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Values



        

Values.

        

All the while in this changing world the values of most things vary in relation to each other as well as in an absolute sense. The relative values of space and time as they affect life are instances of the rapidity of change in elemental matters. From London to New Zealand, a trip that took half a year a century ago, six weeks fifty years ago and to-day, for the average individual, is not done in less than a month, has been reduced by Clouston to a 4-day journey— this daring, born and bred New Zealander, thus circling half the world in half a week.

        
The increase in the value of time in relation to space is seen also in land transport. The trip from Auckland to Wellington which was a matter of weeks in the early days of settlement is now only a matter of hours.

        
Factory production, methods and means of distribution, education generally, and most of the exact sciences have made progress in some ways equally impressive. Each step of progress changes the value of each unit in the matter affected. For this reason it is the essence of good living to keep in step with the times by recognising the changing values as they occur and getting rid of dead stock, either in ideas or commodities, to make room for the new.

        
The clogging effect of superstitions and outmoded traditions holds back some individuals and some nations from their full share in the benefits of progress. They have not got their values right.

        
All people place a higher value on peace at the end of a war than at its beginning. This is just as natural as that a pork pie should mean more to a hungry man than to one who has just finished a full-course dinner.

        
One of our philosophers has said that there are three wants which can never be satisfied: “that of the rich, who want something more; that of the sick, who want something different; and that of the traveller, who says, ‘Anywhere but here.'” The Railway Department, however, would go a long way to satisfy a traveller of this kind and, in the course of its efforts, send him a long way too.

        
So we must also be prepared to re-value our philosophers who, good in their day, would doubtless, if they lived in ours, revise their own philosophy.

        
Even health varies in value according to time and country. But just as nothing will supply the want of sunshine to peaches, so nothing can replace health for full and free living.

        
Luckily the most valuable things cost the least and their real value does not vary greatly.

        
A swim in the sea, a bask in the sun, the smell of new-mown hay, plain living and fair thinking, a bright idea, cheerful conversation—these are among the things of value that most may share and that do not usually lead either to economic stress or social disappointment. But it often requires an earthquake, a war, or a pestilence to make most of us realise the full value of the comparatively costless blessings which are normally available to the bulk of mankind.
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Railway Progress in New Zealand.


General Manager's Message.

        

It has been well said of the transport industry that everybody has an interest in railroad recovery. Hence the fact that the Railways here are finishing their 1937-1938 financial year with the highest revenue ever recorded is of general interest, and is a hopeful sign for the country as a whole as well as for the future of the Railways.

        
The records of business transacted reaching me week by week, and my personal observation of traffic movements in the course of visits from time to time to the various districts of our system all prove the marked activity in every branch of railway operation. Our four main Workshops, considered by some just a few years ago to be far in excess of any possible needs, are all working to capacity and have required some further extension and increased machinery.

        
Goods shed and shipping work has increased at every centre, and the passenger traffic has been maintained with remarkable steadiness, the latter this year missing the sag that usually occurs between the Christmas and Easter holidays. Besides the increased use of the Railways for travel by New Zealanders, there has been a notable stimulus through the increased tourist traffic reaching this country for travel during our summer months. Many visitors whom I have seen have explained just why this country is now proving so attractive to them. First there is the increased publicity given to New Zealand by the Government Departments concerned in this work. Then there are the general travel agencies and shipping companies engaged in filling cruise ships and other vessels visiting New Zealand with general tourists, as well as health and home-seekers.

        
Amongst Americans I find that New Zealand's attraction lies largely in the peace and quietness it promises from both the pace and the incessant activities of their home country and also what they believe to be the existing uncertainties and risks of travel either in Europe or the Orient. There is also a greatly increased exchange of travel between Australia and New Zealand.

        
I am sure it is good for the members of the Railway Department to make contact with the increasing range of travellers from so many overseas countries, and that in learning their wants and in providing them with a pleasing, courteous service, they will gain a greater knowledge of how to make all travellers and other users of the Railways contented and happy while they are in the care of the Department.

        

          

[image: ]
        

        

          
General Manager.
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New Zealand Railway Lines in Prose and Verse





        

          
            
New Zealand Railway Lines in Prose and Verse
          
        

        
(By 

O. N. Gillespie).

        

          
It is true in a sense that is quite distinctive and, moreover, peculiar to our history, that the railways made New Zealand. The boundless vision of Sir Julius Vogel used a far leaping railway building policy to serve a double purpose; to bring a magnificent class of immigrant here; and to give the settlers their badly needed transport. The building of our railways was a titanic achievement. They had to be driven through a terrain of lofty mountain, myriad river torrents, ravine, precipice, and swamp. The countless scenic wonders that make our land a universe of natural beauty, created a cascading riot of engineering problems.
        

        

          
The achievement itself was a romance, and it is strange that so little of this gripping epic of human endeavour has been preserved in our literature. There are more than thirty thousand New Zealand volumes in the Turnbull Library. I have spent weeks of search, and I have been observing and writing about New Zealand railways so many years that I can claim to be completely “railway-minded.”
        

        

          
I find that the total output of imaginative literature inspired by our railways is quite small, amounting to one collection of short stories, and a few scattered platoons of verse. I can say, however, by way of comfort that New Zealand has produced the best railway verse of any land.
        

        

The world's imagination has always been stirred by great engineering deeds. Such books as “The U.P. Trail,” “Whispering Smith,” “The Iron Trail,” and a dozen others have thrilled readers by the tens of thousands, bringing home to them the breathless romance of the linking by rail of the American coasts.

        
When “Brogden's Babies,” the handpicked lusty giants of immigrants, started the task of railway construction in New Zealand, they needed all their mighty thews and roaring vitality to overcome the formidable obstacles in the way of road making.

        
From daylight to dark, New Zealand skies resounded with the thundering strains of “So Early in the Morning,” and other hearty ditties, as “Brogden's Babies” tunnelled, dug, ripped and tore their way through range and swamp, bridging foaming rivers, and levelling huge earth barriers. As the work went on, we mobilised here an imposing army of engineering miracles. The Main Trunk line has thirty-two tunnels and the bizarre and amazing Raurimu Spiral; the Otira tunnel piercing the towering Southern Alps, is the longest tunnel in the Empire, and is approached by the incredible “Staircase” with fourteen tunnels in seven miles and an awesome complexity of slopes and steps. In the words of an American engineer of my acquaintance it was the “height of human impudence to build a railroad through such an Alpine geological curiosity shop.” I suppose it takes time to embalm great deeds in poem or story. While men are doing things, they have no time to write about them. Still we are approaching our hundredth year as a country, and we have established claims to a literature of our own. Our sheep stations have sponsored many good novels; but never our railway stations; our Maori wars have produced fine romances, but never our battles with flood and fire, rubbled slips and quaking morasses. Even the quiet suburban life of our town dwellers has its meed of story-tellers and verse writers. I find, after thorough research that there is not one novel dealing either with railway building or the lives of railwaymen. There is one collection of brilliant short stories, written by C. A. Jefferies, himself an ex-stationmaster. He had the makings of a great writer. His “Shepherd Kings of Canterbury” was a vivid picturising of an epoch that is past, the wide and prodigal days of the squatter ruling classes and their feudal splendour and boundless riches. “By Rail and Semaphore,” however, is sparkling from first page to last. I select from it “Driver Bruce's Walpurgis Night,” a roaring comedy of the rail, set round the innocent consumption by a Scottish driver of a bottle of Benedictine which had been well warmed, according to hopelessly muddled instructions. The subsequent nightmare drive from Duntroon to Timaru is described with rich gusto, but there is no train wreck. The driver's railway training asserted itself… . “There was a screech of brakes. They shot past the distant signal, but beyond it again, the starting signal (
sic) gleamed blood-red. A short succession of jerks brought them to a standstill at the platform.” It is a noble effort, a story utterly and completely impossible, but the atmosphere is authentic, and Driver Bruce is a figure from a railway Homer.

        

          

[image: The Wellington-Napier Express steaming out of Wellington.]
The Wellington-Napier Express steaming out of Wellington.


        

        
I should have thought that, in



modern times we would marvel at the ineffable power and majesty of a great express engine, the mystery and beauty of a train night journey, the glory of the twin steel lines over mountain and plain, the breathless speed of an express journey through the wildest work of old Mother Earth; the homely rattle of a suburban train through the crowded outskirts of teeming cities; all these should have produced high poetry in every land where the railroad runs.
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(
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But the whole panorama is disappointing. Yet we find no less a person than Mr. Edmund Vale declaring that “Railway rhythm in its perfected form is one of the most profound poetical manifestations of the mechanical world.”

        
This has not permeated English verse to any extent. The commoner mood is a sort of weariness as in Harold Monro's “Week End.”

        
“Now we sit Reading the morning paper in the sound

        
Of the debilitating heavy train. London again, again. London again.”

        
The great Robert Browning made a queer mistake in his “Easter Eve,” thinking that the rhythmic clacking he heard was made by the engine and not by the turning wheels of the coach on the lines.

        
“A tune was born in my head last week Out of the bump, bump and the shriek shriek

        
Of the train, as I came by it, up from Manchester

        
And when next week I take it back again

        
My head will sing to the engine's clack again.”

        
Now I am going to show quite easily, I think, that not only the august loveliness of steam and steel, but the human warmth and romance implicit in the craft or calling of the railway service, has reached its highest expression in the verse made in New Zealand.

        
I ran across a book of railway verses by a poet from the railways of Scotland, that land where “one pen in ten is a poet's quill.” Alexander Anderson was a surfaceman and he lived in Dumfrieshire, where Burns spent the last years of his life. There is a sincerity about the work of this poet and he had the culture common to his race, but his feelings are stronger than the poetic value of his work.

        
Here is a verse from “The Engine.”

        
“But how well he can bear it, this Titan of toil
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A sheep special approaching Tiran, North Island, New Zealand. This special carried 4,000 sheep in seventy-five wagons.


        

        
When his pathway yields to his tread,

        
And the vigour within him flares up to its height Till the smoke of his breath grows red.

        
Then he shrieks in delight as an athlete might When he reaches his wild desire,

        
And from head to heel, through each muscle of steel, Runs the cunning and clasp of the fire.”

        
Many of the poems are stories of real life in rhyme, and they have a definite homely beauty of their own. His Muse was naturally not assisted by his job, and this is finely said.

        
“I leap aside, the train roars past, And all my fancies, worn and sick, Come slowly back, to die at last In the sharp raspings of the pick.”

        
However, I am not being over-patriotic when I say I like the following sample better. It is from George Gordon's “The Driver.”

        
“What makes a driver? From the time his little heart could thrill, His little ears could hear the magic train,

        
The movements in the shunting yard, the engine's whistle shrill…” and then—

        
“School done, he seeks a cleaner's job, and loves it from the start, The healthy smells of oils and waste cheer his full-engined heart,

        
Delight he feels in ponderous wheels, in steam-dome burnished bright,

        
In ‘pinching’ engines round the shed, and setting fires alight.”

        
There is a ring of reality about this, and it is touched with the true gleam.

        


        
Here is another craftsmanlike set of verses, “When the North Express Comes In,” by John MacLennan. This is the real thing:

        
“It's a dusty road from the North to the South, A dusty road and long,

        
And the glinting cranks must needs be true, And the boiler tight and strong.

        
The driver sits on the right-hand seat,

        
And his heart keeps time with the rhythmic beat

        
Of the valves, and he's grimed with the smoke and heat, When the North Express comes in.”

        
And here is the splendid last verse:

        
“There's a prayer in the cab of the North Express, As the driver shuts off steam,

        
And grips the lever of the brake, For the home-light soon will gleam

        
On the tired train; then he'll leave his seat

        
On the right-hand side; and sound and sweet

        
Is the sleep of a man and his mate, dead-beat, When the North Express is in.”

        
There is a railway sound about these, and both poems are worth reading as a whole.

        
The railway train is also mentioned in Quentin Pope's polished and brilliant “The Song of Speed.”

        
“The engine stutters its fiery song As the things of earth flash by,

        
The race to the swift and the strong, the strong, The turn to the sure of eye.”

        
I have left Will Lawson to the last for he made the railways his private province, and explored it assiduously. Many a night journey he spent in the cab of a hurtling train; he spent hours and hours in engine sheds and clattering workshops. The engine room of a steamer and the form of an A.B. engine were twin sources of his highest inspiration. He spared no pains to plumb the mystery of this fascinating organism of steel and steam, of speed and human travail.

        
Listen to this.

        
“Stoking on the ‘Paekok’ With thirty wagons on,

        
Choking in the ‘Paekok'. When air and daylight's gone,

        
And hear her roaring funnel

        
A-thrashing in the tunnel, A-firing in the ‘Paekok'

        
With just your trousers on.”

        
Then there is a real pulse in the tragic poem “The Cattle Train.”

        
“With thump and rattle of springs And clatter of undergear

        
The long train rumbles and swings Till the tail-lights twinkle clear

        
From the plain lands down to the coast, Over the hills between

        
That is the engine's boast,

        
That is where she has been A thousand times; and each time she brings

        
A load of quivering, captured kings.”

        
Here is a vital memory of a night drive—“The Flyer.”

        
“And e'en when the day is ended,

        
And heavier builds outstrip,

        
She'll come in the moonlight splendid,

        
And blow where the crossings dip,

        
And men laid dead in the distance

        
Will turn in their sleep, I know

        
To hear the rush of her pistons,

        
And smile when they hear her blow,”

        
But my choice is “Drivin',” with its curious refrain:

        
“Oh, I'm drivin'—drivin'

        
There's many thousands strivin’ Some men drive cows, Some foamin’ bows,

        
I set six wheels a-drivin’ …

        
Now hear the words my engine speaks Slow, rhythmic yet not singin'

        
As by the peaks and tumblin’ creeks Her eighty tons goes ringin'

        
Man's life is just two far-stretched rails, With many a curve and crossin',
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The levels change, the wide curves range Up grades and down, a-tossin'

        
And men must live and men must die,

        
So what's the use of growlin',

        
The ‘Danger’ falls, the whistle calls

        

Full Steam—and take it howlin', These words are cheerin’ like to those

        
Whose lives are full of strivin', The smooth valves gape, the smooth valves close, And I am drivin'—drivin'.”

        
I am proud of New Zealand achievement in the matter of poetry about the railway. However, It is not enough. As time goes on, the mightiest industrial brotherhood of our country must and shall produce its writers of epics-and its creators of romances. There is so much glowing material; the superb fellowship of the service; the selfless-gallantry of all ranks; the panorama of gigantic past difficulties overcome; the weird and wondrous beauty of the land through which our iron lines are laid; the mightiness and mystery, the power and magic of modern mechanisms; these should produce a continuous fountain of great literary creativeness.

        
There is a novel in every journey of a night goods train; there is a poem in every white jet of steam as a “K” locomotive climbs to Horopito. They will be written.
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Mr. W. F. Barton's Tribute
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Warm praise for the New Zealand railways, which taking into account the difficult physical nature of the country and other unavoidable difficulties, compared favourably with others that he had seen in different parts of the world, was given by Mr, W. F. Barton, signalling and telegraphic engineer to the New South Wales Government (states “The New Zealand Herald”).

          
Mr. Barton spent a week investigating signalling systems in the Dominion and travelled to Auckland by rail-car from Wellington. He has travelled in many parts of the world for his Government and is a recognised railway authority.

          
“Your railways are wonderfully up to date,” said Mr. Barton. “They are excellently maintained, well run, the staff shows every courtesy, and the whole system, suggests the working of an efficient and well-oiled machine.

          
“The New Zealand signalling systems, including telephonic communication and telephonic train control, are well up to world standard,” continued Mr. Barton. “In addition, the lines are in excellent maintenance throughout, the rolling stock good, while the locomotives appear to take exceptional loads, which testifies to their high class and servicing.”

          
The Auckland and Wellington stations compared very favourably with the best abroad, commented Mr. Barton, and the large sums invested in these buildings had been very well spent. They would be distinct assets to the country for many years to come. Mr. Barton was particularly enthusiastic in referring to the children's quarters on the roof of the Wellington station. The service in caring for the children, including cheap meals and sleeping accommodation, was an excellent and pleasing innovation. There was only one such service in Australia —in Melbourne.

          
“A wonderful spirit existing among the staff impressed me greatly,” Mr. Barton continued. “This appears to be largely due to the methods employed by the General Manager, Mr. G. H. Mackley. He seems to be universally popular and undoubtedly has the happy knack of treating men as men.”

          
The only criticism that Mr. Barton offered was that there were far too many level crossings, the danger of which appeared to be unnecessarily increased by the lack of care and consideration by motorists.

          
“There seems to be plenty of money being spent on railways in New Zealand,” said Mr. Barton in conclusion, “but it is being spent wisely. I am a great believer in constant expenditure on railways, especially in such a country as this, where a first-class service is a great necessity.”

        

        

          

Another Tribute.

          
From Mr. H. B. Duckworth, Chairman of the Rotary Reception Committee, Christchurch, to the District Traffic Manager, Christchurch:—

          
The Annual Conference of the Rotary Clubs of New Zealand, held the week before last, was voted by everyone a very distinct success, and the arrangements for the reception of visitors was specially commented on.

          
The arrangements made by yourself for receiving our guests at the Christchurch Station worked admirably, and these to a very large extent were responsible for the manner in which we were able to make contact with visitors arriving by train and steamer.

          
Would you please accept, on behalf of the Christchurch Club, our very sincere thanks for the favours conferred, and. I would appreciate if you would also convey to the Stationmaster at Christchurch and his officers our appreciation of the courteous treatment and many favours extended by them during that week.
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The Empire Exhibition, Glasgow, 1938.


(
Rly. Publicity photo.)



Top: A photograph showing the various displays to be used in the New Zealand Railway Department's portion of the New Zealand Government's exhibit at the Exhibition. For further details see page 
64.



Left : This perspective gives a general impression of the layout of the buildings dominated by the 300 ft. observation and beacon tower. The Exhibition, which is to be held from May to October, will occupy 175 acres in Bella-houston Park, Glasgow,



Illustration courtesy “Railway Gazette.” London.



          

        

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 13, Issue 1 (April 1, 1938.)

[section]



          

            
Mr. W. F. Barton's Tribute
          

          

            

[image: Automatic signals in Wellington station yard.]
Automatic signals in Wellington station yard.


          

          

Warm praise for the New Zealand railways, which taking into account the difficult physical nature of the country and other unavoidable difficulties, compared favourably with others that he had seen in different parts of the world, was given by Mr, W. F. Barton, signalling and telegraphic engineer to the New South Wales Government (states “The New Zealand Herald”).

          
Mr. Barton spent a week investigating signalling systems in the Dominion and travelled to Auckland by rail-car from Wellington. He has travelled in many parts of the world for his Government and is a recognised railway authority.

          
“Your railways are wonderfully up to date,” said Mr. Barton. “They are excellently maintained, well run, the staff shows every courtesy, and the whole system, suggests the working of an efficient and well-oiled machine.

          
“The New Zealand signalling systems, including telephonic communication and telephonic train control, are well up to world standard,” continued Mr. Barton. “In addition, the lines are in excellent maintenance throughout, the rolling stock good, while the locomotives appear to take exceptional loads, which testifies to their high class and servicing.”
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“A wonderful spirit existing among the staff impressed me greatly,” Mr. Barton continued. “This appears to be largely due to the methods employed by the General Manager, Mr. G. H. Mackley. He seems to be universally popular and undoubtedly has the happy knack of treating men as men.”

          
The only criticism that Mr. Barton offered was that there were far too many level crossings, the danger of which appeared to be unnecessarily increased by the lack of care and consideration by motorists.

          
“There seems to be plenty of money being spent on railways in New Zealand,” said Mr. Barton in conclusion, “but it is being spent wisely. I am a great believer in constant expenditure on railways, especially in such a country as this, where a first-class service is a great necessity.”
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Mt. Maunganui

 Yesterday and Today
          
        

        
(
By 

Joyce West.)

        
The battle of Pilot Bay, at Mount Maunganui, Tauranga, in 1820, is a magnificent, if terrible epic in our New Zealand history.

        
Under Te Morenga, that raider chief of the Northern tribes, the Ngapuhi fleet sailed for Tauranga, and fell upon the Ngaiterangi at Pilot Bay, that lovely and peaceful anchorage beneath the shadow of the Mount. In the fierce strife between the armed men of the North and the Ngaiterangi with their native weapons, three hundred warriors of the Tauranga tribe were slain.

        
The Ngapuhi halted in their triumphal advance to prepare a great canriibal feast of the bodies, and their chief went out upon a scouting expedition across the harbour to Otumoetai, that long slender finger of land which runs out opposite to the Tauranga point, across the narrow estuary of Waikareao. He left his men in the canoe, and sat down under a ngaio tree to think over his triumphs, and fell asleep. As he slept, Te Waro, the head chief of the Ngaiterangi, crept upon him alone, and made him a prisoner. The Ngapuhi prepared to meet death as a chief should, but amazingly enough Te Waro led him down to the Waikareao within sight of the canoe and warriors, and cut his bonds.

        
“Now bind me …” said Te Waro, “And carry me back to your people at the camp beside the Mount.”

        
The whirligig of Time brings many changes in our social life. Fifty years ago our old friend “Mr. Punch,” in his humorous way, wrote: “The ideal wife is one who allows smoking all over the house.” In that day smoking was tabooed by most wives, and if hubby wanted a whiff he usually had to seek the seclusion of the summer-house or the coal cellar. But most wives smoke themselves now and would be simply lost without their cigarettes! Yes, we are living at a faster pace than they did in Victorian days, and the “weed” is more appreciated than ever before—especially if it's “toasted,” with its beautiful flavour and rare fragrance. There's no “bite” in “toasted.” Toasting takes it clean out, and the tobacco is left as pure, sweet, mellow, cool and comforting as it is possible to make it. Once you change over to Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Cavendish, Riverhead Gold or Desert Gold, you'll never be content with ordinary tobaccos. “Toasted” makes friends—and keeps them!
*


        
This the Ngapuhi did, and, when they landed, and the warriors gathered round swinging their long-handled tomahawks, and exulting over the capture, Te Morenga held up his hand for silence.

        
“Now hear how this man treated me when I was bound and at his mercy!” he cried.

        
The old Mount must have looked down upon a strange scene, as the two stood there in the ring of blood-thirsty fighting men, in the flickering gleam of the fires from the cannibal ovens, that fierce raider Te Morenga, and Te Maru, with his bearing of a chief, bound, and calm and dignified.

        
Te Morenga cried aloud the. story, and when the Ngapuhi men heard it, they threw down their spears and tomahawks, and the guns of the white man, and said … “We cannot fight against such a man as this. Let there now be a covenant of peace between the Ngapuhi and the Ngaiterangi.”

        
As the seal of their good faith, the Ngapuhi went to the ovens, and took out the bodies prepared for the feast, and gave them honourable burial in the rock caves, and, in the dying smoke of the quenched fires, the treaty of peace was pledged.

        
It was impossible not to think of the old story of honour and cruelty and chivalry as we stood upon the rocky crest of Mount Maunganui, looking down almost a thousand feet into the lovely curve of Pilot Bay, like a shallow bowl filled with liquid jewels. The ring of radiant white sand shelved into the transparent water; blue and emerald and violet shadows cast a mingled iridescence where the walnut shells of the fleet of pleasure craft lay motionless, with painted canoes like tiny yellow water bugs skimming the surface. Beyond the slender finger of Salisbury Avenue Wharf, a speed-boat left two delicate out-curving pencil lines in its wake, and infinitesimal triangles of sail drifted white against the blue.
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It was a dazzling summer day. It had been so hot toiling up the steep winding track that our perspiration had bedewed the stones of the way, but it was worth every pang of weariness and every drop of sweat a dozen times over to stand there on the crest and look down upon the amazing panorama, so comprehensive and colourful that the brain almost refused to take it in.

        
The inner harbour lay blue and silver and tranquil, long cool fingers thrust up into the hills, the jagged and intimidating silhouette of the Kaimais looming across the west, running into the blue uplands of the lake country, taken up by the misty outline of the Coromandel ranges. Between sea and hills was the sprawling white line of the town of Tauranga, looking out on its own white shimmering reflection in the blue water. From the slender spiderweb spans of the railway bridge, tiny puffs of smoke mushroomed upwards from a passing train. While we watched, H.M.S. “Leith” left the town wharf, and moved slowly down the deep-water channel. It was a curious sight to see her tall wireless masts and grey bulldog silhouette passing the white bluffs of the old Military Cemetery where so many of the men of the “Esk” and “Miranda” and “Curacoa” and “Marrier” lie buried, where, to this day, according to tradition, each visiting battleship sends a party to keep in repair the weather-beaten crosses, and



the slab of stone that marks the last resting place of gallant John Charles Fane Hamilton, commander of Her Majesty's ship “Esk.”

        
Toward the north we looked over the long sweep of Matakana Island, looking between the ocean and the placid harbour reaches, between the main entrance, at our feet, and the bar of Bowentown Heads, twenty miles to the north. From that height Matakana was flat as a map, shaped like a letter E, with three points of low sandy bluffs facing inwards, with long miles of dark pine plantations. With the most glorious ocean beach imaginable, its treble lines of white fretted surf stretched away and away to a dim infinity of distance.

        
Out of the harbour entrance a yacht was beating, the line of the tide rip running white on the ultramarine water, the tall pillar of canvas heading north toward the dim columns of the Aldermen, toward the dazzling sunshine that lay upon the far horizon. Straight out to sea, from the skyline mists, the shoulder of Mayor Island loomed. To the east the long line of the shore and the snowy surf stretched unbroken until the eye could take it in no longer; until, like a dream, Cape Runaway rose from the sprindrift haze, with the faint head of East Cape lifted behind it.

        
When our eyes became bewildered with distance, we looked close at hand again, down at our feet to the narrow strip of low land, zig-zagged by white roads, patched by green and red and orange roofs and dark windows in white walls, by squares of pine plantations where the peaked tents of campers looked like a glimpse of a military encampment. On either hand was the water. The ocean beach was broad and smooth and white, with lines of dazzlingly white surf upon a poster blue-and-green sea. A multitude of ants disported themselves in the surf and upon the sands; the lines of parked cars looked for all the world like rows of shiny-backed beetles.

        
Off the dark bush-clad cone of Rabbit Island there were fishing boats at anchor, and low rocks loomed purple through the blue water. Out from the reefs of Blow-Hole Point, the sea was breaking white, but it was too calm for the spout to be playing. To see the Blow-Hole at its best, you must see it in an easterly wind, when the swell, slow-moving, thunders magnificently into the confines of the narrow rock passage. Driven by some terrible and irresistible force it spouts upwards in a mushrooming explosion of thick white spray, to crash back on the surrounding rocks, and pour from them in white waterfalls back into the boiling maelstrom of the Hole.
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We sat there watching, and a fishing boat clove the still jewelled waters of Pilot Bay, a feather of white at her prow, a great trail of snowy seagulls swooping and diving and mewing behind. It was all very peaceful, and it was hard to believe that the blare of the war-conches had once echoed under the drooping pohutukawas, that the savage prows of fighting canoes had lashed the still tide to foam. On the beach where the children rode small meek donkeys and the bronzed surfers laughed and plunged, the songs of blood-stained and victorious warriors had once drifted upwards, and the red smoke of the sacrificial fires stained the peaceful heavens.

        
Now the “Leith” was heading for the entrance, passing down the deep-water channel, beneath the shadow of the Mount. Her grey bulldog hull moved slowly against the blue water, her tall masts reared a stately web, white dots of sailors stood about her decks and the colours flew at her stern. For an instant she made a curiously impressive picture, but the old Mount that had seen the bloody conflicts of tribal warfare, that had watched the red-coat soldiers and their muzzle-loading cannon and their wooden warships, looked down, wrapped in its own memories.
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(By 

Arthur L. Stead.)
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Deliciously-tender Canterbury lamb was featured on my dinner menu to-day. A dainty pat of golden New Zealand butter was served with the biscuits and cheese. Crisp, rosy-cheeked Cox's Orange Pippins from the Little England overseas invitingly filled the fruit-bowl at my elbow. Here were New Zealand products of the finest quality, brought thousands of miles by rail and sea, and attractively marketed at most reasonable prices. The experience was not new. Every day, New Zealand products appear on my table, as they probably do in seventy-five per cent. or more of English homes. How was it done? What was the story that lay behind this constant flow of prime New Zealand products into the Homeland? To the docks I went, there to glean the truth.

        
This Empire capital of ours has always taken a special interest in the development of New Zealand trade, and the phenomenal increase in the volume and variety of those products prepared for export has been materially facilitated by the machinery and power of the London Market. The Port and Market of London are inextricably interwoven, and the Port of London Authority—since its inception twenty-eight years ago—has played a vital role in ensuring that the New Zealand producers’ wares should look just as immaculate and as attractive in the shop windows of Britain as on the day they were despatched from the native farm, orchard or creamery.

        
The Port of London includes about 70 miles of the course of “Old Father Thames” and the docks off its banks. The commercial heart of the Port, where the bulk of the annual traffic of 62,000,000 tons of shipping and the 43,000,000 tons of merchandise is handled, may be said to extend over the 26 miles between Gravesend and London Bridge, all the docks and most of the riverside wharves being in this section.

        
For the year ending March 31, 1936, the estimated tonnage of imports into the Port of London from New Zealand was 456,000 tons, and for the year ending March 31, 1937, 472,000 tons, or roughly 70 per cent. of the total New Zealand imports through all Home ports.

        
While New Zealand goods shipped find their way to many warehouses and depots all over the Port, the principal shipping lines trading between London and New Zealand berth in the Royal Docks system. Although only one of the five great dock systems of the metropolis, these docks are equal, in area, accommodation and traffic, to many creditably large ports.
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The Royal Docks (Royal Victoria, Albert, and King George V. Docks) cover a total water area of 247 acres. They form, in reality, one huge dock in three sections, and constitute the largest sheet of enclosed dock water in the world. An elaborate network of dock railways links the water-front with the main-line railways which, in turn, carry New Zealand products to every corner of the kingdom at express speed. As many as fifty vessels, with a total displacement of 500,000 tons, are at times berthed simultaneously in London's Royal Docks, meat, butter, cheese, wool and fruit forming the principal imports from New Zealand.

        
Annually something like 200,000 tons of New Zealand meat reach the Home market through the Port of London, and in the story of these imports refrigeration looms large.

        
In 1880, the sailing ship 
Strathleven landed 40 tons of Australian meat which had travelled in a frozen condition. In 1881, an Edinburgh firm chartered the sailing ship 
Dunedin, and
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fitted her with a Bell-Coleman freezer to bring the first consignment of frozen meat from New Zealand. The carcases were frozen on board, as there were then no refrigerators ashore. The 
Dunedin arrived in London in May, 1882, after a passage of 98 days, bringing nearly 5,000 carcases of sheep and lambs in good condition. To-day fleets of vessels with refrigerated chambers containing thousands of tons of mutton, lamb and beef, discharge in the Port of London. Among the leading Shipping Companies engaged in this trade are the New Zealand Shipping Company, the Port Line, the Shaw Savill and Albion, and the Blue Star Line.
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Meat imports are dealt with in the Royal Victoria, Albert and King George V. Docks. Special berths are set aside for the accommodation of meat-carrying vessels from New Zealand. Parallel to the quay is a double-storey shed, the lower portion of which is used for transit berths; while the upper portion, which is refrigerated, has accommodation for 250,000 carcases. No. 6 Cold Store, connected to the quay shed by insulated conveyors, has accommodation for a further 250,000 carcases of lamb or mutton.

        
The meat is discharged from the steamer holds by hygienic slings, on to electric quay trucks. After being sorted to marks, the carcases are transferred to insulated lighters, road vehicles, and special meat trains. Much of the meat goes to the main London Market at Smithfield, and by rail and road to the provincial cities. That not immediately required in the market is warehoused in one of the adjacent Cold Stores, to be drawn from as required.

        
For the storage of all butter and cheese imported into Britain special arrangements are made by the New Zealand Government. In London, the whole of these imports are delivered from ships discharged at the Royal Docks to barges for storage nearer the markets.

        
Cheese is stored at Surrey Commercial Docks in specially-designed refrigerated warehouses. There are two Cold Stores with a capacity for over 12,000 tons, each divided into chambers of various sizes maintained at temperatures of from 14 to 55 degrees Fahrenheit. Elaborate arrangements are made for expeditious delivery of samples to merchants’ wholesale premises.

        
Wool has loomed large in London's trade for centuries. In the Middle Ages it was the country's greatest 
export. To-day, it is one of our principal 
imports, and large quantities are received from New Zealand. There is wool storage accommodation in London for 1,000,000 bales, and Show Floors for 40,000 bales. The main Wool Warehouses and Show Floors are at the London and St. Katharine Docks. The roofs have northern lights, to facilitate inspection, and the Port Authority maintains a staff of experts whose accuracy and impartiality in weighing and sampling wool are implicitly relied upon by the Trade.
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Six times a year, the London Wool Sales are held at the Wool Exchange, in Coleman Street. Each Sale lasts-about three weeks, and is attended by buyers from Yorkshire, France, Belgium, Germany, and other consuming countries. Before a Sale, the buyers make a tour of the Port Wool Warehouses, to inspect the lots to be offered and to fix their basic prices for bidding. It speaks well for the efficiency and organisation at the Wool Warehouses at the London and St. Katharine Docks that deliveries are made from the warehouses for the English manufacturing centres like Leeds and Bradford, or the Continent, within twenty-four hours of a Public Wool Sale.

        
The development of New Zealand fruit imports has been greatly assisted by the provision at the Port of London of suitable discharging berths and premises, equipment and delivery facilities. The discharge of fruit is effected by modern cranes and conveyors, and sorting is carried out in spacious transit sheds. Deliveries are effected rapidly to rail and road vehicles at conveniently situated loading bays adjacent to the sheds. Covent Garden Market takes a large proportion of the imports, the balance being dispatched by rail and road to all corners of the country.

        
It is indeed a wonderful experience to visit the London Docks and see just how the many New Zealand imports are handled.
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The names used in this story are entirely fictitious. The incident described, however, and the method used for stealing sheep from the large mobs which were driven via the East Coast of the North Island, in the early days, may, perhaps, be recalled by many of the older generation.
        

        

The evening went rapidly with much mirth and song, although Jim could not rid himself of his misgivings. Many times he looked searchingly at Monty across the table seeking to read his inmost thoughts. Neither Jim nor any of them were prepared for the bomb which exploded on the morrow.

        
Jim walked home with Mabel, while Fred, the cadet, some distance in front, took charge of Hilda.

        
“Jim,” said Mabel, “tell me what Sergeant Kelly has come about. I couldn't get a word out of Dad.”

        
“And I'm afraid you won't get much out of me, simply because I have nothing certain to tell.”

        
“But you have an idea, Jim, and you shouldn't keep anything from me.”

        
“Yes, I have an idea. You are a sweet, charming, inquisitive young person,” he said, laughing down at her. Then his face grew grave. “But whatever I think, or what ideas I may have, you'll agree that the best thing to do is to keep dumb. Now have you nothing to tell me, Mabel?”

        
“Oh, I could tell you lots, but I know I should not.” Mabel looked rather distressed.

        
“Very well, old girl, we are quits,” and they proceeded to talk of things that concerned themselves only.

        
Monty had a feeling that a crisis was pending. He surmised from the presence of the sergeant that he was going to have a gruelling next day, but to all appearances he was just the same old Monty. He had chatted away to Sergeant Kelly and had joined in the games and music just as ever. When parting with the sergeant he said he expected him over in the morning. “You know it wouldn't be quite fair to leave me out,” he added.

        
“I'll be there, Mr. Carden,” answered the sergeant. “Good-night!” The sergeant's unspoken thoughts were: “I wish the beggar would clear out so I could never find him. He is too fine a chap to spend eight or ten years in jail. Why is he mixed up in this sort of business? It's not because he's hard up. There isn't enough evidence to arrest him and if I don't get hold of something else to-morrow, I'm afraid it will be a washout for the present.”

        
* * *

        
Monty saw Sergeant Kelly coming in the front gate, so he rode down to meet him.

        
“Morning Mr. Carden, another fine day. I must congratulate you young farmers on the splendid condition of your farms. You all must work hard— not much time for other activities, eh?”

        
“Yes,” agreed Monty. “We work hard, but yet find time for plenty of enjoyment. Come up to the house, I'm due for a cup of tea and I'm sure you can do with one, too.”

        
“Let us forego the tea awhile, I'm not here for a pleasure visit. I have a search warrant in my pocket, although I feel sure you'll render me all the assistance I want without my presenting it. You must know that I've heard that several hundred sheep have been stolen while passing from the south and the drovers have thinned it down, by checking tallys, to within a few miles of here. The Maoris have not taken them and they've not been drowned, so it really confines itself to this Valley.”

        
“Go on, sergeant, I'm listening, although I can't see why you have settled on me as a suspect. However, you are welcome to currycomb this old farm of mine from end to end.”

        


        
“I know you'll not put any obstacles in my way, but I warn you anything you say or do may be used against you,” the sergeant answered.

        
“That I'm surprised and hurt you can well understand, but why you've picked on me as a possible delinquent I can't imagine. Surely,” continued Monty, “I'm entitled to know what has led you to concentrate your attentions on me.”

        
The sergeant began to realise that he was fencing with a man quite out of the ordinary—that nothing Carden said, although he gave apparently straight and clear answers—would be of any help towards the solution of his difficulties.

        
“You asked me, Mr. Carden, why suspicion was directed towards you. First, because you've been shipping bales of pelts far beyond the usual, and beyond the carrying capacity of your farm. Account for the extra bales of pelts satisfactorily and I will beg your pardon and depart.”

        
“You've laid your charge then on the supposition that these extra bales contained the pelts of stolen animals. Such being the case, sergeant, the onus is on you to prove the pelts came off stolen sheep. Don't forget, though, that I buy quite a number of sheep the receipts for which can be forthcoming when necessary. There is a bale of pelts in the shed, also a number of fresh skins awaiting to be dried and trimmed; perhaps you would like to open them up? Another thing I would like to ask you. Has anyone seen me stealing sheep or with stolen sheep in my possession? No, I'm sure, and when we've mustered and gone through the 2,000 odd flock, you'll find the number within very few of the right run tally. And now I'm going to show you fifty or sixty of the lost sheep which have been in my paddock for about two weeks awaiting an owner. They are marked with red ochre on the head so that if they got mixed up with the flock they could be easily picked out. We'll yard them up and you can identify the earmarks by your drawings. You'll have at least the credit of finding some of the missing sheep. This is all I can tell you or help you, except that these sheep must have broken away at the junction of the Valley road and found their way down here to save their lives. I put them into a paddock where they would do all right until they were claimed.”

        
“That'll not account for four or five hundred,” said Kelly. “Anyhow we'll get them in. There is little doubt that they are part of the missing sheep, Mr. Carden, but why did you not notify Te Ako?”

        
“I think if you make inquiries the storekeeper will tell you I sent word. Anyhow,” continued Monty, “I can't see that I can help you any more. You'd better come now and have lunch. I'm not the least alarmed about the final result of these investigations, and I think you must see that you are on the wrong track and making the whole position damnably unpleasant to me. A nice thing for me if my neighbours hear that I'm suspected of sheep stealing!”

        
“I'm afraid it is a bit more than a suspicion and you must consider yourself under detention, Mr. Carden. I'm trusting you this far, that you'll make no attempt to escape while I go to Te Ako and bring the Chief Inspector back. I shall be back to-morrow night.”
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Monty said nothing. He realised that he had a day and a half to put things in order. He realised also that it was the end of happy relations between himself, the Jeffreys and Chadwicks. Well, he had had a fair run. He would take his gruelling, but he would be the first to let his friends know. It would be a test of their friendship, but Mabel—! As he thought of what he had done, the frightfulness of it began to dawn on him. He, Monty Carden, loved by his neighbours, trusted and honoured, had fallen so low as to be arrested on suspicion of sheep stealing. “I would have brought dear old Rex down with me, also,” he thought.

        
It was a grey-faced and haggard Monty that sought Jim Jeffreys that afternoon.

        
“Jim! I have to go away for a couple of weeks. Will you keep an eye on things for me?”

        
“Monty! Monty, old chap, of course I will. I won't ask you why, but I thought Kelly was up to no good.”

        
“No, Jim. Kelly is only doing his duty. He has a good reason to be suspicious and though I'll have to go to the city to clear the matter up and am not afraid of the ultimate result, yet the damage is done. It'll never be the same here. I shall not be able to look them all in the face again, and yet I can't go away and not see the Chadwick's, Jim. What a mess of things I've made, Jim. What a fool I've been! Just for an obsession—to prove that I could steal sheep and cover my tracks so no one would know. Believe me, Jim, it was not for gain—beyond paying back an old score. I did not even think that suspicion could fall on me, but there it is. The only one of us that has done a dishonourable thing and yet I didn't think it dishonourable. I set out to prove I could take sheep—I won't say steal, because it didn't occur to me in that light—in fairly big numbers so that no one could find out. Say good-bye to Phil and your mother. I know you'll make it as light for me as you can. I'm going to the Chadwick's now.”

        
“Monty, old man, I'm sorry, but in the face of all you have told me I shall still be your friend.”

        
“I can't see how you can be, Jim. I have taken sheep that didn't legally belong to me. I also tried to take Mabel from you, but to love a girl like her is an honour, although sometimes I have thought Hilda was your favourite.”

        
“I'm still very fond of Hilda, Monty, but I never thought she cared a rap for me and somehow Mabel's friendship seemed to grow into affection, and finally I asked her to marry me. However, it's not a time to be talking of this, but rather to see the best way to get you out of the mess.”

        
No one can get me out of the moral side of it, Jim. There is no evidence
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to convict, but I shall have to submit to be arrested on suspicion. Do you know what Kelly said when I showed him some sheep that I said were awaiting a claimant? ‘Carden, if you had not shown me the sheep I could not have detained you. The bales of pelts were not sufficient.’ If you just keep an eye on things, Jim, until I come back I'll be everlastingly grateful. I shall then sell out, or Rex and mother may come back. I'm glad he is out of all this. He refused absolutely to stay on the place if I went on with the business. I refused to stop, so he went and that was the worst blow I ever had. He has not written me, but I expect Phil has heard from him pretty often.”

        
“Never fear, Monty, I'll look after things for you and will count the days until you come back to us.”

        
* * *

        
Monty went to the Chadwicks and found the old man in the workshop.

        
“Mr. Chadwick, I've come to say good-bye. I'm going away to-morrow for a few days,” he said.

        
“Anything to do with Sergeant Kelly's visit, Monty?”

        
“Im afraid it is. Kelly has only done his duty, and I'm going away with him to answer a charge of sheep stealing.”

        
“Good Lord, Monty! Is it as bad as that?”

        
“Yes, but whatever the punishment it will be nothing compared with my sorrow and shame for having to lose the goodwill and kindly regard of my Valley friends.”

        
“You'll not lose that, my boy. Why, boy, whatever you've done, you are your father's son, and your father, with Jeffreys, were my sincerest friends and companions in hardship and toil from the time you were a little kiddie.”

        
“Anyhow I must get it over—where is Mabel?”

        
“She is somewhere up the bush track with Hilda building a summer-house,” said Mr. Chadwick.

        
Monty found them happily engaged in putting a nikau roof on a summer-house.

        
“Here! catch me, Monty,” cried Mabel as she slid from the eaves.

        
She was dexterously caught and held until she wriggled free.

        
“Mabel!” said Monty, “I've something very serious to tell you, if Hilda will be good enough to run away and cut some more nikaus.”

        
“Better than that, Monty,” said Hilda. “I will go and fetch the billy and something to eat. You have a fire going and we'll have a picnic.”

        
“Dear Hilda, what a darling she is. Now, Monty what is it you have come to tell me. You look pretty blue, anyhow—and on a day like this!”

        
Monty told her everything, nor did he spare himself.

        
“What can you all think of me, Mabel! but please believe this, I didn't commit this theft for mere personal gain. I had an uncontrollable desire to prove that I could steal sheep without anyone finding out.”

        
“Monty! Monty, what can I say? What can I do to help you? I have thought such a lot about you of late—ever since that evening that I had to say ‘No'—and now you are going away.”

        
“I'm not worth thinking about, but if I can still retain your goodwill and kindly thoughts, the knowledge will be something to help me lead a life you could respect.”

        
“Monty, nothing will make me ever believe you other than a gentleman—nothing will alter my respect for you and I'm going to kiss you good-bye now with a wish that things will go right with you.”

        
“Mabel, don't dear! if you did it would be wrong to Jim. I love you, girl, and I could not stand it. Thank God! here is Jim and Hilda,” and Monty Carden wiped a brow wet with the perspiration engendered by intense feeling.

        
“No fire for the billy! Where is the fire, Monty? You 
are a bright one, isn't he Jim? Here get to work at once. You've been a long time telling Mabel this secret,” said Hilda, with bright mischievous eyes.

        
Jim guessed what it was. “Never mind, Hilda,” he said. “See if I can't find a secret to tell you.”

        
Hilda bowed her head and only Monty saw the scarlet flush that spread from her soft cheeks to her throat.
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“You never tell me anything, Jim—except about your horses and sheep, and you never bring me a horse to ride.”

        
“They would buck you off,” Jim answered, teasingly.

        
“Oh! you wretch! you know I can ride anything you can.”

        
By this time Monty had made a fire, the billy was put on and in due time was boiling. They all gathered round and tea cakes and scones were handed round. Somehow it was not a happy picnic and before the meal was over, Monty got up to go.

        
“Good-bye all of you. I'm awfully sorry, but I must go. Will see you to-morrow, Jim,” and with a wave of his hand and a long look at Mabel, he was gone.

        
“What's the matter with Monty?” asked Hilda. “I've not seen him like that before. I'm sure it is about something he told Mabel. What is it, Jim? You look like a Sphinx and Mabel has the blues. Tell me at once,” and she looked questionably from one to the other.

        
“Can't Hilda,” said Jim, laconically.

        
“Well then I'll worm it out of Mabel, won't I dear? There's a kiss to drive away the blues,” suiting the action to

        
(
Continued on page 
44.)
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Kehu's White Man

 
A Memory Of The Old Bush Life
.
        

        
(
By 

James Cowan.)

        
(Concluded.)

        
We left Kehu the Fair-Hair re-united to her man Jack Hardwick at Taumarunui, after a stormy passage with stern parent and offended tribe.

        
Now all was serene. The barometer of life set fair. Had the lovers elected to remain in the nest of the bush-folk the sequel to this passionate elopement might have been an untroubled existence in primitive comfort, in that heart of the island at watersmeet.

        
Kehu's pakeha was not attracted by that prospect of a blanket life. It might suit his kinsman-by-marriage the solitary pakeha trader at Taumarunui. But Hardwick was young and the world was still before him. Kehu would not hinder his plans; she was ready to bundle and go. Tiaki was her man, and where he rode she could ride too. Within certain limits, of course. The husband must find employment if he left the hospitable community that gave him his wife and offered him a share of the tribal land. He was a bushman, a timber-worker, a stockman, a handyman. There was work enough with sheep and cattle to be had for the hunting; but most of all he wanted Kehu's company without the company of all her Maori family-groups comprising most of the population of Taumarunui and fifty miles down-river.

        
So Hardwick and Kehu packed up and left the valley of kindness and gossip and the full food-baskets, the “Tokanga-nui a-noho,” as the Maoris say. 
“Haere, haere,” the old chief, of Ngati-Hau cried as they rode out of the 
marae, with all their gear stowed on a packhorse, tarpaulined and lashed for the bush trail. “Farewell! You leave behind you the full food baskets; for you two now the short commons of the traveller.” That is a proverbial saying of those parts. The “Tokanga-nui-a-Noho” symbolises the well-fed stay-at-homes; the “rourouiti-a-haere,” the hard-faring ones who take the long trail and meagre rations. None the less, the old man had given Kehu a generous supply from his well-stocked 
pataka.


        
The pair halted a few moments on the brow of the hill to wave a good-bye to the stay-at-homes, then turned to the far journey and the adventure of the unknown that lay beyond the dusky forest curtain.

        
By the way of Tokaanu and the great plains the lovers rode east. It was summer time, and life soared on a joyous wing. They camped where it pleased them, and where there was good foraging for their horses. They hunted for fresh food when there was good hunting to be had. Hardwick had his shotgun and there were pigeon in every grove of bush and often a chattering kaka, and there were duck and teal in every stream and swamp. Sometimes they met Maoris, and stayed awhile at some remote 
kainga but not long, for the open road and the far-stretching 
parae called. 
Parae is the open grassy or ferny plain; a word curiously like it is to the French-American prairie.

        
Far away were the hills of fairy blue, ranges upon ranges, a broken-topped wall, like a saw-edge, true sierras. They bounded the tussocked 
parae of the Kaingaroa. Nearer on the right were the supreme high places, the volcanic peaks smoking or ice-capped.
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Kehu breathed a long sigh of pure delight; tears came to her eyes; she murmured a little song of love and worship for the beautiful world that spread before her. All the world for her man and herself. What lay beyond those blue walls of mystery? She turned to Tiaki.

        
He was singing, too, a song that was new to Kehu. He gazed at the Kaimanawa Ranges, bathed in rich colour and flecked with wisps of mist from the ravines; and he sang to himself about “The Blue Alsatian Mountains.”

        
“We have been travelling to the rising sun all this time,” said Kehu. “How many days now? I kept no count. I wish we could always go towards the sun. How far is it to the ocean, Tiaki?”

        
“A long way yet, my girl,” replied Tiaki. “We shall see it together some day. But we must make the most of this good 
raumati weather. This is happiness, Kehu. You know the pakeha parsons tell us about heaven. This is my heaven—ours, Kehu. What a grand world this is around us!”

        
After a while he said: “But what a pity it is that I shall have to go to work for some pakeha or other soon! For when we cross over yonder”—he pointed to the mountains — “when we reach the other side and the plains, we'll need money for clothes and food—and this is all the money I have in the
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world.” He pulled out two coins he had been chinking in his pocket, a half-crown and a shilling.

        
“Oh, money!” said Kehu in a tone of the utmost scorn. “Money!”

        
* * *

        
Many days on those free and quiet ways for Hardwick and his wife, taking the most roundabout track, wherever it looked good to their eyes, shooting, eel-fishing (a generation later they would have been trout-poaching), bathing in the sun-warmed streams, camping under their pack-tarpaulin and the trees, or the stars. In that midsummer weather it was the perfect life for roving lovers to whom the rough-faring came easily. Make the most of soft summer while it lasts; the winter storms are coming.

        
* * *

        
Journey's end, for the present, was reached when the lovers, travelling by way of the hill tracks, skirted round the Ruahine mountains and on the uplands of Hawke's Bay camped at a sheep station. The run was in the breaking-in stage; plenty of rough work ahead for men who knew their jobs.

        
Hardwick called at the manager's house and asked for work. He was of the right sort and he had the job for the asking. He and Kehu were quartered in a slab hut not far from the manager's house, and there they were happy together; rest awhile for Kehu after far travels.

        
As the days went on Hardwick was often away long hours on station duty. He did not know that the manager had turned a roving eye on the charms of Kehu Fair-Hair. I have forgotten his name, but “The Brute” will serve for the present as well as any other. In his eyes any Maori girl was spoil for the white man. He bragged of the girls, white and brown, he had entertained for a brief spell of promotion to the managerial house. So it came about that most of the jobs at the distant parts of the run fell to Hardwick, leaving the coast clear for the Brute.

        
It required two, however, to play his game, and Kehu was not one of them. He called at the hut on one excuse or another and made love after his fashion. One day when he was particularly unpleasant Kehu struck him and threatened to tell Tiaki when he returned. The manager laughed. He played on her fears and ignorance with mean threats of trouble for Hardwick. But the girl steadily held true to her man.

        
For a time Hardwick was the only man on the station who did not know of the manager's siege of his wife. He would come home at night and find Kehu troubled, or tearful, but she would never tell him what disturbed her. At last he returned unexpectedly and found his wife weeping after a more than usually importunate visit from the boss. Gradually he brought from her lips the story of her persecution.

        
Next morning he learned more at the men's hut. He said quietly that he would shoot the swine. They vowed to him that Kehu detested the boss; and he knew in his heart that she was faithful.

        
Next morning Hardwick was at work chopping firewood for the station cook. The other men, standing near, had just had breakfast and were about to start their jobs for the day. One or two chaffed Hardwick in a good-natured way. They wondered whether he would be sent to an out-station for the day. Hardwick chopped away silently.

        
Just then the Brute walked up to Hardwick. “I've got a job for you,” he said. “I want you to ride across the river and down to the Rukuwai hut, and see what wants doing to the fences. You can take your tucker-bag with you, and camp at Rukuwai for the night. Your missus will be all right, I'll look after her if she's scared.”

        
And the grinning fool laughed a cackling laugh that set the others grinning, too.

        
In an instant Hardwick jumped at the Brute with his axe raised. With an inarticulate roar he swung the blade above his head and brought it down with all his force. It struck the manager obliquely on the neck and shore through flesh and bone, decapitating him. It was as clean a stroke as that of a scaffold headsman.

        
Hardwick stood there dazed. His sudden fit of passion had passed. He could only look with a dull wonder at the red axe blade and what lay on the ground.

        
The men were staunch comrades. “He asked for it,” they said, “and he got it.”
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“We'll bury him, old man,” they told Hardwick, “and say he died of a broken neck if any one asks questions. The police never worry us up here with inquests. Just you take to the bush as quick as you can and make back to the Maori country. You'll be all right there.”

        
* * *

        
Hardwick and Kehu left the station that day. They rode west. They rode into the hills and the forest; the friendly bush country took them to its arms again.

        
* * *

        
The truth about the manager's taking-off could not be suppressed; in fact, one of the men, fearful of being implicated, at last told the Hawke's Bay police. But from that day no white man set eyes on Kehu's pakeha. A report was spread that a skeleton discovered some years afterwards in the Ruahine Ranges was that of Hardwick, and that he had hanged himself, to forestall the law.

        
But I do not place much faith in that story of the skeleton in the bush. I remember that moonlight night of long ago, when a shadowy figure on the riverside stood waiting for Kehu as she paddled her canoe across the Wanganui with her basket from the pakeha-Maori's little store.

        
Whether the faithful pair lived out their lives in some secret camp deep in the great forest between Taumarunui and Taupo I do not know. No one can say now. All that life has vanished with the old Taumarunui. Joy and sorrow, the laughing and the singing, the tragedy, the weeping, all, all have passed. This is but a shadow, a memory, all has faded into the past. Dim bush shadows, vague, trembling, spectral in the moonlit mist, the shadows of the Atarau.
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The Story of

 The Birth of Canterbury

 
Two Sick Men See a Vision

          
        

        
(
Written for the “Railways Magazine” by 

William Vance.)

        

          
“Not in vain Shall England's sons dwell by thee many a mile;
        

        

With verdant meads and fields of waving grain,

        

Thy rough uncultured banks ere long shall smile;

        

Heav'n-pointing spires shall beautify thy plain.”

        
The settlement of Canterbury was to be the replica par excellence of all that was best in England. The inspiration and the implementing of this high-souled plan to establish “This Other England” fell, however, to the lot of an Irishman, and the terrors of an Irish famine brought the scheme into being. In the heart of his English-planned City, this Irish Founder contemplates, with bronze calm, an English Cathedral and gazes on an English Square. At the foot of his statue, in Christchurch, is inscribed the briefest of inscriptions, yet it speaks more eloquently than the utmost verbosity—its only words are:
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“
John Robert Godley Founder Of Canterbury.”

        
John Robert Godley, son of a large Irish landowner, was born at Killegar, Country Letrim, Ireland, in the year 1814. Although delicate from birth, he showed great intellectual promise and took full advantage of the educational privileges the social elevation of his parents were able to bestow upon him. The early years of his education were spent at home; then he went on to Harrow and later to Christ Church College, Oxford. He read for the Irish Bar, and was called in 1839.

        
During boyhood and youth, Godley had ample opportunity to witness for himself what havoc could be wrought by absentee landlordism when the dire poverty of an overpopulated country-side reduces its dwellers to a potato subsistence. From the degradation of such conditions, an acute observer like Godley could clearly perceive the grim forebodings of dangerous reactions. These reactions were ominously thrust home to him when he and his father were forced to enlist the shelter of an armed guard as security against assassination.

        
As the early ‘forties ticked themselves towards the end of their black decade, even that last refuge of famished Ireland, the potato crop, failed. Whole communities became penniless; rents could not be collected and many died for want of nourishment. To the sensitive mind of Godley, such conditions were the occasion of acute distress, as revealed by the letters written by him at the time. But Godley was no negative type of personality content to merely sit back and bemoan the conditions around him without attempting to do something about it. He sought some constructive solution to the problem. Long investigation and careful analysis convinced him that there was but one way out of the impending catastrophe of a nation depressed to the desperation of a starvation level. Writing to a friend, he said: “A gigantic immigration scheme for the Irish people is the only solution.”
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Immigration Problems.

        
Force of circumstances had impelled this Irish aristocrat to seek a solution to overcrowding. Having reached the conclusion that immigration was that solution, it was but natural for him to go further into the matter and to study the theories and the practical problems that beset this question of immigration.—So we see the wheels of fate, slowly, but surely, carrying this first-rate man into a first-rate destiny.

        
To study the immigration problems of the nineteenth century is to study Edward Gibbon Wakefield. An indiscretion of youth had not only sent Wakefield to prison, but had effectively ruined his ambitions for a political career. Dreary months of prison life diverted Wakefield's active mind from politics to colonial reform, which henceforth was to be his life's work. Apart from writing extensively on colonisation, he was the driving force behind many immigration schemes for which he worked day and night. But throughout twenty years of endeavour, he never succeeded in establishing a colony that matched up to his ideals, for he seemed to be invariably at war with the Colonial Office and the powerful missionary section, and as he lacked sufficient prestige to exert influence with people in high places, he was forced to rely on the powers of second-rate men for the carrying-out of his schemes. These men ignored Wakefield's ideas and instructions just whenever it suited them, and so the Wakefield settlements invariably deviated from the way their inspirer and originator would have them go.

        
Years of endeavour and countless struggles against a pitilessly unsympathetic Colonial Office eventually wore out his spirit and battered his health. Wakefield, sick nigh unto death from watching “the things he gave his life to broken,” sought a place of retreat where he might rest awhile, and from where, after renewing his body and mind, he could come back to his darling colonisation schemes once more “and stoop and build them up with worn-out tools.” Wakefield chose as his place of retreat, the Hills of Malvern.
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Hills of Malvern.

        
The, Hills of Malvern—what's in that name? There must be something magical about it, for even in Canterbury, the Malvern Hills have been associated with some of the great names in New Zealand's literary and cultural development. Henry Tancred, first head of the Canterbury Provincial Government, Minister of the Crown, and Chancellor of the New Zealand University, was the owner of Malvern Hills Station. Following him came Bishop Harper, first Bishop of Canterbury, and then Archdeacon Harper, first Archdeacon of South Canterbury. The Hon. J. B. Acland, life member of the Legislative Council and
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father of Sir Hugh Acland, the eminent surgeon, lived there at one time. Richard Knight, nephew of Jane Austin; Lady Barker, authoress of a number of books; and L. G. D. Acland, author of “Early Canterbury Runs,” all have lived in its vicinity, while Samuel Butler, New Zealand's greatest literary figure, was a frequent visitor to Malvern. This is a good record, but the Malvern Hills of Canterbury have yet to go some distance before they can hope to emulate their English namesake in historic and literary association.

        
It was at Malvern that the Romans battled with the Britons; here was fought the bloodiest war in the Wars of the Roses, and here, too, Cavalier and Roundhead fought out the Battle of Worcester. Macaulay talks of “the beacon fires that blazed from Malvern's lonely heights,” Queen Victoria lived at Malvern as a child, as did Elizabeth Barrett Browning. Jenny Lind, Lord Byron, and Fanny Burney, all lived at and learned to love Malvern.
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Wakefield Meets Godley.

        
These are great associations, but for Canterbury the greatest association is that from the heights of Malvern the idea of the foundation of Canterbury was born. It was at Malvern that Edward Gibbon Wakefield met John Robert Godley. When things seemed blackest for him, and in the hour of his great need, fate sent to Wakefield the man who had both the social influence and the intellectual ability to bring to fruition the dream that Wakefield had given the best years of his life to accomplish. The meeting of Wakefield and Godley was quite accidental, although Godley was conversant with Wakefield's writings and Wakefield knew of Godley's schemes for Irish immigration to Canada.

        
Ever an adept in using other people to carry out plans which he had prepared, Wakefield was not long in seeing what valuable use he could make of Godley. Scarcely had Godley left Malvern when he received a note from Wakefield saying “I have a suggestion to make for your consideration, relating to yourself and a very pleasant colonising object, which I fancy you are likely to embrace.”

        
Godley came. The possibilities of the “very pleasant colonising object” immediately appealed to him, even though he was shrewd enough to see that Wakefield wished to make use of him, largely because of the power he could exert in high places. Writing to a friend, Godley said: “Did I tell you that the New Zealand Company are flirting with me to get me into their direction, so as to work the labouring oar in the business of colonisation there. If I take up this affair, I have a scheme for the formation of a Church of England colony. While writing to you there came a definite offer from the New Zealand Company, which I shall accept, so you will see me in full work there next month.”
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True to his word, Godley became, within the next few weeks, a Director of the New Zealand Company, and forthwith set to work with an energy and an enthusiasm that soon induced powerful friends to interest themselves in the project, as shown by the following letter sent from the Secretary of
the New Zealand Company to Colonel William Wakefield: “Mr. Godley has lately been elected a member of the Direction. Through the intervention chiefly of that gentleman, the Archbishop of Dublin, the Bishops of London and Exeter, Lord Harrowby, Lord Lincoln and other gentlemen of great weight and influence have been induced to take a lively interest in the undertaking.”
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The Canterbury Association.

        
March, 1848, saw the publication of “The Plan for the Forming of the Settlement of Canterbury in New Zealand.” The Plan was prefaced by a weighty list of sponsors which, headed by His Grace the Achbishop of Canterbury, stepped down the social scale to Peers, Bishops, Members of Parliament and prominent Clergy. A General Committee was set up with Lord Lyttelton as Chairman. Matters were advanced a stage further when Captain Thomas, acting as chief surveyor and agent for the Association, was dispatched to New Zealand to select the site for the Settlement.

        
When Captain Thomas arrived in New Zealand, he was approached by the Governor, Sir George Grey, who endeavoured to induce Thomas to select the Wairarapa District as the location for the Canterbury Association settlement. But Thomas had different ideas on the subject. Already stories of the productivity of the plains of the South Island had reached him, and he determined to go down there personally to see what these plains were like. When he saw “An immense tract of level country, well covered with grass, and watered with abundant beautiful streams,” it did not take him long to make up his mind as to where the settlement should be.

        
The plans for the settlement were proceeding peacefully when consternation was caused by the announcement that Godley had developed lung trouble and his doctor ordered that he forthwith make an extended sojourn in Italy. To Wakefield, the news was particularly distressing, for he realised only too well that, without the active and influential help of Godley, the whole scheme would be perilously near to jeopardy. Acutely suffering from ill-health, and disliked by many in high places, Wakefield could never hope to successfully float such a colonising scheme alone. But ever fertile in his imaginings, Wakefield suddenly hit upon the idea of inducing Godley to go himself to the new colony instead of to Italy. Wakefield told a friend, “I am moving Heaven and Earth to induce Godley to go to New Zealand.” In November, 1849, Godley sailed for New Zealand to prepare for the arrival of the colonists who were by this time making arrangements to leave England.

        
As might be well supposed, the immigrants of the Canterbury Association, which in the words of Wakefield, would be “a slice of English Society,” were carefully selected by a most august selection committee. Starting with a Bishop and an Earl, this “slice of English society” would graduate down through groups of doctors, lawyers, clergy, teachers, artisans, farmers and labourers. The committee investigated the “religious and educational qualifications” of the applicants, no “desperate and flighty and irresponsible people”

        
(Continued on page 
40.)
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Dream Places


The Ratanui Bend.
        

        
(
By 

Oriwa Keripi.)

        

There is a kind of dreamland which can become the permanent park-land of the mental dwelling-house. It takes to itself the semblance of reality, and, indeed, may gravely disturb much of our fixed belief in the actuality of the appearances round us.

        
This vision of mine, this place I have named “Te Reinga the New,” with the great Ratanui Bend, hollowed out of the sunlit New Zealand coast as by a monstrous cannonade of mammoth guns, is a constant companion.

        
On a hot summer afternoon, I welcome its pleasant arrival; I lazily watch it take shape and substance; the inhabitants of it become companionable and personable; the very mistiness of it all has the charm of warmth and amity.

        
Do you remember that delightful story of the old Chinese mystic:—

“I dreamed last night that I was a butterfly hovering over countless nodding blossoms. As I flew hither and thither, it seemed to me as a butterfly, that I was conscious of the attributes and the memory of a man, a man dreaming. Now that I am awake, am J a man who dreamed he was a butterfly or am I a butterfly dreaming that he is a man?”


        
Then there is the exquisite story told, I think, by A. P. Herbert, of the young Duke of Devonshire who dreamed that he was in the House of Lords making a speech; and when he woke up, he was!

        
This fabric of dreams has caused some wonderful thinking, and the inevitable outcome, wonderful writing. Old Pliny, whose letters are as modern as “Letters of a Self-made Merchant to his Son,” wrote a precious note to Suetonius Tranquillus who was worried by a bad dream. Pliny explained that when his first brief came along, his mother-in-law appeared to him in a dream and warned him that it was dangerous; his relations pointed out that the opposing side was in with the current Caesar, and so on. However, Pliny took the case, won it handsomely and, as he points out in the Letter, it proved the firm foundation of his fame and career. No omens in dreams for Pliny.

        
But the printed word that is in point for me comes from Pascal's “Pensees,” that wonderbook of commonsense lit by the magic glow of humour. It should be a handbook for politicians and after dinner speakers and, sadly enough, is nearly unknown to them.

        
Pascal always strikes me as a mental cocktail, a mixture of ingredients of genius assembled in some supernal shaker, and poured out for the stimulation of mankind.

        
Here is his combination of science and poesy on dreams ….

        
“If we dreamed the same thing every night, it would affect us as much as the objects we see every day. And if an artisan were sure to dream every night for twelve hours’ duration that he was a king, I believe he would almost be as happy as a king who should dream every night for twelve hours on end that he was an artisan.”

        
Then, after more examples, Pascal the scientist finishes with this …

        
“For life is a dream a little less inconstant.”

        
Now, returning to my dream, this established inhabitant of my dozing time or any time when I “set my fancies free,” I have no difficulty in finding its structure real.

        
It returns regularly, and has, by now, become a sort of sublimation of errant ideas, straying thoughts, and those hazy plans for happiness that stay about in the background of everyone's mind.

        
Here are the details: I imagine a vast enclosed piece of the New Zealand coast; there is a roaring rock-bound barrier across the whole breadth of the foreshore; against jagged pinnacles of stone, heaped up as if by an earth cataclysm, the Pacific pounds and thunders. For miles there is not a landing spot in this bay, whose shapely curve is fanged with thrusting teeth of stone at fantastic angles, sharpened and ground by the everlasting rollers.

        
Inside this barrier of wave-riven rock there is a huge half circle of flat land, green with velvet turf and dotted with ti-tree and many branched cabbage trees, and here and there small totaras and puriris looking exactly like toy trees from a large Noah's Ark. This area is ringed completely by perpendicular cliffs of papa, blue, stark, and so immense as to be impossible of ascent or descent.

        
It is as impregnable to human exploitation as Conan Doyle's “Lost World”; but—I have been there dozens of times. I made my way into it with one of those falling sensations one gets in dreams. Just as I nodded off, I seemed to make a swift and tremendous plunge downwards—whether through a hollow tree or a water-made cave, I did not seem to mind. I found myself effortlessly



passing the floor of this wonderland.

        
Again and again I have descended there by different routes and the delightful lack of any rationalisation in dreamland always tells me that, for the moment, I am the “first to ever burst” into that silent scene.

        
However, it never remains silent for long. Bellbirds and tuis are a full-time orchestra, and the first person I meet is always Maui. This handsome Polynesian demi-god always has a black and white feather in his hair, a greenstone 
mere flashes in his hand, and his shining body is bare but for a golden cloak of some sort of skin. He always greets me with a smile which is the jewel of all smiles. It hints at a supernal disregard for consequences, a daring in mischief which is from the primal pagan world, and a mirth, primeval in its earthly splendour.

        
Maui is always laughing; the tiny riro-riro joins in at times, as its ridiculous little feathered body flits about from the tip of Maui's 
mere to the bare point of his shoulder, as if it were the animated eye of a magic needle embroidering a pattern of nonsense.

        
Maui's great friend and constant companion is a white-bearded venerable old gentleman, with eyes as blue as the forget-me-not. He is the Official Assignee who had served the country above the Ratanui cliffs for seventy years, and in the words of one of the other exiles: “had seen all of the county broke once and some of ‘em twice.”

        
In my various visits I saw several candidates applying for admission, and there seemed to be little knots of happy folk here and there about the broad expanse through which the Ratanui River ran. This was one of those wayward New Zealand streams that changes its course on Wednesdays and Saturdays, and its mouth was decorated with a clumsy lacework of spars and spiky fragments of the only vessel that attempted the stormy bar.

        
There were sandy reaches running up to grassy slopes, and on one of these one night, I heard the court of inquisition at work. It was moonlight, and Maui sat in the centre with the Official Assignee next. The moon threaded the scene with a tinily woven network of silver, and the river was a trembling whiteness.

        

          
The creekstones rang like little gongs Tapped softly by the fishes’ fins,


          
And trees lilt airs of greenwood songs,


          
The purl of pixy mandolins Far off begins.
        

        
As I watched, Maui's laugh sounded loud and clear. I stole nearer. The old Assignee's eyes had become blue wells of laughter and Maui and he made a terrific effort to become grave and judicial.

        
The candidate was a queer specimen, cheery of face, but with a certain sort of impudent hardihood. He was talking rapidly and this is how it sounded: “I ask yer—a man ‘unted by sheilas oughter getter break.”

        
In the peculiar fashion of dreams I understood his case without any explanation. He had kept the billiard saloon at Tauwhata township, where no licensed hotel existed, and his activities were various, including a bookmaking practice of genuine merit. In his own words, “I always shaded the city books with me double prices, and I ‘eld on even when it was ‘shut the gate.'”

        
It appears that he had the support of the leading citizens though much of it was, of course, unofficial. It appears that everything was going well until the arrival of a certain lady. I cannot use the excuse even of a dream for he purpose of giving Joe's description of this lady's appearance and attributes. But what had really upset the apple-cart was the fact that a leading citizen had “got on the slate for a motza,” and Joe tactlessly pressed his claim. The leading citizen and the lady “teamed up,” and action was their watchword. The saloon was raided with startling results, his books were seized, and he had decided to “turn it up” if the Bend was open to receive him. The Official Assignee enquired the name of the leading citizen, and when Joe gave it, he smiled: “I remember him,” he said. “One of the worst bankruptcies I ever handled.”

        
Joe Burrows, billiard saloonkeeper, of Tauwhata, grinned — and instantaneously I saw something—I saw that this grin was a recognisable descendant of Maui's smile. It had got slightly tattered and shop - soiled in its journey down the ages from Maui to Joe Burrows.

        
Maui's smile answered back and Joe was obviously safe And then, the smile winged its way about the ring of faces, just as a melody is taken up by a singer here and there in a camp chorus.
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It seemed to me to be the first smile of Time; the jewel-sign of mutual enjoyment of the oddity of human affairs. These exiles, I said to myself, have made the Great Discovery. Their brotherhood is a working entity. Here is a place with none of those small things that represent our modern progress.

        
Here men joined in laughter as a benison; a golden cup of mirth to be passed round for all to use. Here was the only sign-manual of their fellowship; the only password to the lodge; the only entrance feet to the order—here it was—a smile.

        
Suddenly it seemed to me to be a sunny morning and the smile seemed all about still, lazily drifting or darting swiftly from river ripple to leaf tip; it gilded the dropping green of young rimus; it shone from the golden kowhai showers; and burnished the purple kaka berries till they glowed like sunlit grapes. Maui and his blue-eyed old companion joined in again; it was a sun-made smile; it might have been the first smile of the old wrinkled Earth when he saw the queer little beings that had somehow got upright on his surface and learned to talk; and lastly, the paling daytime moon slowly smiled itself away.

        
I heard someone say—” Here's your tea, Dad, what were you smiling at?”

        
I was awake, but it didn't matter. There will be another summer afternoon and I'll be back again at the Bend.

        


        

          

[image: ]
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New Zealand Erse
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Hioni.



          

            
Hioni was most lithe and small.


            
I see him through the varied pall


            
That holds me from the light of day.


            
I see him on his homeward way,


            
At evening in his little strides


            
Of dingy white. He grins and glides


            
Like any little Octoroon


            
Who sets the mammies all a-croon.


            
Bye-bye, Hioni.


            
Cuddle like a coney


            
Your little couch upon.


            
Bye-bye, Baby John.


            
Let the mighty ocean mother


            
Send you dreams one on the other.


            
Gentle Maoris of the South


            
Are soft of speech and lush of mouth,


            
And Baby John's a Southern child.


            
I knew it as he passed and smiled.


            
I think if I could be forgiven


            
Way back to eighteen ninety-seven


            
I'd stand at evening by a fence


            
Of manuka with frankinsense


            
Of garden sweets about my face,


            
And think of nothing for a space


            
Till by the little sandy way


            
Hioni comes at close of day Like any little Octoroon


            
Who sets the mammies all a-croon.


            
Bye-bye, Hioni.


            
Cuddle like a coney


            
Your little couch upon.


            
Bye-bye, Baby John


            
Let the dreamy stars look down


            
As they looked on David's town;


            
Ah, how long ago, Boy John,


            
There's a thing to think upon.


            
—C. R. Allen.
          

        

        
* * *
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          “
Grey Day.”



          

            
Though there be wind in all the trees,


            
And sombre threat of rain


            
Has come and left, with sudden thrust,


            
Its tear marks on the pane;


            
Though purple clouds have spilled athwart


            
A sulky racing sky,


            
And harshly from the ocean comes


            
A sea-bird's mournful cry;


            
Though suns are dead, and round me steals


            
The coldness of the tomb,


            
With friendly bowls of flowers about,


            
There's Sunshine in my room…


            
—Roma M. Hoggard.
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Old Rendezvous.



          

            
Sadly I pause: the very flowers with their silent swaying


            
Seem to have caught a glimpse of her once more…


            
Out on the world, ‘tis greatly sad and dreary;


            
Here, only here, come dreams of days before…


            
Why weep ye not, ye stately poplars?


            
Bow ye not at all?


            
Know not the loss which love divided knows?—


            
But still across the lake the swans are gliding—


            
Still blooms the blue wisteria, and the rose…


            
Sad is my heart, all of my love so quickly torn away—


            
Still there is beauty in this greenery;


            
Still is the moon its silver silence shedding


            
Regardless of the heart-ache numbing me.


            
Beauty lives on! And though one atom of itself is gone,


            
Yet, the great world before me still is spreading.


            
Though from this hallowed spot I needs must turn,


            
Light is my step… Yes, lightly am I treading…


            
Short be the time—for meet we must again, if love be love.


            
Fled is my sorrow; joy is born anew.


            
Sleep gently, gently sleep, O sweet beloved,


            
Soon shall we know a sweeter rendezvous…


            
—Michael Douglas.
          

        

        
* * *

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 13, Issue 1 (April 1, 1938.)

[section]



        

          
After Rain.



          

            
The wet flowers and the clovery grass


            
All fresh and fragrant stand;


            
The trees shake down last gleaming drops


            
Upon the waiting land.


            
A bellbird sings a round of song


            
This grey and quiet hour,


            
The sun is veiled and peace broods now


            
On every blade and flower.


            
—J. R. Hastings.
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The Yacht.
        

        

          
White as the down on a seagull's soft breast,


          
Swift as the flash of its wing;


          
Light as the thistledown borne by the breeze,


          
Free as the waves, as they fling


          
Spray to the winds, in a rainbow of light;


          
Fearless and graceful and gay,


          
Proud of her beauty, this Queen of the Seas.


          
Skims on her wide ocean way.


          
Winds tear her canvas and scream througn the ropes,


          
Waves rise and crash on her bow;


          
Mid quiet waters of sunshine she dreams,


          
Sailing in tranquil seas now.


          
O'er every ocean, within every port,


          
Ever she sails on her quest,


          
Seeking the haven where sailing ships go,


          
Far in the heart of the west.
          —
C.A.L.

        

        
* * *
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Roots.



          

            
Let me not put forth roots to hold me like


            
An ant revolving in a bounded space,


            
Its universe an ant-heap. Or a beast


            
Confined within a jungle.—While I trace


            
The waving hand of distance let me be


            
Unfettered, free to wander where I list,


            
Wherever cities spread their nets to catch


            
The evening's rose and gold and amethyst.


            
Let not the love of friends, possessions bind


            
Me to one land, one town, one house, one aim,


            
Nor small suburban safety shelter me,


            
Nor social caste, nor small communal fame,


            
Let not my soul, when Death's low music calls


            
Cast longing glances back to earth and sigh


            
That like a duck enamoured of its pond


            
I hid my head while life went piping by.


            
—Christine Comber.
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Gateway to Paradise….

        
By J. A. G.
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With a sense of pleasant anticipation I joined the New Zealand Railways Service Car at Hokitika on an inspection trip to Bruce Bay via Hari Hari, Waiho and Weheka. Weheka is the terminal point of the official tourist route by scheduled means, but I was to continue my journey into the lesser known region of bush and of snow-fed rivers to the south.

        
One cannot pay too high a tribute to the courtesy and efficiency of the drivers of these mammoth service cars which are so skilfully manoeuvred round the amazing bends of this glorious highway to the glacial paradise. On this particular day of early summer before the influx of tourists had reached its height our car was less than half full and a small complement of baggage ensured our keeping somewhat ahead of schedule, and thus we could see all points of interest in a leisurely and comfortable manner.

        
My fellow travellers included a Welsh girl “doing” New Zealand alone, and a cheery Rhodesian middle-aged couple who were making their second New Zealand tour with a thoroughness which was admirable, as they had already been in the country several months.

        
Shortly after leaving Ross, the once important focal point of the goldmining boom of the early ‘sixties, we found ourselves winding in and out of seemingly endless avenues of native forest. Ferguson's Bush being the first portion of an almost unbroken vista of giant rimu, matai and kamai trees, mingled with every variety of fern and hanging moss. The crimson blossom of the rata was making its appearance and nearing The Forks, beyond Wataroa, two of these fine trees were aflame with bloom, in beautiful contrast to the shining waters of Lake Mapourika skirting the road. After rounding one of the numerous bluffs, the sudden appearance of Lake Ianthe was a scene of calm sylvan beauty, as we saw it at its peak of perfection with sunlight glinting through the magic fretwork of green foliage on a glassy mirrored surface. Cameras were soon clicking busily and I felt a twinge of regret since my own camera was in my bag in an inaccessible luggage carrier.

        
Our excellent time schedule resulted in two unexpected surprises. We found time to stop by the wayside, and all trooped a few yards into the bush to view a magnificent matai of about forty feet circumference—said to be the largest in the South. Even more entrancing was our inspection of “The Wanderer's Rest”—the rural retreat of Otto, an old-age pensioner. The approach to this spot is a typical narrow leaf-strewn bush track winding through untouched bush for about two hundred yards, ending suddenly at a clearing of about one-eighth of an acre, where a well-kept one-roomed shack overlooked a truly amazing garden. Old Otto seemed pleased to see us and with his white beard and old straw hat, fitted naturally into the unexpected setting. A little rock garden with running water was adjacent to the hut and the garden itself was full of interest. Almost every vegetable was represented; but also tobacco plants and besides beautiful pansies, other flowers less known in New Zealand — Japanese Iris and London Pride.

        
Mrs. “Rhodesia” spoke to him in German, and Otto, completely captivated, had a further surprise in store for us. Leaving the garden we followed him in another direction through the trees, and found ourselves in a spot which was surely the home of elves and wood nymphs. Otto's pride was a grotesque moss-covered red birch tree which had not one trunk, but six or seven weirdly shaped boles each rooted separately, much after the style of the famed Ban-Yan tree of India. A veritable fairy dell.

        
Approaching Waiho we had our first glimpse of the Franz Josef Glacier—and at the Hostel itself all disembarked except the Rhodesians and myself. The final seventeen miles to Weheka is perhaps the most glorious bush road in New Zealand—and the bends and twists in the road are said to be 360 in number—surely a record.

        
The Hostel at last, and its friendly hospitality was truly inviting, for the drive in the front seat of the car on so hot a day had been somewhat tiring. Soon, however, a little fatigue was forgotten—for if the gates to this fairyland were so entrancing, surely the beauty within the gates was something to look forward to in the ensuing days. And we were not disappointed.

        

          
[image: ]
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Mt. Cook for Easter. (South Island).


Height of Delight for your Holidays. The cosy Hermitage (a fully-licensed hotel) is famous as the Alpine social centre. Take Nature's tonic in the Alpine Wonderland thousands of feet above worry level. Have the healthful happiness which lengthens life. See the greatest glaciers of the world's temperate zones. See the huge Hochstetter Ice-Fall. See the Marvellous Ice Caves which are like storied crystal palaces of fairyland. All manner of delightful side-trips amid enchanting scenes. Mount Cook, whose jewelled triple tiara gleams 12,349 ft. above the sea, one of the world's most majestic mountains, has a splendid retinue of noble peaks. Here, too, are stupendous glaciers far larger than the biggest “ice-rivers” of the Swiss Alps, and the way is easy to these huge courses of sparkling crystal. Everything in this bright realm of enchantment is on the gigantic scale: everything pleases; everything puts humanity on a high plane of exhilaration.



Full details from Offices and Agencies.




Mt. Cook and Southern Lakes Tourist Coy.
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The Man About the House.
        

        
(
Perpetrated and Illustrated by 

Ken Alexander.)

        

          

            
The Homing Homo
          

          
What is home without a homo?

          
Even if you don't like dogs it's nice to have a man about the house. The difference between keeping a man and keeping a dog is trifling, except that you can turn a dog out at night. You turn a man out in the 
morning and he comes home at night—eventually. There are few men who will sleep on the doorstep, unless they're too far gone to step over it. That's practically the only difference between keeping a dog and a man. Otherwise a man about the house is as jolly and carefree as a St. Bernard with a leaning to leaning and a careless abandon with the domestic doo-dahs.

          
Both men and dogs are homers. Any evening you may see them, after they have had all the gaiety they can get elsewhere, making for the old mortgage-security with a steak-and-onions gleam in their eye and a lilt in their lope.

          
With ears flapping like lug-sails on Dogger Bank the ancestral tyke accelerates his scrapers towards home and bone as the sun sinks and the scent of stew steals over the suburbs.

          
Likewise the homing husband flaps his flippers towards his box of tricks and sticks with the look in his eye of Stout Cortez or Bony Mary at Haggistide. Deprive him of his perching privileges and coop-consciousness and he is as a rooster without a roost—a bird with “the bird.”

          
Per-adventure he may dally a while where the plump arm of Phoebe pulls the pump, but nothing but a decree absolute will keep him out of the domestic parking area when the shades of evening fall and the fumes of cooking rise.

        

        

          
Sins and Signs.

          
It's nice to have a man about the house but, like earache and plumbers, he is never fully appreciated until he goes. His absence is more expressive than his presence and his going leaves a gap in the domestic ensemble bigger than the hole Willie digs in the bread.

          
Like the brave knights of the shivery Age of Chivalry he leaves tokens of his departure an over his wake when duty calls and he puts out to see—the wet sock he dropped in the bath limply languishing on the hallstand, the mat, on which he skidded up the hall, nestling against the umbrella stand with the remains of “Stags at Bay” and the broken bust of Byron. Take an eyeful of the things he forgot to remember—his spectacles, his lunch, the letters he swore to post and the umbrella he borrowed in nineteen-sixteen; small in themselves, you may say, but endearing signs and symbols that, once again, father has slid off the skids.

          
Launching the Queen Mary, catapulting Professor Pickard at the moon, jacking a cow off the front garden, or carrying a piano up a spiral staircase are routine jobs compared with getting father off o’ mornings.
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But, in the house or out of the house, it is nice to have a man about the house. It gives the place a hearty appearance



as though the gas system had exploded under it. You fall into his boots wherever you walk, you find his bicycle in the bath and his golf clubs in the piano; his papers lie ankle deep like autumn leaves from the jumbo tree. He polishes his shoes with his wife's silk stockings and cleans his pipes with her curlers. He burns holes in the sofa and repairs the radio so that it goes dumber than a platinum blonde. He makes noises in the bath like eventide at the jungle water hole. He smokes until the place smells like the morning after the fireman's wedding and he puddles about until it looks as though plumbers have broken in.

          
At least, this is what his wife says.

          
Yet, let him fail to connect with the connubial perch before the potatoes are cold and she is ringing up the free ambulance and the lost-property depot for tiding of her tardy tarrier. In the words of the old song (specially rewritten):

          

            
O where is my wandering boy tonight,


            
He's twelve minutes late if the clock is right,


            
There's something missing about the dump


            
Without the stupid muddling chump.


            
He gives the house a homely air


            
When he's spread all over the best arm-chair,


            
And it's far too peaceful for any spouse


            
Without a man about the house.


            
As the war-horse pines for the cannon's roar,


            
And the pugilist sighs for a jolt on the jaw,


            
And silence the riveter's nerves destroy,


            
She longs for the noise of her wandering boy.


            
A pest and a blot and a rowdy “grouse,”


            
But it's home with a man about the house.
          

          
Which proves that, in spite of his errors and omissions, he's not the mug he looks.
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Domestic Doings.

          
In fact it's a wise wife who knows her own husband. She's prone to give him minus marks for domestic doings; but she never knows what he can do about the house because he never has to do it until she goes away from the house and leaves him to it. That is when he calls up all his latent ingenuity and initiative in the interests of energy conservation and self preservation. He may not stalk the darkling dust to its lair; his methods may be high, wide and handsome. But he puts dull care on the spot and speeds the carking chore.

          
Why, he asks, become a slave to habit—a disciple of dish-water, a mopmoper, a vacuum votary, a carpet snake and a floor-flounderer?
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The Homing Homo
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Both men and dogs are homers. Any evening you may see them, after they have had all the gaiety they can get elsewhere, making for the old mortgage-security with a steak-and-onions gleam in their eye and a lilt in their lope.
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Likewise the homing husband flaps his flippers towards his box of tricks and sticks with the look in his eye of Stout Cortez or Bony Mary at Haggistide. Deprive him of his perching privileges and coop-consciousness and he is as a rooster without a roost—a bird with “the bird.”

          
Per-adventure he may dally a while where the plump arm of Phoebe pulls the pump, but nothing but a decree absolute will keep him out of the domestic parking area when the shades of evening fall and the fumes of cooking rise.
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It's Brains That Count.

        
So he brings science to bear on the dishes. Instead of becoming an Olympic dish-cus thrower he applies the Law of Averages. He estimates that, by averaging ten dishes a day he can hang out until he receives the fateful wire from his wife saying, “Coming home. Love and dishes” (a pardonable mistake in transmission). By this time the kitchen sink looks like the Tower of Pisa viewed by a cross-eyed horse with second sight. But the man about the house is undish-mayed. He simply takes the whole issue out on the lawn and turns the hose on them.

        
And women say that men have no domestic brains! Why, we doubt if a woman would even 
think of such a thing.

        
And perhaps, while the little woman is away, he is moved by the milk of human kindness and unnatural energy to do the washing for her. Now you have only to read the adverts, to see what washing can do to a woman. One wash ages her twenty-five years and she is so bone-exhausted that she can't even drag herself down to the sales to spend her house-keeping allowance on hats. And if that's not proof—well, ask George!
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The Birth of Canterbury.—

        

(continued from page 
31.)

        
were wanted, but “circumspect, cautious, well-balanced types, who were slow to decide, but who would lay foundations of real and solid firmness” were well-received. Wakefield wrote gleefully to Godley, “I do not know of a single money-grabbing speculator going, although,” he added rather ruefully, “although, of course, there must be some.” No greater tribute could be paid to the thorough work of that Selection Committee than to say that after a lapse of, three generations, the characteristics which the Committee considered should be dominant in the selected settlers are still the dominant characteristics of the Canterbury descendants. The Archbishop of Canterbury preached a special service at St. Paul's Cathedral to the “Canterbury Pilgrims,” and the first four ships sailed for New Zealand on September 7th, 1850.

        
Such is the stuff that dreams are made of—a foolish prank sends a young man to prison, where the long nights and dreary days turns his thoughts from a planned political career to colonial reform. The excesses of an Irish famine impel a polished intellect to forsake the cushions of aristocratic ease for the rough path of pioneering. On the heights of history-soaked hills, these two sick men are brought together by chance, and there they dream a dream—the dream of the perfect settlement transplanted to the other end of the world. All the massed opposition of powerful interests and entrenched officialdom fade into nothingness before the nebulous aspirations of a couple of invalids. A great Church, mellowed by centuries of tradition is enthused into the active support of a model colony in a land notorious for its warlike savages and ferocious massacres; Oxford, that “home of lost causes,” gives of her best brains and the name of her proud Cathe-dral College to an unformed village in a tussock swamp. Scholarly men and decicately-natured ladies are induced to exile themselves and undergo the rigors ergo the rigors of pioneering at the ends of the earth—all because two frail visionaries have seen a vision.
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A Great Passenger Terminal

          

            

Liverpool Street Station, London, and Flinders Street Station, Melbourne, have for long been famed as the world's two busiest passenger termini. Improvement works now being put in hand on the suburban tracks of the London and North Eastern line, between Liverpool Street and Shenfield, 25 miles distant, promise to bring in and out of the immense London terminus a greatly increased passenger traffic, and so our Australian friends will have to look to their laurels.

            
Of all Home railway stations, Liverpool Street handles the densest passenger business, under steam operating conditions. The station is situated on the eastern side of the capital, adjacent to the main business centres. In addition to a tremendously heavy suburban traffic, Liverpool Street is the hub of many important trunk services, including the well-known Royal Mail continental route via Harwich.

            
The biggest work being put in hand in the Liverpool Street area is the conversion from steam to electricity of the suburban tracks out as far as Shenfield, in Essex. At the present time something like 1,260 trains, conveying about 230,000 passengers, are dealt with daily at Liverpool Street. With the coming of electrification, the daily number of trains handled will probably be in the neighbourhood of 1,500. Considerable staff adjustments will be necessary in the new electrified area. At present Liverpool Street is in charge of a station master, with two assistants. Next come seven inspectors, fourteen station foremen, and a total personnel of about 400, this figure including 63 ticket collectors and 90 platform porters. A wonderfully well-organised station, Liverpool Street, prior to grouping, was the headquarters terminus of the old Great Eastern line.

          

          

            
Electrification Work in France.

            
Because of the abundance of natural water-power resources, main-line electrification is making much more rapid progress in France than in Britain. The Paris-Orleans and Midi Companies are leaders in this field. Some four years ago these two undertakings were merged to form a single system, and electrification over the two railways has proceeded under a common direction.

            
To-day, there are roughly 1,565 miles of electrified track on the Paris-Orleans-Midi group, equivalent to 3,433 miles of single track. The routes electrified present diverse features, including long level stretches, and mountain tracks in the Pyrenees. Extensions of electrification now being put in hand are mainly confined to heavy-traffic routes, where coal consumption is high. New track equipments on the Paris-Orleans-Midi electric lines are of the overhead 1,500 volt direct-current type. When conversion works at present in hand are completed this year, it will become possible to operate electric locomotives, without break, at the head of passenger trains from Paris to the Spanish frontier station of Irun, a distance of 509 miles.
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Railcars Popular in France.

            
While electrification is making rapid strides across the Channel, the French railways are enthusiastic regarding the value of railcar operation, for both long and short hauls. Many interesting types of railcar are employed on the various lines. The majority of the newer cars are fitted with Diesel motors, although a unique unit on the Eastern line is equipped with a gas engine working on producer gas secured from charcoal obtained from the carbonisation of discarded wooden sleepers. Both mechanical and electrical transmission are utilised. Interior design varies considerably. A popular design takes the form of a one-class railcar providing seats for fifty passengers, and standing room for an additional 25 persons. In the ordinary course of things, the French railcars work as single units, and so operated, speeds of up to 75 m.p.h. are registered. At busy times trailer cars are attached, and it is interesting to note that in one or two instances the arrangements are such as to permit of a railcar hauling an ordinary standard mainline carriage, a very convenient arrangement during peak periods.

          

          

            
A Famous Locomotive Type.

            
The “Pacific” locomotives of the London and North Eastern Railway form one of the world's most famous
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locomotive types. It is now sixteen years since the first “Pacific” was turned out of the L. & N.E. shops at Doncaster, and recently Sir Nigel Gresley produced in these shops his one-hundredth “Pacific,” a beautiful streamlined express locomotive painted Garter blue, with wheels finished in Coronation red. The first “Pacific” created something of a storm in locomotive circles. It rapidly proved its worth, and very soon this particular type was standardised for express passenger work over the King's Cross-Edinburgh tracks. Little by little, improvements and refinements have been added. In 1928, “Pacific” locomotives with corridor tenders were introduced on the world's longest non-stop run between London and the Scottish capital. New speed records followed in 1934 and 1935. In the latter year, there was introduced the streamlined “Pacific” for hauling the “Silver Jubilee” express between King's Cross and Newcastle-on-Tyne. On trial trip, No. 2509, “Silver Link,” achieved 112 m.p.h. The following year “Pacific” engine “Silver Fox” attained 113 m.p.h. with the same express; while 1937 saw the introduction of the “Coronation”—the Empire's fastest train—and the “West Riding Limited” streamliners, hauled by “Pacifics” of the “Dominion” and “Golden Fleece” classes.
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A Big Renewal Programme.

            
These modern streamlined expresses have undoubtedly captured public fancy. Because of the popularity of the “Silver Jubilee” flyer, the L. & N.E. Company is adding a new streamlined third-class car to the train. For the “Flying Scotsman” services, also, there are being built two new train sets, each of fifteen coaches and of an entirely new design. For continental services out of Liverpool Street station a new de-luxe train is being turned out. Altogether, the King's Cross authorities are putting into traffic this year some 730 new passenger vehicles, with a total seating capacity of 37,000. The London, Midland and Scottish Company, also, is just as busy turning out new passenger stock. Over £1,000,-000 is being spent on the L. M. & S. 1938 renewal programme, which provides for 110 new locomotives, 732 passenger coaches, 9,715 goods wagons, and 375 rail-road containers. Six kitchen-cars, 75 parcels vans, and 30 horse vans are among the new equipment to be built. The 9,715 new goods wagons include 5,700 open wagons, 1,500 mineral wagons, 1,500 box wagons, 690 rail and timber trucks, and 300 brake vans.

            
Among the 110 new locomotives the L. M. & S. are to build, special interest attaches to the construction of ten new streamlined engines of the “Princess Coronation” class (4-6-2 type). These locomotives will be similar to the five streamlined engines built at Crewe Works last year, which have proved most successful in operating, with the highest degree of punctuality, the “Coronation Scot” high-speed London-Glasgow service. An engine of this type, by the way, holds the British railway maximum speed record of 114 m.p.h.

            

              

[image: Erecting Shop, Crewe Locomotive Works, L.M. and S. Railway.]
Erecting Shop, Crewe Locomotive Works, L.M. and S. Railway.


            

          

          

            
The Austrian Railways.

            
A century of railway operation has just been celebrated in Austria. As usual, the name of Stephenson is to the forefront in this connection, for the pioneer steam locomotives operated in Austria, running over imported English rails, were built by Robert Stephenson and Co., and John Taylor and Co. Broadly speaking, the Liverpool and Manchester Railway formed the model upon which the first Austrian line was constructed, and the pioneer system was the “Nordbahn,” opened between Florisdorf and Deutsch-Wagram. To-day, the “Nordbahn” ranks as one of the most important Austrian railways, tapping the richest coal deposits in the country.

            
The present railways system is centred on the State capital, Vienna. There are about 3,600 miles of line embraced in the Austrian Federal Railways, and two main trunk routes connect Vienna respectively with the Swiss frontier at Buchs, via the Arl-berg Tunnel; and with Italy, and other Adriatic centres. There is also an important route connecting Vienna with the Hungarian capital of Budapest. This, by the way, has recently been electrified. Steam locomotives of the Austrian Federal Railways total 2,250 approximately. For express passenger working there are generally employed engines of the 2-6-4, 4-8-0, and 2-8-4 wheel arrangements. The 2-8-4 class is the most powerful, drawing 550-ton trains at speeds of up to 60 m.p.h., and weighing with loaded tender 108 tons.
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Of all Home railway stations, Liverpool Street handles the densest passenger business, under steam operating conditions. The station is situated on the eastern side of the capital, adjacent to the main business centres. In addition to a tremendously heavy suburban traffic, Liverpool Street is the hub of many important trunk services, including the well-known Royal Mail continental route via Harwich.

            
The biggest work being put in hand in the Liverpool Street area is the conversion from steam to electricity of the suburban tracks out as far as Shenfield, in Essex. At the present time something like 1,260 trains, conveying about 230,000 passengers, are dealt with daily at Liverpool Street. With the coming of electrification, the daily number of trains handled will probably be in the neighbourhood of 1,500. Considerable staff adjustments will be necessary in the new electrified area. At present Liverpool Street is in charge of a station master, with two assistants. Next come seven inspectors, fourteen station foremen, and a total personnel of about 400, this figure including 63 ticket collectors and 90 platform porters. A wonderfully well-organised station, Liverpool Street, prior to grouping, was the headquarters terminus of the old Great Eastern line.
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Electrification Work in France.

            
Because of the abundance of natural water-power resources, main-line electrification is making much more rapid progress in France than in Britain. The Paris-Orleans and Midi Companies are leaders in this field. Some four years ago these two undertakings were merged to form a single system, and electrification over the two railways has proceeded under a common direction.

            
To-day, there are roughly 1,565 miles of electrified track on the Paris-Orleans-Midi group, equivalent to 3,433 miles of single track. The routes electrified present diverse features, including long level stretches, and mountain tracks in the Pyrenees. Extensions of electrification now being put in hand are mainly confined to heavy-traffic routes, where coal consumption is high. New track equipments on the Paris-Orleans-Midi electric lines are of the overhead 1,500 volt direct-current type. When conversion works at present in hand are completed this year, it will become possible to operate electric locomotives, without break, at the head of passenger trains from Paris to the Spanish frontier station of Irun, a distance of 509 miles.
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Railcars Popular in France.

            
While electrification is making rapid strides across the Channel, the French railways are enthusiastic regarding the value of railcar operation, for both long and short hauls. Many interesting types of railcar are employed on the various lines. The majority of the newer cars are fitted with Diesel motors, although a unique unit on the Eastern line is equipped with a gas engine working on producer gas secured from charcoal obtained from the carbonisation of discarded wooden sleepers. Both mechanical and electrical transmission are utilised. Interior design varies considerably. A popular design takes the form of a one-class railcar providing seats for fifty passengers, and standing room for an additional 25 persons. In the ordinary course of things, the French railcars work as single units, and so operated, speeds of up to 75 m.p.h. are registered. At busy times trailer cars are attached, and it is interesting to note that in one or two instances the arrangements are such as to permit of a railcar hauling an ordinary standard mainline carriage, a very convenient arrangement during peak periods.
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A Famous Locomotive Type.

            
The “Pacific” locomotives of the London and North Eastern Railway form one of the world's most famous
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locomotive types. It is now sixteen years since the first “Pacific” was turned out of the L. & N.E. shops at Doncaster, and recently Sir Nigel Gresley produced in these shops his one-hundredth “Pacific,” a beautiful streamlined express locomotive painted Garter blue, with wheels finished in Coronation red. The first “Pacific” created something of a storm in locomotive circles. It rapidly proved its worth, and very soon this particular type was standardised for express passenger work over the King's Cross-Edinburgh tracks. Little by little, improvements and refinements have been added. In 1928, “Pacific” locomotives with corridor tenders were introduced on the world's longest non-stop run between London and the Scottish capital. New speed records followed in 1934 and 1935. In the latter year, there was introduced the streamlined “Pacific” for hauling the “Silver Jubilee” express between King's Cross and Newcastle-on-Tyne. On trial trip, No. 2509, “Silver Link,” achieved 112 m.p.h. The following year “Pacific” engine “Silver Fox” attained 113 m.p.h. with the same express; while 1937 saw the introduction of the “Coronation”—the Empire's fastest train—and the “West Riding Limited” streamliners, hauled by “Pacifics” of the “Dominion” and “Golden Fleece” classes.
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One-hundredth “Pacific” Loeomotive, “Sir Nigel Gresley,” L. and N.E. Railway.
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A Big Renewal Programme.

            
These modern streamlined expresses have undoubtedly captured public fancy. Because of the popularity of the “Silver Jubilee” flyer, the L. & N.E. Company is adding a new streamlined third-class car to the train. For the “Flying Scotsman” services, also, there are being built two new train sets, each of fifteen coaches and of an entirely new design. For continental services out of Liverpool Street station a new de-luxe train is being turned out. Altogether, the King's Cross authorities are putting into traffic this year some 730 new passenger vehicles, with a total seating capacity of 37,000. The London, Midland and Scottish Company, also, is just as busy turning out new passenger stock. Over £1,000,-000 is being spent on the L. M. & S. 1938 renewal programme, which provides for 110 new locomotives, 732 passenger coaches, 9,715 goods wagons, and 375 rail-road containers. Six kitchen-cars, 75 parcels vans, and 30 horse vans are among the new equipment to be built. The 9,715 new goods wagons include 5,700 open wagons, 1,500 mineral wagons, 1,500 box wagons, 690 rail and timber trucks, and 300 brake vans.

            
Among the 110 new locomotives the L. M. & S. are to build, special interest attaches to the construction of ten new streamlined engines of the “Princess Coronation” class (4-6-2 type). These locomotives will be similar to the five streamlined engines built at Crewe Works last year, which have proved most successful in operating, with the highest degree of punctuality, the “Coronation Scot” high-speed London-Glasgow service. An engine of this type, by the way, holds the British railway maximum speed record of 114 m.p.h.
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Erecting Shop, Crewe Locomotive Works, L.M. and S. Railway.
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The Austrian Railways.

            
A century of railway operation has just been celebrated in Austria. As usual, the name of Stephenson is to the forefront in this connection, for the pioneer steam locomotives operated in Austria, running over imported English rails, were built by Robert Stephenson and Co., and John Taylor and Co. Broadly speaking, the Liverpool and Manchester Railway formed the model upon which the first Austrian line was constructed, and the pioneer system was the “Nordbahn,” opened between Florisdorf and Deutsch-Wagram. To-day, the “Nordbahn” ranks as one of the most important Austrian railways, tapping the richest coal deposits in the country.

            
The present railways system is centred on the State capital, Vienna. There are about 3,600 miles of line embraced in the Austrian Federal Railways, and two main trunk routes connect Vienna respectively with the Swiss frontier at Buchs, via the Arl-berg Tunnel; and with Italy, and other Adriatic centres. There is also an important route connecting Vienna with the Hungarian capital of Budapest. This, by the way, has recently been electrified. Steam locomotives of the Austrian Federal Railways total 2,250 approximately. For express passenger working there are generally employed engines of the 2-6-4, 4-8-0, and 2-8-4 wheel arrangements. The 2-8-4 class is the most powerful, drawing 550-ton trains at speeds of up to 60 m.p.h., and weighing with loaded tender 108 tons.
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The Sheep Stealer—

        
(
Continued from page 
23.)

        
the word. But Mabel's eyes filled with tears.

        
* * *

        
The following morning Sergeant Kelly, accompanied by his Chief, arrived at Monty's. They spent some hours combing the farm for further evidence, but did not disclose anything to Monty who remained inside with Jim. When the two officers of the law returned to the homestead they were invited inside:

        
“What time are you going to start, Sergeant Kelly.” asked Monty. “My opinion is that it would be better to wait until early morning, and if you wish you can then have two horses of mine and rest yours until you come back.”

        
Chief Inspector Wallace thanked Monty, accepted the offer and agreed to an early start in the morning. After Jim had gone they all retired. Monty was surprised at the consideration he had received, for he was not subjected to the slightest indignity.

        
It took three whole days to reach the Magistrate's Court, and on the day following their arrival arrangements were made for the preliminary trial to start at 2 o'clock. Affidavits were secured from the drovers concerned and from one of the owners whose sheep were missing. When Monty entered the box the Magistrate asked him if he had secured counsel, to which he replied that he thought he could carry on himself. He pleaded “Not Guilty.”

        
Sergeant Kelly was then sworn in and stated that in examining the manifests of the scow, the accused's shipments of pelts were apparently largely in excess of shipments in past years and that they were shipped Home instead of being sold in bundles at the local market as previously.

        
“Did you identify any of the pelts?” asked the Magistrate.

        
“No, sir, for they were trimmed and identification would be impossible.”

        
“Did you find any pelts or skins which you could identify as belonging to the stolen sheep?”

        
“No, sir. There was a bale of pelts in the shed. They could not be identified, and the loose skins about had the accused's earmark.”

        
“Then you base your charge entirely on suspicion?”

        
“Yes, sir, except that the losses occurred within a few miles of the accused's farm. I also was shown about 60 sheep on accused's farm bearing the earmarks of the stolen sheep.”

        
“How did you find these sheep?”

        
“Accused showed me them.”

        
“Have you any further evidence to submit?”

        
“No, sir.”

        
The Magistrate turned to Monty. “What is your explanation of this evidence?”

        
“Well, as far as the bales of pelts are concerned, I would say that having decided to go in for pigs on a large scale, I had to buy all the culls I could secure, for which I hold receipts. Obviously my shipments of pelts then would exceed any of those previously sent away.”

        
“These culls I presume you killed for pig feed.”

        
“That is so,” replied Monty.

        
“How many pigs have you?”

        
“About 150.”

        
“The sheep you bought though would hardly be sufficient to feed all the pigs.”

        
“At times, no. But I always had ample turnips or swedes and if there was a shortage I very often fed turnips with the meat,” Monty replied.

        
The Magistrate referred to his notes. “Sergeant Kelly in his evidence says you showed him about 60 sheep bearing the earmarks of the missing sheep?”

        
“Quite true,” agreed Monty.

        
“Then how do you account for them being in your possession?”

        
“They were not in my possession. I drove them in from the Valley road. There was no feed there and in a very short time they would have been starved to death; they had evidently broken away at the junction of the Valley and Main Road, strayed down the Valley and I put them in a paddock where they could get something to eat. I also put an ochre mark on their heads so that I would know them if they became mixed with my own flock. I sent word to Te Ako that I had some sheep which perhaps Sergt. Kelly will verify.”

        
“Very well, I will ask Sergeant Kelly to come into the witness box again,” said the Magistrate.

        
Sergeant Kelly took the witness stand again.

        
“Was there anything else of a suspicious nature about the accused's farm? “asked the Magistrate.

        
“The only thing I noticed, sir, was an extraordinary number of bones in the pig runs. I drew accused's attention to this. His reply was that he had bought every bone the Maoris could supply. They were put in the pig runs to bleach, which saved gathering from two places when ready for milling. The Maoris verified having sold bones to the accused.”

        
“Are there any other witnesses for your case, Sergeant Kelly?”

        
“No, sir, except the Chief Inspector.”

        
“Very well, call Chief Inspector Wallace.”

        
This witness could only confirm what Sergeant Kelly had sworn.

        
The Magistrate then asked the accused if he had anything further to show why he should not be committed for trial.

        
“There is nothing further I can add,” said Monty, “except to hand you these two letters from my neighbours. There are also the receipts for sheep I bought if you wish to see them.”

        
Having perused these the Magistrate returned them to Monty and said: “It seems you have lived from childhood near your two neighbours, Jeffreys and Chadwick, and they absolutely scout the idea of your doing anything dishonourable. There appears nothing in the past that would suggest your capability of committing an act so dastardly as sheep stealing. I cannot see that the evidence before me is sufficient to commit you for trial at the Supreme Court. You are therefore discharged. The evidence gathered by Sergeant Kelly left him no option other than to take the course he has done. There is some doubt as to your innocence in the matter and this very doubt, though not enough to commit you, must necessarily cast a cloud over you and make it hard for your friends. I may say that the police are still open to investigate the matter.”

        
(
To be continued).
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Among the Books
          
        

        
(By “

Shibli Bagarag.“)

        
A Literary Page or Two

        

Since the death of Lindsay Buick in February much has been written and said in praise of the man and his work. I would like to add a few words in appreciation of him as a friend. Lindsay Buick was a generous soul. No matter how busy or deeply immersed in his literary work he would lay aside his pencil and give his welcome advice to those who sought for it. Even when I met him a few days before he died and mentioned that I was reading his “The Moa Hunters of New Zealand,” he, knowing my partiality for autographed copies of books for my library, said he would, if I wished, call at my office and sign my copy. He received many letters from people of considerable account in the historical world abroad. These appreciative letters, taken in conjunction with many communications he received from early settlers in New Zealand, would make a most interesting volume.

        
* * *

        
I have a great admiration for our Ex Libris Society. In the face of serious difficulties it has endured for nearly a decade and every now and then has published brochures of considerable artistic interest. Why, they cannot even boast of an Ex Libris Society in England, and yet, in New Zealand, we have one that has outlived even the depression. The finest effort to date of our bookplate society is Brochure No. 4, which has recently been published. Of unusual and most artistic format it is a publication that will delight the heart of the bibliophile. Each book-plate is of New Zealand origin and is carefully mounted on brown paper with a frame of grey. Opposite each plate is a description telling to the last detail the points of the drawing, with apt quotation and perhaps a word or two of the artist and owner concerned. Only a super enthusiast like Johannes Andersen could have carried out this work with such artistry. The edition is limited to a hundred copies, and, like the three brochures preceding it, will undoubtedly be a collector's item.

        
* * *
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There has almost been a conspiracy of silence regarding Robin Hyde's book of poems “Persephone in Winter,” recently published by Hurst & Blackett. I have seen only one review. This is extraordinary, as it is one of the most striking collections of verse ever published in this country. I must be emphatic though on one point. Although I have a keen admiration for the art of “Robin Hyde” I do not agree with the sentiments expressed in several of the poems in this book. To many people in fact, some of her lines will be offensive. It must be remembered, however, that “Robin Hyde” is a rebel. Her antipathy to certain aspects of life is an obsession. At times her art of versification is fine, indeed. The lines are often white hot with the power of the words welded so perfectly together. Space will not allow me to mention in detail any of the eighty odd poems in the book. Even so, every poem is worthy of notice. One marvels at the genius behind their creator particularly so when we remember that in the last year or two “Robin Hyde” has had published three or four books and a multitude of newspaper articles. It seems that “Robin Hyde” must write to live and by that I do not mean that she has thereby earned enough money to allow her to live in comfort. I feel that the poor financial return she has had from her heavy labours has caused her to rebel in terms of words in the book I have so briefly discussed above.

        
* * *
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A recent photograph of the imposing main entrance to Wellington's new station.



        

        
At a recent auction sale of books in Wellington a young auctioneer's assistant was at times painfully embarrassed over the titles of the books he had to announce, there being no catalogue. At last he came to a title with which he was familiar. “Oliver Twist,” he announced, and then looking around proudly at the assembled bidders, he added loudly “by Charles Dickens.”

        
* * *

        
A further step in its practical encouragement of literary endeavour in New Zealand is shown by the New Zealand Women Writers’ & Artists’ Society, in the fourth issue of its publication, “The Quill.” Some of the work in the latest number is quite good.
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Through her story “Back Country Night,” Audrey King, in particular, shows promise. An eerie atmosphere is cleverly created in this story. During the year members of the Society have shown sufficient ability to win several literary competitions, a few have had contributions accepted by the “New Zealand Railways Magazine” and other publications, and at least two have been included in C. A. Marris's “Best Poems.”

        
* * *
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Reviews.

        
“George VI,” by Hector Bolitho (Eyre & Spottiswoode, London) establishes our celebrated New Zealand author as the leading royal biographer of his day. I should say this latest biography was a most difficult one to write, possibly as difficult as the much discussed “Edward VIII.” To present a sincere portrait of a reigning monarch requires some artistic diplomacy. Bolitho has, with considerable skill, revealed in the present King a very human, rather serious-minded and undoubtedly sincere man. Many new aspects of his character, and stories of his career are told, and we realise that our new King is, in spite of his quiet reserve, a lovable figure”. Every aspect of his personality is discussed. Occasionally the Duke of Windsor appears in the pages as a rather tragic and pathetic figure. Many fine illustrations illuminate the text.

        
* * *

        
“Bloomers,” by John Audrey (Angus & Robertson, Sydney) is a collection of faux pas from current journals, signs, posters and letters. Howlers, printers’ errors, etc., may all come under the generic term of faux pas and they are invariably retailed with great relish. Those who wish to add to their stock of unintentional humour will find plenty of new material in this book.

        
* * *

        
“Wednesday's Children,” by Robin Hyde (Hurst & Blackett, London) is just the type of fantastic novel that Miss Iris Wilkinson would write. This is really her first novel, for “Passport to Hell” and “Check to Your King” were really not fiction. “Wednesday's Children” is immensely clever, almost absurdly original and has wrapped up in it a fair amount of the atmosphere of New Zealand. Everybody will fall in love with Wednesday.

        
* * *

        
“Up To Sixteen,” by Lindsay M. Constable (Handcraft Press, Wellington) is a collection of verse for which the author, in a brief introduction, offers apologies. Apologies accepted.
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“Shibli” Listens in.

        
Gloria Rawlinson seems to have established a sales record for a book of verse. Eight thousand copies have been sold of her “Perfume Vendor.” Her first novel “Music in the Listening Places” will be on sale shortly.

        
A novel telling the simple domestic story of an Irish family that settled in Wellington in the Nineties is to be published shortly. The name of the author and other interesting details I hope to give next issue.

        
Ian Donnelly is now on the staff of the Timaru “Post.”
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Alluvial Gold
          
        

        

          
By 
E. T. 
Spidy
.
        

        
A description of the world's most modern gold dredging methods, and the construction of these monster machines in New Zealand.

        
(Superintendent of Workshops, N.Z.R.)

        

          

[image: A modern gold dredge In operation in California, U.S.A.]
A modern gold dredge In operation in California, U.S.A.


        

        

Gold! The allure of gold! Its fascination! Its value! The harder it is to get—the more intense are the efforts of engineers, scientists and others to wrest it from old mother earth.

        
And they succeed! Yes, they do— despite all difficulties. The old golddigger, of fifty years ago employed ways and means that were the methods of his day. Maybe he did just “scratch the surface” when judged on the basis of present methods, but for those days he did a very thorough job, and he pioneered the development of to-day's monster mechanical diggers. But today's problem is different, inasmuch as deep digging is the way to success, and in New Zealand at the present time we are constructing gold digging machines that dig 110 feet deep.

        
One must give figures if any appreciation of the magnitude of such machines is to be conveyed. Think of 110 feet in terms of height. Well, the modern gold digging machine, or dredge, as it is called, with its huge buckets, the whole structure floating in a pond of water about 500 feet long, operates below the surface of the ground to an equivalent distance in terms of depth. The pond usually has its water level 25 feet below the ordinary ground level, and the dredge digs out from under the water to a depth of 85. feet, thus making a total of 110 feet of earth, sand, stone, etc., all of which it carries on board, extracts the gold from it, and then dumps the waste material behind.

        
Now, the illustration at the top of this page gives one an idea of what a modern dredge is like. It shows a gold dredge in operation in California. This dredge has a line of digging buckets each of which carries up to 16 cubic feet of spoil. In general characteristics, it is very similar to the machines the Government have undertaken to fabricate in its Railway Workshops and erect on the sites selected on the West Coast of the South ‘Island, near Hokitika. All the other illustrations are photographs of the actual work of erecting, in progress, at Kanieri and Arahura, where the first two dredges are located.

        
The buckets of these two dredges are each of 18 cubic feet capacity, and are therefore larger than the first mentioned dredge. What this means will be appreciated by those who have had to shift a couple of yards of sand, or something similar, at one time or another. In the case of the dredges the buckets dump this spoil into the top hopper at the rate of twenty-one buckets per minute, and since each dredge is scheduled to work 550 hours per month, you can readily calculate the amount of earth lifted per year.

        
Each steel bucket alone weighs 21/2 tons empty. There are 107 buckets in the complete string, so you can readily calculate what they weigh altogether. Then, of course, there is the bucket ladder beam itself which weighs 240 tons. This beam carries the rollers for the buckets to travel on, and it is 161 feet long from the bottom pin to the top pin, and the total weight of steel hanging on the top pin is 480 tons.

        
It will interest those of a mechanical turn of mind to know that the “pin” referred to is 16 inches in diameter, 11 feet long, and weighs 61/2 tons.

        
If you should get tired of your mechanically minded young son's questioning, you could set him the following practice lesson. The digging ladders of a dredge of the dimensions (already given) requires to be installed on the dredge, and the pin of the dimensions (already given) placed in a hole located 42 feet above the deck of the dredge. How would you get it all in place—the items being on the bank and the structure floating in the pond. The maximum your crane can lift is only 12 tons. Figure it out! In the present case it has been figured out and the work is being done.
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On board the dredge at Kanieri—left. Mr. E. T. Spidy, and right, Mr. Colquhoun, Dredge Construction Engineer.
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Now, just a few other dimensions of the dredges the Railway Shops are building. From the tip of the digging bucket at the bow to the tip of the stacker ladder at the stern, measures 460 feet. The total weight of the Kanieri dredge in working trim will be 3,443 tons.

        
This new era of gold digging on a modern scale is different in many ways from all that has gone before. A gold dredge of the size of that at Kanieri, has over fifteen years solid work ahead of it, on six hundred acres of land, if it digs an average depth of only 78 feet.

        
Prospecting, as one generally apprehends it, is a thing of the past on jobs like this. It is to-day made successful by scientific methods.

        
The pontoon, or hull, of the dredge at Kanieri, is 186 feet long and 72 feet wide. The two main girders (inside the hull) that form the backbone of the whole construction, are 12 feet deep and 186 feet long.

        
A visitor to the dredge site at Kanieri seeing this huge structure floating in a small pond of water, about 250 feet square, would naturally wonder how it came to be there. When the dredge is working, of course, it is easy to comprehend that it digs its way forward and sideways, and then tips all the spoil behind it, that is, after it has taken the gold out, and the pond moves on with the dredge. The pond does not get any bigger—it simply follows wherever the dredge digs.

        
But in the first place, there is only bare ground, or more often, ground filled with innumerable tree stumps, bits of bush and so on. In our case, the Kanieri Dredge Company's Engineer took us to the burnt out ground, and showed us four pegs with bits of rag on them, and said: “This is where she has to be built.” In due course this 250 feet square section was dug out level, to a depth of 12 feet all over. It was then ready for us to erect the dredge on.

        
As the steel plates and girder sections from the mills arrived at Addington Workshops they were marked off, drilled, some unit sections were put together, and then they were shipped to the site. Erection was commenced on the bottom of this “pit” as it is


[image: A view showing the massive steel superstructure of the Kanieri Gold Dredge]
A view showing the massive steel superstructure of the Kanieri Gold Dredge




        
“I see from the papers,” remarked a veteran clubman, “that they're smoking more cigars in England now than for years past.” “They're welcome,” said somebody else. “I'd sooner have my old briar than the best cigar going.” “Same here,” chipped in the chap with the smart smoking cap, “nothing like a pipe—especially if it's crammed with ‘toasted’ — preferably Navy Cut No. 3” “I've never sampled ‘toasted',” said the veteran, “some thing extra special?” “Yes. In fact it's ‘toasted’ first and other brands amongst the ‘also ran'! Give it a go, Major, and as an old smoker, try Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead). It's full strength. Oh, and there's another toasted brand for the pipe—Cavendish—the sporting mixture, and two cigarette blends, Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold. You'd say they were imported if you didn't know better.” “Well,” said the veteran, “since they're all N.Z. grown and manufactured, you say, I suppose I can get them anywhere?” “Of course you can, old man, at any tobacconist's shop.” And they adjourned to the card-room for bridge.
*
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[image: Placing bottom screen bearings in position on the Kanieri Gold Dredge.]
Placing bottom screen bearings in position on the Kanieri Gold Dredge.


called, the two main girders being built first. Then, piece by piece, the structure took shape until the hull was ready to float—not launch, mind you, but float. This was done by diverting natural streams in the neighbourhood into the pit, the water rising in the pit until it lifted the whole pontoon, or hull, off its “pig-stys.” All other erection work is then done afloat.

        
In the fabrication of this dredge we must give credit where it is due—in this case to those concerned in the original conception of the scheme, to those who did the detail work at the main shops, right down to the boys from our own workshops who are doing the actual work of construction. It is a tribute to the accuracy of modern methods that the various pieces fitted together without a hitch.

        
It is one of the noteworthy achievements of a modern up-to-date dredge, that in dumping its spoil it puts the large stones on the bottom, the medium sized gravel next, and the fine soil on the top. Yes, I know that is a new one, and it is accomplished really quite simply. Just a question of sorting the tailings and having different dumping stations for the stones of different size. The same principle is used in sorting eggs. You see, the smallest gravel travels the farthest, and so lands on the top of all the large stuff. And all is done automatically.

        
Electric power — yes, the whole dredge is operated by electric power from a land line connected to the dredge. All the dredge machinery consumes power, and so boosts up another of our main New Zealand industries. For the connected load on the Kanieri dredge no less than 1530 h.p. is used. No comment is necessary in connection with that, is there, for one dredge?
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— When you think of the richest wheat and wool district in New Zealand

        
— You think of 
South Canterbury


        
— and 
The Timaru Herald that circulates to 97% of the people of South Canterbury.
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Spinning Wheels

 The First Public Passenger Train Over the New Napier-Wairoa Section.
        

        
(
By 

Warren Green).


        

Railway construction! How this marks the dawn of a new era for a country and the change from waste to productiveness for many a tract of land. The ceremony of opening a new line, of joining up the last section to weld together the great ribbons of steel across a country, has been performed many times in New Zealand, and it has always been an occasion for rejoicing. However, there is an even more momentous event in the history of a railway than the completion of the track—it is the running of the first public passenger train over the new line. In that train is embodied the fruition of all the plans and labours which go into the building of a railway, and the perfection of the work which has been undertaken.

        
So then, when on Saturday the 5th of February, 1938, a passenger train left Hastings to travel for the first time to Wairoa in the Northern Hawke's Bay, a distance of just over 90 miles, it was small wonder that the train was crowded with eager excursionists.

        
After a smart run to Napier, some twelve miles from Hastings, the train reaches the former railhead. Here an equally large crowd is waiting to entrain. Eight cars are added, and these are filled to capacity. The train, consisting of two locomotives, sixteen cars, and carrying 508 passengers, steams out of Napier a few moments after eight a.m. The interest of the passengers increases, for the train is now on the new line, and every passing vista is viewed intently. All are immediately reminded of the importance of the occasion, for at many points along the line there is a group of waving figures, and handkerchiefs are well employed in answering the greetings.

        
The first few miles of the line are flat, running beside the West Shore of Napier. The train pulls up at a wayside halt or two, to take on passengers, and at each of these there is a gay throng out to see it by. The richness of the country is at once apparent, for the rail begins to ascend the Esk River Valley, and, as the long chain of cars winds beside the river, many green and fertile farms are seen. The scenic value of the line will be a great asset. Beautiful pastoral and river views are obtained at this point. Past Eskdale, where the train again halts for passengers, the line winds steeper and steeper up the side of the valley which soon becomes a gorge.

        
One is then impressed with the engineering of the line, and as the train ascends, the river dwindles below and the hills stand out boldly. Electric light pylons straddle the peaks, and tiny homesteads nestle in the river reaches. Sixteen cars up this winding grade is a real load, but the locomotives have their task well in hand and the train goes steadily upward. After entering two tunnels the line changes direction, and then is reached one of the great scenic portions of the route. Plateau and headland, tilted blocks and peaks, all are strewn about indiscriminately, and the mountain boundary of the province is seen clearcut against the western horizon. The motor road from Napier to Lake Taupo is seen, far off and level with the railway, amid the tumbled mass of hills.

        
The excellent construction of the line in this difficult mountain section earns the deepest admiration.

        
The summit of the line is at Waikoau and here the train halts while the engines take water. The platform is filled with a merry-making crowd. Seemingly the entire population of the hamlet is out to watch our passing. How much larger will this district become when the benefits of the railway come into operation. Spinning down the other side, the mountain section is rapidly left behind and the first viaduct on the new line is crossed. This reminds everyone of the thrill ahead, namely the crossing of that great span, the Mohaka Viaduct, the largest in the Southern Hemisphere. Opening out in front are the rolling plains of Hawke's Bay, plains which will become doubly productive with the advent of the rail.
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At Tutira we again halt, for here is a construction camp, and a waving crowd fills the platform. Splendid rolling, grazing country is on all sides, and even in late summer the pastures are a verdant green. A tiny tarn gleams from a grove of trees. On we roar again, the long train snaking past homesteads nestling in the trees, while the sheep country stretches into the hazy distance. At every point it is the same. Waving groups of figures, the cheerful smiling faces, happy because the railway which they have watched growing before them is at last open for traffic.

        
The train flashes through Kahika and roars across another viaduct. It is still on the down grade and the cars whirl round the curves in a flurry of waving handkerchiefs and peering faces. Here is passed another construction camp, and the men who made the railway possible wave a greeting amid hearty cheers as we pass. Putorino is the next stopping place, and the same rolling sheep country, groves of trees and green crop lands are in evidence. After crossing a viaduct just out of Putorino, the train begins to climb once more and passes through a long cutting covered with native shrubs which thresh and ply in the draught as the train passes. At the end of the cutting is a long tunnel, and from it one passes into another tract of that undulating pasture land so typical of this part of the province.

        
Some more downhill bends past



manuka clad slopes, and the train comes to the edge of a great rift in the valley floor. It is the Mohaka River. Everyone stirs with excitement, and as the train rolls down another descent all eyes are straining for a glimpse of the mighty structure of the viaduct ahead. The locomotives whistle triumphantly, the train brakes hard on a bend, and there is the viaduct in front. The bottom of the gorge is invisible until one is actually on the bridge, and then, looking directly down out of the carriage window, a marvellous perspective of bright red girders stretching down for three hundred feet wheels slowly across the line of vision. The deep gorge stretches away to a bend, and a tiny road bridge, together with a cluster of absurdly small buildings, lie in the bottom beside the river. The train rumbles off the viaduct and stops to let the breathless excursionists view the giant as it straddles from brink to brink. Then away it goes once more past a construction camp, and commences the long descent to Wairoa. The line seems peppered with viaducts, and soon is crossed another Mohaka in miniature, with a vista of bush clad mountains before the train plunges into a cutting.

        
Still the undulating sheep country continues, and a glimpse of the sea is had at Te Hatau. Through another tunnel, and the valley begins to widen out toward the mouth of the Wairoa River. A finer river plain could not be had, and the pasture and crop lands divided by belts of trees wheel past as the train advances.

        
Now we are steaming into Wairoa. Motor cars full of waving citizens spin along beside the train, and the station yard is black with people. Cars hoot and hats and handkerchiefs fly as the long train brakes to a stop. It is immediately surrounded by an excited throng as the people swarm over this their first real train. The outward journey is complete.

        
Wairoa with its river is a picturesque spot. The most delightful scene is obtained by driving into the town across the motor bridge, turning to the left, and travelling along the main street with the busy shops on one side and the green banked river on the other.

        

          

[image: ]
        

        
The railway will shortly be completed to Gisborne, that centre of Northern Hawke's Bay, and Wairoa will then form an important and evergrowing stopping place on this railway route.

        
At six-fifteen the same evening the train draws out of Wairoa station on the return trip to Napier and Hastings. A dense cheering crowd is present, and the hooting of the multitude of motor cars almost drowns the roaring of the engines’ whistles as the train gathers speed. As before, the train is followed for miles by cars full of waving excited citizens until, gradually drawing ahead, it leaves the environs of Wairoa.

        
Although on the return trip the country is seen in a different perspective, one great feature is still apparent. This is the very marked fertility of the land. Also, there is something somehow different about the scenery in this province, and to anyone wishing to go on an unusual rail trip, they will find their wishes fulfilled on this section of line. The low rays of the setting sun now turn our train to silver and its smoke to star-dust, and as this is the time of day most conducive to melody, various groups throughout the long train commence community singing. All the way back the stations are crowded with spectators, and lines of waving, cheering figures are silhouetted on the edges of the cuttings. Even when it has grown quite dark, and the leading engine's headlight pierces the night and the car lights dance along the flying banks, they are there. Travel assumes a triumphant note in the darkness, and Napier is reached almost before it is expected. Here half the excursionists detrain and the remainder are soon roared on to Hastings. So ends the historic excursion to Wairoa, the herald of a regular train service throughout Northern Hawke's Bay and the usher-in of more prosperous times for that community.

        
Let us consider a few of the advantages of the new railway in this part of the country. Easier and cheaper transport of fertilisers will bring the improvement of pastures within the reach of all farmers. Quicker and cheaper transport of stock will increase the output of the sheep stations. Fruitgrowers will find that the faster transportation enables them to consign their produce to the furthest market without risk of loss. With the two main occupations of the province being thus catered for, the production of the land cannot help but increase. In addition, will come all the other benefits inseparable from railway transport. Ease of communication will enlarge its cities and increase its population. Greater intercourse with the rest of the country will broaden the opportunities of its people.
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Our Women's Section


Timely Notes and Useful Hints.
        

        

          
By 

Helen.
        

        

          

Novelties And Fashion-Firsts For Autumn.

          

            

Metal slide fasteners are definitely decorative. They sparkle with gold, silver or diamente, and zip up or down with the aid of a tinsel bauble, a tassel, a bunch of charms or of sports tokens. Autumn frocks are zipped right up the front, the zip serving for decoration as well as for use.

            
Fob watches, set in leather, hang from leather thongs with tassels.

            
Velvet cravats, usually in contrast colour, are tucked into the necks of autumn frocks. Perhaps a velvet belt accompanies. Sashes, of two- or three-tone combinations, are newer than belts.

            
Ocelot fur trimmings, rather leopardlike, are used for suit collars, lapels or bandings. And still more of a craze are ocelot fur-coats, usually of three-quarter length.

            
Black patent-leather collars, cuffs or pocket bandings are used for grey or black suits.

            
Hats—practically any of the new season's hats can be classed as novelties. If your prospective new hat looks like any hat you've ever worn before, toss it aside—it isn't new. But don't buy just anything. A hat with a deep shovel front may suit you, or, quite conservative, the brim turned up all round. Almost certainly, your hat will be very small. Very likely it will have a veil, but don't put up with the latter, no matter how fascinating, if it impedes eyesight. A rather ladylike sailor has two surprising feathers that make it look like a viking helmet. Hats, by the way, are pushed well off the face, and fit snugly, some of them, to the nape of the neck.

            
This impudent type of headgear, that London and Paris are offering us, is certainly responsible for the boom in the hairdressing business. Curls frame the face in long rolls. The top of the head is left flat, and the coiffure curves, halfshowing the ear, to a fair length at the back, where it is curled up or under. With a side parting, there may be a fat roll of curl on the opposite temple. Remember that hair is worn longer this winter.

            
Handbags? Choose a new shape. Patent leather is smart, alone or in combination. Dyed crocodile is showing. Black suede looks well (suede shoes too, of course) with your black cloth coat, or black, velvet tailored suit, or what you will in black. If you aim to follow the leaders of fashion into black, crave for a silver-fox fur. I don't know whether you'll get it, but there are imitation skins, with the silver “points,” to be had.

          

          

            
Outerwear.

            
I am wondering about waistlines. Autumn goods reveal a change. The slim waistline is there, but one notices an emphasising of the hip-line. What we have had in evening tunics, we now notice in woollen sweaters which are now long enough to demand neat hips. Even evening frocks, those of the corselet or cuirass variety, swathe waist and hips slimly, and, from the marked hip-line, sweep out in regal fulness. In some examples the “curiass” effect is aided by the metallic gleam of lame or sequins. So I think we can expect a gradual shifting of emphasis to the hip-line.

            
Don't consider last year's evening gown out of date. It isn't. There has seldom been a year when so many styles have reigned at once. The slim sheath with slit skirt, perhaps with floating scarves as a contrast, the bouffant, the Grecian draped, are equally à la mode. However, if you want to freshen up a slim gown, add, this season, a richly embroidered jacket, in gold or silver embroidery or in jewel-colours. Another little tip—fur banding is unusual and smart on evening frocks.

            
Suits are perennial, and, as usual, town suits are slim and perfect fitting, and country suits tweedy and boxy as to jacket. For town, try a velvet blouse. With black, have hat, bag and gloves in black suede.

            
Overseas, the short fur jacket or the fur cape seems to be even more worn than the full fur coat. Another favourite is the three-quarter coat in camel's hair, tweed or fur.

            
With your cloth coat, fur may accent the sleeves or the lower front closings. One gorgeous coat in a russet shade is banded with fur on both sides of the front closing. The flare of the fur from the belted waist-line is charming. This style is, I fear, for the tall and slim. On another model, a hidden pleat at each side gives an attractive swing as the wearer walks. With your coat, instead of a fur collar you may wear a detachable fur, or perhaps a cravat of lambskin (the latter popular also for three-quarter coats).

            
English knitting books have for some time offered companion patterns for jumper and cardigan. I think this an excellent idea, as, in very cold weather, both may be worn over a slim, short skirt. Separately, they are attractive, especially the cardigan over a neatly-tailored shirt blouse.
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Don't forget the dress and jacket, or three-quarter coat, ensemble. Your coat may be smartly banded with fur.

            
Remember that skirts are shorter and gored, and that bodices are soft, with gatherings or drapings.

          

          

            
Why Hibernate?

            
Now that we're settling down to the near prospect of hot-water bags, woollies, and winter evenings by the fire, we feel a sluggishness pervading our being. It's not only that bed remains desirable till so late in the morning, or that the family circle provides sufficient entertainment for the evening, but that imperceptibly our mental adventurousness is curtailed. We clutch our habits more closely to us, much as a bear settles himself up in a small, familiar den, in which he will sleep until spring. The warmth of habit!

            
In this settling-down process most of us feel, with the autumn-stricken trees, a touch of age. It is an annual emotion, but none the less, saddening for that. We are slower, less vital, than in warm summer. The very clothes we are buying are heavy, obstructive.

            
What to do about it? It's an individual problem and must have an individual remedy. If you like going to sleep for the winter, do so by all means. But if you hate hibernation, decide to benefit from what winter offers you.

            
With my own winter programme in view, I have some suggestions, obvious ones I admit, to make. The key-word is activity. Take stock, first, of your physical capacity. If you are in teens or twenties this is easy. Perhaps you still take part in organised games— hockey, basketball. You may be a golfer, and think thereby that you are getting sufficient exercise. But enough for a woman of fifty is not enough for you. If golf is your only game, at least make sure that you play it energetically. Walk briskly, and with regard to posture, between shots. You'll probably have to wait at the next tee, but that's better than dragging along like a brokendown cart-horse as I have seen some women do on the links. And when standing, do remember to have the weight evenly on both feet, the “tummy” braced in (not to the disadvantage of the posterior) and the head well up.

            
If you are near a rink, you no doubt skate—a graceful and exhilarating exercise. If you are beginning, it is well worthwhile to learn the fundamentals from an expert.

            
Dancing, too, is a useful as well as an enjoyable activity, provided that dances are not crowded too closely together to the detriment of rest. To feel the full physical benefit of the dance, correct posture must again be studied. Sit quietly by and watch your friends on the floor. Even among those you regard as “quite good” dancers, you will see some who hold themselves in ridiculously contorted attitudes. While criticising, you will wonder whether you too lean forward from the hips like a sawdust doll with a torn back, or arch way from your partner as though determined to look him straight in the eye and stand no nonsense. Where is your left elbow? Where is the weight of your body during the various movements? To set your mind at rest, dance beside a large wall mirror, or, better still, take a lesson or two from a highly qualified dancing instructor. The consequent improvement in balance will delight you.

            
In this activity budget of yours you have no doubt seized all available time at week-ends for sports. Very good!

            
But remember that a little a day is better than a lot in a lump. Walk when you can, and if possible unburdened. This applies specially to the housewife who makes “shopping” count as exercise. Free arm movement and a free stride go together (and don't forget the necessary width of skirt!). Weather conditions need not interfere with walking, as a hot bath and change of clothes on return avert any possibility of chill. A hot bath, of course, must be followed by a cold shower, or, if that is too drastic, by a gradual addition of cold water to the bath.

            
Week-end tramping is a splendid form of activity. Any constituted club is ready to welcome new members, to provide walks within their scope, and to give suggestions, or rather orders, concerning attire and weights and quantities of food.

            
For older people, who feel that a tramping club is a very strenuous institution with a predilection for hill-work, flat walking, in comfortable foot-gear and in warm but light clothing, is of great benefit. Get out of that weekend car habit! When I see fat dowagers sitting in closed saloon cars of a Sunday afternoon I am sorry for their doctors.

            
With physical activity well-planned and under way, you will be awake mentally, and able to take full advantage of concerts, lectures, discussion groups, art and craft courses, which add so much to the amenities of the winter season—and you'll be almost sorry to change later to summer activities.

          

          

            
Ironing Tips.

            
When ironing men's shirts, do the sleeves before the cuffs, as stiff cuffs make the rest of the sleeve hard to manage.

            
If you suspect that a frock has artificial silk in its composition, iron it on the wrong side with an iron that is not very hot. Take care that the ironing-blanket is smooth, as a wrinkle may cause a shiny mark on the frock. This may also happen if buttons, seams or pockets are on the underside.

            
Gored skirts are simple to iron, but remember to iron a seam at the same time as the breadth on each side. Thus one avoids unsightly seam puckerings or fulness.

          

        

        

          

Health Notes.

          

Now that we are verging on the treacherous months of the year, the subject of colds, coughs and chills cannot be ignored. Where children are concerned, special care is needed because colds frequently turn to bronchitis, and more serious illnesses are the direct cause of ill-health in later life. It is also necessary to keep children away from infection, as many of the infectious diseases of childhood are ushered in by a common cold.

          
We cannot emphasise too strongly the beneficial effects of an open-air life, as far as possible, which fits us to withstand the invasion of enemy bacteria. A clean, healthy body makes a poor breeding place for microbes.

          
Of course, a healthy body requires to be fed properly—no machinery can work to the best advantage unless it is looked after in a reasonable fashion. A machine that is not taken care of becomes “Junk” before its rightful
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span, so we ourselves become second-rate if we do not take care of our own particular machinery.

          
Simplicity is the keynote of health, and yet from disinclination or laziness we ignore the simple measures necessary for the maintenance of health— fresh air, exercise and nourishing food. Good health adds so much to the enjoyment of life that it is hard to realise how careless we are in endeavouring to keep our health at a high standard.

          
We all know our bodies require liquids—at a minimum three pints a day—but we neglect through laziness chiefly, to drink except at meal times; they require exercise, but we are really too bored to walk merely for the love of the walking. Fresh air is available to all, but we would no doubt be amazed at the low percentage of time spent in the fresh air.

          
In the above category we exclude devotees of tennis, swimming, golf, etc., because these pastimes compel them to spend a certain amount of time in the fresh air, but what happens when these games no longer enthral?

          
Clothing is also another important item. Do not coddle in cold weather, but do not go to the other extreme and court pneumonia in every suotherly gale. The sensible women know that there is a happy medium and invest in lightweight wool undies which are as dainty and slim-fitting as silk. With careful laundering they wear marvellously.

          
Spring, summer, autumn, winter, all have their particular charm. We are ready to welcome spring after the winter; summer after the vagaries of spring, autumn after the heat of summer, and winter with its cosy fires.

          
Imagine a winter without the common cold—no people coughing in shops, in trams, in theatres, etc. What is there to equal the enjoyment of frosty nights and mornings, the sense of well-being which arises in us as we breast a buffeting wind? But this is only the enjoyment of a healthy individual.

        

        

          

Recipes.

          

            
Soup.

            
Soup is most appetising during the colder months—in fact, regardless of the season it adds variety to the menu. It is nourishing, economical and easy to prepare.

            
To make meat stock, wash the meat and cut it into pieces. Put into cold water allowing about one quart to each pound of meat. Bring to the boil, and then simmer for four or five hours. Odds and ends of meat (cooked or uncooked), bones, ham bones, bacon rinds, etc., may be put into the stock pot.

            
The stock pot should be cleaned daily. No stock should be left to stand after being cooked. Strain and allow to cool before covering it in the safe. Unused stock should be boiled up every day. Stock for soup should be made the day before it is to be used so that all the fat may be removed.

            
Vegetables and flavourings should not be used until the soup is required.

            
Save vegetable water and add to the stock.

          

          

            
Pumpkin Soup.

            
Peel and slice pumpkin and one large onion. Cover with cold water or stock. Simmer gently until the pumpkin is cooked Remove from fire and mash until the pumpkin is free from lumps. Return to the fire and add one to two cups of milk and thicken with cornflour. Add salt and pepper to taste. Simmer gently for ten minutes. Just before serving, add one dessertspoon grated cheese. This soup should be the consistency of cream. Marrow may be used instead of pumpkin.

          

          

            
Vegetable Soup.

            
(1) Cut strips of vegetables about the size of matches and boil until tender. Put in the bottom of a soup tureen and pour the clear soup over them.

            
(2) Use grated carrots, onions, and parsley with any finely chopped green vegetables. Seasoning. Just cover with water and simmer gently until the vegetables are cooked. Serve without straining.

            
(3) Cut up vegetables (carrots, onions, etc.), and fry in butter until brown. Put in a saucepan with water and add rice or barley, pepper and salt to taste. Simmer for about two hours till vegetables are quite cooked.

          

          

            
Cockie-Leekie.

            
Boil a fowl (an old one will do quite well) in two quarts of water, or white stock, for three or four hours. Wash about six leeks and cut into half-inch lengths, put into the pot with salt and pepper to taste; cook for half an hour. A quarter of an hour before the soup is taken from the fire add eighteen stoned prunes.

          

          

            
Boiled Mutton with Caper Sauce.

            
1 3/4 lbs. breast mutton, 1 large peeled onion, dumplings, salt and pepper to taste, 1/2 lb. scraped carrots, 3/4 lb. sliced turnips, 1/2 pint caper sauce.

            
Wash mutton and place in saucepan. Cover with boiling water. Add salt to taste. Cover and boil fast for ten minutes. Simmer gently for 1 1/2 hours.

            
Uncover. Add sliced carrot, onion and turnip. Bring to a fast boil. Add dumplings. Cover and simmer for half an hour. Arrange meat in a hot dish, with vegetables and dumplings round. Use some of the liquor instead of gravy.

          

          

            
Dumplings.

            
Rub 1/2oz. butter in 6oz. flour sifted with 1/2 teaspoon salt and 1 teaspoon baking powder. Add 1/2 teaspoon parsley and 1/2 teaspoon crushed herbs. Mix with water to a stiff dough. Divide into small equal-sized balls, and cook.
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Novelties And Fashion-Firsts For Autumn.

          

            

Metal slide fasteners are definitely decorative. They sparkle with gold, silver or diamente, and zip up or down with the aid of a tinsel bauble, a tassel, a bunch of charms or of sports tokens. Autumn frocks are zipped right up the front, the zip serving for decoration as well as for use.

            
Fob watches, set in leather, hang from leather thongs with tassels.

            
Velvet cravats, usually in contrast colour, are tucked into the necks of autumn frocks. Perhaps a velvet belt accompanies. Sashes, of two- or three-tone combinations, are newer than belts.

            
Ocelot fur trimmings, rather leopardlike, are used for suit collars, lapels or bandings. And still more of a craze are ocelot fur-coats, usually of three-quarter length.

            
Black patent-leather collars, cuffs or pocket bandings are used for grey or black suits.

            
Hats—practically any of the new season's hats can be classed as novelties. If your prospective new hat looks like any hat you've ever worn before, toss it aside—it isn't new. But don't buy just anything. A hat with a deep shovel front may suit you, or, quite conservative, the brim turned up all round. Almost certainly, your hat will be very small. Very likely it will have a veil, but don't put up with the latter, no matter how fascinating, if it impedes eyesight. A rather ladylike sailor has two surprising feathers that make it look like a viking helmet. Hats, by the way, are pushed well off the face, and fit snugly, some of them, to the nape of the neck.

            
This impudent type of headgear, that London and Paris are offering us, is certainly responsible for the boom in the hairdressing business. Curls frame the face in long rolls. The top of the head is left flat, and the coiffure curves, halfshowing the ear, to a fair length at the back, where it is curled up or under. With a side parting, there may be a fat roll of curl on the opposite temple. Remember that hair is worn longer this winter.

            
Handbags? Choose a new shape. Patent leather is smart, alone or in combination. Dyed crocodile is showing. Black suede looks well (suede shoes too, of course) with your black cloth coat, or black, velvet tailored suit, or what you will in black. If you aim to follow the leaders of fashion into black, crave for a silver-fox fur. I don't know whether you'll get it, but there are imitation skins, with the silver “points,” to be had.

          

          

            
Outerwear.

            
I am wondering about waistlines. Autumn goods reveal a change. The slim waistline is there, but one notices an emphasising of the hip-line. What we have had in evening tunics, we now notice in woollen sweaters which are now long enough to demand neat hips. Even evening frocks, those of the corselet or cuirass variety, swathe waist and hips slimly, and, from the marked hip-line, sweep out in regal fulness. In some examples the “curiass” effect is aided by the metallic gleam of lame or sequins. So I think we can expect a gradual shifting of emphasis to the hip-line.

            
Don't consider last year's evening gown out of date. It isn't. There has seldom been a year when so many styles have reigned at once. The slim sheath with slit skirt, perhaps with floating scarves as a contrast, the bouffant, the Grecian draped, are equally à la mode. However, if you want to freshen up a slim gown, add, this season, a richly embroidered jacket, in gold or silver embroidery or in jewel-colours. Another little tip—fur banding is unusual and smart on evening frocks.

            
Suits are perennial, and, as usual, town suits are slim and perfect fitting, and country suits tweedy and boxy as to jacket. For town, try a velvet blouse. With black, have hat, bag and gloves in black suede.

            
Overseas, the short fur jacket or the fur cape seems to be even more worn than the full fur coat. Another favourite is the three-quarter coat in camel's hair, tweed or fur.

            
With your cloth coat, fur may accent the sleeves or the lower front closings. One gorgeous coat in a russet shade is banded with fur on both sides of the front closing. The flare of the fur from the belted waist-line is charming. This style is, I fear, for the tall and slim. On another model, a hidden pleat at each side gives an attractive swing as the wearer walks. With your coat, instead of a fur collar you may wear a detachable fur, or perhaps a cravat of lambskin (the latter popular also for three-quarter coats).

            
English knitting books have for some time offered companion patterns for jumper and cardigan. I think this an excellent idea, as, in very cold weather, both may be worn over a slim, short skirt. Separately, they are attractive, especially the cardigan over a neatly-tailored shirt blouse.
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Don't forget the dress and jacket, or three-quarter coat, ensemble. Your coat may be smartly banded with fur.

            
Remember that skirts are shorter and gored, and that bodices are soft, with gatherings or drapings.

          

          

            
Why Hibernate?

            
Now that we're settling down to the near prospect of hot-water bags, woollies, and winter evenings by the fire, we feel a sluggishness pervading our being. It's not only that bed remains desirable till so late in the morning, or that the family circle provides sufficient entertainment for the evening, but that imperceptibly our mental adventurousness is curtailed. We clutch our habits more closely to us, much as a bear settles himself up in a small, familiar den, in which he will sleep until spring. The warmth of habit!

            
In this settling-down process most of us feel, with the autumn-stricken trees, a touch of age. It is an annual emotion, but none the less, saddening for that. We are slower, less vital, than in warm summer. The very clothes we are buying are heavy, obstructive.

            
What to do about it? It's an individual problem and must have an individual remedy. If you like going to sleep for the winter, do so by all means. But if you hate hibernation, decide to benefit from what winter offers you.

            
With my own winter programme in view, I have some suggestions, obvious ones I admit, to make. The key-word is activity. Take stock, first, of your physical capacity. If you are in teens or twenties this is easy. Perhaps you still take part in organised games— hockey, basketball. You may be a golfer, and think thereby that you are getting sufficient exercise. But enough for a woman of fifty is not enough for you. If golf is your only game, at least make sure that you play it energetically. Walk briskly, and with regard to posture, between shots. You'll probably have to wait at the next tee, but that's better than dragging along like a brokendown cart-horse as I have seen some women do on the links. And when standing, do remember to have the weight evenly on both feet, the “tummy” braced in (not to the disadvantage of the posterior) and the head well up.

            
If you are near a rink, you no doubt skate—a graceful and exhilarating exercise. If you are beginning, it is well worthwhile to learn the fundamentals from an expert.

            
Dancing, too, is a useful as well as an enjoyable activity, provided that dances are not crowded too closely together to the detriment of rest. To feel the full physical benefit of the dance, correct posture must again be studied. Sit quietly by and watch your friends on the floor. Even among those you regard as “quite good” dancers, you will see some who hold themselves in ridiculously contorted attitudes. While criticising, you will wonder whether you too lean forward from the hips like a sawdust doll with a torn back, or arch way from your partner as though determined to look him straight in the eye and stand no nonsense. Where is your left elbow? Where is the weight of your body during the various movements? To set your mind at rest, dance beside a large wall mirror, or, better still, take a lesson or two from a highly qualified dancing instructor. The consequent improvement in balance will delight you.

            
In this activity budget of yours you have no doubt seized all available time at week-ends for sports. Very good!

            
But remember that a little a day is better than a lot in a lump. Walk when you can, and if possible unburdened. This applies specially to the housewife who makes “shopping” count as exercise. Free arm movement and a free stride go together (and don't forget the necessary width of skirt!). Weather conditions need not interfere with walking, as a hot bath and change of clothes on return avert any possibility of chill. A hot bath, of course, must be followed by a cold shower, or, if that is too drastic, by a gradual addition of cold water to the bath.

            
Week-end tramping is a splendid form of activity. Any constituted club is ready to welcome new members, to provide walks within their scope, and to give suggestions, or rather orders, concerning attire and weights and quantities of food.

            
For older people, who feel that a tramping club is a very strenuous institution with a predilection for hill-work, flat walking, in comfortable foot-gear and in warm but light clothing, is of great benefit. Get out of that weekend car habit! When I see fat dowagers sitting in closed saloon cars of a Sunday afternoon I am sorry for their doctors.

            
With physical activity well-planned and under way, you will be awake mentally, and able to take full advantage of concerts, lectures, discussion groups, art and craft courses, which add so much to the amenities of the winter season—and you'll be almost sorry to change later to summer activities.

          

          

            
Ironing Tips.

            
When ironing men's shirts, do the sleeves before the cuffs, as stiff cuffs make the rest of the sleeve hard to manage.

            
If you suspect that a frock has artificial silk in its composition, iron it on the wrong side with an iron that is not very hot. Take care that the ironing-blanket is smooth, as a wrinkle may cause a shiny mark on the frock. This may also happen if buttons, seams or pockets are on the underside.

            
Gored skirts are simple to iron, but remember to iron a seam at the same time as the breadth on each side. Thus one avoids unsightly seam puckerings or fulness.
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Metal slide fasteners are definitely decorative. They sparkle with gold, silver or diamente, and zip up or down with the aid of a tinsel bauble, a tassel, a bunch of charms or of sports tokens. Autumn frocks are zipped right up the front, the zip serving for decoration as well as for use.

            
Fob watches, set in leather, hang from leather thongs with tassels.

            
Velvet cravats, usually in contrast colour, are tucked into the necks of autumn frocks. Perhaps a velvet belt accompanies. Sashes, of two- or three-tone combinations, are newer than belts.

            
Ocelot fur trimmings, rather leopardlike, are used for suit collars, lapels or bandings. And still more of a craze are ocelot fur-coats, usually of three-quarter length.

            
Black patent-leather collars, cuffs or pocket bandings are used for grey or black suits.

            
Hats—practically any of the new season's hats can be classed as novelties. If your prospective new hat looks like any hat you've ever worn before, toss it aside—it isn't new. But don't buy just anything. A hat with a deep shovel front may suit you, or, quite conservative, the brim turned up all round. Almost certainly, your hat will be very small. Very likely it will have a veil, but don't put up with the latter, no matter how fascinating, if it impedes eyesight. A rather ladylike sailor has two surprising feathers that make it look like a viking helmet. Hats, by the way, are pushed well off the face, and fit snugly, some of them, to the nape of the neck.

            
This impudent type of headgear, that London and Paris are offering us, is certainly responsible for the boom in the hairdressing business. Curls frame the face in long rolls. The top of the head is left flat, and the coiffure curves, halfshowing the ear, to a fair length at the back, where it is curled up or under. With a side parting, there may be a fat roll of curl on the opposite temple. Remember that hair is worn longer this winter.

            
Handbags? Choose a new shape. Patent leather is smart, alone or in combination. Dyed crocodile is showing. Black suede looks well (suede shoes too, of course) with your black cloth coat, or black, velvet tailored suit, or what you will in black. If you aim to follow the leaders of fashion into black, crave for a silver-fox fur. I don't know whether you'll get it, but there are imitation skins, with the silver “points,” to be had.
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Outerwear.

            
I am wondering about waistlines. Autumn goods reveal a change. The slim waistline is there, but one notices an emphasising of the hip-line. What we have had in evening tunics, we now notice in woollen sweaters which are now long enough to demand neat hips. Even evening frocks, those of the corselet or cuirass variety, swathe waist and hips slimly, and, from the marked hip-line, sweep out in regal fulness. In some examples the “curiass” effect is aided by the metallic gleam of lame or sequins. So I think we can expect a gradual shifting of emphasis to the hip-line.

            
Don't consider last year's evening gown out of date. It isn't. There has seldom been a year when so many styles have reigned at once. The slim sheath with slit skirt, perhaps with floating scarves as a contrast, the bouffant, the Grecian draped, are equally à la mode. However, if you want to freshen up a slim gown, add, this season, a richly embroidered jacket, in gold or silver embroidery or in jewel-colours. Another little tip—fur banding is unusual and smart on evening frocks.

            
Suits are perennial, and, as usual, town suits are slim and perfect fitting, and country suits tweedy and boxy as to jacket. For town, try a velvet blouse. With black, have hat, bag and gloves in black suede.

            
Overseas, the short fur jacket or the fur cape seems to be even more worn than the full fur coat. Another favourite is the three-quarter coat in camel's hair, tweed or fur.

            
With your cloth coat, fur may accent the sleeves or the lower front closings. One gorgeous coat in a russet shade is banded with fur on both sides of the front closing. The flare of the fur from the belted waist-line is charming. This style is, I fear, for the tall and slim. On another model, a hidden pleat at each side gives an attractive swing as the wearer walks. With your coat, instead of a fur collar you may wear a detachable fur, or perhaps a cravat of lambskin (the latter popular also for three-quarter coats).

            
English knitting books have for some time offered companion patterns for jumper and cardigan. I think this an excellent idea, as, in very cold weather, both may be worn over a slim, short skirt. Separately, they are attractive, especially the cardigan over a neatly-tailored shirt blouse.
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Don't forget the dress and jacket, or three-quarter coat, ensemble. Your coat may be smartly banded with fur.

            
Remember that skirts are shorter and gored, and that bodices are soft, with gatherings or drapings.
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For older people, who feel that a tramping club is a very strenuous institution with a predilection for hill-work, flat walking, in comfortable foot-gear and in warm but light clothing, is of great benefit. Get out of that weekend car habit! When I see fat dowagers sitting in closed saloon cars of a Sunday afternoon I am sorry for their doctors.

            
With physical activity well-planned and under way, you will be awake mentally, and able to take full advantage of concerts, lectures, discussion groups, art and craft courses, which add so much to the amenities of the winter season—and you'll be almost sorry to change later to summer activities.
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Health Notes.

          

Now that we are verging on the treacherous months of the year, the subject of colds, coughs and chills cannot be ignored. Where children are concerned, special care is needed because colds frequently turn to bronchitis, and more serious illnesses are the direct cause of ill-health in later life. It is also necessary to keep children away from infection, as many of the infectious diseases of childhood are ushered in by a common cold.

          
We cannot emphasise too strongly the beneficial effects of an open-air life, as far as possible, which fits us to withstand the invasion of enemy bacteria. A clean, healthy body makes a poor breeding place for microbes.

          
Of course, a healthy body requires to be fed properly—no machinery can work to the best advantage unless it is looked after in a reasonable fashion. A machine that is not taken care of becomes “Junk” before its rightful
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span, so we ourselves become second-rate if we do not take care of our own particular machinery.

          
Simplicity is the keynote of health, and yet from disinclination or laziness we ignore the simple measures necessary for the maintenance of health— fresh air, exercise and nourishing food. Good health adds so much to the enjoyment of life that it is hard to realise how careless we are in endeavouring to keep our health at a high standard.

          
We all know our bodies require liquids—at a minimum three pints a day—but we neglect through laziness chiefly, to drink except at meal times; they require exercise, but we are really too bored to walk merely for the love of the walking. Fresh air is available to all, but we would no doubt be amazed at the low percentage of time spent in the fresh air.

          
In the above category we exclude devotees of tennis, swimming, golf, etc., because these pastimes compel them to spend a certain amount of time in the fresh air, but what happens when these games no longer enthral?

          
Clothing is also another important item. Do not coddle in cold weather, but do not go to the other extreme and court pneumonia in every suotherly gale. The sensible women know that there is a happy medium and invest in lightweight wool undies which are as dainty and slim-fitting as silk. With careful laundering they wear marvellously.

          
Spring, summer, autumn, winter, all have their particular charm. We are ready to welcome spring after the winter; summer after the vagaries of spring, autumn after the heat of summer, and winter with its cosy fires.

          
Imagine a winter without the common cold—no people coughing in shops, in trams, in theatres, etc. What is there to equal the enjoyment of frosty nights and mornings, the sense of well-being which arises in us as we breast a buffeting wind? But this is only the enjoyment of a healthy individual.
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Recipes.

          

            
Soup.

            
Soup is most appetising during the colder months—in fact, regardless of the season it adds variety to the menu. It is nourishing, economical and easy to prepare.

            
To make meat stock, wash the meat and cut it into pieces. Put into cold water allowing about one quart to each pound of meat. Bring to the boil, and then simmer for four or five hours. Odds and ends of meat (cooked or uncooked), bones, ham bones, bacon rinds, etc., may be put into the stock pot.

            
The stock pot should be cleaned daily. No stock should be left to stand after being cooked. Strain and allow to cool before covering it in the safe. Unused stock should be boiled up every day. Stock for soup should be made the day before it is to be used so that all the fat may be removed.

            
Vegetables and flavourings should not be used until the soup is required.

            
Save vegetable water and add to the stock.

          

          

            
Pumpkin Soup.

            
Peel and slice pumpkin and one large onion. Cover with cold water or stock. Simmer gently until the pumpkin is cooked Remove from fire and mash until the pumpkin is free from lumps. Return to the fire and add one to two cups of milk and thicken with cornflour. Add salt and pepper to taste. Simmer gently for ten minutes. Just before serving, add one dessertspoon grated cheese. This soup should be the consistency of cream. Marrow may be used instead of pumpkin.

          

          

            
Vegetable Soup.

            
(1) Cut strips of vegetables about the size of matches and boil until tender. Put in the bottom of a soup tureen and pour the clear soup over them.

            
(2) Use grated carrots, onions, and parsley with any finely chopped green vegetables. Seasoning. Just cover with water and simmer gently until the vegetables are cooked. Serve without straining.

            
(3) Cut up vegetables (carrots, onions, etc.), and fry in butter until brown. Put in a saucepan with water and add rice or barley, pepper and salt to taste. Simmer for about two hours till vegetables are quite cooked.

          

          

            
Cockie-Leekie.

            
Boil a fowl (an old one will do quite well) in two quarts of water, or white stock, for three or four hours. Wash about six leeks and cut into half-inch lengths, put into the pot with salt and pepper to taste; cook for half an hour. A quarter of an hour before the soup is taken from the fire add eighteen stoned prunes.

          

          

            
Boiled Mutton with Caper Sauce.

            
1 3/4 lbs. breast mutton, 1 large peeled onion, dumplings, salt and pepper to taste, 1/2 lb. scraped carrots, 3/4 lb. sliced turnips, 1/2 pint caper sauce.

            
Wash mutton and place in saucepan. Cover with boiling water. Add salt to taste. Cover and boil fast for ten minutes. Simmer gently for 1 1/2 hours.

            
Uncover. Add sliced carrot, onion and turnip. Bring to a fast boil. Add dumplings. Cover and simmer for half an hour. Arrange meat in a hot dish, with vegetables and dumplings round. Use some of the liquor instead of gravy.

          

          

            
Dumplings.

            
Rub 1/2oz. butter in 6oz. flour sifted with 1/2 teaspoon salt and 1 teaspoon baking powder. Add 1/2 teaspoon parsley and 1/2 teaspoon crushed herbs. Mix with water to a stiff dough. Divide into small equal-sized balls, and cook.
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Panorama of the Playground

 
The Empire Games In Retrospect

          
        

        

          
(Specially Written for “N.Z. Railways Magazine,” by 
W. F. 
Ingram
.)
        

        

          

It is unfortunate that on its athletes returning from the Empire Games, New Zealand should learn that the members of the team were not a happy family. Fortunately, investigation and heart to heart talks with team-members dispel the idea that friction was rife and that arguments were features of the tour.

          
Frank Grose, well-known cyclist and a much-travelled athlete while inclined to laugh at the story of discord, realised that the story could do a great deal of harm if allowed to pass uncorrected, and told me his impressions.

          
“I have been all over New Zealand with athletics and cycling teams, to England and Australia with Empire Games teams, and look forward to the Olympic Games in 1940 in the hope that I may once again be associated with such fine sportsmen, and sportsmen as in the team to Sydney this year.

          
“There were no ‘cliques.’ We were one big family at which Horace McCormick was the ideal head. Talk of trouble is sheer nonsense.

          
“Of course, some of the boys were high-spirited after their events had finished, and they were able to relax after serious training, but they observed the rules of the village—in bed at 10 p.m.—and if nine hours’ sleep wasn't enough, I think it was!

          
“The story about knotted pyjamas and ‘apple-pied’ beds should not be taken seriously. Personally, I seldom lie awake thinking about my race to come on the morrow, but some of the boys did, and I think that a little practical joking of this nature helped the athlete more than it hindered him.”

          
Sir James Leigh Wood, president of the British Empire Games Federation, told me at Christchurch that the “incidents” at the Games were magnified out of proportion.

          
“The behaviour of the New Zealand representatives was excellent. Your manager was the right man for the job, and he did not have to keep a tight rein on the members. I am sorry to read that a misguided youth has seen fit to rush into print, casting reflections on the sportsmanship of the other members of your team. Be assured, your boys and girls proved true representatives of a fine sporting country.

          
“And permit me to tell your readers of your great athlete, Cecil Matthews.

          
“Our three-miler, Peter Ward, was the one athlete we felt certain would win an Empire title. He had finished second to the Olympic champion a few months earlier at Oslo and had been invited to attempt the world record there this spring.

          
“Well, Ward ran his usual race; he kept in a handy position, knowing the pace to be fast enough, and, with a lap to go, I watched to see him put in his devastating finish. He moved up to Matthews when, to my horror— yes, horror!—Matthews went away from him. Down the back stretch Matthews must have covered the hundred yards in eleven seconds, and would have tested a sprinter!

          
“Well, you know that Matthews won, and won well. I went along to Ward and sympathised with him.

          
“‘No need to feel sorry for me, sir,’ replied Ward, ‘I was beaten, fairly and squarely by a better man and sympathy is not necessary.'

          
“That was the reply of a great sportsman—it was typical of the man, and typical of many other athletes at the Empire Games—but, somehow these incidents did not get the publicity their importance deserved. But it was, I assure you, the 
Real spirit at the Empire Games!”

          
* * *

          
Another high honour has been paid New Zealand—Cecil Matthews is the first New Zealand athlete to receive a special invitation from the English Amateur Athletic Association to visit England to participate in a track meeting. He has been asked to travel all the way from New Zealand but, wisely, has expressed regret that he deems it unwise to do any more travelling for a year.

          
Matthews, nowadays feted as the greatest distance runner produced in the British Empire, experienced a lean period after his Olympic competition in Berlin, and received more brickbats than bouquets—not that they worried him!— and is not anxious to undermine his health by excessive competition.

        

        

          
Amateur Athletics in Timaru.

          
Recently I enjoyed a holiday in the South Island, and spent a considerable time in Timaru, where I was amazed at the progress made in amateur athletics.

          
Entering Timaru by train I saw, for the first time, “New Zealand's cinder track.” A vacant portion of Ashbury Park has been drained and excavated, and a 440-yard cinder track laid down —the only proper cinder track in New Zealand to-day. This track has been built as the result of enterprise in a town in which amateur athletics were
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as “dead as the dodo” five years ago, and should serve as an inspiration to clubs in other towns.

          
Rail travellers from Christchurch to Timaru will see the track from their carriage windows, and before long the track should be just one of many to be seen in New Zealand.

        

        

          
New Zealand A.A.A's. Jubilee.

          
During March the Jubilee celebrations of the New Zealand Amateur Athletic Association were held in Christchurch, where, on July 28th, 1887, the New Zealand A.A.A. was formed at a meeting held in Warner's Hotel.

          
An extract from the “Lyttelton Times” of July 29th, 1887, reads:—

“In response to an invitation from the Secretary of the South Canterbury Athletic Club, delegates from different clubs in New Zealand met last evening at Warner's Hotel.

“The following were present: Bunny (Hawke's Bay), Blanchard (Dunedin), Anson and Cuff (Christchurch), Teschemaker and Rhodes (South Canterbury).

“The Southland Club wrote saying they would be pleased to join the Association, and would be bound by the decisions arrived at by the delegates. Auckland refused to join.

“Mr. Rhodes was voted to the chair and briefly explained that the object in view in forming the Association was the furtherance of athletics in New Zealand.

“It was resolved that the Association be called ‘The New Zealand Amateur Athletic Association.'


          
“A sub-committee was then formed consisting of the following:—

Messrs. Bunny, Cuff, Anson, Teschemaker, Clulee and Loughnan.

“It was resolved that a meeting of delegates be held on August 12th to frame rules, etc. Mr. Cuff was appointed secretary pro tem.”


          
Through the passing years, the New Zealand Amateur Athletic Association has had many days of lean and of plenty, but it has progressed until to-day it has more than 3,000 registered athletes.

          
A Jubilee luncheon was held in Christchurch on March 11th, and was attended by veteran champions and officials who pioneered the sport in the early days. They came from far and near to exchange anecdotes and renew friendships formed on the track and field. It did a young man's heart good to see the old-timers assemble to participate in the celebrations and watch the present day champions parade their wares.

        

        

          
Future of New Zealand Swimming.

          
In a conversation I had with the manager of the New Zealand swimming team to the Empire Games I was assured that big things may be expected in New Zealand swimming. As the result of the swimming at the Games, it has been learned that it is not necessary for swimmers to concentrate— as they have in New Zealand—on particular distances. The best swimmers at the Games were from Canada and England, and they do not do any sprint training until the last month before their competition. Their earlier training is comprised of long distance “leg work,” to develop the kick. Once this has been developed to the required degree, the swimmers have their final smartening-up process, and, as a result, are capable of competing in any races from 100 yards to one mile.

          
Tours of New Zealand by leading overseas swimmers are contemplated as is also the importation of a coach.

        

        

          
Team Work in Cycle Racing.

          
“When New Zealand sends cyclists away in future, the riders should realise that they are riding for their country first and their own glory second,” said Frank Grose, “veteran” cyclist to me, in Christchurch, a few weeks ago. “The English riders knew who their best man was, and all the riders in the English team helped him. This was also the case among the South Africans, and I honestly consider that had the wrong Englishman won, there would have been an ‘inquiry’ among the English riders!

          
“Our riders did their best to team, and I am proud to have been associated with such a fine bunch of cyclists, but we have lots to learn about real team work and unless we set about learning it we will always be at a disadvantage in big racing.”

        

        

          
An Excellent Club.

          
Those who have had the privilege of visiting the Pioneer Sports Club in Christchurch will readily agree that the fine club rooms overlooking the River Avon are a credit to the sportsmen of the Cathedral City. What a pity there are not more of such fine meeting places in New Zealand! The building is the headquarters of practically every sporting organisation in Christchurch, and during the New Zealand Amateur Athletic Association's Jubilee Championship Meeting was readily availed of by visiting athletes, who, one and all, expressed their thanks for the courtesies extended.

        

        

          
A Tribute to Boot's Trainer.

          
The athlete, be he boxer, swimmer, cyclist or runner, successful in winning championship honours is lauded to the skies, but seldom is a word of praise given his trainer—often a man who has devoted hours of time to fit his charge for the strenuous competition.

          
And that is why Pat Boot, hero of the half-mile at the Empire Games, treasures a cable he received from A. L. Fitch, the American athletic coach, who sent the following message to him in Sydney: “Congratulations to self and trainer on excellent run.” Fitch included the trainer! Boot's trainer, Arthur Drury, a professional athlete of renown ten years ago, is, in my opinion, the best trainer New Zealand has had in years. He takes a personal interest in each athlete under his care and learns their little whims. He does not train two men alike, but he certainly gets the results. He has trained winners of New Zealand cash titles in all events from 100 yards to one mile, and from 440 yards to one mile in New Zealand amateur championships. At the present time he has his eyes on an athlete with whom he hopes to win the 100 and 220 yards New Zealand amateur titles and so complete the list in both codes! Boot has asked me to publicly acknowledge through these columns, the assistance rendered him by Arthur Drury.

        

        

          
A True Sportsman Passes.

          
There passed away last month, L. T. Cobcroft, an outstanding personality in the New Zealand cricketing world. “Cobby,” as he was known far and wide, had the distinction of captaining teams from New South Wales and New Zealand, and there were few finer coaches in the Dominion.

          
He did most of his coaching among schoolboys, and never sought to bask in the limelight which was theirs in later years.

          
A true sportsman!
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It is unfortunate that on its athletes returning from the Empire Games, New Zealand should learn that the members of the team were not a happy family. Fortunately, investigation and heart to heart talks with team-members dispel the idea that friction was rife and that arguments were features of the tour.

          
Frank Grose, well-known cyclist and a much-travelled athlete while inclined to laugh at the story of discord, realised that the story could do a great deal of harm if allowed to pass uncorrected, and told me his impressions.

          
“I have been all over New Zealand with athletics and cycling teams, to England and Australia with Empire Games teams, and look forward to the Olympic Games in 1940 in the hope that I may once again be associated with such fine sportsmen, and sportsmen as in the team to Sydney this year.

          
“There were no ‘cliques.’ We were one big family at which Horace McCormick was the ideal head. Talk of trouble is sheer nonsense.

          
“Of course, some of the boys were high-spirited after their events had finished, and they were able to relax after serious training, but they observed the rules of the village—in bed at 10 p.m.—and if nine hours’ sleep wasn't enough, I think it was!

          
“The story about knotted pyjamas and ‘apple-pied’ beds should not be taken seriously. Personally, I seldom lie awake thinking about my race to come on the morrow, but some of the boys did, and I think that a little practical joking of this nature helped the athlete more than it hindered him.”

          
Sir James Leigh Wood, president of the British Empire Games Federation, told me at Christchurch that the “incidents” at the Games were magnified out of proportion.

          
“The behaviour of the New Zealand representatives was excellent. Your manager was the right man for the job, and he did not have to keep a tight rein on the members. I am sorry to read that a misguided youth has seen fit to rush into print, casting reflections on the sportsmanship of the other members of your team. Be assured, your boys and girls proved true representatives of a fine sporting country.

          
“And permit me to tell your readers of your great athlete, Cecil Matthews.

          
“Our three-miler, Peter Ward, was the one athlete we felt certain would win an Empire title. He had finished second to the Olympic champion a few months earlier at Oslo and had been invited to attempt the world record there this spring.

          
“Well, Ward ran his usual race; he kept in a handy position, knowing the pace to be fast enough, and, with a lap to go, I watched to see him put in his devastating finish. He moved up to Matthews when, to my horror— yes, horror!—Matthews went away from him. Down the back stretch Matthews must have covered the hundred yards in eleven seconds, and would have tested a sprinter!

          
“Well, you know that Matthews won, and won well. I went along to Ward and sympathised with him.

          
“‘No need to feel sorry for me, sir,’ replied Ward, ‘I was beaten, fairly and squarely by a better man and sympathy is not necessary.'

          
“That was the reply of a great sportsman—it was typical of the man, and typical of many other athletes at the Empire Games—but, somehow these incidents did not get the publicity their importance deserved. But it was, I assure you, the 
Real spirit at the Empire Games!”

          
* * *

          
Another high honour has been paid New Zealand—Cecil Matthews is the first New Zealand athlete to receive a special invitation from the English Amateur Athletic Association to visit England to participate in a track meeting. He has been asked to travel all the way from New Zealand but, wisely, has expressed regret that he deems it unwise to do any more travelling for a year.

          
Matthews, nowadays feted as the greatest distance runner produced in the British Empire, experienced a lean period after his Olympic competition in Berlin, and received more brickbats than bouquets—not that they worried him!— and is not anxious to undermine his health by excessive competition.
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Amateur Athletics in Timaru.

          
Recently I enjoyed a holiday in the South Island, and spent a considerable time in Timaru, where I was amazed at the progress made in amateur athletics.

          
Entering Timaru by train I saw, for the first time, “New Zealand's cinder track.” A vacant portion of Ashbury Park has been drained and excavated, and a 440-yard cinder track laid down —the only proper cinder track in New Zealand to-day. This track has been built as the result of enterprise in a town in which amateur athletics were


[image: ]



as “dead as the dodo” five years ago, and should serve as an inspiration to clubs in other towns.

          
Rail travellers from Christchurch to Timaru will see the track from their carriage windows, and before long the track should be just one of many to be seen in New Zealand.
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New Zealand A.A.A's. Jubilee.

          
During March the Jubilee celebrations of the New Zealand Amateur Athletic Association were held in Christchurch, where, on July 28th, 1887, the New Zealand A.A.A. was formed at a meeting held in Warner's Hotel.

          
An extract from the “Lyttelton Times” of July 29th, 1887, reads:—

“In response to an invitation from the Secretary of the South Canterbury Athletic Club, delegates from different clubs in New Zealand met last evening at Warner's Hotel.

“The following were present: Bunny (Hawke's Bay), Blanchard (Dunedin), Anson and Cuff (Christchurch), Teschemaker and Rhodes (South Canterbury).

“The Southland Club wrote saying they would be pleased to join the Association, and would be bound by the decisions arrived at by the delegates. Auckland refused to join.

“Mr. Rhodes was voted to the chair and briefly explained that the object in view in forming the Association was the furtherance of athletics in New Zealand.

“It was resolved that the Association be called ‘The New Zealand Amateur Athletic Association.'


          
“A sub-committee was then formed consisting of the following:—

Messrs. Bunny, Cuff, Anson, Teschemaker, Clulee and Loughnan.

“It was resolved that a meeting of delegates be held on August 12th to frame rules, etc. Mr. Cuff was appointed secretary pro tem.”


          
Through the passing years, the New Zealand Amateur Athletic Association has had many days of lean and of plenty, but it has progressed until to-day it has more than 3,000 registered athletes.

          
A Jubilee luncheon was held in Christchurch on March 11th, and was attended by veteran champions and officials who pioneered the sport in the early days. They came from far and near to exchange anecdotes and renew friendships formed on the track and field. It did a young man's heart good to see the old-timers assemble to participate in the celebrations and watch the present day champions parade their wares.
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Future of New Zealand Swimming.

          
In a conversation I had with the manager of the New Zealand swimming team to the Empire Games I was assured that big things may be expected in New Zealand swimming. As the result of the swimming at the Games, it has been learned that it is not necessary for swimmers to concentrate— as they have in New Zealand—on particular distances. The best swimmers at the Games were from Canada and England, and they do not do any sprint training until the last month before their competition. Their earlier training is comprised of long distance “leg work,” to develop the kick. Once this has been developed to the required degree, the swimmers have their final smartening-up process, and, as a result, are capable of competing in any races from 100 yards to one mile.

          
Tours of New Zealand by leading overseas swimmers are contemplated as is also the importation of a coach.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 13, Issue 1 (April 1, 1938.)

Team Work in Cycle Racing



          
Team Work in Cycle Racing.

          
“When New Zealand sends cyclists away in future, the riders should realise that they are riding for their country first and their own glory second,” said Frank Grose, “veteran” cyclist to me, in Christchurch, a few weeks ago. “The English riders knew who their best man was, and all the riders in the English team helped him. This was also the case among the South Africans, and I honestly consider that had the wrong Englishman won, there would have been an ‘inquiry’ among the English riders!

          
“Our riders did their best to team, and I am proud to have been associated with such a fine bunch of cyclists, but we have lots to learn about real team work and unless we set about learning it we will always be at a disadvantage in big racing.”
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An Excellent Club.

          
Those who have had the privilege of visiting the Pioneer Sports Club in Christchurch will readily agree that the fine club rooms overlooking the River Avon are a credit to the sportsmen of the Cathedral City. What a pity there are not more of such fine meeting places in New Zealand! The building is the headquarters of practically every sporting organisation in Christchurch, and during the New Zealand Amateur Athletic Association's Jubilee Championship Meeting was readily availed of by visiting athletes, who, one and all, expressed their thanks for the courtesies extended.
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A Tribute to Boot's Trainer.

          
The athlete, be he boxer, swimmer, cyclist or runner, successful in winning championship honours is lauded to the skies, but seldom is a word of praise given his trainer—often a man who has devoted hours of time to fit his charge for the strenuous competition.

          
And that is why Pat Boot, hero of the half-mile at the Empire Games, treasures a cable he received from A. L. Fitch, the American athletic coach, who sent the following message to him in Sydney: “Congratulations to self and trainer on excellent run.” Fitch included the trainer! Boot's trainer, Arthur Drury, a professional athlete of renown ten years ago, is, in my opinion, the best trainer New Zealand has had in years. He takes a personal interest in each athlete under his care and learns their little whims. He does not train two men alike, but he certainly gets the results. He has trained winners of New Zealand cash titles in all events from 100 yards to one mile, and from 440 yards to one mile in New Zealand amateur championships. At the present time he has his eyes on an athlete with whom he hopes to win the 100 and 220 yards New Zealand amateur titles and so complete the list in both codes! Boot has asked me to publicly acknowledge through these columns, the assistance rendered him by Arthur Drury.
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A True Sportsman Passes.

          
There passed away last month, L. T. Cobcroft, an outstanding personality in the New Zealand cricketing world. “Cobby,” as he was known far and wide, had the distinction of captaining teams from New South Wales and New Zealand, and there were few finer coaches in the Dominion.

          
He did most of his coaching among schoolboys, and never sought to bask in the limelight which was theirs in later years.

          
A true sportsman!
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Wit And Humour





        

          
Wit And Humour
        

        

          
Off the Rails.

          
A man who had been enjoying himself, not wisely, but too well, wandered up the railway platform to the signalbox door.

          
For some moments he gazed in stupefaction at the signalman pulling over the levers.

          
Then, gradually, a smile of understanding came over his face, and he exclaimed, “Mine's a beer!”

          
* * *

        

        

          
When Pain is Joy.

          
“Think of something very nice,” said the dentist as he started to drill, “then you won't notice the pain.”

          
The patient did not move.

          
“Splendid! What did you think about?”

          
“Well, I thought my boss was here in my place.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
After the Party.

          
Wife: “Aren't you ashamed to come home at this time of night—it has just struck one.”

          
Husband: “Don't be so foolish—it can't strike less than one, can it?”

          
* * *

        

        

          
A Housing Problem.

          
“That house I have taken from you,” said the dissatisfied tenant, “is horribly draughty. When I am sitting in the middle of the room my hair blows all over my head. Can't you do something about the windows?”

          
“Don't you think, sir,” replied the agent suavely, “it would be easier and cheaper for you to get your hair cut?”

          
* * *

        

        

          
The Remedy!

          
Doctor: “Show me your tongue again, please. Thank you; now keep it out till I've finished speaking.”

          
* * *
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When Pain is Joy.
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After the Party.

          
Wife: “Aren't you ashamed to come home at this time of night—it has just struck one.”

          
Husband: “Don't be so foolish—it can't strike less than one, can it?”
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A Housing Problem.

          
“That house I have taken from you,” said the dissatisfied tenant, “is horribly draughty. When I am sitting in the middle of the room my hair blows all over my head. Can't you do something about the windows?”

          
“Don't you think, sir,” replied the agent suavely, “it would be easier and cheaper for you to get your hair cut?”

          
* * *
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The Remedy!

          
Doctor: “Show me your tongue again, please. Thank you; now keep it out till I've finished speaking.”

          
* * *
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Depression Echo.

        
Guest: “Waiter, just look at this piece of chicken; it is nothing but skin and bone.”

        
Waiter: “Yes, sir. D'you want the feathers, too?”
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Dad's Day Out.

        
Willie: “Did you have a good time at the picnic?”

        
Jimmie: “Fine! Tommie got into a wasps’ nest, father fell out of a tree 
[
gap —  
reason: illegible] putting up a hammock, and 
[
gap —  
reason: illegible] ased by a bull.”
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[
gap —  
reason: illegible] Companions.

        
Statio
[
gap —  
reason: illegible]: “That pig cannot go in the carriage with 
[
gap —  
reason: illegible] It must have a special compartment.

        
Rustic: “Thank you kindly, sir, but there is no need for all that ceremony about my poor pig.”

        

          

[image: “Let's go over three at a time and muddle him up!”]
“Let's go over three at a time and muddle him up!”
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Modern Meals.

        

          
Teacher (at cookery class): “Now, in getting a meal, what is the first and most important thing?”

          
Class (in chorus): “Find the tin-opener.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Not Broken In!

          
Dealer: “Shall I send the clotheshorse you ordered?”

          
Customer: “Send it! Did you think I intended to ride it home?”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Wonders of the Mind.

          
Tom: “You couldn't lend me a fiver till to-morrow, could you?”

          
Dick: “What a thought-reader you are!”

        

        

          
Teaching a Husband.

          
A woman had not been feeling at all well. She decided at last to consult a specialist. “You are just a little run down, madam,” pronounced the great man, after making a careful examination. “You need frequent baths and plenty of fresh air. I would also advise you to dress in the coolest, most comfortable clothes. Remember, nothing formal.

          
The woman returned home.

          
“Well, dear,” asked her husband, “what was the specialist's opinion?”

          
“He said that I must go to the seaside, do a lot of motoring, and get some new dresses.” she replied.

          
* * *

        

        

          
Two for One Price.

          
Sandy (being shaved, at the village hairdresser's): “Just ance o'er the face, Rab.”

          
Rab: “But, why, Sandy? Ye ken, I aye put the razor o'er twice.”

          
Sandy: “Ay, ay, Rab—that's aricht. I'll come back an’ get ye tae dae it the second time at the end o’ the week.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
The Difference.

          
Mamma (dining out): “It isn't polite, Bobby, to smack your lips when eating. You never do that at home.” Bobby: “Cause we never have anything worth smacking over.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Cheap at the Price.

          
Customer: “But I can get that for twopence a pound cheaper at your rival's, over the road.”

          
Shopkeeper: “But look at the motors racing along the street. I am sure you would not risk your life for two-pence.”

          
* * *
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Mary and Jarge.

        
Mary: “When be ‘ee a-goin’ to ask Oi to marry ‘ee, Jarge?”

        
Jarge: “Now, Mary.”

        
Mary: “My, Jarge! This be turr'ble sudden—ee's taken Oi quoite by surprise.”
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Variety In Brief


The Empire Exhibition


Glasgow, 1938.


New Zealand Railways Exhibit.

        

          
On page 
13 we publish a photograph of the New Zealand Railways portion of the New Zealand Government's Exhibit for the Empire Exhibition at Glasgow.
        

        

          
The Railways exhibit consists of a central section with a moving panorama of New Zealand landscape, as seen from train and railcar, flanked by dioramas of sporting scenes of fishing and skiing. The arrangement of the moving portion was designed to ensure continuous working, all portions being very strongly made. This display has a length of 13 feet, with height 10 feet and depth 4 feet.
        

        

          
To the left and right of the central section are dioramas of the Raurimu Spiral and the Otira-Arthur's Pass Alpine section respectively. These each measure 10 feet long, 6 feet 6 inches, high and 3 feet deep.
        

        

          
Above the central section is a coloured light representation of the Department's “Safety, Comfort, Economy” advertising heading design. On either side of this are two oil paintings, one of the Otira road in the old coaching days and the other of the route with the electrified section of the Arthur's Pass-Otira railway. Above is an illuminated painting of Wellington's New Station, and the whole exhibit is surmounted by a bold glitter-faced caption, “N.Z.R. The Romance of Progress.”
        

        

          
The whole display has a smart, modern appearance, and the colour and lighting effects have been well applied to make a dramatic presentation of panorama and dioramas.
        

        
* * *

        
Mention was made in the daily papers recently of the price paid for the site of the city of Wellington. It included forty-eight iron pots. The only known one of these pots still extant, is one in the possession of Mrs. Warren, a fine old Maori lady of Motueka. It may be asked how she knows this to be the authentic pot, and the explanation is that heirlooms of any great event are treasured by the Maoris equally with the pakeha souvenir hunters, and such heirlooms are regarded as too sacred to lie about. As an example of this the following story of Turi is told: On one occasion, the Rev. Hammond, a Wesleyan Minister and a great Maori student, called on Turi, a Maori chief who was stated to have in his possession a paddle of the Atua, one of the first four canoes to arrive in New Zealand from Hawaiki. The Maori readily showed his relic and Mr. Hammond asked him how he knew it was from the Atua. Without replying, Turi took the paddle and wrapped it again in its many wrappings and replaced it in its former safe position. Then he spoke—sternly. “I did not ask you to come here. You did it to please yourself. Now you doubt the honesty of my ancestors. I will tell you how I know this to be the paddle of the Atua. My father gave this to me and told me it was the paddle of the Atua; his father gave it to him with the same story. I will give it to my son and he will know what I tell him is true. Now you will leave my house where you are no longer welcome and you will not return.” Mr. Hammond left, with no doubts as to the authenticity of the paddle. Though Mrs. Warren's iron pot has passed through very few hands compared with the Atua's paddle, she establishes that it is genuine, by the same method.

        
—C. McB.
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The French Railways.

        
World-wide interest has been aroused in the nationlisation of the French railways. There appears to be a certain amount of misunderstanding as to the reason for this move, so that it may be well to state that the situation leading up to this decision was a purely local one, and arose very largely from the serious inroads made upon the French railways during the Great War. In those strenuous years, 1914-1918, when, incidentally, the writer himself was engaged on military railway operations in France, huge slices of territory served by the Northern and Eastern railways were invaded, and prodigious damage done to railway property. In addition, these lines had to carry the enormous traffic of the war period, and maintenance work naturally was far below peace-time standards. Various schemes were tried out to cure postwar financial ills, but without success. At the end of 1936 the railway deficit stood at 22 milliard francs. Only by some such scheme as that recently decided upon could the French railways continue to carry on. While financial difficulties are acute, the French lines are technically unbeaten the world over. Locomotives and rolling-stock are of high standard, and way and works admirable in every respect. We look forward to the day when the French railways will regain their pre-war prosperity, especially those of us who have seen at first-hand how hard-working and efficient are one and all who go to form the French railway service.

        
—A. L. S.
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Railway Sixpenn’orths
Some Surprising Bargains !

Let Your Railways Help You






etexts/Gov13_01Rail/Gov13_01Rail051d(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov13_01Rail/Gov13_01Rail051a(h280).jpg
& Dottom screen bearings in_position
L





etexts/Gov13_01Rail/Gov13_01Rail051b(h280).jpg
CURES &z GFLASH,

1%~19~3%





cover.jpg
RAILWAYS

Magazine - - - New Zealand.

™ New Zealand’s
KEHU’S WHITE M,

THE BIRTH OF CANTERBURY (s, » National G2
DREAM PLACES - - - By s






etexts/Gov13_01Rail/Gov13_01Rail063a(h280).jpg
A






etexts/Gov13_01Rail/Gov13_01Rail019a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov13_01Rail/Gov13_01Rail019b(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov13_01Rail/Gov13_01Rail052f(h280).jpg
SOONER OR LATER

You will investigate the possibilities of
Northland (North Auckland) for settlement.

Already its population (in the seven most northern

counties) numbers 64606 people, and its revenue

from farming pursuits alone exceeds 4,000,000
per annum.

"The Northern Advocate"

(Whangarei)
Is the medium by which CONTACT is made
with the people.

P.0. Box 210 WHANGAREI Phone 2399 (2 lines)
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FIRST IN CIRCULATION
FIRST IN FEATURES
FIRST IN RESULTS

The Yress

South Island’s Leading Newspaper, is the
logical first choice of the advertiser.
A steadily increasing number of thoroughly
satisfied advertisers have definitely proved
that advertising in “ The Press” is a highly
profitable investment.
“The Press” the home newspaper—
The people’s first choice—
Cathedral Square, Christchureh, N.Z.
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Technical Books Cost Money

But for £1 a year you
can get individual advice,
up - to - date information,
markets, helps, news, and
recreation, etc., etc.

New Zealand Farmer Weekly

Published by N.Z. Newspapers Ltd., Auckland and Christchurch.

“The Ideal
Journal for the
Man on the
Land.”
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@The Sonthland Times

THE ONLY MORNING PAPER PUBLISHED
IN SOUTHLAND.

Audited Net Circulation, 9421,

Largest Circulation outside the four Chief Centres.

As approved by Association of N.Z. Advertisers.

Branch Office: Head Office:
Mersey St, GORE. Esk St., INVERCARGILL.
London Office: 56 Fleet Street.
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There is only ONE Golf Magazine
published in New Zealand

“New Zealand Golf Illustrated”

The offcial organ of the N.Z. Golf Association and the
Be in the fashion and become a subscriber.
The price is onlu 1216 per annum
Our instructional articles will improve your game.
Adiress: “N.Z. GOLF ILLUSTRATED,”
P.O.Box 1136 - - - - Auckland, C.L.
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Sooner or Later Rotorua
says HAEREMAI ! to
Everyone of Importance
And Everyone of Import-
ance says HAEREMALI !
to the ...

ROTORUA
e povivedl A - MORNING POST

WITH A NATIONAL APPEAL
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NEW ZEALAND’S
LEADING DAILY NEWSPAPER

The New Zealand Herald

R (ACKLAND) MRESERNE

Guaranteed Net Daily Sales Exceed

68,000 cuie

Proprietors:
WILSON & HORTON LTD.
Queen Street, Auckland.
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| DO IT THIS YEAR!

; «“THE TIMES”

|

(Manawatu Daily Times Co. Ltd.)
Box 92 - - PALMERSTON NORTH |
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Truth About Your Railways !

The More you Ride by Rail the More You
Save.

Going by Rail gives You Pocket Money
for Holidays.

Inter-Island Booking by Rail banishes
Bugbears of Transport.

Your Railways take the Fright out of
Freight.

Your Railways offer Cheap, Safe Delivery
for Parcels.
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@he Waikate Times

HAMILTON

The Times has an intensive circulation
throughout the Waikato District
—the richest Dairying District
of the Dominion.
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The BEST Mouth Organ in the World — The “BOOMER ANG ”
Do not buy inferior instruments but insist on a
BOOMERANG—the BEST. Made in 11 sizes:

1/-t018/6 : KeysA B D ETFGc OBTAINABLE

This Miniature u ANG™ Send for Catalogue to
N Dolaxe BONERANG J. ALBERT & SON PTY. LTD., 2-4 Willls Street, EVERYWHERE
Price, 10/6 — Posted, 11/~ O e T il .
The ‘Best Key—KEY ‘D" N.
oo e ame e

Printed by FERGUSON & OSBORN, LIMITED, Wellington.
‘Wholesale Distributors: Messrs. Gordon and Gotch (Australasia) Limited, Auckland, Wellington Christchurch and Dunedin.
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C.0.D. BY RAIL

PASS IT ON TO YOUR RAILWAYS
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Tho great Mohaka Viaduct on the East Coast Railway, North Tsland, New Zealand.
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'CHRISTCHURCH.™
The Leading Hotel of Christchurch, N.Z.

HOTEL FEDERAL

(Overlooking Victorla Bquare).
Excellent Culsine, and Bervice Becond to None fn New
Zealand. The bedrooms are large, well-ventilated, and
heated with Gas Fires, the majority being equipped with
hot and cold water. JAZY Room included on premlses.
Special Concessions to Rallway Bervants.

Phone 32-920. - - - P.0. Box 532
T. G. LEWIS, Proprietor.

When Visiting Christchurch Always Stay at the
HOTEL FEDEKAL.
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HOTEL DESCHLERS
K STREET INVERCARG]

Threo minuter walk from Rallway-stetion A home away
from home. Tourlsts and travellers speclally catered for.
Also Motor Unlon Hotel : Good Table, Good Service.
Box 857. Phone 300.
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CLUB HOTEL, TIMARU
“THE TRAVELLERS' HOUSE."
One minute from Station.

A superior Hotel at a Moderate Tariff.
Note for Express Train Travellers

The train stops for 8 minutes at Timaru; just time to
walk across the road to ‘have a quick one' at the Club.
M. McKENNA, Proprietor.
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ERTON.

PRINCE OF WALES
PRIVATE HOTEL 11  MASTERTON
Good Accommodation,
Concesslons to C.Ts. and Motorists. Garage next door.
Tariff: 10/- per day. "Phone 1524.

G. PRIME, Proprietor.
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THE EMPIRE HOTEL, Wellington.

Willis Street. Telegrams: Empire, Wellington.
RIGHT IN THE HEART OF THE CITY.
Spacious Airy Bedrooms. Telephones and Hot and Cold
Water In Every Room.

The Empire ls the Favourite Family Hotel of the Capital
City.

An_atmosphere of Homely Dignity and Comfort.
Luxurious Lounges Upstairs and Down Planned
for Privato Parties.

Management: M. A. Carr, late of Grand Hotel
and Totel Cargen, Auckland,

Managerial Note—In all modesty, Mr. M. A. Carr explains
nat he spent a falr share of a lifetime on the road. In
planning the new Empire, he had the speclal knowledge of
years of practical acqualntanceship with the things, lttle
and big, that go to make a business man's stay pleasant and
successful. In other words the Service at the Empire s
based on Special Knowledge of Visitors' wants.
Foregathering at the Empire 1 o Wellington Custom.
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HOTEL PARKVILLE
RIDGWAY STREET, WANGANUI: One minute's walk from
Rallway Station and Post Office. Comfortable Lounges
and Commercial Rooms. Telephone 2605: P.O. Box 207.
Telegrams and Correspondence Promptly Attended to
This Hotel Is equipped with the Latest Refrigerator, which
ensures all foods served are under strictest hyglenic conditions.
Tariff: 11/- per day; £2/16/- per week. P.B.: £2/12/6.
Froe Garage Parking for Guests’ Cars. J. Hodson, Proprietor.
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PALMERSTON NORTH

GRAND HOTEL - - Palmerston North.
(C.T. and W.A. House, by appointment.)
Telephones 6223, 5701. P.0. Box 190.
Telegrams: Grand Hotel, Palmerston North.

Tariff: 18/6 per day; Weekly Tarlff by Arrangement.
Justice & Edmunds’ Motor Garage opposite.
Key kept by Night Porter. E. L. BARNES, Proprietor.
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Where s THE GRANGE,

Good Accommodation. Excellent Culsine.
A Home Away from Home.
Tariff: 10/- per day; £3 per week.

Opposite Rallway-station. Centrally Situated.
Under new management. Mrs. G. BAVAGE, Proprietress.
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I EQUEENSLAND Private Hotel, Rotorua

xcsllent Table and Service. Garage and Parking-area Free.
| Concesslon to Civil Servants.
Summer Tariff: 10/- daily; £3 weekly.
Winter Tariff: 8/- dally; £2/10/- weekly.
D. E. BERGE. Proprietress.
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. ... _ . _ ROTORUA
WHEN IN ROTORUA
Make Your Stay at the

HOTEL AUSTRALIA

First House on left from Rallway Station.
A High-class Private Hotel at a Reasonable Tariff.
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P.0. Box 173.

“ARMIDALE " Private Hotel, Rotorua.

“Home Away From Home.' ey

. ( Summer: 11/- per day—£3/10/- per week.
TARIFF: { IO (0. per day—t3/3). per week.
Mrs. A. W. SHEPHERD, Proprietress.
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UL

HOTEL CAISTOR

2 BRYCE STREET Telephone 2271

Bpecialises in accommodation for Bed and Breakfast only—

while retaining all comforts of a complete home—baths and

shower rooms. Abundant hot water. Comfortable lounge,
beautiful surroundings.

MISS L. WHITE, Hostess.
e K~ A iy
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“HEY FOLKS” |

Do you realise what fifteen per cent.
discount means to you—3/- in f—when
you require articles of Jewellery such
as Engagement Rings, Watches.

Clocks, ete.?

H. H. LANE

The Official Civil Service Jeweller
HEREFORD COURT, CHRISTCHURCH
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HELENSVILLE.
‘Where to Bpend a Hollday when Visiting Helensville:

HINEMOA HOUSE

Mineral Baths on Premises—Best Waters in New Zealand
Plunge, Bwimming and Slipper Baths,
Ladles’ New Baths (Plunge and Roman).

First-class Accommodation and Every Attent
Tariff: £8/10/- per week; 11/- per day.
Extensive Balconles, Croquet Lawn and Wireless
Motor Garage, Tennils Court, Dancing Hall,
BiI Electric Light.

Phone 47. Mrs. T. EEANE, Proprietress.
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(Photo., oourtesy Stationmaster, Rangataus
Fortion of & comslgnment of 600 wagon londs of posts and battens for the Public Works
Dsuina
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THERE'S NOTHING LACKING AT—

HOTEL FERNLEIGH

28 SYMONDS STREET, AUCKLAND.

Ideal Situation. Close Proximity to University and
Beautiful Albert Park.
Trams Pass the Door.
You can rest assured that your stay at Hotel Fernleigh
will be a most enjoyable one. Modern Furnishings.

Proprietress :: MISS L. SMITH. 'Phone 41-319
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COLOURFUL CHARM
OF NEW ZEALAND
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POPULAR ECONOMICAL SERVICE
Through Booking by Rail

 Theough booking by il is not rsricted to transport of passengers
goods from any station in the North Isiand to any station in the
Boui Tiand " The ystem appiis sl 15 syols and Purccs eonigned
from, say, Welagion to Gisborne or from Waires to Westporl, ' One
ing from the starting station covers the whole operation. It pi
Foemers, bosiness men and the gencral public, to take full sdvantage of
the Railway Department's through-booking facilties.

Full particulars from any Stationmaster.

PASS YOUR WORRIES
ON TO YOUR RAILWAYS
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From Station to Steamer !

SAFE_CHECKING OF LUGGAGE

I @ When you are about to travel by rail
from any officered station to a main port

you can check your luggage right through

to your ship for your overseas voyage.

HAND  Toke the casy way to avnid bother with luggage.

YOUR WORRIES o YOUR RAILWAYS!
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OVER 40,000

People buy the “RADIO RECORD" every wesk for the
atest Informacion on Radio, Suage, Sodety, and Films.
The “RADIO RECORD™ siso gves the full weckly
programmes from all the YA and Commercil Scatons
together with the Berlin and Davenry  Shortwave
brosdet programme for New Zesind

N.Z. RADIO RECORD

OBTAINABLE FROM ALL BOOKSELLERS
Price 4d.

E
1
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“ 4y SUITS T0 MEASURE
ot " SUITS READY-TO-WEAR
one ‘TROUSERS T0 MEASURE

TROUSERS READY-TO-WEAR

UNDERWEAR BLANKETS RUCS

Ask your Clothier to show you the * PETONE"

Book of new Super-Worsced and Tweed Patterns.

Design, Quality, Style and Value are pre-eminent.

All of New Zealand Wool.

“ i
LOOK FOR
THE LABEL

S —





etexts/Gov13_01Rail/Gov13_01Rail005b(h280).jpg
1938 Walkato Winter Show

WEDNESDAY, JUNE tst

THURSDAY, JUNE %th

The World's Greatest Dairy Produce Show
JONE 1 JUNE 00 = g Doy -3
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MOTOR CAR SPARE PARTS
(Good Used)
Our Prices are RIGHT—And Our
Illustrated Pamphlet will establish
our claim to have
“LARGEST STOCKS IN N.Z.”
Send for One.
AUTO REPLACEMENTS LTD.
Frankton Junction. Estab. 1921.
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Old Brandy— THE BEST.
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HOLIDAYS

+++ Present and Future

A TRAIN OF THOUGHT
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In WELLINGTON it’s the

HOTEL S™ GEORG

J. R. FOSTERsproprictor
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N.Z. OBSERVER

A Great 3d.worh.
- "
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WANGANUL

™ o Wangan # e NEW RUTLAND

Situated opposite Post Office, this Hotel offers visitors a dignified atmosphere
of Comfort and Service combined with a Reasonable Tariff.
J. P. HOARE, Proprietor.
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POSTAGE STAMPS

B W Co
3% spedlatists. in "ONI."_.s

B%° quality British Colonials,
Approval Books gladly sent to all serious
Collectors (beginners, medium and

advanced). Price List Free.
References: B.N.Z., Nelson. Midland Bank,
Grosvenor Place, London, S.W.l.

Stamps of all kinds bought in any quantity.
A. G. Russell & Co., Dept. R.M., Box 160, Nelson
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THE NEW ZEALAND MAGAZINE FOR
NEW ZEALAND WOMEN

The N.Z. Woman's Weekly

Watch out for a fascinating new com-
pecition with substantial cash. prizes.

s

SOLD AT RAILWAY BOOKSTALLS AND ALL BOOKSELLERS
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IDURO ... Tools of Progress

Ideal for THE paTTERN MAKER ord
THE MAN WITH A HOBRY

Stocks carried of—
Band Saws, Column and Bench

Write for Descriptive Gataogue to

JOHN CHAMBERS & SON LTD.
Auckland,  Wellingion,  Cheinchurch,  Dunedin wnd Tnvercargill.
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Get Down to
“IRON FACTS”

The dependable Tron
from our moders mill
i wed excluivy i
many of the igaest and
o important conracy
today. Becawe it s
susranee of finer

ander al condions; with-
e ———

Otago Iron Rolling Mills Co. Ld.
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BELLS|
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’ ]Lwtest Books ——

FERGUSON & OSBORN LTD.

02 LAMBION QuAY
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The SPORTING
& DRAMATIC
 REVIEW - Eoery Week
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The Empire Exhibition, Glasgow, 1938.
)
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for
London






etexts/Gov13_01Rail/Gov13_01Rail049b(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov13_01Rail/Gov13_01Rail025a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov13_01Rail/Gov13_01Rail049a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov13_01Rail/Gov13_01Rail002a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov13_01Rail/Gov13_01Rail026a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov13_01Rail/Gov13_01Rail014a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov13_01Rail/Gov13_01Rail038a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov13_01Rail/Gov13_01Rail031a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov13_01Rail/Gov13_01Rail043b(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov13_01Rail/Gov13_01Rail055a(h280).jpg
| FRANK PETRIE LTD. For SUITs, OVERGOATS and SPORTS WEAR

LONDON’S LATEST SUITINGS AND STYLES.
39 WILLIS STREET, Civil Servants — Terms by Arrangement.
WELLINGTON. PHONE 42-389.
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dredth “ Pacific” Locomotive
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TELEGRAMS:
“HOTEL CRCIL "

P.0. BOX 312
TELEPHONE 42-190

Wite, telephone
or wire your
reservations.

8 Aspoinicd Auto-
mobile Association
Hotel.

The Cecil * ia synonymous with comfort, courtesy and contentment. Just opposite
Wellington's wondertul new Railway Station you will see the Hotel Cecll—Welling-
ton's Station Hotel. Nearby are the borthlng places of forry and oversea steamers,
Parllament Bulldings, and most of the leading centres of nterest of the Capital

™ THE HOTEL CECIL

Lambton Quay, WELLINGTON. Proprietor: Robt. T. M. Edmonds.
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¥ Guard ()‘
| your throat ’l 17 -
’ - take 1% & 7% INHALATION
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800,000 SECONDHAND BOOKS.
From 1500 to 1937, carefully classified.
Correspondence and enquiries heartily

weleomed. NEWBOLDS,

289 George Street, DUNEDIN, C.1.
Largest Secondhand Booksellers In
Australasia.

(Please send us your name for ouwr
Catalogue now ready.)
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"Phones 19 and 253. Wires: “ Motoco,” Rotorus.

R.M. TRANSPORT Co.

TRAVEL ROYALLY: Royal Services, Safety, Comfort, Cleanliness.
First-class Cars, driven by First-class Men.
CIVILITY {31 RELIABILITY i PUNCTUALITY

DAILY SERVICES:

TAURANGA, WHAKATANE, OPOTIKI, GISBOENE, WAIRAKEI, TAUPO, NAPIER

DAILY EXCUESIONS TO ALL SIGHTS.

Information Bureau : Fleet of 20 Cars ready Day or Night.

Agents for Thos. Cook & Sons. We advise n Tourlsts interests.

New concrete Garage Private Lockers.
Most, up-to-date Sample Rooms in New Zeaand.

We are Experts in Our Business ———— Qur Business Requires It.
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CROMPTON
GUARANTEED LAM Ps

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

awarn= A, & T. BURT, LTD.
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Sl Another
Coles’ Shoe Sensation |

G. A. COLES & CO. an
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The New Zaad
| National Review






etexts/Gov13_01Rail/Gov13_01Rail046c(h280).jpg
When you Travel by Car—

TRAVEL WHITE STAR

Daily 8 a.m.: AUCKLAND to NEW PLYMOUTH
Daily 7.45 a.m.: NEW PLYMOUTH to AUCKLAND

Phones : Auckland, 41-000, 44-656  : New Plymouth : 357, 1117

GIBSONS MOTORS LTD.

PASSENGER TRANSPORT SPECIALISTS - - NEW PLYMOUTH
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GREATEST
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VIEW PUBLISHING Co.,
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Stoking with a
‘WARM’ Smile

You'll_be anxious to_economise on fuelling
bills this year. Then consider the
auumnding‘xupermri(y
of

COALBROOKDALE COAL

It is Clean, Pure Coal that minimises cli
It bums brighter and much longer.
Tt radiates a cheerful comfort.

Specify Coalbrookdale!

The Westport Coal Co. Ltd. 43
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HOUSEHOLD REMOVALS I

BY RAIL

Over 70 per cent. for Private Orders !
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WHITE STAR SERVICES. Telephone 2161
Marton Junction: Dep. Wanganul: 4.16 a.m.f, 6.15 p.m.*, 9.16 p.m.* *Connects with
Auckland Express. tConnects with Wgtn. Express. Fares: Day 6/-, Night 8/6, Single.
Palmerston N.: Dep. Wanganul: 7.45 a.m. 10 a.m.{% 12.16 p.m.%, 4 p.m.* tConnects
with Napier Express. *Cars via Marton. Fares: 10/-, Single.

Napier: Dep. Wanganul: 10 a.m.*, 12.15 p.m., 4 p.m. *Connects Napler Express Palm. N.

SUNDAY TIME TABLE: Palmerston N., via Marton: Dep. Wanganui: 11.16 a.m., 4.30
p.m. Cars connect with services to Napler and Masterton. Marton Junction: 9.15
p.m.t t{Connects with Auckland Express. MARTIN & VERNON.
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Richest in Flavour...

MORE CUPS TO THE POUND! g

THE DUST-FREED TEA






