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AN   INTERVIEW (Bournemouth Graphic Oct. 16th,1902.)

''Canst thou send lightnings that they may go and say unto 
thee, Here we are?"

This question, propounded many thousand years ago, has, in a 
sense, received its answer within the last century. The electric telegraph 
has enabled us to convey our thoughts to distant places with the speed 
of lightning, and by the aid of a kindred agency.

But especially can the illustrious young Italian, Guglieimo 
Marconi, be said to have taken up the challenge, for does not he literally 
hurl his lightning messages from one part of the world to another, 
without any intermediate means of transmission?

Signor Marconi has for some time past had a station at the 
Haven Hotel, on the Sandbanks, Parkstone, and it was there that I was 
fortunate enough to catch him and secure a conversation with him, for 
the purpose of a "Graphic'' article.

I say that I was fortunate, because Signor Marconi is not, by 
any means, easy to catch. That he is a busy man, goes without saying; 
but he is more than that—he is a scientist, so engrossed with his 
researches in the marvellous realms of science, that he thinks little, and 

cares less, about publicity or self-advertisement.
Signor Marconi, although an Italian by birth, is half a Britisher, his mother being a native of 

Ireland. He was born at Bologna in 1875, and received his education at Leghorn, under Professor 
Rosa, proceeding thence to the University of Bologna. He carried out his first experiments in 
connection with wireless telegraphy in his native city; afterwards testing his system in England, 
between Penarth and Weston, with signal success.

In 1889 he established wireless communication between England and France, conducting 
many of his experiments from a point on the West Cliff, Bournemouth.

"You have done a good deal of work in Bournemouth, Signor Marconi," I said, by way of 
opening the conversation.

''Yes,it is a convenient point of communication with the Isle of Wight, where I also have a 
station. My station here is used chiefly for testing purposes. The works are at Chelmsford in Essex, 
and it is necessary to test long distance instruments before sending them away."

"What do you call a long distance?"
"Well, it is not really long at all. One hundred and sixty miles is the distance we have 

covered hitherto; but I am going out to Canada for the purpose of experimenting in the Atlantic, to 
see how far we really can convey messages. Our points of communication from this station are St. 
Catherine's Point and a place in Cornwall.''

"Do you consider that your system is still in an experimental stage?''
"Not exactly. It is exclusively used by the principal shipping agents in England and abroad, 

and it is employed by the British and other Admiralties in their navies. Of course,'' continued Signor 
Marconi, "we hope still further to develop it, and to increase its usefulness. We shall not stand still 
if we can help it.''

I told Signor Marconi that I had heard, in the case of a fleet assembled at any particular 
point, that a message intended for one vessel could be understood by all.

"If they were all in possession of the 'tune' that would certainly be so,'' was his reply. "But 
surely,'' he went on, ''that would be an advantage rather than otherwise. You see, outside ships 
would not know 'the tune,' so that the message could not be taken by them; but there is no objection 
to an entire fleet of friendly vessels receiving a message specially intended for one of their number. 
In case of distress, it might be a decided benefit.''

"Is it true, Signor Marconi, that you have a great surprise up your sleeve? I asked.



"I have nothing at all up my sleeve," was the answer, accompanied by a laugh, and a comical 
little movement of the arm, apparently intended to add proof to the denial. "Neither am I aware of 
any great discovery in store for the world, although I know something has been said about it in the 
papers. My work is one of gradual development, rather than sudden surprises.''

Signer Marconi took me outside, and explained the tall, mast-like apparatus which he uses 
for receiving messages.

"You will excuse my not asking you to inspect the instrument room," he said.
"Oh, I am not at all scientific," I replied. ''I promise to penetrate none of your secrets."
Signor Marconi laughed heartily at the idea.
"It is not that at all, I assure you. My reason for keeping that particular room locked is 

because it is so hopelessly untidy that I do not like anyone to see it. It is filled with packing cases in 
readiness for my departure. Come again some day when it it is in a less chaotic state, and I will 
show you my instruments with pleasure.''

Nothing could exceed the cordiality with which Signor Marconi gave me this kind 
invitation, and it will not be my fault if I do not avail myself of it at the first opportunity.

Before taking leave of one of the greatest, and at the same time one of the most delightful 
men it has ever been my lot to meet, I spoke of the charming situation of the hotel where he spends 
so much of his time, remarking, however, that it was rather difficult of access.

"What would you say, I wonder," was the reply, "to our stations at Bellisle in Newfoundland, 
and Chateau Bay in Labrador, which you can neither reach, nor get away from, for six months in the 
year?'' 


