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The 
New Zealand Railways Magazine is on sale through the principal booksellers, or may be obtained post-free for 6/- per annum.

        
Employees of the Railway Department are invited to forward news items or articles bearing on railway affairs. The aim of contributors should be to supply interesting topical material tending generally towards the betterment of the service.

        
In all cases where the Administration makes announcements through the medium of this journal the fact will be clearly indicated.

        
The Department does not identify itself with any opinions which may be expressed in other portions of the publication, whether appearing over the author's name or under a 
nom de plume.


        
Short stories, poetry, pen-and-ink sketches, etc., are invited from the general public upon New Zealand subjects.

        
Payment for short paragraphs will be made at 2d. a line. Successful contributors will be expected to send in clippings from the Magazine for assessment of the payment due to them.

        
The Editor cannot undertake the return of 
Ms.

        

          
All communications should be addressed to The Editor, New Zealand Railways Magazine, Wellington.
        

        

          
I hereby certify that the publisher's lists and other records disclose that the circulation of the “New Zealand Railways Magazine” has not been less than 20,000 copies each issue since July, 1930.
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Deputy-Controller and Auditor-General.
        

        
27/9/33.
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Praise for the Railways

        
Writing to the Editor of the “New Zealand Railways Magazine,” Father C. C. Martindale, the distinguished Roman Catholic scholar who visited the Dominion recently, pays the following tribute to the refreshment staff and services of the New Zealand Railways:—

        
I see from your Railways Magazine that visitors send you letters of thanks.

        
May I choose, for my theme of congratulation, your refreshment rooms. I went by the night train from Wellington to Auckland, and required a ham sandwich and coffee at Palmerston North, and at Frankton. Now, early or late, the bread, and the ham, and the butter were as fresh as cream, or dew, at dawn. And early or late the young ladies who produced them not only kept their tempers, though mobbed, but seemed absolutely to enjoy getting you what you wanted. And your refreshment rooms are so cool and airy that they'd have deserved their name even if they had no food in them… . So, if I remained wakeful, this was because I wanted to watch your country's scenery even if there was no light but the moon's to see it by; and if I could eat no breakfast in Auckland, that was because your ham had been so good.

        

          

[image: (Rly. Publicity photo.) The locomotive men in charge of the Royal Train in the North Island of New Zealand.]
(Rly. Publicity photo.)


The locomotive men in charge of the Royal Train in the North Island of New Zealand.
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The Royal Tour


Message from the Chairman

        
I am pleased to publish for the information of the staff the following letter which I have received from Major-General R. G. Howard Vyse, Chief of Staff to H.R.H. the Duke of Gloucester:—

        
“The Duke of Gloucester directs me to write and thank you for all that you did to ensure his comfort and safety during his time on the New Zealand Railways, both in the North and South Islands.

        
His Royal Highness fully appreciates the work that you and your staff carried out for him, and the efficiency and punctuality with which all his journeys were completed.

        
He wishes you to convey his thanks to all your staff for the parts they played in the organisation and running of, not only the Royal Train, but also the Pilot and Emergency Trains; also to those who made the preliminary arrangements and later carried them through so smoothly.

        
His Royal Highness was most comfortable in the new coaches which you built for his use, and is grateful for their provision. He considers that they are a great tribute to New Zealand workmanship.”

        
I feel fully assured that I am echoing the sentiments of my colleagues of the Railways Board, as I am certainly communicating my own, when I express the greatest possible satisfaction at having received this letter.

        
The organisation of that portion of the Tour which affected the railways entailed a great deal of very careful planning. The rolling stock which was provided for the Royal Trains was a striking testimony to what our designers and workmen were able to accomplish in securing a combination of comfort, attractiveness, reliability and economy. The working out, prior to the Tour, of the operating schedules, the providoring arrangements, the servicing of the trains, the patrolling of the track and the many other incidental matters was, in itself, an intricate work, while the alterations which were required to be made—generally at very short notice—were themselves sufficient to place a severe strain on the organisation. The fact that the result was a Tour carried through without a single hitch of any kind and with perfect punctuality as to times of arrival—notwithstanding late departures due to circumstances beyond the control of the Railways Department—makes the achievement one of which the staff can feel justifiably proud.

        
As having represented the Board on the Tour, I have to thank all the staff who were immediately concerned with the running of the trains for their loyal and efficient co-operation and for the hearty manner in which they met every circumstance as it arose.
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Chairman,


Government Railways Board.
        

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 9, Issue 11 (February 1, 1935)

[title page]





        
          

            
The New Zealand


Railways


Magazine
          

        
        
“

For Better Service.”

        

Published by the
New Zealand Government Railways Department


Service Copy


Vol. 9. No. 11. 
Wellington, New Zealand February 1, 1935.

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 9, Issue 11 (February 1, 1935)



Contents


	
On Time

	
Railway Progress in New Zealand — General Manager's Message 

p. 6

	
Good Holiday Business 

p. 6

	
The Royal Visit

	
[section] 

p. 7



	
An Impression of Lord Bledisloe — by 
Leo Stephen Fanning 

p. 10

	
Our London Letter — New Quay-Side Passenger Station at Harwich — by 
Arthur L. Stead 

p. 11

	
[section] 

p. 11

	
Handling 200,000 Passengers Daily

	
Electrification on the Continent

	
Streamlined Railcars 

p. 13

	
Brunel's Famous Viaducts

	
Railway Cinema Theatre



	
The Social Swim or Big Fish & Little — by 
Kenneth Alfred Evelyn Alexander 

p. 14

	
Weighed in the Scales 

p. 14

	
A Pippin from the Tree of Knowledge

	
Worlds Within Worlds 

p. 15

	
Social Suds in the Terrestrial Tub

	
The Unbending of Pretending

	
Schoolboy Howlers



	
Famous New Zealanders — No. 23 — Wahanui, Chief Of Ngati-Maniapoto — A Maori Statesman and Orator — by 
James Cowan 

p. 17

	
[section] 

p. 17

	
In His Youth

	
On the War-Path

	
The Politician

	
Big Man of the Border 

p. 18

	
The Orator

	
The Closed Frontier

	
“No Trespassing.” 

p. 19

	
The Pakeha Wedge

	
The Main Trunk Railway

	
The First Land Court 

p. 21

	
The Status of The Steam Locomotive



	
New Zealad Verse 

p. 22

	
The Ends of the Earth — by 
Elizabeth Mary Gurney 

p. 22

	
The Model — by 
Will Lawson

	
Spring in New Zealand — by 
Gwenyth Evans

	
Memories — by 
Odey King-Turner



	
The Singing Bone — by 
Oman 

p. 24

	
[section] 

p. 24

	
Hawera Station Garden 

p. 27

	
[section]



	
“From a Smoker Window” — by 
George Gordon Stewart 

p. 29

	
Pictures of New Zealand Life — by 
James Cowan 

p. 34

	
“There is a Green Hill …” 

p. 34

	
“Williamson's Clearing.”

	
The “Bombay” Boys

	
A Bush Surprise Party

	
Long Life, and the Recipes



	
The Battlefields of Sport — The Fall of an Idol — by 
Quentin Pope 

p. 36

	
Among the Books — by 
Patrick Anthony Lawlor 

p. 39

	
A Literary Page or Two 

p. 39

	
Reviews 

p. 40



	
“Shibli” Listens in

	
[section]

	
They Don't Call Him “Tubby” Now — Lost His Fat by Taking Kruschen — Friends Amazed at Change.



	
The Swiss Family Robinson 

p. 41

	
[section] 

p. 41

	
[section]



	
Our Women's Section — Timely Notes and Useful Hints — by 
Helen 

p. 42

	
Fashion Notes 

p. 42

	
Holidays—and after

	
This Swimming

	
Health Notes 

p. 43

	
Midsummer Ills 

p. 43

	
Prickly Heat or Heat Rash

	
Sunstroke or Heat Stroke

	
Sunburn



	
Home Notes — Some Seasonal Household Hints.

	
An Improvised Butter Cooler 

p. 44

	
Jam and Jelly Making

	
[section]

	
Quince and Tomato Jam

	
Strawberry Conserve

	
Cape Gooseberry and Melon Jam

	
Passion Fruit Pulp



	
[section]



	
The Wisdom of the Maori — by 
Tohunga 

p. 45

	
The Maori Tongue 

p. 45

	
A Mokoia Memory

	
Stories in Names, and Pureora Mountain

	
“Ka mate, Ka mate!”



	
A Railway Express — W. A. Woodger, Champion Sprinter 

p. 46

	
Variety in Brief 

p. 48








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 9, Issue 11 (February 1, 1935)

On Time



        
On Time

        

It is now some years since the Department first produced an “on time” design for the cover of its Pocket Guide—the locomotive on top of the clock; and in the intervening years the punctuality record of the New Zealand Railways has certainly not sagged. Including delays from all sources, such as slips, floods, wash-outs, engine and other mechanical failures, in a train mileage of over ten million miles last year late arrivals of express and mail trains average less than 4 minutes and of suburban trains less than 1 minute.

        
The general public, and more particularly the travelling public, gain the benefit of this high standard of punctuality, but probably have little conception of the array of inter-related factors which go to make this record possible. Everyone can realise, of course, the part that the “alarm” clock has to play in securing the prompt arrival of early morning train crews, signalmen and station staffs, amongst whom even one failure to be in his place “on time” may set back the running of a series of trains. For, with so many miles of single track, some of which at times carries maximum traffic, and the necessarily varied distances between crossing-places, traffic in both directions is usually adversely affected by a hold-up to any one of several trains in the same transport area.

        
The great range and variety of physical factors which go to the making or breaking of train punctuality can only be understood by those in the service who have to deal with some or all of them. The engines themselves must be in good condition and be handled properly, besides having good fuel and water. The rolling-stock generally must be up to standard in all running parts. The trains must be safe, smooth and dependable. Signals must act accurately, whether worked by hand or automatically; the work at stations must be planned properly, handled expeditiously, and loads must be prepared according to pre-arranged schedules.

        
These are among the multitude of factors that come into play whenever the “on time” record is placed against a train's running. And these, again, are dependent upon the skilled arrangement of station yards and sidings, watering-columns and coaling stages and facilities, and the method of booking passengers and handling luggage. As an instance it may be recalled that for many weeks on end last year the “Limited” maintained an unbroken “on time” record of arrival daily at both Auckland and Wellington. The yard improvements at Auckland doubtless had a definite bearing on this result.

        
Then there is the inevitable human factor—the understanding and co-operation amongst all trainmen that facilitates the work.

        
Railwaymen take pleasure in having their trains run to time, not only because such service is pleasing to the public, but because late running disorganises the work and increases the liability to error.

        
The public can help, of course, by arriving for trains and booking in plenty of time, and by joining and leaving trains with despatch. By doing so they are taking a useful part in promoting the romance of the rail, a romance which loses its glamour when “late arrival” displaces “on time,” but which gains in popular estimation (as doubtless the sun does for the same reason) when, as in plenty of country places throughout New Zealand, clocks can be set in safety by the passing trains.
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Railway Progress in New Zealand


General Manager's Message

        

          

            
Good Holiday Business.
          

          

Amongst the most cheering features of the railway year so far has been the good holiday business done on all sections. Aided by exceptionally good weather and a freer spending spirit amongst the general public, the railway returns are appreciably improved. Many of the principal trains were taxed to capacity during the peak of the Christmas and New Year period, while there has been a general increase in train travelling. This result, associated with the steadily improved standard of passenger accommodation provided, has justified the progressive policy of the Administration.

        

        

          
The Royal Visit.

          
The visit to New Zealand of His Royal Highness, the Duke of Gloucester, has now been completed, and the whole of the railway arrangements in that connection have been carried through with credit to the Department and in a manner which has given the utmost satisfaction to our Royal visitor, as indicated in the special message appearing in this issue from the Chairman of the Government Railways Board. The railway operations also gave satisfaction to the public who attended the many functions where punctual train-running was an important aid to their success. I wish to thank all members concerned for their good work (both individually and as a team) which enabled the whole of the railway portion of the programme to be carried through without delay or mishap of any sort.

          
I feel sure that I express the feeling of every railway employee when I say that His Royal Highness carries with him from these shores the best wishes of a service which, throughout the tour, has been charmed by his personality and delighted by his good fellowship.
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General Manager.
          

        

        
        



          

            

[image: Mr. H. H. Sterling, C.M.G., LL.B., M.Inst.T., F.R.E.S. The inclusion of Mr. H. H. Sterling in the New Year Honours could not have surprised anybody in or out of the Railway Service, and it must have been as pleasing to the Chairman of the Railways Board as it undoubtedly was to the Railway staff throughout the Dominion to find the announcement so cordially and unanimously approved by the Press. Mr Sterling's well-known administrative ability has been particularly valuable to New Zealand during the very important re-organisation of the Railways Department during recent years, and in the planning of the progressive policy which is winning an ever-increasing measure of public support. The honour of C.M.G. will be regarded by the recipient not only as a tribute to, and recognition of, his public service, but also as an indication of the important part which the National system of transportation is called upon to play in the life of the community.]
Mr. H. H. 
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The Royal Train in New Zealand


(Rly. Publicity photos.) His Royal Highness the Duke of Gloucester, landed at Wellington on 15th December, 1934. He began his tour of the North Island by rail from Wellington on 18th December. The illustrations shew (above) the arrival of the Royal train at Hastings and (below) at Napier.
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The Royal Visit.

          
The visit to New Zealand of His Royal Highness, the Duke of Gloucester, has now been completed, and the whole of the railway arrangements in that connection have been carried through with credit to the Department and in a manner which has given the utmost satisfaction to our Royal visitor, as indicated in the special message appearing in this issue from the Chairman of the Government Railways Board. The railway operations also gave satisfaction to the public who attended the many functions where punctual train-running was an important aid to their success. I wish to thank all members concerned for their good work (both individually and as a team) which enabled the whole of the railway portion of the programme to be carried through without delay or mishap of any sort.

          
I feel sure that I express the feeling of every railway employee when I say that His Royal Highness carries with him from these shores the best wishes of a service which, throughout the tour, has been charmed by his personality and delighted by his good fellowship.

          

            

[image: ]
          

          

            
General Manager.
          

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 9, Issue 11 (February 1, 1935)

[section]





          

            

[image: Mr. H. H. Sterling, C.M.G., LL.B., M.Inst.T., F.R.E.S. The inclusion of Mr. H. H. Sterling in the New Year Honours could not have surprised anybody in or out of the Railway Service, and it must have been as pleasing to the Chairman of the Railways Board as it undoubtedly was to the Railway staff throughout the Dominion to find the announcement so cordially and unanimously approved by the Press. Mr Sterling's well-known administrative ability has been particularly valuable to New Zealand during the very important re-organisation of the Railways Department during recent years, and in the planning of the progressive policy which is winning an ever-increasing measure of public support. The honour of C.M.G. will be regarded by the recipient not only as a tribute to, and recognition of, his public service, but also as an indication of the important part which the National system of transportation is called upon to play in the life of the community.]
Mr. H. H. 
Sterling, C.M.G., LL.B., M.Inst.T., F.R.E.S.


The inclusion of Mr. H. H. Sterling in the New Year Honours could not have surprised anybody in or out of the Railway Service, and it must have been as pleasing to the Chairman of the Railways Board as it undoubtedly was to the Railway staff throughout the Dominion to find the announcement so cordially and unanimously approved by the Press. Mr Sterling's well-known administrative ability has been particularly valuable to New Zealand during the very important re-organisation of the Railways Department during recent years, and in the planning of the progressive policy which is winning an ever-increasing measure of public support. The honour of C.M.G. will be regarded by the recipient not only as a tribute to, and recognition of, his public service, but also as an indication of the important part which the National system of transportation is called upon to play in the life of the community.


          

          


          

            

[image: ]
          

          


          

            

[image: The Royal Train in New Zealand (Rly. Publicity photos.) His Royal Highness the Duke of Gloucester, landed at Wellington on 15th December, 1934. He began his tour of the North Island by rail from Wellington on 18th December. The illustrations shew (above) the arrival of the Royal train at Hastings and (below) at Napier.]

The Royal Train in New Zealand


(Rly. Publicity photos.) His Royal Highness the Duke of Gloucester, landed at Wellington on 15th December, 1934. He began his tour of the North Island by rail from Wellington on 18th December. The illustrations shew (above) the arrival of the Royal train at Hastings and (below) at Napier.


          

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 9, Issue 11 (February 1, 1935)

An Impression of Lord Bledisloe





        

          
            
An Impression of Lord Bledisloe
          
        

        
(
By 

Leo Fanning.)
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Lord Bledisloe (centre) examining the pasture at Flock House, North Island, New Zealand.


        

        
“A friendly soul—helpful,” somebody said about Lord Bledisloe, recently. Can you have anything better than intelligent, constructive, friendly helpfulness to a country? Well, that is the record of His Excellency during his five years of splendid inspirational leadership in this Dominion. Of course, the last thing a Governor is expected to do is to govern in a democratic country such as New Zealand. Lord Bledisloe has not gone an inch beyond constitutional bounds, but within those bounds he has been something far greater than a formal official Governor-General. He has been a warm active friend of the people, all the people, all the time. Well and truly has he earned the right to be regarded as more New Zealander than the folk born in New Zealand. Who else in the Dominion has shown a wider range of insight and foresight in matters of material, national and social welfare? Lord Bledisloe has given some mind-stirring lessons on New Zealand, past, present and prospective, lessons which should live and not lie dead in the files of newspapers and other publications.

        
Much of the speechifying on an average ceremonial occasion is superficial, mere tedious play with platitudes, irritating iteration of the trite. Never does Lord Bledisloe lapse into dreary verbiage and abstract jargon; not for him the vague generalisation full of “question” and “consideration”; not for him the fluff of flat phrase nor the flummery of “wordy-gurdies.” Whenever he speaks he says something well worth remembering. His words have body and soul. Every verb, adverb, noun and adjective seems to be carefully chosen, yet without effort, so that they fit together as smoothly as the individual touches of colour in a masterful artist's painting. He has a pleasant voice, modulated, expressive, but the speaker's face (on a platform) does not usually reflect the vitality of the eloquence. He generally has a serious mien, necessarily, when facing an audience in a hall, but how different it is in personal chats, in or out of doors!

        
Going through the fields of Flock House recently Lord Bledisloe had a radiant personality. He looked as happy as a school-boy enjoying his first holiday.

        
“Schoolboy!” That word is a reminder that there is an element of “Peter Pan” in Lord Bledisloe. “Elderliness” is the last thing anybody would have in mind when chatting with his Excellency. His active interests are innumerable; he is up to the minute in his survey of the world at large. He is younger than the great majority of young men in the sense that his mind is ever open and alert. He keeps keen watch on the world and all its works, evasions and waitings. He is tireless, too. The more he does, the more he seems able to do. One task appears to give him a fillip for the next. He feeds on energy and energy feeds him. “He wears well, yes,” you say—but he doesn't wear.

        
He has an insatiable appetite for knowledge; he is ever digging and delving, and enjoys the exertion.

        
Helped by a remarkable memory he is constantly increasing the fixed deposits of knowledge in his intellectual bank, but he also gives it currency. He is eager to share anything that he gains in his researches.

        
“Well, my friend, let's have a look at you” remarked His Excellency to a big Berkshire boar on the Flock House farm. The pig seemed to be aware that it was under observation by an expert on swine husbandry, for its little eyes had a look of nervousness. The vice-regal gaze ran over the porcine points, and finally paused at the scruff of the neck. It was evident that he regarded the animal as rather fat-headed. He made a movement with his hands as if he would like to roll some of that scruff rearwards. “Go for a wedge-shaped head,” he said. “Get the weight well behind. The latter half of a pig is worth one and a half times the front half.” However, he gave the Berkshire some good marks for length of body and curly tail.

        
On his way to inspect a dairy herd Lord Bledisloe was gazing intently at the pasture. Suddenly he was down on one knee scanning a tuft that reminded him of a drought-resisting grass which he had seen in Australia. Quickly he asked questions. Was the plant there by chance or design? This incident gave his escort a reminder that he was a keen student of grassland farming, on which he has spoken helpfully at various times and places.

        
Presently the party reached a stand of milk-cans which caused a halt, for the type of vessel drew some newsy comment from Lord Bledisloe. He remarked that the design was practically the same as one which he had invented in England many years ago.

        
He abhorred the old kind of can, with its projecting handles and internal unevenness, under which impurities could lurk and rust could begin its destructive work. Therefore he set himself to the task of producing a can which would not have the old faults and he succeeded, but he did not bother to take out patent rights. He gave the idea to the world.

        
Lord Bledisloe is supposed to be going away from New Zealand in March, but really he is not wholly departing. He will live here strongly in his wonderful service to this country.
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The Home railways rank among the world's largest dock-owners. Ports like Southampton, Harwich, Hull and Cardiff, are all railway-owned and operated, and at most of the railway-owned shipping centres increasing business has recently been recorded.

          
Because of the enormous development of Continental business at the Port of Harwich, the London and North Eastern Railway have just opened a new quay-side passenger station at this point, together with extensive new freight-handling facilities. The new passenger station is 920 feet long, and is equipped with booking offices, money exchange, parcels and inquiry offices, and a spacious refreshment room. For freight handling there is a huge new transit shed, 900 feet long and 63 feet wide, as well as a new quay 6,000 square yards in extent carrying three lines of railway track.

          
Regular sailings between Harwich and the Continent date back to 1863. At the present time, the L. and N.E. Railway operate to and from Harwich nightly steamship services with Hook of Holland and Antwerp. The Zeeland S.S. Company operates a daily service to and from Flushing, Holland; and there is also a nightly service with Esjberg, Denmark, conducted by the United S.S. Company.

          
In connection with each passenger sailing, a restaurant and Pullman car train runs between London (Liverpool Street) and Harwich. Awaiting the ships' arrivals at the continental ports are express international trains to all parts of Holland, Belgium, Germany, Denmark, Switzerland, Austria, etc. In addition, express freight trainferries operate daily between Harwich and the Belgian port of Zeebrugge, enabling loaded wagons to run direct from English stations to interior continental points without transhipment 
en route.


        

        

          
Handling 200,000 Passengers Daily.

          
Liverpool Street Station, London, is one of the most interesting railway stations in the world. In addition to the important continental business which is handled, Liverpool Street deals with an enormous suburban traffic, worked by specially intensive steam train services. In a normal day something like 200,000 passengers are handled. At the time of writing, the winter train service is in operation, and daily train arrivals and departures total 1,237. In summer the number of ordinary booked trains handled jumps to something like 1,270 daily. Add to this anything up to a hundred or so excursions and special trains, and you will have a good idea of the enormous volume of traffic dealt with daily.

          
As a matter of fact, during the morning peak period, there are 89 trains into and out of Liverpool Street between 7 a.m. and 7.59 a.m.; 105 trains between 8 a.m. and 8.59 a.m., and 102 trains between 9 a.m. and 9.59 a.m. In the evening, there are 108 trains out between 5 p.m. and 5.59 p.m., and 104 trains between 6 p.m. and 6.59 p.m. Between 5 p.m. and 5.59 p.m., fifty-three trains carry an average of 22,918 passengers daily out of the terminus.

          
Liverpool Street was the original London terminus of the old Eastern Counties Railway, and the station is rich in historical associations. As the years go by, it is not improbable Liverpool Street and its approach tracks will be converted from steam to electric traction. This, however, would be an awkward and costly business, only to be tackled after the most careful consideration.

        

        

          
Electrification on the Continent.

          
Britain does not possess such abundant natural water-power resources as
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some continental countries. France, for example, is fortunate in the possession of big resources of this kind, and so electrification of the French railways is proceeding steadily. At present there are 1,700 miles of electrified route in France, the Midi Company leading with about 1,000 route miles of electrified track.

          
On the Paris-Orleans Railway, the Paris-Orleans-Vierzon section is operated electrically, and is now being extended to Brive. Most of the Paris suburban tracks of the State Railways are electrified. Some 110 million passengers use the State Railway St. Lazare Station in Paris annually, 55,000 passengers leaving the station daily between 6.30 a.m. and 7.30 p.m. Of the 6,150 miles included in the Paris, Lyons and Mediterranean Railway, it is intended to convert 1,550 miles to electric traction in the near future. At present, the only electrified route on this system is one of 84 miles, from Culoz to Modane, on the main line to Italy.

          
In Northern France electrification is temporarily suspended by reason of the fact that the Nord, Est and Alsace-Lorraine Railways are shortly due to be handed back to the State on the termination of their concessions. In nearby Belgium, however, an ambitious scheme is being proceeded with covering the electrification of the throughout main line between Brussels and Antwerp.

          
The Belgian National Railway's line between the capital and Antwerp is thirty miles in length, and from 10,000 to 12,000 passengers are conveyed in each direction daily. Steam trains occupy thirty-five minutes on the throughout run: with electric traction the journey time will be cut to twenty-seven minutes. On completion of the conversion from 55 to 60 electric trains daily will replace 20 steam trains, enabling the daily number of passengers handled to be increased to 20,000. The overhead system, with direct current at 3,000 volts, is being adopted. At the outset, twelve new air-conditioned, four-car trains are to be introduced in the new services. Each train will consist of two motor coaches and two trailers. The cars will be 72ft 2in long, of all-metal construction, and with three pneumatically-controlled doors on each side.

        

        

          
Streamlined Railcars.

          
A feature of continental railway operation is the increasing employment of relatively light railcars in long-distance passenger services. In France the State Railways are introducing twin-coach railcars, equipped with heavy-oil engines, streamlined, and capable of accommodating 90 seated passengers. These cars carry engine fuel for journeys up to 800 miles and they will make the Paris-Marseilles, or similar long-distance through runs, at an average speed of roughly 63 m.p.h.

          
Between Vienna and Budapest, the Austrian and Hungarian State Railways are proposing to combine to operate fast through railcar services of quite a new type. Oil-engined railcars built by Ganz and Co., of Budapest, are to be employed in this international service, and a feature of the proposed arrangement is that Austrian train-crews will work through from Vienna to Budapest, and Hungarian crews through in the reverse direction. Customs formalities will presumably be conducted, either at the terminal points, or by a special travelling staff 
en route. An arrangement of this character would speed up working, and would be in line with what is already done in France and Belgium, where French locomotives and locomotive crews regularly work through to Brussels, while Belgian engines and engine-crews work through in the opposite direction.

        

        

          
Brunel's Famous Viaducts.

          
The recent demolition of the last of the old timber viaducts on the Great Western Railway of England is an affair of interest for railwaymen the world over. It was Isambard Brunel, the first Chief Engineer of the line, who was responsible for these famous structures, although his most striking achievement was the building of the wonderful Saltash Bridge, near Plymouth.

          
For carrying the Great Western Railway across the deep valleys of Devon and Cornwall, Brunel constructed large numbers of wooden viaducts. Between Plymouth and Falmouth there were actually forty-two such viaducts on a stretch of sixty-five miles of track. By degrees, Brunel's timber viaducts have been replaced by structures of steel and stone, and recently the last of the wooden viaducts was demolished near Truro. Most of the timber viaducts were built of yellow pine, and it is remarkable for how many years this timber remained in sound condition. Nowadays, however, suitable wood is difficult and costly to obtain, hence the change-over to steel and masonry.

          
Portions of Brunel's old timber viaducts are wisely being preserved by the Great Western Railway as historical exhibits. Railwaymen from every clime have from time to time inspected with intense interest the wooden viaducts of the West Country, and the demolition of the last of these splendid structures comes as a landmark in the history of the “Iron Way.”

        

        

          
Railway Cinema Theatre.

          
There are many means of attracting the traveller to the rail route. At Home, the latest innovation is the provision by the Southern Railway of a special cinema theatre at the Waterloo Terminus, London, to enable passengers to pleasantly while away an odd half-hour while waiting for their train to depart or for friends' trains to arrive.

          
The Waterloo cinema was designed by Mr. Alastair MacDonald, son of the Prime Minister, and the projection is a new invention whereby a mirror is used in place of the usual screen. The theatre seats 250, and adjoins the principal departure platform. Films of news interest are shewn largely, interspersed by films dealing with Southern Railway activities on both the passenger and freight sides. For the convenience of passengers, train arrival times and the number of the platform are shewn on the screen at the side, and visitors to the cinema have only to inform the paybox cashier of the train which they require to be so announced, to ensure this being done.
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The Home railways rank among the world's largest dock-owners. Ports like Southampton, Harwich, Hull and Cardiff, are all railway-owned and operated, and at most of the railway-owned shipping centres increasing business has recently been recorded.

          
Because of the enormous development of Continental business at the Port of Harwich, the London and North Eastern Railway have just opened a new quay-side passenger station at this point, together with extensive new freight-handling facilities. The new passenger station is 920 feet long, and is equipped with booking offices, money exchange, parcels and inquiry offices, and a spacious refreshment room. For freight handling there is a huge new transit shed, 900 feet long and 63 feet wide, as well as a new quay 6,000 square yards in extent carrying three lines of railway track.

          
Regular sailings between Harwich and the Continent date back to 1863. At the present time, the L. and N.E. Railway operate to and from Harwich nightly steamship services with Hook of Holland and Antwerp. The Zeeland S.S. Company operates a daily service to and from Flushing, Holland; and there is also a nightly service with Esjberg, Denmark, conducted by the United S.S. Company.

          
In connection with each passenger sailing, a restaurant and Pullman car train runs between London (Liverpool Street) and Harwich. Awaiting the ships' arrivals at the continental ports are express international trains to all parts of Holland, Belgium, Germany, Denmark, Switzerland, Austria, etc. In addition, express freight trainferries operate daily between Harwich and the Belgian port of Zeebrugge, enabling loaded wagons to run direct from English stations to interior continental points without transhipment 
en route.
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some continental countries. France, for example, is fortunate in the possession of big resources of this kind, and so electrification of the French railways is proceeding steadily. At present there are 1,700 miles of electrified route in France, the Midi Company leading with about 1,000 route miles of electrified track.

          
On the Paris-Orleans Railway, the Paris-Orleans-Vierzon section is operated electrically, and is now being extended to Brive. Most of the Paris suburban tracks of the State Railways are electrified. Some 110 million passengers use the State Railway St. Lazare Station in Paris annually, 55,000 passengers leaving the station daily between 6.30 a.m. and 7.30 p.m. Of the 6,150 miles included in the Paris, Lyons and Mediterranean Railway, it is intended to convert 1,550 miles to electric traction in the near future. At present, the only electrified route on this system is one of 84 miles, from Culoz to Modane, on the main line to Italy.

          
In Northern France electrification is temporarily suspended by reason of the fact that the Nord, Est and Alsace-Lorraine Railways are shortly due to be handed back to the State on the termination of their concessions. In nearby Belgium, however, an ambitious scheme is being proceeded with covering the electrification of the throughout main line between Brussels and Antwerp.

          
The Belgian National Railway's line between the capital and Antwerp is thirty miles in length, and from 10,000 to 12,000 passengers are conveyed in each direction daily. Steam trains occupy thirty-five minutes on the throughout run: with electric traction the journey time will be cut to twenty-seven minutes. On completion of the conversion from 55 to 60 electric trains daily will replace 20 steam trains, enabling the daily number of passengers handled to be increased to 20,000. The overhead system, with direct current at 3,000 volts, is being adopted. At the outset, twelve new air-conditioned, four-car trains are to be introduced in the new services. Each train will consist of two motor coaches and two trailers. The cars will be 72ft 2in long, of all-metal construction, and with three pneumatically-controlled doors on each side.
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A feature of continental railway operation is the increasing employment of relatively light railcars in long-distance passenger services. In France the State Railways are introducing twin-coach railcars, equipped with heavy-oil engines, streamlined, and capable of accommodating 90 seated passengers. These cars carry engine fuel for journeys up to 800 miles and they will make the Paris-Marseilles, or similar long-distance through runs, at an average speed of roughly 63 m.p.h.

          
Between Vienna and Budapest, the Austrian and Hungarian State Railways are proposing to combine to operate fast through railcar services of quite a new type. Oil-engined railcars built by Ganz and Co., of Budapest, are to be employed in this international service, and a feature of the proposed arrangement is that Austrian train-crews will work through from Vienna to Budapest, and Hungarian crews through in the reverse direction. Customs formalities will presumably be conducted, either at the terminal points, or by a special travelling staff 
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The recent demolition of the last of the old timber viaducts on the Great Western Railway of England is an affair of interest for railwaymen the world over. It was Isambard Brunel, the first Chief Engineer of the line, who was responsible for these famous structures, although his most striking achievement was the building of the wonderful Saltash Bridge, near Plymouth.

          
For carrying the Great Western Railway across the deep valleys of Devon and Cornwall, Brunel constructed large numbers of wooden viaducts. Between Plymouth and Falmouth there were actually forty-two such viaducts on a stretch of sixty-five miles of track. By degrees, Brunel's timber viaducts have been replaced by structures of steel and stone, and recently the last of the wooden viaducts was demolished near Truro. Most of the timber viaducts were built of yellow pine, and it is remarkable for how many years this timber remained in sound condition. Nowadays, however, suitable wood is difficult and costly to obtain, hence the change-over to steel and masonry.

          
Portions of Brunel's old timber viaducts are wisely being preserved by the Great Western Railway as historical exhibits. Railwaymen from every clime have from time to time inspected with intense interest the wooden viaducts of the West Country, and the demolition of the last of these splendid structures comes as a landmark in the history of the “Iron Way.”
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(Perpetrated and Illustrated by 

Ken Alexander.)
        

        

          
Weighed in the Scales.

          

Seeing that we seem all at sea it is safe to assume that the social swim is a somewhat fishy business. Truly, there are divers fish in the social scale, ranging from the big bait-snatchers and the glib gate-crashers down to the tiny tiddlers who tiddle and toddle about the basement of the social structure. Betwixt these two extremes are the fish who are content to flap a fin in a mildly middle-class manner merely to keep themselves politely poised above the flat-fish and below the flush fish, and to earn their salt by the swish of their prows, while they ignore the social hook-line-and-sinker which so frequently lands an ambitious fish on the rocks. The flat-fish, of course, are content to stick-in-the-mud, knowing full well that they would only let themselves down by lifting themselves up. They recognise the danger of high thinking on a low plane and prefer to look where they are going—and then not to go. The octopus is a social outcast who inevitably over-reaches himself in so many directions simultaneously that he never knows whether he has grasped what he is after or whether he is after what he has grasped. Consequently he is one of those lonely business men who wonder why nobody loves them. Anyway, if he did go out and about, he would be the death of the party. The crayfish is another socially impossible product of marine endeavour, being a “tough guy” who practices the “shell game” and “puts in the nips” into any fish who is not nippy enough to keep his distance. He is so hard that the only time he is known to blush is when he is “boiled”; but even a “boiled” crayfish may be excused for blushing in the company in which he so frequently finds himself. But, apart from all this, he is not even a fish. Some say that he is a fossilised sea-boot with the legs on the outside. In any case, he wears his eyes half an inch ahead of himself so that he never quite catches up with the scenery, and thus his social ambitions (if any) must always be half an inch beyond his reach.

          
The shark is a social “bite”; whether it be a grey-nurse or a blue-nose, a mako, a barko (or dog fish), or just a plain narko (or snatch-cat); its only ambition is to nip into the social circle for its pound of flesh, fish, or fowl. Whether it wears fins or frills, gills or twills, spots or spats, it is just a social hanger-on which is difficult to shake off. Verily, the social swim is a pretty kettle o' fish. To put it wildly:

          

            
The social swim is full of fish,


            
Who paddle, puddle, swank, or swish,


            
According to their social whim—


            
For every fish must sink or swim.


            
Some fish swim high and some swim low,


            
And some are quite content to know


            
That they can flip a friendly tail


            
Midway upon the social scale.


            
Some fish are climbers, others stay,


            
Like oysters, in their beds all day;


            
Or, like the flounder and the sole,


            
Are satisfied upon the whole,


            
And seldom, by ambition's snare,


            
Can be induced to “take the air.”


            
But all the fish who work and play,


            
Except the octopus and cray,


            
Are indispensable, we deem,


            
As adjuncts to the social scheme.


            
The climbers, and the slinkers sly,


            
The swordfish and the little fry,


            
The whale, the whelk, the stingaree,


            
All puddle in the social sea.


            
But fish who're wise will never wish


            
To fly, unless they're flying fish,


            
Because the upper social air


            
Is sometimes tragically rare.
          

        

        

          
A Pippin from the Tree of Knowledge.

          
But, deviating from fish and fiction to fact and faction, let us examine the growth of society from the moment the serpent inaugurated the principles of social-climbing by convoluting up the tree of knowledge and dismissing Adam with the “pip.”

          
Adam, thrown on the world with not even a radio salesman or a barber to fill the conversational gaps in his daily communion with Nature, experienced the first pangs of loneliness. Of course he had Eve, but even Eve's vocabulary was cruelly limited at that time. It is
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this heritage of loneliness which first brought man and man together in an attempt to mitigate his solitary state of mind. Loneliness is the penalty of enlightenment and the fly of disillusion in the ointment of Progress; for language has not yet been invented sufficiently subtle to convey from man to man the ripest fruit of his thought processes.

        

        

          
Worlds Within Worlds.

          
Thus there are millions of worlds within worlds on this world among worlds. Every man's world is his own, in which he lives as segregated from his fellows as a sausage struck from its string. The sole privilege left him in this sorry scheme if “isms,” “schisms” and “whizzims,” is this right to retire into his own world, slip the bar across the door, hang up the notice “no admittance without permission,” and “get together” with himself.

          
If he so desires he can stay there for the term of his unnatural life. But only rare souls, such as “hoboes,” confirmed dyspeptics, and philosophers have the nerve to do it; and, of the three, the philosophers are usually the first to emerge, being philosophical enough to know that it is impossible to maintain a full mind on an empty stomach; so, by emptying their minds, they fill their stomachs and become “practical philosophers,” which is equivalent to giving a gymnastic display over the wireless. Hoboes can hang out longer because a hobo lives by the sweat of other people's brows. Dyspeptics, of course, can exist without any visible means of disport.

          
But each man's private world should be a retreat rather than a dug-out, and, as Aristotle said, “a little chin-wag now and then is tonic for the wisest men.”

        

        

          
Social Suds in the Terrestrial Tub.

          
Hence most men are driven out of their little worlds by fear of that age-old loneliness which besets the human animal; and from this fear has arisen sundry social agglomerations ranging from the family to the nation, and embracing clans, tribes, lodges, societies, sects, quorums, boards, associations, guilds, clubs, bridge parties—and even worse. Every man, being circumlocuted by the exigencies of his ego, and imprisoned in a cell of comparative mental inarticulation, flees to his fellows to gain some modicum of comfort from their physical presence. Thus the more lonely you are the greater social success you are likely to be.
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The Unbending of Pretending.

          
Of course 
crowds are not essential to happiness, but happiness, after all, is only the X in an algebraical equation postulating the perfect synchronisation of the juices digestive and perceptive. This state of perfection can be attained just as easily in dinner suit or diving suit.

          
When two or more gather to gibber, they are only pretending that they are not afraid of the big bad wolf of loneliness which put the hoodoo on Adam and all subsequent accretions. But

          

            
There is comfort in pretending,


            
In imaginative wending,


            
If such practice means suspending


            
Self-compassion, and that woozy


            
Mental state that makes men “foozey.”


            
There is comfort in the knowing


            
That your fellow-men are going


            
In the same direction, sewing


            
Crops of errors, like “yours truly,”


            
Which will sprout in ranks unruly.


            
So let's shelter from our folly


            
Underneath a common “brolly,”


            
And pretend we're “awfully jolly,”


            
For, in spite of dirty weather,


            
We can all get wet together.


            
Oh, in rain or sunshine scorchin',


            
We are fellows in misfortune,


            
And we've got to take our portion


            
To the limit of our tether,
          

          
So—
let's take it all together.


          
So, dear readers (or reader, as the case may be), if you are a boy scout, a buffalo, an elk, a whelk, a froth-blower, or a “big brother,” stick to your particular accretion of safety-seeking souls, for if love makes the world go round, Society solders the joints.

        

        

          

Schoolboy Howlers.

          
Larynx is a voice box which shuts up when swallowed.

          
The heart is over the ribs by the borax.

          
A fissure is a man who sells fish.
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Weighed in the Scales.

          

Seeing that we seem all at sea it is safe to assume that the social swim is a somewhat fishy business. Truly, there are divers fish in the social scale, ranging from the big bait-snatchers and the glib gate-crashers down to the tiny tiddlers who tiddle and toddle about the basement of the social structure. Betwixt these two extremes are the fish who are content to flap a fin in a mildly middle-class manner merely to keep themselves politely poised above the flat-fish and below the flush fish, and to earn their salt by the swish of their prows, while they ignore the social hook-line-and-sinker which so frequently lands an ambitious fish on the rocks. The flat-fish, of course, are content to stick-in-the-mud, knowing full well that they would only let themselves down by lifting themselves up. They recognise the danger of high thinking on a low plane and prefer to look where they are going—and then not to go. The octopus is a social outcast who inevitably over-reaches himself in so many directions simultaneously that he never knows whether he has grasped what he is after or whether he is after what he has grasped. Consequently he is one of those lonely business men who wonder why nobody loves them. Anyway, if he did go out and about, he would be the death of the party. The crayfish is another socially impossible product of marine endeavour, being a “tough guy” who practices the “shell game” and “puts in the nips” into any fish who is not nippy enough to keep his distance. He is so hard that the only time he is known to blush is when he is “boiled”; but even a “boiled” crayfish may be excused for blushing in the company in which he so frequently finds himself. But, apart from all this, he is not even a fish. Some say that he is a fossilised sea-boot with the legs on the outside. In any case, he wears his eyes half an inch ahead of himself so that he never quite catches up with the scenery, and thus his social ambitions (if any) must always be half an inch beyond his reach.

          
The shark is a social “bite”; whether it be a grey-nurse or a blue-nose, a mako, a barko (or dog fish), or just a plain narko (or snatch-cat); its only ambition is to nip into the social circle for its pound of flesh, fish, or fowl. Whether it wears fins or frills, gills or twills, spots or spats, it is just a social hanger-on which is difficult to shake off. Verily, the social swim is a pretty kettle o' fish. To put it wildly:

          

            
The social swim is full of fish,


            
Who paddle, puddle, swank, or swish,


            
According to their social whim—


            
For every fish must sink or swim.


            
Some fish swim high and some swim low,


            
And some are quite content to know


            
That they can flip a friendly tail


            
Midway upon the social scale.


            
Some fish are climbers, others stay,


            
Like oysters, in their beds all day;


            
Or, like the flounder and the sole,


            
Are satisfied upon the whole,


            
And seldom, by ambition's snare,


            
Can be induced to “take the air.”


            
But all the fish who work and play,


            
Except the octopus and cray,


            
Are indispensable, we deem,


            
As adjuncts to the social scheme.


            
The climbers, and the slinkers sly,


            
The swordfish and the little fry,


            
The whale, the whelk, the stingaree,


            
All puddle in the social sea.


            
But fish who're wise will never wish


            
To fly, unless they're flying fish,


            
Because the upper social air


            
Is sometimes tragically rare.
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A Pippin from the Tree of Knowledge.

          
But, deviating from fish and fiction to fact and faction, let us examine the growth of society from the moment the serpent inaugurated the principles of social-climbing by convoluting up the tree of knowledge and dismissing Adam with the “pip.”

          
Adam, thrown on the world with not even a radio salesman or a barber to fill the conversational gaps in his daily communion with Nature, experienced the first pangs of loneliness. Of course he had Eve, but even Eve's vocabulary was cruelly limited at that time. It is
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this heritage of loneliness which first brought man and man together in an attempt to mitigate his solitary state of mind. Loneliness is the penalty of enlightenment and the fly of disillusion in the ointment of Progress; for language has not yet been invented sufficiently subtle to convey from man to man the ripest fruit of his thought processes.
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Worlds Within Worlds.

          
Thus there are millions of worlds within worlds on this world among worlds. Every man's world is his own, in which he lives as segregated from his fellows as a sausage struck from its string. The sole privilege left him in this sorry scheme if “isms,” “schisms” and “whizzims,” is this right to retire into his own world, slip the bar across the door, hang up the notice “no admittance without permission,” and “get together” with himself.

          
If he so desires he can stay there for the term of his unnatural life. But only rare souls, such as “hoboes,” confirmed dyspeptics, and philosophers have the nerve to do it; and, of the three, the philosophers are usually the first to emerge, being philosophical enough to know that it is impossible to maintain a full mind on an empty stomach; so, by emptying their minds, they fill their stomachs and become “practical philosophers,” which is equivalent to giving a gymnastic display over the wireless. Hoboes can hang out longer because a hobo lives by the sweat of other people's brows. Dyspeptics, of course, can exist without any visible means of disport.

          
But each man's private world should be a retreat rather than a dug-out, and, as Aristotle said, “a little chin-wag now and then is tonic for the wisest men.”
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Social Suds in the Terrestrial Tub.

          
Hence most men are driven out of their little worlds by fear of that age-old loneliness which besets the human animal; and from this fear has arisen sundry social agglomerations ranging from the family to the nation, and embracing clans, tribes, lodges, societies, sects, quorums, boards, associations, guilds, clubs, bridge parties—and even worse. Every man, being circumlocuted by the exigencies of his ego, and imprisoned in a cell of comparative mental inarticulation, flees to his fellows to gain some modicum of comfort from their physical presence. Thus the more lonely you are the greater social success you are likely to be.
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The Unbending of Pretending.

          
Of course 
crowds are not essential to happiness, but happiness, after all, is only the X in an algebraical equation postulating the perfect synchronisation of the juices digestive and perceptive. This state of perfection can be attained just as easily in dinner suit or diving suit.

          
When two or more gather to gibber, they are only pretending that they are not afraid of the big bad wolf of loneliness which put the hoodoo on Adam and all subsequent accretions. But

          

            
There is comfort in pretending,


            
In imaginative wending,


            
If such practice means suspending


            
Self-compassion, and that woozy


            
Mental state that makes men “foozey.”


            
There is comfort in the knowing


            
That your fellow-men are going


            
In the same direction, sewing


            
Crops of errors, like “yours truly,”


            
Which will sprout in ranks unruly.


            
So let's shelter from our folly


            
Underneath a common “brolly,”


            
And pretend we're “awfully jolly,”


            
For, in spite of dirty weather,


            
We can all get wet together.


            
Oh, in rain or sunshine scorchin',


            
We are fellows in misfortune,


            
And we've got to take our portion


            
To the limit of our tether,
          

          
So—
let's take it all together.


          
So, dear readers (or reader, as the case may be), if you are a boy scout, a buffalo, an elk, a whelk, a froth-blower, or a “big brother,” stick to your particular accretion of safety-seeking souls, for if love makes the world go round, Society solders the joints.
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Schoolboy Howlers.

          
Larynx is a voice box which shuts up when swallowed.

          
The heart is over the ribs by the borax.

          
A fissure is a man who sells fish.
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Famous New Zealanders

 No. 23

 
Wahanui, Chief Of Ngati-Maniapoto

 A Maori Statesman and Orator.
          
        

        

          
(Written for the “New Zealand Railways Magazine” by 

James Cowan.)
        

        

          

Wahanui te Huatare, who in his day was the most distinguished and influential chief of the Ngati-Maniapoto tribe, was a commanding figure in the Maori world two generations ago. He was a man who aroused the admiration of pakeha as well as Maori for his splendid presence, his powers of oratory, and his intellectual strength. He was a force with whom one Government after another had to reckon in the efforts made to open the King Country to white settlement. He fought against the British troops in 1863–64, but he was not a warrior by inclination, as Rewi Maniapoto was. He was a statesman of Maoridom, and his great ability was acknowledged by such men as Sir Donald Maclean, Sir George Grey, and Sir Robert Stout, who successively discussed with him the problems of the frontier.
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Wahanui Te Huatare, of the Rohepotae, came of a family of giant-like men. The name was descriptive of his grandfather, too, according to the tribal traditions. Wahanui the first was a warrior who wielded 
mere and spear in many battles in the early part of the nineteenth century. The most famous of these pre-musket battles was Hurimoana, which was fought about the year 1812 in the Upper Waipa district, between the Ngati-Maniapoto and their allies of Ngati-Haua, from Matamata, and the Ngati-Raukawa and Ngati-Whakatere tribes, who held the Wharepuhunga and Maungatautari country. A renowned man among the Ngati-Whakatere was Te Roha, whose prowess with the spear had carried him through many a fray. Hurimoana was his last battle, but it took many men to kill him. Ngati-Maniapoto's champion, Wahanui, and three other chiefs were wounded by him in terrific encounters before he fell. In this melee Wahanui received eight spear wounds from Te Roha and other warriors, but survived. On such family traditions of valour and endurance the grandson was nurtured; he felt that he was no common man, and his attitude, especially to the pakeha, conveyed that impression of superiority over ordinary people.

        

        

          
In His Youth.

          
Wahanui, then known as Reihana, received some education, religious and secular, from the Wesleyans. He was a pupil of the Rev. Alexander Reid, a missionary whose station was at Te Kopua, on the Waipa River, near the foot of Mount Kakepuku, and he was afterwards at the Three Kings College, Auckland, of which Mr. Reid was the principal after he left Te Kopua. There the Maori boys were instructed in farm work as part of the mission system, and the burly young Reihana could have been seen at the plough-handles breaking up the good volcanic soil for the wheat-sowing and the potato-planting, and in the harvest field and wielding the flail on the tarpaulin threshing floor. When he returned to the Ngati-Maniapoto territory—it was not yet known as the King Country—he was a leader in the wheat-growing and flour-milling activities of his industrious people; there were several mills in the Waipa country driven by water power.

        

        

          
On the War-Path.

          
Then came the Waikato War, and the Maori prosperity and peace came to ruin. The mill-wheels were idle; young men and old were all off to the Lower Waikato with their double-barrelled guns and their tomahawks. Reihana had a war-party of his own 
hapu of Ngati-Maniapoto and he was with the Kingite army in the entrenchments at Meremere, near the present township of Mercer, and fell back with his comrades before the slow but irresistible advance of the British forces by river and land, southward to the fringe of the Ngati-Maniapoto country. When General Cameron's troops invaded the heart of the native agricultural district, at beautiful Rangiaowhia, Reihana was one of the warriors who resisted the attack in the second day's hot fighting. That was on the hill of Haerini, where the hard-fighting Maoris were driven back by artillery fire and British bayonet and cavalry charges. Reihana received a bullet wound in the leg. That was the end of his fighting; henceforth his part, when he returned to his home village, was in the political councils of the Kingites.

        

        

          
The Politician.

          
He developed powers of leadership; his powerful intellect, his mingled shrewdness and firmness in counsel, his desperate hatred of the pakeha Government which confiscated the best part of the Waikato, all went to give him an increasingly important voice in the 
runanga or council of the Kingite party. The expatriated Waikato tribes made their new home in Wahanui's territory; King Tawhiao and all his chiefs lived south of the Puniu River that before the war was their southern boundary.



Wahanui became one of Tawhiao's counsellors, and in time he was regarded by those pakehas who were acquainted with the progress of Kingite affairs as “the power behind the throne.”

        

        

          
Big Man of the Border.

          
It was in this post-war period of the early Seventies that Reihana adopted his ancestral name Wahanui, a highly befitting name in every sense. Wahanui was a man of fame and weight when I first saw him, in my boyhood on the frontier; that was in 1881, when Tawhiao laid down his guns at Major Mair's feet in Alexandra township, and six hundred of his people marched to Kihikihi and enlivened the township—Rewi's home—with their war-dances of new-made peace and their Hauhau religious chantings. Wahanui and all the Ngati-Maniapoto chiefs were there. And often thereafter we saw the great man; and I call to mind now that the pakehas of the border country appreciated the fitness of the big chief's name and nicknamed an uncommonly strapping lad “Wahanui.” Literally it means “Big Back,” and also “Big Mouth,” hence “Great Voice.” In both respects the name became him, but chiefly it fitted his unusual powers of eloquent speech.

          
“This ponderous Demosthenes” he was called by an officer who settled in the Waikato. Ponderous he was; he weighed, at one time, twenty-four stone. In his later life sickness reduced his giant proportions; but in the days of the young Eighties when we saw the great mouthpiece of the Kingites striding with that proud, disdainful bearing that was always his characteristic, along the road to the Land Court, he was indeed a man of weight in the world. He invariably wore the 
rapaki, the Maori kilt, consisting of a shawl or a piece of calico twisted about his magnificent middle. The time came when it was necessary, in the course of political negotiations with the Government, to visit Auckland and Wellington. Dignified Wahanui could not enter the pakeha towns in the simple and free costume of the 
kainga. But there were no trousers in the stores large enough. Wahanui was an out-size. So the nearest township with a tailor was visited, and the necessary civilised garb for the big chief was procured. It was tolerably certain that the measurements for appropriate trouserings were the largest that that tailor had ever taped.

        

        

          
The Orator.

          
When Wahanui rose to speak in public all was profound attention. His presence was commanding; his kingly head, covered with thick silvery hair that lay in natural waves, his imperious mouth and white drooping moustache, circled by the blue-lined marks of tattoo on cheeks and chin, his majestic deportment, easy, graceful gestures, compelled the admiration of all who saw and listened, pakeha and Maori alike. When he stood at the bar of the House of Representatives in 1884 and addressed the legislators, his dignified deportment and his speech aroused the surprise and praise of legislators. There was no orator, pakeha or Maori, in the House to compare with him.

          
Wahanui was at the height of his powers when he was engaged in public debate, whether in a meeting of the
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tribes or the 
marae “under the shining sun,” as the Maori has it, or in the house of council. There were many eloquent and forceful speakers among the Maoris of his day. One remembers such a man as Te Ngakau, great of mind and body, who was at one time Tawhiao's secretary and chief orator. But at the gatherings of the clans for political discussion, it was towards Wahanui that all eyes and ears were directed.

          
The late Major Wilson, of Cambridge, whose wife was a chieftainess of Waikato, once set down his impressions of Wahanui as a speaker. He heard the chief of Ngati-Maniapoto addressing an assemblage of the tribes at Maungatautari. “There was no straining of the ears,” he wrote, “to catch the sonorous sentences as they were poured forth deliberately, distinctly, and with due and marvellous precision and emphasis. Every syllable was clearly enunciated. When the speaker ended, with the words, 
‘Ko te ruri, me te reti, me te hoko, me mutu, me mutu, me mutu!’ (The survey, the letting of land and the selling must cease, must cease, must cease!) those listening knew that not only did he mean them to cease, but that they would cease.”

          
The same listener said that Wahanui's measured sentences and his accompanying gestures electrified even opponents, and drew forth the admiration of Europeans who understood not one word of the language spoken, “even as in Italian opera an English audience will sit spellbound for hours.”

        

        

          
The Closed Frontier.

          
It was in the year 1869 that Wahanui created some alarm in the pakeha settlements by raising an armed party with the avowed intention of clearing the white people out of the Upper Waikato. This was shortly after the White Cliffs massacre, the killing of the Gascoigne family and the missionary Whiteley at Pukearuhe, on the southern coast boundary of the King Country. But he and his men from the Mokau abandoned their warlike intentions when they reached Te Kuiti, and he remained there as one of King Tawhiao's advisers, eventually to become, in effect, his Prime Minister. At that period there was no more stubborn opponent of pakeha intrusion than Wahanui. Not even the fiery Rewi surpassed him in haughty antipathy to the British flag and all it signified. They bitterly assailed the pakeha for his “muruwhenua,” the forcible appropriation of land, and had their military resources been equal to their resolution there would have been a series of swift raids across the border and attacks on the farms and townships. The period 1869–75 was indeed an anxious era along the frontier. But fortunately for the peace of the Waikato the Kingites realised the ultimate hopelessness of any attempt to renew the war.

          
Wahanui played a friendly part in 1873 when Mr. James Mackay, the Government Civil Commissioner in the Upper Waikato, was murderously attacked in his tent at Te Kuiti, where he was pluckily negotiating with the chiefs for the surrender of the killers of Timothy Sullivan, one of Grice and Walker's employees, on the disputed border land near Puahue.

          
After Rewi Maniapoto had rescued Mackay from the fanatic Hauhaus who sought his death, he sent the Commissioner with an armed escort of twenty-five mounted men to Te Uira, Wahanui's home on the hills above Te Kuiti. Wahanui received Mackay cordially, had a tent pitched for him, and set an armed guard of nine men to patrol around the 
kainga all night. Te Kooti went up to Te Uira too, and insisted on adding three of his own men to the guard.

          
Such incidents show that Wahanui and the other leading men disapproved of the frontier murder, and of treacherous attacks on Europeans who trusted to their spirit of chivalry and fair play. While



they were determined to maintain their independence and their isolation from the pakeha, they countenanced only such methods as were determined upon by the council of the leading men of Ngati-Maniapoto and Waikato.

        

        

          
“No Trespassing.”

          
The killing of the white man, William Moffatt, in 1880, was an incident of a different character.

          
This episode is described in one of the frontier stories in “Tales of the Maori Bush.” Moffatt's expedition, his return to Taumarunui after repeated warnings to keep out, was a deliberate infringement of the Kingites' announced policy of an inviolate frontier against white interlopers. The Rohepotae was forbidden land to such adventurers as Moffatt; the 
aukati of protection extended from the Puniu River on the north to Utapu, on the Upper Wanganui River, the southern boundary, and from Lake Taupo westward to the coast. Wahanui, Taonui and Rewi Maniapoto sent forth the instructions, in accordance with the principles of the Maori national party. There is a long and curious history in the story of the sacred 
taiaha, the ancestral weapon called Matua-kore, which Wahanui and his fellow-chiefs sent to Ngatai at Taumarunui as a symbol of execution of the Kingite sentence upon white trespassers; but that tale may be narrated another time.

        

        

          
The Pakeha Wedge.

          
Not until the year 1883 did Wahanui relax his strong anti-pakeha policy. It was in this year that he consented to the Native Minister's request that Government surveyors should be permitted to enter the King Country and make reconnaissance expeditions along likely road and railway routes. When the pioneer surveyor, C. W. Hursthouse, and his assistant, Newsham, were captured and ill-treated by the fanatic Hauhau prophet, Te Mahuki Manukura, at Te Kumi, near Te Kuiti, in 1883, it was Wahanui's men, with some of Te Kooti's, who released the pakehas from the whare in which they had been chained up. Mahuki's point of view was that pakeha surveyors were the first wedge to split the log of Maori independence.

          
From that time onward Wahanui supported the Government, or at any rate his antagonism ceased. But it was observed that he did not modify his anti-pakeha policy until the Government of the day had discreetly recognised his position and dignity by building him a large house at Alexandra and offering him a pension. At the same time—it was in Mr. John Bryce's period of office as Native Minister—Rewi Maniapoto was presented with a house at Kihikihi. It could not fairly be said that these gifts of the Government were bribes. They were rather expressions in a tangible form of the Government's recognition of the chiefs' mana, and of the newly-come permanent peace. Rewi certainly was only receiving a small measure of what was due to him from the white people; the fine pakeha house built for him was close to the site of his old home and the council-house “Hui-te-Rangiora” which the British soldiers burned when they invaded Kihikihi village in 1864.

        

        

          
The Main Trunk Railway.

          
Had it not been for Wahanui's influence, supported by Rewi Maniapoto and Taonui, the construction of the North Island Main Trunk Railway through the King Country, which was begun in 1885, would have been delayed for many a year. The turning of the first sod of the section south of the boundary river, the Puniu, near Te Awamutu, was a ceremony of uncommon importance and political significance, for it marked the end of the twenty years of implacable opposition to pakeha enterprise and settlement in the King Country. “But the sod was nearly not turned that day,” was Sir Robert Stout's expression when he narrated to me (it was in a conversation in Wellington some twenty years ago) his share in that crowning episode of the long negotiations with the Maori lords of the soil. Sir Robert was Premier of the Colony in 1885, and he and his colleague, Mr. John Ballance, Native Minister, had to tread delicately and tactfully with the very touchy Kingite chiefs. But “Te Taute,” as the Maoris called Stout, was a diplomatist and he made great friends of the Big Three of Ngati-Maniapoto, who were by that time becoming rather weary of the Waikato tribes' occupation of the King Country and the Waikato chiefs' dictation of policy.

          
At the last moment, when all had been arranged with Wahanui and his fellow-chiefs for the ceremony on the south bank of the Puniu, which was to signal the beginning of the line formation, Waikato endeavoured to stop the sod-turning. Early on the morning of the day fixed for the event, there was a conference at Te Awamutu between the Premier and the leading chiefs. Wahanui, Rewi and Taonui were there. But there also came to the meeting—which was held privately in the hotel in which Sir Robert was staying—two chiefs of Waikato, Major Wiremu te Wheoro, and another. They came from Whatiwhatihoe, on the Waipa, the large village of King Tawhiao and his people; and they protested in the name of the King against the beginning of the railway. Tawhiao and his council of chiefs were opposed to the making of the line, although the King Country was not their territory.

          
Speeches were made by Te Wheoro and his fellow-chief strongly opposing the arrangement with the Government. One man at the conference remained silent. That was Wahanui. The great chief sat there regarding the Waikatos with intense indignation. He was fuming with anger; his big chest heaved in his efforts to suppress his feelings; for the moment they were too strong for words. At last one of the Waikato chiefs, regardless of the fact that his tribespeople were only in the Rohepotae by sufferance of Ngati-Maniapoto, had the hardihood to declare that the earth would not be turned that day, for the reason that it was
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Waikato's land; it was under the 
mana of Tawhiao; it was his land.

          
“Oh, well,” said Stout (he was Mr. Stout then), quietly regarding the deeply incensed Wahanui, “if it is Waikato's land we have come to the wrong place.”

          
When this was translated to the chiefs by the Government interpreter (Mr. G. T. Wilkinson), Taonui rose and spoke. He was a tall, dignified man, almost as big and commanding a figure as Wahanui. Angrily he declared: “It is our land. The sod shall be turned; it shall be turned to-day.”

          
And it was done. The Waikato chiefs retired, baffled; literally they had no 
locus standi in the Rohepotae. The ceremonial turning of the soil for the rail was carried out, as arranged, by the three chiefs of Ngati-Maniapoto. The Premier very tactfully contented himself with wheeling the barrow containing the sods. And the line went forward, the slow but inevitable first stage in the transformation of the great Rohepotae.

          
It was between Wahanui and his fellow-chiefs and Mr. Stout, too, that the pact was made which has kept the King Country a no-liquor—or at any rate a no-license—district to this day, The Premier was in the first place responsible for this; he privately persuaded Wahanui to insist, in the interest of his people's welfare, that the Puniu should be the liquor frontier as it had been the political border; and the 
aukati (literally “stop, no further”) against 
waipiro was always consistently maintained by the high chiefs.

        

        

          
The First Land Court.

          
When the Ngati-Maniapoto and associated tribes consented to the first Land Court to investigate the various tribal titles to the great King Country block in 1886, Wahanui insisted that it should not be held in any of the pakeha townships. His anxiety was the wellbeing of his people; he had seen only too often the demoralising effects of holding such courts in places where there were public-houses. He wished his people to be kept away from the temptations of the bar-room. So the Government sent Major William Mair to hold the Court in Otorohanga, where the Maoris had built a large hall for the purpose, and for three months the Court sat there, settling in that time the rights of ownership of more than a million and a half acres, the great Rohepotae. The wisdom of Wahanui's policy—which was supported by all his fellow-chiefs—was very apparent to all who knew the Maoris and had witnessed the scenes of rowdy drunkenness in the border townships when Land Courts were held there. I happened to ride into Otorohanga in that winter of 1886 when the Court was sitting, and saw the large and orderly assemblage of Maoris there, their excellent arrangements for camping and for provisioning the gathering. Otorohanga was a purely Maori village then, a thatched 
kainga all of the olden time. There I saw the grand old men of many tribes, such splendid patriarchal chiefs as Hauauru (“The West Wind”), Te Rangituataka, the tohunga Hopa te Rangianini, and many another tattooed warrior and clan-leader.

          
Wahanui the giant had shrunk to almost a shadow of his former self when he died in 1899. When I last saw him, in Otorohanga a few years before his death, long illness had reduced his great body until his clothes hung grotesquely on him. He survived most of his fellow-chiefs of the national party—Tawhiao, Rewi, Hauauru, Taonui, Tamati Ngapora—all had passed on to the Reinga before him. Of the prominent Kingites of the old generation only Te Rangituataka, of Ngati-Maniapoto, and Patara te Tuhi, of Waikato, were left.

          
To sum up Wahanui's character in a few words, it may accurately be said that he was the most intellectual and the most forceful man in the Maori nationalist party in the Seventies and Eighties. But he was not so indifferent to selfish considerations as old Tawhiao was. Tawhiao was never a self-seeker; he repeatedly refused Government concessions, even the tempting offers made by Sir George Grey and Sir Donald Maclean of a virtual province of his own. Nor was Wahanui so fine a character as fiery and sword-like Rewi. He was not revered as Tawhiao was, nor was he regarded with the worshipful affection which chivalrous Rewi inspired. Like Sir George Grey in his later political days, he could not endure opposition or accept advice, and he alienated many of his own followers by his attitude of proud aloofness.

        

        

          

The Status of The Steam Locomotive.

          
When anyone of long experience and occupying the position of chief mechanical engineer to a leading railway company stands up at a meeting attended by numerous locomotive men and other railway officers and expresses confidence in the ability of the steam locomotive to maintain its position as the chief power unit operating on our railways, it may be taken as reasonably certain that, in the absence of some epoch making development of which we at present have no knowledge, the process of generating steam in locomotive boilers for the purpose of railway transport will continue for an indefinite period (states the “Railway Gazette”). Mr. Gresley voiced that belief in his presidential address recently delivered at a meeting of the Institution of Locomotive Engineers with, however, one important qualification, viz., that the locomotive shall be of greatly improved efficiency as the result of the establishment of a locomotive experimental station. This apart, there can be no doubt as to the general attitude of mind among railway mechanical engineers and others concerned as to the general status of the steam locomotive in its present stage of development. Confidence in it is not based on failure to appreciate the claims of alternative forms of traction, but because it provides a relatively economical, reliable and effective means of hauling trains at good average speeds day in and day out under widely divergent conditions, calling for an elasticity of service which steam as a motive force is adequately suited to fulfil.

          

            

[image: An old-time King Country village, Te Kumi, near Te Kuiti. The Maori in the centre of the foreground is Mahuki, the fanatic prophet, who imprisoned Mr. Hursthouse, the Surveyor, in Te Kumi, in 1883, and was afterwards captured when he raided Alexandra township, and was sent to gaol for a year. Wahanui and his people went to Hursthouse's assistance. This photo was taken by Muir and Moodie about 1885.]
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Wahanui te Huatare, who in his day was the most distinguished and influential chief of the Ngati-Maniapoto tribe, was a commanding figure in the Maori world two generations ago. He was a man who aroused the admiration of pakeha as well as Maori for his splendid presence, his powers of oratory, and his intellectual strength. He was a force with whom one Government after another had to reckon in the efforts made to open the King Country to white settlement. He fought against the British troops in 1863–64, but he was not a warrior by inclination, as Rewi Maniapoto was. He was a statesman of Maoridom, and his great ability was acknowledged by such men as Sir Donald Maclean, Sir George Grey, and Sir Robert Stout, who successively discussed with him the problems of the frontier.
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Wahanui Te Huatare, of the Rohepotae, came of a family of giant-like men. The name was descriptive of his grandfather, too, according to the tribal traditions. Wahanui the first was a warrior who wielded 
mere and spear in many battles in the early part of the nineteenth century. The most famous of these pre-musket battles was Hurimoana, which was fought about the year 1812 in the Upper Waipa district, between the Ngati-Maniapoto and their allies of Ngati-Haua, from Matamata, and the Ngati-Raukawa and Ngati-Whakatere tribes, who held the Wharepuhunga and Maungatautari country. A renowned man among the Ngati-Whakatere was Te Roha, whose prowess with the spear had carried him through many a fray. Hurimoana was his last battle, but it took many men to kill him. Ngati-Maniapoto's champion, Wahanui, and three other chiefs were wounded by him in terrific encounters before he fell. In this melee Wahanui received eight spear wounds from Te Roha and other warriors, but survived. On such family traditions of valour and endurance the grandson was nurtured; he felt that he was no common man, and his attitude, especially to the pakeha, conveyed that impression of superiority over ordinary people.
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In His Youth



          
In His Youth.

          
Wahanui, then known as Reihana, received some education, religious and secular, from the Wesleyans. He was a pupil of the Rev. Alexander Reid, a missionary whose station was at Te Kopua, on the Waipa River, near the foot of Mount Kakepuku, and he was afterwards at the Three Kings College, Auckland, of which Mr. Reid was the principal after he left Te Kopua. There the Maori boys were instructed in farm work as part of the mission system, and the burly young Reihana could have been seen at the plough-handles breaking up the good volcanic soil for the wheat-sowing and the potato-planting, and in the harvest field and wielding the flail on the tarpaulin threshing floor. When he returned to the Ngati-Maniapoto territory—it was not yet known as the King Country—he was a leader in the wheat-growing and flour-milling activities of his industrious people; there were several mills in the Waipa country driven by water power.
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On the War-Path.

          
Then came the Waikato War, and the Maori prosperity and peace came to ruin. The mill-wheels were idle; young men and old were all off to the Lower Waikato with their double-barrelled guns and their tomahawks. Reihana had a war-party of his own 
hapu of Ngati-Maniapoto and he was with the Kingite army in the entrenchments at Meremere, near the present township of Mercer, and fell back with his comrades before the slow but irresistible advance of the British forces by river and land, southward to the fringe of the Ngati-Maniapoto country. When General Cameron's troops invaded the heart of the native agricultural district, at beautiful Rangiaowhia, Reihana was one of the warriors who resisted the attack in the second day's hot fighting. That was on the hill of Haerini, where the hard-fighting Maoris were driven back by artillery fire and British bayonet and cavalry charges. Reihana received a bullet wound in the leg. That was the end of his fighting; henceforth his part, when he returned to his home village, was in the political councils of the Kingites.
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The Politician



          
The Politician.

          
He developed powers of leadership; his powerful intellect, his mingled shrewdness and firmness in counsel, his desperate hatred of the pakeha Government which confiscated the best part of the Waikato, all went to give him an increasingly important voice in the 
runanga or council of the Kingite party. The expatriated Waikato tribes made their new home in Wahanui's territory; King Tawhiao and all his chiefs lived south of the Puniu River that before the war was their southern boundary.



Wahanui became one of Tawhiao's counsellors, and in time he was regarded by those pakehas who were acquainted with the progress of Kingite affairs as “the power behind the throne.”
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Big Man of the Border.

          
It was in this post-war period of the early Seventies that Reihana adopted his ancestral name Wahanui, a highly befitting name in every sense. Wahanui was a man of fame and weight when I first saw him, in my boyhood on the frontier; that was in 1881, when Tawhiao laid down his guns at Major Mair's feet in Alexandra township, and six hundred of his people marched to Kihikihi and enlivened the township—Rewi's home—with their war-dances of new-made peace and their Hauhau religious chantings. Wahanui and all the Ngati-Maniapoto chiefs were there. And often thereafter we saw the great man; and I call to mind now that the pakehas of the border country appreciated the fitness of the big chief's name and nicknamed an uncommonly strapping lad “Wahanui.” Literally it means “Big Back,” and also “Big Mouth,” hence “Great Voice.” In both respects the name became him, but chiefly it fitted his unusual powers of eloquent speech.

          
“This ponderous Demosthenes” he was called by an officer who settled in the Waikato. Ponderous he was; he weighed, at one time, twenty-four stone. In his later life sickness reduced his giant proportions; but in the days of the young Eighties when we saw the great mouthpiece of the Kingites striding with that proud, disdainful bearing that was always his characteristic, along the road to the Land Court, he was indeed a man of weight in the world. He invariably wore the 
rapaki, the Maori kilt, consisting of a shawl or a piece of calico twisted about his magnificent middle. The time came when it was necessary, in the course of political negotiations with the Government, to visit Auckland and Wellington. Dignified Wahanui could not enter the pakeha towns in the simple and free costume of the 
kainga. But there were no trousers in the stores large enough. Wahanui was an out-size. So the nearest township with a tailor was visited, and the necessary civilised garb for the big chief was procured. It was tolerably certain that the measurements for appropriate trouserings were the largest that that tailor had ever taped.
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The Orator



          
The Orator.

          
When Wahanui rose to speak in public all was profound attention. His presence was commanding; his kingly head, covered with thick silvery hair that lay in natural waves, his imperious mouth and white drooping moustache, circled by the blue-lined marks of tattoo on cheeks and chin, his majestic deportment, easy, graceful gestures, compelled the admiration of all who saw and listened, pakeha and Maori alike. When he stood at the bar of the House of Representatives in 1884 and addressed the legislators, his dignified deportment and his speech aroused the surprise and praise of legislators. There was no orator, pakeha or Maori, in the House to compare with him.

          
Wahanui was at the height of his powers when he was engaged in public debate, whether in a meeting of the


[image: Sir Robert Stout, Premier of New Zealand, 1884–1887.]
Sir Robert Stout, Premier of New Zealand, 1884–1887.


tribes or the 
marae “under the shining sun,” as the Maori has it, or in the house of council. There were many eloquent and forceful speakers among the Maoris of his day. One remembers such a man as Te Ngakau, great of mind and body, who was at one time Tawhiao's secretary and chief orator. But at the gatherings of the clans for political discussion, it was towards Wahanui that all eyes and ears were directed.

          
The late Major Wilson, of Cambridge, whose wife was a chieftainess of Waikato, once set down his impressions of Wahanui as a speaker. He heard the chief of Ngati-Maniapoto addressing an assemblage of the tribes at Maungatautari. “There was no straining of the ears,” he wrote, “to catch the sonorous sentences as they were poured forth deliberately, distinctly, and with due and marvellous precision and emphasis. Every syllable was clearly enunciated. When the speaker ended, with the words, 
‘Ko te ruri, me te reti, me te hoko, me mutu, me mutu, me mutu!’ (The survey, the letting of land and the selling must cease, must cease, must cease!) those listening knew that not only did he mean them to cease, but that they would cease.”

          
The same listener said that Wahanui's measured sentences and his accompanying gestures electrified even opponents, and drew forth the admiration of Europeans who understood not one word of the language spoken, “even as in Italian opera an English audience will sit spellbound for hours.”
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The Closed Frontier



          
The Closed Frontier.

          
It was in the year 1869 that Wahanui created some alarm in the pakeha settlements by raising an armed party with the avowed intention of clearing the white people out of the Upper Waikato. This was shortly after the White Cliffs massacre, the killing of the Gascoigne family and the missionary Whiteley at Pukearuhe, on the southern coast boundary of the King Country. But he and his men from the Mokau abandoned their warlike intentions when they reached Te Kuiti, and he remained there as one of King Tawhiao's advisers, eventually to become, in effect, his Prime Minister. At that period there was no more stubborn opponent of pakeha intrusion than Wahanui. Not even the fiery Rewi surpassed him in haughty antipathy to the British flag and all it signified. They bitterly assailed the pakeha for his “muruwhenua,” the forcible appropriation of land, and had their military resources been equal to their resolution there would have been a series of swift raids across the border and attacks on the farms and townships. The period 1869–75 was indeed an anxious era along the frontier. But fortunately for the peace of the Waikato the Kingites realised the ultimate hopelessness of any attempt to renew the war.

          
Wahanui played a friendly part in 1873 when Mr. James Mackay, the Government Civil Commissioner in the Upper Waikato, was murderously attacked in his tent at Te Kuiti, where he was pluckily negotiating with the chiefs for the surrender of the killers of Timothy Sullivan, one of Grice and Walker's employees, on the disputed border land near Puahue.

          
After Rewi Maniapoto had rescued Mackay from the fanatic Hauhaus who sought his death, he sent the Commissioner with an armed escort of twenty-five mounted men to Te Uira, Wahanui's home on the hills above Te Kuiti. Wahanui received Mackay cordially, had a tent pitched for him, and set an armed guard of nine men to patrol around the 
kainga all night. Te Kooti went up to Te Uira too, and insisted on adding three of his own men to the guard.

          
Such incidents show that Wahanui and the other leading men disapproved of the frontier murder, and of treacherous attacks on Europeans who trusted to their spirit of chivalry and fair play. While



they were determined to maintain their independence and their isolation from the pakeha, they countenanced only such methods as were determined upon by the council of the leading men of Ngati-Maniapoto and Waikato.
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“No Trespassing.”

          
The killing of the white man, William Moffatt, in 1880, was an incident of a different character.

          
This episode is described in one of the frontier stories in “Tales of the Maori Bush.” Moffatt's expedition, his return to Taumarunui after repeated warnings to keep out, was a deliberate infringement of the Kingites' announced policy of an inviolate frontier against white interlopers. The Rohepotae was forbidden land to such adventurers as Moffatt; the 
aukati of protection extended from the Puniu River on the north to Utapu, on the Upper Wanganui River, the southern boundary, and from Lake Taupo westward to the coast. Wahanui, Taonui and Rewi Maniapoto sent forth the instructions, in accordance with the principles of the Maori national party. There is a long and curious history in the story of the sacred 
taiaha, the ancestral weapon called Matua-kore, which Wahanui and his fellow-chiefs sent to Ngatai at Taumarunui as a symbol of execution of the Kingite sentence upon white trespassers; but that tale may be narrated another time.
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The Pakeha Wedge.

          
Not until the year 1883 did Wahanui relax his strong anti-pakeha policy. It was in this year that he consented to the Native Minister's request that Government surveyors should be permitted to enter the King Country and make reconnaissance expeditions along likely road and railway routes. When the pioneer surveyor, C. W. Hursthouse, and his assistant, Newsham, were captured and ill-treated by the fanatic Hauhau prophet, Te Mahuki Manukura, at Te Kumi, near Te Kuiti, in 1883, it was Wahanui's men, with some of Te Kooti's, who released the pakehas from the whare in which they had been chained up. Mahuki's point of view was that pakeha surveyors were the first wedge to split the log of Maori independence.

          
From that time onward Wahanui supported the Government, or at any rate his antagonism ceased. But it was observed that he did not modify his anti-pakeha policy until the Government of the day had discreetly recognised his position and dignity by building him a large house at Alexandra and offering him a pension. At the same time—it was in Mr. John Bryce's period of office as Native Minister—Rewi Maniapoto was presented with a house at Kihikihi. It could not fairly be said that these gifts of the Government were bribes. They were rather expressions in a tangible form of the Government's recognition of the chiefs' mana, and of the newly-come permanent peace. Rewi certainly was only receiving a small measure of what was due to him from the white people; the fine pakeha house built for him was close to the site of his old home and the council-house “Hui-te-Rangiora” which the British soldiers burned when they invaded Kihikihi village in 1864.
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The Main Trunk Railway



          
The Main Trunk Railway.

          
Had it not been for Wahanui's influence, supported by Rewi Maniapoto and Taonui, the construction of the North Island Main Trunk Railway through the King Country, which was begun in 1885, would have been delayed for many a year. The turning of the first sod of the section south of the boundary river, the Puniu, near Te Awamutu, was a ceremony of uncommon importance and political significance, for it marked the end of the twenty years of implacable opposition to pakeha enterprise and settlement in the King Country. “But the sod was nearly not turned that day,” was Sir Robert Stout's expression when he narrated to me (it was in a conversation in Wellington some twenty years ago) his share in that crowning episode of the long negotiations with the Maori lords of the soil. Sir Robert was Premier of the Colony in 1885, and he and his colleague, Mr. John Ballance, Native Minister, had to tread delicately and tactfully with the very touchy Kingite chiefs. But “Te Taute,” as the Maoris called Stout, was a diplomatist and he made great friends of the Big Three of Ngati-Maniapoto, who were by that time becoming rather weary of the Waikato tribes' occupation of the King Country and the Waikato chiefs' dictation of policy.

          
At the last moment, when all had been arranged with Wahanui and his fellow-chiefs for the ceremony on the south bank of the Puniu, which was to signal the beginning of the line formation, Waikato endeavoured to stop the sod-turning. Early on the morning of the day fixed for the event, there was a conference at Te Awamutu between the Premier and the leading chiefs. Wahanui, Rewi and Taonui were there. But there also came to the meeting—which was held privately in the hotel in which Sir Robert was staying—two chiefs of Waikato, Major Wiremu te Wheoro, and another. They came from Whatiwhatihoe, on the Waipa, the large village of King Tawhiao and his people; and they protested in the name of the King against the beginning of the railway. Tawhiao and his council of chiefs were opposed to the making of the line, although the King Country was not their territory.

          
Speeches were made by Te Wheoro and his fellow-chief strongly opposing the arrangement with the Government. One man at the conference remained silent. That was Wahanui. The great chief sat there regarding the Waikatos with intense indignation. He was fuming with anger; his big chest heaved in his efforts to suppress his feelings; for the moment they were too strong for words. At last one of the Waikato chiefs, regardless of the fact that his tribespeople were only in the Rohepotae by sufferance of Ngati-Maniapoto, had the hardihood to declare that the earth would not be turned that day, for the reason that it was
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Waikato's land; it was under the 
mana of Tawhiao; it was his land.

          
“Oh, well,” said Stout (he was Mr. Stout then), quietly regarding the deeply incensed Wahanui, “if it is Waikato's land we have come to the wrong place.”

          
When this was translated to the chiefs by the Government interpreter (Mr. G. T. Wilkinson), Taonui rose and spoke. He was a tall, dignified man, almost as big and commanding a figure as Wahanui. Angrily he declared: “It is our land. The sod shall be turned; it shall be turned to-day.”

          
And it was done. The Waikato chiefs retired, baffled; literally they had no 
locus standi in the Rohepotae. The ceremonial turning of the soil for the rail was carried out, as arranged, by the three chiefs of Ngati-Maniapoto. The Premier very tactfully contented himself with wheeling the barrow containing the sods. And the line went forward, the slow but inevitable first stage in the transformation of the great Rohepotae.

          
It was between Wahanui and his fellow-chiefs and Mr. Stout, too, that the pact was made which has kept the King Country a no-liquor—or at any rate a no-license—district to this day, The Premier was in the first place responsible for this; he privately persuaded Wahanui to insist, in the interest of his people's welfare, that the Puniu should be the liquor frontier as it had been the political border; and the 
aukati (literally “stop, no further”) against 
waipiro was always consistently maintained by the high chiefs.
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The First Land Court.

          
When the Ngati-Maniapoto and associated tribes consented to the first Land Court to investigate the various tribal titles to the great King Country block in 1886, Wahanui insisted that it should not be held in any of the pakeha townships. His anxiety was the wellbeing of his people; he had seen only too often the demoralising effects of holding such courts in places where there were public-houses. He wished his people to be kept away from the temptations of the bar-room. So the Government sent Major William Mair to hold the Court in Otorohanga, where the Maoris had built a large hall for the purpose, and for three months the Court sat there, settling in that time the rights of ownership of more than a million and a half acres, the great Rohepotae. The wisdom of Wahanui's policy—which was supported by all his fellow-chiefs—was very apparent to all who knew the Maoris and had witnessed the scenes of rowdy drunkenness in the border townships when Land Courts were held there. I happened to ride into Otorohanga in that winter of 1886 when the Court was sitting, and saw the large and orderly assemblage of Maoris there, their excellent arrangements for camping and for provisioning the gathering. Otorohanga was a purely Maori village then, a thatched 
kainga all of the olden time. There I saw the grand old men of many tribes, such splendid patriarchal chiefs as Hauauru (“The West Wind”), Te Rangituataka, the tohunga Hopa te Rangianini, and many another tattooed warrior and clan-leader.

          
Wahanui the giant had shrunk to almost a shadow of his former self when he died in 1899. When I last saw him, in Otorohanga a few years before his death, long illness had reduced his great body until his clothes hung grotesquely on him. He survived most of his fellow-chiefs of the national party—Tawhiao, Rewi, Hauauru, Taonui, Tamati Ngapora—all had passed on to the Reinga before him. Of the prominent Kingites of the old generation only Te Rangituataka, of Ngati-Maniapoto, and Patara te Tuhi, of Waikato, were left.

          
To sum up Wahanui's character in a few words, it may accurately be said that he was the most intellectual and the most forceful man in the Maori nationalist party in the Seventies and Eighties. But he was not so indifferent to selfish considerations as old Tawhiao was. Tawhiao was never a self-seeker; he repeatedly refused Government concessions, even the tempting offers made by Sir George Grey and Sir Donald Maclean of a virtual province of his own. Nor was Wahanui so fine a character as fiery and sword-like Rewi. He was not revered as Tawhiao was, nor was he regarded with the worshipful affection which chivalrous Rewi inspired. Like Sir George Grey in his later political days, he could not endure opposition or accept advice, and he alienated many of his own followers by his attitude of proud aloofness.
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The Status of The Steam Locomotive



          

The Status of The Steam Locomotive.

          
When anyone of long experience and occupying the position of chief mechanical engineer to a leading railway company stands up at a meeting attended by numerous locomotive men and other railway officers and expresses confidence in the ability of the steam locomotive to maintain its position as the chief power unit operating on our railways, it may be taken as reasonably certain that, in the absence of some epoch making development of which we at present have no knowledge, the process of generating steam in locomotive boilers for the purpose of railway transport will continue for an indefinite period (states the “Railway Gazette”). Mr. Gresley voiced that belief in his presidential address recently delivered at a meeting of the Institution of Locomotive Engineers with, however, one important qualification, viz., that the locomotive shall be of greatly improved efficiency as the result of the establishment of a locomotive experimental station. This apart, there can be no doubt as to the general attitude of mind among railway mechanical engineers and others concerned as to the general status of the steam locomotive in its present stage of development. Confidence in it is not based on failure to appreciate the claims of alternative forms of traction, but because it provides a relatively economical, reliable and effective means of hauling trains at good average speeds day in and day out under widely divergent conditions, calling for an elasticity of service which steam as a motive force is adequately suited to fulfil.
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New Zealad Verse
        

        

          

            
              
The Ends of the Earth.
            
          

          

            
Let us go out to the ends of the Earth,


            
Where the clean winds are, and the silent ways,


            
Where the dream is the same as when time began,


            
Untouched by the little hand of man,


            
And the grief that follows his days.
          

          

            
Let us go out to the ends of the earth,


            
To the cool, high hills, and the fierce, glad sun,


            
Away from the spite that has sullied our dream;


            
To the trackless wastes where the far snows gleam,


            
And the deep quiet rivers run.
          

          

            
Let us go out to the ends of the earth,


            
Away from the strife and the endless feud


            
Of man with man. Where the lost ways are,


            
We shall find our dream in the light of a star,


            
In the untamed solitude.
            —
E. Mary Gurney.
          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            
              
The Model.
            
          

          

            
I watched an artist building


            
A galleon of old—


            
Stern windows rich with gilding


            
Bluff bows and bilges bold.


            
With rail and quarter rounded


            
And every grating there,


            
As though o'er seas unbounded,


            
She sailed to roadsteads fair.
          

          

            
Maybe she was a Spaniard—


            
I watched but did not ask


            
As he shaped gun and lanyard


            
Capstan and watercask.


            
Or else a Dutchman splendid


            
With carvings on her stern,


            
Whose high, brass lanterns blended


            
With heavenly lights that burn.
          

          

            
Maybe they were French riggers


            
Who set those spars and sails


            
And made the metal figures


            
On her belaying rails;


            
But when I saw the sweetness


            
Of waterline and sheer


            
Bespeaking strength and fleetness


            
And ease to con and steer,
          

          

            
I knew that English builders


            
Had shaped a ship like this,


            
Not for doubloons or guilders


            
Or other selfishness.


            
This ship was planned and fashioned


            
For love of ships, by men


            
Whose bold hearts were impassioned


            
With hope to sail again.
          

          

            
Where English ships had travelled


            
By chartless seas and far—


            
Where men Night's net unravelled


            
To find new track and star…


            
Low bows and high decks slanting


            
Up to her blazoned stern…


            
I heard her seamen chanting


            
Sea-songs our landsmen learn.
          

          

            
Because their glory lingers


            
Who sailed to conquer Spain,


            
I watched the clever fingers


            
Fit door and window pane.


            
Each mast was like a steeple


            
Of cordage stiff and high…


            
I seemed to see her people,


            
All active, running by,
          

          

            
To set the great sails trimly


            
To hold the winds that blew


            
Out of the Old World grimly


            
To bear them to the New.


            
Dead-eye and rudder pintle


            
And painted ports were made


            
By those quick hands, so gentle


            
And sure of shape and shade.
          

          

            
By what deep urge compelling


            
Do artists do these things?


            
Shaping the strong lines, swelling,


            
Of galleons old that kings


            
Once sailed in to the thunder


            
Of guns from ship and shore,


            
To fill the world with wonder


            
From Tiber to the Nore.
          

          

            
The impulse is deep-bedded,


            
A legacy that comes


            
From days when men bare-headed


            
Fought to the roll of drums,


            
On ships all rich with gilding


            
With bows and bulwarks bold…


            
I've seen an artist building


            
A galleon of old.
            —
Will Lawson.
          

        

        

          

            
              
Spring in New Zealand.
            
          

          

            
Springtime, fair and joyous, bedecks the earth anew,


            
From Winter's sombre mantle her lovely face peeps through;


            
There's the chime of silver cymbals in the laughter on her lips,


            
Re-echoed from the kowhai's gold, where the tui, nectar sips.
          

          

            
The dew-bespangled bracken, the willow by the stream,


            
The cuckoo o'er the valley, the patient, plodding team,


            
Deep conscious of the quickening pulse, the life-tang in the air,


            
Respond to Nature's stirring touch—dear Homeland thou art fair!
          

          

            
The bush is tinged with emerald, clemat is stars the trees;


            
There's laughter in the gullies, and song upon the breeze;


            
There's golden glory everywhere, from garden-plot to plain,


            
And the music of the daffodils shakes the earth again.


            
O little sea-girt island, may thy songs ever be


            
Pure cadences of gladness, distilled from bird and tree:


            
New Zealand—Homeland—Maoriland, a new song greets the day—


            
A promise hundredfold fulfilled, a star to light the way.
            —
Gwenyth Evans.
          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            
              
Memories.
            
          

          

            
I sometimes think of kowhai trees


            
Shimmering in a glen;


            
Of rata blooms and clematis,


            
With every now and then


            
The fluted notes of tuis,


            
In a glad wild burst of song;


            
The bell-bird's answering melody—


            
How sweet the memories throng!
          

          

            
The little spiral coils of smoke


            
Ascending from the fire,


            
And lunch for two beside the stream—


            
What more could heart desire?


            
A cloth of blue forget-me-nots


            
Arrayed in vivid hue;


            
But sweeter than these heav'nly things:


            
That I was there—with you.
            —
Odey King-Turner.
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Lake Rotoroa, Nelson Province, South Island, New Zealand.
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Another view of Lake Rotoroa, shewing the jetty.


The lakes Rotoroa and Rotoiti, in the Buller Valley, are sometimes confounded with the lakes Rotorua and Rotoiti of the Hot Lakes thermal region. But their charm is distinct. Rotoroa, of which these two glimpses are given, is typical of South Island West Coast high country lakes, and is on a side-road of the Buller highway. The sportsman here may seek trout or deer. The southern Rotoiti has similar attractins; it is the main source of the Buller and is about five miles from Tophouse. These lakes should not be missed by Buller Valley tourists.
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The Ends of the Earth



          

            
              
The Ends of the Earth.
            
          

          

            
Let us go out to the ends of the Earth,


            
Where the clean winds are, and the silent ways,


            
Where the dream is the same as when time began,


            
Untouched by the little hand of man,


            
And the grief that follows his days.
          

          

            
Let us go out to the ends of the earth,


            
To the cool, high hills, and the fierce, glad sun,


            
Away from the spite that has sullied our dream;


            
To the trackless wastes where the far snows gleam,


            
And the deep quiet rivers run.
          

          

            
Let us go out to the ends of the earth,


            
Away from the strife and the endless feud


            
Of man with man. Where the lost ways are,


            
We shall find our dream in the light of a star,


            
In the untamed solitude.
            —
E. Mary Gurney.
          

          
* * *
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The Model.
            
          

          

            
I watched an artist building


            
A galleon of old—


            
Stern windows rich with gilding


            
Bluff bows and bilges bold.


            
With rail and quarter rounded


            
And every grating there,


            
As though o'er seas unbounded,


            
She sailed to roadsteads fair.
          

          

            
Maybe she was a Spaniard—


            
I watched but did not ask


            
As he shaped gun and lanyard


            
Capstan and watercask.


            
Or else a Dutchman splendid


            
With carvings on her stern,


            
Whose high, brass lanterns blended


            
With heavenly lights that burn.
          

          

            
Maybe they were French riggers


            
Who set those spars and sails


            
And made the metal figures


            
On her belaying rails;


            
But when I saw the sweetness


            
Of waterline and sheer


            
Bespeaking strength and fleetness


            
And ease to con and steer,
          

          

            
I knew that English builders


            
Had shaped a ship like this,


            
Not for doubloons or guilders


            
Or other selfishness.


            
This ship was planned and fashioned


            
For love of ships, by men


            
Whose bold hearts were impassioned


            
With hope to sail again.
          

          

            
Where English ships had travelled


            
By chartless seas and far—


            
Where men Night's net unravelled


            
To find new track and star…


            
Low bows and high decks slanting


            
Up to her blazoned stern…


            
I heard her seamen chanting


            
Sea-songs our landsmen learn.
          

          

            
Because their glory lingers


            
Who sailed to conquer Spain,


            
I watched the clever fingers


            
Fit door and window pane.


            
Each mast was like a steeple


            
Of cordage stiff and high…


            
I seemed to see her people,


            
All active, running by,
          

          

            
To set the great sails trimly


            
To hold the winds that blew


            
Out of the Old World grimly


            
To bear them to the New.


            
Dead-eye and rudder pintle


            
And painted ports were made


            
By those quick hands, so gentle


            
And sure of shape and shade.
          

          

            
By what deep urge compelling


            
Do artists do these things?


            
Shaping the strong lines, swelling,


            
Of galleons old that kings


            
Once sailed in to the thunder


            
Of guns from ship and shore,


            
To fill the world with wonder


            
From Tiber to the Nore.
          

          

            
The impulse is deep-bedded,


            
A legacy that comes


            
From days when men bare-headed


            
Fought to the roll of drums,


            
On ships all rich with gilding


            
With bows and bulwarks bold…


            
I've seen an artist building


            
A galleon of old.
            —
Will Lawson.
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The bush is tinged with emerald, clemat is stars the trees;


            
There's laughter in the gullies, and song upon the breeze;


            
There's golden glory everywhere, from garden-plot to plain,


            
And the music of the daffodils shakes the earth again.


            
O little sea-girt island, may thy songs ever be


            
Pure cadences of gladness, distilled from bird and tree:


            
New Zealand—Homeland—Maoriland, a new song greets the day—


            
A promise hundredfold fulfilled, a star to light the way.
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Gwenyth Evans.
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In a glad wild burst of song;
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The little spiral coils of smoke
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And lunch for two beside the stream—


            
What more could heart desire?
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Arrayed in vivid hue;
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Lake Rotoroa, Nelson Province, South Island, New Zealand.
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The Singing Bone
          
        

        

          
(By 

Oman.)
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Maui, sitting one day on the river bank, made it from a dry, white bone. Into one of the holes he had bored he blew, and there followed a sound like the hoarse cry of a bird.

          
Surprised and fascinated, Maui blew again; the note changed, trilled happily, sobbed and was still.

          
This was a strange thing he had hit upon. He must show it to Ngahere Tamahine. Just as there was no other singing bone like this, so was there no maiden in any of the tribes he knew to equal Ngahere-Tamahine (Daughter of the Forest) pride of the tribe of Rahiwai. It was doubtless true that her heart was fickle, her favour but passing, but Maui's senses quickened when he gazed into her dark eyes, their lashes like caressing fernfronds.

          
Ngahere-Tamahine smiled on the other braves—perhaps just now on the proud Tere alone—while at Maui she laughed. Ah, but now—.

          
With added interest in its possibilities, Maui took up the bone again. Falteringly at first, then with increasing facility, he strung together the lilting notes.

          
The object he had fashioned was crude, and limited in its range, but it was the original and only musical instrument of the Maori race. The “song” that at length he coaxed from it was a strange, native thing, insistent, sad and disturbing. It had character—and that was proper, because it was a love-song.

          
“With this,” breathed Maui, clasping it tightly, “I can break the spell that Tere has over her heart!”

          
And with many pains, he set himself to weaving his spell.

          
Ngahere-Tamahine was gathering shells on the beach when Maui found her. The gay ornament of ferns to her dress of woven and coloured flax was in keeping with the flowers in her hair. She looked up and laughed as Maui approached.

          
He came forward eagerly.

          
“I have something to show you, Ngahere-Tamahine. I have made much magic. See!”

          
“I see nothing but a bone with holes.”

          
“It is a bone. But it is a magic bone. I would give to you a song—a song of love.”

          
Ngahere-Tamahine's eye-lashes drooped. She laughed.

          
“Omata, the hunter,” she said, “brings me kiwi feathers for my cape that all do envy. Rewini journeys to the far south at my command to find for me the favoured greenstone. Now Maui—the silent one, the dreaming one of the tribe—comes to me with a song!”

          
“But it is a song, Ngahere-Tamahine, like no other.”

          
Her toes played with sand.

          
“Then you may sing your song, Maui, if it is so curious.”

          
Maui squatted, and with trembling fingers took up the bone. Again he played that strange, native thing that had a character of its own.

          
When the last note had faded and was ended, Ngahere-Tamahine sat still and silent. Her gaze was averted.

          
“You sing of love, Maui.”

          
Her voice, coming at last, seemed from a distance.

          
“No one more truly,” whispered Maui. He felt afraid of what he had awakened in her.

          
Ngahere-Tamahine sighed. She turned to Maui and looked deep into his eyes, reading the love that was plain. Convinced of his adoration, the strange transport left her face. She rose and looked in the direction of the kainga, where the tribe was preparing a meal.

          
“I must go.”

          
“But—my song, Ngahere-Tamahine—.”

          
She stared down at his distraught face.

          
“You have sung so to no other maiden?”

          
“No other.”

          
“You promise me you never will?”

          
“I swear it.”

          
“Then it is mine alone, this singing bone.” She smiled her pleasure at the thought. “As for your song, Maui, it is curious.”

          


          
A flash of white teeth, and she had gone. Had she looked back she would have seen that Maui had covered his face with his hands.

          
The feasting was over. The five hundred Maoris gathered in the sunny clearing sat back contentedly. The conger eels, tuis, kahawai and mutton birds—indeed, all the delicacies offered by the Rahiwai to their visitors, the Maunga, had been eaten with relish. The Maunga had made their essential gifts in return, but the only gift they could not return that day was Ngahere-Tamahine, whom their young chief Tere was to take according to ceremony and his spoken word.

          
With the hakas and pois scarcely over, Tere was on his feet. Mighty of muscle and tall of stature, he attracted many an admiring eye.

          
Kimo, chief of the Rahiwai, and father of Ngahere-Tamahine, looked Tere over with approval. That there was to be no serious resistance offered the young brave when he took the Daughter of the Forest had been secretly decided by the heads of the tribe. The Maunga were aware of that, but they, too, smiled innocently for their own pride. It was known that for some time Tere had held the heart of Ngahere-Tamahine, but ceremony must prevail.
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“On the white sands, with her tired head on his shoulder, Maui sang again his song of love.”


          

          
“Hear me,” boomed Tere. “As your good friends, we, the Maunga, have been glad to linger with you, charmed by your good hearts and the big waters from which you take your name. We must go. You have in your midst a flower who needs a warrior strong and brave. I take Ngahere-Tamahine back with me as my wahine.”

          
Amid loud cries of approval, Ngahere-Tamahine came forward and sat in the centre of the clearing. Fresh blossoms hung from her glossy, black hair. Her flax dress was cunningly weaved, and her cape was a blaze of kaka feathers.

          
A buzz of talk arose at sight of her beauty, which never had seemed greater than in this hour. Hags, wrinkled and toothless, recounted with tittering pride how they similarly had been fought for and carried away close to the heart of a handsome young warrior.

          
To the gathering, waiting breathlessly, Ngahere-Tamahine appeared to be calm. Her rage was well concealed. Desperately she tried to turn her head, but in vain.

          
In the outer ring of onlookers she at last spied Maui. He was seated in the shade of the huts. He was not even looking at her, but was staring in the direction of Tere, by whom sat Koiarero, a princess of the Maunga.

          
Now, Ngahere-Tamahine asked herself, had she read wrongly the eyes of Maui when he had sung to her his song by the waters? She must have. But more troubling was that which Koiarero, the Maunga princess, had to tell.

          
It was with much glee that Koiarero had related how she had heard outside her hut a strange song from the bush by an unseen singer. Every night since the Maunga had come from the mountains she had heard it. It began for her only when darkness had long fallen and the night birds called from the tall trees. It was a song of passionate love—that, any woman could tell—and it was both sad and fierce. Koiarero had crept out one night seeking, whereupon the song had stopped and she had heard a sudden flight. In his own time would this romantic brave claim the bride he wooed—Koiarero. Then would the Rahiwai in turn visit the Maunga in the mountains and there would be another ceremony. Did any doubt Koiarero in this matter they had but to ask Tere, her noble cousin. He himself had heard the song from his hut immediately adjoining hers, and had been troubled by the strange sound.

          
Such was the story that had struck Ngahere-Tamahine dumb. What now of Maui's love for her?

          
Her thoughts returned suddenly to the present. The ceremony was progressing. She looked up into the face of Tere, to be seized round the waist and lifted high on his shoulder. In signal she called to her people with a half-hearted cry.

          
In a moment she became the centre of a struggling mob, one half trying to carry her away and the other half to detain her.

          
On the part of her tribe it was sham. Daughter of the Forest was being surrounded by the abductors. Soon she would be the wahine of Tere.

          
From over the heads of the surging Maoris, Ngahere-Tamahine could see Maui. He was still seated, his hands clasped round his knees. Her expectancy changed to amazement, Maui was idly watching her go!

          
There was not a native of that five hundred who was not startled by Ngahere-Tamahine's sudden, piercing scream—except, it seemed, Maui. Slowly they gathered from her torrent of words that she really did not wish to go with Tere. She had changed her mind.

          
With hope flaring high, a score of Rahiwai braves rose as one man at her call and threw themselves into the fray. Daughter of the Forest did not wish to go to the mountains. It was enough.

          
Before that sudden onslaught the ranks of the Maunga broke, but rallied again instantly. A roar rose from the Rahiwai, and the Maunga responded with a snarl. The two forces engaged for a second time, but now there was no make-believe. The fat and aged rolled among the baskets of food and scrambled to safety. Tere pranced with fury, while Kimo, father of Ngahere-Tamahine, shook with wrath at this flouting of the proprieties.

          
Ngahere-Tamahine, the centre of hostilities, felt that she was being pulled to pieces. Many ill-aimed blows came her way. Now she was lifted high in the air, now dragged over the ground and back again, pulled by her limbs and hair, and torn and mauled by the men as well as by the women. All was uproar and commotion.

          
At last the Rahiwai had her safe. The foul Maunga were defeated. Their place was the mountains. They left with dark mutterings, and with small delay took off in their canoes. There was blood on Tere's face.

          
When the victors returned to the place of feasting, with spasmodic shouts and stampings for the fury that yet lingered, Maui was still sitting
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in the shade, alone. He had not stirred throughout the struggle.

          
Ngahere-Tamahine stared at him, her breast heaving. Aching and dishevelled, she limped toward him, waving aside eager hands.

          
Maui rose. She sought to read his face.

          
“The Maunga have gone, Maui.”

          
“They had nothing for which to stay longer.”

          
“No? Even Koiarero, their princess, has left with them.”

          
“She would, of course, go with ner cousin Tere.”

          
“You did not come to my aid, Maui.”

          
“I knew that all would be well.”

          
Ngahere-Tamahine's puzzled look changed to one of reproach.

          
“No longer am I the only one to whom your singing bone speaks, Maui. Yet I had your promise.”

          
Maui hung his head. He uttered no word in defence.

          
But then he had no need, because suddenly he had won the Daughter of the Forest. Regardless of the amazed onlookers, she drew close to him, and with the quaint salute of the Maoris pressed his nose twice with hers… .

          
On the white sands, by the big waters, crowned with Ngahere-Tamahine's flowers, and with her tired head on his shoulder, Maui sang again his song of love.

          
A scamp indeed, this Maui, it seems. Let us listen at his subsequent interview with the old tohunga of the tribe.

          
This tohunga had a great reputation and one eye. To him Maui told all.

          
“And so, O wise man,” said Maui, sadly, “I feel I have broken the promise I made to Ngahere-Tamahine to sing to no other maiden.”

          
“But,” argued the tohunga, “Koiarero could not help hearing the song when her hut was next to Tere's?”

          
“No,” agreed Maui. “That ugly princess of the Maunga thought I sang to her when I sat there in the dark of the bush—night after night, while the ants bit. She did not think I made the bone sing of my love for Ngahere-Tamahine, so that Tere might hear it in his dreams and be robbed of his power over the Daughter of the Forest.”

          
The tohunga's one eye twinkled.

          
“Fool is my name for you, Maui! You have broken the spell but not the promise. Go, and if you are wise, keep hid forever from your beloved this secret in your heart.”

          
And Maui went, his face radiant.

        

        

          
Hawera Station Garden

          
A strong challenge to other railway stations in New Zealand has been issued by Hawera. Flanking the station on either side are two glorious flower gardens which at present are flaming riot of colour resplendent in their summer glory. The gratified smile of Stationmaster R. S. Allright fits in admirably with the picture as he surveys the results of his enthusiastic inspiration. In conjunction with the local Beautifying Society he has seen to the transforming of hitherto drab surroundings into a garden of rare beauty. Hawera has set a high standard for other railway stations in the success attained in its beautifying work.

        

        

          
After dinner they adjourned to the smoke-room, where the host produced a decanter of Scotch, a syphon, a silver box of cigarettes, and a tin of tobacco. Idly picking up the tin the guest read: “Toasted Navy Cut, No. 3.” “Why Toasted,” he queried. “Improves the flavour, what?” “Ay,” replied the host, “and eliminates the nicotine, or most of it. Don't know another tobacco that's so good—or so safe. Try it?” The guest lit up, and sinking back into the depths of his luxurious chair lazily watched the smoke-rings. “By Jove!” he said, at last, sitting up, “it is good!—American?” “Easy to see you're a new chum,” laughed the host, “no, my boy, not American: it's grown and manufactured in New Zealand. What d'ye think of that? Brands? There are five: Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Cavendish, Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold.” “I'd not the faintest idea New Zealand produced such tobacco,” declared the guest with enthusiasm. “We live and learn,” replied the host as he passed the decanter.*
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The Glory of the Heights. Peaks of the Hydra Range reflected in Lake Minerva, South Island, New Zealand.
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Maui, sitting one day on the river bank, made it from a dry, white bone. Into one of the holes he had bored he blew, and there followed a sound like the hoarse cry of a bird.

          
Surprised and fascinated, Maui blew again; the note changed, trilled happily, sobbed and was still.

          
This was a strange thing he had hit upon. He must show it to Ngahere Tamahine. Just as there was no other singing bone like this, so was there no maiden in any of the tribes he knew to equal Ngahere-Tamahine (Daughter of the Forest) pride of the tribe of Rahiwai. It was doubtless true that her heart was fickle, her favour but passing, but Maui's senses quickened when he gazed into her dark eyes, their lashes like caressing fernfronds.
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The object he had fashioned was crude, and limited in its range, but it was the original and only musical instrument of the Maori race. The “song” that at length he coaxed from it was a strange, native thing, insistent, sad and disturbing. It had character—and that was proper, because it was a love-song.

          
“With this,” breathed Maui, clasping it tightly, “I can break the spell that Tere has over her heart!”

          
And with many pains, he set himself to weaving his spell.

          
Ngahere-Tamahine was gathering shells on the beach when Maui found her. The gay ornament of ferns to her dress of woven and coloured flax was in keeping with the flowers in her hair. She looked up and laughed as Maui approached.

          
He came forward eagerly.

          
“I have something to show you, Ngahere-Tamahine. I have made much magic. See!”

          
“I see nothing but a bone with holes.”

          
“It is a bone. But it is a magic bone. I would give to you a song—a song of love.”

          
Ngahere-Tamahine's eye-lashes drooped. She laughed.

          
“Omata, the hunter,” she said, “brings me kiwi feathers for my cape that all do envy. Rewini journeys to the far south at my command to find for me the favoured greenstone. Now Maui—the silent one, the dreaming one of the tribe—comes to me with a song!”

          
“But it is a song, Ngahere-Tamahine, like no other.”

          
Her toes played with sand.

          
“Then you may sing your song, Maui, if it is so curious.”

          
Maui squatted, and with trembling fingers took up the bone. Again he played that strange, native thing that had a character of its own.

          
When the last note had faded and was ended, Ngahere-Tamahine sat still and silent. Her gaze was averted.

          
“You sing of love, Maui.”

          
Her voice, coming at last, seemed from a distance.

          
“No one more truly,” whispered Maui. He felt afraid of what he had awakened in her.

          
Ngahere-Tamahine sighed. She turned to Maui and looked deep into his eyes, reading the love that was plain. Convinced of his adoration, the strange transport left her face. She rose and looked in the direction of the kainga, where the tribe was preparing a meal.

          
“I must go.”

          
“But—my song, Ngahere-Tamahine—.”

          
She stared down at his distraught face.

          
“You have sung so to no other maiden?”

          
“No other.”

          
“You promise me you never will?”

          
“I swear it.”

          
“Then it is mine alone, this singing bone.” She smiled her pleasure at the thought. “As for your song, Maui, it is curious.”

          


          
A flash of white teeth, and she had gone. Had she looked back she would have seen that Maui had covered his face with his hands.

          
The feasting was over. The five hundred Maoris gathered in the sunny clearing sat back contentedly. The conger eels, tuis, kahawai and mutton birds—indeed, all the delicacies offered by the Rahiwai to their visitors, the Maunga, had been eaten with relish. The Maunga had made their essential gifts in return, but the only gift they could not return that day was Ngahere-Tamahine, whom their young chief Tere was to take according to ceremony and his spoken word.

          
With the hakas and pois scarcely over, Tere was on his feet. Mighty of muscle and tall of stature, he attracted many an admiring eye.

          
Kimo, chief of the Rahiwai, and father of Ngahere-Tamahine, looked Tere over with approval. That there was to be no serious resistance offered the young brave when he took the Daughter of the Forest had been secretly decided by the heads of the tribe. The Maunga were aware of that, but they, too, smiled innocently for their own pride. It was known that for some time Tere had held the heart of Ngahere-Tamahine, but ceremony must prevail.
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“Hear me,” boomed Tere. “As your good friends, we, the Maunga, have been glad to linger with you, charmed by your good hearts and the big waters from which you take your name. We must go. You have in your midst a flower who needs a warrior strong and brave. I take Ngahere-Tamahine back with me as my wahine.”

          
Amid loud cries of approval, Ngahere-Tamahine came forward and sat in the centre of the clearing. Fresh blossoms hung from her glossy, black hair. Her flax dress was cunningly weaved, and her cape was a blaze of kaka feathers.

          
A buzz of talk arose at sight of her beauty, which never had seemed greater than in this hour. Hags, wrinkled and toothless, recounted with tittering pride how they similarly had been fought for and carried away close to the heart of a handsome young warrior.

          
To the gathering, waiting breathlessly, Ngahere-Tamahine appeared to be calm. Her rage was well concealed. Desperately she tried to turn her head, but in vain.

          
In the outer ring of onlookers she at last spied Maui. He was seated in the shade of the huts. He was not even looking at her, but was staring in the direction of Tere, by whom sat Koiarero, a princess of the Maunga.

          
Now, Ngahere-Tamahine asked herself, had she read wrongly the eyes of Maui when he had sung to her his song by the waters? She must have. But more troubling was that which Koiarero, the Maunga princess, had to tell.

          
It was with much glee that Koiarero had related how she had heard outside her hut a strange song from the bush by an unseen singer. Every night since the Maunga had come from the mountains she had heard it. It began for her only when darkness had long fallen and the night birds called from the tall trees. It was a song of passionate love—that, any woman could tell—and it was both sad and fierce. Koiarero had crept out one night seeking, whereupon the song had stopped and she had heard a sudden flight. In his own time would this romantic brave claim the bride he wooed—Koiarero. Then would the Rahiwai in turn visit the Maunga in the mountains and there would be another ceremony. Did any doubt Koiarero in this matter they had but to ask Tere, her noble cousin. He himself had heard the song from his hut immediately adjoining hers, and had been troubled by the strange sound.

          
Such was the story that had struck Ngahere-Tamahine dumb. What now of Maui's love for her?

          
Her thoughts returned suddenly to the present. The ceremony was progressing. She looked up into the face of Tere, to be seized round the waist and lifted high on his shoulder. In signal she called to her people with a half-hearted cry.

          
In a moment she became the centre of a struggling mob, one half trying to carry her away and the other half to detain her.

          
On the part of her tribe it was sham. Daughter of the Forest was being surrounded by the abductors. Soon she would be the wahine of Tere.

          
From over the heads of the surging Maoris, Ngahere-Tamahine could see Maui. He was still seated, his hands clasped round his knees. Her expectancy changed to amazement, Maui was idly watching her go!

          
There was not a native of that five hundred who was not startled by Ngahere-Tamahine's sudden, piercing scream—except, it seemed, Maui. Slowly they gathered from her torrent of words that she really did not wish to go with Tere. She had changed her mind.

          
With hope flaring high, a score of Rahiwai braves rose as one man at her call and threw themselves into the fray. Daughter of the Forest did not wish to go to the mountains. It was enough.

          
Before that sudden onslaught the ranks of the Maunga broke, but rallied again instantly. A roar rose from the Rahiwai, and the Maunga responded with a snarl. The two forces engaged for a second time, but now there was no make-believe. The fat and aged rolled among the baskets of food and scrambled to safety. Tere pranced with fury, while Kimo, father of Ngahere-Tamahine, shook with wrath at this flouting of the proprieties.

          
Ngahere-Tamahine, the centre of hostilities, felt that she was being pulled to pieces. Many ill-aimed blows came her way. Now she was lifted high in the air, now dragged over the ground and back again, pulled by her limbs and hair, and torn and mauled by the men as well as by the women. All was uproar and commotion.

          
At last the Rahiwai had her safe. The foul Maunga were defeated. Their place was the mountains. They left with dark mutterings, and with small delay took off in their canoes. There was blood on Tere's face.

          
When the victors returned to the place of feasting, with spasmodic shouts and stampings for the fury that yet lingered, Maui was still sitting
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in the shade, alone. He had not stirred throughout the struggle.

          
Ngahere-Tamahine stared at him, her breast heaving. Aching and dishevelled, she limped toward him, waving aside eager hands.

          
Maui rose. She sought to read his face.

          
“The Maunga have gone, Maui.”

          
“They had nothing for which to stay longer.”

          
“No? Even Koiarero, their princess, has left with them.”

          
“She would, of course, go with ner cousin Tere.”

          
“You did not come to my aid, Maui.”

          
“I knew that all would be well.”

          
Ngahere-Tamahine's puzzled look changed to one of reproach.

          
“No longer am I the only one to whom your singing bone speaks, Maui. Yet I had your promise.”

          
Maui hung his head. He uttered no word in defence.

          
But then he had no need, because suddenly he had won the Daughter of the Forest. Regardless of the amazed onlookers, she drew close to him, and with the quaint salute of the Maoris pressed his nose twice with hers… .

          
On the white sands, by the big waters, crowned with Ngahere-Tamahine's flowers, and with her tired head on his shoulder, Maui sang again his song of love.

          
A scamp indeed, this Maui, it seems. Let us listen at his subsequent interview with the old tohunga of the tribe.

          
This tohunga had a great reputation and one eye. To him Maui told all.

          
“And so, O wise man,” said Maui, sadly, “I feel I have broken the promise I made to Ngahere-Tamahine to sing to no other maiden.”

          
“But,” argued the tohunga, “Koiarero could not help hearing the song when her hut was next to Tere's?”

          
“No,” agreed Maui. “That ugly princess of the Maunga thought I sang to her when I sat there in the dark of the bush—night after night, while the ants bit. She did not think I made the bone sing of my love for Ngahere-Tamahine, so that Tere might hear it in his dreams and be robbed of his power over the Daughter of the Forest.”

          
The tohunga's one eye twinkled.

          
“Fool is my name for you, Maui! You have broken the spell but not the promise. Go, and if you are wise, keep hid forever from your beloved this secret in your heart.”

          
And Maui went, his face radiant.
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Hawera Station Garden

          
A strong challenge to other railway stations in New Zealand has been issued by Hawera. Flanking the station on either side are two glorious flower gardens which at present are flaming riot of colour resplendent in their summer glory. The gratified smile of Stationmaster R. S. Allright fits in admirably with the picture as he surveys the results of his enthusiastic inspiration. In conjunction with the local Beautifying Society he has seen to the transforming of hitherto drab surroundings into a garden of rare beauty. Hawera has set a high standard for other railway stations in the success attained in its beautifying work.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 9, Issue 11 (February 1, 1935)

[section]



          
After dinner they adjourned to the smoke-room, where the host produced a decanter of Scotch, a syphon, a silver box of cigarettes, and a tin of tobacco. Idly picking up the tin the guest read: “Toasted Navy Cut, No. 3.” “Why Toasted,” he queried. “Improves the flavour, what?” “Ay,” replied the host, “and eliminates the nicotine, or most of it. Don't know another tobacco that's so good—or so safe. Try it?” The guest lit up, and sinking back into the depths of his luxurious chair lazily watched the smoke-rings. “By Jove!” he said, at last, sitting up, “it is good!—American?” “Easy to see you're a new chum,” laughed the host, “no, my boy, not American: it's grown and manufactured in New Zealand. What d'ye think of that? Brands? There are five: Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Cavendish, Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold.” “I'd not the faintest idea New Zealand produced such tobacco,” declared the guest with enthusiasm. “We live and learn,” replied the host as he passed the decanter.*
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The Glory of the Heights. Peaks of the Hydra Range reflected in Lake Minerva, South Island, New Zealand.
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“From a Smoker Window”
          
        

        

          
(Second Radio Address from Station 2
Ya Wellington, by 

Geo. G. 
Stewart, Publicity Manager, New Zealand Railways.)
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Here we are again, cosily seated in the friendly smoker of a New Zealand train. This time, we are to confine our radio travels to the North Island, and to-night you can all come for nothing; though a real first-class train trip like this, lasting four weeks, would cost you, in the simple language of the Reserve Bank, a “tenner.” Of course, the more you know about the North Island, the less does it seem possible to do justice to it, in something less than 20 minutes. We must adopt the methods of the midget map-maker, who sticks to barest details, and indicates the world, on a globe the size of a “bottler” marble. An accommodating imagination has to work overtime—that's all! Just as the human eye—that can view in one glance the whole host of the heavenly bodies—would go into an egg-cup—and the voice of the world can be heard from a box barely big enough to hold your lunch—so the human imagination may be trusted to fill up the gaps in this breathless ride, behind a galloping “puff-puff,” through our five-hundred-mile-long Island, and over its forty-four thousand square miles of territory.

        
In this diligent search for the true romance, let us work northward from Wellington. Not that the Capital City is specially romantic; for the spirit of Wellington, at times, resembles the title of a book I once read, called “Very Hard Cash”; but still, it is a handy port, and the train starts from here, near enough to the southernmost point of the Island. Without thinking too hard, I can give you, straight off, three reasons why you should visit Wellington—the first, to see the harbour by day and the city's splendour of terraced lights by night; the second, to watch Parliament in session; and the third, to breathe some of the plentiful fresh air that wanders so freely through this, the healthiest city in the world. Yet, somehow, none of the visitors I ever meet, come to Wellington for their health!

        
There are two railway outlets from the city. Going on the Main Trunk by the Manawatu, you quickly gain a charming view of some of the Province's favourite watering places—Titahi Bay, Plimmerton, Paekakariki and Waikanae—and then you pass the partly-Maori settlement of Otaki, where many singers of sweet songs live and grow kumaras; and then through rich flats, where you can see, besides the usual mixed farming, some of the later developments in the flax-growing and milling industry; and so past Levin to the great farming centre of Palmerston North, noted for its fine civic pride, its shows, and its several noble parks.

        
On the run to this inland city, you gain charming vistas of rugged or sandy seascapes, and glowing views of the frequently snow-capped Tararuas. Eastward from Palmerston North, which is still the largest inland town of New Zealand, the train negotiates the rocky gap of the Manawatu Gorge on the run to Woodville, where it junctions with that other train from Wellington which has skirted Port Nicholson, traversed the lovely Hutt Valley, climbed the Rimutakas, run down the amazing and picturesque 3-mile centre-rail declivity from Summit to Cross Creek, where the steep and tortuous grade averages about one foot in fourteen, and through the open, smiling sheep-lands of the Wairarapa. From Woodville northeastward to Hastings and Napier, the land, for the first half of the journey is typically New Zealand cow-country—much of it brought from the bush condition in fairly recent times; and then you run through the park-like lands of Hawke's Bay, where flats and gently-rolling, well-watered low hills, provide ideal grazing grounds and playing areas for the sheep and footballers that make Hawke's Bay famous. Reference to these frequent holders of the Ranfurly Shield calls to mind the story of the English Mistress of (was it?) the Hastings High School, who was disturbed by the greater interest the girls took in Rugby than in English. After lecturing them for some time on the great importance of English and the real insignificance of football, she asked one girl which name she thought was really the more famous, Browning or Brownlee. The reply was: “Please, Miss … where did Browning play?”

        
Napier and Hastings attract a lot of attention since the re-building of their main shopping centres in the most modern and earthquake-proof fashion. The South Pacific beats



ceaselessly on the long line of Napier's pebbly shore, surprised to be checked by the grand promenade of Norfolk pines. And here the sunshine often puts up records.

        
Running back to Palmerston North you take the line for Taranaki; a district that has always a green charm of its own; and here, after passing prosperous towns such as Wanganui and Hawera, where civic enterprise has achieved notable results, you meet the first great scenic feature—Mt. Egmont—that huge symmetrical volcanic cone, rising over 8,000 feet in stately height, through glorious sub-tropical native forest, to well above the snow-line. Mt. Egmont is reached from Hawera, Stratford or New Plymouth, another garden city; and each has its favoured mountain-house, perched well up the slopes, but still in the region of comfortable forest, for the convenience of holiday-makers, mountaineers and snow-sports parties.

        
And now for a run through virgin country. The new railway line from Stratford to Okahukura has much of the charm of pioneer railway days. New settlements, homesteads, fencing, stores, and even horses, are found spattered along the route. Taumarunui has gained further importance since the new line was put through. It is here that junction is made for Taranaki with the Main Trunk expresses running north and south. Here, also, is the Wanganui River, navigable southward all the way to Wanganui and presenting, on portions of its course, some of the most magnificent river scenery in the world.
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Seen from the train; Mt. Ruapehu (9,175ft.), National Park, North Island, New Zealand.


        

        
Had we come up the main trunk, where it separates from the Wellington-Taranaki line at Marton, and travelled by the Daylight Limited, which runs at the principal holiday times, we would have viewed some remarkable portions of scenic New Zealand. Passing up the fertile Rangitikei Valley from Marton Junction, through dairy-farming and sheep country, we see some of the skilful railway engineering, the viaducts and tunnels, by which the many ridges and steep river gulches of this much eroded country have been surmounted.

        
Then, on through Ohakune to National Park station. Here a good view is obtained of the central group of mountains—Tongariro, Ngauruhoe and Ruapehu. A few miles off by motor road is the Chateau, that notable Government hostel which has a great week-ending reputation amongst those who visit this magnificent scenic reserve. Soon after passing National Park, you come to the Raurimu Spiral, down which your train shoulders its way in breath-taking twists and loops. At one point you see a tunnel straight below you. In a few moments you are through it, and, looking up, you see the line above you that your train was running on when you first looked down. Did you ever blow smoke rings? Well, this is the place where the smoke in the smoker loops the loop!

        
Beyond Te Kuiti, and a few miles westward, lie the Waitomo Caves, famous throughout the world for their Glow-worm Grotto, a place of real Magic and Romance. High above, the glow-worms make new firmaments of glittering stars, while your boat glides along in Stygian darkness, in the mystery and eerie silence of the underground river.

        
Northward again, in the watersheds of the Waipa and Waikato rivers, is the richest farming country in the interior of the North Island. It is a country such as this that the dream of farms with a cow to the acre becomes reality. Soon we reach the adjoining towns of Frankton and the river-beautified Hamilton, that share and reflect the prosperity of this rich dairying land. On by the Main Trunk, past the coal-mines of Huntly, and then, separating from the Waikato River at low-lying Mercer, a fairly flat run is made to New Zealand's Northern Gateway—Auckland, the Queen City. And here are three reasonably reasonable reasons why you should visit Auckland: The first, to see “our Zoo,” the second, to view the Empire's “last, loneliest, loveliest” from the top of Rangitoto; and, the third, to shop in Queen Street.

        
Had we branched off at Frankton Junction, we would have been on our way to Rotorua, or Te Aroha, or Tauranga, or Thames. Thames puts us in touch with the golden bays of the Coromandel Peninsula. It is the place where apricots come in early, and the schnapper come in all the year round.

        
On the way to Tauranga we pass the gold mines of Waihi, and at Tauranga are the orchards of golden lemons and the glorious gardens of a district particularly well-favoured by Nature in the matter of soil and sunshine. Here, too, is the base for the great deep-sea fishing, for swordfish and mako, off Mayor Island. Beyond Tauranga, Whakatane and Opotiki, three shining gems on the verge of the well-named Bay of Plenty, lies the great road drive over the high Motu, looking out on the monster mountains of the Urewera Country, and through to the rich farming district of Gisborne.

        
The railway route from Auckland to Rotorua is full of interest, and anyone travelling on the Rotorua Limited is assured of a great ride, in one of the crack trains of the Dominion. Rotorua speaks for itself through the sense of smell; for there is a touch of sulphur fume in most parts where the steam rises; and, perversely enough, those are the parts you naturally want to visit. A glorious public garden, with almost unlimited facilities for the principal



outdoor sports; magnificent bath buildings and baths of thermal waters for use both day and night; a bright, clean appearance about the shops, homes and hostels—these all make towards the charm of Rotorua. Here all kinds of trips may be taken, by motor or launch, to springs of sparkling waters, to waterfalls, to hot lakes, to boiling mud, to geysers, to native villages, to Maori pas.

        
And fifty miles southward lies Wairakei, thermally more active and wonderful, as some suppose, than Rotorua. Here the sparkling, blue-tinged Waikato, soon after its escape from Taupo, takes its mighty plunge over the Huka rock-barrier to make the Huka Falls, one of New Zealand's most glorious sights; and near here are the Aratiatia Rapids, which one may watch for hours, with neverlessening delight; and the Karapiti Blowhole, that strange safety-valve for the excess underground steam, designed apparently by Nature, with what success you may imagine, to prevent inflation in the North Island. Another inland trip from Rotorua is to the lake fastness of Waikaremoana, where a Government hostel awaits visitors to this picturesque region of mountain and forest.

        
From Auckland northward, the railway takes you into a land of romance where the atmosphere seems lighter, the people gayer, the natural colours brighter, and all life goes with an easier swing, than in any other part of New Zealand.

        
You run past Helensville, a place noted for the curative properties of its hot springs, right through to Whangarei, one of the most thriving places in North Auckland; or across to Tangowahine, within a few miles of Dargaville, which again is only a few miles by rail from Kaihu, the jumping-off place for the Trounson National Park, with its wonderful kauri reserves. Dargaville is on the edge of the rich and expansive river flats of the wide-spreading Wairoa river.

        
North of Whangarei the line runs to Opua, just a short launch trip from Russell, headquarters of the Bay of Islands—close to Waitangi, of the great Maori-Pakeha treaty, a place which is now, thanks to the generosity of our Governor-General, a national reserve for all time. Russell, besides being blessed with a natural setting of sea-encircled loveliness, has rich historical associations. Around here is the rendezvous of those powerful launches used in the deep-sea fishing for which this Dominion has a world-wide fame. Beyond Kaikohe and Okaihau, you have to go by road to the irrepressible Kaitaia. There you turn westward to the spacious wonders of the 90-mile beach; or eastward, towards the perfect charm of Whangaroa harbour.
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The Auckland-Rotorua Express passing through Otahuhu, North Island, New Zealand.


        

        
In the words of the old song, “You can't have everything, can you?” and as I have missed many North Island places worth special mention, I must use the method of O. Henry's reporter, who described a big train trip to Washington in these words: “The scenery along the entire route is diversified. You find a portion of it on one hand by looking out of the window, and upon turning the gaze upon the other side, the eye is surprised and delighted at discovering some more of it.”

        
I believe there are trout in every river in the North Island, except one. The exception is always the one that I try to fish in. There are red deer in most of the eastern mountains and fallow deer more towards the west, but none have ever fallen captive to my bow and spear. There is gold still at the Thames and Waihi, and you may prospect for it anywhere else, but not with much likely success; though a trip across Lake Taupo to Waihaha, home of the great Pati, and up along the shining waters of the Mungatu, all among the wild puru, the bulls, poaka the pigs, and hoihau the horses, of that dangerous region, stays in the memory as one of the most delightful prospecting trips imaginable. Although eight men, working more or less hard for several days, found barely enough gold to make a collar stud, they discovered the real wealth of health and happiness which New Zealand is intended to provide for all her sons and daughters. And here, too, you may, to your heart's content,

        

          
“Take the kowhai's gold,


          
Flung for gift on Taupo's face


          
Sign that spring is here.”
        

        

          

[image: ]
          

[image: ]
        

        


        

          

[image: ]
          

[image: ]
          

[image: ]
        

        


        

          

[image: The Royal Train in New Zealand (Rly. Publicity photo.) The Royal train nearing the completion of its tour of the North Island. The illustration (above) shews the train hauled by five “Fell” engines, negotiating the Rimutaka Incline (grade one in fifteen) and (below) in the Hutt Valley, Wellington.]
The Royal Train in New Zealand


(Rly. Publicity photo.)


The Royal train nearing the completion of its tour of the North Island. The illustration (above) shews the train hauled by five “Fell” engines, negotiating the Rimutaka Incline (grade one in fifteen) and (below) in the Hutt Valley, Wellington.
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Pictures of New Zealand Life
            
          
        

        

          
(By 

Tangiwai.)
        

        

          
“There is a Green Hill …”

          

One of the charms in New Zealand travel, at any rate to those travellers who take a more than perfunctory interest in the country they traverse, is the heightened value which the stories of the past give to beautiful scenes. This is more particularly true of the northern parts of the Dominion, and above all in the Auckland and Taranaki country. In a mental review of such places whose pictures remain a lifelong pleasant memory, thoughts linger on a spot which is not often mentioned as an example of lovely lands and storylands. This is Bombay Hill, on the Great South Road; it fills in the eastern skyline as you look eastward from the railway on the Pukekohe levels. It is the rounded crown of land on the northern terminal of the hills popularly called the Razorback Range. If you take the trouble to climb this way you are rewarded with an inspiring view over many leagues of very beautiful country, the pick of the South Auckland lands; it swims in colour from this commanding height, six or seven hundred feet above the plain.

          
The Bombay public school stands on the side of the hill, above the straggling township, and it is surely the most inspiring of settings and aspects for the fortunate children of the settlement, high-placed above that world, with the grandest of views and the purest of air, translucent light and radiant sunshine. Fortunate children, indeed, far removed from the dust and noise of the world below. Looking northward, they may see the hills of the West Coast, and northward to the volcanic cones of the Auckland isthmus, and Rangitoto Island. The outlook westward, with the easy tilt of the land, takes the eye over Pukekohe to the Manukau and the blue crests beyond.

        

        

          
“Williamson's Clearing.”

          
Such is the picture; a hundred authentic traditions hang to the scene of beauty. It was not always so softly pastoral. The hill was the ancient Pukewhau of the Maoris; its first pakeha name was “Williamson's Clearing,” a name dating back to 1860. The westward face of this great green dome of land covered with small farms and diversified with small groves of forest, was then just an oasis in a vast expanse of dense bush. Williamson's was one of a series of grassed clearings extending down toward Pukekohe East. Bombay township, with its church, did not then exist.

        

        

          
The “Bombay” Boys.

          
The foreign name was not given to the place until the year 1866, when a number of English immigrants who had arrived in Auckland in the ship “Bombay,” after an uncommonly long and stormy voyage, were given sections here, and set to with axe and saw and plough in a new and wild but fertile land.

          
Those “Bombays” were fortunate in that they arrived just after the Waikato War. This was a land of martial stir and bugle call and gun-play in the period 1863–64, when thousands of British and Colonial troops tramped along the bush road from Drury to Pokeno, and when the escorts with the supply carts now and again fought Maori ambush parties. A redoubt known as the Baird's Hill Post stood on the spot now occupied by the Bombay Presbyterian Church. There was another redoubt, the Razorback Post, on the southern end of the up-and-down hill road.

        

        

          
A Bush Surprise Party.

          
Half a mile below the hill church, on the road to Drury, is the place where a party of lurking Maoris made a most skilful haul of arms one day in 1863. They charged out on a road-party; the soldiers (a detachment of the 40th) had piled their rifles and were plying their axes in the bush at the side of the road. The warriors gave a volley, knocked over a couple of soldiers, seized all the stacked rifles—twenty-three of them and the ammunition, and bolted into the forest as quickly as they had come. They lost two men themselves—but the rifles were worth that trifle of warrior-power. Those rifles saw a lot of service for the Kingites.

          
That was Bombay before it was Bombay. The farming folk in that high, free country, have their troubles to-day, no doubt; but those woes do not include sentry go and weary escort duty, “boots, boots, moving up and down again,” and now and again a volley from ambush. The high-speed motor car is the road surprise party these times.

        

        

          
Long Life, and the Recipes.

          
Are people living longer than they used to, or is it that we hear more about those who succeed in keeping Old Time at bay for a century or so? Certainly there seem to be more centenarians among us now than there were in the days of one's youth.

          
Perhaps a contented mind has much to do with longevity. There was an Auckland man I knew who roamed the city looking for a particular kind of vegetarian diet and a very special kind of bread. He was the most abstemious of men, took the greatest care of himself and was rewarded by being carried off at a comparatively youthful age. Per contra, there is the happy old party who just eats and drinks anything that is going, and to that comfortable diet he attributes his long life. To everyone his, or her, taste.

          
In Wellington, there died a few years age an old-timer of ninety-two who had been sailor, whale-hunter, soldier and gold-digger in his day. In his youth he had served in a British warship on the Pacific station, and he attributed his long life and good health largely to “regular habits” formed in the Navy life—those habits centering in the regular daily issue of good Navy rum. He never broke the good old way. He smoked his pipe and took his daily tot, and dug his garden and told his yarns, a round-bodied, cheerful-tempered chip of the old Navy to the last. His sons dutifully saw to it that he was kept supplied with the best old Jamaica; it prolonged his life. And he was a truly temperate man. Regular habits.
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“There is a Green Hill …”

          

One of the charms in New Zealand travel, at any rate to those travellers who take a more than perfunctory interest in the country they traverse, is the heightened value which the stories of the past give to beautiful scenes. This is more particularly true of the northern parts of the Dominion, and above all in the Auckland and Taranaki country. In a mental review of such places whose pictures remain a lifelong pleasant memory, thoughts linger on a spot which is not often mentioned as an example of lovely lands and storylands. This is Bombay Hill, on the Great South Road; it fills in the eastern skyline as you look eastward from the railway on the Pukekohe levels. It is the rounded crown of land on the northern terminal of the hills popularly called the Razorback Range. If you take the trouble to climb this way you are rewarded with an inspiring view over many leagues of very beautiful country, the pick of the South Auckland lands; it swims in colour from this commanding height, six or seven hundred feet above the plain.

          
The Bombay public school stands on the side of the hill, above the straggling township, and it is surely the most inspiring of settings and aspects for the fortunate children of the settlement, high-placed above that world, with the grandest of views and the purest of air, translucent light and radiant sunshine. Fortunate children, indeed, far removed from the dust and noise of the world below. Looking northward, they may see the hills of the West Coast, and northward to the volcanic cones of the Auckland isthmus, and Rangitoto Island. The outlook westward, with the easy tilt of the land, takes the eye over Pukekohe to the Manukau and the blue crests beyond.
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“Williamson's Clearing.”

          
Such is the picture; a hundred authentic traditions hang to the scene of beauty. It was not always so softly pastoral. The hill was the ancient Pukewhau of the Maoris; its first pakeha name was “Williamson's Clearing,” a name dating back to 1860. The westward face of this great green dome of land covered with small farms and diversified with small groves of forest, was then just an oasis in a vast expanse of dense bush. Williamson's was one of a series of grassed clearings extending down toward Pukekohe East. Bombay township, with its church, did not then exist.
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The “Bombay” Boys.

          
The foreign name was not given to the place until the year 1866, when a number of English immigrants who had arrived in Auckland in the ship “Bombay,” after an uncommonly long and stormy voyage, were given sections here, and set to with axe and saw and plough in a new and wild but fertile land.

          
Those “Bombays” were fortunate in that they arrived just after the Waikato War. This was a land of martial stir and bugle call and gun-play in the period 1863–64, when thousands of British and Colonial troops tramped along the bush road from Drury to Pokeno, and when the escorts with the supply carts now and again fought Maori ambush parties. A redoubt known as the Baird's Hill Post stood on the spot now occupied by the Bombay Presbyterian Church. There was another redoubt, the Razorback Post, on the southern end of the up-and-down hill road.
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The Battlefields of Sport

 The Fall of an Idol.
          
        

        

          
(By 

Quentin Pope.)
        

        

A Murmur which swells to a shout, to a roar. The vast crowd, packed tier on tier in the gigantic wooden stadium sees the champion come at last. For hours, in that sweltering heat, they have sat close-packed through the interminable preliminary bouts, while the heavy clouds above have been penetrated by a dull golden glow. Remote music from some band is stilled now, and the cries of sandwich men, of peanut vendors and men with welcome bottles of drink, are obliterated in the mighty roar of welcome which goes up from a hundred thousand throats. Carpentier is here.

        
He comes in a flurry of seconds, advisers, managers, backers, and mounts nimbly to where the announcer stands with his megaphone in the fateful ring. The idol of France, the champion of Europe, he comes though he does not know it, to the virtual end of his boxing career. Behind him moves the bright-eyed, volatile, many-sided Descamps, the maker of champions. And about them roar thousands of fans who have come thousands of miles to see Georges, their hero, take his rightful title of champion of the world. There is a field of waving straw hats, before which Carpentier calmly bows. He knows his strength and speed, and is not troubled as to the outcome of this combat. He has thrashed Bombardier Wells, the hope of England, in less than two minutes; he has proved himself undisputed master of every fighter in Europe. This fight to-day will do no more than reassert the superiority of the Old World, the home of boxing, over the New. Carpentier and Dempsey, the two kings of the boxing world, the two men without peers in their different lands, will settle in this roped space the question of who is to reign supreme.

        
Carpentier moves away to his corner, his brilliant dressing-gown swaying into new colours in the strange light. Hardly has he gone than Dempsey comes. Bigger, more powerful, his six-feet-two towering above the body of the magnificently-built Frenchman. Dempsey is met with cheers, but his reception does not equal that given to his rival, the most famous and most accomplished fighter of the day. The American goes to his corner, and the electric Descamps is there at once, wreathed in smiles, full of words, but keenly examining the appearance of his champion's adversary and watching the seconds as they fold the tapes about Dempsey's hands. The preparations move to a conclusion, the two fighters go to the centre of the ring. They grip hands as the referee speaks a few words, and Carpentier, assured and sleek, pats Dempsey's shoulder with a kindly movement. The gloves are drawn on and fastened, the seconds vanish from the ring at command and then—the bell!

        
The two men leap towards the centre of the ring as a deafening uproar comes. Twice Carpentier's glove flashes out, twice it connects with Dempsey's jaw. It is a test of Dempsey's mettle and an exhibition of the Frenchman's punching power, but the American appears quite unshaken. He lands a heavy counter on Carpentier's body, and the lighter man is obviously staggered. Carpentier has learned with the rapidity which has marked all his fights. He cannot fell Dempsey even with his powerful punch, and he must not lay himself open in such fashion again. He keeps away now, and the two men wheel, feint and dodge. Dempsey, loosing those terrible drives of his, and Carpentier countering with sudden upper-cuts and swings to the head. They fall into a clinch, and Dempsey flashes into life again. His gloves are everywhere, on the ribs, jaw and chin. Carpentier sways before this whirlwind attack, and as they break away he is already showing terrible punishment. He stoops and swings a right to Dempsey's head, but the American is punching as hard as ever. Those fists, which are to hit the “Wild Bull of the Pampas” clean out of the ring, move as fast as before. The Frenchman is weakened already. He fails to cover himself against the fury of Dempsey's attack and falls into another clinch. They are parted, and Carpentier slips and falls over the second rope of the ring. Dempsey is cool; he steps back and runs no risk of a foul, so Carpentier is up at a bound and is fighting with the courage of desperation as the bell sounds his release.

        
There are shouts and roars from the great crowd. Their first illusion has gone; that Carpentier is quicker than Dempsey they no longer believe. Those who are seeing the American for the first time are amazed at his rapidity of movement and of punch. Those who foresaw this fight as a battle between a man with courage and weight and another with courage and skill, are beginning to doubt already. How long can the graceful Carpentier last at this pace? And now the bell sounds again.

        
This time Dempsey comes on with a low crouch, his head swaying, his left shoulder hunched to buttress his jaw against the Frenchman's punishing right. Dodging around the ring, the American waits for another opening to gain the position he held in the first round. But Carpentier is cautious now, he retreats and is poised on his toes. Suddenly he springs ahead and stabs his left against Dempsey's jaw, bringing his right across to the head, but the big man is scarcely checked in his malevolent pursuit. Again Carpentier flashes in, connects with a left hook, and is out again unharmed, to the joy of the onlookers. But the fight is already lost, for that smashing blow has broken his thumb. He keeps away, he clinches, only to be pounded unmercifully by the quick-moving Dempsey. The referee orders them to break, and the Frenchman emerges from that in-fighting
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duel battered and bleeding, a woeful sight. But as he reels back it is to dart in again, to hit Dempsey between the eyes with terrific force, to swing left and right to the body and dance away out of danger, as the crowd goes mad with delight. That sudden attack turns the tide. Dempsey, shaken for the moment, lowers his guard, and his rival is upon him, raining blows. Jabs, hooks and a punch which sends Dempsey staggering back to the ropes, a right, flush with the jaw, create pandemonium. But Carpentier has been unlucky again, that last great blow, with all he had behind it, was delivered when he was a trifle off balance. A fraction more behind it and Dempsey would almost certainly have been so dazed that he would have been battered into submission. The Frenchman sees his chance, though, and connects on Dempsey's jaw with a beautiful right, which shakes him from head to foot and keeps him leaning dizzily against the ropes. Again the Frenchman goes in, but the excitement has affected him, has spoilt his judgment only momentarily, but long enough. He means to win, he hits with his left and misses, brings over his right and misses again, and then before he has another chance Dempsey has ducked into a clinch and is battering away at his ribs.

        
But Carpentier breaks clear, he goes from side to side and then brings home another punishing blow on the champion's face. The Frenchman hits again, but Dempsey blocks the punch this time and again ducks to clinch, only to run into a lightning upper-cut. Slow and leaden-footed now, Dempsey takes a terrible thrashing. The tables are turned, and blow after blow rocks the American. But Carpentier is not hitting cleanly; his hurts, the occasion, and the anxiety which he is feeling for the first time in his career as a champion are affecting him, and he is misjudging his distance. Even before the bell sounds Dempsey's head is less dizzy and he is taking the fight to his adversary, cutting him between the eyes as the gong goes.

        
Dempsey is up at the sound of the bell in the third round and goes towards the Frenchman quickly, but with more caution, and with his face well guarded. Suddenly he drives with his right, but Carpentier ducks, connects with right and left to Dempsey's jaw, and is away out of range. Dempsey's deliberate pursuit goes on, but he seems slow and heavy beside the dazzling footwork of the challenger. Out of Dempsey's clinches goes Carpentier, rattling home swift punches with both hands, but not landing the full effect of the blows on his opponent. Doggedly the American holds on. Carpentier dodges about, he fights back, he slips away, but Dempsey pins him at last and they are together. Carpentier's face is strained now as he tries to block this terrible in-fighter. A series of upper-cuts to his already bleeding face shake him. But again he springs in, brings over a hard right and checks Dempsey. Then just as suddenly the Frenchman staggers, and if ever a man despaired he does. The bell comes not a moment too soon.

        
Carpentier is prompt as the next round begins. But this time he leaves no doubt that he has had enough. He means to keep out of range and work for an opening for his deadly right. But he is wearied with useless punching, worn with pain, and feeling the vanity of his attack against a heavier man. That terrific pace is telling, and his punishment goes on. He lands a blow on the face, but receives back a body-punch, and clinches, only to suffer more punishment on ribs and face. He is weakening now, but is not finished. From time to time his old quickness shows and he shakes Dempsey with right and left. They are fighting at long range, now they fall into a clinch and then break again. The odds are hopeless; Carpentier cannot win. He grows weaker still, he clinches, a final series of blows land. “He's finished!” yells someone in the crowd. And the Frenchman's body, which has felt such terrible blows, sags, he drops on hands and knees and then rolls down, face to the floor.

        
The moving arm of the referee can be seen in the ring, his count cannot be detected in the terrific din. Slowly, though, the Frenchman rises. He glances about with an oddly puzzled air, he even makes an effort to smile with his twisted mouth. And now Dempsey has his chance. He leaps into action, blocks Carpentier's lead, and brings his right to the face. Vainly the challenger tries to avoid this rain of blows. He staggers, flings up his arms and falls again, while the referee begins the count. Once the unsubdued spirit of the Frenchman urges his body to rise. His arms and legs jerk, but the body is unequal to the task, he writhes there helpless, and the fight is over. Jack Dempsey has proved himself against the greatest boxer in the world.

        
What is defeat? Nothing but education, nothing but the first step to something better.—Wendell Phillips.
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Among the Books
          
        

        

          
(By “

Shibli Bagarag.”)
        

        

          
A Literary Page or Two

          

There was nobody I was more anxious to meet in the literary world in Sydney than “Kodak.” He was my god of laughter. I had read nearly every story, every paragraph he had written. I had a special “Kodak” scrap book, my “Lone Hands” would open almost automatically to disclose some wonderful yarn of “Kodak's.” As a youth I followed his trail of laughter through that wonderful magazine, through “The Bulletin,” and then through “Smith's Weekly.” In my opinion “The Lobster and the Lioness” was the greatest humorous short story ever written. Small wonder that I pictured my “Kodak” as the epitomisation of everything Bohemian.

          
Nobody warned me, so naturally when I met him I received a terrible shock. This serious little wisp of a man whom I was introduced to one evening in Castlereagh Street—his thin dyspeptic face, the terribly serious eyes behind those large glasses, the long black overcoat, the serviceable gamp clutched tightly in his hand; surely they were having a joke with me! Surely this was not Ernest O'Ferrall, the creator of “Bung's” great shock troops, of the real and only “Bodger,” of mishandled crayfish, of peroxide barmaids—of a thousand and one glorious laughs. I am afraid he saw disappointment writ large on my face, for he smiled. And then I understood. That sympathetic, understanding and gentle smile revealed everything.

          
It was because he had, perhaps, one glass of lager in a week that “Kodak” saw his drunks as they really are.

          
One critic had it that “Kodak's” drunks are not cosmopolitan but are specialised and definitely Australian; “Kodak” did not have to eat crayfish to realise their humorous potentialities, for to him a crayfish became a “cray” only when it poked its nippers through the clumsy parcel under a drunk's arm; he knew his Bodger because “Kodak,” like Bodger, was a suburbanite.

          
Ernest O'Ferrall died on a Sunday night. He said he wanted to die on a Sunday. “Right sort of a setting for death,” he observed. “Everybody had too much food or too much gadding about. Everybody hating the thought of getting up on Monday morning. It would be great fun slipping out of it all and leaving the rest of the world to do its morning hate.”

          
* * *

          
The days are past when we have to look solely to English printing houses for kiddies' books. Angus & Robertson, of Sydney, have been specialising in this work for some years with great results. In literary contents, illustrations, format and price, their work compares more than favourably with old established houses in other parts of the world. Here are some of their recent books, all ideal gift volumes for children:—

          
“The Bubble Galleon,” by Ernest Wells, would capture the heart of any child (young or old). The washing up water will grow cold and the dishes greasy if this book gets into the hands of Tommy or Myrtle at the wrong moment. And won't they revel in the wonderful illustrations of R. W. Coulter. “The Amazing Adventures of Billy Penguin” is also a splendid piece of work in story and illustration. Brooke Nicholls does the former and Dorothy Wall the
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latter. A fine combination of talent. All these sell at 4/6 each. A smaller book deals with the bush folk of the Commonwealth in rhyme. It is entitled “Australians All,” and is by Nelle Grant-Cooper. An appetising sugar-coated pill of natural history that any small Australian or New Zealander would eagerly reach for.

          
* * *

          
The Christmas number of “Spilt-Ink” is one of the largest and most interesting numbers published of this enterprising little news sheet. An encouraging sign is the fair volume of advertising carried in its pages. Plainly “Spilt-Ink” has come to stay.

          
* * *

          
G. S. McAuslan, the clever young Dunedin artist, has published another issue of his “Cartoonist.” This little sheet is printed on a small hand press from lino cuts, the type being lent by a Dunedin printer. The three colour cover is the best item in the latest issue.

          
* * *

          
An etching in words of “The Journalist,” by Harold Begbie:—

          
When you're wrapt in easy slumbers in your comfortable crib,

          

            
He is scratching, scratching, scratching with a furious-driven nib,


            
He is listening, he is listening with a hot and aching head.


            
To the clicking of the cables from the ocean's quiet bed;


            
And the printer's buzzing devils push and bang his yielding door,


            
Snatch his scribble, fling the proof sheet, knock his coffee on the floor,


            
While his words, words, words are written swift as lightning, sharp and clean,


            
To the loud, harsh clanging thunder of the linotype machine.
          

          
* * *

          
The average reporter on a city daily can boast of a fair slice of excitement in the hunt for news. I doubt, however, if there is another scribe who can boast of being present in a Court to report his own conviction. Such was my experience. I was a cub reporter on the Wellington “Post,” and one day I was late for a sitting of the local J.P.'s at Petone. So as not to interrupt the case



in progress I stood in the vicinity of the place where accused persons were usually accommodated. As I waited patiently with copy paper I suddenly realised that I was the subject of glances of stern rebuke by the senior Justice, a Mr. Wakeham.

          
The threatening looks developed like an angry storm-cloud, and the climax came when the J.P., pointing an accusing finger at me said in solemn tones: “You will be fined 20/- with the option of—”

          
I was so flabbergasted that I was about to record the fine on my pad when the associate J.P. pulled my accuser's sleeve and told him in gurgling tones “That is not the prisoner.”

          
It appears that the old chap who sentenced me had a muddled memory, and had quite overlooked the fact that the police had already informed him that the real accused had pleaded guilty by letter to the charge of drunkenness on which he had been released on bail the night before.

          
The fact that Blascheck used to tell a similar tale, though not about a pressman, must not be taken that I am building an imaginary experience on his recital. My experience was an actual fact.

          
* * *

          
One of my readers has written me asking how one “may create a plot for a story.” There are two answers. To anybody with the necessary discernment there are a half a dozen plots in the week's existence of an average individual. If you have not this discernment then you must call on your imagination. If you have neither you had better leave story writing aside. Sydney Horler, in his book “Writing for Money,” records how he was once dining with Edgar Wallace, and asked him how he conceived his plots. Wallace took his visitor to a window overlooking Regents' Park. In the far distance a light showed in an otherwise gloomy house. “Now listen,” said the novelist, “there's a girl in that room and … .” For the space of five full minutes Wallace detailed without stopping, a most intricate plot for a crime novel. “But how do you know this?” he was asked. “I don't know it, old man,” was the reply, “I've just invented it. I shall start the story after you've gone to-night.”

          
* * *

          
In a letter I have had from Mr. D. W. M. Burn (“Marsyas”) he mentions that many years ago, in the days of the “New Zealand Illustrated Magazine,” he was the first to penetrate the disguise of “G. B. Lancaster,” also to prophesy her coming eminence in New Zealand letters. Miss Lyttelton begged him not to divulge the secret of her sex till the position she hoped to reach was actually won. He ventured the opinion that “G. B. Lancaster” might be the first of our New Zealand prosaists to be called “great;” within a year or two that term was used by at least one English reviewer of standing when her first book came out.

        

        

          

Reviews.

          
“The Elfin Dell and Other Verses,” by Johannes C. Andersen (A. H. and A. W. Reed, Dunedin). These appealing verses are the personification of the man who wrote them. They breathe of the culture, of the deep appreciation of things beautiful, of the serenity and sincerity of that fine old gentleman who looks after his precious charges in the Turnbull Library. Really, I should not refer to Johannes as “old,” for although he conveys the dignity of years, his heart is ever young. That is why he captures so beautifully the wonderful songs of the birds and the manifold joys of the rare things of nature that live around us. In the elfin dell of his mind busy smiths are beating until we “hear the anvils ring” in the verse he gives to us. This is a book for all New Zealand verse lovers. The format of the book is in keeping with the verse it contains.

          
“Brave Music,” by Ernest Wells (Angus & Robertson, Sydney). This is a panoramic novel of great force and interest, a worthy successor to the same author's much-quoted “Hemp.” There is no escaping its compelling attraction. A murder is disclosed in the first page and we follow the murderer to his refuge from justice (but not from his remorse) to a lonely lighthouse. Here we listen through many chapters to the relentless beat of the “grey-beard waves” (so powerful are the word pictures of the sea that we can almost visualise portions of “Man of Arran”). Frequently the author hurries us away from his lonely lighthouse to introduce us to other scenes and characters and gradually the whole composite plot is laid before us and is unravelled in a gripping finale. It is a big, many-sided novel handled in a convincing and powerful fashion.

          
“Australia's Vanishing Race,” by Frederic Wood Jones, F.R.S. (Angus & Robertson, Sydney), contains the text of three broadcast talks given under the auspices of the Australian Broadcasting Commission on the much-discussed aborigines. The author is Professor of Anatomy at the University of Melbourne. The book is well illustrated.

          
* * *
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* * *

          
The days are past when we have to look solely to English printing houses for kiddies' books. Angus & Robertson, of Sydney, have been specialising in this work for some years with great results. In literary contents, illustrations, format and price, their work compares more than favourably with old established houses in other parts of the world. Here are some of their recent books, all ideal gift volumes for children:—

          
“The Bubble Galleon,” by Ernest Wells, would capture the heart of any child (young or old). The washing up water will grow cold and the dishes greasy if this book gets into the hands of Tommy or Myrtle at the wrong moment. And won't they revel in the wonderful illustrations of R. W. Coulter. “The Amazing Adventures of Billy Penguin” is also a splendid piece of work in story and illustration. Brooke Nicholls does the former and Dorothy Wall the
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latter. A fine combination of talent. All these sell at 4/6 each. A smaller book deals with the bush folk of the Commonwealth in rhyme. It is entitled “Australians All,” and is by Nelle Grant-Cooper. An appetising sugar-coated pill of natural history that any small Australian or New Zealander would eagerly reach for.

          
* * *

          
The Christmas number of “Spilt-Ink” is one of the largest and most interesting numbers published of this enterprising little news sheet. An encouraging sign is the fair volume of advertising carried in its pages. Plainly “Spilt-Ink” has come to stay.

          
* * *

          
G. S. McAuslan, the clever young Dunedin artist, has published another issue of his “Cartoonist.” This little sheet is printed on a small hand press from lino cuts, the type being lent by a Dunedin printer. The three colour cover is the best item in the latest issue.

          
* * *

          
An etching in words of “The Journalist,” by Harold Begbie:—

          
When you're wrapt in easy slumbers in your comfortable crib,

          

            
He is scratching, scratching, scratching with a furious-driven nib,


            
He is listening, he is listening with a hot and aching head.


            
To the clicking of the cables from the ocean's quiet bed;


            
And the printer's buzzing devils push and bang his yielding door,


            
Snatch his scribble, fling the proof sheet, knock his coffee on the floor,


            
While his words, words, words are written swift as lightning, sharp and clean,


            
To the loud, harsh clanging thunder of the linotype machine.
          

          
* * *

          
The average reporter on a city daily can boast of a fair slice of excitement in the hunt for news. I doubt, however, if there is another scribe who can boast of being present in a Court to report his own conviction. Such was my experience. I was a cub reporter on the Wellington “Post,” and one day I was late for a sitting of the local J.P.'s at Petone. So as not to interrupt the case



in progress I stood in the vicinity of the place where accused persons were usually accommodated. As I waited patiently with copy paper I suddenly realised that I was the subject of glances of stern rebuke by the senior Justice, a Mr. Wakeham.

          
The threatening looks developed like an angry storm-cloud, and the climax came when the J.P., pointing an accusing finger at me said in solemn tones: “You will be fined 20/- with the option of—”

          
I was so flabbergasted that I was about to record the fine on my pad when the associate J.P. pulled my accuser's sleeve and told him in gurgling tones “That is not the prisoner.”

          
It appears that the old chap who sentenced me had a muddled memory, and had quite overlooked the fact that the police had already informed him that the real accused had pleaded guilty by letter to the charge of drunkenness on which he had been released on bail the night before.

          
The fact that Blascheck used to tell a similar tale, though not about a pressman, must not be taken that I am building an imaginary experience on his recital. My experience was an actual fact.

          
* * *

          
One of my readers has written me asking how one “may create a plot for a story.” There are two answers. To anybody with the necessary discernment there are a half a dozen plots in the week's existence of an average individual. If you have not this discernment then you must call on your imagination. If you have neither you had better leave story writing aside. Sydney Horler, in his book “Writing for Money,” records how he was once dining with Edgar Wallace, and asked him how he conceived his plots. Wallace took his visitor to a window overlooking Regents' Park. In the far distance a light showed in an otherwise gloomy house. “Now listen,” said the novelist, “there's a girl in that room and … .” For the space of five full minutes Wallace detailed without stopping, a most intricate plot for a crime novel. “But how do you know this?” he was asked. “I don't know it, old man,” was the reply, “I've just invented it. I shall start the story after you've gone to-night.”

          
* * *

          
In a letter I have had from Mr. D. W. M. Burn (“Marsyas”) he mentions that many years ago, in the days of the “New Zealand Illustrated Magazine,” he was the first to penetrate the disguise of “G. B. Lancaster,” also to prophesy her coming eminence in New Zealand letters. Miss Lyttelton begged him not to divulge the secret of her sex till the position she hoped to reach was actually won. He ventured the opinion that “G. B. Lancaster” might be the first of our New Zealand prosaists to be called “great;” within a year or two that term was used by at least one English reviewer of standing when her first book came out.
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Reviews.

          
“The Elfin Dell and Other Verses,” by Johannes C. Andersen (A. H. and A. W. Reed, Dunedin). These appealing verses are the personification of the man who wrote them. They breathe of the culture, of the deep appreciation of things beautiful, of the serenity and sincerity of that fine old gentleman who looks after his precious charges in the Turnbull Library. Really, I should not refer to Johannes as “old,” for although he conveys the dignity of years, his heart is ever young. That is why he captures so beautifully the wonderful songs of the birds and the manifold joys of the rare things of nature that live around us. In the elfin dell of his mind busy smiths are beating until we “hear the anvils ring” in the verse he gives to us. This is a book for all New Zealand verse lovers. The format of the book is in keeping with the verse it contains.

          
“Brave Music,” by Ernest Wells (Angus & Robertson, Sydney). This is a panoramic novel of great force and interest, a worthy successor to the same author's much-quoted “Hemp.” There is no escaping its compelling attraction. A murder is disclosed in the first page and we follow the murderer to his refuge from justice (but not from his remorse) to a lonely lighthouse. Here we listen through many chapters to the relentless beat of the “grey-beard waves” (so powerful are the word pictures of the sea that we can almost visualise portions of “Man of Arran”). Frequently the author hurries us away from his lonely lighthouse to introduce us to other scenes and characters and gradually the whole composite plot is laid before us and is unravelled in a gripping finale. It is a big, many-sided novel handled in a convincing and powerful fashion.

          
“Australia's Vanishing Race,” by Frederic Wood Jones, F.R.S. (Angus & Robertson, Sydney), contains the text of three broadcast talks given under the auspices of the Australian Broadcasting Commission on the much-discussed aborigines. The author is Professor of Anatomy at the University of Melbourne. The book is well illustrated.

          
* * *
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“Shibli” Listens in.

        

          
Miss Nelle Scanlan tells me by letter that she is half way through her latest novel, “Ambitious Harvest.” It should be out at about the end of the year.

          
There is a remote possibility of “The New Zealand Artists' Annual” reappearing this year.

          
The reappearance of “The Australian Authors' and Artists' Handbook” will be welcome news to New Zealand writers. I will review it in the March issue.

          
Good progress is being made by the promoters of the illustrated New Zealand “Who's Who,” referred to some months ago on this page.

          
Jack Gilmour, the clever New Zealand cartoonist, who has been abroad, has returned, and intends to settle in New Zealand once more.

          
A great opportunity awaits some aspiring New Zealand biographer—a life of the late Archbishop Redwood.

        

        

          
They Don't Call Him “Tubby” Now


Lost His Fat by Taking Kruschen.

          

            
Friends Amazed at Change.

            
“I have been rather adverse to any advertised medicine,” writes a correspondent, “but a friend of mine whom I had not seen for two years, visited me seven weeks ago, and I must tell you I was fairly amazed to see him. When I last saw him he was 15st. 81bs. I thought he had been ill, but he tells me that he never felt better in his life. I asked him how he lost his fat, because we used to call him ‘Tubby.’ He said, ‘By taking Kruschen Salts regularly every morning.’ I could hardly credit it, but knowing him well, I can believe him.”—F.E.

            
Overweight arises frequently because the system is loaded with unexpelled waste, like a furnace choked with ashes and soot. Allowed to accumulate, this waste matter is turned into layer after layer of fat.

            
The six salts in Kruschen assist the internal organs to throw off each day the wastage and poisons that encumber the system. Then, little by little, that ugly fat goes—slowly, yes—but surely.

            
Kruschen does not aim to reduce by rushing food through the body; its action is not confined to a single part of the system. It has a tonic influence upon every organ of elimination, every gland, every nerve, every vein. Gently, but surely, it rids the system of all fat-forming food refuse, of all poisons and harmful acids which give rise to rheumatism, digestive disorders and many other ills.

            
Kruschen has a world-wide sale. It is taken by the people of 119 different countries. In none of those countries is there anything else quite like it—nothing else that gives the same results.

            
Kruschen Salts is obtainable at all Chemists and Stores at 2/6 per bottle.

            

              

[image: ]
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The Swiss Family Robinson
          
        

        

          
(By W. McN.)
        

        

          

Blessed are the untidy, for they know not what surprises await them. To-day's spring cleaning has restored me my lost “Swiss Family Robinson.” What a family! and what a book! Father is the hero, undoubtedly. But to speak of a hero as Father is too unheroic. To call him Mr. Robinson would be blasphemy. Besides, to the older mind doubts occur. Was the Swiss family's name really Robinson? I had no doubts in my youth. I even invested with some glamour a family of that name who lived in our street. I felt bitter that I had not been born a Robinson! It is hard, however, to daunt a female of the species. I determined to marry a Robinson and better my station. I seem to have felt convinced that once I was grown-up Robinsons would flock from far to sue for my lily hand. It was only the present inconvenience of a lily hand that kept me from immediate action. By now desire has failed. So, I am bound to admit, has the flock of Robinsons. Still, even when I do meet one I regret to say that I regard him quite dispassionately. The glory has departed.

          
Father does not seem to have even a Christian name. His wife never hurls the soup tureen at him, conveniently exclaiming the while “Jacob Ruppert” or even “Wyatt Earp.” Now that I come to think of it I do not know her name either. But that does not seem so important. She has her triumphs, too, but what petty ones compared with father's. She lays out a vegetable garden while he blows up a ship. Pitiful isn't it? She has not much spirit, poor soul. Father would have been enough to quench any woman. He was so everlastingly right. Superman is the only word for him. By profession a Swiss pastor, he makes butter, glass or a staircase, with equal ease and gravity. The one disadvantage of virtue is its lack of interest. The Robinsons were very virtuous. There was father—always right. There was mother—nearly always right. She rescued the Bible from the wreck and is our good angel for two pages. In ordinary life she is still good, our good housekeeper. The children take after father. Fritz is a man of action, holding father's hat what time a ship is to be blown up or some other deviltry attempted. Jack holds Fritz's hat. Ernest is no hat-holder. He is a philosopher, a savant, capable of recognising a kangaroo by its incisor teeth. He holds up the mirror to one side of Father's ego, Fritz and Jack to the other. Frank is a child, but already very much a Robinson, with ideas on subjects ranging from fish-hooks to substitutes for glue. Yes, to an ordinary mortal like myself, a distinctly depressing family.

          
Yet this view of the Robinsons is new to me. The magnificent action of the book had blinded me to the boring virtues of the characters. From the shipwreck at the beginning we are carried triumphantly on. Does our interest threaten to flag? In the next paragraph but one Jack discovers the potato plant and all is well. Then, if we thirst for romance there is Miss Jenny on the Smoking Rock, writing messages in blood and sending them by albatross post.

          
Yet the book is a restful one. There is not the anxiety attendant on reading a modern work. The Robinsons may be out of patent barley for the meantime, but we feel sure that an excellent substitute will be found within at most three paragraphs. Their donkey runs away. Do we despair, prophesying blisters for the Robinson heels? Not we! Already the onagra is looming on the horizon. Providence, afraid, no doubt, of a sharp rebuke from Father, was guilty of no hitches in dealing with the Robinsons. They were set down in a land flowing with milk and honey and opportunities of displaying Father's knowledge. The higher critic may object to the profusion of these opportunities. Away with such a fellow from the earth! He would be for improving the Forest of Arden. Nothing he can say will spoil my enjoyment. I quote Frank Robinson for his undoing: “How delicious this all is.”

        

        

          
“Rum life a tobacconist's,” confided a Wanganui whiff merchant to a reporter, “got to please everybody, and sometimes it's a tough contract. Yesterday a chap bursts in with: ‘Give us a pound of toasted Cavendish. Hurry up! Got a train to catch.’ Well, d'ye see I'd had a run on toasted Cavendish, and hadn't a shred left (expecting another consignment to-day). But I didn't want to lose his custom, so I says ‘sorry I'm clean out of toasted Cavendish, but I've something similar which perhaps you'd like better.’ ‘There's nothing similar to toasted Cavendish, and nothing I'd like better,’ he snaps—and bolts out. Whatcher think of that?” “Very annoying of course,” replied the pressman, “but I think the bloke was dead right. I smoke toasted Cavendish myself, and there is nothing like it. There are other toasted brands, aren't there?” “Four,” replied the tobacconist, “Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), toasted, d'ye see), all perfectly harmless, Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold—all practically free from nicotine (because they're and all best sellers!”*
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Timely Notes and Useful Hints.
            
          
        

        

          

            
By 

Helen

          
        

        

          

Fashion Notes.

          

As a result of having spent as much as possible of our spare time in the sea during these hot summer days, we are becoming nautically minded as far as fashion is concerned, and carry a remembrance of the coolness of the water in the form of tiny anchors of all descriptions into our dress. When visiting the beaches we look with envy at the trim girls in their white slacks and neat white blouses with sailor collars and pockets embroidered with anchors in red or blue, but content ourselves by giving our beach frocks that necessary finishing touch by sewing on fascinating anchor buttons and buckles and having sailor collars to flap in the breeze. Our berets are improved by the addition of tiny anchor ornaments while the old idea of crossed racquets on our tennis frocks has been replaced by an anchor, and how very delightful it looks! This summer could well be remembered as the Summer of the Sign of the Anchor.

          
* * *

        

        

          

Holidays—and after.

          
Now that the first part of the summer holiday season is nearly ended, we will soon be returning to our ordinary occupations and duties. Not all of us are fortunate enough to get away at this season, so it is necessary to make the most of any little breaks and changes that come our way, but it is possible to spend more time than usual out of doors. Days spent at the seaside or in the country make good breaks. Children expect to have picnics and other outings during their holidays, so the mothers usually manage to have some brief spells from their ordinary routine. These days out in the open are often very strenuous, but they add change and variety to one's existence.

          
A change is essential for the well-being of all persons (including mothers and children) engaged in routine work. If it were not for holidays, hobbies and other recreations, life in most cases would become monotonously humdrum, and a feeling of discontent would undoubtedly ensue.

          
A good holiday means change and rest from the established routine. We come back to our work or business with renewed energy, together with new ideas and a freshness of outlook that should enable us to settle down with interest and enthusiasm.

          
There are still a number of summer months and good weather to which to look forward, so it behoves us to make the most of our leisure and continue to enjoy our swimming, games, tramping, etcetera, in which we have been indulging during the holidays. We have strengthened and invigorated our bodies by the exercise and out-of-door life we have been leading during the last few weeks, so our leisure should be utilised to the best advantage for our health during the rest of the summer and the autumn months.

          
* * *

        

        

          

This Swimming.

          
Each summer the daily papers record deaths by drowning—the terrible toll of our beaches and rivers and lakes. Despite the activities of Life-Saving Clubs and the teaching of swimming in some of our schools, the disasters continue. It is time that a Dominion-wide campaign was instituted, “Safer Beaches” and “Every Bather a Swimmer” to be the watchwords.

          
Successful campaigns are carried on to lessen the accident percentage on the roads. The automobile clubs have done valuable work in this direction. The daily papers and periodicals, in their motoring columns, have endeavoured to inculcate “road sense.” Let us apply the lesson to swimming.

          
A few of the more popular beaches are marked off in “safety zones.” This has certainly lessened drowning risk, yet fatalities still occur as a result of foolhardy swimmers ignoring warning signs.

          
A study of drowning statistics reveals three fatality groups. First we find the case of the person who cannot swim and who, finding himself out of his depth, becomes panic-stricken. Then we find the reckless individual, usually in the late teens, or early twenties, who confidently swims out beyond the breakers or into a current the strength of which he does not realise. The third type is that of a good swimmer who, in order to save a novice or a dare-devil, has to risk his own life; very often the brave perishes with the foolhardy.

          
Whether one delights in boating, fishing, bathing, or all three, it is essential to be able to swim. All parents should endeavour to teach their children swimming at an early age. Even tinies love splashing about at the edge of the waves or in a paddling pool. Once fear of the water is overcome, the rest is easy. Quite small children can be taught to float, first of all on their backs. Encourage children to press their heads well back in the water, in order to attain correct balance. Once they have grown accustomed to letting the water carry them, they will be ready to try floating on their fronts, arms stretched forward and face under water for the duration of a deep breath. This last manoeuvre paves the way for real swimming. The best stroke to teach first is breast stroke, as it is easy, the head is fairly clear of the water, and the stroke does not tire one. Once the breast-stroke is mastered, the learner is ready for overarm, the six beat crawl and various backstrokes.

          
Having learned to swim, and taken to heart the elementary rules of self-preservation in the water, it is advisable to attend a Life-Saving Class, where land and water drill and resuscitation methods are practised.

          


          
Even good swimmers, sometimes, need to be reminded of safety rules:—

          


	1.
	
              Do not enter the water until 1 1/2 to 2 hours after a meal.
            


	2.
	
              Do not swim where danger from undertow or treacherous currents is likely, remembering that the rescuer will be in as much danger as the swimmer.
            


	3.
	
              When diving, know the depth. Guessing may lead to a fractured spine.
            


	4.
	
              Never swim alone. Where swimming is concerned, there is safety in numbers.
            


          
* * *

        

        

          

Health Notes.

          

            
Midsummer Ills.

            
During the hot weather “summer sickness” is often very prevalent amongst both children and adults. It is usually caused by the taking of unsuitable food, such as food in a state of partial decomposition, food that has been contaminated by germs deposited on it by flies and dust, and the eating of unripe fruit. Infection may also be due to drinking impure water.

            
The symptoms of summer sickness include abdominal pain, vomiting, diarrhoea, high temperature and, in some cases, collapse. In children the attacks of diarrhoea are often associated with green motions.

            
The onset is often sudden. The treatment is to put the patient to bed, and keep him warm and quiet. Withhold all food, giving only drinks of boiled water.
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In mild cases vomiting often terminates the attack, and the condition clears up in a short time. This is usually followed by headache, furred tongue and dry mouth. A dose of castor oil or other suitable laxative may be given. Following even mild attacks, food is limited for some days. Boiled water for a while, then barley water, water arrowroot, or Benger's Food are suitable. Gradually increase to a little steamed fish, chicken, etc., with thin bread and butter. Withhold all raw fruit and vegetables for a time.

            
If the irritating and infected material is passed on into the bowel, and diarrhoea results, a doctor should be sent for immediately. Delays are often dangerous and prompt treatment is always indicated.

            
Infantile diarrhoea is usually induced by milk which becomes loaded with bacteria, or by utensils used for the preparation of food having become contaminated by germs. Bottles and utensils should be kept scrupulously clean.

            
They should be thoroughly rinsed in cold water immediately after use. Then wash them in hot water and soda and scrub with a brush kept for the purpose. Rinse well, and turn upside down, and cover to prevent particles of dust contaminating them. Bottles should be thoroughly cleansed and boiled after use.

            
Care should be taken that all food is perfectly fresh, and all utensils used (and also the surroundings) should be beyond reproach.

          

          

            
Prickly Heat or Heat Rash.

            
This may be caused by sudden exposure to sun, wind or sea-air, or a change of diet. Relieve by applications of Calamine Lotion (which may be obtained from any chemist) or solution of bi-carbonate of soda. Small doses of Milk of Magnesia are efficacious.

          

          

            
Sunstroke or Heat Stroke.

            
Quiet and cool and darkened room are essential. Use packs wrung out of cold water to which a little vinegar or eau-de-cologne has been added. Add ice to the water if it is obtainable.

            
Apply packs to the head, nape of the neck and spine. Renew them as they become warm.

          

          

            
Sunburn.

            
If severe, and blistering results, apply oil and exclude the air if possible. Use carron oil (equal parts lime water and linseed oil) or olive oil. Applications of bi-carbonate of soda are also efficacious. The irritation of a sunburned skin may be relieved by applications of olive oil or a good cold cream.

            
* * *

          

        

        

          

Home Notes.

          

            
Some Seasonal Household Hints.

            
During the hot weather it is essential to keep food from being contaminated with germs deposited by flies and dust. All food should be covered whether it is in the safe or on pantry shelves. Lengths of butter muslin or of mosquito net are useful for the purpose. Carefully cover all milk, meat and cooked foods from dust as well as from flies—in fact no food should be left uncovered or in open bags.

            
During the summer weather and while there is a more or less shortage of water, it is advisable to boil all drinking water. As boiled water is rather insipid it is a good plan to have a supply of summer beverages, such as lime juice, fruit syrups, vinegars, etc., on hand. They are inexpensive and easily prepared.

            
The safe should be scrubbed daily, and the pantry shelves frequently.

            
Sinks and drains must be kept free from grease. Outside drains should be periodically cleared of any rubbish and leaves. Flush sinks and pipes frequently with, washing soda and boiling water and then with plenty of cold water. Flush with some disinfectant at least once a week. Do not throw hot, greasy water down the drains. Allow the water to get cold and then skim off the fat before pouring it down the drain. Dustbins must be kept as far as possible away from the house. Any rubbish put in the bin should be tightly wrapped in paper. Keep the lid on and the surroundings free from any litter that is likely to attract the flies.

          

        

        
        



          

An Improvised Butter Cooler.

          
As refrigeration in New Zealand is still in its infancy, and the price of a refrigerator is far and away beyond the means of the average household, we cast our eyes around to see by what method we can keep our butter from becoming just an oily substance. We discover a homely remedy, which consists of a well scrubbed and cleaned brick, cold water, salt and some muslin. The brick is placed in a dish of cold water, to which the salt has been added, and the butter in its wrappers placed on the brick. The muslin is damped and placed over the butter, with the ends in the water, thus ensuring that the muslin is kept wet. The water must be renewed every day, the brick and dish thoroughly cleansed and the muslin changed. This is a simple method, but the butter is kept cool and hard if it has not been purchased from a shop where it has been allowed to remain in an over-heated condition for some time.

          
* * *

        

        

          

Jam and Jelly Making.

          

            
Fruit for jam should be just ripe, in fact, just under rather than overripe. It must be clean and dry, because when it is picked in the wet, the keeping and setting properties are impaired, and it is likely to get mouldy if not used immediately. Use pure white sugar—brewers' crystals for preference. Stir with a wooden spoon.

            
Do not leave fruit standing in a metal pan, as the acids of the fruit are likely to form compounds with the metal.

            
Most jams and jellies should boil briskly in order to retain the flavour of the fruit and keep it a good colour. To keep the jam clear remove scum as it rises to the top while cooking.

            
To test jam or jelly place a little on a cold saucer; if it sets when cold it is done.

            
When making jelly, cover the fruit with water, and boil for from half to one hour. Skim well and strain through a bag. Do not squeeze. Allow one cup of sugar to one cup of fruit juice, and boil till it jellies when tested, usually about half an hour. The less jelly is stirred the clearer it will be.

            
The jars should be clean and thoroughly dry. Put them into the oven to sterilize before filling. This prevents the jars from cracking when being filled with the hot jam. It is a good plan to paste the jars down while they are hot.

          

          

            
Quince and Tomato Jam.

            
This jam has an unusual flavour and is delicious. Quinces 2 lbs., tomatoes 3 lbs., sugar 4 lbs.

            

Method: Peel, core and mince the quinces. Immerse the tomatoes in boiling water and remove the skins. Put together in preserving pan and boil for half an hour. Add sugar and boil until it sets when tested on a saucer—about two to two and a half hours. Pot while hot and paste down.

          

          

            
Strawberry Conserve.

            
Strawberry jam is improved in flavour if some more acid fruit juice is added to the strawberries. Red currants, gooseberries or rhubarb are suitable. Strawberries 6 lbs., red currants, gooseberries or rhubarb 1 1/2 lbs., sugar 6 lbs.

            
Method: Pick over the strawberries and lay in large flat dishes, sprinkle half the sugar over them and leave all night. Place the red currants in the preserving pan and just cover with water, and boil for half an hour. Strain off the juice into the preserving pan and add to the other fruit juice and then add the rest of the sugar. Cook for ten minutes, stirring all the time. Put in the strawberries and cook gently until it jellies when tested—about twenty minutes. Place in warm jars and cover when cold. This Conserve has a very delicious flavour and particularly pleasing appearance, as the strawberries are set in a firm jelly.

          

          

            
Cape Gooseberry and Melon Jam.

            
Cape gooseberries 3 lbs., melon (cut small or minced) 4 lbs., sugar 3/4 lb. to each 1 lb. of fruit, water 1 quart.

            
Method: Sprinkle sugar over the melon and leave over-night. Next day add the shelled cape gooseberries and water, and boil till it will set when tested—about 1 1/2 hours.

          

          

            
Passion Fruit Pulp.

            
Method 1.—Unsweetened.

            
Scrape the fruit from the shells and boil for 10 minutes. Bottle in small sterilized jars and seal immediately.

            
Method 2.

            
To every cup of passion fruit add 3/4 cup of sugar. Boil for 20 minutes. Bottle in sterilized jars and seal.

            
N.B.—Jars must be airtight.

          

        

        

          
London's latest!—a cigar shop in Piccadilly run by a woman for women! Do women smoke cigars? It's becoming fashionable in ultra smart society circles at Home. An illustration in a popular London daily shows the interior of the Piccadilly smoke shop, with the smiling proprietress giving a light to a society belle who has a small cigar between her dainty lips. But ladies dont smoke in the street—so far—although even that may come! Who knows? Man, poor man!—all his little ways are being copied by the adorable and all-conquering sex! But while ladies (some of them) are taking to cigars men are smoking fewer of them, the masculine preference being more for pipe or cigarette. As for New Zealand, “toasted,” i.e., Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Cavendish, Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold, they are in ever-increasing demand. Smokers know how to appreciate a good thing! And toasting (the manufacturers' own exclusive process), renders this tobacco harmless, and while it eliminates nicotine, it vastly improves flavour and aroma.*

          

            

[image: ]
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Fashion Notes.

          

As a result of having spent as much as possible of our spare time in the sea during these hot summer days, we are becoming nautically minded as far as fashion is concerned, and carry a remembrance of the coolness of the water in the form of tiny anchors of all descriptions into our dress. When visiting the beaches we look with envy at the trim girls in their white slacks and neat white blouses with sailor collars and pockets embroidered with anchors in red or blue, but content ourselves by giving our beach frocks that necessary finishing touch by sewing on fascinating anchor buttons and buckles and having sailor collars to flap in the breeze. Our berets are improved by the addition of tiny anchor ornaments while the old idea of crossed racquets on our tennis frocks has been replaced by an anchor, and how very delightful it looks! This summer could well be remembered as the Summer of the Sign of the Anchor.

          
* * *
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Holidays—and after.

          
Now that the first part of the summer holiday season is nearly ended, we will soon be returning to our ordinary occupations and duties. Not all of us are fortunate enough to get away at this season, so it is necessary to make the most of any little breaks and changes that come our way, but it is possible to spend more time than usual out of doors. Days spent at the seaside or in the country make good breaks. Children expect to have picnics and other outings during their holidays, so the mothers usually manage to have some brief spells from their ordinary routine. These days out in the open are often very strenuous, but they add change and variety to one's existence.

          
A change is essential for the well-being of all persons (including mothers and children) engaged in routine work. If it were not for holidays, hobbies and other recreations, life in most cases would become monotonously humdrum, and a feeling of discontent would undoubtedly ensue.

          
A good holiday means change and rest from the established routine. We come back to our work or business with renewed energy, together with new ideas and a freshness of outlook that should enable us to settle down with interest and enthusiasm.

          
There are still a number of summer months and good weather to which to look forward, so it behoves us to make the most of our leisure and continue to enjoy our swimming, games, tramping, etcetera, in which we have been indulging during the holidays. We have strengthened and invigorated our bodies by the exercise and out-of-door life we have been leading during the last few weeks, so our leisure should be utilised to the best advantage for our health during the rest of the summer and the autumn months.

          
* * *
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This Swimming.

          
Each summer the daily papers record deaths by drowning—the terrible toll of our beaches and rivers and lakes. Despite the activities of Life-Saving Clubs and the teaching of swimming in some of our schools, the disasters continue. It is time that a Dominion-wide campaign was instituted, “Safer Beaches” and “Every Bather a Swimmer” to be the watchwords.

          
Successful campaigns are carried on to lessen the accident percentage on the roads. The automobile clubs have done valuable work in this direction. The daily papers and periodicals, in their motoring columns, have endeavoured to inculcate “road sense.” Let us apply the lesson to swimming.

          
A few of the more popular beaches are marked off in “safety zones.” This has certainly lessened drowning risk, yet fatalities still occur as a result of foolhardy swimmers ignoring warning signs.

          
A study of drowning statistics reveals three fatality groups. First we find the case of the person who cannot swim and who, finding himself out of his depth, becomes panic-stricken. Then we find the reckless individual, usually in the late teens, or early twenties, who confidently swims out beyond the breakers or into a current the strength of which he does not realise. The third type is that of a good swimmer who, in order to save a novice or a dare-devil, has to risk his own life; very often the brave perishes with the foolhardy.

          
Whether one delights in boating, fishing, bathing, or all three, it is essential to be able to swim. All parents should endeavour to teach their children swimming at an early age. Even tinies love splashing about at the edge of the waves or in a paddling pool. Once fear of the water is overcome, the rest is easy. Quite small children can be taught to float, first of all on their backs. Encourage children to press their heads well back in the water, in order to attain correct balance. Once they have grown accustomed to letting the water carry them, they will be ready to try floating on their fronts, arms stretched forward and face under water for the duration of a deep breath. This last manoeuvre paves the way for real swimming. The best stroke to teach first is breast stroke, as it is easy, the head is fairly clear of the water, and the stroke does not tire one. Once the breast-stroke is mastered, the learner is ready for overarm, the six beat crawl and various backstrokes.

          
Having learned to swim, and taken to heart the elementary rules of self-preservation in the water, it is advisable to attend a Life-Saving Class, where land and water drill and resuscitation methods are practised.

          


          
Even good swimmers, sometimes, need to be reminded of safety rules:—

          


	1.
	
              Do not enter the water until 1 1/2 to 2 hours after a meal.
            


	2.
	
              Do not swim where danger from undertow or treacherous currents is likely, remembering that the rescuer will be in as much danger as the swimmer.
            


	3.
	
              When diving, know the depth. Guessing may lead to a fractured spine.
            


	4.
	
              Never swim alone. Where swimming is concerned, there is safety in numbers.
            


          
* * *
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Health Notes.

          

            
Midsummer Ills.

            
During the hot weather “summer sickness” is often very prevalent amongst both children and adults. It is usually caused by the taking of unsuitable food, such as food in a state of partial decomposition, food that has been contaminated by germs deposited on it by flies and dust, and the eating of unripe fruit. Infection may also be due to drinking impure water.

            
The symptoms of summer sickness include abdominal pain, vomiting, diarrhoea, high temperature and, in some cases, collapse. In children the attacks of diarrhoea are often associated with green motions.

            
The onset is often sudden. The treatment is to put the patient to bed, and keep him warm and quiet. Withhold all food, giving only drinks of boiled water.
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In mild cases vomiting often terminates the attack, and the condition clears up in a short time. This is usually followed by headache, furred tongue and dry mouth. A dose of castor oil or other suitable laxative may be given. Following even mild attacks, food is limited for some days. Boiled water for a while, then barley water, water arrowroot, or Benger's Food are suitable. Gradually increase to a little steamed fish, chicken, etc., with thin bread and butter. Withhold all raw fruit and vegetables for a time.

            
If the irritating and infected material is passed on into the bowel, and diarrhoea results, a doctor should be sent for immediately. Delays are often dangerous and prompt treatment is always indicated.

            
Infantile diarrhoea is usually induced by milk which becomes loaded with bacteria, or by utensils used for the preparation of food having become contaminated by germs. Bottles and utensils should be kept scrupulously clean.

            
They should be thoroughly rinsed in cold water immediately after use. Then wash them in hot water and soda and scrub with a brush kept for the purpose. Rinse well, and turn upside down, and cover to prevent particles of dust contaminating them. Bottles should be thoroughly cleansed and boiled after use.

            
Care should be taken that all food is perfectly fresh, and all utensils used (and also the surroundings) should be beyond reproach.

          

          

            
Prickly Heat or Heat Rash.

            
This may be caused by sudden exposure to sun, wind or sea-air, or a change of diet. Relieve by applications of Calamine Lotion (which may be obtained from any chemist) or solution of bi-carbonate of soda. Small doses of Milk of Magnesia are efficacious.

          

          

            
Sunstroke or Heat Stroke.

            
Quiet and cool and darkened room are essential. Use packs wrung out of cold water to which a little vinegar or eau-de-cologne has been added. Add ice to the water if it is obtainable.

            
Apply packs to the head, nape of the neck and spine. Renew them as they become warm.

          

          

            
Sunburn.

            
If severe, and blistering results, apply oil and exclude the air if possible. Use carron oil (equal parts lime water and linseed oil) or olive oil. Applications of bi-carbonate of soda are also efficacious. The irritation of a sunburned skin may be relieved by applications of olive oil or a good cold cream.

            
* * *
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Midsummer Ills.

            
During the hot weather “summer sickness” is often very prevalent amongst both children and adults. It is usually caused by the taking of unsuitable food, such as food in a state of partial decomposition, food that has been contaminated by germs deposited on it by flies and dust, and the eating of unripe fruit. Infection may also be due to drinking impure water.

            
The symptoms of summer sickness include abdominal pain, vomiting, diarrhoea, high temperature and, in some cases, collapse. In children the attacks of diarrhoea are often associated with green motions.

            
The onset is often sudden. The treatment is to put the patient to bed, and keep him warm and quiet. Withhold all food, giving only drinks of boiled water.
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In mild cases vomiting often terminates the attack, and the condition clears up in a short time. This is usually followed by headache, furred tongue and dry mouth. A dose of castor oil or other suitable laxative may be given. Following even mild attacks, food is limited for some days. Boiled water for a while, then barley water, water arrowroot, or Benger's Food are suitable. Gradually increase to a little steamed fish, chicken, etc., with thin bread and butter. Withhold all raw fruit and vegetables for a time.

            
If the irritating and infected material is passed on into the bowel, and diarrhoea results, a doctor should be sent for immediately. Delays are often dangerous and prompt treatment is always indicated.

            
Infantile diarrhoea is usually induced by milk which becomes loaded with bacteria, or by utensils used for the preparation of food having become contaminated by germs. Bottles and utensils should be kept scrupulously clean.

            
They should be thoroughly rinsed in cold water immediately after use. Then wash them in hot water and soda and scrub with a brush kept for the purpose. Rinse well, and turn upside down, and cover to prevent particles of dust contaminating them. Bottles should be thoroughly cleansed and boiled after use.

            
Care should be taken that all food is perfectly fresh, and all utensils used (and also the surroundings) should be beyond reproach.
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Prickly Heat or Heat Rash.

            
This may be caused by sudden exposure to sun, wind or sea-air, or a change of diet. Relieve by applications of Calamine Lotion (which may be obtained from any chemist) or solution of bi-carbonate of soda. Small doses of Milk of Magnesia are efficacious.
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Sunstroke or Heat Stroke.

            
Quiet and cool and darkened room are essential. Use packs wrung out of cold water to which a little vinegar or eau-de-cologne has been added. Add ice to the water if it is obtainable.

            
Apply packs to the head, nape of the neck and spine. Renew them as they become warm.
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Sunburn.

            
If severe, and blistering results, apply oil and exclude the air if possible. Use carron oil (equal parts lime water and linseed oil) or olive oil. Applications of bi-carbonate of soda are also efficacious. The irritation of a sunburned skin may be relieved by applications of olive oil or a good cold cream.

            
* * *
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Home Notes.

          

            
Some Seasonal Household Hints.

            
During the hot weather it is essential to keep food from being contaminated with germs deposited by flies and dust. All food should be covered whether it is in the safe or on pantry shelves. Lengths of butter muslin or of mosquito net are useful for the purpose. Carefully cover all milk, meat and cooked foods from dust as well as from flies—in fact no food should be left uncovered or in open bags.

            
During the summer weather and while there is a more or less shortage of water, it is advisable to boil all drinking water. As boiled water is rather insipid it is a good plan to have a supply of summer beverages, such as lime juice, fruit syrups, vinegars, etc., on hand. They are inexpensive and easily prepared.

            
The safe should be scrubbed daily, and the pantry shelves frequently.

            
Sinks and drains must be kept free from grease. Outside drains should be periodically cleared of any rubbish and leaves. Flush sinks and pipes frequently with, washing soda and boiling water and then with plenty of cold water. Flush with some disinfectant at least once a week. Do not throw hot, greasy water down the drains. Allow the water to get cold and then skim off the fat before pouring it down the drain. Dustbins must be kept as far as possible away from the house. Any rubbish put in the bin should be tightly wrapped in paper. Keep the lid on and the surroundings free from any litter that is likely to attract the flies.
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An Improvised Butter Cooler.

          
As refrigeration in New Zealand is still in its infancy, and the price of a refrigerator is far and away beyond the means of the average household, we cast our eyes around to see by what method we can keep our butter from becoming just an oily substance. We discover a homely remedy, which consists of a well scrubbed and cleaned brick, cold water, salt and some muslin. The brick is placed in a dish of cold water, to which the salt has been added, and the butter in its wrappers placed on the brick. The muslin is damped and placed over the butter, with the ends in the water, thus ensuring that the muslin is kept wet. The water must be renewed every day, the brick and dish thoroughly cleansed and the muslin changed. This is a simple method, but the butter is kept cool and hard if it has not been purchased from a shop where it has been allowed to remain in an over-heated condition for some time.

          
* * *
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Jam and Jelly Making.

          

            
Fruit for jam should be just ripe, in fact, just under rather than overripe. It must be clean and dry, because when it is picked in the wet, the keeping and setting properties are impaired, and it is likely to get mouldy if not used immediately. Use pure white sugar—brewers' crystals for preference. Stir with a wooden spoon.

            
Do not leave fruit standing in a metal pan, as the acids of the fruit are likely to form compounds with the metal.

            
Most jams and jellies should boil briskly in order to retain the flavour of the fruit and keep it a good colour. To keep the jam clear remove scum as it rises to the top while cooking.

            
To test jam or jelly place a little on a cold saucer; if it sets when cold it is done.

            
When making jelly, cover the fruit with water, and boil for from half to one hour. Skim well and strain through a bag. Do not squeeze. Allow one cup of sugar to one cup of fruit juice, and boil till it jellies when tested, usually about half an hour. The less jelly is stirred the clearer it will be.

            
The jars should be clean and thoroughly dry. Put them into the oven to sterilize before filling. This prevents the jars from cracking when being filled with the hot jam. It is a good plan to paste the jars down while they are hot.

          

          

            
Quince and Tomato Jam.

            
This jam has an unusual flavour and is delicious. Quinces 2 lbs., tomatoes 3 lbs., sugar 4 lbs.

            

Method: Peel, core and mince the quinces. Immerse the tomatoes in boiling water and remove the skins. Put together in preserving pan and boil for half an hour. Add sugar and boil until it sets when tested on a saucer—about two to two and a half hours. Pot while hot and paste down.

          

          

            
Strawberry Conserve.

            
Strawberry jam is improved in flavour if some more acid fruit juice is added to the strawberries. Red currants, gooseberries or rhubarb are suitable. Strawberries 6 lbs., red currants, gooseberries or rhubarb 1 1/2 lbs., sugar 6 lbs.

            
Method: Pick over the strawberries and lay in large flat dishes, sprinkle half the sugar over them and leave all night. Place the red currants in the preserving pan and just cover with water, and boil for half an hour. Strain off the juice into the preserving pan and add to the other fruit juice and then add the rest of the sugar. Cook for ten minutes, stirring all the time. Put in the strawberries and cook gently until it jellies when tested—about twenty minutes. Place in warm jars and cover when cold. This Conserve has a very delicious flavour and particularly pleasing appearance, as the strawberries are set in a firm jelly.

          

          

            
Cape Gooseberry and Melon Jam.

            
Cape gooseberries 3 lbs., melon (cut small or minced) 4 lbs., sugar 3/4 lb. to each 1 lb. of fruit, water 1 quart.

            
Method: Sprinkle sugar over the melon and leave over-night. Next day add the shelled cape gooseberries and water, and boil till it will set when tested—about 1 1/2 hours.

          

          

            
Passion Fruit Pulp.

            
Method 1.—Unsweetened.

            
Scrape the fruit from the shells and boil for 10 minutes. Bottle in small sterilized jars and seal immediately.

            
Method 2.

            
To every cup of passion fruit add 3/4 cup of sugar. Boil for 20 minutes. Bottle in sterilized jars and seal.

            
N.B.—Jars must be airtight.
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Fruit for jam should be just ripe, in fact, just under rather than overripe. It must be clean and dry, because when it is picked in the wet, the keeping and setting properties are impaired, and it is likely to get mouldy if not used immediately. Use pure white sugar—brewers' crystals for preference. Stir with a wooden spoon.

            
Do not leave fruit standing in a metal pan, as the acids of the fruit are likely to form compounds with the metal.
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When making jelly, cover the fruit with water, and boil for from half to one hour. Skim well and strain through a bag. Do not squeeze. Allow one cup of sugar to one cup of fruit juice, and boil till it jellies when tested, usually about half an hour. The less jelly is stirred the clearer it will be.

            
The jars should be clean and thoroughly dry. Put them into the oven to sterilize before filling. This prevents the jars from cracking when being filled with the hot jam. It is a good plan to paste the jars down while they are hot.
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This jam has an unusual flavour and is delicious. Quinces 2 lbs., tomatoes 3 lbs., sugar 4 lbs.
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Strawberry Conserve.

            
Strawberry jam is improved in flavour if some more acid fruit juice is added to the strawberries. Red currants, gooseberries or rhubarb are suitable. Strawberries 6 lbs., red currants, gooseberries or rhubarb 1 1/2 lbs., sugar 6 lbs.

            
Method: Pick over the strawberries and lay in large flat dishes, sprinkle half the sugar over them and leave all night. Place the red currants in the preserving pan and just cover with water, and boil for half an hour. Strain off the juice into the preserving pan and add to the other fruit juice and then add the rest of the sugar. Cook for ten minutes, stirring all the time. Put in the strawberries and cook gently until it jellies when tested—about twenty minutes. Place in warm jars and cover when cold. This Conserve has a very delicious flavour and particularly pleasing appearance, as the strawberries are set in a firm jelly.
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Cape Gooseberry and Melon Jam.

            
Cape gooseberries 3 lbs., melon (cut small or minced) 4 lbs., sugar 3/4 lb. to each 1 lb. of fruit, water 1 quart.

            
Method: Sprinkle sugar over the melon and leave over-night. Next day add the shelled cape gooseberries and water, and boil till it will set when tested—about 1 1/2 hours.
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Passion Fruit Pulp.

            
Method 1.—Unsweetened.

            
Scrape the fruit from the shells and boil for 10 minutes. Bottle in small sterilized jars and seal immediately.

            
Method 2.

            
To every cup of passion fruit add 3/4 cup of sugar. Boil for 20 minutes. Bottle in sterilized jars and seal.

            
N.B.—Jars must be airtight.
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London's latest!—a cigar shop in Piccadilly run by a woman for women! Do women smoke cigars? It's becoming fashionable in ultra smart society circles at Home. An illustration in a popular London daily shows the interior of the Piccadilly smoke shop, with the smiling proprietress giving a light to a society belle who has a small cigar between her dainty lips. But ladies dont smoke in the street—so far—although even that may come! Who knows? Man, poor man!—all his little ways are being copied by the adorable and all-conquering sex! But while ladies (some of them) are taking to cigars men are smoking fewer of them, the masculine preference being more for pipe or cigarette. As for New Zealand, “toasted,” i.e., Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Cavendish, Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold, they are in ever-increasing demand. Smokers know how to appreciate a good thing! And toasting (the manufacturers' own exclusive process), renders this tobacco harmless, and while it eliminates nicotine, it vastly improves flavour and aroma.*
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The Wisdom of the Maori
          
        

        

          
(By 

Tohunga.)
        

        

          
The Maori Tongue.

          

The Governor-General of the Dominion, whose sojourn with us, unfortunately, is nearing its end, has never tired of urging the preservation of the Maori language and traditions and customs unspoiled by pakeha contacts. I hope that Lord Bledisloe's wise counsel will bear fruit; the cause needs a voice of great mana, for the influences operating for the degeneration of the pure Maori tongue are strong. Popular usage among the natives of the younger generation has debased the good coinage in words, and the conversation of the people is full of pidgin-English and pidgin-Maori expressions which are quite unnecessary, because there are quite suitable pure Maori words as equivalents. Examples: There is an often-chanted poetic lament in which the word “huri” occurs, meaning to revolve or circle, in reference to the Southern Cross constellation, Maahutonga. But the Maori of to-day must improve on this by substituting for “huri” the English word “round,” Maorified into “rauna,” so corrupting an ancient song. Another example noticed often in Maori speech and writing is “heeki,” the native pronunciation of the word egg. The correct Maori for egg is “hua-manu,” literally “bird-fruit.” (“Hua-rakau” is “tree-fruit.”) There is a genuine Maori word for a knife or other cutting instrument, “maripi,” but the modern Maori and the younger generation of interpreters as often as not make it “naihi.” There are many hundreds of such examples of mingled slackness and ignorance. The correct use of the language should be taught in the native schools.

        

        

          
A Mokoia Memory.

          
At the same time there are a great many introduced words which have no exact equivalent in Maori, and it is necessary to dress some of these English words in a Maori mat. Some pakeha-Maori words have a curious history. I shall instance just one.

          
Many years ago, when I was visiting some old Maoris on Mokoia Island, Rotorua, one of them chanced to mention the “toronaihi,” which he said were making raids on his maize patch with disastrous results to the young growing 
kaanga. Enquiries elicited the explanation that the “toronaihi” were mice, which were a plague on the island at the time. I went into the history of the word with old Tamati Hapimana, and discovered that the sharp-toothed little raiders, which were not known in New Zealand before the pakeha came, were likened to the “draw-knife” of the coast whalers, the sharp instrument used for slicing up the blubber. A sickle was also called “toronaihi.” An interesting philological pedigree and migration from the whaleship and the longshore whaling station to the Maori wheat-growers' harvest field and then to the island sanctuary of the Arawa, with the first mice, stowaways in some lake canoe. I like “toronaihi,” with its three-fold significance.

        

        

          
Stories in Names, and Pureora Mountain.

          
I have discoursed in previous numbers of the “Railways Magazine” on the history, adventure, poetry and romance often embodied in a Maori place name. I shall take just one more for the present; the subject is one of endless charm for an investigator. One should never take the origin and significance of names for granted; the popular notion of their meaning is often as erroneous as the popular pakeha pronunciation.

          
Pureora is a particularly interesting name, to which a long chapter of tradition belongs. The peak of this name is the highest mountain in the King Country, and a famous place in the annals of the Ngati-Maniapoto tribe and their neighbours. Its full name, as the word-of-mouth historians of the tribe told me, is Te Pure-ora-o-Kahurere, and it was so named six hundred years ago by Rakataura, the 
tohunga, who was one of the chiefs in the canoe Tainui from Hawaiki.

          
Rakataura and his wife, who was the daughter of the commander of the Tainui, the chief Hoturoa, set out from Kawhia Harbour and explored the interior, with a small party of followers. They named many places and took stock of the fertility and the wild foods of the land, especially the birds which swarmed in vast numbers in the great forest. On the slopes of the highest mountain, in the region that is now the King Country, Kahurere was taken very ill, and the party remained in camp there for many days. Rakataura recited his prayers for her recovery; he kindled a sacred fire, and the food cooked therein was ceremoniously eaten, with many rites. This was the ceremony called “pure” (pronounced poo-ray) designed to remove evil spells, witchcraft and other mysterious ills.

          
The wife recovered, and the 
tohunga named the mountain Pure-ora-o-Kahurere, signifying the sacred rite which restored the health 
(ora) of Kahurere.

          
But it is significant also that Pureora is the name of a mountain in Tahiti, the island from which the Tainui came. The coincidence is rather remarkable; no doubt Rakataura, the explorer, had that sacred height in his mind when he named the mountain in the new land, after the restoration of his wife to bush-travelling form again.

        

        

          
“Ka mate, Ka mate!”

          
No chant in the Maori tongue is more often sung—or murdered when the pakeha attempts it—than the song of welcome and peacemaking which begins “Ka mate, ka mate! Ka ora, ka ora!” (“It is death, it is death!—no, it is life, it is life!”). It was shouted with great gusto in the Maori greeting to the Duke of Gloucester at Rotorua. It is one of the oft-quoted specimens of native song-making given in a recently published book, “Maori Music, with its Polynesian Background,” in which its origin is attributed to the great warrior Te Rauparaha, on an occasion when he was hiding from his enemies. There is no good Maori authority for this story.

          
The fact is that “Ka mate, ka mate,” and the rest of it is a very old chant, long antedating Te Rauparaha's period. It goes back several centuries, and it is only the concluding portion of an ancient song of reunion and felicitation, often chanted at occasions of peace-making and such gatherings as marriage feasts. The song, as it is popularly given to-day, is six or seven lines from the whole chant, which is much longer. If Te Rauparaha used it, he was quoting this fitting final bit; he was not the composer thereof. I have the complete chant, as given me by a chief and 
tohunga of the old generation many years ago. However, the last rhythmic chorus is about as much as the pakeha and the modern Maori can manage, and it certainly makes a good rousing haka shout, which strangers are apt to imagine must be something exceedingly belligerent and savage.
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A Railway Express

 
W. A. Woodger, Champion Sprinter.
          
        

        

          
(By “
Playboy.”)
        

        

I Wonder how many railwaymen of the present generation recognise in W. A. (Billy) Woodger, Assistant Traffic Manager at Auckland, one of the greatest amateur sprinters New Zealand (and Australia for that matter) has yet produced. Grown something tending to portliness in middle age, nevertheless he still preserves a general indication of the greyhound build that made him such a striking figure in both appearance and action in his palmy days—the seasons 1908–09 and 1909–10. Tall beyond the average of first-class sprinters, and thin for his height, Woodger was naturally a very long strider, and a most graceful, effortless runner. Even when fully extended he never appeared to be right out, that phenomenal stride (like Gloaming's or Phar Lap's on the racecourse) still giving the appearance of almost leisurely ease.

        
Woodger was one of my boyhood heroes. I knew him first at the old Mount Cook Boys' School, in Wellington (now a thing of the past). When I was still a small boy in the lower standards he was in his last year, and easily the champion runner of a school that was noted for its success in schoolboy sport.

        
Then he left, and for years all that remained was the memory of his speed and graceful running. The years rolled on. My own contemporaries were on the verge of manhood; those of his age at school had reached the heights in various sports; but never a word of Woodger. However, in the season 1905–06, the Wellington Centre allotted its 100 yards championship to the Masterton Club, and rumours came through to the city of a sprinting phenomenon in the Wairarapa who was sure to win it. A great crowd of us went to Masterton that Anniversary Day, to find that the newcomer was none other than Woodger, whom none of us had seen for years. He was then stationed, I think, at Eketahuna, and was already a married man. He did not win that hundred, but only lack of condition and racing experience beat him. At seventy-five yards he looked an easy winner, but in the last bit both the late Brian Goodbehere (then fresh from Wellington College) and W. H. Pollock (beyond all doubt the finest all-round runner New Zealand has ever produced) passed him, Goodbehere winning by inches.

        
Once more Woodger faded into obscurity. In the next two and a half years athletics in Wellington suddenly blossomed. With such sprinters as Harry Henderson, Ted Fisher, Goodbehere, and Jimmy Wilton carrying all before them, Woodger was forgotten. Then, at the beginning of the 1908–09 season he was transferred to Wellington. By that time Henderson and Fisher were off the scene—luckily for them. Fine hundred yards runner as was the former, and sterling at the furlong as was Fisher, it soon became apparent that Woodger was of a higher class. Still it looked for a time as if he were doomed to disappointment. In the provincial hundred championship, Goodbehere (to whom Woodger was then conceding 2 1/2 yards in handicaps) beat him in one of the most extraordinary races I have ever seen. The race was run into a gale of wind, which pulled Woodger up standing. It was the last time Woodger was ever beaten in a championship.

        
Then came the New Zealand championships at Dunedin, in March, 1909. Wonderful interest centered in the two sprints, for in Christchurch they, too, had discovered a wonder, the late Ronald Opie, then a boy of eighteen. It was a typical Dunedin wet day, with the old Caledonian ground ankle deep in mud. As they lined up for the final of the hundred the excitement was intense. Opie got away first, and for eighty yards it looked as if he would win; but then Woodger's remorseless stride told. He won by nearly a yard in 10 1–5 secs.; great time for the day. The furlong was sensational, for with the gun Woodger shot out like a startled stag, and Opie was never in the hunt, Woodger winning with the greatest of ease in 22 4–5 secs. only 1–5 sec. outside the then New Zealand record.

        
That made Woodger the logical sprinting choice in our team for the Australasian Championships to be held at Brisbane the following August. There he met Nigel Barker and beat him in both the hundred and the furlong. Woodger's hundred on that occasion was in many ways the finest effort of his career. After winning the furlong on a Wednesday he was taken ill, and on the Saturday actually got out of bed to contest the hundred.

        
The next season at Auckland Woodger again won the hundred and furlong New Zealand championships from Opie. In the furlong, on a wet track, he clocked 21 4–5 secs., but a slight following wind precluded any claim for record. On his way back to Wellington Woodger, though obviously ill, ran at a meeting in Palmerston, and the effort finished his career.

        
During this year (1910) Woodger won a voting contest run by the “New Zealand Times,” the prize being a free trip to England. He was there in 1911, when the first Empire Games were held, and though completely out of training, gave English enthusiasts one glimpse of his prowess. Not at the Games, but at a meeting in the Midlands he ran in a relay, his speed, stride and beautiful action producing a big impression.

        
Woodger's championship career, in the course of which he won four New Zealand and two Australasian championships, was compressed into a period of only twelve months, when he was already of an age (twenty-five) when most sprinters are on the down grade. A year or two later Mr. Richard Coombes (one of the best judges of an athlete Australia and New Zealand have ever known), writing in the Sydney “Referee,” placed Woodger first of all the amateur hundred yard runners he had seen in this part of the world—ahead even of Macpherson and Hempton.

        
Woodger's greatest handicaps were a delicate constitution and lack of physical strength. He could not stand up to continuous hard racing or training.

        
What a contrast in this respect between him and his great rival, Ronald Opie! Short, stocky, Opie was all strength, power and sheer determination. In action he was all arms and legs whirling along. Where Woodger loped along gracefully Opie literally hurled himself through the air. Woodger's retirement gave him his opportunity. At the New Zealand Championships of 1911, at Christchurch, he won the 100 yards in 10 1–10 secs., the furlong in 22 secs., and the quarter in 50 4–5 secs. That year, too, he went Home to represent New Zealand at the Empire Games. Prior to that gathering he won the Crewe Hundred (then one of the most important amateur sprints in England), but more or less broke down before the Games. Returning to the Dominion, Opie won another treble, the hundred, furlong and quarter Australasian Championships, at Christmas, 1911, on the Basin Reserve, Wellington. No one who saw that hundred will ever forget it.

        
The class of both Woodger and Opie is sufficiently indicated by the fact that they were the only two New Zealanders ever to win the Australasian sprint titles.

        
If Woodger had only possessed half of Opie's sheer strength and hardiness he would, in my humble opinion, have been one of the greatest sprinters the amateur athletic world in all countries has ever seen. For ease and grace of action I have never seen his equal. Not even Maurice Kirksey approached him in those qualities.
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Variety in Brief
        

        
Symbology is as old as the world and as young as a last year's issue of the “New Zealand Railways Magazine.” Before letters were invented, writing took the form of symbols. Its uses in legends and religions are well known. Sometimes it is used to hide meanings from all but the initiated, as in most lodges and on other occasions it cuts straight across all languages and speaks all tongues at once. The cartoon is one modern development which often needs no words to make plain its meaning. The advertisement is another. One of the nearest perfect advertisements from this point of view has appeared several times in the Railways Magazine and was on the back cover of the September, 1934 issue, “Tauranga for Winter Sunshine.” Except for the word “Tauranga,” to denote the address, words were unnecessary. There stands the central figure, a happy smiling-faced man, clad in whites and bathed in sunshine. He extends the hand of welcome to his less fortunate brother who stands in the shadow of winter. The little town in the left centre is reflecting sunshine, and white-winged yachts are sailing on the calm waters of the bay. A sun, so bright as to seem nearer than usual, casts its light over the whole picture. I have never seen Tauranga—was scarcely aware of its existence, but, because of this advertisement, it has secured a hold on my imagination, and I am determined to visit it some time. The symbology of the advertisement has delivered its message. Congratulations to the artist, whose name does not appear.—Katiti. [The design referred to was the work of Mr. Stanley Davis, Supervising Artist of the N.Z. Rlys. Studios.—Ed.]

        
* * *

        
I have recently acquired a New Zealand almanac for the year 1866, one of a series published by Mr. Geo. T. Chapman, of Auckland. The volume is a mine of information on matters nautical, pastoral and sociological, and provides some interesting sidelights on conditions ruling at that time. As a patriotic Aucklander, I was pained to read that in 1849 one discontented individual had declared that “Auckland was altogether rotten, delusive, and Algerine,” and that “if the Government expenditure ceased, and the troops were removed, Auckland would melt away like a dream.” Far from melting away, however, the population of the city, with the town of Onehunga and the suburbs of Epsom and Newmarket, had increased by the year 1866 to round about 17,000, and the writer of the Almanac heartily commends the late Governor Hobson for “his penetration and judgment in recommending to the British Government the isthmus between the Waitemata and Manukau, on which the city of Auckland now stands, as the site for the capital of this splendid country.” In a general review of the Colony's resources it is stated that “a very large proportion of the land in New Zealand is not adapted for agricultural operations, much is broken and forest covered, much open and poor. The forests are, however, very valuable, and their timber is the principal item of export from the Province of Auckland… At present copper is being worked at the Great Barrier Island, and gold is being systematically mined at Coromandel … coal is being worked at Drury, about twenty-two miles from Auckland, and near Newcastle, on the Waikato River… .” A glowing account is given of the wonders of the thermal region, and though an English and American tourist traffic was then undreamt of, it is confidently predicted that “in a few years Rotomahana will be one of the most frequented bathing-places for Australian and Indian invalids.”—“Pukete.”

        
* * *

        
Macauley's New Zealander is not heard of very much to-day, but once he was dragged into almost every argument on the decadence of England and was alluded to in many different writings.

        
He first appeared on the scene in 1840 in Macauley's essay on “Ranke's History of the Popes.”

        
The novelty of the idea of London as a second Pompeii made the paragraph become very well-known, but Macauley has been accused, notably by a modern English writer named Alpha of the Plough, of plagiarism. The charge is not without reason for Percy Bysshe Shelley in his introduction to his poem “Peter Bell the Third,” writes of London as an unpeopled marsh inhabited by bitterns, with St. Paul's and Westminster Abbey shapeless ruins, with “some trans-Atlantic commentator” viewing the desolate scene.

        
Charles Dickens speaks of him in an essay on “Arcadian London” in his “The Uncommercial Traveller,” where the traveller liked, “to stand in the Abbey Yard, like the New Zealander of the grand English History (concerning which unfortunate man, a whole rookery of mare's nests is generally being discovered), and gloat over the ruins of Talk,” and later, “Again New Zealander like I stand on the cold hearth soliloquising.”

        
John Forster, Dickens' friend and biographer, in his “Life of Charles Dickens,” says: “If the irrepressible New Zealander ever comes over to achieve his long promised sketch of St. Paul's, who can doubt that it will be no other than our undying Micawber, who has taken to colonisation the last time we saw him and who will thus again have turned up?”

        
Even 
Punch made fun of the New Zealander in an old article.

        
When James Anthony Froude visited the colony in the Eighties he predicted in his book “Oceana” that Rotorua would one day be the chief sanitarian watering place of the South Seas, and continued: “And it will be here that in some sanatarian salon Macauley's New Zealander, returning from his travels, will exhibit his sketch of the ruins of St. Paul's to a group of admiring young ladies. I have come to believe in that New Zealander since I have seen the country.”

        
In Conan Doyle's history, “The Great Boer War,” he describes the dramatic scene of the relief of Kimberley, when the advance posts of the relieving force met the Kimberley outposts and, being asked who they were, one replied: “I'm one of the New Zealanders.” Surely, says the author, Macauley in his wildest dreams never pictured his New Zealander as heading the force going to the relief of a British town in South Africa.

        
During the War, Macauley's prophecy was realised to the extent of our troops photographing St. Paul's from London Bridge, but London was as alive as ever and St. Paul's unscathed by war, and as strong as ever.—D.G.D.
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Plymouth Sound with G.W.R. Terminal Equipment in the Foreground.
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Fit...
ROYAL EDISWAN

Lamps.

The briliant lamps
that save. the amps”

The lamp of to-day
for the noeds of to-day

TOLLEY & SON LTD. |
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Are You Moving ?

Any shifts between town
and ‘town or town and
country can generally be
done more cheaply by the
Railways.

Give your nearest Station-
master a chance to quote for
the new complete “House to
House” Service.

PERSONAL ATTENTION

Al at Railway Risk.

Best Handled by the Railways
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SATCHWELL
THERMOSTATS

To Control
Electric Hot Water Cylinders.

Heating of Rooms.
Soil Heating—Green Houses.

Sole N.Z. Agents
RICHARDSON, McCABE
& CO. LTD. ‘WELLINGTON.
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Buy “Baxter’s” for
Safety

For its effectiveness as a cough
remedy Paxter's Lung Preserver
has o cqual. But that is ot the
only point on which the famous
specific excels. “Baxter's” is the
purest, safest remedy always
recommended hoth for children
and adults.

Taken as directed, “Baxter’s”
gives quickest and surest relief
from stubborn chest troubles or
influenza colds.  Has excellent
tonic praperties too. At all chem-
sts and stores in 1/6, 2/6 and 4/6
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DON'T DOUCHE FOR

CATARRH

Douching, although it relieves, injures
the delicate membranes of the Hose and
throat, and i therefore harmful~ The
safe, certain treatment is KATAROL,
Which “has been proved by thousands.
You ean definiely releve” yoursclf of
catareh, phlegm, spitting, nose, stulfncss
“nd head nofies by puttiog a few drops
of KATAROL in 'each nostril might
ind morning. . “Trial size, 3/6. Ordinaty
Treatment, - §/-. Full ‘Treaiment  for
chronic cases, 15/-. Post Free.

A. H. BLENNERHASSETT,

Chemist, P.O. Box 248,
NEW PLYMOUTH.
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RALPH’S RELIABLE
REMEDIES

PROMPT MAIL ORDER CHEMIST.
DEPT. R.
RALPH SANFT,
201 Symonds St., Auckland C.3.
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Get Down to
“IRON FACTS”

The dependible Trn
from e modern ill
e ued excosiely
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wichcands e and cor.

Otagolron Rolling Mills Co. Ltd.
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(W. W. Stewast collection.)
The Auckland-Rotorua Express passing through Otshuhu, North Island, New Zeoland.
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NAPIER'S MOST MODERN PRIVATE
HOTEL.

THE COUNTY,
EMERSON STREET, NAPIER
(Opposite Cosmopolitan Club)

Offers you Comfort, Cleanliness and_Excellent
Cuisine at a Moderate Tariff.
Weekly by Arrangement.
*Phone 1407. P.0. Box 191.

H. C. GORTON

Proprietor
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CROMPTON |
GUARANTEED LAM PS ‘

CROMPTON LAMPS GIVE MAXIMUM LIGHT i
FOR EVERY UNIT OF ELECTRICITY USED.

@ A. & T. BURT LTD
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THE BEST PUBLICITY MEDIA
IN THE DOMINION!
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The "NZ. SPORTING AND DRAMATIC REVIEW™

Acknawledsed as one of the best weckly papersin the world.

|
§
|
{

The “NZ. MOTOR JOURNAL"
Oldest Wheel Paper in the Southern Hemisphere.

Full paiulars, Rt and Specimen Coie {om

ARTHUR CLEAVE & COMPANY LTD,
(Adverdsing Dept)

i HIGH SIREET and VULCAN LANE, AUCKLAND.

i P.O. Box 52 —— Phone 40.525.
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Prim and Awractive Feet

Step in Comfort

in “PATRIATA’ Shoes

,
G. A. COLES & CO. Ltd. |

29 EXMOUTH STREET, AUCKLAND






etexts/Gov09_11Rail/Gov09_11Rail032c(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov09_11Rail/Gov09_11Rail016f(h280).jpg
The

ROYAL
HOTEL

IS THE TOURIST HOTEL OF

Auckland, N.Z.

Comforisble, Commodions  Rooars,
Supecior e, Lusuious Lounge
Aldhough stuated in the hest of the
iy, Vicwia' Stet W, 3 few
minues froen s and. siamer,
Ropl s plesandy remoned from the
noie and busde of Queen Sxec.
1. REILLY, Proprear
(Late Domiion Hotd, Timaru
Phone: 40487 & 45161 2.0, Box 226






etexts/Gov09_11Rail/Gov09_11Rail044a(h280).jpg
What Every Woman Wants !

ROMANCE AND MYSTERY.
JOMAN is 32 iusve s 3 willoths-visp, snd
o myseriou ot the temal sphins. o matier
Do prscscl she sy s owsescly ers
i slwayy o it S o S of vidom 8
sty Rer oo cre ae variow 3 the Sinds o
hetven and e micests e, e, Theough
it T o e Tl
e Stuggled o et her i, Fave sought 15
niertend hat—undShe Sl malns b ot 40
enfgm o il b hersalt
RS o vty man husband, beothe, laver—an
e b fnge o ome hing and sy e e st
S ami And icky s B e peovides il Bro:
Vide"Serr Wby, W . Workans Waekdy® o
Cativel e only echiy pilcaion s he Domision
S S e omaa 4t s ivere Fe

Pttt






etexts/Gov09_11Rail/Gov09_11Rail032a(h280).jpg
POPULIR,

Through
Booking
By Rail

i e





etexts/Gov09_11Rail/Gov09_11Rail016d(h280).jpg
Comfort, Service and a Moderate Tarifi
are to be found at

THE EMPIRE HOTEL,
TIMARU.

The favourite home of Tourists, Civil
Servants and Commercials.

MRS. E. F. O'LEARY, Proprietress.
Telephone 84. P.O. Box 129.
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The CITY HOTEL
45 PRINCES ST.,
DUNEDIN, N.Z.

THE LEADING HOTEL OF
SOUTH ISLAND.

Close to Railway Station and
Post Office.

’Phones: Office 603; Upstairs 2176.
L. F. McCORMACK, Proprietor.
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The “LAMPHOUSE"

THE BEST PLACE
for all
ELECTRICAL
and
RADIO
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WRITE FOR PRICE LISTS

The ELECTRIC LAMPHOUSE LTD. l
T MAMKERS STREET . . WELLNGTON |
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TOURS TO ENGLAND
AND THE CONTINENT
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New Times . .. New Values

The MIRROR

THE HOME JOURNAL OF NEW ZEALAND

S Wirh ALL THE FaMiLy
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Thirty Thousand New
Zealanders Can't be Wrong
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The New Zealand
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