                                                            EIGHTY FIVE YEARS IN POOLE

                                                                   BY AUBREY JENKINS

                                                                           EARLY DAYS

Where I lived in Poole in my childhood during and after the 1914-18 war, was totally unlike anything we have today. Probably from the modern viewpoint almost the dark ages. No. 4 Pound Street was like many other houses built in the late nineteenth century; one of a pair with the door opening right onto the pavement, sash windows and an attic. There was one tap between two houses outside which of course froze in winter. One toilet shared by two families being of the pull chain type also at the mercy of Jack Frost. We had no gas or electricity; lighting was by oil lamps to bed by candlelight. Cooking was by a black kitchen range kept shiny by my grandmother with regular black leading, and of course that which was unobtainable in the shops elbow grease!  Our coal believe it or not, but it is true was stored under the stairs.  So of course the coalman had to bring his sack inside, which meant a major clean up once the dust had settled.  As his name was Mr Cole as a small boy I thought all coalmen were named Cole!!

Our family was of old Poole stock on both sides.  There was Great great grandparents George and Sarah Lock.  Great grandfather was born in Poole in 1807 and became a master mariner.  He married a young widow Mary Ann Hill in Gosport in 1837 and came back to live in Pile Court in 1841. Mary Ann Hill was born in 1811.  Pile Court then existed west of the Royal Oak and Gas Tavern on the then Baiter Street which ran west to connect with the original East Quay Road.  They had four children and my grandfather was the youngest born in 1852.  He married Elizabeth Bugden of an old Poole family and they had six daughters, my mother being the eldest born in 1887, then there was aunts Ada, Mary, Sarah, Lilian and Laura.

I was born in Forest Gate East London in 1913 but my mother and I came to live with my grandparents in 1914 as my father had gone to war. He was Frank Jenkins of an old Christchurch family and Grandfather Jenkins had gone to London to work so my father was born in London. He had joined the Army before the war, served his time and came out and was a driver on the original open top solid tyred buses of the old London General Bus Company.  My parents were married in St Paul's church which stood opposite Globe Lane in 1912.

Dad being in the reserve had to go in July of 1914 having to fight through Mons and eventually meeting his death in the battle of the Somme on that fateful 1st July 1916 when 60,000 fell on the first day 20,000 to be killed outright many to die during the night and the next day of their wounds. My Fathers remains were discovered in 1927 and were reburied in Serre Road Cemetery near Beaumont Hamel. I have visited his grave many times and at 28 years of age he seems quite old compared with the many who had not reached their 20th birthday. I stood there one time in the summer and thought of the horror of that day, thousand of boys because most of them were, waited in the trenches, the whistles blew, time
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to go over the top, the end of their youth was minutes away, seconds in many cases, a terrible day.

Of course being one of a pair of houses with one tap and one toilet between two families, you had to be good neighbours and most of us were.  Many times I saw Grandfather thawing out the tap with burning newspaper.  As to the lavatory frequent repairs were necessary because of the lead pipes.  Mind you the lavatory was fully air conditioned with Vee cuts in the top of the door and a big gap at the bottom, no one lingered long there in winter.  The toilet paper in the time honoured fashion was of course newspaper cut into squares, with a hole to take the string to be threaded through and hung on the nail in traditional fashion, none of your delicate Andrex then, as a matter of fact I loved cutting up the squares, that was one of the jobs I was given as a boy.  I feel that would be a suitable use for some of the tabloids of the present day!

The rent for our house was 6 shillings a week, 30 pence in our present coinage.  I remember as a small boy having a lighted candle to go to bed, going up the stairs shielding the flame making all sorts of strange shadows on the wall.  They were hobgoblins or bogeymen ready to jump out of me, and I dare not run because of the candle going out, then they really would have me.  Quick, into bed pull the clothes over my head I was safe they couldn’t get me now!!  When my mother was born in 1887 Pound Street did not exist, it was then called East Street.  East Street ran from Lagland Street across South Road to Green Road.  Some time during the turn of the century, the bit from South Road to Green Road was named Pound Street.

Our family began to alter after the War, Aunt Ada had married before the War as well as my Mother.  By 1923 Aunts Lillian, Sarah and Mary had all married leaving Aunt Laura who never married, she remained single and died aged 80 in 1980.

For a while I had a playmate, a cousin called Olive my Aunt Lillian’s daughter by her first husband who was killed at the battle of Jutland, sadly she died of diphtheria in 1918 being a year younger than me.  It was common enough at that time.  Being a small boy at the time I couldn’t understand why she had gone away and I was very sad, and although it was 80 years ago I can still remember playing with her and hear her giggles.  Our little house had two bedrooms and an attic and in the winter they were icy cold, and I mean icy cold; with ice on the inside of the windows during frosty weather.  There were no duvets then, but feather beds which always had a dip in the middle where you slept.  But to beat Jack Frost we had earthenware hot water bottles, and bricks which were heated in the oven, wrapped in flannel and put in the beds before bedtime.

In the morning “shiver shiver” the wash basin and jug filled with cold water sat menacingly on the was stand awaiting your feeble attempts to emerge from the all embracing folds of the warm bed.  Finally you made it bare feet on the icy
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cold linoleum (was there ever anything worse as a floor covering than linoleum?) With an enormous effort of willpower you emptied the water into the washbasin, sometimes the water had a film of ice on top to test your determination.  Flannel and soap “ouch” with Mother admonishing me “don’t forget behind the ears”!  I couldn’t feel my ears let alone wash behind them!!  Quick get dressed, short trousers, button up flannel vest, shirt over head - no button up shirts then, woolly pullover, long socks and finally hobnailed boots, because the hobnails could be renewed thus saving the leather soles.

Down the stairs to a lovely warm room, with kitchen range glowing brightly, kettle singing merrily on the hob, bacon sizzling in the pan and an enormous brown teapot of that golden liquid to sustain us.  Grandmother and Granddad had been up long before to light the fire, lay the table (always scrubbed clean by Grandmother) and get the breakfast ready. Sometimes it seems like a dream as I hear the boiler click into action, commanded to do so by the electronic programmer, the thermostat deciding what temperature we should have today. We sit in bed drinking our morning tea; lazily watching what is happening on the world on television. The announcer chattering away with the scenes unfolding before our eyes, very often some disaster in a part of the world thousands of miles away and we say how awful switch it off and get on with our breakfast. Perhaps we have become anaesthetised as to what is happening with too much information.

Owing to the lack of internal sanitation of those relatively far off days, chamber pots were the order of the day or I should say nights. However all the urine was not emptied into the outside lavatory. Granddad used a lot on the garden, we had a longish garden; and the vegetable that seemed to flourish most from the liberal application of urine was parsnips. I have never seen such wonderful parsnips as were grown at No. 4 Pound Street with the urine treatment. Keen gardeners take note, why not keep a handy bucket in the garden shed and surprise your fellow gardeners with a prize specimen!!

Wash days were always Mondays, the scullery next to our living room boasted a stone sink but no tap; water had to be carried in from our shared tap outside. In the corner was the copper of round brick construction with the grate underneath. The metal copper of half-spherical shape was fitted to the middle of the brickwork, with a flue behind leading into the chimney. When the fire was lit below with a direct flue the water was quickly heated. That was the 1920’s yes and even into the 1930’s washing machine.

Once the water was boiling Grandma and Mother went to work the wooden lid was lifted from the copper and the clothes pulled out with vigorous use of the scrubbing board with many rinsings.  The old blue bag was used then which ensured snowy white sheets, what a wonderful sight they looked billowing on the clothes line.  Of course we had a mangle to squeeze out 
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the water and I always enjoyed turning the wheel for Mother. 

Granddad being a sailor, clothes lines were rigged like a ship with pulley blocks, as a matter of fact we had an old bowsprit for a clothes post.  All the housewives took great pride on their achievements on washing day and there was much gossiping over the garden wall once the washing was hung out to dry.  Of course in the winter the clothes had to be dried indoors usually on a frame which could be pulled up to the ceiling.  Mind you it was great fun dodging between the sheets, Granddads’ long johns and Mums’ and Grandmas’ night-dresses.

Bath nights were always, for me anyway, on a Friday and a similar procedure followed as on washing day, except the hot water had to be carried from the copper to the galvanised bath which, as I was a small boy, was located in front of the kitchen range.  In true tradition the bath when not in use hung on a nail in the back yard.  Everyone had a back yard in those days – it was de rigueur then, without a backyard you were much lower on the social scale.

Anyhow there I was a small boy in my birthday suit with Mother in attendance complete with warm towel and Lifebuoy soap, nice wholesome smell none of your perfumed spray-on gel then!!!  With many “oohs and aahs it’s too hot Mummy” I was lowered into the steaming water, Mother busy with the soap and flannel, except for the more intimate regions where I was handed the soap and flannel and enjoined to wash myself properly.  That done warm water was poured over me to wash off the soap.  Mother then wrapped me in a warm towel drying me off with the nightshirt, up to bed to say my prayers, “God Bless Everyone”, and into bed.  Of course I soon became, as all boys do, too big for my Mother’s ministrations, then the copper was lit, I was handed the soap and towel and, as Grandpa said “Get on with it, my son”.  So I was shut in the scullery to get on with it, with Grandpa coming in once to make sure I was doing a good job!!

THE POOLE DIALECT

Most people in Poole in those days spoke a broad dialect but there were differences from say the dialect as recorded by the famous Dorset poet William Barnes.  Because, being a port with the coming and going of seamen, the dialect was not the same as a few miles out at Lytchett or Bere Regis.  Nevertheless, the speech of rural Dorset man or woman and his or her counterpart in Poole would not be noticed by a stranger.  My Grandparents on my Mother’s side were Dorset folk and spoke accordingly.  My Grandmother, like so many of the Victorians, had never been to school so could neither read or write, but Grandfather was educated at the National School, which stood opposite the area which is now the Citizens Advice Bureau in Lagland Street, and left school in 1865 when he went to sea.

The Dorset dialect has all but disappeared due probably to education. 

Phrases such as :-  “ I an’t got no tiddies zno” means “I haven’t got any potatoes you know”.
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Or “Iddin that a purty maid” is  “Isn’t that a pretty girl” and  “That girt hoss” was  “That great horse” were common use, when I was a fidgeting my Grandmother would tell me to “bide still” meaning to stay still.  I would be sent to get a “Boughten” loaf at the shops.  “Boughten” meant a loaf or cake or anything not made at home.

The word “Aker” was used nearly all the time, “Aker” means a friend.  You could be addressed thus. “Ello my Aker’ ow you be goin’ on then you?”  meaning of course “Hello my friend how are you?”.  To put the second person singular that is “you” was common practice in the conversation of those days after a greeting.  Colloquial expressions used were, if you were going to say to Upper Parkstone you would state “I’m going up on ‘ill”, which I suppose would be correct as Upper Parkstone is on a hill.  Similarly if one was going to Hamworthy, one would pay a halfpenny to go over the bridge, stating “I’m going over ‘aam”, no aitches in those sayings.  If in the summer there was a wasp buzzing around it was not a wasp, but a waps!

If you went to Sandbanks when you stood on the beach on the channel side you were on “rough” side, if you stood on the shore on the Harbour side you were then on the smooth side.  Pretty well correct as there were nearly always waves breaking on the Channel side; in contrast to the comparatively quiet waters of the Harbour!  I never hear those terms used now.

When speaking of a woman the “W” was usually dropped, the woman became “ooman” and funnily enough old became “wold”, in that case reference to an old woman became “Wold ooman”; and then strangely so, that was not derogatory but a loving way of describing a wife.

The Dorset dialect was full of little quirks such as those that would trap the unwary. As the old town of Poole lay largely south of the level crossing, if you were going north, that is over the crossing, you were going “up” such as “up Longfleet”, Anywhere else was “down” like “down Quay” or “down Baiter”.  The dialect is not quite dead however, we have the word “grockle” for a holidaymaker, but I am afraid it is nearly all gone or, as my old Gran would say “taint what it was”.

Here are a few words in Poole Dorset dialect and their meanings:

Aker


a friend 

Bide


stay there

Bist


be or is

Dunnegan

outside lavatory usually Earth Closet

Emmet


an ant

Girt


great
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Jonnick


absolutely true

Leary


not well or bad tempered

Maid


girl

Marnen


morning

Plim


swell up by absorption

Scrumpy


rough cider

Shrammed

I’m very cold

Tiddy or tattie

potato

Twaddon


it was not so

Lingo


language

Nary


not one

Tidden or taint

is not

Wadden


was not

Zno


you know

Waps


wasp

Boughton


not made at home such as bread or cake

Ooman


woman

Hoss


horse

GRANDAD AND ME

As a very small boy, I did not of course know that my Father had been killed on the first of July 1916.  In fact I was only a year old when he was called up, and only two when he came home on his one and only leave in 1915.  As I never knew the love and companionship of a father, I was fortunate in knowing a Grandfather who helped me through boyhood, and although he died when I was fourteen I was grateful for his help in my formative years.

I was fascinated by his tales of the sea and the many far away places he had visited.  He was a “Cape Horner” amongst other things, that must have been fearsome in the pre radio and aircraft days.  There was no help then if the ship hit trouble the skipper and crew either got themselves out of it or became denizens of “Davy Jones Locker”.

Granddad spent a lot of time in the Mediterranean when he left deep sea sailing. He said life was good on the yachts compared to the harsh living on the commercial ships. He had many photographs and paintings of his yachting days which sadly were disposed of on his death, and which I would have loved to have had, but being only fourteen I had no say in the matter. I remember seeing photographs of the first Shamrock of Sir Thomas Upton with the crew including Granddad and King Edward VII. Another was on Lily Langtry’s yacht she was then the Lady de Bathe and Lily was plainly seen on the deck with several of the Edwardian Society notable of those days. Granddad always wore square rig and I loved walking along the quay with him, and seeing the ships and fishing smacks in Fisherman’s Dock.

Many of the smacks were still sailing craft at that time, but others who had equipped themselves with engines were proving the death knell of sail.
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FIRST SCHOOL DAYS

I went to school at four years of age in 1917 at the infants school in Lagland Street opposite what is now the rear entrance of Lloyds Bank. It was opened in 1894 and always called Rattrays School. This was because of the two Miss Rattrays, both of whom were headmistresses at the School. Miss Isabel retired in 1915 her place being taken by her sister Miss Maud. I attended during her headship until 1920 then going on to South Road School which had opened in 1912.

At the infants school we were taught by Miss Neal who with a class of 50 or so small boys and girls taught us to spell the first simple words and how to tell the time. We all sat in a semicircle with a blackboard in the middle, whilst we had slates and chalks to write with, there was no paper or pencils till after the War. I suppose nowadays two teachers would be required to achieve the same result and of course slates and chalks would be declared a health risk. The only heating was a small stove, round which we stood to warm our hands in cold weather, wearing our coats and hats to keep us warm. What a wonderful lady was Miss Neal, I kept in touch with her in her later years. There were a lot of Miss Neals in those days, their sweethearts (not boyfriends in those days) had gone off to war and never returned; and they led lonely lives till the end of their days. Up till the age of seven when we were to go to the big School, which we looked forward to with not a little apprehension, we were well prepared in simple arithmetic a little History and Geography, to enter a new stage in our young lives. Miss Maud Rattray always wore her headmistress gown at the school, and although she seemed a bit intimidating to us little boys and girls; she was really quite kind and would assist Miss Neal in her task of our preliminary education; and sometimes comfort us, when tears were shed as often happens amongst small boys and girls. I look back on these far off days despite the innocence with nostalgia. They were happy days despite the terrible times we were living in, we were too young to know, and we were all loved and cared for.

POUND STREET AND ITS ENVIRONS

As I have stated before Pound Street was originally East Street, it was so when my Mother was born in 1887, up till about the turn of the century. It was about then that the section from South Road to Green Road was Pound Street. East Street during my mothers childhood ran from Lagland Street across South Road to Green Road.

Pound Street ran from Green Road to South Road, where it joined South Road.  Then there was a rough square bordered on the left by the old Gasworks, the Gas Tavern straight ahead with East Quay Road going away to the left.  To the right of the Gas Tavern was East Street part of which exists today, only the Pure Drop pub of that era still stands.  Behind the Gas Tavern and adjoining the Pure Drop there stood a Malt House but, during the 1930’s, the roof suddenly caved in.  I believe it is now used as a store. East Street continued
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along a bit further from the Gas Tavern and this met South Road.  All identification is now eliminated with the erection of the blocks of flats.  To get an idea of the location of Pound Street, looking from the Gas Tavern through Whatleigh Close to come out opposite Green Close would be a fairly accurate description.  What is now Perry Gardens was South Road which continued up past South Road School to meet Lagland Street.  The short length of road at the meeting of South and Green Roads was then called Mount Street which met High Street just beyond the old library.  The triangular piece of land now part of the playground of South Road School was occupied by Butlers Brush Factory, it was actually part of the old Foundry that formerly stood on the site, hence the name of the pub the Foundry Arms now also called the “Shoppers Pub”.  The original Perry Gardens was in Lagland Street opposite Globe Lane adjoining, at that time, the old National School.  Green Road ran from its intersection with Lagland Street down to the Harbour Shore where the tidal baths were situated.  At the time of writing parts of the baths can still be seen at low tide.  There was of course in those days no mixed bathing – separate times for men and women!!

Stanley Road was the next road from Pound Street going down to the Harbour, it went from Green Road to opposite the Lifeboat House, it now of course adjoins the roundabout there.  In those days practically all the fishermen lived in Stanley Road.  Such names as Stevens, Matthews, Brown, Hayes, Cartridge, Wills, Amey, Lovell, Proudly and Freeborn lived there to be near their boats and of course to crew the lifeboat.  In these days of modern transport fishermen do not necessarily have to live close to their means of livelihood.  The next road before the harbour was, and still is, Ballard Road, called because of Mr Ballard’s coal yard which existed where the modern maisonettes are now and which is of course Ballard Close.  As a boy there were no houses as there are now, just the shore, so we had the whole of the unencumbered Baiter shore and peninsula to play on – happy days!! 

POUND STREET AS IT WAS

Now Pound Street although a comparatively short street contained a pub “The Black Horse” and at that time as landlords were Mr.& Mrs Coleman, their younger son Jack was a founder member 0f the Poole Wheelers Cycling club formed in 1926 which I joined in 1930. There is a link here with the “Jolly Sailor” on the Quay, Harry Davis the one time landlord of the Jolly Sailor was born in the Black Horse in 1874. There was also a dairy owned by the Cave family, the milk being delivered by a three wheeled milk float, pushed by the milkman. The milk was contained in a brass churn, and yes it had come straight from the cow !!  The float had brass pint measures hung on the hooks outside, these were dipped into the churn and emptied in the jug of the customer! It often occurred in those days that the unscrupulous milkmen watered the milk down to obtain more pints but not our milkman. It soon became illegal to sell milk thus, because of the discovery of a link with tuberculosis, which was prevalent at that time,
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                                                                                                                                                           and of course hygiene. So that was the end of an era, it all became pasteurised and bottled not straight from the cow.

There were two small shops in the street, nearest to us was Mr. & Mrs. Tolley, who sold groceries, matches, bootlaces, sweets and many other odds and ends. Mr Tolley was a delivery man for one of the bakeries, and would always give us a friendly wave as his horse drawn van clopped by.  Their son Fred was a great friend of mine but sadly died quite some time ago a really nice man. The other small shop was at the South Road end of the street, it was a quaint little shop with small squared panes of glass in the window, a step down to the floor on entering, with the ting tong of the bell as the door was opened. It really was the characteristic Victorian shop, typical in so many of the Dickensian Christmas cards. The shop was owned by Miss Knight, a little sweet shop, much patronised by us boys and girls, to spend our pennies and halfpennies which could purchase all kind of wondrous sugary delights. I could buy a pennyworth of hundreds and thousands, these were tiny sweets that seemed to last forever or I would buy gobstoppers for a penny, very aptly named that just filled the mouth and could be sucked for a long time until small enough to swallow.   Toffee apples were another delight, made by one of the neighbours, no control on the hygiene then, we didn’t mind they were only a penny. The joy of biting through the toffee to get to the apple was indescribable!!. There were liquorice allsorts, liquorice bootlaces long and thin, sherbert and boiled sweets of all descriptions all in large glass jars to be taken down from the shelf, and a few taken out to be weighed usually an ounce at a time in the old scales with the brass weight on one side and the scoop on the other, while we watched eagerly to see how much we would get for our penny.  In those days hygiene was not as it is today; although shops were clean, modern cleaning fluids and deodorants were not available, no plastic surfaces or stainless steel, needless to say they were soon covered in masses of flies and had to be renewed frequently.

With Miss Knight was her kindly old father, he had a long white beard and could have donned a Father Christmas outfit anytime without makeup.  He actually lived to be over a hundred years old, a wonderful old chap. 

Right opposite Pound Street at its junction with Green Road there was the Dorset Art Pottery, it made terracotta and glazed ware.  Some of the terracotta ware was scented and had raffia handles.  A large variety of vases and pots were made.  There was only one kiln, which was in the charge of Mr. Howe who lived Perry Gardens.  My youngest aunt, Miss Laura Lock, was a decorator there, and also plaited the raffia handles.  Other decorators I remember were Miss Gertrude Gillam and Ann Hatchard; Miss Hatchard was a fine singer and sang at many concerts and in choirs.  Miss Lillian Brown was a thrower at the pottery and Lillian was also something different she played in the Poole Ladies Football team at that time.  

At right angles to Pound Street next door to
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                                                                                                                                                   number four where I lived, ran a terrace of rather mean cottages called Victoria Terrace (what a lot of places named after the old Queen), nothing to be proud of there, but people had to live in them as was the lot of many in Poole then.  Neighbours who lived there were named Landry, Amey, Dominey, Sweetapple, Russell and Hamblin.  Decent people in grim surroundings.  Of the Landry family Fred was a great friend of mine but a little older than me and we spent many happy hours roaming the shore the Baiter peninsula and the Quay.  Poor Fred little did we know that his life was to be snuffed out at the age of 30.  Fred sadly was the first person to be killed in an air raid on Poole in 1940.  I look back with nostalgia to those early days, we lived in houses that nowadays would be termed hovels and of course they were.  But the people who lived in them were kindly decent people, who at that time at the end of 1918 were like everyone else coping with the loss of loved ones, and those that survived the War broken in mind and body.  Still they put their lives together and Pound Street was the same as countless others in the land.

THE POST WAR YEARS

At the end of the War although a small boy I was old enough to realise that something very sad had happened.  There were many single parent families in those days, hundreds and thousands of boys and girls without fathers.  There were poor young widows struggling to bring up their families on a few shillings a week, no social services then, only the meagre pension for the loss of a loved one.  Near starvation was rife, many children suffered from rickets owing to the lack of good food and not enough calcium in their diet and slum housing.  I remember the young mothers who should have been in the prime of women’s beauty, as haggard sallow complexioned forlorn looking, no nice clothes, second hand if they could afford it in the depth of despair.  There were many girls who had lost their lovers in the War who never married and loved a lonely life to the end of their days.  As my mother never remarried and as an only child I fared better than most.  Some of the children whose Dads returned were in many cases worse off than if he had never returned.  There were men minus limbs, blinded, victims of gas attacks coughing their lives away. Shell-shocked men, in some respects most pitiful of all, shaking and creeping about with hunched shoulders forever fearing the next shell.  For them the War was never over, I have never forgotten those men even after 80 odd years.  Mother very often took me up to the Cornelia Hospital which is where the existing Poole Hospital now stands.  The Cornelia Hospital was donated and paid for by Lady Cornelia Wimborne, a woman who delighted in helping those less fortunate than herself.  Mother would assist with the wounded soldiers many of whom were French and Belgian.  The hospital grounds, which were fairly extensive, actually the whole of Poole General Hospital and its annexes are built on the Cornelia area.  The extensive grounds of the hospital were full of huts erected to serve as wards.  I remember well the men in their blue suits and red ties, many of whom were convalescent and able to get about, made a great fuss of 
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me knowing that I had lost my Father. When my Father was killed my Mother went to work at the Royal Naval Cordite Factory at Holton Heath, and worked there until about 1920.  We were fortunate in that one of my uncles who was an officer in the Royal Artillery, and was an expert on Army regulations, somehow negotiated a larger pension for us than would normally have been the case.  Apparently it was something to do with Dad’s service prior to 1914 so Mother, unlike many others, had no money worries and the pension was effective until I was sixteen.

As I grew older Mother would take me to Sandbanks and we could either go by boat or walk, as there was no transport at that time before the advent of Miss Footes Charabancs.  We walked, leaving home carrying our bags of sandwiches and Thermos flasks, we went by way of Green Road to High Street, over the level crossing to turn right into the lane that then existed through the Ladies Walking Field, all now of course the Dolphin Shopping Complex.  Hence along Kingland Road to Poole Park Lake Road to then go along the park lake by the railway.  The sluice gates that let the water into the lake were called “The Bunny”.  We then went through the narrow bridge under the railway through Whitecliff.  Whitecliff at that time had a small sandy beach and many people liked to go there to picnic, bathe and paddle. All the Whitecliff then was tidal water.  After Whitecliff we came to Sandbanks Road to Evening Hill and, at last, to Sandbanks.  Here were very few houses then but many sand dunes, some of them quite high.  I thought it was wonderful the first time I went, I had never seen so much sand before.  I loved to paddle in the sea, I would stand still and wait while each wave rushed past and then receded, to feel that wonderful sensation as the sand trickled between the toes.  The ever restless sea repeating the performance time and time again.  There were very few buildings at that time and the beach with just a few scattered people, all that was going to change when transport became available.  I loved to ramble over the sand dunes and, in the summer, the perfume of the gorse which grew in abundance was overpowering, added to that were masses of pale yellow wild lupins and the waving sharp-edged grasses.  Truly a haven of peace with nothing to break the spell only the cries of the sea birds and the whisper of the grasses in the wind.  We feasted on our sandwiches, being sure not to drop them in the sand, and to perform the balancing trick of pouring tea from the flask into cups – tip them over and you went thirsty!!

Before the advent of the chain ferry at the harbour mouth at Sandbanks we went to Shell Bay by motor boat from the Haven.  These boats were built to enable them to run right over the shore, in the same way as a modern landing craft. Instead of a straight bow the hull ran into a shallow curve, so that there was no keel as such to dig into the sand or shingle, thus enabling the boat to run up the shore, the passengers to disembark; and then to go easily astern and draw away into the water, to make the return trip. These craft were operated by Harveys and Davis’s, and there was fierce competition as to who should have the passengers. Sometimes
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harsh words were exchanged which nearly came to blows, alarming some passengers whilst others thought it hilarious. Over on the ‘’ smooth’’ side, harbour side that is, old Jim Harvey had his tea rooms and also hired out boats.  Many outings went to Jim’s; school outings and various organisations most of which came from Poole Quay. Mother and I sometimes went by boat instead of walking, they were usually Sunday School outings though.

Over at Shell Bay one could always obtain refreshment at jack Lovell’s hut which grew a little bigger each year with bits being added on - no planning permission then!! Jack who came of an old Poole family and had lost a leg in the war, was always ready to welcome you “pot of tea M’dear” he would say, seemingly to produce it from the air so quick were you served. Lemonade was in the glass bottles with a pinched neck. The lemonade being sealed in by a glass ball, kept there by the pressure of the gas in the lemonade. To open the bottle a special stopper with a protruding spigot was used, fitting this over the neck of the bottle, give it a sharp blow to knock down the glass ball and “hey presto” the lemonade could be poured. Jack knew practically everyone who went to Shell Bay, we were nearly all Poolites anyway.

When Miss Foot, later to become Mrs Dingwall, started her charabanc service to Sandbanks it made life much easier, but of course brought the crowds and the end of a peaceful Sandbanks.  Miss Foot was quite a character, she had driven ambulances in the 1914-18 War and did sterling work in the 1939-45 conflict.  In later life, as Mrs Dingwall, she trained racehorses for many years – well into her old age – at Sandbanks and was often to be seen exercising the horses on the beach.  She still continued her bus services at Upper Parkstone, running her buses along the back roads to Rossmore and back to Ashley Road.  Very popular they were too, to the chagrin of the bus company who tried to close her down.  But they never succeeded, as a matter of fact, she even named one of her horses “Rossmore Lad”.  A great lady of character. 

As I grew older I was allowed greater freedom. I found it rather exciting as a small boy and I struck up many friendships in the West Street area, very few of them are alive today, unfortunately that is life as you get older.  Poole’s small Italian colony lived in that area. There were the Zollos Cascarinos and of course the well loved Luigi, the ice cream man.  He was one of the kindest men I knew, he has now passed on but he loved children.  Any little child who did not appear to have enough money for an ice cream was given one free, a wonderful man.

THE EARLY 1920’s

When we small boys reach seven years of age we were transferred to South Road School, which was then fairly new having been opened in 1912.  I well remember the great day when we were taken up to see the big boy’s school, which we would attend until 14 years of age unless you passed the examination for the Secondary School or Grammar School as it is now. I did not, I am afraid I am not of an academic mind.
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                                                                                                                                                          The school was right up to date with all mod cons for those days.  The boys were downstairs, with an entrance in South Road, girls were upstairs with the entrance in Green Road.  The boys were separated from the girls playground by a wall with a semi-circular top to prevent, I suppose the boys climbing up and sitting there to chat to the girls.  The school was opened on the 5th January 1912 by the then Mayor Councillor J. A. Hawkes.  The heating system was of the low pressure type, it didn’t always heat the classrooms properly.  There may have been a fault of the caretaker who stoked the boilers.  He was a Mr Tilsed, who at one time was at sea with my Grandfather (more about the school later on).

Life was slowly getting back to normal although the normal of 1918 was not going to be anything like the normal of 1914.  We boys lost a little of our play area on the shore with the erection of Council Houses at the lower end of Green Road and along Ballard Road.  It is a good job they weren’t there in the winter of 1916/17.  We then had the worst storm I can remember.  A very strong wind which was beyond the normal gale force combined with a high tide caused tremendous flooding in the lower part of the town.  We had about a foot of water in Number 4 Pound Street.  I remember seeing Harry Stevens who lived close by us rowing a boat up Green Road towards Emerson Road.  The peninsula of Baiter was completely covered in water thus isolating the isolation Hospital (no pun intended) it just happened that way!!  I of course was sent upstairs and being a small boy thought it all very exciting.  It wasn’t exciting for the family though, a terrible stench when the flood waters receded and it took weeks to clean up with fires going day and night to help dry out the rooms.  We had a piano, which Granddad assisted by Grandma and my aunts managed to prop up on some bricks, to keep clear of the water so it escaped damage.

In Green Road right opposite Stanley Road, the Corporation had a depot in which was kept paving stones, kerbs and various road materials.  We spent many happy hours there building forts out of the material available, then attempting to brain one another by hurling stones at each others ‘fortifications’.  At one time I looked over the parapet of my miniature ‘castle’ and received a blow to the head and a truce in the operations for the rest of the day.  This necessitated a trip to the Doctors with a rough bandage wound round my head, it seemed quite a long walk nearly the length of Green Road to the surgery opposite the Library.  Needless to say the bandage fell off before we got there.  Mother took me to Dr. Olivey who practised at Ivy house which is now the Nat West bank. Doctor Olivey cleaned me up, stitched up the wound, which looked much worse than it was, and then gave me a penny for not making a fuss.  But there were no more pennies forthcoming when I had to attend to have the stitches removed: just a pat on the head, and advice to keep my head down in future, no admonishing about the folly hurling stones at one another!!. I suppose nowadays an ambulance would be called and a trip to the hospital.  Doctors really practised medicine in those
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                                                                                                                                                      days. Mother had to pay him half a crown. 30 pence old money, 12 1/2 today. We weren’t molly coddled, were expected to take the rough with the smooth, which I supposed in our youth prepared us for what was to come in 1939.

At that time the self same yard in which we played our so called “games” was also the venue for the November fair. There was great excitement when the fair came.  As the fair had to come by way of Green Road we were all agog when the first monstrous steam traction engine came thundering down, towing three or four trucks loaded with the swings and roundabouts.  They trundled by the end of Pound Street with the steam hissing, the machinery clanking and the big fly wheel whirling around, with the governor and the two weights keeping in time to prevent the whole thing running out of control. The drivers were blowing the steam whistles all down the road, waving to the people, with us waving back and shouting greetings.  As soon as the engines had towed the trucks into position we were there badgering the fair people to help erect the rides, but they were very wary of letting us near, and with a kind word would tell us to wait till next year when we would be bigger. I had a favourite stallholder for whom I used to fetch paraffin in a cart made by my grandfather.  I went to Cluetts oil store, which then existed on the junction of East Street and Lagland Street opposite Westons Lane.  Westons Lane is of course still there, and at one time Weston House stood behind Boones ironmongery shop and at the time of writing there is a fragment of the original stonework still to be seen in the end wall of the shop.  Anyhow, for this service to the stallholder I had as much fair rock as I could eat and I tool full advantage of my reward, and the stallholder used to laugh and said I would look like fair rock before they moved on.

The fair then was owned by a Mr. Studt who wandered around wearing a huge broadbrimmed hat smoking a cigar, a showman from the top of his head to his calf length boots.  He once showed me inside his magnificent caravan.  What a wonderland, gleaming beautiful brasswork, huge mirrors, elegant chinaware and red plush upholstery, a veritable Aladdin’s cave with ornate brass oil lamps giving a golden glow to everything.  The glitter and sparkle from the objets d’art of which there were many making it to me as a boy a wondrous sight to behold.  All the valuable ornaments had to be packed away when the caravan was being towed because of the swaying and jolting on route to the next fair site.

The usual rides were at the fair, galloping horses on the roundabouts, swings and chair o’ planes, all with the flashing lights and the steam organ going full blast, with the mechanical figures executing their jerky movements on the front of the organ.  All this guaranteed to make Mums and Dads part with their threepences and sixpences, the children excitedly climbing on to the horses, the small ones with Mum or Dad sat behind them and secretly enjoyed the thrills.  An age of fun gone for ever to be replaced by the strange and weirdly horrible and nightmarish beings created by the touch of button to flash on the screen of a television set.  What 
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                                                                                                                                                          harm is being done to the innocent and receptive minds of children as they sit crouched in front of those screens, mesmerised by the strange behaviour of those monsters so portrayed! The two amusements which attracted most attention were the “Joy Wheel” and the “Jolly Tubes”.  The joy wheel was horizontal, boarded all over, and tapered from the centre to the edge. So we paid our threepence and all rushed on to the wheel crowding as many as was allowed.  When all was ready the wheel was started gradually increasing in speed and with the centrifugal force, the riders nearer the edge were the first to slide off, followed by the rest, with screams of laughter as we ended up against the safety barrier. Now the riders who had managed to position themselves in the centre usually managed to stay on because of the slower speed at the centre, the operator then increased the speed until they to slid off, usually so giddy that they couldn’t stand up for a while, quite daft but loads of fun.

The Jolly tubes were a different kettle of fish altogether. The tubes were about 16 feet long and 7 or 8 feet in diameter and revolved in opposite directions.  The idea was to enter at one end and start walking against the direction of motion like a treadmill and somehow get to the centre.  Then came the tricky bit’ to change direction, and eventually get to the end without falling over.  I can tell you that trying to get up after falling over tested your ingenuity and agility to the utmost.  The girls were encouraged to try it and of course like us boys fell over showing their knickers which was after all the object of the exercise. Screams of laughter and ribald comments on the colour or brevity of the garments on show, all added to the fun and it only cost sixpence.!!

The helter skelter, the rifle range, hoopla coconut shies and the various side shows all received our attention and our money.     As it was a November fair fireworks were usually let off chiefly the small crackers, which jumped all over the place, much frowned upon by the policeman on duty, especially as we managed to let one off behind them before mingling with the crowd!!  However the fun at Green Road was to end, the Corporation ground was sold to the Gas Company and in due course in the mid 20’s a new Gas Works was to be built.  The Fairground site was to be moved

to what is now the car park at Poole stadium, and so it continued for a great many years.  The building of the new gas works at Pitwines necessitated the construction of a cable transporter to take the coal from the Quay to the new gas works.  Between Pound Street and Stanley road there was open ground belonging to the Bournemouth Gas and Water Company, so the transporter was to be built on this land. We boys had great fun during the building of the transporter. The workmen built a narrow gauge railway to carry material from South Road to Green Road.  When they had finished work for the day we took over.  We pushed the skips along the line getting up speed to jump off just in time before we reached the end of the line.  Why no one was killed or injured was really a miracle. Gantries had to be constructed as well as two enclosed bridges over the roads One gantry was almost at the bottom of our garden.
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This gantry as were the others were made of reinforced concrete, had steelwork built into it on which was fixed a huge wheel which the coal buckets had to go round running in the cables just the same as the cable cars in the Alps.

After the concrete gantry was finished the wooden shuttering was taken down and stacked in a huge pile.  One day word went round that the wood could be taken for firewood (it was not of course).  Anyhow we all helped ourselves, and so did everyone else from the lower end of Poole.  The local Mr. Plod could do nothing unless he wished to arrest half the population south of the level crossing.  It was something like the film made many years later called “Whisky Galore”.

A similar thing happened during the test runs.  The coal buckets were run empty, while adjustments were made until everything was running to the engineer's satisfaction.  Then a test run was made with the buckets fully loaded with coal.  Whatever adjustments were made when empty they didn’t work when full, and the first one came off and crashed to the ground, followed by another before the machinery could be stopped.  There was no radio then, just a man frantically waving a red flag to indicate the machinery be stopped.  In the meantime everyone from around the area were rushing round with their carts (including me) and helping themselves to the coal, once again the constabulary were on a loser.  During the coal strike in 1920’s we went to the Quay with our carts and buckets on a long rope.  Dropping the bucket into the water we could always dredge up coal that had dropped out of the transporter overhead, free coal once again!!  Coke could be obtained at the gasworks (not that vile American liquid drunk in vast quantities today) this was a fuel byproduct of gas making which gave out great heat and did not smoke.  A ticket could be obtained at the office at the East Quay entrance, then you took your sack the bigger the better it was the same price whatever the size.  The operator would fill it from a huge hopper, under which he placed the sack pull a lever and there you were a sackful.  We were very resourceful in those days you had to be.

Our next door neighbour Mrs Wills was a Dorset woman who hailed originally from Shillingstone, had a son in law who came from Three Legged Cross every Saturday.  He usually spent the evening at the Black Horse, and on closing time wandered back perhaps stumbling would be a better description and climbed on his cart with some difficulty.  Our neighbour already having lit the oil lamps, and with a gee-up to the old mare, left her to get him home.  It happened every Saturday, so apparently she knew the way.  I often wondered what time he reached Three Legged Cross, it must have been about dawn on Sunday morning. 

The pubs at that time really did have a four ale bar that is four pence a pint, and very often sawdust on the floor.  They also had a jug and bottle bar, which was for customers who did not want to enter the pub.  This was usually a hatchway through which the barman handed the bottle or took the jug
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                                                                                                                                                                and filled it with mild and bitter or stout or whatever was the customers choice.  I often went with my Grandad, as I was allowed to carry the empty jug, but not the full one in case I suppose I spilt the precious liquid!!  The sounds of merriment coming from the bar was anything but musical or pleasant.  When someone came out to visit the outside toilet or as was said in Dorset dialect, the “dunnegan”, it was usually accompanied by an oath as he fumbled with the latch and more oaths when he fell over the threshold on his return.  The foetid smoke-laden air that issued forth from the bar was, I believe, instrumental in alienating me from taking up smoking when I was old enough.  I have never smoked in my life.  I think it is one of the daftest things mankind has ever done.  The ill health and despair through the addiction to smoking, premature and very often excruciating painful death, is a terrible price to pay for a, supposedly to the addict, moment of pleasure.  On returning home with our jug of ale it was the custom for Grandad to insert the poker in the fire and, when it became red hot to plunge it in the ale, that was to mull the ale which was the term used, also in some cases it was used in wine.  Nowadays we go to the opposite extreme and want our beer or wine etc. ice cold.  Although I am not a teetotaller my consumption of alcoholic drink is so small that if everyone followed my habits all the breweries would close down!

GROWING UP AND STREET GAMES

Once I had started school I could play with children of my own age group.  We played in the street and in one another’s houses.  Most play was of course in the street, there were no traffic worries mostly horse drawn vehicles, with an occasional van or car.  The Baiter shore and peninsula was the favourite when we grew bigger, there were lots of creeks and mud on the Baiter peninsula then, much to the dismay of our Mothers when we got home.

A skipping rope was one of our favourite amusements always supplied by one of the fisherman.  The rope was slung across the street with a whole crowd of us skipping at the same time, the rope swung by older boys and sometimes by Mums and Dads.  This was lowered when a horse and cart came along or the odd motor vehicle.  After the cart or vehicle had passed we started again by singing a little verse which went thus: “Altogether now, never mind the weather now one two three”, and in we went with the speed of the rope increasing until it was at last too fast for us.  Then we started again with screams of laughter and shouts of joy.  What simple fun compared with the present time, when everything has to be organised by official, but no doubt well meaning play leaders.

Then we had cricket, of course the street variety with the wicket marked in chalk on the wall opposite the bowler.  Bats were usually fashioned out of a piece of wood by a dad, although I remember at one time a real bat appeared, but it was really too big for the smaller children.  We never had a real cricket ball (perhaps it was just as well) any old ball
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                                                                                                                                                                  did service.  Bowling was overarm or underarm no one bothered the game was the thing.  Of course no boundaries existed unless a ball went into someone’s back yard.  That caused a cessation of play while we decided who should knock on the door and ask for our ball back, not always successful!!

There were many arguments as to whether you were out or not after all there was no wicketkeeper and no wicket or bails to knock down.  The cricket hero of the day was of course Jack Hobbs.  I was never keen on cricket it is a game so far away from the spectators it is very difficult to actually see the finer points of the game as we can see nowadays on our television screens.  I still don’t know the placings of the field of cricket with the exception of the bowler, batsman and wicketkeeper and I find very few people do outside of the enthusiasts.

Tops were another form of play in the street of course, anyhow all the games were in the street, we were all happy in our little community.  No need for community centres then, we were the community along with our parents, sisters and brothers, Aunts and Uncles and cousins.  It was not organized, just goodwill and friendship all round.  To get back to tops, a top was usually odd wood mushroom-shaped, turned to a point at the end.  We often coloured our tops so that when spinning the colours looked quite pretty.  The art of top playing was to spin it out first and keep it going with a good whack with your whip, to make it go faster and further.  The whip could be just a piece of string tied to a stick, or, as in my case a really superb plaited one made by Grandad.  Unfortunately for me mine was so good that I managed to shoot the top through Mrs Cowards’ window who lived on the corner of Pound Street.  I rapidly retired from the scene leaving Mother to see to the repair which cost her half a crown in those days – 12 pence today!!  I was also taken to Mrs Coward to apologize, which was accepted with good grace; that is how things were then as I said before, good neighbours.

Now hoops were another form of play, sometimes of wood, sometimes of iron, very often made by Reuben White the blacksmith and farrier who lived in Mount Street.  A hoop gave hours of fun bowling along the road, we were all skilled with our hoops and could easily guide them past a horse and cart, but very wary of motor vehicles which were obviously faster.  So we then steered to the pavement.  Some of the children were of very poor families so we used to lend our tops and hoops, while we who were more fortunate played other games or rushed off to Baiter and the shore.  If we didn’t want to play there was always the fishermen to talk to or help; such as painting or cleaning the bottom of the boat or give a hand pulling a boat up.

Then there was hopscotch, what a game, hours and hours of fun playing on the pavements. Coloured chalks were used to mark out the play area.  It could be straight forward oblong
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divided into eight squares, or alternate double or single squares. The game was played thus: a small stone was thrown to pitch within one of the squares then the object was to hop on one leg, pick up the stone and still hopping to the end of the squares and return, still hopping, to the starting point. Sometimes we had numbers in the squares, which could be totted up at the end to see who had won.  In the alternate double and single squares, to hop on one leg in the single square, go on both feet in the double and back on one foot in the single square, complete to the end and repeat back to the finish, not as easy as it sounds.  If at any time you put both feet down during a one legged hop you were out to the jeers of the other players.  Girls always were more adept and nearly always defeated us boys.

When a game was in progress people would either wait while we finished, or if in a hurry step off the pavement and walk around the play site.  I just wonder what would be the reaction today if the same game was played on the pavement.  A new protest group of some sort against children fouling the pavements. No doubt police would be called and some social service busybody would get an order to take us into care

Dibs or five stones was another game of skill with the hands.  Dibs were a cube in shape, and the play was to spread the five dibs on the ground, throw one dib in the air and attempt to catch them on the back of the hand, very rarely successful.  Anyhow if one or more were on the back of the hand, an attempt had to be made to pick up the remainder between outstretched fingers without dropping those on the back of the hand, again very difficult.  Marbles were very popular and there were very many variations of play, with coloured marbles, and the big glass ones called alleys much prized to win in a game.  Cigarette cards were popular, which always pictured say footballers, cricketers or railway engines, liners or aircraft.  They were in sets and there was a lot of trading amongst us boys to get perhaps a card to complete the set you were collecting.  We played games with them (once again on the pavement).  Cards were placed face up, and then by flicking a card between finger and thumb an attempt was made to cover completely the card you so badly wanted, quite skilful really.

Sticks was another game, the stick was propped against a brick which was longer than the brick.  Then with a long stick give a smart whack on the stick by the brick, which caused it to spin in the air, and that was the time to whack it again, the player who caused his or her stick to go furthest won the game.

Then of course the time honoured game of conkers.  That necessitated a walk to Poole Park to obtain conkers.  So a crowd of us went to the Park by way of the lane that then existed just past the level crossing gates, through the then Ladies walking field to the Park.  Then commence knocking down the conkers with sticks thrown up in the branches, whilst keeping a wary eye open for the Park Keeper. Down
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they came in their spiky shells, which we then removed to reveal the polished mahogany coloured fruits to be taken home and a hole made to receive the string, and to be made ready for the battles to come.  The contests then began, at the start of course our scores were zero; but as games went on the number of victories had to be stated.  If for instance five victories had been obtained you had to declare your conker as a “fiver” or six victories would of course be a “sixer” and so on.  Cheating was not allowed, anyhow we all knew one another’s scores, and any attempt to up the score above the true value was treated with derision, and play suspended until the true score was admitted.

                                                         THE HIGH STREET 1920’S

As a small boy that is up till ten years of age, the old town of Poole, say from the George Hotel downwards (not the George Hotel you see today fronting the roundabout from the flyover) but the older building; had not altered a lot from the turn of the century.  Most of the buildings were old, some of them very old and in very poor condition.  The nearer to he Quay the worse they became.  It is fair to say that the lower end of the town was one huge slum, and having lived my early years there I can only state the obvious.  I often walk around the town and sometimes find it difficult to pinpoint street or houses that once stood where there are now council flats, roads and shopping centres.  It was of course and still is the backbone of the town; that is the boundaries of the old town, which of course are still the same in our modern town.  From the George hotel proceeding southerly towards the Quay immediately on your left was the Blandford Arms pub, and in the centre of the road dividing Longfleet Road and Wimborne Road stood the round house.  This was actually the Toll house for travellers going to Wimborne or Ringwood on the old Turnpike roads. The tolls were collected there and until 1867 when they were removed, gates were across the roads. The roundhouse and the George Hotel were both demolished in 1926 and the George that you see today built on the site of the old George. Later on the site of the old Roundhouse about the time when the buses replaced the trams in 1934 a traffic island was built. A very much smaller version of the existing one. A small shrubbery was planted, and several seats installed, so that one could stroll across the road take a seat and survey the traffic. It would be quite interesting to attempt to cross to the island now, let alone having a seat to watch the madly gyrating traffic.

Further along was the junction of Kingland Road joining the High Street. It did not join as it does today, but at that time would have joined at about the position of Tesco’s (this is now where BHS, Next and JJB sports are) in the Dolphin Centre. The Tesco of today is on the site of the old pub called the “Port Mahon Castle” and next door was the Temperance Hotel. Opposite the Temperance Hotel was the Ansty Arms Pub so named after the Dorset village of Ansty near Bulbarrow Hill one of the highest points in Dorset where there was a brewery. On the other side of the street to the pub there was the old Electric Cinema where we spent our
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fourpences on a Saturday morning to see Charlie Chaplin, Tom Mix, Douglas Fairbanks, Buster Keaton and the other stars of the silent films  - to us youngsters a world of fantasy. To go on over the level crossing, on your right was first Souls the butchers, an old established firm, and then Mrs Prankards’ up market gown shop later succeeded by Bould, who carried on the same business. The Superdrug store is now on the site. Mrs Prankard was the wife of the Headmaster of South Road School when I first attended there. Now on the left was the surgery of Doctor Robinson, he always visited his patient driving a pony and trap. Down a little further at Ivy House, now the Nat West Bank, was the surgery of Doctor Olivey and further down from the Library in Mount Street, now of course Lagland Street, was Doctor lambs’ surgery. It is still used as a surgery by several Doctors. So we had three Doctors practising within a hundred yards of one another. Doctor Lamb’s daughter worked with my mother at Royal Naval Cordite Factory at Holton Heath and they became good friends. There were various shops around the Post Office including a photographers, and opposite the Post Office a penny bazaar. Further down on the left we acme to Globe Lane, still there, but much shorter as it originally extended to Lagland Street. A pub stood each side of Globe Lane. Opposite Globe lane standing well back from the street was St. Paul’s Church, a most elegant building both inside and out. With its classical façade, supported by two Ionic columns, with the cupola above it was really distinctive. The well proportioned wrought iron railings and gates gave it a really cultured air. The inside was equally impressive. Altogether a graceful place of worship built in the 1830’s. What a shame it had to be pulled down, not in my opinion a wise decision. Of course we have the Wesleyan Chapel by Church Lane, St James the parish Church, and the United Reform Church in Skinner Street, the oldest church in the town. I am afraid it can hardly be called a building of character, At least outside, I suppose the kindest thing that can be said about it is that it is unusual. To divert from description of shops, it is not generally known that the High Street was at one time surfaced with wooden blocks set in tar. Many young people, and those not so young, find it hard to believe, but nevertheless it was so for quite a long time.

Of course with the increase in motor traffic it was soon realised that a new surface would have to be laid, and they were ripped up. Residents were taking them away to use as fuel as fast as the workmen piled them in heaps. Being impregnated with tar they burned furiously. Needless to say there were a large number of chimney fires in the ensuing weeks. Grandad would not allow them in the house, much too dangerous said he – quite right too.

To come back to Globe Lane, my Grandfather’s older brother Edwin lived there and unfortunately died at a comparatively young age choking on a plum stone.

Proceeding down the street we come to Woolworths which was the site of the Amity Hall one of Pooles two cinemas, alongside the cinema was Smiths music shop which
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                                                                                                                                                                  sold pianos and of course music of all composers old and new.  My mother bought our piano there and the proprietor also tuned pianos.  On the opposite side of the road where Towngate Street meets the High Street was Eastman’s the butchers, the site now occupied by a photographic shop.  Further down on the right hand side was the London Hotel now the Old Harry much changed from the London.  Opposite is J. A. Hawkes an old established firm still trading despite the fierce competition of today.  When I was a boy the shop next door was called Hawes which used to puzzle me because of the similarity in their names.  But of course Hawkes sold boots and shoes and Hawes were drapers.  The next old shop along the left hand side on the corner of Westons Lane was Boones founded in 1820.  I should think it must be the only shop in the High Street with its original shop front, at least it has not altered in my life time.  In Boones then you could buy tools, lampglasses, screws, nails, candles, paraffin, in fact everything necessary for the home in those days.  I often go in there and the old wooden shelves and drawers are still there, so are the steps used to reach the topmost shelves.  I am quite certain that they are the same ones I remember in 1920.  If the loft upstairs has not been cleared out there will be many articles of great interest there.  I remember going up there once to fine a lamp glass with the assistant and seeing quite ancient planes and other old carpenters tools.  There were many engineers’ tools such as vices and hammers, drills, hacksaws, spanners both fixed and adjustable, chain hoists, in fact everything an engineer required.  There were also rolls of wire netting, boxes of solder and soldering irons, angle iron, steel bars in many sizes, shovels, spades, pickaxes, sledge hammers, boxes and boxes of screws, bolts and nails of all sizes, in other words a real ironmongers rarely seen nowadays, with the advent of the superstore.

To go a little further along your left what is now Barfoots Restaurant was then Trevanions and Curtis, an old established solicitors and next door but one with the clock jutting out from the upper floor was J. Cole, jeweller, watchmaker and optician.  The clock thankfully has been preserved and refurbished.  Mr Cole was a friendly soul as indeed were all the shop proprietors.  Old Poole then was really an overlarge village where everyone knew everyone and of course everyone knew everyone’s’ business!!  No skeleton in cupboards, they were all on view, any disasters and happenings immediately received help and kindness.

Mr Cole used to act as timekeeper during Cowes yachting week, there were two sons both working in the business with their fathers’ skill handed on.  Directly opposite Coles was the old thatched cottage that was demolished in 1919 to be replaced by Woolworths 3d and 6d stores.  I must say that was the start of alteration of the High Street, bringing it out of the Victorian age into the 1920s.

Woolworths was on the corner of Carters Lane which of course still exists today.  On the other corner now occupied by a betting shop was Theophilus Miles drapers and milliners who
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                                                                                                                                                                 often stood outside his shop with a “good day madam” and then encouraged the ladies to enter his emporium with the object of making a sale, good public relations in those days.    Actually Theophilus and his shop was the “Are you being served” of the of the 1920s.  On the same side a little further down was “uncles’” the three glass balls of the pawnbrokers.  Tusons was the name of the shop, presided over by Mr Turner.  Mr Turner was a dapper little man who often stood outside his shop, hands clasped behind his back ready with a pleasant greeting.  Of course he did not have to invite customers in, they came because usually they had to.  Trade was brisk at that time of near poverty for some real poverty for others.

Right opposite Tusons was the “Bulls Head Inn” used as offices by the Poole & Dorset Herald, now by its successor the Advertiser and Daily Echo!  The Bulls Head as old records show was frequently used in the 17th Century by the Magistrates and Free Burgesses for some of their meetings.  There was a late Elizabethan ceiling there which, I understand is still intact despite the many structural alterations over the years.  A little further along in the same side we come to Fred Sharps ironmongers like Boones stocking everything needed in the house and tools and hardware for the tradesman.  To cross Old Orchard via the pedestrian crossing on the right hand is a modern building Latimer House.  This was the site of Bacon and Curtis ironmongers, who at one time had branches at Parkstone, Westbourne and Bournemouth.  They held a huge stock of ironmongery of all descriptions, did plumbing and small engineering, sharpened saws and held a licence for the sale of shotgun cartridges and gunpowder.  The original firm was started in the 1818’s by Walter Bacon and his son Frank carried on the business when it became Bacon & Curtis.  The firm had one of the very earliest telephones in Poole.

The modern office block opposite Latimer House named Old Orchard was the site of a number of very old bow windowed buildings.  The plaque, which was on the wall of the larger buildings, reads “king Charles II and the unfortunate Duke of Monmouth dined at the house formerly standing on this site 15th September1665”.  The plaque can be seen today built into a brick surround outside Old Orchard.  One of the houses was a small shop owned by Mr Barnes and the floor was at a lower level that the pavement with very low ceilings and if you were six foot or more, the head had to be kept down to avoid the beams.  I often called in there to buy sweets of which he held a good stock.  I knew his son very well, but sadly like a good many of my friends, he has passed on.

To proceed further down the street past New Street on the left hand side is Setchfields.  When I was a boy that was Thomas Purdues’ a barbers also selling fancy goods.  Grandfather took me there for a hair cut when I was small, in fact I had my very first haircut there, I remember it even to this day.  The barber kept a small wooden box by the side of the chair,
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                                                                                                                                                                which he placed on the chair to bring us small boys up to the height for his ministration.  I was very apprehensive with several men awaiting their turn, but Granddad lifted me up and with a kind word from the barber he commenced operations.  The click click of his scissors, followed by the hand shears, soon transformed me into a boy, a real boy.  I felt as I surveyed myself in the mirror, short back and sides mind, with a parting on the left hand side and to cap it all I had the same as the men, a spray operated by a rubber bulb and tube.  I had arrived, I had the same as the men, I was somebody now and it only cost fourpence!!  Purdues at that time had the ancient emblem of the barbers on the outside wall, a pole fixed at the angle with the spiral red and white painted along its length.  A little further down immediately past Dennets Lane was Mr Shutlers Marine clothing shop, the arched doorway to his living quarters is still there today.  My Grandfather bought all his reefer jackets, jerseys and peaked caps there.  Almost opposite was Steve Colombos ship chandlers, which after the 1939-45 War was acquired by my old friend Commander Keith Metclafe until his retirement and sadly his death and the business then closed.  So we come to the end  of the High Street,  on the right we first have the Antelope Hotel and then the Kings Head both quite old buildings 16th Century in origins, but have been remodelled over the years.  There was and still is I believe a large hall at the rear of the Antelope called the Prince Hall, used a lot for social events.  I have been there several times in the past to dinners and dances etc.

Most probably the best known building beyond the Kings Head is Scaplens Court.  I well remember the excitement in 1923 when during a storm a chimney stack fell taking with it a large portion of the outside wall, thereby revealing what turned out to be a building of great antiquity , it was all hidden behind brickwork and lath and plaster.  The building had bee turned like so many of our historic building into  tenements to house as many as could be contained to line the pockets of the owners.  At the end of the High Street as it turns left is the Waterfront Museum on the site of which was originally Poole’s first library, prior to the one in what was Mount Street, now Lagland Street, given to the people of Poole in 1887 by J. Norton the timber merchant.  As it was a  subscription library it failed and at one time was a Mission to Seamen and then a youth club.  The club was called the Canford Poole Boys Club presided over by Mr Beresford a master at Canford Public School.  The Harbour Commissioners had it from about 1963 but with the coming of the Cross Channel Ferry, their headquarters are now at the Ferry Terminal.  Now right at the end of the High Street as it joins the Quay we have a pub at one time called the Kings Arms, then to be renamed the Helmsman and now some idiot in the Brewers hierarchy has renamed it the Slurping Toad, words fail me, what on earth goes on in the mind of the person who thought up the Slurping Toad, why change it from the Helmsman a most appropriate name for a pub on the Quay.  Now I have come to the end of my rather limited description of the High Street in my boyhood days.  There were many other
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                                                                                                                                                                    buildings and shops and their owners, but a whole book could be devoted to their description.

THE OLD AND THE NEW 1920-1939

As  I grew older and of course bigger, I took  to wandering around with my friends mostly from  Pound Street, when we would visit other lads in the West Street and Lagland Street area.   We tended to form gangs as boys always will and engage in physical contest of all descriptions.  Of course being  near the water a lot of my time was spent near or about the fisherman’s’ dock, the lifeboat house and East Quay.  We didn’t get into serious trouble for the simple reason that punishment was immediate.  This occurred in two ways; if we were caught by the local “bobby” on some misdemeanour he would threaten to tell our parents.  Likewise if caught by our parents we were told that we would be reported to the  policeman, so you just could not win!!

Older boys and girls were given swift punishment by their parents and the local “Mr Plod” was not averse to giving big lads a clip round the ear if necessary.   I don’t know what would happen today, but I know this, there was mutual respect on both sides and no one complained, good behaviour was expected.  By now I was attending South Road School it being comparatively new when I went there in 1920, it being opened in 1912.  The Headmaster was Mr Prankard, who took over  from Mr Reynishwho was the original head in 1912.  Mr Reynish had only a year being taken seriously ill and having to resign.  So Mr Prankard took over having come from Oakdale School.  The staff as I remember in 1920 were Mr Prankard Headmaster, Mr Tandy, Mr Haines, Mr Hillier, Mr Smith, Miss Perry and Miss Cooper.  Later in 1926 Lee Hartnell came as science master.  He had attended South Road School gained a scholarship to the then Secondary School, now of course Grammar School, onto University where he obtained his degree and back to South Road; eventually to become Headmaster.  A true story of local boy makes good.  When Lee Hartnell took up his duties in 1926 I should imagine he was a bit apprehensive as we were all approaching or about the age for leaving school and we gave him a rough ride!!

During our 75th  year celebrations in 1987, I met him along with several of us old boys, quite marvellous after 60 plus years and he  and he still remembered us.

H.P. Smith who later became Headmaster, was our history master.  We were extremely lucky to have him, he had a wonderful way of making dry as dust history seem as if it happened yesterday.  Anyhow he was always known as “Gunner” Smith, why and how I never knew.  As far as I know he had never been in the Army so that was a mystery: Mr Haines was always “Bonnie”, there is another mystery why “Bonnie”, Mr Hillier was “Porky” Hillier well he was a bit chubby although not fat.  Miss Perry and Miss Cooper were just “Miss Perry and Miss Cooper”.  Now “Bonnie” Haines as he was affectionately known, was a man who was always immaculate in his dress.  Trousers were always perfectly pressed and very often spats
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                                                                                                                                                                 were worn and a walking stick carried giving a rather gentlemanly air.  But he was no gentleman in class, strict discipline with fairness.  Geography was his subject and woe betide anyone who when questioned about the location of a foreign country or city and could not answer.  Writing out the answers in good legible handwriting 100 times soon improved the memory!!  I often wondered how “Bonnie” could see what we were up to whilst he was writing on the blackboard.  He obviously had eyes in the back as well as the front of his head; he would whip round unerringly to whoever was misbehaving and invite him to the front of the class to explain why he was flicking wads of blotting paper at the boy in front.  It was no use denying it you were guilty.  Some years later when I was a monitor I found out.  Cunning old “Bonnie”, one of my duties then was to arrange the desk put out the register, put up the blackboard complete with chalks. but the blackboard always had to be in an exact position which Bonnie had insisted upon, it gave a complete reflection of the class in the interior glazed doors!!

The rest of the staff were equally proficient in their teaching.  Miss Cooper was a gem to us new entrants at age seven, education was classed as elementary but was thorough.  We were introduced to the mysteries of the metric system but the metric system proved to be no mystery at all, as long as you remembered the correct position of the decimal point.  Then we had algebra, logarithms and good tuition in fractions and their decimal equivalents.  Because we had a good grounding in simple Arithmetic at Rattrays, the infant's school from Miss Neall we coped quite well.  History especially of Poole was well taught owing to the presence of H.P. Smith.  Geography by Mr Bonnie Haines and science by “Porky” Hillier until the coming of Lee Hartnell.  Mr Hillier also ran the cricket and football teams.  English and copy writing (how my writing has deteriorated over the years) were very important in the school curriculum and well taught.  We read Thomas Hardy who was still alive at that time.  Shakespeare was studied and performed the “Merchant of Venice” being the most popular with clever Portia pulling a fast one on Shylock.  Poetry was taught and of course William Wordsworth “Wandering lonely as a cloud to see a host of golden daffodils” and then his “heart with pleasure fills and dance with the daffodils” how lovely.  Each spring when my own daffodils nod their heads and wave in the breeze I think of those beautiful word of Wordsworth.  Geoffrey Chaucer and  John Milton were also studied.  Music and art were well catered for.  So all in all I feel that our education in those seven years so long ago compared very favourably with todays vastly expensive tuition.  Unfortunately when we left school, most of us had to take the mundane jobs on offer or go without.  No career officers then just the youth employment officer, who did her best with what facilities she had.  Even so, some of my schoolmates did well, Jack Grey joined the police and eventually became Chief Superintendant at Poole.  Victor White became an inspector in another force.  Harold Rabbetts, a talented pianist, played as a concert pianist with a stage name of Harold Betts and toured the world and played on radio.  On a different note Sam Rockett
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                                                                                                                                                                swam the Channel and becme the manager of Folkestone Baths and prospered in society.  Sam did a lot of the water scenes in the 007 James Bond films.  Sadly I went to Sams funeral a few years ago.

As the National School was sited opposite us, and in charge was Alfred Martin as Headmaster.  Friendly rivalry existed between us and we could climb the wall surrounding the National and taunt the lads in their playground, much to the annoyance of Alfie who would order us off the wall.  But we did not get off only lowered ourselves out of sight, to return as soon as Alfie had re-entered the National. 

We were taught by teachers of integrity and honour and they applied themselves to the task of instilling knowledge into the heads of us rather unruly boys, with strict discipline but great fairness.  For instance there was no rushing in to school, we were lined up and had to move into our classrooms in an orderly fashion.

The cane was used when necessary but not very often.  We boys used to boast that it hurt more than it did, actually it only stung for a little while.  Now in those days lorries only went about 20 or 25 miles an hour, and we used to pedal after them on our bikes and hold on for a tow, which was very dangerous, but not when you are twelve years old, then of course nothing is dangerous.  Anyhow if a teacher happened to see a pupil doing that he received two strokes of the cane to remind him of the danger. I was never caught!!

Poor Mr Prankard was in very poor health due to causes not then known.  He used to help voluntarily at the Cornelia Hospital and assisted in the operation of the X-ray machine.  The dangers of radiation were not then generally known.  The side of his face was to all intents and purposes affected by a stroke, but it was not so, it was radiation which eventually killed him he having to resign and H.P. Smith assumed control as the new Headmaster Mr Prankard died about 1930.

Mother and I had moved when I was twelve years of age to a house number 14 South Road, and wonder of wonders, we had gas lighting and a gas stove for cooking, mother was delighted. We still had to make do with a galvanised bath, but progressed been made. Most of the street lighting was gas at that time and continued so for a good many years. The streets were very gloomy, but at least the stars could be seen on a clear night, unlike the perpetual glare of today when lights never go out, and the beauty of starlight and the moon cannot be enjoyed. For some while a lamplighter was employed, who cycled around town with a long pole, which culminated in a hook, whereby he could pull the chain to ignite the gas. He was so expert that he was able to slow down and perform his duty without getting off. Of course there were times when he missed but mostly he succeeded. Eventually the Gas Company installed timeclocks, which operated the lights at a preset time, and so they continued until the coming of electric street lighting.
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Our lives were then very simple compared to todays’ frantic rush and we mostly entertained ourselves. It seemed every house contained a piano, with someone playing not always the right notes, but never mind we all sang our songs and ignored the efforts of the pianist. But we sang many of the wartime songs which had only been over a few short years. There was of course “Pack up your troubles in your old kit bag and smile, smile smile” and one haunting melody with a title that meant a lot to the soldiers. It was “There’s a long long trail a winding to the land of my dreams”they sang that in the misery of the trenches thinking of home, that for thousands meant that they would never go on that long long trail to home. But soon in 1920 when the B.B.C. was inaugurated a revolution entertainment was to occur. No one who listens to today’s radio with the incessant chattering of the disc jockeys, and the unending so called music, interrupted by some nonsensical advertising urging us to buy things we do not need and pay later; can feel the magic as we sat around with earphones clamped to our ears, whilst the small wire then called the cats whisker, was carefully manoeuvred to the correct spot on the crystal. then to hear the crackling voice of the announcer proclaiming this is 2LO LONDON calling. Wonder of wonders just fancy Marconi had perfected his radio signals on our very own Sandbanks!! In those days it was not radio but the “wireless” and an aerial was necessary, but the higher the aerial the better the reception. After a while accumulators were used and gave better results with an amplifier (away with those earphones). Of course the accumulator had to be repeatedly recharged, so it was best to have two, one being charged while the other was in use. Eventually accumulators were replaced by dry batteries of 120 volts or so. These also had to have a smaller battery with them called a grid bias. I never understood that but without the grid bias no reception. In due course the all-electric mains sets arrived with amplifier built in from which today’s sets have evolved.

On October 17 1923 our own local Wireless transmitter opened with a call sign 6BM. It was situated at Bushey Road Queens Park near the North Cemetery. The area at that time was nearly all open country and the transmitter was housed in a large wooden hut with masts and aerials. When 6Bm opened the Station Director was Bertram Fryer, and the announcer was John Raymond, the engineers surname was Oliphant I do not know his Christian name.  The opening ceremony was introduced by Arthur Burrows the then BBC Director of Programmes.  His introductory words were thus “This is Bournemouth, Hello everyone!  6BM the Bournemouth station sends hearty greetings to the World.  We do hope you can smell the Pines!!”

The mayor of Bournemouth, Alderman Charles Cartwright, performed the opening ceremony.  Those present were Lord Gainford the Chairman of the BBC, Viscount Birnham the Chairman of the Empire Press Union, and Sir Dan Godfrey, the Bournemouth Wireless Orchestra with vocalists Miss Gladys Denney, Madame Ethel Ling, Mr Horace Gould and Mr Hadley 
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                                                                                                                                                                    Watkins.  The studio was situated at 72 Holdenhurst Road, which was then above Vernalls’ pram and cycle shop.  The Abbey Life Building now occupies the site of the studio, and there was a plaque commemorating the coming of wireless to Bournemouth.  6BM had a short life it was closed in March 1930.  Sir John Reith was director general of the BBC from early days and ensured its independence of Government control stating that radio was to inform, educate and entertain which the BBC has managed to do rather well in the intervening 75 years.  Mind you in the early days on Sundays it was all religion with a little relaxation in the evening when we were permitted a half hour or so of the Palm Court Orchestra, with perhaps a little Gilbert and Sullivan to cheer us up!!

A whole new world of entertainment had now appeared, changing for ever the leisure hour of everyone.  One amusing thing about the radio announcers was the fact that they had to wear dinner jackets and bow ties; although they could not of course be seen that was one of Sir John Reiths strange quirks.  Anyhow we could now hear famous dance bands such as Jack Payne, Ambrose, Harry Roy, Jack Hylton, Billy Cotton and of course the BBC’s own dance band under Henry Hall, with his signature tune “Here’s to the next time”.  One of the earliest was Carroll Gibbons with the “Savoy Hotel Orpheans”.  He played an opening number with the words “On the air if you have a little time spare you’ll enjoy each moment I declare while on the air”.  It was played to a delightful slow tempo tune Carroll announced his numbers in a lovely slow American drawl making you feel that he was actually playing just for you in your own home.

Slowly but surely the Victorian and Edwardian age was being shaken off, roads were being improved because of increased motor traffic.  It is interesting to recall here the method of digging a hole in the road before the pneumatic drill.  If a hole was required for whatever reason, along came a gang of workmen called in those days navvies.  This name came about from the building of canals when the men who built them were called “navigators” navvy being slang shortening of navigator, their work being chiefly labouring.  It was also applied somewhat loosely to the men who built the railways.  Anyhow these men usually six or seven equipped with sledge hammers positioned themselves around the proposed hole.  One had a long pair of tongs with which he held a large cold chisel,  staying well back and on his haunches, he held the chisel upright with his tongs.  Then upon word of command from the foreman, the men swing their hammers one after the other hitting the chisel; driving it into the road and then to lever up the chisel breaking the surface so that excavation could begin.  I used to look in wonder at the precision and timing of those burly men, it was certainly muscle power in those days!! The navvies usually wore corduroy trousers held up by a wide strong leather belt and just behind the knee, a thinner leather belt on each leg called “yarks” which were tightened around the leg, I was told this was because in earlier times on excavations vermin were encountered and the “yarks” prevented them from running up
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the leg.  I always took that yarn with a pinch of salt, although the elderly navvy who told me seemed quite sincere.

Steam rollers were used if a section of road needed repair, the old surface was ripped up by the roller.  On the side of the steam roller was a worm and pinion operating a shaft downwards at the side and, as the driver drove the roller slowly forward, the shaft was operated by the workman who lowered the chisel by means of the worm and pinion and the old surface was ripped up.  When the surface had been scoured thus new road materials were spread over and the roller consolidated them.  When ready the new surface was covered with hot tar and gravel thrown over to be rolled in by the roller.  During hot weather of course the tar became sticky and it was the custom for horse drawn water carts to damp down the surface.  The operation of spreading the tar was messy and hard work for the men.  The tar was kept hot and fluid in a vat and was drawn off in a can with a spout by one man, who poured it in the surface, followed by men with brushes who spread it whilst the other men shovelled on the gravel, rolled in of course by the roller, a very exhausting and unpleasant job.  The men wore huge steel capped boots all of couse caked in tar, no let up as they had to keep going.  I just loved the smell of the tar when hot, all of us boys and girls stood around fascinated by the operation, with warnings from our parents not to get tar on our boots.  The fire brigade was for some years horse drawn, and the horses that pulled the refuse carts were also used by the fire brigade when called out.  It was a bit of a Fred Karnos outfit as when a call was received the firemen were warned by a blast on the siren of the gasworks which could be heard all over the town.  When I refer to the town of those days I mean the old town south of the level crossing.  The fire station was then in Kings Street which of course no longer exists, but would have been about half way between the Guildhall and Robert Rogers office block today.  A whole host of spectators would then rush to the fire station to watch the departure of the Brigade, looking something like an episode from the Keystone Cops from the old silent film days.  Meanwhile the young man whose duty it was always to keep a small fire burning on the engine soon had the fire going well to get the steam up in the boiler to feed steam pressure to the pump.  Most of the firemen lived reasonably close, but often those furthest away would be seen speeding on their bicycles madly towards the station being cheered on by the crowds already there!!  It was necessary to find the nearest refuse cart and unharness the horse and get it to the station.  The horse was then hitched to the engine and the excitement began with the bell ringing, the horse straining away, the firemen’s brass helmets gleaming, they were off, usually followed by a horde of boys on bikes shouting encouragement and ringing their bells, determined to be at the scene of the fire!!

In due course it was necessary to come up to date and a motor fire engine replaced the horses, but for quite a time the
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                                                                                                                                                                    call for action came from a blast on the Gas Works hooter until the building of the new Fire Station in Wimborne Road.  That put an end to following the fire engine on bicycles!!  It all looked very efficient with the long fire escape mounted on the rear.  After a while a tender was required and that caused gales of laughter because, of all things, there appeared a Model T Ford painted the bright red of the Fire Brigade.  To see the tender dashing after the engine seemed absolutely incongruous, like a Buster Keyton or Charlie Chaplin film.  I felt sorry for the driver, sat stiffly upright with his shiny brass helmet, rattling away, foot hard down, no doubt aware of the comic figure he presented.  That was the Old Brigade, which has evolved into the highly efficient fire service of today.  The fire service then was voluntary, but I believe the crew were paid on turn out.

Shops were now beginning to modernise since the opening of Woolworths who really did set the High Street alight with everything priced at 3d or 6d, old pence of course, and was an immediate success.  It seemed strange not to see the old thatched cottage where Woolworths now stood, but there it was, progress had started.  Woolworths used all sorts of inducements to attract customers.  One of them was sales in which buckets could be bought for sixpence, much to the dismay of ironmongers.  Of course only a few were on sale, but it got customers into the store and that of course was the idea, and once in customers were almost certain to buy something if they couldn’t get a bucket.  Something else was the sale of sheet music for the piano of all the popular songs of the day.  As many households of the day had a piano they sold well.  As an added inducement a lady pianist was employed to play the popular tunes and very efficient she was too, occasionally departing from the music and into her own rendition of the piece with red hot syncopated jazz rhythms which had our feet tapping.  To actually see and hear her with her fingers flying over the keys, body swaying with the rhythm, was quite wonderful, and it was real music played by a real person not something that happens at the touch of a button as it is today.  I remember her quite well with her bobbed hair swinging, the bob cut had just become all the rage amongst girls accompanied by a raising of the hem of the skirt to the knees, much to the delight of the men.

I often think of the little sales gimmicks that existed then, it may seem quaint now, but business was conducted at a slower pace.  The particular transaction which fascinated me was the method of pricing, at that time the farthing was legal tender, a farthing being a quarter of a penny.  Many prices , say a length of material, would be priced at 1/11 ¾ instead of two shillings.  That would be one shilling, eleven pence and three farthings, so a farthing change was required.  You then had a choice, a farthing change or the lady customer could have a packet of pins in lieu, which was quite a good sales device which was usually accompanied by an enquiry as to whether madam was making a dress?  If so we have some lovely patterns, what about cotton and or ribbon, that’s a lovely
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pattern madam,  look at these buttons they will go beautifully on that dress, thank you very much that will be another eleven pence. Personal service was the order of the day, which I am afraid has suffered somewhat in recent years.

Something that always interested me in some of the shops was the method of taking payment and issuing change to the customer. In those shops a cashier usually sat in a raised glass cubicle in the centre of the shop. Connecting her with all the sales counters was a system of overhead wires all culminating at her cubicle. It all seemed a bit like a Heath Robinson contraption to me. A sale was made, money handed over which required change; so the assistant reached up and from this aerial maze extracted a spherical holder which could be unscrewed into halves; inserted the money and the bill screwed it together, clipped it in to the wires pulled a lever and off shot the ball, to sundry clicks whirrs and squeaks along the wires to the cashier. Then like some demi-god on high she dealt with the offering of cash, she returned to the magic ball with the same clicks and whirrs to arrive with a loud clank at the sales counter, to be perused by the assistant and then handed to the customer.  Baskett and Murch, a haberdashery firm who traded at the top of the town where now is the entrance to Marks and Spencer in Falkland Square, had the aerial system of payment.  It seems that cash is not wanted now only your flexible plastic friend or enemy whichever way you use it.  The grocer’s shops that existed then in the High Street were Worlds Stores, International Stores, Maypole Dairies and Liptons, Cullens further down the High Street were also grocers and also sold wine.  There were two upmarket stores that sold many delicacies that were bought by the more affluent among the population.  These were Giffords next to Saint Pauls church, the site now occupied by guess who? MacDonalds, I cannot think of a greater contrast, and then there was Burdens on the corner of Kingland Road, where it joined the High Street.  That would be now about the entrance to the Dolphin shopping centre off the George roundabout.  Burdens were a very old established firm opening in Poole during the 1850'’, I used to love the smell of coffee being ground and roasting in the shop.  The grocers shops that existed then were completely different from anything seen now.  For instance there was no refrigeration for some years although everything was spotlessly clean.  Most perishables such as butter etc. were open to the air or under glass covers on a tiles or marble shelf or surface.  Butter was made up in to half or quarter pound packs with what were called butter pats.  These were made of wood something like a miniature spade and grooved on both sides, which the assistant used to take a lump off the oblong shape.  This was then placed upon a piece of greaseproof paper and weighed.  The assistants were so expert that the weight was nearly always correct.  The scales then were those that were balanced with brass weights on one side, ranging from one ounce up to one pound or more and the goods on the other side.  Eventually the scales appeared that did not need weights but were spring balanced where the weight could be read on a scale by a pointer or hand as in a clock so
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that was the demise of the brass weights and scales.  Somewhat different from the automated machines that endlessly bleep at us nowadays, as the electronic brain instantly weighs and calculates in a split second. No time to have a friendly word with the assistant, progress I suppose.

Butter was also displayed in shop windows, made up into artistic shapes. Someone with artistic skill must have usually created them, not very hygienic of course but we managed to survive the lack of hygiene. Biscuits were in a large tin usually in front of the counter with a glass lid so that the contents could be seen. If you were poor, and there were many that were, broken biscuits were half price. The assistant would take the biscuits from the tin, put them into a paper bag and weigh, all done with bare hands. I can imagine the food inspector of today having a heart attack to see food actually been touched by hand.! I sometimes wonder that we are so hygienic today that we are prone to all sorts of ills, that previously we of the older generation were quite immune to. Mind you I prefer today’s cleaner environment, but perhaps it is carried a bit too far. Such firms as Montague Burtons; Fifty Shilling Tailors and Marks and Spencer were opening up, and because of this the people were able to buy clothes at reasonable prices. The result was everyone looked smarter and more prosperous; and of course the new premises built by those firms brightened up the High Street. This caused the other shops to improve their down at heel dowdy appearance or go under, which unfortunately for them many did. Electric lighting  was also replacing gas, improving the appearance of shops both inside and out. Several butchers traded in Poole, Souls being near the level crossing a very old firm,and Eastmans at the corner of Towngate Street where it meets the High Street, a photographic  shop now occupies the site. Meat was displayed on marble or tiled slabs,and the carcasses were usually cut up at the back of the shop so you could see what you were getting. Bringing a lump of meat out and slapping it down on the butcher’s wooden block, the butcher would then enquire as to your choice.  If chops were required the meat cleaver was brought down with a mighty donk and there was the chop just as you wanted it, then duly wrapped and weighed and “thank you madam, any liver or kidneys?”  Yes, good service was the order of the day.  Dibbens at the bottom of the High Street and, at the time of writing still trading, specialised in game, all the usual birds were hung up along with rabbits and hares, and at Christmas time huge numbers of poultry were sold, turkeys being for the more affluent.  

Ridouts, a well known Poole family had a butchers business on the corner of Avenue Place where it joined Lagland Street.  It is difficult to pinpoint it now because Lagland Street has been completely altered, but it was a bit further down from what used to be the Friends Meeting House, now turned into a community centre.  Dick Ridout was well known in the town and delivered meat to his customers by pony and trap.  It was a unique form of transport because the ponies were trained to trot.  So as soon as the driver gave them the “gee up” off they would go achieving a much faster speed than
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any other horse drawn vehicles.  It so happened on one occasion that one of the ponies took fright, and despite the efforts of the driver, went over the Quay.  Although the driver escaped the pony drowned being dragged down by the loaded trap.  More firms were now opening shops in Poole, Currys and Halfords arrived adding to the general hustle and bustle of the High Street.  The town was beginning to wake up with all those new firms with up to the minute methods of selling.  Currys then sold bicycles and their big selling model was sold under the name of “Hercules” retailed at three pounds!!  Thousands were sold all over the country.  Extras such as a Sturmey Archer three speed hub shoved the price up somewhat but there it was a cheap bike.  Halfords sold cycles as well and still do, and all accessories such as inner tubes, puncture outfits, tyres, lamps, batteries, chains and bells.  The new cinema was built in 1927 to be called the Regent and was situated at the top of the High Street opposite Kingland Road where it joined the High Street.  It was of course up to the minute and coincided with the introduction of sound films or “talkies” as they were first called.  There was also the erection of a new cinema on the Ashley Road at Upper Parkstone on the site of the old Victoria Palace that previously stood there.  There were several bakers in the town all of whom delivered to the door and the sight of the baker, basket on his arm full of crusty loaves, was a familiar sight.  Most used horse drawn vans and continued to do so for some time.  The bakers trading in the town at that time were Lisbys at Towngate Street and Tanner of West Street.  Mr Tanner was, with H.P. Smith our History master at South Road School, the founders of the Society of Poole Men.  I was many years ago a member, that was the time when to be a member one had to prove a hundred years ancestry in Poole which I could easily do.  I allowed my membership to lapse because I had many other interests, the Society is of course still in being and, I understand quite  strong.  Mr Tanner’s son Gilbert went to school with me and we were firm friends.  Gilbert was always called “Bob” Tanner and I will explain why.  Tanner was a slang word for sixpence being half a shilling.  So poor Gilbert was always referred to at school as “ Bob Tanner”.  Bread could always be obtained at the grocers and, at one time, Burdens has a bakery which made over a thousand loaves a day.  The loaves were then the lovely old cottage loaf all crusty and new, sadly to give way to the mass product of today.  But we are now returning to the old ways with the modern in-store bakery now in the Supermarkets, the aroma of newly baked bread takes me right back to my youth.

THE QUAY AND THE HARBOUR

The Quay and the Harbour were always a hive of activity with the comings and goings of ships, with cargoes of timber, coal and clay being the chief merchandise, with grain being unloaded in vast quantities for the warehouse and flour mills.  The west shore was almost entirely timber yards.  J.F. Norton and May and Hassel being the chief importers.  Blanchard and Burgess also handled timber as well as being builders merchants.  J. T. Sydenham of course being on the 
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Hamworthy side and still trading.  Sherry and Haycock had their yard at Pottery Road off Sandbanks Road just before Lilliput, now of course all housing.  The Dorset Iron Foundry was on the left along West Shore, just past what is now Whitesides Car showroom, now used partly by a glass firm.  At the East Quay by the fishermans dock was, and still is, the lifeboat house although now a lifeboat museum.  It brings memories of old friends of the lifeboat crew and fishermen, such as Harry Stevens, “Alby” Brown, Sid Hayes, Harry Cartridge and Fred “Sandy” Wills, all are now gone.  To launch the lifeboat in those days, a maroon was fired calling the crew to action, all of whom lived minutes away as I did.  The lifeboat at that time was called the “Harmer” and was housed in the lifeboat house.  We all used to rush to the lifeboat house to see the launch.  She was of course already on the slipway, and when all was ready and the doors open, a pin was knocked out of the shackle and away she went down to the water, a sight that always thrilled me. The “Harmar” was a sail and oar boat and served Poole from 1913 until the late 1930’s being replaced by the Thomas Kirk Wright, Poole’s first motor lifeboat. Of course the crew then wore oilskins over their jerseys and Sou’ Westers and the old fashioned cork life jackets, what a contrast with the modern equipment of today’s lifeboatmen, who carry on a magnificent tradition as did their forebears before them. There were huge coal transporters at the east quay, endlessly it seemed unloading the colliers of their cargo glistening black coal, to feed the appetite of the gas works. The huge coal “grabs”, as they were called, plunged into the hold, then to come up with a clank and rattle clouds of coal dust flying everywhere to travel along the aerial railway and deposit its load to be picked up by the endless chain of small buckets at the gasworks, then to return with a clank and rattle once again to dive into the cavernous hold and repeat the process until the collier was unloaded. The ends of the transporter could be raised to the perpendicular to clear the masts of the ship when she left, and of course to allow the next one to berth. A noisy and dirty operation which we who lived in the area had to put up with night and day. The Quay was a hive of activity with grain, timber and clay being loaded and unloaded. The railway which then ran along the Quay and along West Shore Road and at the end between houses in a road then called Nile Row and join the main railway behind the station. It is of course all gone, closed in the 1960’s, and the gyrating traffic now speeds round the Hunger Hill road intersection all of course controlled by traffic lights, something that of course in our youth we could not imagine. One had to be aware of the fact that the trucks were to be moved at certain times by the fussy little engines and taken from or brought along the Quay. Timber ships were always of interest as they were then unloaded manually. It was marvellous to see the derrick swing out with a sling of timber, which when released was taken by the dockers on their shoulders and stacked at quite alarming speed on the trucks.  The timber dockers had thick leather shoulder pads, which allowed them to let the timber slide on the shoulders and, just before the end of the length of timber, to swing it up and overhead and down on the stack, a really expert piece of
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handling.  They were of course paid on the quantity of timber they handled, so the quicker the unloading the bigger the pay packet.  Mind you it was pretty well a closed shop as, under the old system, the stevedore made sure that his own mates got the job.  Nowadays the fork lifts do away with all the manhandling and not only in timber.  Sherry and Haycock moved all their timber to their yard off Sandbanks Road by Foden Steam engines, they usually towed two trucks and were, for a while, more efficient than motor lorries but were eventually replaced as lorries improved.  Very often the timber ships had a list to port or starboard as they were heavily loaded with a large deck cargo to shift.  This usually caused some difficulty when they had to go through the old bridge prior to 1927.  The opening was narrower and the bascules manually operated.  If the bridge had to be opened the skipper of the ship gave three blasts on his siren to indicate that he wished to proceed through the bridge.  Now this usually caused some excitement because the bridgekeeper had to make sure that someone was on the Hamworthy side to operate the bridge mechanism there.  Often shouts were heard such as “Hey Bill, Fred, Charlie or whatever go over Ham side will you and open the bridge” and of course Bill, Fred or Charlie or whoever had to stay and close the bridge after the ship had gone through.  And so the bascules were slowly opened, going in opposite directions horizontally of course, while we watched the tricky manoeuvring of the ship through the bridge.  Then if we were going to Hamworthy or over ‘am as most people would say no aitches there!!  We waited patiently until the bascules were returned to their road position, paid our halfpenny and off we went.  So you see nothing changed, we still wait patiently but we don’t pay a halfpenny; and of course there are no horse drawn vehicles, that’s about all that has altered in the past 72 years.  One of the prominent firms on the quay in those days was Coast Line Limited, a firm linked to Bibbys of Liverpool.  The Coast Lines ships usually brought grain which was then in sacks and loaded on sack trucks and trundled over the Quay by dockers to the warehouse, now of course a sea life centre and amusement block.  It was hard work as was most of the work of the docks and a large number of men were employed In the unloading.  Coast Lines ships could be identified by the black funnel with a white V each side.  They were usually given County names or at least Counties that bordered the sea such as the Suffolk Coast which came regularly to Poole.  She was a Q ship during the 1914-18 War.  A Q ship was a decoy to help sink submarines.  The German U boats in the early part of the war did not always sink without trace.  More often they surfaced and ordered the crew to abandon ship preparatory to sinking.  This was where the Q ships came in.  They were modified to conceal a gun in the hold or a false deck house.  There were concealed flaps that could be let down on the word of command.  The ships carried two crews, one was called “panic” crew who made a great show of abandoning ship showing great signs of fear and hurrying away from the ship as soon as the boats were lowered and hoping to distract the U Boat crew.  Meanwhile the gun crew had been carefully laying the gun through a hidden porthole.
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                                                                                                                                                                     As soon as the panic crew were away, the flaps were let down and the gun very often at point blank range fired almost certainly hitting the submarine.  This of course quickly led to the U boats sinking without trace nearly bringing Britain to starvation in1917.

Many of the buildings formerly owned by commerce have now been turned into amusement arcades, Sea Life centres, restaurants and art galleries etc.  Christopher Hills were taken over by Ranks, the Mission to Seamen, Bradfords and Oakleys have all gone as commercial undertakings.  West of the High street H & A Burdens formerly ships chandlers and coal merchants are no more, Yeatmans flour mills went during the 1939-45 war but Piplers sail and tentmakers and ships chandlers are still in business.  The pubs along the quay are still of course in existence.  The “Portsmouth Hoy” so named after the small sloop rigged coasters which traded between Poole and Portsmouth, the “Poole Arms”, “The Jolly Sailor” and the “Lord Nelson” and, at the bottom of the High Street meeting the Quay, the once named Kings Arms now for some unaccountable reason named the Slurping Toad – words fail me on that one.  The Jolly Sailor was well known because of the Davis family.  The Davis family connection with the licence trade goes back many years.  Harry Davis was probably the best known, he was born in 1874 in East Street, later to become Pound Street, in the Black Horse pub.  Harry’s family goes back a long time, George Davis, licensee of the Black Horse in the eighteenth century, his son Thomas born in 1844 took over from his father. He later became licensee of the Lamb and Flag in Lagland Street. Thomas’ wife Louisa took over from him, and John Henry Brown Davis was born in 1874 always thereafter to be known as “Harry Davis” was licensee of the Jolly Sailor from 1908, his son Lloyd Owen Davis took over from Harry and departed in 1973 thus ending the link with the licence trade of the Davis family.  Harry married on April 1st 1907 Ida Amelia Lawrence, who happened to be an accomplished violinist and, at 14 years of age as a member of Mr Fletchers Orchestra under the direction of Mr Dan Godfrey, she played at the Winter Gardens on the occasion of the visit of Prince Henry of Pless.  A great friend of Ida was Miss Olave Soames later Lady Baden Powell.  Mrs Davis was a lady of great beauty and was selected to be Poole’s first Carnival Queen in 1914.  There were three daughters and three sons of the marriage and Zena, her daughter, inherited her mother’s beauty and was twice Carnival Queen, once as a schoolgirl and as a young woman.  Harry was famous for the number of times he dived into the Quay to save someone who had fallen in the sea, he was awarded the Royal Humane Society medal for life saving, a great character was Harry Davis.

Over at Hamworthy there was the Shipwrights Arms now demolished and the Railway Hotel now the Ferryman.  There was of course the ferry if you wanted to be rowed over by George Davis and visit the Shipwrights and a return trip for Hamworthy folk who wished to go to Poole.  There were quite a number of people who lived in New Quay Road in the early days.  There was Newmans’ shipyard who turned out some very good boats
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for many years.  Also a coal firm who had a transporter similar to the Gasworks.  Hamworthy is of course well known for the founding of the world famous Hamworthy Engineering who opened there in 1913.  In the early days the oil tanks were not there, it was some years before the oil company started operations.  In fact both sides of the harbour between the Quays were quite busy, but now all commercial activity is at Hamworthy and Poole Quay is, as we know, used chiefly by yachts and the starting point for the various boat trips around the harbour, to Wareham and to Brownsea Island.  In the early days despite the commercial activity, were the popular paddle steamers who operated successfully right up to the War, but afterwards were uneconomic and finally came to an end.  They gave great pleasure to us in the inter war years with trips to the Isle of Wight, Southampton, Portsmouth, Weymouth, Swanage and longer trips to Torquay and Brighton, also across the channel trips to Cherbourg.  There were two firms who operated from Poole, the Southampton firm and Cosens of Weymouth.  The Cosens’ ships were the “Emperor of India” and the “Monarch” with two funnels, the Monarch was built in the 19th Century and at one time did the Cherbourg trip but lost her licence for cross channel work and just did the local trips.  The Southampton firm had the “Bournemouth Queen”, the “Embassy” and the Solent Queen another two funnelled ship.  They operated from Poole and Bournemouth Pier.  The most popular run from the Pier to Swanage, jokingly called by the crews the “clinker run” owing to the fact that furnace clinker was dumped on these trips, there must be a few hundred tons on the seabed there!!  From the Pier two larger and faster ships did the trips to Cherbourg, they were the “Balmoral” and the “Lorna Doone”.  They were the only ones fitted with radio with the exception of the Emperor of India.  At that time the Balmoral was a very fast ship and was reputed to have done, at one time, the Cherbourg trip in 3 ½ hours.  I remember her overtaking the Emperor of India at great speed, very flash she looked with her raked masts and funnel.

I had an uncle who was on the engine room staff of the Emperor of India and he used to let me into the engine room, accompanied by him of course.  The engine room was open to the passengers to see but railed off to prevent entry.  I used to gaze up in wonder at the huge piston going up and around driving the paddle wheels.  All was bright and shining with a lovely oily smell not at all unpleasant.  Round and round went the rods with the eccentrics quietly sliding together to overcome the dead centre, while the thud of the paddles would grow louder on the side of the ship lowest in the water if there was a swell on or it was a bit rough, while the other side sounded like a slap.

I was once taken down to the stoke-hold, that Dantes Inferno of heat and toiling men feeding the furnaces. The noise of the roaring furnaces made shouting necessary to make oneself heard.  Dials recorded the pressure of steam which had to be kept up to a certain level to keep the engine power up.  One man’s duty, by the coal bunker, was to break the coal into usable sized lumps for the stokers, he was called
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the trimmer.  The work was very hard and the men had to have frequent rests and plenty to drink to replace lost fluids.  I had many trips on the old Emperor and one time for a laugh the crew fitted me out with a seaman’s jersey which came down to my knees with the Emperor of India emblazoned fore and aft.  I felt I was the captain.  My greatest joy was being allowed in the focsle where I was provided with the biggest beef sandwich I ever saw and huge mugs of tea, while the crew roared with laughter as I tackled the seamens grub – wonderful.

Another interest were the motor passenger boats, the ones best known were the “Skylarks” owned by Jack Bolson. His son Dick was a great friend of mine and neighbour, he died a few years back. Jake was a character, a Bournemouth man, and he operated from Bournemouth beach. His call “any more for the Skylark” was known to thousands of holiday makers. Very few people knew the man by the jetty, with his peaked cap, jersey and rolled up trousers was the owner of the fleet. Jake was well Known for his colourful language and his dry humour. He was said to have sent someone who asked for a trip to the Isle of Wight up to the Town Hall to get their passports!! Besides the Skylarks were the Mayflowers, the Gondoliers, Harveys and Davis’. They all berthed at Poole when not sailing.

An event which always created a good deal of interest was the “Beating the Bounds” of Poole, a ceremony which dates back to 1364 when the Winchelsea Certificate was granted to the mayor and Burgesses of Poole by the barons of Winchelsea. They held sway over the ancient Cinque Ports which were at that time Hastings, Romney, Hythe, Dover, Sandwich, Winchelsea and Rye. In Plantagenet times 1363 was the 38th year of the reign of Edward the third and the Cinque Ports provided most of the King’s fleet because they enjoyed privileges not granted to other ports like Poole. This caused a lot of envy and dissatisfaction. Poole was having repeated quarrels with Wareham as to the rights of Poole and how far they extended. So in order to placate the angry people of Poole the Winchelsea Certificate was granted. This stated that the rights of Poole extended from North Haven Orde to Redcliffe Attwell.

Here is the text of the Winchelsea Certificate translated from the Norman French.

“To all those who shall see or hear these present letters, the Mayor and barons of Winchelsea salute in God. Whereas our very dear friends and allies, the mayor and burgesses of the Town of Poole, have given us to understand that some people do suppose that the water between Redcliffe Attwell and North Haven Orde should belong to another place than the said town of Poole. And whereas it is charitable to witness the truth, we by these our letters do testify, and to all people do truly make known, that we and our ancestors from time to which memory doth not extend have called and do call the said water the haven of Poole, and such we hold it to be. And so far as we have understood the officers of the said
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                                                                                                                                                                       town in all times past have received the customs belonging to the aforesaid water. In witness of which things we have to these our letters patent put our common seal, Given at Winchelsea, on the morrow of St Mark the Evangelist, in the thirty-eight year of the reign of our sovereign King Edward the third after the conquest.”

So there we are, that settled the rights of Poole and Wareham and that is what we celebrate in the Beating of the Water Bounds of Poole.

The regatta was the highlight of the year in the harbour. There were galley races of four oarsmen with fierce competition between Poole Rowing Club, Westover of Bournemouth, Christchurch and Southampton Coalporters.  The greasy pole was always good for laughter and there was an event called the duck hunt.  It consisted of a man, very often dressed in a Union Jack costume who rowed around in a little dinghy and was also an expert swimmer, persued by a crowd trying to catch him.  The whole thing ended in a friendly fight with bags of soot and flour (not much hope for soot nowadays).  There were races for outboard motor boats which were really small and very fast.  The course was from Stakes Buoy between the quays through the bridge and back again.  I cannot recall the number of laps but it was very thrilling.  A well known owner of a food manufacturing company very often won.  It was a firm that at that time made sausages, Palethorpes was the name.  I suppose they were taken over at some time as I don’t think they exist now.  There were also teams playing water polo and one of the contestants was Sam Rockett our very own Channel swimmer.  Many well known and famous people were often in Poole, I suppose the most famous was Gugliemo Marconi and his experiments in radio transmission or, as we called it in the early days, “the wireless”, at Sandbanks.  His steam yacht the “Elettra” was moored off Brownsea Island for quite a while and he often came to the Quay in his smart pinnace.  Sir Bernard and Lady Docker frequently brought their magnificent yacht the “Shemara” to Poole.  Billy Cotton, the famous dance band leader, spent a lot of time in Poole on his yacht “Wakey Wakey” was of course Billy’s call when opening his performance with the band.  Lady Houston’s yacht, the “Liberty”, was another beautiful craft frequently moored off Brownsea Island.  She often came to Poole by train and had her own coach.  This was detached at Hamworthy Junction and brought down to Ballast Quay.  There Her Ladyship left the coach and boarded her launch which awaited her and from there to the Liberty.  It is interesting to recall that the line in Hamworthy was the original line in the area and was Poole Station before the Poole and later Bournemouth Central lines existed.  It came via Broadstone and through Upton where a level crossing existed and over the northern railway arch in Blandford Road.  This line was closed becoming redundant some years ago.

The coming of the sprat season created enormous interest along the Quay.  There always seemed to be huge catches when I was young and many a sprat dinner and supper we had at Pound Street.  I used to go down with a bucket and fetch as 
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many as I could carry all for free.  I am afraid I have lost touch with the activities of the fishing fleet now.  Cockles were and still are being harvested in Poole Harbour, and I think they are the best in the country and I have sampled cockles in other parts of Britain but none beat our own Poole cockle.  Herring and mackerel were always in good supply although I understand the catches are now very small.  An interesting activity not now practised was eel spearing.  This was a method of catching eels by standing up in a Poole “flattie”, a boat peculiar to Poole Harbour because of the mud flats, and shooting a five or six bladed spear on a long handle down into the water in an area known to be frequented by eels.  Several of the Poole fishermen earned their living in this way, most of the catch being sent to the London market.

One of the characteristics of Poole were the Breton onion sellers who pedalled and peddled (excuse the pun) their products around Poole and the outlying districts on their bicycles.  The Bretons have been coming to Poole from Brittany since 1829, and as I write this in September of 1998, Paul and Marie Caroff have arrived in town to once again sell us their marvellous onions.  Paul and Marie have now clocked up their 47th year of onion selling in Poole.  His father always came to Poole and kept up the tradition for over 65 years.  No doubt it was he who always called at Pound Street and haggled with my Grandfather over the price.  I always remember his selling remark, it was “very good for the stomach M’sieur” in an effort to get the best price.  Anyhow Grandad and M’sieur Caroff always agreed and a sale was made.  The onions were brought to Poole and then strung up in ropes of raffia.  This was and still is done in a loft next to the King Charles pub in Thames Street.  This loft was part of the old Town Cellars before being cut through to make the road which is now Thames Street.  The ropes of onions were hung on the handlebars of the bicycles, an enormous amount it seemed, and off they would go sometimes quite long distances and sell their onions.  Two or three of the Bretons lived in Poole most of the time to administer the business of selling onions and they became a much loved part of the community.

About the time of the 1920’s it was realised that the bridge at Hamworthy built in 1885 was not going to be good enough with the increase in traffic especially motor traffic, that the old bridge could not possibly forsee.  The repairs to the structure were very costly so the Council decided on a completely new bridge.  (Oh if only we could be able to do that in 1998.)  Anyhow in due course the demolition of the old bridge and the construction of the new one was put on hand.  It was completed in 1927 and opened by the then Mayor, Alderman Herbert Carter.  During the construction period all traffic of course ceased, but passengers were ferried between the Quays by a large motor boat owned by Mr Baker and named the Regit.  I was now in my last years at school, so as the great day drew near for the opening of the new bridge, H.P. Smith set us senior boys to work painting shields with heraldic devices thereon, to be fixed on the boat in which we were to sail through the new
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bridge.  In addition to our boat about 100 senior boys, not all of course from South Road School, went through on the steam tug “Talbot”.  It was a great day for Poole, here we were with an up to the minute bridge, with the bascules swinging up and out of the way all automated, quite marvellous for the people of Poole and Hamworthy – and no toll to pay!!  Poole was “en fete” for the occasion, thousands lined the Quays on both sides and when Alderman Carter cut the ribbon a huge cheer went up and traffic at last moved over our wonderful new bridge.  Later the gates were closed and we were given a demonstration as the bascules were raised and the procession of boats large and small sailed through – a great day.  Whoever would have thought in those comparatively far off days that we would see the enormous amount of traffic that now drives over the bridge!  Now after 72 years, as I write this, the bridge has done yeoman service (and I think has been a credit to the builders), the time has come for a replacement which as we know will be totally unlike the 1927 one and in a different position in order to cope needs of today and tomorrow.  All credit must be due to the councillors of 1926/27 they did look well ahead, but of course could not possibly have dreamt of the speed, size and volume of the traffic of today in 1998/9.  Now of course unlike the councillors of the 1920’s nothing can be done without government approval; let alone the financing of the proposed new bridge.  Worse still is the political bickering that surrounds the proposal something that did not exist in 1927 councillors took a decision and that was all that was needed.

At the harbour mouth prior to the new bridge in the early 1920’s a chain ferry had been installed making travel to Swanage and the Purbeck area much easier.  At the same time ships and boats had to be aware of a new navigational hazard and keep a good look out.  Quite a few boat owners found themselves in trouble trying to beat the ferry; and forgetting the strength of the tide at the Haven and very often found themselves pinned against the side of the ferry.

Although the old atmosphere has gone, the Quay has taken on a new air and I must say that I enjoy the cleanliness, the yachtsmen and yachtswomen,  the holidaymakers laughing and joking, sat outside the pubs in the summer Poole is quite unique, where you can watch the coming and going of ships, the sailing craft, the gulls with their raucous cries, seated with a glass of beer or an ice-cream with the panorama of Brownsea Island, with Green Island, Round Island and Furzey Island all in close attendance.  Boat trips from the Quay round the islands or to Wareham or to land on Brownsea  Island and spend an hour or two watching the wildfowl, the raucous cries of the peacocks for which we forgive them because of their beautiful plumage.  I am afraid there are not any old salts to talk to now, but their ghosts remain for us who knew them.

LIFE STYLE BETWEEN THE WARS
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                                                                                                                                                                      In our early years we played in the streets, on the Quay or at Baiter.  Baiter was quite wild with just the isolation hospital and the old Powder House there.  The isolation hospital was staffed by Mr & Mrs Guy who I remember quite well.  The Powder House was built in the 17th century for the storage of gunpowder.  Most ships then had cannon and on berthing had to hand over their gunpowder for safe keeping because of the possibilities of explosion whilst in port.  A fee had to be paid before the gunpowder could be handed back when the ship sailed.  As we grew other interest became available like football and the cinema.  I must relate this little gem and it is absolutely true.  A friend of mine called one day and suggested we go to Ladies Walking Field to watch a football match, there were five football pitches on the field all used on Saturdays.  But there was a hitch, Ernie was one of a large family and in those days older children looked after the younger ones.  So mother said  “no football, look after baby sister” Ernie rose to the occasion and persuaded his mum to allow us to take the baby with us in the pram.  Mother agreed with warnings to look after the baby.  So off we went to watch the match with the baby quite happy in the pram.  The match over we walked home excitedly discussing the game.  On arriving mother cried “where’s the baby?”  Ernie looked at me and I looked at him, we took to our heels and ran.  We had left her at the field.  However, when we got there she was quite happy in her pram.  So we walked home and I must confess that I did not go all the way home with Ernie, coward that I was. I left him at the end of the road to go home and explain.

One of the features of the High Street in the inter-war years was the Salvation Army who used to play outside the Amity Hall where Woolworths now is.  They played many rousing hymns and always drew a crowd and made a good collection.  Also there were some musicians who marched up and down playing the latest tunes of the day.  They were ex-servicemen, remember the Great War had not been over very long and there was not much work around, so they earned their living playing and very good they were too.

There were two cinemas at that time, the Amity Hall and the Electric Theatre, which stood at the top end of the High Street, that would be just beyond the Argos shop in the present day Dolphin Centre.

The films were black and white silents with sub-titles, so we had to imagine the spoken words.  We used to go to Saturday matinees which if I remember rightly we paid about four pence.  One of our delights were the Pearl White adventure serials.  They were great fun, often the last shot was the hero hanging on the cliff face or edge, and we used to laugh on our way home thinking how his arms would ache having to hold on to next week when we would cheer him again.  The pianist who used to accompany the film at the Amity was Bert Wheeler.  He played music appropriate to the
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situation on the film all extempore.  A quick tempo for the exciting parts to a gently moving andante to a pianissimo for the love scenes, all to enhance the film and arouse our emotions due to the lack of sound.  The Amity was larger and usually showed better films and at that time there were no continuous performances as we have today.  The showing of the film was at two distinct performances.  The “early doors” as it was called which was the first showing and the main showing late in the evening.  A commissionaire stood outside, he was a Mr Page. There he stood War medals showing, organizing us into an orderly queue.  That was all very well as we stood there laughing and joking and all agog wondering about the excitement we were about to see.

Then he would open the doors imploring everyone not to push, but it was always the same, he disappeared in an excited rush to the ticket office.  He always seemed so forlorn vainly trying to keep an orderly queue.  It was all good fun of course and no one got hurt.  Now at that time there were no tickets as such, but you were given a metal token to be handed to the attendant prior to entering the cinema.  The funny part was many of the lads who worked in engineering made their own counterfeit tokens which, in the dim light and the excited rush, could not be identified by the attendant.  Very naughty I know, but everyone knew about it although it was not widespread.  The films we saw were those that featured Douglas Fairbanks, Mary Pickford, Charles Chaplin, Buster Keaton, Harold Lloyd, Chester Caulkin and of course the Keystone Cops.  The female leads were Lilian Gish, Norma Talmadge, the “It” girl Clara Bow, Joan Crawford and many others.  There was no violence only pretence in the comedies, no blatant display of sex as there is nowadays.  Love scenes were restrained, unlike the crude wrestlings we see today on TV where everyone seems to give way to their passions.  Perhaps we were too naïve then, but we were brought up to standards that meant respect, especially for girls and women.

Now one of the lighter moments in the cinema was in the person of Tom Hockey, he sold fish from a handbarrow which he trundled around the streets of Poole, and was reputed to have the loudest voice in Poole, which I having heard him on many occasions would not dispute.  Tom was tall and usually wore a straw hat and, I believe, had only one eye the other must have been glass as it never seemed to move.  Anyhow he would fix you with a glassy stare (no pun intended) and would invite you to purchase his “frescuterin” which actually was fresh caught herring which sometimes was doubtful judging by the smell!!

Now Tom liked the cinema, and in the Amity the first few rows in the front were just bench type with no individual seating, so it was best not to sit on the end or otherwise you were likely to be pushed off as more and more crowded on.

Tom always liked to sit in the front row, probably because of his restricted sight.  One night Tom came in and to his annoyance his favourite seat was occupied by another who was not aware of the unwritten law about Tom’s favourite seat.
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Tom glared at him for a few minutes then in his best costermongers voice roared “hey, that’s my seat”, and promptly hauled the startled fellow out and sat in “his” seat amidst roars of laughter from those nearby.  Another of Tom’s little quirks which we all enjoyed was his commentary on the progress of the film.  One episode which was a Western, many of them in those days.  It featured Tom Mix who was f course the hero, he never was the villain!  He was about to enter the house with the villain hiding behind the door.  This was too much for our Tom, he could contain himself no longer and he roared out “Look out you bloody fool he’s behind the door!”  So you see we had extra entertainment for our money entirely unscripted.  It was quite common for the films to break in those early days and when that happened there was always a loud collective groan from the audience, but Bert Wheeler at his piano usually picked the moment to play the popular songs of the day and we all sang away until the film reappeared on the screen. Such simple fun to be had in those 1920’s which does not seem possible today, more’s the pity.

Another Poole character was Harry Coles the undertaker. Harry with his long flowing beard and top hat must have known practically everyone in Poole. When he was walking through the High Street he invariably doffed his top hat to everyone he knew personally. The joke among old Poole residents was that in removing his hat and swinging it first downwards at arms length, and then up again beyond his head before replacing it was to be an approximate measurement for your coffin. When the time came for Harry to perform his duty on your behalf, Harry always strode in front of the hearse until well up the road and as most funerals had to go via Longfleet Road he usually never mounted his ornate  horse-drawn hearse until he reached the top of the town.  So the funerals were slow moving and all men doffed their caps or hats, almost all men wore headgear then, and ladies stood still while the funeral passed.  I might add that in the old town when a death occurred it often happened that the deceased could not be manoeuvred downstairs, so the usual way out was through an upstairs window.  This meant that the person was perpendicular for a while but the occupant of course didn’t mind and, on reaching street level was restored to the horizontal.  It always drew a number of onlookers at a respectful distance, no doubt hoping for a hitch in the proceedings to give them something to talk about afterwards.  

When the new Municipal Buildings were completed Harry, who opposed the idea of money being spent on the furnishing for the building, for sometime refused to sit on the brand new chairs and took along his own.  However he was a kindly man and later became an Alderman, and many poor people in the town never received a bill for funeral expenses. Harry knew they couldn’t afford it.  A real old Christian Victorian Gentleman was Harry.

Professor White was another Poole character, he was not a professor of any sort however everyone tolerated his self-appointed degree, in his case that of phrenology.  The now
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discredited practice of studying character and mental capacity from the shape and irregularities of the skull.  Quite a few people literally,at that time, believed him and paid a shilling a time to have their “bumps” read.

Something happened in 1923 which was of great interest to us boys of South Road School.  H. P. Smith, who at that time taught History and managed to make it sound interesting, was going to see something that would really make his day.  A group of tenements at the bottom of the High Street were badly damaged by a storm which took down the chimney stack and most of the front wall exposing what was obviously a much older building of stone.  He duly went down and announced that he thought the building was the “fair house of stone by the Kay” as mentioned in the archives.  In due course, after the discovery of medieval doorways and passages it was found to be Scaplen’s Court which had been the home of John Scaplen, Sheriff of Poole in 1773 from whom it took it’s name.  The building was probably 200-300 years old by the time he took up residence.  When it was partly restored H.P. took us along and gave us a most interesting lecture on the building.  

He persuaded the Society of Poole Men to buy what was the then ruined building and later the Corporation bought it.  It had been partly restored by then.  It has now been carefully reconstructed and a very good job has been done as everyone can see.  I was once a member of the Society of Poole Men, that of course was when one had to prove a Poole ancestry of at least a hundred years, which I could do.

I have a booklet brought out under the auspices of the Society of Poole Men, the author being H.P. Smith.  In it are some very interesting details about the possible origins of Scaplens Court and some theories as to its early use.  Mr Tanner of the then West Street a little of which remains today had a bakery business there.  He along with H.P. Smith were really the founders of the Society.  I allowed my membership to lapse many years ago as I had other interests that were of greater concern.

H.P. used to take us out on our bikes along Wimborne Road to Darbys’ Lane which really was a lane then and up on to Canford Heath with not a dwelling in sight.  To think that that great heath at one time stretched from what is now our neighbour Bournemouth all the way to Dorchester, seems inconceivable today.  On the heath we found artefacts which proved Neolithic man lived there.  The flints we brought back were along with other finds we discovered on our roamings with H.P. were exhibited in the museum which existed on the top floor of the Free Library so generously given to the town by J.J. Norton in 1887. 

One of our interests was at Hamworthy in the grounds of the then Carters Pottery, on the right hand side of Blandford Road going northwards.  We found a good deal of Roman remains and I well remember the excitement when we discovered a good portion of a Roman amphora, a two handled jar used for storing wine.  During our History lessons under H.P. he often talked about ancient Greece and architecture illustrating with photographs and
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drawing of the Acropolis; with the ruined but beautiful Parthenon figured in our lessons and it was to be over 50 years before I stood on the Acropolis and remembered the lessons so vividly portrayed by H.P. who had never actually been there.

H.P. Smith went on to become headmaster of South Road School in 1926 and although he was a Leicestershire man his love of Poole and it’s history was intense.  I have the first two volumes of the History of Poole which sadly he was unable to complete.  Much of what is contained therein was taught to us by him during our schooldays.

My Mother had now bought me a bicycle so here I was the proud possessor of a B.S.A. complete with Sturmey Archer three speed gears all bright and shining.  I did not realise it then but it was to be the start of a love affair with cycling which was to last until the spring of 1998.  I finally gave it up, not because of a physical inability, but traffic has become so horrendous.  I did not want my life to end under the wheels of a motor vehicle; having successfully reached my eighty-fifth year, I wish to end my allotted span in a natural way as my creator intends.  I cycled all around Poole and ventured to Hamworthy and eventually beyond to Lytchett, Wareham and even Corfe Castle.  I was hooked, cycling was my joy.  It is interesting to recall the building of the bridge at Wareham to replace the ancient structure that had served the town many, many years.  The construction was in two halves, one section was built using half the road leaving the other half of the old bridge road to be used.  When that was ready we used the new half whilst the other half was completed and eventually in 1926 the complete was opened.  The builders did not of course have the problems of Poole Bridge which was opened the following year. 

 School outings in the 1920’s really were fun and must have taken a lot of organising on the part of the staff.  If we didn’t go by train it was usually by the, then, Royal Blue Coaches.  Funnily enough they weren’t royal blue at all but a very light blue.  What a contrast to the coaches of today with air suspension, air conditioning, refreshments and toilets on board.  As regards toilets in those days if it was necessary to stop for a call of nature, well it was known as a “hedge ticket”.  The hedges were large and plentiful then, with good ditches and not much traffic.  If another charabanc came by there were cheers, hoots of laughter and ribald comments to liven up the scene of operations.

It was a case of ladies one side, gents the other, with lots of giggles from the ladies, and roars of laughter from the men.  We all tried to compose ourselves before climbing back on our charabanc.  The roads were tarred and gravelled, rolled in by a steam roller, which after a time became reduced to a dusty consistency.  When it was dry weather it was difficult to see the vehicle in front because of the dust thrown up by the wheels.  The chara’s had rows of seats the
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full width of the vehicle and to reach them steps were carried and placed against the side and there you were up the steps to each row until full, then to repeat the operation until the complement of passengers were aboard.  Each row had a little door, to be carefully closed when the row was full.  The canvas hood was folded away at the rear and if rain started the fun began.  The chara was stopped and the hood handed along from seat to seat until reaching the windscreen.  Then the driver, usually assisted by male passengers, fastened it with leather straps, which located somewhere along the bonnet, these were strained tight and there you are the hood was up.  The windscreens were nothing like todays, no safety glass for a start, they were usually in a wooden frame with part of the screen hinged, which the driver opened when raining so that he could see the road, no screen wipers then.  There were no side screens so hard luck if you were sitting on the weather side, the only option was to turn up the coat collar and grin and bear it.  Another thing it was some years before brakes were fitted on all four wheels.  Vehicles which had four wheel brakes carried a red triangle on the rear to draw attention to the fact that they could stop quicker than a vehicle with brakes on the rear wheels only.  Once on a trip to Weymouth the driver made us get out at Preston Hill and walk down because he was not sure that he would be able to stop in time with a full load of passengers.  The big laugh was on the way back, we had to walk up because he was not sure that he would get up with a full load of passengers; so you could not win.  Motoring was an adventure then, and humorous as we all sang songs trundling along – happy days.  Besides the Royal Blue Charas there were the Shamrock and Rambler, Charlies Cars of Westbourne and our own Miss Foot with her Mentone Coaches so there was choice.

Poole Carnival was one of the great days between the wars and was looked forward to with excitement.  I first went in 1919.  This one of course was an effort to return to a normal life after the trauma and misery of the War.  All the floats that I remember were horse drawn and my mother, along with some friends were in one portraying the Allies.  Mother was dressed as a Serbian lady.  Serbia and the city of Sarajeivo was where the fatal shots were fired that started it all.  It is of course now Yugoslavia.  I was in the procession dressed as a Dutch boy, it was all very thrilling then.  Later on when I was a big boy about to leave school, I took a more active part.  Now the Carnival pre-1939 was planned and organised chiefly by the shop assistants in the town and most of the employers joined in and gave prizes.  It was good advertising if your employees put the name of the business on the float, seeing that it was going all around the town.   The assistants spent the whole year working and raising money full of enthusiasm for the great day.  One person who was a tireless worker for the Carnival was Bob Stokes junior of the Royal Oak and Gas Tavern.  He used to organise a publicity campaign in which he hired Carnival costumes for us boys and off we would go in one of Miss Foot’s charabancs, then called Mentone Coaches, to towns such as Dorchester, Weymouth, Bournemouth, Christchurch, Wimborne 
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etc.  Then we would parade through the town to the amusement of the onlookers.  I had to climb into a mock-up hen costume, complete with clacking arrangement set up inside which I operated with a string.  My legs were encased in tights to look like hens’ legs and footwear fixed to my shoes imitating hens’ claws.  This ensured that I had to walk stiff legged like a hen, not very easy but it worked.  Inside I had a supply of imitation eggs each with a number on which I could drop through a hole simulating the laying of an egg.  I often managed to put an egg in a baby’s pram or a lady’s shopping bag.  If the person came to the carnival and presented the egg they gained free admission.  Sometimes we went into shops such as Woolworths and caused a lot of merriment and sometimes mayhem, anyhow everyone thoroughly enjoyed it, especially the children.  In later years, in 1933 in fact, Gordon Sansom landlord of the new inn on Wareham Quay had an idea.  He knew where the ancient Wareham wooden fire engine was kept in the old granary.  He got together some friends, they were Ted Brennan, Erb-E Elmes, Sid Lumber and George Cox.  It was then and there that the Muddlecombe Crazy Gang was born.  They were the 

“firemen“ of the ancient fire engine and they caused the most hilarious set up I can ever remember.  The gales of laughter at Poole Carnival that year were beyond description, people were literally collapsing with mirth.  The “fire brigade” was followed by the Muddlecombe “policemen”, “laundry”, “brewery”, “bus company”, “boy scouts” and the “grannydears band”.  Their hilarious exploits became famous, no comedy act was beyond them – too numerous to mention.  1933 and the “Muddlecombe Crazy Gang” will never be forgotten by us who are old enough to remember them.

The Carnival procession started on the Quay and proceeded by way of the High Street to the Park, on reaching the cycle track around the cricket green, and the judging took place for the prizes, most of which had been donated by the shopkeepers of the town enthusiastically supported by their employees.  The procession was headed by a gentleman in a resplendent uniform, mounted on a magnificent horse which came from Ostlers stables in New Street.  He was followed by Poole Town Band heading the procession with the other bands spaced at intervals along the column.  At a suitable point in the procession we had the Carnival Queen and her attendants.  It was always quite easy to find beautiful girls in Poole to take the part of the Queen and her retinue.  Zena Davis, daughter of Harry Davis of the Jolly Sailor on the Quay, was twice Carnival Queen and her mother was Queen in 1914.  So beautiful ladies certainly ran in the Davis family.  There was much fun and enjoyment along the route, everyone turned out, the town pretty well shut down for the day, it was always on a Wednesday anyway, that being half-day for the shops.  The Park was closed for that one day so that an admission fee could be charged.  A Fair was there for the day with plenty of stalls and rides.  Confetti was on sale in small bags with streamers and balloons, it made an awful mess, but it was accepted for just that one day.  The next day council workmen cleared everything up and the Park was soon back on its immaculate condition again.  When I was older
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and in my teens I discovered why the confetti was so popular.  One was supposed to throw confetti, but it usually ended up with catching a girl and stuffing it down the neck of her dress.  Funnily enough the girls all seemed to wear low necked dresses on Carnival Day.  I am afraid we boys were rather naughty with our hands, but there was a certain amount of latitude allowed and the girls certainly enjoyed it and no harm was done.  When darkness came there was a firework display to end the day with many people on boats on the lake.

Up to the time I left school I attended Sunday School.  The St. Paul’s Sunday School was at the end of Globe Lane where it meets Lagland Street, that area was then called Perry Gardens.  We had to learn a Collect that is a brief formal prayer during the week and be able to recite it to our teacher on Sunday.  Her name was Miss Bradley, she was very kindly soul who did her best to explain the Christian philosophy to us. I suppose it stood us in good stead in later life.  Although on reaching manhood I have had to question a lot of the ritual which surrounds the Christian ethic and obscures the real meaning of Christianity.

1927 was a milestone in my life, I reached my fourteenth birthday and it was time to leave school.  Something else which affected my Mother and me.  We received a letter from the Imperial War Graves Commission informing us that my Father’s remains had been discovered along with many others who were lads from the Newfoundland Regiment.  My Father, who had been a soldier before 1914, was killed on first of July 1916; on that dreadful day 60,000 were killed or wounded, many of them had not reached their 20th birthday.  After they were buried the ground was fought over so many times that the graves were lost.  They were re-interred in Serre Road Cemetery a few kilometres from Albert.  It was to be many years before I visited the grave.  My wife and I went over and photographed it for my Mother who was then 80 years old.  We intended taking her over the next year but sadly she died before the year was out.  She was sad but at the same time pleased that we had been and brought her back a picture.  Also in 1927 Mother and I had moved to 14 South Road, a portion of which still remains, also the old drill hall which, when we were still at school, was used by the Coastal Defence Unit of the Territorial Army.  Another exciting thing happened that year, it was the building of a new cinema to be called the “Regent”, and also later on, a new one was built at Upper Parkstone on the Ashley Road to replace the old Victory Palace, to be called the “Regal”.  A new age had arrived, the advent of sound films at first called the “talkies”.  It was wonderful to hear speech and music and everyday sounds that previously we had to imagine.  I well remember Al Jolson in the first sound film “The Jazz Singer” as he sang “Sonny Boy” and later “Mammy”, the words “I’d walk a million miles for one of your smiles” still sticks in my memory.

Well I was now 14 years old, time to leave school and find a job.  Jobs were difficult to come by, and although the
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teachers, bless-em, told us to work and we would make our way, they really did not have a clue by virtue of their profession what it was like in the harsh world of industry, where most of us would end up.  Anyhow I did not get a job until early 1928.  I then started work at Hamworthy in Lake Road at Chalmer and Hovals motor body works.  That is where Carnaud Metal Box factory now stands.  The factory was originally built by Randolph Meech (nothing to do with the Mr Meech which was recently Mayor of Poole).  A large number of men were employed there at that time making poultry houses and equipment.  Motor bodies were still made of a wooden framework principally of Ash, but the industry was doomed with the onset of all metal bodies so after 2 years I moved on.  The chassis were driven to the factory by drivers who sat on boxes or a wooden seat sometimes without the protection of a windscreen.  What about safety in the 1920’s?  Hamworthy in the early twenties practically finished at Ivor Road, although there was scattered housing up to Upton Cross Roads.  Coles Avenue and the roads around were fields which we rode our bikes on.  There was a field gate at the end and there we went under the small railway bridge at the bottom of Lake Road which was just a country lane.  On the other side of the bridge the only house was the Lake Farm House, still there today.  The slip ways were still in evidence at the bottom of Lake Road where the concrete boats were made towards the end of the 1914/18 war.  I dare say the experience gained then was put to good use during the construction of the Mulberry Harbour on the invasion of France in 1944.

As I was now earning wages life took on a new meaning, it was wonderful to take home money for my mother and best of all receive some back, oh joy!!  Pocket money which I had earned and I could spend as I liked and did!

It was now 1929 and things were going to change, the Wall Street crash was upon us and suddenly unemployment was rife and the dole queues lengthened. I had periods out of work but fortunately they were spasmodic and not of long duration but being in my teens I did not worry unduly.  God knows how married men with families endured it, some were to be out of work for years.  There had been an election and a Labour government had been given power with Ramsey Macdonald as Prime Minister.  In East Dorset (there was no Poole seat then) we elected a Liberal to be our M.P.  His name was Alec Glassey and the curious thing was he embraced Prohibition as his main proposal.  This at a time when the rise of gangsterism on the other side of the Atlantic in the U.S.A. was bringing many of the major cities to social ruin.  Anyhow the voters of East Dorset elected him on that platform.  The unemployment became much worse, much more than anything we have experienced nowadays because the work force of seventy years ago was much smaller; and the two million eight hundred thousand then were a greater percentage than it has ever been since.

The government struggled on but was unable to cope; things steadily got worse until Phillip Snowden, then Chancellor
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                                                                                                                                                                      of the Exchequer reduced unemployment pay, in my case being a single man from 18 shillings to fifteen shillings per week.  In todays money that would be 90 pence down to 75 pence.  To obtain your pay attendance at the Labour Exchange was required three days a week to sign on, or there would no pay.  That I think was the final straw and eventually the Government collapsed.  Ramsey Macdonald called for a National Government, asking members of the opposition to join him and pull the Country out of the mess it was in.  It met with good response from the Tories and Liberals and a National Government was formed.  The Labour Party much to their shame turned on Ramsey Macdonald and vilified him for putting Country before party.  They literally ran away and left him holding the baby.

In 1926 Alec Josey who attended South Road School but was a few years older than me had formed the Poole Wheelers Cycling Club.  I already had a bike and although I had not ridden very far I became intensely interested in cycling.  So in 1930, complete with a new racing bike I joined the Poole Wheelers.  Jack Coleman, who lived in Pound Street was a founder member.  So I was introduced to the joys of club cycling.  69 years ago we all rode fixed wheels, none of the sophisticated gearing we have today.  Of course there were the Sturmey Archer three speeds, but they did not lend themselves to quick wheel removal in the case of a puncture especially during racing.  A whole new world was opened up, club runs were fast and furious and because of fixed wheels you couldn’t stop pedalling unlike a free wheel.  The “bonk” was a term used by club cyclists to describe the condition when there seemed to be no connection between thighs and feet, it was terrible.  However after a while I soon got used to it and thoroughly enjoyed the companionship of club cycling.  Sunday runs were usually of 100-120 miles, how we struggled up some of the hills in our rather high gears, I really don’t know by we were very young in our teens and I suppose quite strong.  Weekend runs leaving home some time after mid-day on Saturday were to such places as Bourton-on-the-water in Gloucestershire arriving there in late evening.  Another week-ender was to Flaxpool, a village in Somerset close to Watchet.  Many places in Dorset became familiar to me with names such as Sixpenny Handley, Ryme Intrinsica, Toller Porcorum, Plush and Folly.  The New Forest with names as quaint as Nomansland, Mockbeggar, Picket Post and Godshill.  Further afield in Somerset was Huish Episcopi, Street and Westonzoyland.  Cycling is one of the most interesting and healthy pastimes one can practice.  During the winter, if the weather was too bad, we often went to the gymnasium which was situated at the end of the Free Library.  It was equipped with trapeze, rings, parallel bars, vaulting horse and climbing rope.  No boxing was allowed there as J.J. Norton who donated the building forbade such a brutal and stupid sport and I must say I agree with him.  Now of course the gymnasium is no more along with the Library.  It has been sold off by shortsighted and stupid councillors who seem to delight in destroying the heritage of the people of Poole.
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After the formation of the Poole Wheelers the local Athletic Club, Poole Harriers decided they would like to join the Wheelers so in 1929, the year before I joined, the club became The Poole Wheelers Cycling and Athletic Club.  The new club became very successful in the athletic field as well as in cycling.  Bill Harvell who was an outstanding rider, in Britain practically unbeatable, was selected for the 1932 Olympic Games in Los Angeles.  To give an instance of the shoestring budgets of those days, Bill had to ride in the 1000 metres time trial, the 5000 metres team pursuit and the 100 kilometres road race (62 ½ miles).  Fancy asking a 100 metre runner to compete in the marathon because that is what it amounted to.  But he took it all on, he was nowhere in the road race, but in the 1000 metres time trial he missed a third place by a whisker, not surprising as he had competed in the 100 kilometre race the day before.  We all felt that if he had only ridden in the 1000 metres he would have won.  However in the 5000 metres team pursuit our team, including Bill, got a third so Poole Wheelers kept up Britains end in the cycling.  Later on the Poole Wheelers became the pursuit champions of England, the team being Norman Barnes, Ray Cleall. Ernie Holmwood and Bill Harvell, with me as reserve rider.  There is only one left at the time of writing which is Norman Barnes who unfortunately has had to be sent for care in an elderly persons home, a sad ending for a great rider.  During our sports meetings one of the judges for the cycling events was the late Steve Burge who, in his youth, won the City of Bath Challenge Cup in 1895 and 1896 and numerous other races.  He was one of the leading riders of his day and his son William went to school with me.

We often did night rides at that time, it was fascinating silently pedalling along with our lamps casting a friendly glow.  Although oil lamps had become obsolete, many of us used acetylene lamps which gave a brilliant semi-circle of light ahead.  In that friendly light of a summer’s night all sorts of night life could be seen as we silently sped along.  Reynard Fox, owls, bats and other nocturnal wild life were our companions.  What motor traffic there was could be easily seen in the distance from their headlights, there was not enough to worry us.  Nowadays it would be almost like committing suicide to ride at night.  We used to ride up to Stonehenge of a night time during the mid-summer Solstice to see the sun rise and watch the Druids perform their rather peculiar rites which I must admit caused some laughter amongst us.  It was quite harmless however but to the participants very serious.

Now with the motor car everyone wants to go there, so we have car parks, officials, guide books on sale, fences to keep people out and perpetual demands for this that and the other; what a contrast to our quiet happy visits.  How different from our friendly gatherings with other cyclists and interested onlookers.  Just a chat and goodbye, mount our bikes and off home we went, no policemen and no litter.  I once made a suggestion with tongue in cheek that the stones should be dismantled and recreated at the National
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Exhibition Centre in Birmingham where there would be car parking and cafes.  I was inundated with protests from people who took my suggestion literally, aren’t people funny?  We all laughed ourselves silly.  In the 1930’s, before his untimely death, we would often see T.E.Lawrence “Lawrence of Arabia” on Wareham Bridge, with his big Brough motor bike.  He occasionally spoke to us asking where we were going to ride on that particular day,or what club we belonged to that sort of thing.  I must say he had quite a presence about him but seemed rather lonely soul.  But of course he had suffered quite a bit in the War as a prisoner of the Turks.  I once had a conversation with him but of course it was a bit one sided.  There he was a national hero, able to mix with the highest in the land, a great scholar, a fellow of All Souls; and me still a teenager in 1931 with what was termed in those days as a product of Elementary Education.  But he put me at ease and as I mentioned that I had lost my father in the war he commiserated with me telling me that he had lost two of his brothers in the conflict.  His mother lived to a great age, dying in 1958 at the age of 98.

The thing that broke Lawrence was the giving to Jew, rightly or wrongly depending on ones point of view the now State of Israel by Arthur Balfour, who was foreign secretary in Lloyd Georges cabinet from 1916-1919.  He felt that all his work on behalf of the Arab nation had been betrayed.  That area of the Middle East was the called Mesopotania although most of it now lies in modern Iraq.  Lawrence had a great affection for the Arab people and as a young man lived as an Arab for a while.  On giving to the Jews the area of Palestine now known as Israel he left public life where he no doubt would have had a great part of play.  Sadly his forebodings have unfortunately come true as we have seen and are still seeing in the Middle East.  I was not surprised to hear of his death in 1935 because he used to ride his motor bike at high speed around the local roads in the area.  Any stories put about concerning any sort of secret service or foreign activities were so much poppycock dreamed up by the media of those days in an attempt to make an exciting and mysterious story of his death.  The wonder of it was that he was not killed before.

I played football up to 1931, as we had formed an Old Boys team from our days at South Road and did quite well as we were of course the same lads that played at school.  But eventually I gave it up as football being an entirely different type of physical exertion did not agree with the rhythmical movement of cycling.  Sport to us boys of the 1920’s was something we did because we liked it, bought our own gear, paid for the pitch and the fare when travelling.  No sponsorship or handouts then, that to me and my friends was sport, which is now like all athletic contests ruined by money.  I am glad I was in my youth in the 1920’s.  Now it is even included on politics, how futile and stupid.  To win is everything even to taking drugs.  Of
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                                                                                                                                                                    course to win is very desirable but there would be no winners without losers would there?

I used to follow the old Poole Football Club when they played at Breakheart Lane, which was the entrance to the ground that is where Linthorpe Road is now situated.  We all went every Saturday home or away and loved every minute.  The most popular match was the annual contest between Poole and the Gasworks team.  Off we went by tram when the match was played at Eastlake the then Gasworks home ground, that is roughly where the Woodlands Hall now in the Upper Parkstone and a fiercely fought contest was what we enjoyed.  It was a needle match every time.  Later on Gasworks moved to a new ground at Bourne Valley which was first class, where they played for some years but finally petered out, rather a shame.  They did at one time reach the final of the F.A. Amateur Cup.  This was played at Upton Park, West Ham a few minutes from where I was born.  So I went along to support them and in the meantime call on relatives and old friends.  However Gasworks put up a good show.  Anyhow their opponents were Ilford, not far up the Romford Road from West Ham more or less a local team.  It is interesting to recall that on old friend of mine played in the team, he was Cyril Tapper of the old established Undertakers or Funeral Directors as they are now renamed.  Cyril is of course no longer with us; but he played a good game of football.  Poole Football Club got into financial difficulties and Breakheart Lane was closed, but it was not the end of the club.  Charlie Stokes of well known Poole family offered them the use of his field at the old farm at Oakdale and they played there for some years until the advent of Poole Stadium in the late 1930’s.

During 1931 we cycled up to watch the Schneider Trophy air race which Britain won outright with the Supermarine aircraft, the fore-runner of the famous Spitfire.  I remember the newspapers telling us that of course only a few men would be able to fly at those speeds, that is a little over 300 miles an hour.  To think how wrong they were, when not many years later in the War there were thousands of aircraft and men surpassing that speed.  Now of course everyone flies at twice that speed and if you can afford Concorde four times as fast.

Another sight I have not forgotten was seeing the R101 on her last fateful voyage.  We were cycling through New Milton at the time and stopped to watch her sailing over the Solent.  The year was 1933 was an ominous one for everyone because the Nazis under the evil Adolf Hitler had seized power in Germany.  Already a number of Jews, sensing what would be their fate if they stayed had left Germany for England.  Most people felt it was nothing to do with us, regrettable as it was.  But of course in a few years we were to find out that it was a lot to do with us.  As Bill Harvell had done so well in the 1932 Olympics and the Poole Wheelers were the pursuit champions of England the Council decided to erect a sports stadium for the athletes of Poole.  The site chosen as everyone knows is off Wimborne Road.  At that time it was waste ground and for a while rubbish was tipped there.  Eventually the stadium was constructed and was opened
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in the mid 1930’s.  It was designed especially for athletic contests.  The centre grass area was a football pitch and outside that a grass running track, there were no composite all-weather tracks at that time as there are today.  Outside of that was properly banked cycle racing track which taken together with the running track and football pitch made, for those days, a super Athletic Stadium.  But as we see today our City Fathers have seen fit to give it over to speedway and dog racing, what a shame.

The cinemas were now showing wonderful films, and the American musicals were great entertainment.  The era of Bing Crosby, Fred Astaire and Ginger Rogers was upon us and dancing became very popular.  The local dance halls such as they were were always full and all of us young people went to the “hops” as we called them.  Dancing was much more entertaining then, at least there were a sequence of steps to be learned in time to the music, which was played by a dance band with an M.C. that is a Master of Ceremonies, to keep the dance going with a swing.  He announced the next dance as soon as we had finished a fox-trot, waltz or whatever we were dancing.  I often watch the modern so-called dancing on TV where people seem to stay in the same spot and spasmodically jerk their arms about in complete darkness with weird lights flashing on and off, all this to an electric cacophony of sound emitted from amplifiers designed I should think to dull the senses.  I know it is another age, but we had musicians playing for us, from the three piece in the village hall to a full sized dance band in Bournemouth Pavilion complete with a vocalist, with words that could be understood and a melody, very often slow and seductive where you held your partner a little closer and both enjoyed it.  As the M.C. announced the next dance and as the music started you approached and asked her to partner you in the next dance, if she accepted, at the end of the dance you escorted her back to her seat and expressed your thanks.  It might seem old fashioned but that is how it was done in those days.  We all dressed up with collars and ties, in the posher dances we wore bow ties and patent leather dancing pumps.  The girls of course wore nice dresses and with hair coiffures looked lovely and in the more sophisticated dances, ball gowns.  

In 1934 the local Labour Party and Trade Union built the Centenary Hall in Wimborne Road to commemorate the 100 years since the Tolpuddle Martyrs.  Later on the Woodlands Hall at Upper Parkstone was erected.  Both buildings had good dance floors installed and immediately became very popular as they were reasonably large and had all the necessary facilities for dancing with spotlights etc.  A spot a dance was always great fun, the lights were lowered and you danced around with your partner until the music was stopped by the M.C. and the spotlight swung slowly round, while we waited to see who would be picked out in its beam.  The lucky couple upon which the light beam settled were rewarded with a prize.  Another popular dance was the Paul Jones, in which two rings were formed one inside the other, usually the ladies inside gentlemen outside.  When the music was stopped by the M.C.
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                                                                                                                                                                   you then danced with the girl who happened to stop opposite you.  The “excuse me” was another popular dance.  The M.C. would announce ladies “excuse me”.  In this dance when the music started, you and your partner danced on until you were tapped on the shoulder and then asked “excuse me” you then released your partner to the excuser, then found yourself another partner, only you would be the shoulder tapper with the “excuse me”.  It all made everything go with a swing and of course the best dances were always in great demand.  Quite a few marriages came about through the dances a wonderful time of life when you were young and all the girls seemed and were lovely and attractive.  It was quite fun going home at the end with a crowd of boys and girls, sometimes it happened one girl was left with quite a few boys, but girls never had to worry about what might happen.  There was an unwritten law that if the girl preferred a certain boy that was the end of it.  We weren’t saints, but woe betide anyone foolish enough to attempt anything other than what the girl permitted.

In 1935 Ramsey Macdonald resigned and an election was called which resulted in the return of a National Government predominantly Conservative, I cast my vote in favour of the National Government.  One had to be 21 years of age to vote at that time and I was over that age by then.  Stanley Baldwin was elected as Prime Minister and he was in due course to have to handle the abdication crisis of 1936.

We in East Dorset, there was no Poole constituency at that time, elected a National Candidate to be M.P.  He was actually a Conservative but he as other Conservatives supported the National Government.  His name was Mr Hall-Caine.

The trams by this time had been replaced by Motor Buses in Poole, but Bournemouth opted for Trolley Buses using the overhead cables left by the trams.  As a cyclist I did not mourn the passing of the trams, no more anxious moments crossing the tramlines.  All the same there was a certain nostalgia about the passing of the trams, they were clanking lumbering and jerking juggernauts but we loved them.  There we sat facing one another, whilst the conductor walked up and down cheerfully calling our “fares please”, then to clatter up on the top deck where the seats faced backwards or forwards whichever way you were going they could be moved either way.  At a fare stage the conductor after making sure all passengers were safely on board could pull the bell wire and with a “ting-ting” to the driver we would trundle off till the next stop.  The original route was from Poole Station the terminus by the then level crossing gates which stood under what is now the flyover.  From there along Parkstone Road to Park Gates East, which was then called “Brown Bottom”.  The route then went up North Road and Constitution Hill to the Sea View.  Conductors usually called out “Top ‘o the Hill” on reaching Sea View which was a fare stage.  Then along Ashley Road to Bournemouth Square and Boscombe and finally Christchurch, the terminus.  Later the service was extended from Pottery Junction at Branksome
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through to Lower Parkstone to Park Gates East, although this line was taken up about 1929, and the service continued through Upper Parkstone until 1934 when the buses took over.  At “Brown Bottom” as it was called, there was a shelter for passengers, also a time clock which the driver had to operate so that times could be checked.  The top deck was not popular in the winter because our trams never did have an enclosed and roofed top deck.  No one went up there in winter, only a few courting couples willing to brave the elements for solitude!!  An unpleasant note about the trams was the notice which read “Please refrain from spitting” sited in a prominent position, a reflection on the disgusting and filthy habits of a section of the population at that time, usually associated with the filthy habit of smoking, something I have never done or wanted to.  As a boy Mother often used to take me to Christchurch on the tram to my Father’s relatives.  The journey took about an hour or so and the fare about a shilling (five pence today).  The bus service to Bournemouth started opposite Poole Library in the then Mount Street the first Poole to Bournemouth route finishing at the Square.  The fare was five pence old money of course, about two pence now!!

In due course the Hants and Dorset Bus Company as it was then, enlarged their services to cover the whole Borough.  Motor traffic had by now increased enormously and the High Street was a nightmare with traffic going both ways and cars parked both sides of the road, it must have been terrible for the bus drivers.  There was always great excitement on Saturday evenings during the Autumn and Winter, the Bournemouth Echo, as it was then, always published an edition called the “Football Echo”, it was printed on paper slightly tinted yellow.  The paper sellers came rushing down the High Street calling out “Footer Echo” with everyone scrambling to buy one.  Somehow the publishers managed to get all the results printed, it must be remembered there were no floodlights then, the matches had all finished at about 3.30pm.  So there we were, all excited and arguing about the results, usually standing in the middle of the road and being honked at by the cars and buses.  The 1930’s Saturday evening Poole High Street where everybody knew everybody happy days.

Mother and I had bought a new house in Oakdale with all the then modern conveniences (no central heating) including a bathroom with hot water, no more galvanized baths!  Electricity was the greatest improvement for us, this being the first house with electricity we had lived in and that started me gardening which I have loved ever since.  The house cost £625 which was quite a sum then.  So I had moved from the Old Town to the then outskirts, but Poole was growing fast, I still kept in touch with my old friends and neighbours in the Old Town whilst making friends in our new area.

All areas were altering now that bus services were operating almost everywhere, new houses were springing up especially where we were now living.  Hamworthy was reaching out,
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Council houses had been built from Ivor Road and past Hinchliffe Road which was then a new road.  Coles Avenue, Legion Road and Rockley Road had been laid out and the Council houses built thereon, with new bungalows and houses in Lake Road, Lulworth Avenue and Albert Avenue, later to be renamed Ashmore Avenue, were being developed.  The old Red Lion pub had been replaced by a new building further down near the Church; whilst the original had become “Uncle Tom’s Cabin” selling newspapers and sweets etc.  At the top of what is now Lake Drive a large house was being built incorporating part of the old Cunard liner the “Mauritania”.  On entering the house there is no entrance hall as such, but circular balustrading off which there are cabins instead of bedrooms.  Above is a large cupola that used to be in one of the saloons on the ship.  A large stairway leads down to the main lounge with a patio and a panoramic view over the Harbour.  All this was carefully dismantled from the “Mauritania” when she lay at Southampton prior to being towed away to be broken up, and built into the new house appropriately called the “Boat House”.  The whole thing was for Mr Cullen, a Lloyds Underwriter who loved Poole and yachting.  In the Ashley Road at Upper Parkstone a new cinema had opened called the Regal replacing the old Victory Palace, all cinemas were now showing sound films.  At Sandbanks the sand dunes which in my schooldays I had spent many happy hours rambling over were being reduced.  There used to be a high one where the car park is now situated with at one time a Coastguard hut situated on the top.  That had now disappeared and a new Pavilion had been built with a large paved area in front.  It was quite attractive, built in a slight semi-circle with stairs going up to the roof, which was well used in the summer.  Below at the rear end were bathing cubicles with washing facilities to clean off the salt after bathing.  In the front were chalets which could be rented out.  Although it was sad to see the reduction of the sand dunes for us locals, it had to be remembered that people from less pleasant areas had waited a whole year to come and enjoy Sandbanks.  And I for one was pleased to see the holiday makers having a happy time.  At Branksome Chine a Solarium had been built with similar facilities as at Sandbanks and became extremely popular.  In Poole Park the Town Band as well as playing in the Bandstand, now removed, played in an open space near to where the Swan Lake café now stands, there was an older café there before.  In that area was an old cannon that was reputed to have come from the Crimean War.  We danced to the music of the band although it was not much good on an uneven tarmac surface, but it made a pleasant and enjoyable summer evening.  There was a 1914-18 field gun just inside the Park Gates East and at Sterte and Howitzer stood at the junction of the then Sterte Esplanade and Sterte Road.  They all disappeared during the 1939-45 War, presumably for scrap.  I don’t think anyone nowadays needs to see the implements of war displayed.  The old George Inn at the junction of Wimborne Road and Longfleet Road had been demolished and the present building seen today erected.  Likewise the old Round House which stood in the middle of the road had been removed and a traffic island installed with seats around a small grassed area.  This is where the
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George roundabout is today; just imagine seats around a grassed area today, it would be quite interesting trying to reach them!!  The Round House was originally the toll house for the then turnpike roads, one of which went to Wimborne, the other to Ringwood, the tollgates were removed about 1860’s.  The old tram shelter which had stood at “Brown Bottom”, roughly where the existing traffic island and light are opposite the Civic Centre had been removed to the Fishermans Dock area by the Lifeboat House for use as a shelter for the fishermen.  However it gradually fell into a ruinous state and was eventually broken up.  The railway was still in existence along the Quay.  It wound its way from there along West Quay Road, where it curved away to the left through Nile Row, which existed roughly where the Hunger Hill road junction is today, and thence to the station through a siding to link up with the main line.  Poole Station was quite busy then, as it handled a large amount of freight traffic as well as passengers.  Excursions were the most popular rail travel and were very cheap and gave a good day out for a few shillings.  The old Somerset & Dorset railway ran trips to Bath, and that was one of the most scenic trips of the railway locally.  The line passed through the most beautiful parts of two counties, and the last few miles near Bath were practically all alongside the river in a beautiful valley.  It always seemed rather unkind to name it the “Slow and Dirty” as it was termed.  Slow it may have been but no dirtier than the others.  It must be remembered that these trains were drawn by steam locomotives and inevitably a certain amount of smoke and soot seeped into the carriages, so one always felt a little gritty after a trip.  Roads were being improved considerably owing to the large increase in traffic.  Crossroads were being improved, roundabouts appeared here and there and the first dual carriageway locally was constructed from Creekmoor to the bottom of the hill leading to Upton.  A little bit of it remains today from near the Upton House underpass to the small Creekmoor roundabout.  The rest of course has disappeared under the modern bypass.  Automobile Association and Royal Automobile Club scouts did duty at various places to help direct the traffic.  There was an RAC scout who used to stand at Upton Crossroads directing traffic. 

Another one who always amused me was at the old Iford bridge on the Christchurch road.  He had to stand in a little hut slung out over the river, there was no room in the road.  The traffic was single file because of the narrow ancient bridge, he would let some through from one direction and then stop that lot to allow a queue from the other direction; quite a performance, plenty of overheated radiators in those days!!

Eventually the Iford bridge we use nowadays was built and that solved that problem.  The Scouts eventually were withdrawn and got on with their job of helping their members in trouble.  Traffic lights had appeared and solved crossroad problems.  Pedestrians were not forgotten though, belisha beacons had arrived with their marked crossing points.  Mr. Leslie Hore-Belisha was Minister of Transport in 1934 and from him we have the name belisha beacons, he certainly went down in history in creating them.  Many things
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                                                                                                                                                                 were happening now.  King George V had died and we now had Edward VIII as king.  However rumours were circulating about his relationship with an American divorcee, a Mrs. Wallis Simpson.  The amusing part was that we were not supposed to know as the press somehow were kept quiet (some hopes of that now).  But the continental and the American newspapers were publishing stories all the time.  Things were coming to a head between the Prime Minister, Stanley Baldwin, and the King.  The King was informed that he would be unable to marry Mrs. Simpson and remain King.  This was also the view of the Dominions and the Church.  So in December 1936 Edward signed the Article of Abdication and sailed off to eventually marry Mrs. Simpson.  Perhaps it was just as well as he seemed rather feckless.

His brother the then Duke of York was no King and one of his first acts upon accession was to create Edward the Duke of Windsor.

So we come to 1937 with Germany under the Nazis led by the fanatical and evil Adolf Hitler and henchmen Goring, Himmler, Goebbels and the rest of his wicked and cruel followers.  Germany was rearming at enormous speed with the German nation almost to a man enthusiastically supporting the Fuhrer.  England belatedly was beginning to see the danger and had started rearming which was going to provide more employment for the wrong reasons.   However although at the back of everyones minds were the fearful consequences the fact more employment and wages sugared the pill.  There was also a civil war still going on in Spain which had started in 1936.  A left wing government with strong communist  influence had been elected to establish a republic.  However in July of 1936 an army officer named Franco had started an uprising against the government and fighting was still raging.  It was very sad but at the time no one was much concerned.  In England we were all looking forward to the coronation.  There was also a man named Mussolini who now governed Italy with his fascist, non democratic government.  He had formed an axis with Hitler, but no one thought much of him as he strutted about it was not our business.  Preparations began for the coronation of King George VI, decorations were going up all over the town.  On coronation day festivities took place everywhere.  A large sports meeting was scheduled for the afternoon and evening, which we of the Poole Wheelers Cycling and Athletic club organized.  Everything went off very well, I rode in the cycling events but did not win anything, there were some very good riders competing, but I always enjoyed the exhilaration of competition.  In the evening a crowd of us put away our racing bikes and took the bus to Bournemouth.  All along the Undercliff Drive there were illuminated floats and thousands of people dancing and generally having lots of fun.  On Bournemouth and Boscombe Piers searchlights had been installed and were sweeping the whole Undercliff adding to the brilliance of the occasion.  Everyone was having a tremendous time and we stayed till the small hours and with other crowds of boys and girls danced and walked our way home to Poole.  A change in the Government now came about.  Stanley Baldwin had resigned and Neville
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                                                                                                                                                     Chamberlain became Prime Minister, he was to have a momentous period of office culminating in having to declare war on Germany.  We did not know that then of course.

So we carried on with our lives with more people in work and a new form of entertainment had come on the scene called television.  This of course was at the time only for a few thousand people in the London area.  Little did we dream of what was to come of John Logie Baird's invention as it is today.  The early receivers had minute screens of about 8 or 9 inches across and were of course only in black and white.  No remote controls but several knobs to juggle with to get the picture right.  It was quite fun trying to convert what seemed to be a snowstorm into a picture and also to stop it rolling round and round, finally achieving a picture.  It did remind me of the early days of the wireless with the delicate touch to find the right spot on the crystal.

The fighting raged on in Spain with terrible suffering for the people.  The Fascists and Nazis were supporting General Franco with arms and equipment until they actually gave physical support with the destruction of the town of Guernica.  This of course was a dress rehearsal for the German Luftwaffe for the war which they, the Nazis, intended to start and conquer Europe.  This made everyone sit up and take notice and recruiting started by left wing supporters for an International Brigade to fight on the side of the Republicans got under way.  The irony of this was you could go and fight in Spain but the left wing in England was voting against any form of re-armament on Britain to defend our own country from the war that was coming unless a miracle occurred. George Lansbury an elderly Labour M.P. who was leader of the Labour Party from 1931-1935 was travelling the Country with his with his pacifist meetings, although how we are going to stop the Nazis and Fascists that way was beyond belief. No doubt they were very sincere but so were the Nazis in their wicked dogma, and they had the armies planes, and ships and declarations of peace would not stop them.

With all these happenings I was still enjoying my cycling, meeting fellow cyclists on rides to other parts of the country, many friendships developed from these acquaintances, some to last to this day, but now very few owing to the relentless advance of age. Girls were becoming more numerous in the clubs. Poole Wheelers always had lady members, but strange to say in the years before the war there were still a few clubs that did not admit ladies. I always thought that absolutely daft and insulting to women. I had now acquired a car, it was a little Morris Eight, not new but in quite good order. This enabled me to take mother out and about which she thoroughly enjoyed. I often thought that the registration number of that car would have fetched quite a sum today. It was ADD 909 being in Cheltenham registration district.

The international situation was getting worse and Hitler stated that his patience was exhausted, he was determined to
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have Czechoslovakia, so Neville Chamberlain made several journeys to try and assuage Hitler in 1938.The final meeting was the Munich agreement was that England and Germany were never to go to war again (what a hope!)

So 1939 was upon us, and we all carried on pretending that everything was going to be alright, but in our heart of hearts we knew what we would inevitably have to do. In the harbour now there was an interesting experiment going on. British Overseas Airways as it was then called had moved from Southampton to Poole. And flying boats were to be seen and heard taking off to various parts of the world. Although the Atlantic had been flown a number of times, there were no passenger flights because the aircraft did not have the range at that time. The experiment which was being attempted and was I believe successful was a Sunderland type flying boat with a smaller aircraft rigged on top.  The idea was both aircraft would take off and fly to a point over the Atlantic when the smaller plane would leave the larger to complete the trip to the U.S.A. The flying boat was called the “Maia” and the smaller one the “Mercury”. I suppose the names (of) the aircraft were relevant, Maia being the eldest of the seven daughters of Atlas who were changed into stars and Mercury the messenger of the god of commerce and travel. Strangely enough the Maia was the only flying boat to be sunk at Poole in the war.

1939 dragged on, preparations were made for the war that loomed over us. Air raid wardens were being trained, the Fire Service organised on a national basis. Shelters were being built and arrangements were put in hand to receive evacuees from areas likely to be attacked. We did not know then that a few months time Poole was to be in the firing line. A conscription Act had been passed to call-up men reaching their 21st birthday, they were to be a militia. Gas marks were in store ready to be issued, which in a short time they were. Still, despite the threat of war, Poole carried out the ceremony of Beating of the Bounds in August, so we forgot Hitler for a day.

THE WAR YEARS

Everyone now knows that on the 1st of September 1939 the die was cast, Hitler attacked Poland, England demanded the Germany withdraw, which they didn’t, so on the 3rd of September we were at War.  So the lights went out and that was it, how awful only 21 years since the Great War, and there were many survivors of that conflict who were going to have to fight all over again plus us younger ones.

Then after all that hardly anything happened, although the U-Boats were active and had sunk the aircraft carrier
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Glorious and the Royal Oad, a battleship at anchor in Scapa Flow, in a supposedly impregnable Royal Navy base in the Shetlands.  They also sunk a liner full of refugees with great loss of life with many children among the dead.

So until May 1940 we lived through what was called the “phoney war” and the Germans dubbed it the sitting war.  

In May the Blitzgrieg started and the Germans overwhelmed Denmark, Norway, Holland and Belgium, they all fell like ninepins.  France was collapsing and poor Neville Chamberlain proved unequal to the task and Parliament decided that a new premier must control the war effort.  The King called on Winston Churchill to take over.  The British Army was fighting its way to the coast and as everyone knows was saved by evacuation by an armada of small boats, which ferried the troops to the larger ships offshore.

There we were, the first battle lost and England stood alone.  Poole craft from Bolsons, Davis’, Harveys’ and others all played a part in the evacuation, but Davis’ “Island Queen” and Harveys “Southern Queen” were sunk.  Poole was now definitely in the firing line with Luftwaffe planes only 25 minutes away.  Churchill in a speech, the first after his appointment could only promise us “blood, sweat and tears”, never truer words spoken.  Strangely enough it seemed a relief we were no longer encumbered with allies, it was Britain against Germany and everyone stood together, it was called the “Dunkirk Spirit”, which meant for Germany thus far and no further.  Poole was now right in the front line, and guns were being positioned around the harbour, machine gun emplacements were constructed at vital points and concrete tank traps were built.  All this because of the threat of invasion which did not come, the Germans realising that any force that was seaborne would be annihilated by the Navy.  Barrage balloons were in position around the harbour to prevent any low level attacks on ships but gave no protection to the town itself.  The blackout was complete, but the buses caused amusement because the interior lights had been tinted over with a blue substance so as not to show a light that could be seen from the air.  As we sat in the bus with this ghostly blue pallor we could not help laughing at one another, it wasn’t all doom and gloom.  In the blackout we could hear remarks such as “sorry, excuse me, where are we now?”, all due to the complete darkness, everyone was good humoured about it. All headlamps were masked to show just a little light a few yards ahead, it was nerve racking to be driving a vehicle and at one time a bus driver just stopped in time after leaving the bottom of the High Street and finding himself and his bus on the edge of the Quay.  Bomb shelters were built all over the town and unless there was a direct hit gave complete protection.  

Air-raids had now begun and a raid by a single bomber on Poole in August led to the deaths of two people, one of which was my old friend Fred Landry, Fred was the first
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person to be killed in an air raid in Poole.  Fred and I were neighbours in Pound Street, and only a few doors away in South Road when I lived there.  I was very sad to hear of his death.  I thought of the happy days we spent as boys on the shore at Baiter and elsewhere.  I was now expecting to be called up as I had registered with the 26 year age group.  Eventually I received a notice from the employment exchange ordering me to attend.  I thought this rather strange.  Anyhow on the appointed day there I was with several other young men.  We were told that we were to be trained for engineering work in the factories and for the time being we would be in a reserved occupation, that meant not to be called up for the armed services.  It was rather mixed feelings for me, although I must admit to a sigh of relief, it was countered by a feeling of embarrassment, when all my old friends were disappearing into uniforms, some of them never to return home.  My girl friend Miss Gabrielle Speed of Hamworthy to whom I was engaged was naturally  pleased, although we both realised that it would only be a temporary measure.  As it happened and I was not to know then I was not to be called up, but I was to be sent away to work.  I along with several other local lads were first sent to Redbridge near Millbrook, Southampton where we were given an intensive course on engineering.  We all had to go into lodgings and five of us lodged in a house near the Central Station, it could not have been in a worse position, as the German bombers naturally homed in on that area.  We were caught in a daylight raid one day and the last bomb fell quite near the old power station close by the railway.  We were at that time running towards the nearest shelter and splinters from the bomb were hitting the road, just as we entered the shelter, a bit unnerving to say the least.  Then came December and the big fire raid on Southampton followed the next night by high explosives.  On the evening of the fire raid a policeman called telling us to put our bikes away as people were taking bikes to ride away from the town during the night raids.  We had taken our bikes up to make it easier to get to work.  So that night we put them away for the last time as it happened, as that night our lodgings and everything around was completely destroyed.  A large part of the centre of the City lay in ruins, but in the middle still standing in the morning was Lyons Café complete with a notice outside “business as usual” typical of the British spirit of that time.  It is a pretty traumatic experience to be in a big town during a heavy air raid.

Well we had lost our bikes and all our gear but were still alive.  The big difficulty now  was where to get lodgings.  Everywhere people were taking in relatives who had been bombed our, so there was little chance for us.  However I managed to find some temporary lodgings at Millbrook right opposite the graving dock built originally for the Queen Mary.  As I had only temporary accommodation I decided to cycle to work each day.  I had two more cycles at home, one for track racing and one for road racing.  By now the management because of disruption at night with air raids created two shifts 6-12 and 12-6 so I was young 27 years old, very fit and keen cyclist it was no problem for me to leave in
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the small hours for the early shift and get there for 6 o’clock and easier than ever to do the 12-6 shift being in the day light.  In the early morning at Picket Post up the hill from Ringwood, very often anti aircraft fire and searchlights could be seen over Southampton. The 12-6 shift would be leaving work just as the sirens were going, so I did not waste time getting out of the area. It was rather unhealthy at times because you were more likely to be hit by anti aircraft shrapnel than be killed by a bomb. With hardly any light unless it was moonlight one had to be careful until reaching the New Forest which I knew well. The Home Guard at Totton always stopped you to inspect your Identity Card as did the Home Guard Unit at  Longham, otherwise the road was all yours, just look out for stray animals. I had an awkward experience on one trip home, I reached Stoney Cross, there was an airfield there then, traces can still be seen today on the road to Fritham. The road downhill was much steeper than it is today and narrower. So there I was sweeping down the hill, it was bright moonlight so visibility was quite good. Reaching the bottom of the hill I started to pedal to give me a good speed to climb to the next gradient, disaster. I had lost my chain, what to do now! This was wartime, no friendly lorry driver for a lift, either walk back to Totton or on to Ringwood, but I would still be without a chain. So I walked slowly back and lo and behold there was the chain glistening in the moonlight. Owing to my speed down the hill it had just come off in a straight line. Luckily I had not lost the link, but could not find the outside spring link so I had to be very careful. I cycled very slowly, walking all the hills to prevent undue strain on the chain and eventually arrived home past midnight.

1940 what a year for England, we had the trauma of Dunkirk and the miraculous saving of the Army minus all their equipment , that of course could be replaced in time.  Then in late summer we had the Battle of Britain, yes indeed it was the Battle of Britain.  If the Royal Air Force had been defeated we would have gone under, make no mistake about that.  The air battle was exciting, no one who was not around at that time could ever understand the drama enacted in the skies.  Daily as we saw the vapour trails of the battle and could hear the faint rattle of machine guns and the planes of both sides crashing to their doom usually trailing smoke and very often a parachute floating earthwards signifying that a pilot had managed to bale out.  It was common practice for fighter pilots to do a victory roll over built up areas on returning from an engagement; this they did to let us know that they had beaten off the Luftwaffe.  The German losses mounted daily in ever increasing numbers, we were also having losses but not as many as the Germans.  The daily papers printed the score each day as if it were a cricket match only of course it was deadly serious, but all good morale boosters.  In late September it was all over; the Luftwaffe had been beaten with huge losses and could not sustain the attacks.  I often think not enough credit was given to the Hurricane fighter in the battle.  The Spitfire was of course the most glamorous aircraft but the first 
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onslaught of the battle were met by the Hurricanes, while the factories were turning out sufficient Spitfires to turn the battle in our favour.  We now had to brace ourselves for the nightly air raids which the Germans hoped would do what the daylight raids had failed to accomplish.  England was now embattled with Hitler commanding the whole of Europe from Norway round to Spain.

Early in 1941 we were deemed proficient enough in our training to be sent to jobs and to my great surprise I was sent to the Royal Ordnance Factory at Creekmoor.  This factory was producing 20mm cannons for the fighters, these would replace the machine guns formerly fitted in the wings and of course much more effective.  I must say I thought how lucky I was to be sent to Poole, but no one knew what the future would hold, a daunting prospect.

My fiancée Gabrielle and I had decided to get married despite the war; no one could tell what would happen and one had to live as near as normal a life as possible.

We fixed the date to be the 29th March, the anniversary of my proposal to her.  With a name like Gabrielle she was always called Gay by everyone, which reflected her lovely happy and cheerful nature.  Unfortunately the word Gay has now been degraded to mean something entirely removed from its original meaning of light hearted and happy nature. The work at the Royal Ordnance Factory was repetitive and our training largely wasted.  Shifts were of 12 hours night and day seven days a week, with Home Guard duties on top.  It  had to be done all over the country, the army had to be re-equipped, planes and ships built.  1941 was a grim year for Britain, but everyone as we said in those days “got stuck in” and morale was fantastically high.

March 29th arrived and I was given the day off for the ceremony.  So Gay and I gave our vows in Longfleet Church and furthermore kept them to this day.  We managed a reception in the Bon Marche restaurant which then existed and the building still stands on the opposite side of Westons Lane to Boones the ironmongers.  Considering the circumstances we had a good reception with relatives and guests and an ersatz wedding cake, no icing sugar available then.  As I looked out of the window opposite, there was the ruins of what had been Fifty Shilling Tailors which had earlier been hit by a bomb and destroyed.  It was a depressing sight and I wondered what the future would bring or if we had any future.

However I soon banished these thoughts from my mind, I was starting a new life with my loving Gabrielle by my side.  1941 wore on and everyone gave their best and slowly but with increasing speed Britain girded herself for war and in the end victory.  We must not forget the tremendous help given by America who did everything short of going to war.
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                                                                                                                                                                          Not of course knowing that in a few months they would be in it with Japanese attack on Pearl Harbour.

The Government realised the tremendous pressure of long incessant hours of work was resulting in diminished production.  So they instituted a holiday scheme.  It was planned for workers to have a week off and arranged on a rota so as not to disrupt war production.  Just fancy, it took a war to have a holiday with pay.  This I had never had before and neither had anyone else in the workforce.

That being so Gay and I borrowed a tandem from a cycling friend of mine and we pedalled off.  As the roads were empty except for military traffic it was quite wonderful to silently speed along.  As all direction signs had been removed our knowledge of roads and where they went, through our cycling days came into play so we did not get lost.  We had no set plan, but our first call was at Aborfield where my brother in-law, who was in an anti aircraft unit was stationed.  The corporal on the gate soon found him and we had a pleasant reunion, before finding accommodation in Basingstoke.  Next day we carried on towards London and headed for Gay’s aunt at Wembley, where we were greeted with great kindness and we stayed the night.

It was very difficult then to put anyone up because of rationing of foodstuffs.  Rationing was severe with no paper allowed for the wrapping of food, no new clothes could be bought until you had saved  enough coupons and then not necessarily available.  On leaving Wembley we headed east towards Forest Gate  and West Ham and then we began to see the destruction wrought by the blitz.  Whole streets were flattened in some areas and familiar land marks destroyed, made me lose direction at one time although I was as familiar with the area as I was with Poole and its surroundings.  We stayed with my Aunt at Forest Gate who was delighted to see us.  The next morning we pedalled on to Barkingside just beyond Ilford and stayed with my cousin.  The next day we started homeward and we had a break at Colnbrook, where despite the war preparations were in hand for the construction of Heathrow although no actual work was being done on the site plans had already been laid.  It was already realised by those in the know that aircraft would be bigger and faster, the war just accelerated the process and the jet engine had yet to come.

On our way past Winchester and near to the New Forest we were passed by a truck which pulled up and offered us a lift.  We were amazed he had a load of war material, but turned out to be a driver for Jack Cutler and was heading for Poole.  We stowed the tandem on the top of the load, crammed into the cab and had a free ride home.  Jack Cutler was a close friend of us both, he was the founder of the now big transport firm of H.J. Cutler based at Dawkins Road Hamworthy.  1941 was a grim year for us, two days before our wedding 34 men were killed in a raid when a bomb hit the mess room of the

68

Bourne Valley Gas Works.  H.M.S. Hood had been sunk by the Bismark, although Britain replied by sinking the Bismark after a sea chase from Norway to just off Brest.  Everywhere our armies were as the communique put it engaged in strategic withdrawal in other words we were losing.  On the 2nd June 1941 Hitler invaded Russia, which soon eased the pressure and led to a reduction in the air raids and they soon became sporadic and less intense.  Then on the 7th December 1941 Japan struck at Pearl Harbour, devastating the United States Navy which immediately brought America into the war.  It was now a World War but thankfully fate had brought in a mighty America on our side.  Although the threat of invasion had now receded, conditions for the populace became grimmer because of the U-Boats were sinking ships at an alarming rate, with the deaths of thousands of our brave merchant seamen.  It was not until 1942 when Coastal Command with their Sunderland and Catalina flying boats began to get the upper hand over the U-Boats.  Poole played no small part in their operations, as the flying boats flew from the hards just off Lake Drive near to my home in Napier Road.  There was also a Balloon Unit operating there to prevent a possible low level attack on the base.

In the Spring of 1942 Gay and I were awaiting our first born and she arrived on the 28th of March and we decided to call her Angela.  The fact that I was now a father gave me great happiness, especially as I had never had brothers and sisters and no real family life.  I was so excited when I went to see Gay and the baby I gazed in wonder at the tiny bit of humanity that we had created, and the happiness on Gay’s face as she held Angela in her arms was quite wonderful.  My Mother was overjoyed that she had become a grandmother.  While Gay was in the nursing home there was a heavy night raid on Poole, the Luftwaffe had resumed attacks , although 1942 was to be their last big effort.  Anyhow I worried because the plane dropped flares which lit up the whole town.  Gay and the other young mums were safe however in the basement and had a lively night.  The nursing home was at Whitecliff just by the little railway bridge an ideal target, but on Whitecliff there was a battery of 3.7 anti-aircraft guns and they shot out most of the flares, but there was quite a bit of damage in the town.  Gay and I had just moved to Hamworthy in Napier Road, which was just a gravel road then with only three bungalows, one of which was ours, and a handful of houses.  The top end which turned into Lake Drive was covered in fir trees with just a few dwellings at the lower end of Lake Drive.  The war was still going badly for us in early 1942, the disaster at Singapore was almost unbearable.  The surrender of the city and the capture of thousands of our men so far from home by a savage and cruel foe was tragic.  So many were to die horribly through the beatings, starvation and overwork through long years of captivity, some of them schoolmates of mine, we all felt so helpless.  At least the Nazis were just across the Channel and we could get at them and bomb their cities, and destroy their aircraft and ships.  In May the R.A.F. put up a 1000 bombers in a raid on Cologne and Hitler had boasted that not one bomb would fall on Germany.  In marrying Gay I had
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acquired a new family, a father and mother-in-law and two sisters-in-law, one older than Gay and me and one younger.  A new experience for me having a surrogate father, an older man to whom I could talk.  He was a kindly man and mother-in-law was always cooking little tit bits out of the meagre rations, how she did it I don’t know, quite marvellous.  Angela was their first grandchild and they were as equally thrilled as my Mother.  So Gay and I settled down to being parents, although I did not see much of the baby because of the long hours of work.  But for the time being I was lucky, many men away in the forces had never seen their babies and some sadly never would.  I could not get it out of my mind that a fit man such as myself should not be in the forces, but I had no control over that.  I felt that probably that would come in due course with the losses in the battles on land, sea and in the air; however as I said before that was not to be I was to be a war worker right to the end.

1942 until the victory at El Alamein and the Russian victory at Stalingrad was awful.  Huge numbers of ships were sunk during the year making all supplies especially food dangerously low.  Left wing and communist sympathisers in the House of Commons were demanding a second front to help Russia.  How easy it is for politicians to demand action in the full knowledge that they would not be the ones to face the enemy fire.  They conveniently forgot the Russio-German Pact of 1939 and the taunts of the evil Stalin that Britain should surrender to Germany.  With the victories at El Alamein and successful invasion of North Africa the tide had at last turned.  Towards the end of 1942 there were redundancies to be made at R.O.F. Poole.  I thought this is it I am going to be called up at last.  But the National Service Officer whose job it was to apportion manpower thought otherwise.  I was informed that I was to be sent to White Waltham airfield just outside Maidenhead to be employed on specialist work on aircraft.  I thought what do I know about aircraft?  Absolutely nothing, but still there it was, I had to obey.  So early in 1943 I collected my railway warrant and off I went on the train via Basingstoke and Reading to White Waltham.  On arrival the most important thing was to find lodgings, the authorities helped out at first after that you were on your own.  

I reported to the firm on the first morning, they were operating in a huge hanger, but although there were only a small number of men there, three of them came from Poole which cheered me up.  They were only just starting and for a while we helped the millwrights install the machinery.  Eventually we got going and much of the work was making sheet metal detail fittings, which when passed OK by the inspector was sent to the main factory at Slough (what a horrible name) unfortunately it seemed quite appropriate at the time, there to be mass produced.

A lot of the work was experimental, there were sliding hoods on the cockpits of the Spitfires and Hurricanes, and vital work on the ejector seat which had only just come into use in the R.A.F.  We had a mock up cockpit with a dummy pilot
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dressed with pilots complete flying suit and accessories, weighted to about ten or eleven stone.  This dummy was connected to a thin cable in the roof of the hangar so that the boffins could assess the explosive charge necessary to eject the pilot and his seat without killing the pilot.  When the charge was set off we all plugged our ears, as the noise reverberated throughout the hangar enough to deafen you.  Another job was the fitting of a new type of gunsight to the fighters and, as each aircraft cockpit was different, fittings had to be made to adapt to the shape of the aircraft.  Our strangest job was the construction of a flying jeep.  This, believe it or not, was the modification of a standard American jeep to be towed behind an aircraft, and at the right moment, to be released as were the gliders to land.  This jeep was cleared of unnecessary projections on the floor and we then made a steel bracket fixed to the floor, still leaving room to operate the accelerator, brake and clutch pedals.  This bracket supported a vertical shaft which went up about six or seven feet.  On the top of this shaft were mounted two rotor blades, which were to revolve in flight by the slipstream of the aircraft (that is it ever got off the ground) which it did eventually.  A tailplane assembly was constructed and it bolted to the jeep.  This assembly could be jettisoned on landing so that the jeep could be driven away.  It was to be towed by a Whitely bomber which it eventually did leave the ground sailing merrily behind the aircraft.  We did not see this operation as the jeep was taken to another airfield for the tests.  Later we were shown photographs of the flight taken from an accompanying aircraft.  The pilot must have had nerves of steel to fly it, we never heard what happened after that, but there is a replica at the Army Air Corps Museum of Flying at Middle Wallop in Hampshire.  When I saw the film “Chitty Chitty Bang Bang” my memory went back to the flying jeep, and I bet the person sitting next to me could never have guessed, or rather couldn’t guess what I was laughing at. 

There was of course an R.A.F. airfield at White Waltham but it was not an operational airfield, that is to say no bombing raids were mounted from there.  The Air Transport Auxiliary flew from White Waltham.  The job of the A.T.A. was to deliver aircraft from factories to R.A.F. units, so they flew everything from fighters to bombers.  They were men and women, Amy Johnson was there fairly often.  These fliers were people from civilian life who could fly but had been rejected on medical ground from the forces. There were of course ex R.A.F. types as well. A pleasant surprise awaited me there among the fliers was an old friend who had his own plane pre-war and lived on the outskirts of Maidenhead. He used in the early 30’s to fly from Coventry where he was in business, to the old Christchurch Airfield as he had a house at Mudeford, so he had a pleasant reunion.

Our working hours at the Hanger were irregular and it was common practice to stay in the hanger until the job was finished, because urgency was the key note. We often stayed 
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                                                                                                                                                                     on the job for days and nights until completion, snatching a few hours sleep, and then a wash and shave, a meal in the canteen and back to the bench. This saved time and kept continuity of the job fresh in our minds, because we could hand over directly to our opposite number on the next shift without delay. This did not go down well with the local Home Guard Commander, who was a bit like Captain Mainwaring in “Dad’s Army”. We were supposed to do our quota of training and guard duty but it was just not possible with our awkward working hours. In the end after a blazing row with our manager he gave up and we were excused duties.

I managed to get one or two trips home when on occasions there was a hiatus in the work schedule. I could see that there were preparations for a possible sea attack across the channel living so near the harbour , with the huge number of craft assembling. On the last occasion in 1943 in the winter I was stopped by a Military Policeman at Poole Station because my identity card showed a Maidenhead address and he informed me I was to go back on the next train. As luck would have it our local policeman was on the station and very kindly identified me for the Military.  So I was given a pass for three days on the understanding that if I was in Poole on the fourth day I would be arrested.  When I reached the small railway bridge at the bottom of Lake Road the same thing happened but this time with a cheerful American G.I.  After explaining that I lived only a few hundred yards the other side of the bridge, he also issued me with a pass, so I was able to spend the weekend with Gay and baby Angela who was already growing into a little girl.  Winston Churchill despite having led the country into the War was giving thought to the future, that is to say, what was England going to be like after victory and peace came?  He announced in Parliament that we could not go back to that which existed in 1939.  So accordingly he appointed Sir William Beveridge, a well known economist, to devise a scheme of national welfare.  Sir William came up with the plans which laid the foundations of the Welfare State that we have today.  This said Winston must be implemented after the end of the War to make Great Britain a better and more caring place to live in.  It was of course to be carried out by a Labour Government under Mr Attlee, but it was Winston Churchill with his brilliant and far seeing mind who initiated this new and revolutionary idea of National Welfare.

With the preoccupation in the war with Germany I am afraid we all gave little thought to what was happening in the Far East against the Japanese.  The Americans were smashing the Japs in the Pacific and forcing them back island by island.  Our Army in Burma, the “forgotten” army as it was called, had at last halted the Japs and were going on the offensive.  How soon we wondered before we can release our lads who were suffering and dying as prisoners?  Sadly it was nearly two years before the remnants were to be brought home.
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I had now managed to take my bike up to White Waltham and that made movement much easier.  I was fed up with buses.  One of the workers who had recently been sent to White Waltham and came from Ealing turned out to be a club cyclist and when we had any time off we used to cycle round the Thames valley which I knew fairly well but he knew in greater detail. Of course all sign boards had been removed early on to make it more difficult for the Germans to find their way about if they had succeeded in invading us. We had an amusing experience once, we saw an elderly man and although we knew our way, asked him the way to Marlow. He said he did not know pretending ignorance, he had probably never left the area in his lifetime. So we went of laughing but of course he was right it was impressed upon everyone not to give any information to strangers.

Early in 1944 I was able to get home to Poole for a few days and what I saw convinced me that an assault on France could not be far off, Poole was an armed camp, tanks and guns were everywhere, my own road Napier road was chock full. In the train coming down I could see the Winchester, by-pass then comparatively new was crammed with military with camouflage netting stretched over the road. I decided I would find somewhere for Gay and Angela in Maidenhead. I thought that an attack could well mean a counterattack on Poole by the Germans with possibly heavy loss of life. So I took the family off to White Waltham and as it happened I was able to let the bungalow to a Marine Officer, who was delighted to get accommodation for his family so close to what was the H.M.S. Turtle now Royal Marines Poole. So I had Gay and Angela with me for a while until after the invasion and the marine Officer had vacated our bungalow, and of course my fears were groundless after all thank God. Everyone was now getting excited, could the war soon be over? It was to drag on for another year before the end. 1945 came and we were expecting our second child and I was able to get accommodation with an elderly lady for Gay and the family at White Waltham till the birth of our second child Rodney. The Germans surrendered in early May and the celebrations were marked by huge street parties and bonfires. What a relief the fighting was over in Europe, no more killings and the prisoners held by Germany could all come home.

At the end of May Mr Churchill resigned and called a general election for July 5th. But Gay was unable to vote as Rodney out new son came into the world on July 6th. A Labour Government was elected with a big majority and they certainly had a big job on hand.  Within a few weeks the Atom Bombs had been dropped on Japan bringing the World War to an end.  Now we had to count the cost, millions had been killed and wounded, including untold thousands of civilians through bombing.  In Europe the cost in lives was horrific, whole cities had been virtually destroyed.  With victory the awful and horrifying truth about the concentration camps came to light.  How could a civilised nation like Germany commit
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such crimes?  But when we read the papers today with the seemingly never ending reports of bestial acts, especially against women and children, you realise that a monster like Hitler could do the same in any country once gaining power; by putting those evil people in uniform and giving them arms and a free rein and the same thing could happen again.  The men and women were being demobilized and coming home but thousands never would.  Several of my schoolmates never returned , Bob was killed in the North African Campaign, Ralph was lost in a bombing raid on Germany, Jim was badly wounded and never really recovered until his death several years later.  George survived the death railway in Burma only to be struck down by disease and spent the remainder of his life in a wheelchair and died miserably with the added affliction of tunnel vision.  No more would I greet those old friends of mine, it was very sad, the end of an era.

POST WAR YEARS

For the second time in our lives Gabrielle and I were to live through war.  Previously we were children now we were parents with a daughter and a son.  Everyone was now trying to pick up their lives where they had left off on the 3rd September 1939.  But it was not to be the same, we were all six years older and I suppose wiser.  In 1939 I was single as was Gay and in our twenties; now we were married so for us and millions of others we had to start afresh. Rationing had to go on for some years yet, while the new Government struggled to bring order out of chaos of the war. Poole had not come off too badly compared with some other towns, considering it was a port and an important one at that to the war effort. So we all set to and did what we could. Housing was a great problem and thousands of prefabricated homes were put up to accommodate people trying to find somewhere to live. They served their purpose well for many years until things settled down and permanent houses could be built. For us club cyclists who had survived the war it was time to revive the club, so with quite a few youngsters we got things going again. There was plenty of enthusiasm, but the athletes wished to go their own way so once again we were the Poole Wheelers Cycling Club as we started out in 1926, I found it difficult to do a lot of cycling with the responsibility of a family, but I enjoyed cycling whenever I had time for a run. Alas we had to give up or track at Poole Stadium as the post war Council decided to tear it up to give it over to the speedway racing. Even the old established Poole Town Football Club have been turned out of the Stadium and have had to find some other pitches on which to play their matches, a great shame I think. The Labour Government were carrying out a programme of Nationalization of key industries like mining and the railways, Gas and Electricity. We were told that they now belonged to the people, although no one seemed to find out which people, however most of us felt public ownership should be given a try.  The first thing that happened was an increase in prices to pay for better wages for the workers so we were told.  On the other hand the vast profits that were made by the “Bosses” before public ownership suddenly disappeared, and were replaced by equally vast losses.
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Little doubts began to creep into my mind, but as it was early days, I thought I would give them a chance it will work out all right in the end.  So we all carried on to rebuild Britain, the Empire was now finished and a good job too, colonialism was a dead duck. Unfortunately giving the colonies their freedom created ;problems that were never envisaged.  Large numbers of people from the former colonies migrated to Britain with no knowledge of British heritage, problems were created that never existed prior to their arrival, but everything has worked out all right in the intervening years.

Gay and I had now acquired a car and although there was petrol rationing we managed to get around, and I also found out like many others that petrol could be obtained that gave about 200 miles to the gallon!! Naughty black market!! In 1948 another baby arrived this time a little girl, so we called her Penelope.   Luckily we had a large garden so there was plenty of play room for the children.  Life was very slowly getting back to a peace time pattern, shops began to offer a little more choice, especially when clothes rationing ended.  We had all got so shabby in the war with make do and mend.  I think it hit the ladies hardest, they could not obtain the little fripperies that women love to have and make themselves attractive.  Nylon stockings had now appeared and all the ladies were cheering up, showing shapely calves clad in shimmering nylon, a real morale booster. 

 My mother was still living in our house in Oakdale and had her maiden sister living with her, my Aunt Laura.  She asked if she could come and live with us.  This was a problem, so after some discussion  Gay and I decided that we would build an extra two rooms for them.  This was financed by the sale of the house so in due course Mother and Aunt Laura came to live with us, that made seven of us in a bungalow, but with the extra rooms we managed.  At about this time some land became available in Branksea Avenue which the vendor could not use because of the restrictions on building. Gay and I decided to buy it and wait until the Government released the building controls.  We then hoped to build a bigger house for the family.  After submitting plans which were approved we had a bombshell.  We were told that before we could build we would have to pay what the Government called a development charge, in other words a tax for the privilege of providing a home at our own expense for our family.  We were outraged, there we were paying a builder who would be employing men for several months and creating a rateable value to be paid to the Council and on top of that a tax!!  So this was Socialism, we who did not wait for the State to supply our home were to be penalized, what a racket!!

I was so incensed that I went straight to the office of the local Conservative Party and joined it – the first time that I had ever joined a political party.  I actually tried for Civic Honours in 1950 and was selected as a candidate for the Hamworthy Ward but I was defeated by the Labour candidate who later went on to become Mayor.  That I suppose could be put
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under the heading of “might have been”.  A more important event occurred in June of 1950 with the birth of our third daughter whom we decided to call Kathryn.

We were going to see vast changes in Poole in the coming years.  Most of the house in the old town were to be demolished including the whole of Pound Street, along with a good many of the other roads and alleyways.  After all they were all slum dwellings, but that is no reflection on the people who had to live in them.

Although new council estates were to be built, including those tower blocks beloved by planners who would not have to live in them, a whole community was destroyed as happened all over the Country.  It was so sad to see old Poole families broken up, the spirit of old Poole died with it, and it has all been proved since to be so unnecessary.  Tower blocks have had to be pulled down all over the country although large sums have been spent on the blocks in Poole and they are still there.  That is the legacy of so called planning in the 40 years after.

When the Labour Government was defeated we were repaid the development charge which was £365, that was on a house that cost £2280.  The Conservative Government paid interest on that amount and we received £415 that made us feel better and we soon put that £415 to good use for the family.  In 1952 we all went to my cousins in Dunbar for a holiday, and while we were there a gathering of the clans took place in Edinburgh.  What a wonderful sight, one thousand pipers marched down from the castle and along Princes Street.  It was quite emotional to a Sassenach, to see Scots falling in and marching behind their particular clan.

Our new house was now completed and as the plot was large, the house was actually built in the middle of two plots so there was lots of room for the children to play.  So I immersed myself in creating a garden, which I thoroughly enjoyed.  Whenever I could find the time I went out riding with the Poole Wheelers, lots of new faces now since the war, and plenty of enthusiasm which pleased me no end.

The High Street was altering with some old businesses closing and new ones opening.  Woolworths had now moved to where the old Amity Hall once stood.  For a while there was one way traffic in the High Street and severe parking restrictions with eventually pedestrianisation as we see today, although at that time it was a good few years away! Steve Colombus had died and the Chandlery business taken over by an old friend of mine Lt. Commander Keith Metcalfe.  Keith was a great character and being ex naval was admirably suited to dealing in ship equipment. He was the only certificated compass tester in the area at that time, and was also an expert on maritime law, which he told me was more complex because it very often clashed with the laws of different countries. He was also a bit of a linguist and was able to solve many problems relating to the law of the sea. His store of numerous tales was immense, some of them not to be heard in 
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                                                                                                                                                                    the more refined company. Around the store he had pinned up numerous cheques which had not been honoured, and underneath the names and titles of the person or persons who had presented them. Anyone entering the store would be entertained to a description of the defaulter, with a not very commendable description of their forebears, always accompanied by gales of laughter, a real character Keith. In 1952 King George the VI died and Elizabeth our present Queen took over as Monarch. The Coronation took place on June 2nd 1953 and Keith invited us all down to watch television, which at that time we did not possess. It was a tremendous and moving experience to be able for the first time to things as they happened and shortly afterwards we managed to have our own set installed. The flying boats which operated in Poole were now becoming redundant because of the increase in size and range of land based aircraft. One last attempt was made on behalf of the flying boats with the construction of a huge aircraft called the Princess with six engines which flew over Poole several times. Although it was a beautiful aircraft it was doomed from the outset as it could not possibly compete with the new airliners coming into service. So it was a complete white elephant and should never have been constructed, a complete waste of vast sums of money and effort. A number of the old flying boats were eventually broken up on the hards off Lake Drive in Hamworthy now of course part of the Royal Marines Poole. During the post war years a Belgian, Paul Henri Spaak, who was the first President of the United Nations Assembly, spoke of the necessity of a United Europe free from the threat of war. He really created the Assembly of the Council of Europe in 1949 and became its’ president. This was the forerunner of the E.(E.)C. that we have today, and came into being with the Treaty of Rome in 1957. All this unknown to the people of Poole was going to make a tremendous difference to the town. We see it today with the effects of Mr Spaak’s dream in Poole, with Continental ferries several times a day coming and going with passengers and freight making Poole one of the most important ports on the South Coast, being known all over the Continent and beyond. The children were a great source of joy to my Mother, and of course to my Father and Mother-in-law. Father-in-law was so proud to have a grandson because of his three daughters. He absolutely doted on Rodney who was always riding his cycle up to see Grandad. Unfortunately he had not much longer to live and died of cancer in November 1955. Gay was now pregnant with our last child and another boy arrived in January of 1956 and we called him Peter. We were now rather a large family so I put a dormer window in the roof and made a fifth bedroom so we had enough accommodation for us all.

The nationalisation of industries were not proving very successful, and the power station at Hamworthy originally coal fired was, because of the cost of the cost of coal, given over to oil, which was more efficient and cheaper. Likewise the making of gas from coal was to be phased out leading to the closing of the gas works. Thank God for that, I said, having lived in my youth literally within a stone’s throw of the gas works, with its attendant dirt and smell, which we of that area of Poole had to endure. The residents would now have a much cleaner
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                                                                                                                                                                   and healthier environment in which to live. Likewise the railway lines along the Quay were to be removed, although it gave the Quay a bit of character, no-one shed any tears, no more danger from the lines especially for us of the cycling fraternity. The demolition of the old slum terraces was proceeding and lots of interesting bits and pieces from the past were unearthed. The best of the old buildings were of course retained as can be seen today, with any new buildings having to blend in with the old. The old town today looks quite prosperous as it must have looked in its heyday, when the rich merchants lived there.  A well know ship called the Lady of Avenel was moored in Holes Bay, she was originally built in the 1870’s at Falmouth.  She had a rather chequered career and was reputed at one time to have taken part in the slave trade in Cuba and Brazil, although we had abolished slavery many years earlier, other countries carried on for a while.  Anyhow in 1925 she was sailed by the British Arctic Expedition and reached the nearest point to the North Pole than any other sailing ship.  After being converted to a luxury yacht, she was moored in the Holes Bay at the beginning of the war where she gradually deteriorated and became a wreck!  Lt Commander Keith Metcalf had her figure head mounted outside his chandlers shop for some years.  She became too dangerous in her wrecked condition and was eventually blown up by the Royal Marines, a rather inglorious end to a ship.  The old paddle steamers were also to succumb to the march of progress.  It was rather a shame, as they all gave character to the Quay in summer for the holidaymakers, many of whom had never seen the sea !! There it was one by one they were taken out of service victims of the diesel engine, they were hopelessly out of date and lost money, and unfortunately no one wanted to go on sea trips any more.  I look back with nostalgia to my youth at the excitement of passengers when we cast off and headed out to sea.  As there were no Tannoys in the early days I often pointed out places of interest to the passengers, such the Needles, Alum Bay, Hurst Castle, Lulworth Cove, Portland Bill etc., and was sometimes given tips for my pains !! At one time we saw a school of porpoises off the Needles which caused some excitement, I explained to the onlookers the differences between the porpoise and the Dolphin, pointing out the blunt head of the porpoise compared with the pointed beak and the sharply pointed back fins of the dolphin.   The porpoise does not often leap from the water as does the dolphin, and is a comparatively slow swimmer. 

This also was the age of the Atlantic Liners, and we often sighted one.  I was able to identify them for the passengers.  This was the heyday of Cunard, White Star, Union Castle and the P & O Liners. Ships such as the Berengaria of Cunard which was actually a German ship taken as reparation after the 1914/18 war.  Then there was the Majestic of White Star and of course the old Mauritania and the Aquitania of Cunard.  A feature of the two lines Cunard and White Star was the fact that Cunard ships names ended with the letters I.A. and the White Star with the letters I.C.  Likewise the Union Castle usually were named after castles, and traded chiefly to and 
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                                                                                                                                                                  from South Africa.  P & O of course being Peninsular and Orient sailed to the Far East and India.  That is how the word posh originated in the days of the Empire, the passengers liked to travel Port out and Starboard home, that is those who could afford it, the less fortunate travelled steerage down below!!

Despite running a large home and looking after a large family and me!! Gay did a job in the morning driving a milk truck and delivering milk.  Despite all the hard work and at times anxiety she still manages to look smart in our later years!  Still she was the product of strong minded women, her mother and grandmother were suffragettes grandmother being a close friend of the great Mrs Pankhurst.  An amusing experience occurred during her milk delivery days.  As the Royal Marines had returned to Poole, Gay obtained a contract for the milk supplies.  The particular incident which caused so much laughter happened as follows:   The delivery truck had seen better days and would not have been allowed on the road today, it rattled and crashed about with the milk crates making a terrible noise.  One day Gay entered the Marine base and was delivering milk to the various huts that existed at that time (permanent buildings were not yet built).  The divers at that time had their quarters at the far end which necessitated Gay driving across the parade ground.  She noticed several ranks of Marines lined up but drove on until she reached the divers huts who were all falling about laughing.  She enquired about the cause of all the hilarity.  “Milky” they said (they always called her Milky) do you know what you have done?  Gay rather puzzled asked them to explain.  In between helpless bouts of laughter they pointed out that she had driven through a parade in between the top brass of the Royal Marines and the ranks, not noticing the officers but gaily waving to the ranks as was the custom, what a scenario for a “Carry On” film!!

By now Angela had started work in a quantity surveyors office but after a year or so left and joined the Royal Air Force and found that much more interesting.  I must say she looked very smart in the uniform, she served at Sopley for a little while when the R.A.F. had a tracking station there.  In a year or so Rodney left school and obtained an apprenticeship at the old Imperial Motors in Norwich Avenue Bournemouth.  The rebuilding of the Old Town was proceeding apace and plans were revealed for the fly-over  over the railway and the new roads to be laid out.  Very little remains now of the old roads and alleyways, such places as Westons Lane and Globe Lane still exist but the buildings have gone.  The old Police Station in Market Street was demolished, West Street, now called Balston Terrace and market Street only have short lengths of the original to remind us of the older generation what they were like.  Barbers Piles which was badly damaged during the war has just a few houses at the end where it is now cut through by the one way road leading to the bridge.  The old Alms houses Robert Rogers in West Street have gone, but are replaced by a
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                                                                                                                                                                 large office block named Robert Rogers House so the old name lingers on.  Garlands Almshouses which were at the junction of Hunger Hill traffic system and the Towngate Bridge.  They were roughly where the tyre factors now are.  The railway along the Quay was closed and the lines removed in 1962 paving the way for the new roads and one way system to be constructed.  In Hamworthy the Herbert Carter Secondary Modern School had been built and an extension to the old Hamworthy school added.  The old cottage belonging to Mr Tucker in the aptly named Tuckers Lane in which it stood was eventually pulled down to make way for extensions to the school.  Mr Tucker was the last of the line being childless so another chapter closed.  Hamworthy School opened in 1869 and I should think must be one if not the oldest school still operating.  A well known character of Hamworthy was Horace Hoare an expert rigger in the local boatyards but self employed.  Horace is gone now but is always remembered with affection.  He taught Rodney splicing, how to handle boats and put down moorings, a great character.

My mother who was now, in 1967 80 years old said she would like to see my fathers grave before she died.  Gay and I decided we had better go to France first to see and then make plans to take her over.  So in September of 1967 we took ourselves off to Southampton, having previously made arrangements through the travel agent who was very efficient and planned everything for us, even to the latest railway station to the cemetery.  We took the ferry to Le Harve on a night crossing and on arrival boarded the train for Paris arriving at the Gare St Lazaire.  We had a surprise greeting there on looking for a taxi we were confronted by a well dressed Frenchman who asked in excellent English if we were Monsieur and Madame Jenkins.  We were amazed as we had never been to France before let alone Paris, but Monsieur produced a photograph of us both.  It happened that my cousin, who was a friend of the gentleman, had informed him of our arrival, and he insisted that we accompany him to his home.  We were effusively welcomed by his wife and we were entertained with great kindness.  They knew all about my Father and had even visited his grave and expressed their sorrow.  I thanked them and said it’s a lifetime ago and we both said how sorry we were that France had to suffer so much in the War.  In the course of conversation I found that his brother-in-law had been executed by the Germans as he was a member of the Resistance, how awful for them.  After a pleasant few hours he insisted on taking us to our hotel which was in the Rue Longchamp, a short walk from the Trocadero Metro Station.  The next day we were invited by Robert, who came to us as a student, to visit his parents.  We had a most delightful day with them and in the evening Robert took us to Montmartre and Sacre Couer, what a magnificent view over the city.  After dinner at our hotel we walked along the Avenue d’Eylau to the Place Trocadero and then on to the Palais de Chaillot to view the fountains in the Jardins du Trocadero and the marvellous view of the Eiffel Tower.  We then strolled over the Pont d’Iena along the Quai Branly to the Pont de l’Alma thence to walk over the bridge and back to our hotel, what a lovely day.  There is no doubt Paris is a romantic city.  In
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the morning we were off to the Gare du Nord then to board a train to Amiens, we then changed to a train which stopped at Beaucourt Hamel, the nearest point to the war cemetery.  As we passed through Albert I saw the church with the golden Madonna and Child above the cupola.  My Dad sent us photos of the church during the 1914-18 War, before and after the bombardment in which it was destroyed.  It was rebuilt exactly as the original building.  On dismounting from the train a Frenchman approached us and in very good English asked if he could be of any assistance.  We thanked him and explained our visit.  Monsieur then drew a little plan for us and told us it would bring us right to the cemetery.  So it would have done, only he forgot to tell us that the last bit was a country lane not a road.  We duly lost our way and ended up in the Newfoundland Memorial Park in which a section of the ground is left exactly as it was in 1918 with trenches and dugouts.  We now had to retrace our steps to the village and the station and then went to a little café and had a meal. We still had not found the cemetery and were worried about what to do when a rather fat lady came in having just got out of a small Citroen van.  As she sat down a huge beautiful green cricket jumped on her chair, this caused some laughter and excitement.  Catching the mood I approached Madame with the phrase book at the ready and asked her if she knew where was the cemetery?  “Oui, Monsieur”, and she would take us there, she would be honoured to help the son of the brave British soldier.  So we got in the van, Gay with Madame, me in the back amidst sundry items, saucepans, chairs, dresses, suits, shoes etc.  There we were bumping along a French country lane, with Madame chatting away to Gay, with Gay frantically thumbing through the phrase book, never mind we got to Serre Road Cemetery at last.  I quickly found my Father’s grave as I had the row and plot numbers.  It was very emotional for me. 51 years after his death with all those thousands of young men, looked all around was peaceful – it was early September. How awful I thought, 51 years ago all was devastation and death, thousands of young men in that hell of noise and stench, scrambled out of their trenches and the end of their youth was minutes away, they were mown down in heaps and the battle was to go on right through the winter. What madness war is and to think it had to be repeated 21 years later. Mankind has now let the genie out of the bottle with the nuclear blast and has looked evil in the face and now knows that any more stupidity and it is the end of the road. Before we left the cemetery Gay and I took a number of photographs to show mother when we got home. Sadly our plans to take her over never materialised as she died in January of 1968.

THE LATER YEARS

Angela, Rodney and Penelope had now married and on November 5th 1967 Penelope had a daughter Samantha, thus making us grandparents, I must say that was a red letter day for us both.
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Meanwhile the reconstruction of Poole was proceeding apace, many of the buildings, especially at the top end of town were being demolished to make way for the construction of the flyover over the railway and the first phase of the then Arndale shopping centre, and the building of the Arts Centre. Such places as the Regent Cinema, the Port Mahon Castle and the Ansty Arms public houses were torn down. Everything from the George Hotel both sides of the railway crossing and beyond were demolished. All the buildings on the other side of the railway, the Railway Hotel, the old railway cottages and those bordered by Nile Row, through which the railway ran. The Queen Charlotte public house and the Oddfellows hall which was bordered by Hunger Hill and Towngate Street and faced the burial ground, also went together with the old Garland Alms Houses. The only building left was the Longfleet Hotel , at one time a Temperance Hotel, owned by Arthur Whittle who was a partner in the old Estate Agents Auctioneers of Harker Curtis.

The partnership with Arthur, who was a friend of mine, was Bert Stokes, a brother Charlie Stokes of the Old Farm at Oakdale. Bert was at one time a Councillor and the family were builders, a good few years ago, another brother George lived at Hamworthy and his son was lost on H.M.S. Hood in 1941.

The modernisation of Poole brought many commercial interests into the area.  I suppose the biggest was the building of the Barclays International Bank, quite imposing and of course bringing employment to the area.  The construction of the Dolphin Swimming Pool and the Arts Centre certainly gave Poole some standing, especially as the Bournemouth Symphony Orchestra made their headquarters in the Arts Centre.

Our family was now growing, both Angela and Kathryn who was now married had daughters, Angela’s’ called Amanda and Kate’s’ Victoria.  In due course more arrived,  Timothy a brother for Victoria, Simon a brother for our first grandchild Samantha and the Rodney's trio, Nicola, Jeremy and Daniel.  My youngest son Peter had now married and Gay and I were back where we had started just the two of us, the chicks had flown the nest. 

Meanwhile in the lower end of town, embracing South Road, Green Road and surrounding areas, the demolition of the Gas Works was taking place, including the two transporters on the Quay.  This also entailed the dismantling of the cable transporter which I had seen constructed in the early 1920’s.  The two concrete bridges over South Road and Green Road also came down leaving that area clear for improvements which were to follow.  Then the much bigger job of dismantling the Pitwines Gas Works was put in hand.  That provided a tough task for the demolition teams.  Part was pulled down and explosives were used for the remainder, but Pitwines was well built.  The first charges were set off, a cloud of dust arose, the building shuddered and when the dust subsided it still stood, defiantly challenging the
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demolition team.  Another attempt was made about a week later, again a huge cloud of dust arose, but Pitwines still stood, about nine degrees out of perpendicular but intact.  In the end it had to be demolished bit by bit, so ended another era of Poole that had been part of the town for many years.  I must admit that, although I was glad to see the end of the dirt and fumes of the gas industry, there was a bit of nostalgia for the friendly community in which I lived as a youngster, despite our unpleasant environment.

The Harbour was now being modernised with the commercial side shifting to Hamworthy and the reclamation of 60 acres of the Harbour for construction of the link span for the commencement of the cross channel ferry.  Poole had a great future as a port with the discovery of oil at Wytch on the western side of the Harbour

Hamworthy became the base for servicing of the plant and supplies to the wellhead.  My 65th was now looming and when it arrived there I was no more working, leisure at last , thank God.  Gay said “I will take you out to dinner tonight”, but she would not say where.  So off we went in the evening and eventually entered a rather exclusive restaurant in Bournemouth, all subdued lighting with candlelit tables.  I could not see a table for two, but at the end of a room I spied a group of people at a larger table, all smiles.  Then the penny dropped, it was my sons and daughters with their wives and husbands, it had all been laid on secretly for my benefit.  I was quite overwhelmed, and it seemed all the other patrons were in on the act, and then a bouquet was presented to Gay, it was a wonderful evening I shall never forget.

As I now had plenty of time I was able to take up my cycling again, not of course at the speed at which we used to travel nor the distance.  However it was quite enjoyable visiting old haunts and sometimes meeting old friends.  After a while I found that a group of older cyclists had banded together and were organising weekly runs.  So I joined them and at the same time joined the Cyclists Touring Club of which most of them were members.  

I renewed old cycling friendships going back many years, to the later 1920’s in some cases.  There were a few Poole Wheelers amongst them, so there we were a nucleus of the original Wheelers still twirling the pedals around though to our three score and ten years and more.  It was quite fun to be together again as we sped along, and to chat of days gone by.  In due course Gay and I sold our house which was too big for us and purchased our present bungalow still in Branksea Avenue.  It was pretty run down and had not been altered since 1925 when it was built.  We spent a good deal on it and brought it up to date and it suits us admirably at this stage of our life.  There is a large garden which gave me a challenge  and we now have a pleasant secluded area with plenty of shrubs and a tree or two, with a pond inhabited by fish and frogs, with the added enjoyment of squirrels and their amusing action, sometimes quite still as
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                                                                                                                                                                       a statue and then scampering off at lightning speed up the trees.

Much was now to happen in Poole, Baiter which was once a rather bleak peninsula had been reclaimed up to the railway and to encompass the old Gasworks site.  Now of course an area kept for relaxation and the rest to be the large housing estate with a new road Newfoundland Drive leading into the town.

Enlargement of the Ferry Terminal was put in hand to provide another link span for an extra ferry.  The Holes Bay Road was laid across the mudlands at Sterte to link up with the Upton bypass.  Additions were made to the then Arndale shopping centre and the old Dophin Hotel was pulled down and the area which we see today as Falkland Square constructed with additional shops.  Something else occurred within our family, one of our granddaughters, Victoria had married and in January 1988 had a little girl whom she decided to call Holly.  This of course put Gay and I in the great grandparents league.  What a milestone in our lives, it sounded very ancient.  My youngest daughter Kathryn became a grandmother, a role which she seems to relish, not forgetting my son-in-law Colin becoming a grandfather and is equally thrilled.  The Power Station at Hamworthy had been closed for some time being quite out of date so plans were put in hand for the demolition and in due course the Power Station for so long a landmark with two 300ft tall chimneys were no more.  The felling of the two chimneys created tremendous interest and on the appointed day huge crowds converged on the bridge to watch the operation.  Gay and I and Penelope and her husband and some friends watched from a boat outside the exclusion zone declared by the contractors.  We waited for the warning whistle which eventually came and seconds later there were several loud cracks as the explosives were fired, the chimneys swayed and then hung in the air rather reluctantly it seemed to fall; then slowly actually rather gracefully I thought, but then with increasing speed crashed to the ground with an almighty roar to shatter into millions of pieces and a tremendous cloud of dust.  Once again I had witnessed the building and demolition of an important industrial building, a few years previously the same thing having happened to the Gasworks both events having happened over a span of about seventy years.  Things were happening in our family Rodney's son Jeremy had married and Victoria was now the mother of four children two girls and two boys making Gay and I great grandparents to four great grandchildren later on there were to be two more from Jeremy and Timothy, Kathryn's son.

The Arndale shopping centre had received a revamp with improvements such as a lift and two way escalator and a renaming as the Dolphin Centre.  Plans were announced for a new bridge to be built across Holes Bay to improve the flow of traffic which had increased enormously from the ferry terminal much of which was articulated trucks.  The hold up with the old bridge having to repeatedly open to allow shipping through was becoming intolerable, but without a new
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bridge nothing could be done.  So an invitation to Civil Engineering firms and bridge designers was initiated.  Many submissions were made from all over the world and eventually a design approved from 99 entries internationally.  The winning design was to be cable stayed about half a mile long with sufficient height to allow all yachts and ships to pass under.  All that was needed now was permission and finance to build, but we were eventually to have our hopes dashed.

For Gay and I the 50th year of our marriage was now approaching, from the 29th March 1941 to 29th March 1991 which, as the day drew near caused us to look back to the years of war when we gave our vows and had kept them.  The day at last arrived and our youngest daughter Kathryn and her husband Colin said they would like to take us out to lunch.  They came to pick us up and as we stepped into the car  the rear seats were decorated with flowers and greenery.  We both suspected that something was up but could not elicit any information from Kathryn or Colin.  We went on a roundabout route and I was trying to figure out where we were going.  Eventually we arrived at the Salterns Hotel and on entering were greeted by the manager who conducted us to, as he put it, a private room.  But when he opened the doors we both gasped, there were over 60 people, the family, relatives, neighbours and old friends that we had not seen for many years.  The room was beautifully decorated with a golden theme with flowers everywhere, with clapping and cheers from the assembled guests.  We were quite overwhelmed, the family had been planning this for months.  We had a wonderful meal, champagne and speeches of congratulation, what a wonderful day it was.

Plans for the new bridge were put on display and caused great interest, everyone thinking how wonderful, no more hold ups at the bridge.  The press made great play with projected photographs as to how it would appear and what a great boon it would be to Poole.  Our family was still expanding, Rodney’s son Jeremy had married, as had Kathryn’s son Timothy.  Jeremy and Amanda, his wife, produced a little boy to be called Evan.  Timothy and his wife Lisa managed a girl to be called Rebecca, two more great grandchildren.  My youngest son Peter and his wife Denise had a little girl to be called Jemma, who was later to have a sister called Helen and a brother to be named Steven, who was to be the last of the grandchildren.  Later there were two more weddings, Penelope’s daughter Samantha married her Phillip and Rodney’s daughter Nicola married Andy.  Rodney’s youngest son Daniel is at Bath University so there should be a pause in marriages for a while.

Meanwhile there had been an election in May 1997 when a Labour Government was returned with a huge majority. In due course representations were made to the Minister of Transport for permission to proceed with the building of the new bridge. It was not to be, the Minister announced there would be no bridge, the Government were axing all road schemes, of which the bridge would be part. The shock and disbelief throughout the area was tremendous, all the work
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                                                                                                                                                                   that had been put in to the scheme over a period of years was to come to nought, what a shame there would be no bridge until after the end of this Government, and if they are re-elected years and years of delay. I saw the old bridge demolished and the present one built, but I shall not see a new one constructed unless there is a change of heart and I live into my nineties which I am nearer to now than my eighties.

So Poole will have to get on and consolidate what we have already done. The whole area of Poole has now taken on the big city atmosphere. Life is now materially something that when we were children would have seemed like an impossible dream. We could not visualise the comparative riches we now enjoy, the Welfare State, air travel to any where in the World not just for the fortunate few but within everyone’s grasp. A wide variety of food all packaged and displayed in perfectly hygienic condition for us to chose from. The motor car has improved out of all knowledge and is owned by the huge majority of the population enabling them to travel to places that when I was young might just as well have been on the moon, but man has been there as well, hasn’t he. The wonder of radio and then television, from the first flickering tiny screens to our modern sets, where we now sit in our own chairs and order us to show us whatever we want to see. As a child to me that would have been a magical fairy story, like the Genie in Aladdin who would do anything at his master’s command. Our houses are now better built with our central heating, and electric machines to do our washing, cooking and cleaning making life for women a world away from the drudgery they endured when I was a boy. All these things and many others are now part of our way of life, and we in Poole live in a lovely environment, along with our immediate neighbours Bournemouth, Christchurch, Wareham and Swanage, we probably enjoy the best climate in Britain, but we must remember not to destroy it with greed and ambition. Poole on the whole has made a good job of creating a modern town whilst retaining the best of the historical old.

Our old community of Poole has gone, those of us that are left, look upon our ancient and noble town with great affection, and it seems to have entered an age of prosperity and well being.

Now that the year of 1999 has arrived, a great deal is being made of the year 2000. As time has no beginning or end, we can only divide it up for our brief sojourn on Earth from the moment of birth to our final exit at death. For my wife and I who are both in our eighties our future is obviously much shorter than our past so it is possible that we will not see the 2000th year, although we are ever optimistic. Now that Poole can run its own affairs as a unitary authority we can make great strides, providing that those who are elected to govern us do so with clear heads and good judgement, and are not turned aside by party political squabbling. The proposed new bridge which should have been a great asset to us; will as we now know not be built, but we do Know who is
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                                                                                                                                                            responsible for that decision. The importance of Poole cannot be overestimated with the advent of the Channel ferry to Cherbourg and the Channel Islands, and being in the centre of the South Coast. Commerce and Industry are booming, and Poole as a holiday centre is well known both here and on the Continent especially in Holland. Our education is certainly of a very high standard as are our social services. As an old Poolite going back generations, my maternal grandmother’s family name appears on the census of 1574, I am fiercely proud of Poole. Many from other parts of Britain have come to live amongst us, and in so doing have enriched our way of life, but at the same time adopting Poole as a pleasant place to bring our families and become good citizens of Poole the "beautiful place”.
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