Early Reminiscences of Bournemouth (Bournemouth Graphic 1902)
Mr. HIRST KNIGHT writes from Rondebosch, Cape
Colony :―
The first number of your interesting ''Bournemouth
Graphic'' has just been sent out to me at the Cape. In
your opening address to the readers your remark
concerning the "phenomenal growth" of the place is very
striking. Why, sir, I remember when I was a lad seeing a
plan from a Government Survey of the district which is
now known as Bournemouth. In that plan there were
represented only three houses and some "Decoy ponds,"
which latter were probably used to facilitate the capture
of wild fowl. Fancy, sir, seeing decoy ponds at the
bottom of Richmond Hill.
Advancing to a more recent date, I recollect when there were only two houses between the
top of Poole Hill and the Pottery. One of these houses was a small wayside inn, standing back a
little from the main road, and was approached by a small crescent. The other house was situated
between Bournemouth Railway Station (?West) and the Royal Victoria Hospital.
Then, again, between the corner of Holdenhurst Road and Boscombe Chine there was not a
single habitation. Between Boscombe Chine and Pokesdown were some fields, in which the soldiers
from the Christchurch Barracks used to assemble for artillery practice. Many a time I have heard the
booming of the cannon in those fields. Sometimes the soldiers marched to a place east of
Christchurch, called Mudeford, and practised shooting at a target placed some distance out from the
shore in Christchurch Bay.
On the Branksome side of Bournemouth there used to be two houses a considerable distance
back from the south side of the main road. In one of these lived a Mr. King, in the other Mr. Packe,
an M.P. I remember seeing in the entrance hall of the latter house a beautiful piece of sculpture,
instinct with life; not perhaps equal to any of the masterpieces of Praxiteles, but still to my boyish
fancy it was a lovely thing, for it was the first piece of sculpture upon which my eyes had ever
rested—"A thing of beauty is a joy for ever.''
Close to the top of Poole Hill, where West Hill Road branches off, there was a cornfield
enclosed by an earthen bank. I have a distinct recollection of jumping over the bank and plucking an
ear of corn, and also of receiving a severe reprimand from an elderly maiden lady, in whose charge I
was, for daring to take what did not belong to me.
Somewhere near Firs Glen Road lived Dr. Burslem, in a house which stood in its own
grounds, but it seems now either to have disappeared or to be shut out of sight by the long row of
houses on the south side of the Old Christchurch Road. I remember, when I was a small "chappie,"
my father took me to consult him, and he prescribed cod liver oil. Pah! what awful stuff it was. The
doctor was a slight, delicate looking man, and appeared as though he ought himself to be under
medical treatment.
Between Bournemouth and Poole were four iron milestones (the Hibernicism was not
observed), and between Bournemouth and Christchurch there were also four milestones, but they
were real stones (not made of iron).
On the western confines of Branksome, you come on the extreme eastern corner of Poole
Harbour, Near this spot Lord Sydney Godolphin Osborne lived on one occasion. As you are a
literary man, you will perhaps know him under the nom-de-plume of "S.G.O.," of The Times. He
had a kind, venerable face. His daughter might sometimes be seen on the shore getting into her boat,
which she managed all alone. We boys used to think what a brave lass she was to launch out into the
harbour unprotected.
Before the advent of the branch railway from Ringwood to Bournemouth there were two
carriers named Sparks and Curl, who ran their vans daily to and fro between Christchurch and

Poole. The man Curl was a bit of a Hercules in his way, as the following incident will show. One
day an old man was driving his donkey-cart along the road, when suddenly the donkey stood still
like a block, and neither the tugging with the bit at his mouth nor the application of the solid
whip-handle upon another tender part of his body could induce the brute to budge, whereupon
Hercules went behind the cart, and by sheer muscular power pushed the donkey, cart, man, and all
some distance along the road. A moral might be gathered from this which our friends the
Little Englanders might do well to consider. The march of events will soon be too strong for them,
and they will be compelled, like the donkey, to move on.
In the centre of Bournemouth there was a rustic bridge spanning the deep glen which runs
between the Old Christchurch Road and Gervis Place. The bridge was a rickety affair, and swayed
in the centre as one crossed it. But it has now been removed to make room for the Arcade.
Amongst the visitors to Bournemouth in the early days (1864-5) was one who was
noticeable for her fair young face, graceful carriage, and distingué appearance—the Honourable
Barbara Yelverton. She might sometimes be seen at St. Peter's, which was then the only Church of
England edifice in the place, and moreover it did not then possess the beautiful tower which has
since been added.
It is upwards of 21 years since I came out the second time to the Cape, and during that time
there must have been many and great changes in Bournemouth, judging from the study of a new
map which has recently been sent to me.
How I long to return to dear old England once more. Often I lie awake during the silent
hours of the night, troubled with insomnia, and then I live my young life over again. In fancy I can
see my father in his armchair, and can hear him relating incidents of the Peninsular War (he was
born in 1801), about Wellington, Picton, and others. Then in imagination I can hear my dear sister
singing that simple but pathetic song :―
Backward, turn backward, O Time in your flight;
Make me a child again just for to-night.
Mother, come back from that echoless shore;
Take me again to your arms as of yore,
Kiss from my forehead the furrows of care.
.
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Over my slumbers your loving watch keep.
Rock me to sleep, mother, rock me to sleep.

And then the intense yearning to see my native land again sweeps over my soul like a tempest.
But away with this weakness.
In conclusion, I wish you every success in your new literary venture, and hope that I may yet
spend many a pleasant half-hour in the perusal of future numbers of "The Bournemouth Graphic."
I am, dear sir, yours faithfully,
HIRST KNIGHT.
[Our photograph is a view of the old house near the Winter Gardens.—Ed.]

