P�� �D �G�D�S�H�G�L�X�P��
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Mid-Ocean Epiphany

My fate was in the hands of providence, yet it was up to me how I 
dealt with any situation. I was only to blame for sailing back the 
1,700 miles from Tenerife to England alone on a 25-foot sailing 

yacht with just a compass, a sextant, and a radio direction finder. (The 
GPS wasn’t available for small boats then.) I couldn’t rely on commercial 
vessels’ crews to keep a lookout or check their radars, and when a ship 
spotted the tiny red dot of Ellis, I wasn’t sure the captain would comply 
with the rule of ‘power gives way to sail.’

Solo navigators hold various theories on converging courses. Some say it would 
take twenty-five minutes for a ship out of sight, below the horizon, to run a small 
vessel down. With this in mind, I adopted a regime where I could sleep for 
twenty minutes, leaving me five to get out of the way if a ship bore down on me. 
Despite it all, I slept through two alarm clocks and the radio alarm at full blast.

I noted in my logbook the following day. ‘light zephyr and two swallows landing 
on the stern.’ They rested for a while before taking off in the same direction 
they had flown in. Next, a house-martin flopped on deck. I left him some 
crumbs and water where he crouched. Sadly, he was dead by the morning. I 
wrapped him up in a rag with a ten-millimetre nut and bolt to weigh him down, 
parcelled together with string, then recited the Lord’s Prayer before committing 
him to the deep. 

After the house-martin, there was no sign of life for days. All I could see was 
the glassy ocean stretched out to infinity. Then, one morning, a turtle floated 
past my starboard bow. I altered my course to come alongside. She lazily 
swam away, leaving only six feet between us, and then she stopped paddling 
to watch me gliding past. I met her large, inquiring eyes that seemed to say, 
‘Fancy meeting you here!’ I felt a pang in my heart, for a sea creature had 
acknowledged me in the vastness of an ocean. 

In the afternoon, a dolphin appeared feet away from me and then jumped 
out of the water at such a height that I managed to look straight into his eye. 
I felt as though he was asking, ‘Are you okay?’ Dolphins usually play around 
the bows of a boat. How strange he had chosen the stern where I was sitting. 
Maybe he was one of the dolphins I had mistaken for torpedoes the night I 
avoided an armada on the Portuguese coast? I sensed his presence again 
in the afternoon and got my camera ready. A few minutes later, I caught him 
clean out of the water. 

Before dusk, the sea turned into a bloom of white jellyfish spreading beyond 
the horizon. They were so closely packed together that Ellis’s bow pushed 
them aside as if she was ploughing through pack ice. 

I imagined ancient galleons, stranded for days in the Sargasso Sea amongst 
the giant rafted weed. I wondered if I would find my mermaid bride amongst 
Neptune’s myriad jellyfish strewn upon the ocean like rose petals at a 
wedding. I didn’t want ‘Captain Nemo’ throwing the reception twenty thousand 
leagues beneath the sea! 

My frustration at Ellis’s lack of progress began to worry me after eight and a 
half days at sea. Just as well, I never told people which June I intended to 
be back in Blighty! Tenerife was still only five hundred miles astern, leaving 
me one thousand two hundred left to go. At least it was warm. The only 
thing I wore was a bright orange life harness. I never removed it, even when 
sleeping, lest I had to rush on deck. If I fell overboard, nobody would be there 
to rescue me. 

A lazy swell began to build up from the north. In the afternoon, I went inside to 
keep out of the sun. By then, the motion had increased. I wedged myself in a 
corner to avoid being thrown about in the cabin. Why such a swell with so little 
wind? I glanced at the speedometer, flickering between two and three knots. 
My progress was a tad better than that of a water boatman bug on a pond. I 
tried to bury my feeling of foreboding by reading Spike Milligan’s Puckoon, but 
I could hear the prediction of the Tarot reader back in the Canaries, ‘You’ll be 
in a disaster.’ Maybe I should reduce sail, but the precaution seemed pointless 
with hardly any wind, yet all the signs of bad weather were there. 

When wife 
Monique walked 
in her husband’s 
shoes, she discov-
ered a true hero.

A compulsive read for 
sailors and landlubbers 
alike, a maelstrom of 
action with a tantalis-
ing hint of romance.

Infused with vivid salt-
tanged atmosphere 

and quirky humour, the unfolding of this yachts-
man’s thrilling true adventure story intertwined 
with poignant reflections from his Yorkshire past 
and evocative descriptions.
Available on Amazon for £11.99 or for £10 by contacting 
Monique direct at strangertocaution@gmail.com for a copy.

 I never had time to consider my next move. Suddenly, without warning, Ellis 
reared up like a rodeo horse, then crashed in the trough with a shudder, and 
I was pushed against the bulkhead with great force. She won’t take much of 
this, and neither will I! I must do something fast, at least try and get Ellis to 
approach the waves at a different angle rather than face them head-on and 
thud into the troughs. I made for the hatchway and was flung across the entire 
length of the cabin.

When Ellis mounted the second wave, she dropped from a greater height and 
shook even more violently. Then came a thunderous banging on the coach 
roof just as she smashed into the trough. I clambered on deck, dreading what 
I would find. 

The crash I heard was the mast that had broken in half before collapsing 
on deck. What chaos. In shock, I searched the horizon but couldn’t see any 
evidence of the two rogue waves that had caused such devastation. There 
wasn’t a ship in sight either. Maybe I had run into a sleeping whale. I had 
read about navigators on small boats, leaving their depth sounder switched 
on the whole time so that the sonar signal would warn the slumbering giants 
of their approach. As for Ellis’s deck, it was mayhem and looked as if the big 
top tent had collapsed on Fred Karno’s Circus. I thought of the Commodore at 
the Scarborough Yacht Club, who, with a smirk, had asked me which circus I 
belonged to. He was referring to the red and yellow colour scheme on Ellis. 

I enjoy a circus but ‘bugger a pantomime!’ There was no time to waste if I 
wanted to survive this. Half the mast was now in the water. It could smash 
against the hull in the heavy swell and put a big hole in Ellis. The rigging and 
sails were in a haphazard tangle, mainly over the side. Luckily, the mainsail 
had remained attached to the two halves of the mast, which was one small 
consolation. By now, Ellis was wallowing in a three-metre swell, and a storm 
was coming. 

Excerpt from Stranger to Caution 
© 2023 by Monique Newby

All Shoreline issues can be seen online at  
www.charmouth.org/charmouth_village/shoreline-magazine/

Monique Newby, who has regularly entertained Shore-
line’s readers with her quirky short stories, has now pub-
lished her first full-length true adventure story, ‘Stranger 
to Caution’. Editor.
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We Remember
PETER PRESS

26th January 1929 – 19th June 2023

On 1st August 2023 Charmouth celebrated the life of 
Peter Press with a memorial service at St Andrew’s 
church. Many people shared their memories of 

Peter and some were willing to share these with readers of 
Shoreline.

Richard Edmonds recalls Peter’s work with the Heritage Coast Centre:

Peter, and all of the working party that used to maintain and develop the 
Centre, remind me of a time when I thought that everyone naturally wanted 
to work together and cooperate. And I think that is because that generation, 
Peter, Alf, Dick, John, the other John, Derek, David, Ron, Ray and Gordon,  
(all blokes, I know) went through the war, or the hard times that followed 
shortly afterwards, a time when people had to pull together.

We would all sit down to review the jobs and then come up with the most 
technically challenging, yet elegant solution to them and then just get on and 
do it. That is because we had a bloke who helped shore up the War Office in 
1939, another who was torpedoed twice, a super tanker captain, a doctor, an 
engineer in a nuclear establishment, a Boeing 747 flight engineer, a Lear jet 
salesman and a sapper and teacher. People with real jobs and, for many of 
us, too real a life experience.

Peter came into the place full of energy with a ‘let’s get on with it’ attitude, so 
much so that the first thing that passed through the partition wall, as it was 
being knocked down in the first major expansion of the centre, was Peter’s 
very large hammer which very narrowly missed Derek as he was sewing 
perfect sutures to the ‘Touch Table’!

That ‘measure twice, cut once’ lesson was demonstrated in the setting up of 
the theatre; we actually had it wrong, and I think it was Peter and I who finally 
realised it!

He also showed me how to paint properly, many small, smooth brush strokes, 
as he talked quality brushes, politics and Canada, pipe in hand.

I think Peter really missed the great outdoors in Canada, particularly canoeing 
in the school holidays of summer. I don’t think he missed, at all, the winters in 
Winnipeg, not one little bit BUT I am very glad to have been spared his ‘home 
brew’ and ‘cellar bar’ underground in the depths of those winters!

And the reason he chose Charmouth? I think, if memory serves me correctly, 
he passed through and maybe even broke down in an army truck right here 
in the village, what, 70 years ago, the time frame for when those Pavey 
photographs were shot. And so that is why he and Maggie came to settle here.

So he made Charmouth his home, and did many good things, not just with the 
Centre but also with The Pavey Room and, I believe, the pub. 

‘Regrets, I have a few’, one being that I never drank enough beer with him, 
and….. the offer was always there. Always too busy, busy, busy wasting time 
on ‘process’. Unfortunately today my ‘work’, a 35 year retrogressive step in 

my ‘career’, is short of guides as two are not available and one is down with 
norovirus and we want him to stay at home! So I cannot be with you.

I miss Peter, I miss all of them; they remind me of a time when things were 
so much more positive than they are to me now. And it’s really, really simple; 
honesty from which comes integrity.

Richard Edmonds

Helen Parker recalls Peter’s involvement with the Charmouth Local 
History Society:

When I was asked to say a few words about Peter Press on behalf of the 
Charmouth Local History Society (CLHS), known in Peter’s time as the Pavey 
Group, I was reluctant to do so. All I knew was that with others he formed the 
Pavey Group, building on the work of Reginald Pavey. People’s memories of 
this are well documented elsewhere.

I recall that we had to move our archive to a smaller room during COVID 
lockdown to allow the Parish Council more office space. I moved the archive 
alone whilst the building was empty and looked inside every box and every file 
– dusty and rather spooky job at the time.

Each folder contained letters, research notes, archive photographs, minutes 
of meetings and even future items needing more research. This was long 
before everything was digitised. There were also copies of letters and notes 
of meeting people who had a connection with Charmouth. Repeatedly Peter’s 
name was among them.

Recently I audited all the CDs, opening and reading all the files. Not 
surprisingly there again Peter’s presence was everywhere. Peter in 
photographs with a beaming smile looking back at you. 

In the file of press cuttings again that smile and enthusiastic look as if he had 
found something for the first time.

Peter’s contribution was diverse and reflected his many interests with articles 
on: the old cement factory, the Charmouth battery, people, ghosts, soldiers, 
pubs, Charmouth’s notable families and Charmouth’s buildings.

In the files is correspondence between Peter and a GI who was stationed 
in Charmouth in WW2., part of a small specialist group destined for Omaha 
beach. He became a career solider. He shared with Peter over time a lot of 
information about his experiences leading to and beyond June 1944. If he 
was, I suspect like my late father, you did not share this with just anyone. Only 
with someone you had a rapport with, who you trusted and who you felt was 
interested and listening. 

In the very first publication of the Pavey Group, Village Echo no1, Peter wrote 
the following.

The purpose of the entire Pavey enterprise is to encourage 
and assist in the eventual production of a history of the 
village of Charmouth in the Pavey tradition. If we are to 
contribute to that goal, the input has to come from family 
sources of each generation. If we are to follow in Reg 
Pavey’s footsteps we must write about the village people. 
This is what future generations will want to know in their 
search for their roots. We have a responsibility to them.

Upon reflection, did I meet Peter? – no, do I know Peter ?– no, but I believe 
I have an idea of the essence of the man. A man of vision with a genuine 
interest in people and their stories of Charmouth’s history and how it shapes 
life today. To do that you need to be able to be honest, to listen, to share and 
to communicate. 

To close, the Pavey Group owe a debt to Peter and his colleagues - he most 
definitely would not want them left out. I do think Charmouth itself has a legacy 
to continue and to build upon and ... to be proud of Peter.

Helen Parker, Chair, Charmouth Local History Society
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Shoreline Charmouth - Village Diary
Adult Art Class Mon 9.30am-12.30pm (term 

time only)
Village Hall, Wesley Close Trudi Ochiltree  

07812 856823

Badminton Club  
(experience required)

Mon 8.00 – 10.00pm Community Hall, Lower Sea 
Lane

Simon Farrington  
07870 662823

Badminton (social) Tues 7.00 – 10.00pm Community Hall, Lower Sea 
Lane

Charlie Portlock 
cmportlock14@outlook.com

Beavers Scout Colony  
(ages 6-8)

Mondays 5.30 – 6.45pm The Scout Hut, Barrs Lane Karen 07799 500720 
karen.southcott@btinternet.com

Bowls Club 
Summer: 
Winter Short Mat Bowls:

Sun, Tues, Thurs 2 – 5.00pm  
Tues 2 – 5.00pm Friday Winter

Playing Field, Barrs Lane 
Community Hall, Lower Sea 
Lane

Mike Jackson-Bass  
01297 560484
mjacksonbass@icloud.com

Brownies (ages 7-10) Wed 5.30 – 7.00pm  
(term time only)

St Andrew’s Community Hall, 
Lower Sea Lane

Lorraine Thom 07888 695022
LorrT6@aol.com

Charmouth Local History 
Society

No regular meetings at 
present

Phone for information Helen Parker 561580

Charmouth Twinning 
Association

No regular meetings at 
present

Phone for information Peter Bonner 560251

Charmouth Village People:
Meet Ups (Social afternoons)

Every Friday 2 – 4pm Bank House Café Judith Howells 07906 840950 or Kath 
Harper 07803 131757

Cherubs 
(Toddler Group 0-4 year old)

Wed 9.30 – 11.30am Village Hall, Wesley Close Samantha Carter
07512 291318

Cub Scout pack 
(ages 8-10½)

Thurs 5.20 – 6.45pm The Scout Hut, Barrs Lane Kevin 07976 534517 payne.kevin@gmail.com 
Morris 07734 321904 morrisevans@hotmail.
co.uk 

Explorer Unit (ages 14-18) Wednesday evening 6.30-
8.00pm

The Scout Hut, Barrs Lane Clare 07932 089602
claremackenney@yahoo.o.uk

Gardeners Outings, talks and social 
events

Village Hall, Wesley Close Penny Rose 561076

Green Group Email for details Julie Leah
charmouthgreen group@gmail.com

Guides Email for information Email for information Debbie Thatcher
1stcharmouthguides@gmail.com

Knit and Natter group Thursday 2 – 4pm
(All welcome)

The Hollands Room, Bridge 
Road

Jan Coleman 561625

Line Dancing Mon and Tues afternoons from 
2.00-3.15pm (Mon - Beginners, 
Tues - Improvers)

Village Hall, Wesley Close Andrea Harfield 
01297 561083

Parish Council Meeting 4th Tuesday of every other 
month 7.30pm

The Elms, The Street Lisa Tuck 01297 560826
clerk@charmouthparishcouncil.gov.uk

Rainbows (ages 5-7) Wed 5.30 – 7.00pm  
(term time only)

St Andrew’s Community Hall, 
Lower Sea Lane

Lorraine Thom 07888 695022
LorrT6@aol.com

Stitch and Knit Tuesdays 10.30 – 12.30pm Charmouth Community 
Library, The Street

Lorraine 01297 560035

Scout Troop (ages 10½-14) Thurs 7.00 – 8.30pm The Scout Hut, Barr’s Lane Malcolm Taylor
07881 820199

Tennis Club Charmouth Lawn Tennis Club Kevin Clausner 07860 249443
www.charmouthtennisclub.org

Wyld Morris  
dancing practice

Wed 7.15pm Pine Hall, Monkton Wyld 
Court or at Bridport Masonic 
Hall

Vicki 
07592 516555

With apologies for any errors or omissions. 
 Please contact group leaders for the latest information
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Shoreline Charmouth - Local Contacts
EMERGENCIES POLICE Police, Fire, Ambulance or HM Coastguard 999 or 112

PCSO Amanda King 6090 for Community Police issues (ask by name) 101

Non urgent call number for reporting incidents / enquiries 101

Bridport Police Station, Tannery Road 101

FIRE and RESCUE West Dorset Fire and Rescue Service — Group Manager 01305 252600

HM COASTGUARD Sidmouth Road, Lyme Regis (Not 24 hours) 01297 442852

DOCTORS The Charmouth Medical Practice, The Street, Charmouth 01297 560872

The Lyme Practice, Lyme Community Medical Centre, Lyme Regis 01297 445777

NHS Direct — 24-hour Healthcare Advice and Information Line 0845 4647

HOSPITALS Dorset County Hospital, Williams Avenue, Dorchester 01305 251150

Bridport Community Hospital, Hospital Lane, Bridport 01308 426202

DENTISTS Dorset Dental Helpline 01202 854443

PUBLIC TRANSPORT National Rail Enquiries — Information on Timetables, Tickets and Train Running Times 08457 484950

National Traveline — Information on Bus and Bus/Rail Timetables and Tickets 08712 002233

EMERGENCY Gas 0800 111999

Electricity (Western Power Distribution) 0800 365900

Water (Wessex Water) 08456 004600

Floodline 08459 881188

Pollution (Environment Agency) 0800 807060

CHEMISTS Charmouth Pharmacy, Mr Yang, The Street, Charmouth 01297 560261

Boots the Chemist, 45 Broad Street, Lyme Regis 01297 442026

Lloyds Pharmacy, Lyme Community Care Centre, Uplyme Road, Lyme Regis 01297 442981

SCHOOLS Charmouth County Primary, Lower Sea Lane, Charmouth 01297 560591

The Woodroffe School, Uplyme Road, Lyme Regis 01297 442232

CHURCHES St Andrew’s Parish Church, The Street, Charmouth. Margaret Trafford 07485 770498

CHARMOUTH HALLS Village Hall, bookings Gill Savage 01297 560615

St Andrew’s Community Hall, bookings Faye In Abode 01297 560505

Youth Club Hall, bookings Polly Wild 07890 629117

Charmouth Library - Clematis Room(up to 20) bookings - Penny Collins 07770 501088

COUNCILS
CHARMOUTH PARISH Chair — Jane Bremner 01297 560826

Clerk — Mrs L Tuck, The Elms, St Andrew’s Drive, Charmouth 01297 560826

Heritage Coast Centre, Lower Sea Lane, Charmouth 01297 560772

Beach Attendant, Charmouth Beach 01297 560626

DORSET Council Councillor — Belinda Bawden– cllrbelinda.bawden@dorsetcouncil.gov.uk 01297 443739

County Hall, Colliton Park, Dorchester — All services 01305 221000

DORSET’S PORTAL FOR COUNTY/DISTRICT/TOWN/PARISH COUNCILS AND OTHER AGENCIES www.dorsetforyou.com

LOCAL M.P. Chris Loder, House of Commons, SW1A 0AA or e-mail chris.loder.mp@parliament.uk 0207 219 3912

CITIZENS’ ADVICE St Michaels Business Centre, Lyme Regis (Wed 10am-3pm) 01297 445325

45 South Street, Bridport (Mon-Fri 10am-3pm) 01308 456594

POST OFFICES Thursdays in the Charmouth Community Library 1015 - 1300 and 1330 - 1515.

Fridays in the The Hollands Room, Bridge Rd, Charmouth 1015 - 14.00 

LIBRARIES The Street, Charmouth 01297 560640

Silver Street, Lyme Regis 01297 443151

South Street, Bridport 01308 422778

South Street, Axminster 01297 32693

SWIM / LEISURE Bridport Leisure Centre, Skilling Hill Road, Bridport 01308 427464

Flamingo Pool, Lyme Road, Axminster 01297 35800

Newlands Holiday Park, Charmouth 01297 560259

CINEMA Electric Palace, 35 South Street, Bridport 01308 424901

THEATRES Marine Theatre, Church Street, Lyme Regis 01297 442394

Arts Centre, South Street, Bridport 01308 424204

Guildhall, West Street, Axminster 01297 33595

TOURIST INFORMATION Bucky Doo Square, South Street, Bridport 01308 424901



SHORELINE WINTER 2023/ ISSUE 50   39

S h o r e l i n e  W IN  T ER   2 0 2 3

Website: www.axminsterprinting.co.uk  Email: sales@axminsterprinting.co.uk
Address: Axminster Printing Co. Ltd. West Street, Axminster, Devon EX13 5NU

PRINTING & DESIGN SERVICES

Axminster Printing Co Ltd 01297 32266

Not just a Printing Company.... Established in 1969

Leaflets, Posters, Booklets, Books, Labels, Tags, Menus, Banners, Magazines, 
Canvas’s, Order of Services, Headings, Business Cards, Appointment Cards, 
Compliment Slips, Headed Cards, Bookmarks, Invoice and Order Forms, 
Delivery Forms, Folders, Vouchers, Loyalty Cards, Wedding and Business 
Stationery, Plans, Prints (any Size up to A0) and so much More....

We have a range of card making supplies from firms such as Hunky 
Dory, Trimcraft and Crafts Too - from card blanks, card toppers, 
glitters, printed papers, rubber stamps and stamping accessories.

STATIONERS

ARTS & CRAFTS SUPPLIES

• Stationery for School or College 
• Postage and Packaging Supplies
• Filing Products
• Paper, Writing and Drawing Instruments
• Notebooks & Invoice Books

Please write to the Secretary, Mrs Anthea Gillings
Swansmead, Riverway, Charmouth DT6 6LS

Email: gilly@swansmead.co.uk
giving full details of your course and requirements.
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With flexible levels of service ranging from booking agent to full property 

management, we pride ourselves on working in partnership with our owners 

and tailoring our services to provide a professional, personal package to suit all 

requirements. With a commitment to quality, our portfolio of over 300 properties 

includes everything from modern seafront apartments to thatched rural cottages.

Why not ask us for a free consultation and financial assessment.

lymebayholidays.co.uk | 01297 443363

BOOKING AGENT WITH TARGETED MARKETING OF YOUR PROPERTY  |  HOUSEKEEPING  |  KEY HANDOUT  

MAINTENANCE, INCLUDING 24 HOUR EMERGENCY COVER  |  LINEN PROVISION  |  WELCOME HAMPERS

S h o r e l i n e  w i n t e r  2 0 2 3

Bumbles is a unique gift
shop located directly next

to Charmouth stores.
Selling a range of

beautiful gifts, candles,
jewellery, scarves, Italian

clothing and cards. Gift
vouchers available for

the perfect gift! 
 

bumblescharmouth@gmail.com 

@bumblesofcharmouth

@bumbles

Follow us!

01297 560 304

About us!


