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

        
Payment for short paragraphs will be made at 2d. a line. Successful contributors will be expected to send in clippings from the Magazine for assessment of the payment due to them.
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Ms unless accompanied with a stamped and addressed envelope.

        

          
All communications should be addressed to The Editor, New Zealand Railways Magazine, Wellington.
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“An emerald lake now shimmers in the blaze.”


Beautiful Lake Waikareiti, North Island, New Zealand.


(Photo., H. Farmer McDonald).
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Hope





        

          
Hope
        

        

Hope, the “prolific mother of reforms,” is one steady light that must be kept burning through the dark days upon which we have entered. From hope comes the faith that out of the new welter of conflict which has come upon us, some greater amelioration for mankind may be achieved. To that hope all our private desires, plans and ambitions must be directed.

        
Just how good this world really is, only those who have worked to make it better can apprehend in any true measure. The gardener who converts his small plot to a paradise of flowers and fruit and edible plants learns the goodness of soil and rain, sunshine and air. The engineer who dams lakes and rivers that electric light and power may serve man's needs in country and city alike, also learns how adaptable nature is to human desires. The engine-driver who hauls his freight of passengers safely and happily from centre to centre gets to know what ease of transport can do to extend the bounds of human intercourse. It is the hope that things of this kind can be done that inspires mankind to their doing.

        
It is the failure of an all-round belief that the world can provide wealth and contentment enough for all that leads to international conflicts. These show how far man is from what Hope indicates he can be, and will be, in the years to come.

        
How average people live, as individuals, through a long life with no thought but to live with their neighbours in a comfortable and helpful friendship, is a thought to guide the actions and reactions of nations. Why should some of these people, every few years, be withdrawn from the orderly progression of their lives, to kill or be killed by another set of people who, in their own environment, make “live and let live” their ordinary rule of life? Conditions on this planet become easier year by year as we conform with nature's way of betterment.

        
Is it throwing the loop of Hope too far to believe that, in the not-far-distant future, war will be outlawed by the combined reason of mankind? Or that such outlawry will be enforced by the combined power of all the States, just as individual actions adverse to the common good are outlawed by the guardians of each State? On this hope rests the future well-being of the peoples of the earth, and there is little hope for other hopes if this be frustrated by anger and ill-will between the nations.

        
The confidence of all thinking people is in good triumphing over bad–that is what we see of nature at work, and that is the hope upon which our people now place their faith, and to which they direct their efforts.
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Railway Progress in New Zealand


General Manager's Message


Railways in Wartime

        

Since my last message was written, the impending European crisis has reached its climax in Great Britain's declaration of war with Germany. This brings our Railways once more under wartime conditions. Those of us who had the job of keeping the services going in the Great War of 1914–1918 know something of the problems which will confront us should the present conflict assume proportions at all comparable with those of the last war. I know it is the hope and prayer of all of us that there may be an early and honourable peace.

        
It is our business, however, to prepare against any emergency, and I feel confident of the capacity and determination of our railwaymen to meet all the demands the country may make upon them. There is good reason for that confidence. I saw something of the work of our staff in confronting difficulties of an extreme kind due to the exceptional weather conditions of the winter from which we have just emerged. I want to thank one and all for the way in which they guarded the Department's passengers against accident and protected the Department's property with forethought, skill and good judgment when harassed by the bitterest weather conditions–snow and ice, torrential rains and floods, with accompanying slips and washouts, and disorganisation of services. I am proud to know that not once was there any failure on the part of any railwayman to do his utmost to maintain services, repair damages and guard the interests of passengers and Department alike. On the contrary, members worked with energy and devotion for the common good in a manner which won the highest praise from those who had the opportunity to see what was being done.

        
That is the spirit which I know actuates the men of the Railways to-day; and as the British Commonwealth of Nations, of which New Zealand is a member, enters upon the present conflict, I am confident the staff of our Railways will respond at all times with unswerving loyalty to whatever demands the circumstances of the times may place upon them.

        
We are all at one with the stirring words and noble sentiments of New Zealand's Prime Minister who, in his recent broadcast speech, said:–

        
“I am satisfied that nowhere will the issue be more clearly understood than in New Zealand–where, for almost a century, behind the sure shield of Britain, we have enjoyed and cherished freedom and self-government. Both with gratitude for the past, and with confidence in the future, we range ourselves without fear beside Britain. Where she goes, we go. Where she stands, we stand. We are only a small and young nation, but we are one and all a band of brothers, and we march forward with a union of hearts and wills to a common destiny.”

        

          

[image: ]
        

        

          
General Manager.
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Progressive New Zealand Industries


(Rly. Publicity photos.)


The illustrations show: (1) Bryant and May's imposing Match Factory in Wellington. (2) Clay-burning furnace at Luke Adams's Pottery Works, Christchurch. (3) A portion of the Luke Adam's Pottery Works. (4) Lunch and Assembly Hall at Bryant and May's, Wellington. (5) Brush-making at Bunting's, Christchurch. (6) Wood-turning room at Bunting's. (7) Types of brushes at Bunting's. (8) Die presses at work at Bryant and May's.
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Buy …


New Zealand Goods


and Build New Zealand

        

          

            
New Zealand Industries Series
          

          
No. 8. 
Home Utilities.

          

            
The coming arrival of our hundredth birthday has focussed attention on the past. One aspect of our story is often overlooked, and it is perhaps the one most worth recalling. Very few of our forebears lacked the ability to write, and they filled lengthy letters with all the intimate details of the daily round. We have a clearer picture of the pioneering life of New Zealand in its first two or three decades than has endured from any colonisation in history.
          

          

            
The housewife of those far-off days had to be an inventor in her own way, for the make-shifts, expedients, and things to “make do,” were numbered by the hundred.
          

          

            
The home-made broom of manuka or rope-ends, boot-blacking of tallow and soot, candles made in moulds from farm-produced tallow, wooden bowls and containers hastily hacked out of the rough, and countless other ingenious substitutes, gave the woman of the house plenty of scope for activity from day to day. The flint and steel were still in use.
          

          

            
To-day, huge modern factory plants, manned by New Zealanders, are making brushes, brooms, matches, earthenware, and such articles as boot and furniture polish in vast quantities. The following article describes, briefly, four establishments of which any highly industrialised country in the Northern Hemisphere could be proud.
          

          

The high tower of Bryant and May's match factory, in Wellington, is a familiar sight from all parts of the capital city. In fine weather passers-by can see from Tory Street the gay crowds playing tennis, or sitting in the sun in the big playground. Virginia creeper, with the usual speed of New Zealand growth, has invested the office building with an air of age. The industry, in any case, has been established for many years. The British firm of R. Bell and Co., came to New Zealand in 1894, and the worldwide amalgamation with Bryant and May took place in 1910. After various changes of situation, the noble building in Tory Street was erected, to hold place for many years as the most up-to-date industrial unit of its kind in New Zealand.

          
It is strange to learn that the first “Lucifer,” sold about 1830 in England, had a similar composition to our present safety match, chlorate of potash mixed with a little inflammable material. The name was apt, for they were evil-smelling, wayward articles, the foundations of hundreds of platform jokes bearing a family resemblance to the ones about the patent petrol lighter in “Alf's Button.”

          
The “strike anywhere” match, made from phosphorus, came a little later. It lasted until early in the 20th century, and its awful reputation was well earned. The factory workers were exposed to “fossy jaw” and other forms of phosphorus poisoning, and the matches themselves ignited so easily that a busy rat could burn down a warehouse, and a careless small boy lose his life by sampling them.

          

            

[image: The threads for wax vestas at Bryant and May's Wellington factory.]
The threads for wax vestas at Bryant and May's Wellington factory.


          

          
The modern wax vesta is practically as safe as the wooden variety. The heads are now made of sesqui-sulphide of phosphorus, non-poisonous and just as efficient as the original element.

          
Match-making machinery is the most imposing that I have encountered. I understand that its intricacy, size, and huge cost account for the fact that the industry is in few hands the world over.

          
Wooden matches were first manufactured in New Zealand in 1933. The floor devoted to this branch is full of romantic sights after the H. G. Wells model. I first looked at the “skillets” which come from Lithuania in flat, round bundles, rather like large sponge cakes.

          
The tree of “the trembling leaf,” the aspen, is the only satisfactory timber for the making of matches, being light, white and easily lit. An endeavour is being made to grow the aspen in New Zealand, and Scotland is also being tried out.

          
The skillets are picked up by huge endless metal blankets, pričked full of little holes in which the little white slivers fit. These blankets flow in rising and falling planned curves, sweep over the heading mixture, and thereafter leisurely proceed through drying processes. A new fact emerged when I found that each skillet was given a paraffin coating about a quarter-way down from the top, to increase the





[image: Match-making in progress at Bryant and May's.]
Match-making in progress at Bryant and May's.


inflammability. It takes good eyes to detect it in a match and nobody looks, anyway.

          
This blanket machine stretches nearly the full width of the great building and at the “end of the road” an operative stands, watching with bright eyes, for “duds” which are deftly removed from the slow-moving blanket wall.

          
On the wax vesta floor, the story is rather different. Here, the whole width of the spacious floor is flanked at one end by what appear to be two stupendous cotton reels, and in between them are floating hundreds of white threads. These are immersed in the wax (which comes out as “stearine”), and thereupon the wax vesta thread, looking like snow-white string, is ready for heading.

          
Roller knives cut the long threads into the right lengths, and the process then becomes similar to that of the wooden safety. The steel network handles and heads the little white wax sticks in the same way as it manages the wooden skillets. However, the most interesting entertainment in this vast room is the making of “plaids.”

          
Long white, blue, and plaid ribbons of paper, wind in over an angle. Their surfaces are all gummed, and as they join up, the plaid cylinder emerges complete in a long never-ending tube, soon to be neatly chopped into the familiar size. The topping process is also ingenious, and the making of “slides” is a small industry by itself.

          
Bryant and May also make their own tins, carry their own precision toolmakers, and in fact “do the whole job.”

          
The factory itself is a model in every way, the interior living up in every way to the impressive exterior. One of our pictures shows the lunch-room which really is a superb hall with provision for concert and club work.

          
The main surprise to me was the airy and roomy nature of the departmental floors. Everything is spotless, there are no crowded work-benches, and there seem to be acres of space. To avoid monotony in the daily round, many of the girls have half-hour changes of occupation. Any preconceived ideas about “match factories” are destroyed by the first glance at this place of lofty roofs, pleasant conditions and homely atmosphere. The New Zealander is the best match consumer in the world, and the habit is a good one, amounting to striking hard for a really worth-while New Zealand industry.

          

            

[image: Operation of the “Potter's Wheel” at the Pottery Works of Luke Adams, Christchurch.]
Operation of the “Potter's Wheel” at the Pottery Works of Luke Adams, Christchurch.


          

          
Long years ago, I remember a bread crock which had been my grandmother's prize possession for many a decade. It had no duplicate for many miles round.

          
On the small sailing ships of those days, earthenware represented a bulky and risky article of transport. The potter's wheel is, of course, almost as old as time, and we can go behind even Omar Khayyam to find verse about this form of craftsmanship. In Colombo Street, Christchurch, the wheel has been turning for far more than half a century. It can still be found at work there, in the midst of a maze of modern machinery. New Zealand has a wide range of the best clays, and, for once, any criticism that raw materials have to be imported falls down completely. “Luke Adams, Pottery Manufacturer,” is the modest sign showing the site of an industrial unit that has been in active operation for nearly sixty years. The founder learned the art in England, and with three sons, set up in business in New Zealand in 1881. The display room is well worth a visit; every conceivable type of stone and earthen ware is here in all the colours of the rainbow; butter jars, cream crocks, fancy table vases, bird baths, fountains, garden vases, jam jars, and so on in bewildering varieties of designs that vary from the severity of modern outlines to forms of decorative complexity.

          
Here you can see a “Throw,” when the spinning mass of clay is moulded by the magic of the artist's fingers into lovely creations. I had no idea there were so many sorts of clay, or so many methods of treating it. There are rows and rows of plaster moulds





[image: The pottery shelves at Luke Adams’ Works, Christchurch.]
The pottery shelves at Luke Adams’ Works, Christchurch.


which are filled with “slip,” a liquid clay. The porous substance of the moulds absorbs the water, and the article turns out in the desired shape. I learned also that red clay requires a steady low temperature and a long burning. Here you can see the oldtime method of wood and other fuel stacked outside the great brick-made oven, with its recesses holding the clay jars and what-not. Other furnaces are of modern type, generating enormous heat.

          
The modern portion of the Luke Adams establishment deals mostly with elements for electric stoves and other mechanisms. The output of these annually runs into large figures. The porcelain fire-clay of which these are made is the result of long research and experiment, and “Perfeclay” has established a splendid reputation.

          
Hours could be spent in this New Zealand pottery where the whole unit amounts to a pictorial history of modern industrial progress, and points the moral that, in manufacturing, many simple basic principles are still in force. In 1886, the firm of Luke Adams gained a handsome certificate of merit at the Indian and Colonial Exhibition, and also a silver medal presented by His Majesty King Edward VII.

          
Here everything coming from clay, from the familiar red flower-pot to the intricate electrical element, is made by New Zealand craftsmen from New Zealand ingredients. By the way, the hot-plates, coil holders, radiator cones and other electrical requisites, are stamped out by die-presses, exactly as if the material were metal instead of clay.

          
But one motto remains: “You Can't Hurry Clay.”

          
Lastly, the firm of Luke Adams is a notable instance of the second generation of skill, scientific knowledge and unswerving devotion to “making the best.”

          
While in the South Island, I had a half day at the “Nugget” factory. The picturesque place is a well-known landmark on the main road to Sumner, and the building has an air of its own. There are tennis courts and other recreational facilities for the employees, for the history of this company shows that it has had a tradition of social service from its very early beginnings in old England. On the walls of the Christchurch manager's office are pictures of the offices at Chiswick, looking more like a handsome Spanish dwelling, and even the tall chimneys are masked as clock towers of delightfully harmonious designs, chiming with the town and country-side architecture.

          

            

[image: “Rumblers” at the Nugget factory, Christchurch.]
“Rumblers” at the Nugget factory, Christchurch.


          

          
More interesting still was Boston House, an old-world mansion now used as the club house for the women workers. In addition, there are playing fields, dental rooms, gymnasiums, rest rooms, and club rooms. The house magazine is a de luxe publication of thirty-two pages covering a wide range of activities, and it reads rather like the monthly paper of a good provincial capital.

          
The Christchurch establishment is full of news. Who knows, for instance, that there are about twenty ingredients in shoe polish, or that wax is the foundation of “Nugget”?

          
Interesting little barrels called “Rumblers” revolve all night, full of the various things that need to be thoroughly mingled in order to make the polish perfect. Here also, of course, are “Silvo,” “Brasso,” and other kindred friends of the housewife. The ingredients are all tested by chemistry experts, and are worked on exact mathematical formulae. The workers are white-coated, and there is an air of cleanliness. The factory makes its own tins, maintains its own steam heat furnace and is quite self-contained. There is no question as to the civic value of this fine organisation, which not only gives work to a large body





[image: Processing vats at the Nugget factory, Christchurch.]
Processing vats at the Nugget factory, Christchurch.


of New Zealand men and women, but makes articles of almost unlimited usefulness.

          
I have left Bunting's brushware factory to the last. It is one of the most impressive modern establishments in New Zealand, and a journey through it is an exciting and heartwarming experience.

          
Away back in 1875, a brushmaker, Mr. James Miller, trained in Aberdeen, left his homeland to find out what New Zealand had to offer. In 1879 he was making and selling brushes, and this was the beginning of the great undertaking that now keeps more than two hundred New Zealanders in useful work, and produces goods of world parity in quality and cost. To-day there are about thirty employees who have more than twenty years’ service, and Mr. Woolf has over half a century to his credit.

          
It would take a week to make the full tour of this great place with its wide range of diversified operations and its fascinating batteries of machines with varying attributes and uncanny efficiency, many of them originals, planned and made by New Zealand precision engineers.

          
For the layman, brush-making is charged with astonishing discoveries. The bristles of which most good brushes are made come from two countries, China and Russia. When the bristles are shed, they are gathered by hand and sorted into bunches of similar lengths. The longest are, of course, the most valuable, and at Bunting's I was shown quite a small box of the best bristles worth hundreds of pounds. There is real trouble just now, owing to the introduction of European pigs into both countries for fattening strains, reducing the bristlegrowing to a side line. Pigs never suffer from anthrax, so bristles are wholly safe. Buntings use twelve tons in one year.

          
Another surprise was to discover that camel hair has nothing to do with the ship of the desert; it comes from one species of Russian squirrel. There are three bristle colours, white, black, and grey. Nearly every country in the world contributes its quota of other materials for brush-making at Bunting's. Fibres of various types come from India, Mexico, the South American countries, Egypt, and elsewhere. One third of the horsehair used is obtained in New Zealand.

          
I watched the ordinary paint brush being made. Here the bristle is doubled over, stapled with an effective device, fast into the wood, on the locknit principle, and then vulcanised in rubber, making the seating absolutely rigid and safely set. I have never realised how many different sorts of paint brushes there were, from the paperhanger's brush to the almost square stippling brush, the flat varnish brush to the short-handled tar-brush.

          

            

[image: Making house brooms at Bunting's brushware factory, Christchurch.]
Making house brooms at Bunting's brushware factory, Christchurch.


          

          
Uncanny selecting mechanisms mix the hard and soft bristles, and another set with gauzy cylinders pick out the hairs, blunt end first, which have come the wrong way round. The homely scrubbing brush depends on Mexico whence the “white fibre” comes. It is the product of the “istle” palm, and is treated very like our native flax. The principle of making is the same–the fibre is looped double and securely clamped into the wooden frame. Plump cousins of the everyday “scrubber” are the “ship's clamp” and the “butcher's block.”

          
The coarser brooms and brushes are made from “bass” or “bassine,” which comes from the Palmyra palm leaf of Ceylon. Then there are Bahia Bass and African Bass which are of better quality. Buntings also make feather dusters, which consist of ostrich feathers, ingeniously fixed into holders. There is a fascinating room where yardbrooms are made by hand, by craftsmen of long standing. I should mention that the whole factory is clear of dust, extractors being at work everywhere.

          
Naturally, a large department is devoted to making the wooden parts of brushes, from the utilitarian handle of a stable broom to the satinwood polished back of a lady's hair-brush. A great area is devoted to wood-turning crammed with every species of machinery for handling and fashioning shapes from timber. The beech or
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birch tree is the standard producer, and our New Zealand bush enters into the picture. In Canterbury also, Buntings bought a whole plantation of English trees, but, of course, there naturally are many precious woods such as cocobolo, ebony and satinwood. I was impressed by the number of processes required to make a shaving brush, at which Buntings are masters. Here, timber is deserted for aluminium, or bone sockets. The fact that timber is the mainstay, however, of brushmaking, brings in such side-lines as rolling-pins and bellows.

          
The show-room at Bunting's is a liberal education in the complex needs of modern usage. There seem to be as many brushes as there are stars in the sky, and Buntings make all of them. Here, I found, as in so many New Zealand factories, that the “heads” are continually going abroad to note the latest improvements in methods of manufacturing and the last developments in machinery designs. Numerous trips have been made by Messrs. Bunting and Woolf, West and Connall, and this Christchurch unit is abreast of the world in the modernity of its plant and production systems.

          
There are ample provisions for the comfort of employees, and I was once more encouraged to real warmth of admiration at the numerous instances of special New Zealand initiative and adaptability in the creation of special mechanical devices to meet special New Zealand conditions.

          
Throughout New Zealand manufacturing industries, there is ample evidence that the qualities developed in the difficult days of yore are still in full strength.

          
An imposing array of home utilities comes from these four great New Zealand institutions. They meet the distinctive requirements of New Zealand citizens with full local knowledge.

          
It is good to think that you can brush your New Zealand-made shoes with a New Zealand-made brush, using New Zealand-made boot-polish. You light your New Zealand-made cigarette with a Wellington-made match and put the dead match into an earthenware ash-tray, made in Christchurch.

          
This quartette of factories forms one more proof that New Zealand industry is on the march.

        

        

          

            
The Centennial Exhibition
            


            
What the Public Will See
          

          
In the Exhibit Buildings of the New Zealand Centennial Exhibition the flooring covers an area of approximately 16 acres and most of this flooring has been made from New Zealand timber. Some indication of the amount of flooring used can be had from the fact that if it were made into a 12in. plank, it would reach 1,704 miles, which is nearly 500 miles farther than from Wellington to Sydney.

          
The largest plate-glass windows ever constructed in New Zealand are an architectural feature of the Australian Pavilion at the Exhibition. The plateglass over the main doorway has an area of 1,125 sq. ft. This is exceeded, however, in the facade of the composite window at the north end of the building. The glass in this structure totals 2,520 sq. ft.

          
Inside the facade a spiral staircase leading from the main floor to the Cultural Exhibit can be seen from the outside of the building.

          
Fifty years ago the site of the Exhibition was a desolate waste of sand dunes. On November 8, when the Exhibition opens, there will be an impressive layout of colourful gardens and abundant foliage about the buildings. This transformation is already far advanced.

          
Pohutukawa trees, 20 feet in height and 30 years old, will flame with blossom and will look particularly striking against the cream walls of the buildings. More than 1,000 shrubs have been planted between the trees. Annuals to deck the flower beds and borders will total 80,000, and in the vicinity of the main entrance 1,000 roses have been planted. About the Australian Court will be typical Australian trees and shrubs, and the trees of Great Britain will lend an appropriate atmosphere to the United Kingdom Pavilion.

          

            

[image: The front elevation of Bunting's brashware factory, Christchurch.]
The front elevation of Bunting's brashware factory, Christchurch.


          

          
A native garden of New Zealand plants and trees is being formed in the southern portion of the grounds, and donations from all parts of the country were received for this feature.

          
For the first time the main avenue of flag poles near the Kingsford-Smith Street entrance of the Exhibition were graced with colourful banners last month. Streaming in a fresh northerly breeze they stretch their varied hues across the blue of the sky in bright array. There are 32 banners in the avenue, each about 20 feet long and with tasselled ends.

          

            

Result “Puzzle Pie” No. 312.
          

          
In this contest a number of competitors submitted correct solutions and therefore share the 
Prize of £200 in Cash. List of names may be inspected at “Truth” office in Auckland, Wellington, Christchurch and Dunedin on and after Wednesday, 27th September, 1939.

          
Prize-money will be posted on Monday, October 9th.

          

            
Solution to “Puzzle Pie” No. 312.
          

          
Paragraph from the “N.Z. Radio Record,” May 20th, 1938:

          
“Perhaps you don't care for community singing. I know there are scores of people who don't. But that doesn't alter the fact that for every one who doesn't, there are probably a round thousand who do.”
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New Zealand Industries Series
          

          
No. 8. 
Home Utilities.

          

            
The coming arrival of our hundredth birthday has focussed attention on the past. One aspect of our story is often overlooked, and it is perhaps the one most worth recalling. Very few of our forebears lacked the ability to write, and they filled lengthy letters with all the intimate details of the daily round. We have a clearer picture of the pioneering life of New Zealand in its first two or three decades than has endured from any colonisation in history.
          

          

            
The housewife of those far-off days had to be an inventor in her own way, for the make-shifts, expedients, and things to “make do,” were numbered by the hundred.
          

          

            
The home-made broom of manuka or rope-ends, boot-blacking of tallow and soot, candles made in moulds from farm-produced tallow, wooden bowls and containers hastily hacked out of the rough, and countless other ingenious substitutes, gave the woman of the house plenty of scope for activity from day to day. The flint and steel were still in use.
          

          

            
To-day, huge modern factory plants, manned by New Zealanders, are making brushes, brooms, matches, earthenware, and such articles as boot and furniture polish in vast quantities. The following article describes, briefly, four establishments of which any highly industrialised country in the Northern Hemisphere could be proud.
          

          

The high tower of Bryant and May's match factory, in Wellington, is a familiar sight from all parts of the capital city. In fine weather passers-by can see from Tory Street the gay crowds playing tennis, or sitting in the sun in the big playground. Virginia creeper, with the usual speed of New Zealand growth, has invested the office building with an air of age. The industry, in any case, has been established for many years. The British firm of R. Bell and Co., came to New Zealand in 1894, and the worldwide amalgamation with Bryant and May took place in 1910. After various changes of situation, the noble building in Tory Street was erected, to hold place for many years as the most up-to-date industrial unit of its kind in New Zealand.

          
It is strange to learn that the first “Lucifer,” sold about 1830 in England, had a similar composition to our present safety match, chlorate of potash mixed with a little inflammable material. The name was apt, for they were evil-smelling, wayward articles, the foundations of hundreds of platform jokes bearing a family resemblance to the ones about the patent petrol lighter in “Alf's Button.”

          
The “strike anywhere” match, made from phosphorus, came a little later. It lasted until early in the 20th century, and its awful reputation was well earned. The factory workers were exposed to “fossy jaw” and other forms of phosphorus poisoning, and the matches themselves ignited so easily that a busy rat could burn down a warehouse, and a careless small boy lose his life by sampling them.

          

            

[image: The threads for wax vestas at Bryant and May's Wellington factory.]
The threads for wax vestas at Bryant and May's Wellington factory.


          

          
The modern wax vesta is practically as safe as the wooden variety. The heads are now made of sesqui-sulphide of phosphorus, non-poisonous and just as efficient as the original element.

          
Match-making machinery is the most imposing that I have encountered. I understand that its intricacy, size, and huge cost account for the fact that the industry is in few hands the world over.

          
Wooden matches were first manufactured in New Zealand in 1933. The floor devoted to this branch is full of romantic sights after the H. G. Wells model. I first looked at the “skillets” which come from Lithuania in flat, round bundles, rather like large sponge cakes.

          
The tree of “the trembling leaf,” the aspen, is the only satisfactory timber for the making of matches, being light, white and easily lit. An endeavour is being made to grow the aspen in New Zealand, and Scotland is also being tried out.

          
The skillets are picked up by huge endless metal blankets, pričked full of little holes in which the little white slivers fit. These blankets flow in rising and falling planned curves, sweep over the heading mixture, and thereafter leisurely proceed through drying processes. A new fact emerged when I found that each skillet was given a paraffin coating about a quarter-way down from the top, to increase the
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Match-making in progress at Bryant and May's.


inflammability. It takes good eyes to detect it in a match and nobody looks, anyway.

          
This blanket machine stretches nearly the full width of the great building and at the “end of the road” an operative stands, watching with bright eyes, for “duds” which are deftly removed from the slow-moving blanket wall.

          
On the wax vesta floor, the story is rather different. Here, the whole width of the spacious floor is flanked at one end by what appear to be two stupendous cotton reels, and in between them are floating hundreds of white threads. These are immersed in the wax (which comes out as “stearine”), and thereupon the wax vesta thread, looking like snow-white string, is ready for heading.

          
Roller knives cut the long threads into the right lengths, and the process then becomes similar to that of the wooden safety. The steel network handles and heads the little white wax sticks in the same way as it manages the wooden skillets. However, the most interesting entertainment in this vast room is the making of “plaids.”

          
Long white, blue, and plaid ribbons of paper, wind in over an angle. Their surfaces are all gummed, and as they join up, the plaid cylinder emerges complete in a long never-ending tube, soon to be neatly chopped into the familiar size. The topping process is also ingenious, and the making of “slides” is a small industry by itself.

          
Bryant and May also make their own tins, carry their own precision toolmakers, and in fact “do the whole job.”

          
The factory itself is a model in every way, the interior living up in every way to the impressive exterior. One of our pictures shows the lunch-room which really is a superb hall with provision for concert and club work.

          
The main surprise to me was the airy and roomy nature of the departmental floors. Everything is spotless, there are no crowded work-benches, and there seem to be acres of space. To avoid monotony in the daily round, many of the girls have half-hour changes of occupation. Any preconceived ideas about “match factories” are destroyed by the first glance at this place of lofty roofs, pleasant conditions and homely atmosphere. The New Zealander is the best match consumer in the world, and the habit is a good one, amounting to striking hard for a really worth-while New Zealand industry.

          

            

[image: Operation of the “Potter's Wheel” at the Pottery Works of Luke Adams, Christchurch.]
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Long years ago, I remember a bread crock which had been my grandmother's prize possession for many a decade. It had no duplicate for many miles round.

          
On the small sailing ships of those days, earthenware represented a bulky and risky article of transport. The potter's wheel is, of course, almost as old as time, and we can go behind even Omar Khayyam to find verse about this form of craftsmanship. In Colombo Street, Christchurch, the wheel has been turning for far more than half a century. It can still be found at work there, in the midst of a maze of modern machinery. New Zealand has a wide range of the best clays, and, for once, any criticism that raw materials have to be imported falls down completely. “Luke Adams, Pottery Manufacturer,” is the modest sign showing the site of an industrial unit that has been in active operation for nearly sixty years. The founder learned the art in England, and with three sons, set up in business in New Zealand in 1881. The display room is well worth a visit; every conceivable type of stone and earthen ware is here in all the colours of the rainbow; butter jars, cream crocks, fancy table vases, bird baths, fountains, garden vases, jam jars, and so on in bewildering varieties of designs that vary from the severity of modern outlines to forms of decorative complexity.

          
Here you can see a “Throw,” when the spinning mass of clay is moulded by the magic of the artist's fingers into lovely creations. I had no idea there were so many sorts of clay, or so many methods of treating it. There are rows and rows of plaster moulds
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The pottery shelves at Luke Adams’ Works, Christchurch.


which are filled with “slip,” a liquid clay. The porous substance of the moulds absorbs the water, and the article turns out in the desired shape. I learned also that red clay requires a steady low temperature and a long burning. Here you can see the oldtime method of wood and other fuel stacked outside the great brick-made oven, with its recesses holding the clay jars and what-not. Other furnaces are of modern type, generating enormous heat.

          
The modern portion of the Luke Adams establishment deals mostly with elements for electric stoves and other mechanisms. The output of these annually runs into large figures. The porcelain fire-clay of which these are made is the result of long research and experiment, and “Perfeclay” has established a splendid reputation.

          
Hours could be spent in this New Zealand pottery where the whole unit amounts to a pictorial history of modern industrial progress, and points the moral that, in manufacturing, many simple basic principles are still in force. In 1886, the firm of Luke Adams gained a handsome certificate of merit at the Indian and Colonial Exhibition, and also a silver medal presented by His Majesty King Edward VII.

          
Here everything coming from clay, from the familiar red flower-pot to the intricate electrical element, is made by New Zealand craftsmen from New Zealand ingredients. By the way, the hot-plates, coil holders, radiator cones and other electrical requisites, are stamped out by die-presses, exactly as if the material were metal instead of clay.

          
But one motto remains: “You Can't Hurry Clay.”

          
Lastly, the firm of Luke Adams is a notable instance of the second generation of skill, scientific knowledge and unswerving devotion to “making the best.”

          
While in the South Island, I had a half day at the “Nugget” factory. The picturesque place is a well-known landmark on the main road to Sumner, and the building has an air of its own. There are tennis courts and other recreational facilities for the employees, for the history of this company shows that it has had a tradition of social service from its very early beginnings in old England. On the walls of the Christchurch manager's office are pictures of the offices at Chiswick, looking more like a handsome Spanish dwelling, and even the tall chimneys are masked as clock towers of delightfully harmonious designs, chiming with the town and country-side architecture.
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More interesting still was Boston House, an old-world mansion now used as the club house for the women workers. In addition, there are playing fields, dental rooms, gymnasiums, rest rooms, and club rooms. The house magazine is a de luxe publication of thirty-two pages covering a wide range of activities, and it reads rather like the monthly paper of a good provincial capital.

          
The Christchurch establishment is full of news. Who knows, for instance, that there are about twenty ingredients in shoe polish, or that wax is the foundation of “Nugget”?

          
Interesting little barrels called “Rumblers” revolve all night, full of the various things that need to be thoroughly mingled in order to make the polish perfect. Here also, of course, are “Silvo,” “Brasso,” and other kindred friends of the housewife. The ingredients are all tested by chemistry experts, and are worked on exact mathematical formulae. The workers are white-coated, and there is an air of cleanliness. The factory makes its own tins, maintains its own steam heat furnace and is quite self-contained. There is no question as to the civic value of this fine organisation, which not only gives work to a large body
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Processing vats at the Nugget factory, Christchurch.


of New Zealand men and women, but makes articles of almost unlimited usefulness.

          
I have left Bunting's brushware factory to the last. It is one of the most impressive modern establishments in New Zealand, and a journey through it is an exciting and heartwarming experience.

          
Away back in 1875, a brushmaker, Mr. James Miller, trained in Aberdeen, left his homeland to find out what New Zealand had to offer. In 1879 he was making and selling brushes, and this was the beginning of the great undertaking that now keeps more than two hundred New Zealanders in useful work, and produces goods of world parity in quality and cost. To-day there are about thirty employees who have more than twenty years’ service, and Mr. Woolf has over half a century to his credit.

          
It would take a week to make the full tour of this great place with its wide range of diversified operations and its fascinating batteries of machines with varying attributes and uncanny efficiency, many of them originals, planned and made by New Zealand precision engineers.

          
For the layman, brush-making is charged with astonishing discoveries. The bristles of which most good brushes are made come from two countries, China and Russia. When the bristles are shed, they are gathered by hand and sorted into bunches of similar lengths. The longest are, of course, the most valuable, and at Bunting's I was shown quite a small box of the best bristles worth hundreds of pounds. There is real trouble just now, owing to the introduction of European pigs into both countries for fattening strains, reducing the bristlegrowing to a side line. Pigs never suffer from anthrax, so bristles are wholly safe. Buntings use twelve tons in one year.

          
Another surprise was to discover that camel hair has nothing to do with the ship of the desert; it comes from one species of Russian squirrel. There are three bristle colours, white, black, and grey. Nearly every country in the world contributes its quota of other materials for brush-making at Bunting's. Fibres of various types come from India, Mexico, the South American countries, Egypt, and elsewhere. One third of the horsehair used is obtained in New Zealand.

          
I watched the ordinary paint brush being made. Here the bristle is doubled over, stapled with an effective device, fast into the wood, on the locknit principle, and then vulcanised in rubber, making the seating absolutely rigid and safely set. I have never realised how many different sorts of paint brushes there were, from the paperhanger's brush to the almost square stippling brush, the flat varnish brush to the short-handled tar-brush.

          

            

[image: Making house brooms at Bunting's brushware factory, Christchurch.]
Making house brooms at Bunting's brushware factory, Christchurch.


          

          
Uncanny selecting mechanisms mix the hard and soft bristles, and another set with gauzy cylinders pick out the hairs, blunt end first, which have come the wrong way round. The homely scrubbing brush depends on Mexico whence the “white fibre” comes. It is the product of the “istle” palm, and is treated very like our native flax. The principle of making is the same–the fibre is looped double and securely clamped into the wooden frame. Plump cousins of the everyday “scrubber” are the “ship's clamp” and the “butcher's block.”

          
The coarser brooms and brushes are made from “bass” or “bassine,” which comes from the Palmyra palm leaf of Ceylon. Then there are Bahia Bass and African Bass which are of better quality. Buntings also make feather dusters, which consist of ostrich feathers, ingeniously fixed into holders. There is a fascinating room where yardbrooms are made by hand, by craftsmen of long standing. I should mention that the whole factory is clear of dust, extractors being at work everywhere.

          
Naturally, a large department is devoted to making the wooden parts of brushes, from the utilitarian handle of a stable broom to the satinwood polished back of a lady's hair-brush. A great area is devoted to wood-turning crammed with every species of machinery for handling and fashioning shapes from timber. The beech or
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birch tree is the standard producer, and our New Zealand bush enters into the picture. In Canterbury also, Buntings bought a whole plantation of English trees, but, of course, there naturally are many precious woods such as cocobolo, ebony and satinwood. I was impressed by the number of processes required to make a shaving brush, at which Buntings are masters. Here, timber is deserted for aluminium, or bone sockets. The fact that timber is the mainstay, however, of brushmaking, brings in such side-lines as rolling-pins and bellows.

          
The show-room at Bunting's is a liberal education in the complex needs of modern usage. There seem to be as many brushes as there are stars in the sky, and Buntings make all of them. Here, I found, as in so many New Zealand factories, that the “heads” are continually going abroad to note the latest improvements in methods of manufacturing and the last developments in machinery designs. Numerous trips have been made by Messrs. Bunting and Woolf, West and Connall, and this Christchurch unit is abreast of the world in the modernity of its plant and production systems.

          
There are ample provisions for the comfort of employees, and I was once more encouraged to real warmth of admiration at the numerous instances of special New Zealand initiative and adaptability in the creation of special mechanical devices to meet special New Zealand conditions.

          
Throughout New Zealand manufacturing industries, there is ample evidence that the qualities developed in the difficult days of yore are still in full strength.

          
An imposing array of home utilities comes from these four great New Zealand institutions. They meet the distinctive requirements of New Zealand citizens with full local knowledge.

          
It is good to think that you can brush your New Zealand-made shoes with a New Zealand-made brush, using New Zealand-made boot-polish. You light your New Zealand-made cigarette with a Wellington-made match and put the dead match into an earthenware ash-tray, made in Christchurch.

          
This quartette of factories forms one more proof that New Zealand industry is on the march.
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The Centennial Exhibition
            


            
What the Public Will See
          

          
In the Exhibit Buildings of the New Zealand Centennial Exhibition the flooring covers an area of approximately 16 acres and most of this flooring has been made from New Zealand timber. Some indication of the amount of flooring used can be had from the fact that if it were made into a 12in. plank, it would reach 1,704 miles, which is nearly 500 miles farther than from Wellington to Sydney.

          
The largest plate-glass windows ever constructed in New Zealand are an architectural feature of the Australian Pavilion at the Exhibition. The plateglass over the main doorway has an area of 1,125 sq. ft. This is exceeded, however, in the facade of the composite window at the north end of the building. The glass in this structure totals 2,520 sq. ft.

          
Inside the facade a spiral staircase leading from the main floor to the Cultural Exhibit can be seen from the outside of the building.

          
Fifty years ago the site of the Exhibition was a desolate waste of sand dunes. On November 8, when the Exhibition opens, there will be an impressive layout of colourful gardens and abundant foliage about the buildings. This transformation is already far advanced.

          
Pohutukawa trees, 20 feet in height and 30 years old, will flame with blossom and will look particularly striking against the cream walls of the buildings. More than 1,000 shrubs have been planted between the trees. Annuals to deck the flower beds and borders will total 80,000, and in the vicinity of the main entrance 1,000 roses have been planted. About the Australian Court will be typical Australian trees and shrubs, and the trees of Great Britain will lend an appropriate atmosphere to the United Kingdom Pavilion.
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The front elevation of Bunting's brashware factory, Christchurch.


          

          
A native garden of New Zealand plants and trees is being formed in the southern portion of the grounds, and donations from all parts of the country were received for this feature.

          
For the first time the main avenue of flag poles near the Kingsford-Smith Street entrance of the Exhibition were graced with colourful banners last month. Streaming in a fresh northerly breeze they stretch their varied hues across the blue of the sky in bright array. There are 32 banners in the avenue, each about 20 feet long and with tasselled ends.

          

            

Result “Puzzle Pie” No. 312.
          

          
In this contest a number of competitors submitted correct solutions and therefore share the 
Prize of £200 in Cash. List of names may be inspected at “Truth” office in Auckland, Wellington, Christchurch and Dunedin on and after Wednesday, 27th September, 1939.

          
Prize-money will be posted on Monday, October 9th.

          

            
Solution to “Puzzle Pie” No. 312.
          

          
Paragraph from the “N.Z. Radio Record,” May 20th, 1938:

          
“Perhaps you don't care for community singing. I know there are scores of people who don't. But that doesn't alter the fact that for every one who doesn't, there are probably a round thousand who do.”
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“
The Line is Now Open for Traffic“



An Epic Performance


        

During the recent severe snow storms in the South Island the efficiency of the Railways Department in overcoming extraordinary operating difficulties was seen at its very best.

        
In an interesting article in the “Otago Daily Times,” Major P. Mackenzie, of Walter Peak Station, Queenstown, states that, with his wife, he went to the Dunedin station on 25th July, to join the train for Kingston.

        
“On arrival at the station,” he said, “I found the station officials busy endeavouring to get our train alongside of the platform. The drifting snow and ice had blocked the points and as fast as it was being dug away, the gale was drifting it in again. After an hour's work the train finally made the platform, and commenced its journey through the snow as far as Milton.

        
“It was too miserable to leave the carriage even for a tempting cup of coffee. After some delay the stationmaster at Milton informed the passengers that the train would make an endeavour to reach Lumsden, but he could not guarantee this. Passengers to Queenstown were given the option of returning to Dunedin, staying at Gore, or risk getting as far as Lumsden. Knowing that the only hope of reaching Queenstown was to remain on the train, my wife and I decided to put our money on the “Iron Horse,” as the only form of transport likely to reach Kingston under such abnormal conditions.

        
“It was snowing heavily as we pulled out of the station, and one expanse of snow met our eyes right on to Gore, where, after a seven minutes’ wait we boarded the train for Kingston. Conditions were very cold, and the snow became deeper as we proceeded on our way.

        
“On reaching Lumsden (which was a mantle of white) the stationmaster announced that the train could go no farther. There was considerable snow in the streets, and it was necessary to wade through this, knee-deep, in order to reach the hotel.

        
“… At noon next day word was received that a train departing from Lumsden at 2.15 p.m., would endeavour to reach Kingston that night. We decided to go. Little did we know what was in store for us! The Inspector of Permanent Way (Mr. Woodcock) accompanied us and picked up five surfacemen and one volunteer at Lumsden and at Five Rivers. All went well until we passed the latter place, where the train very soon became stuck in the heavy drifts. The little gang was out like a shot and dug away the snow from the rear wheels and axle boxes of the engine and carriages. The train was then reversed and backed some 100 yards, then charged the drifts and so gained a 100 yards or so. This operation was repeated, each time making a little progress. After continuing this procedure for a couple of hours, the engine was detached and sent forward alone to break a track through. Proceeding a few miles it stuck fast in an eight foot drift near Eyre Creek, and could move neither backward nor forward. By this time it was getting dark, and the wind still howled and moaned as it swept the drifting snow on to the track which the engine had made. After clearing the snow away from the train, the little gang set off in the blizzard to dig the engine out. The guard, meanwhile, up to his waist in the snow, went to the nearest telegraph lines with his portable telephone, to advise Lumsden of our plight. He appealed for another engine to be sent, to push our train on to the rear of the engine which was stuck, and so assist in withdrawing it from the drift. No engine being available, there was nothing to do but carry on because it was impossible to back the train to Lumsden. The track was filling in fast with drifting snow behind the train, and the scene outside our carriage was a very bleak one indeed. I cannot find words to describe the wretched conditions under which the whole of the train crew was obliged to work.
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“After an hour's work the engine was freed and returned to the train. Off we went again and after many delays the train reached the big drift where the engine had stuck. It was now 11 p.m. The train had travelled only eleven miles and had used up a considerable quantity of the available coal. A further appeal was made to Lumsden for another engine. As this could not be granted there was nothing which could be done but spend the night in the train. There was just enough coal left to heat the carriages until mid-day next day, but insufficient water to last till daylight. Eyre Creek was 150 yards away, and the engine slowly went forward until this was reached. Then in the cold and



darkness, the engine crew bucketed hundreds of gallons of water from the creek into the engine. At midnight this job was completed and the engine was again attached to the train, and the welcome steam turned on to the carriages. The men, coated with snow and ice, returned to the carriages and gallantly offered to make a track to a farmhouse some distance away, so that my wife might have a comfortable bed. This most generous offer was firmly refused. At this stage the engine driver came into the shelter for the first time. All settled down for the night to thaw out and snatch what sleep might come their way.

        
“The small train party comprising eleven persons performed a task that, for sheer determination against the greatest odds and under the very worst and most miserable conditions imaginable, will rank as one of the greatest achievements of the New Zealand Railways. Generous to a degree these men were more solicitous for the comfort of their two passengers than for their own discomforts. They shared with us their only light and scanty rations of cakes and black tea. I think it is only right and bare justice that the names of these men should be recorded. They are: Inspector of Permanent Way, J. Woodcock; guard, J. McArthur; engine-driver, T. Bulman; fireman, A. D. C. McMurtrie; ganger, A. G. Small; porter, R. Stuck; surfaceman, J. Stewart; surfaceman, S. Burdon; surfaceman, H. Thomas; surfaceman, G. Dorricot; surfaceman, R. Cox; volunteer, J. McKay.

        
“I mention these officers and men specially because owing to their small number they had to fight continuously against the most cruel odds. They came unprepared for such severe conditions and actually were willing to continue all night in order to assist the relief train when it arrived.

        
“The relief train with two engines and a van, with a store of provisions, arrived at 11 a.m. and immediately attached itself to our marooned train. A large gang of men from the relief train meanwhile cleared the snow from the siding, and with three engines at work our train was hauled back to the little station. Our engine with some carriages was shunted to the side and later went back to Lumsden with the crew of the night before, less the Inspector who appeared to require neither rest nor sleep.

        
“By noon we were away on the relief train with a powerful engine in front and another in the rear, so that it could withdraw itself from the drifts when the forward engine became stuck fast. We ploughed our way along in great style to Athol with a great wave of snow curling out from the engine on both sides. It was a sight worth going far to see. A stop was made at Athol to take aboard a dozen surfacemen. There the snow was very deep and continued in one mass up the sides of the houses and right over the tops.

        
“When the train moved off from the station it proceeded thirty yards or so and came to a sudden stop. The large gang of men went out with their shovels, and in half an hour another start was attempted, but all to no purpose. The snow was in hard blocks everywhere under the train, and the rails were gripped with solid ice. Out went the gang again and after chipping the ice from the rails, the train slowly moved off to come to another dead stop at Nokomai siding where the drifts were exceedingly deep. It was feared that further progress would be impossible, but after the gang had toiled and struggled with the deep frozen snow, a track was made through the deepest parts. The train then drew back and charged. She staggered and slowed down and then, when all seemed lost, she gradually gathered speed and ploughed a magnificent trench to Garston, where further trouble was expected in the deep cuttings just beyond the siding.

        
“The forward engine was detached and raced forward at full speed, only to go clean out of sight in a ten foot drift. The gang was sent forward again, and after an hour's work the engine was freed and withdrawn with the aid of the rear engine. It was now getting dark and a formidable task lay ahead. There was nothing for it but to return to Lumsden to give the men a hot meal and some sleep, replenish the coal supplies, and secure extra men.
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“Next day the train was back at Garston with sixty men, including our comrades of the marooned train. By 1 o'clock the men had cleared the line beyond Fairlight Station where the snow was ten feet deep in the cuttings. The rear engine was obliged to return to Athol, for water, and we were able to join this part of the train on its return journey and proceed to the field of operations. The large relief gang must have worked exceedingly hard to have cleared with the shovel such a huge quantity of snow. The method adopted from Fairlight onward was to dig away the deeper drifts with longhandled shovels and then for the forward engine to break through the lighter drifts, and the rear engine to bring the train along. This method of leap-frogging continued the whole of the afternoon. At 5.30 p.m. word was passed down the train that a gang had cleared the line from the Kingston end to the top of the hill overlooking the Lake. Alas, this was not so! Drift after drift was encountered and cleared away. Even half a mile from Kingston Station the engine became stuck in a drift. The gang had again to turn out in the darkness, in a cold drizzling rain, for half an hour's shovelling. Then away went the forward engine once more, and fifteen minutes later, three hearty whistles were heard at the Kingston Railway Station. These were answered by two sets of three cheers of whistles from the rear engine. The train drew into the Kingston Railway Station at 6.15 p.m., after one of the most sensational railway journeys in the history of New Zealand.”
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Aotea Harbour.
          

          

            
Round deep-blue shores where seaweed-drift and shell


            
Shine by the lazy washing of the seas,


            
The little valleys lie. No tongue can tell


            
The strange wild history of these.


            
Deserted villages, a vanished race,


            
Gone from the nets and fields of toil,


            
Gone from this pleasant seaward place,


            
No footprints in the fallow soil.


            
Where tribal conqueror trod a trail of blood,


            
The conquered sleep within the pale sea-caves,


            
With blue tide filtering at the flood,


            
And water-lights, and gentle sound of waves.


            
They sleep serene; yet still about these bays


            
Remains some imprint of their sterner days—


            
A melancholy dignity and grace


            
That Time shall never manage to efface.
            —
Joyce West.
          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            
              
“
A Night of Stars.”
            
          

          

            
It is a night of stars,


            
Clear-cut and cold against a frozen sky,


            
Like diamonds showing


            
On a velvet cloth.


            
There is a pale white moon,


            
Too dim to shine amidst her rival gems,


            
Like jewels ruling


            
In a chest of glass.


            
This is a night to walk


            
By the sea's edge along a lonely road,


            
A human gazing


            
At the silent sea.


            
The mind is void of thought,


            
Intent—the breath falling in jerky haste,


            
Like misty sea-spray


            
On an unseen reef.


            
This is a night of stars,


            
A winter night athrob with freezing ire,


            
And coldly dying


            
For a winter day.
            —
Roma M. Hoggard.
          

        

        

          

            

Clematis.
          

          

            
About this crooked manuka's Impoverished, unlovely form,


            
She wreathed her gleaming loveliness


            
To hide the ravages of storm


            
And time. The bowed limbs spoke to her


            
Of high endeavour, battles fought


            
And lost; of dreams unrealised;


            
Of struggling life so dearly bought.


            
So, with her green luxuriance


            
She gently veiled the cruel scars,


            
And on the drooping, once-bright head


            
She laid a wondrous crown of stars.
            —
G. Evelyn Preston.
          

          
* * * *

        

        

          

            

That Which the Gypsies Know.
          

          

            
The time is here to gather gear,


            
And as we have before.


            
To roll a pack for lands out back,


            
And hike along once more.


            
To hike again beyond the plain


            
Up through a foothill gate,


            
Where with their charm the pine and palm,


            
In grace and beauty wait.


            
So let's away at dawn of day,


            
Together let us go,


            
By vale and peak once more to seek


            
That which the gypsies know.


            
Where ratas cling and tuis sing,


            
And snow-fed waters fall,


            
And trails are steep and gorges deep,


            
And whistling blue-ducks call.


            
There in some glade that Nature's made,


            
While robins come to peep,


            
We bide awhile in gypsy style,


            
By pools where brown trout sleep.


            
While pigeons croon a forest tune,


            
And tell an ancient tale,


            
Go as you like, but we will hike


            
Along a mountain trail.


            
And through the haze of lofty ways,


            
Where blooms the edelweiss,


            
We'll tramp along unto a song


            
That's known to 
them and us.


            
Awhile we'll stop on some high top,


            
Where breezes gently blow,


            
While all the world is laid unfurled


            
For us who gaze below.


            
Then on we'll go till sunset's glow


            
Has draped the range in gold,


            
And bellbird calls and twilight falls,


            
And night her stars unfold.


            
As smoke-rings coil and billies boil,


            
We'll make a camp-fire gleam,


            
That those below may see and know


            
We need no more to dream.
            —L. M.

          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            

A Sleepless Night.
          

          

            
The night was dark and loud the wild wind roared


            
Along the desolate and lonely shore;


            
It lashed the rain against the rattling panes,


            
And shook the trembling door.


            
I was alone—yet ever on the gale


            
I heard the fitful crying of a child…


            
I looked—although I knew no child was there—-


            
The night was dark and wild.


            
Perhaps ‘twas raindrops beating on the glass …


            
A storm-tossed sea-bird, wearying in its flight….


            
It seemed like trembling fingers, seeking there


            
A shelter from the night.


            
And then the latch was lifted stealthily….


            
I heard a light step on the winding stair…


            
I crept out, wondering who the child might be—


            
But there was no one there.


            
Yet still I heard a fumbling at the latch—


            
A weary voice amid the tumult weep—


            
And still the rain fell and the tempest roared …


            
All night I could not sleep.
            —
Jean H. Mather.
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J. T. 
Inkster
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One bright morning in the early summer of 1809—just 130 years ago—a ship came to anchor in the harbour of Whangaroa. The ship was the 
Boyd, soon to become famous in one of the most dramatic and tragic episodes in early New Zealand history. The harbours of the Far North, so supremely blessed by Nature, have dark pages of which the visitor of today knows little. A tourist will see in the Hokianga Harbour, for instance, only a magnificent waterway stretching inland for 25 miles, and he leaves its bush-denuded hillsides with a fond memory of the glittering water that gave Rawene its name.

        
A visitor to Mangonui to-day will note the outline of the parapets and escarpments of the big 
pa that crowned the high hill standing, Gibraltar-like, at the entrance to the harbour, but he will see little to suggest that at times half a hundred sailing ships would be lying in the harbour waiting for their cargoes of timber.

        
Russell, on the Bay of Islands, is another place that has mellowed after its riotous early years. It is redolent of history, but who that has slept in Russell will ever forget hearing on the still evening air that rhythmical swish, swish, as the waters of the famous bay lap the pebbly beach? One may grow careless in remembering much of Russell's history, but one will never forget how that sound lulled one to sleep on one's first night in Kororareka.

        
And Whangaroa, almost land-locked and perhaps the most beautiful of all the harbours of the Far North, must have been a gloriously lovely place a century ago when the bush grew down to the water's edge and the stately kauris towered aloft.
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It was in such a setting that the tragedy of the 
Boyd was enacted. Surrounding that tragedy is a fog of mystery that no coroner's inquiry at this late date could ever clear away. There are numerous accounts of the affair, each with important differences. This is not surprising as rarely do two witnesses give the same account of an event that has happened before their own eyes.

        
Whangaroa is an ideal place for daydreaming, and if you have the right companion it is easy to call back other days. Recently, while on a tour of the North, I met an old settler of the Whangaroa district and we fell to talking about the times of long ago. Like many other pioneers, his memory was remarkably clear. He was full of reminiscences.

        
“Let us walk up the hill-side so that we can get a view of the harbour,” he said, “and I will tell you what I know about the 
Boyd. Oh, yes, I 
know, or it seems to me that I
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know, for I have heard so much all my life about the affair that I sometimes think that I must have actually seen it happening. Look, I can see the 
Boyd under easy sail coming in–to the harbour, there”—and the old man's eyes brightened as he fixed his gaze on the narrow entrance to the harbour until it seemed that he really could see—“and I can see her anchoring abreast of Peach Island. That is Peach Island, there. Have you seen the painting of the burning of the 
Boyd, in the Auckland Art Gallery? Peach Island is shown in the background. I can see three boats’ crews leaving the ship to go up the stream, Kaeoway, looking for kauri spars. In the evening the boats return, but they are manned by Maoris wearing the clothes of the sailors, all of whom had been killed.

        
“The ship was inadequately guarded,” he went on. “Those on watch were soon killed, and most of those below, passengers as well as crew, suffered the same fate as they appeared on deck. Four or five seamen took refuge high up in the rigging and remained there all night….

        
“The poor fellows up the masts must have spent an anxious night, wondering what the morrow had in store for them. They were safe in the rigging, for the Maoris were afraid to climb so high and could not shoot straight enough to hit them. Next morning, Te Pahi assured the men of his protection if they could reach his canoe. This they did, and though hotly pursued he landed them on the nearest shore. Then he was forcibly detained while the sailors were run down and killed. They were more at home climbing the rigging than running on the beach.

        
“Te Pahi and his 
hapu bore the brunt of the reprisals for the massacre. He seems to have arrived the day after the affair and he did his best to save the seamen left alive, but unfortunately for him he accepted some of the loot from the ship. When the whalers in port at the Bay of Islands discovered this they set out on a punitive expedition against his 
pa (in the Bay of Islands) and emulated the massacre on the 
Boyd, except for the cannibal feast.
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“The 
Boyd was a fine prize for the Maoris. The sight of the axes carried by the sailors on the three boats would alone have aroused their cupidity, quite apart from the firearms. But there is little doubt that the spirit of revenge for the treatment accorded some Maori members of the crew of the 
Boyd was the prime reason for the attack. The captain of the ship played right into their hands, too, in dividing his forces as he did.

        
“I have traversed the route taken by the boats’ crews. My guide was a Maori woman and we landed on the Whangaroa side of the Kaeo township and proceeded up a small valley to the left. I know the place where the men were unexpectedly attacked before they had a chance to use their axes in self-defence.

        
“There were 
72 people killed in the massacre. The survivors were a Mrs. Morley, her little child, an apprentice named Thomas Davis (15) and a very young child named Broughton. The boy saved himself by remaining hidden till the savages had finished their ghastly work, and I remember hearing an account of how the woman and her child were saved. It was told to me by an old Maori who was a young man at the time of the 
Boyd affair. His father was a chief and took an active part in the attack.

        
“As I was talking to the Maori he pointed to a fair-haired child, and said: ‘She reminds me of the child taken from the 
Boyd.’ When I questioned him about the matter he said that during the massacre on the deck of the 
Boyd a Maori had lifted up his 
mere to kill a child but the woman





[image: ]
rushed up, bent over her and protected her. The Maori stayed his hand, then lifted it again to strike the woman. At that moment a chief (the father of the man relating the story) placed his 
mere against the woman's arm and said, ‘She's mine.’ He then took the woman and child to the bulwarks, placed his shoulder mat around the woman, and the two were safe.”

        
“It is said there was a lot of treasure on the 
Boyd,” I remarked, for I had heard it mentioned by the hotelkeeper in Kaeo, and hotelkeepers are a fund of information.

        
“There is a very interesting story about the chest that the Maoris took out of the 
Boyd,” was the reply. “It lies buried in the mangrove swamp up Pupuke way, but what treasure it contains will probably never be known. I will tell you the story. It comes within my own knowledge, as it were. At least, it is only second-hand.

        
“This happened a long while ago. I used frequently to pass a very old Maori at Waihapa. He was always sitting outside his old whare, hunched up and smoking a pipe. He had bloodshot eyes and was so crippled up that he could hardly walk. Alongside him on a rock were two skulls. They aroused my curiosity. I looked at them and examined them on several occasions. The larger of them had a deep mark, evidently from a 
mere blow, on one side of it. The other, which was of much lighter bone, and was possibly a woman's, I thought, had an injury at the back. I was very curious to find out about those skulls, and I asked the old Maori on several occasions, but all he would do was to glower at me.

        
“At last one day when I was passing I noticed that he was fiddling with his pipe and not smoking.

        
“‘No tobacco?’ I asked.

        
“‘No.’

        
“That morning I had found a sailor's pouch with some tobacco and a knife in it. I gave him the tobacco and he began to break it up with his fingers. ‘Here, use the knife,’ I said, and he grunted with satisfaction.

        
“‘You'd better take the lot,’ I said, handing over the pouch as well.

        
“‘I got no money,’ said the Maori, who thought I wanted him to pay. When I had made it clear that I was giving him the things he began to unbend. I must say the Maoris of the old school never expected anything for nothing.

        
“‘You have asked about those,’ he said, indicating the skulls.’ Well, I will tell you now. You have heard about the 
Boyd?'

        
“And this is the story the old Maori related about the 
Boyd massacre, the tribal fight that followed, and the mystery of the two skulls:

        
“The ship had been looted, even some of the cannons taken ashore. A number of Maoris, including John King, the treatment of whom aboard the 
Boyd was primarily the cause of the massacre, knew how to work ropes and tackle, and there was plenty of man-power to do all the hauling necessary. Among the things taken off was the ship's chest. The old Maori spread out his arms to indicate that it was five to six feet long, two to three feet deep, and about four feet wide. It was of black wood, had iron bands around it, iron clamped corners, and two ring bolts on either side and at each end.

        
“‘Was it heavy?’

        
“‘Yes, heavier than a cannon,’ the Maori replied:

        
“The chest was placed across a canoe and the Maoris set off with it for Pupuke, hauling and pushing it up the creeks and through the swamps.

        
“The Maoris with the canoe had reached a certain place when a runner dashed up to say that a war party from another tribe was coming, evidently attracted by the prospect of sharing in the spoils from the 
Boyd.

        
‘We beat them,’ said the old Maori, ‘and this man’—indicating the larger skull—‘was the best fighter of the lot.’ The Maori then described how the fight had taken place at Tera-tera and they had driven the enemy right back to the edge of a precipice. At last there were only two left—the big Maori and a white woman, his white wife. The man was putting up a great fight when suddenly the woman, with the intention of protecting him, threw her arms around him. Taken at a disadvantage, before he could free himself, a 
mere crashed on his temple and he and his white wife hurtled down the cliff. The woman was found to have been killed in the fall ‘and we left their bodies to the pigs,’ said the old man.
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“‘What did you do about the box on the canoe?’

        
“The old Maori said that after the fight, which was a very severe one, they had not been able to go back to the canoe for a long time, and when they did they found the craft upset, with the chest on its side in the mud. Only part of it was to be seen.

        
“‘Did you try to get it out?’

        
“‘No,’ said the Maori.

        
“‘You know where it is?’

        
“‘Oh, yes.’

        
“‘Will you show it to me?’

        
“‘I can't walk that far,’ replied the old man, who was nearly doubled in two.

        
“‘I'll get you a horse.'

        
“‘I could not ride one. I have never ridden.’

        
“‘I'll give you £5 if you will show me the place.’

        
“‘What's the good of £5 to me?’

        
asked the Maori.

        
“So the chest, which undoubtedly contains all the valuables of the ship 
Boyd, lies in a swampy arm of Whangaroa Harbour on the way to Pupuke.”
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By 
Arthur L. Stead


        

          
Locomotive Building Programme.

          

For main-line, long-distance haulage the trusty “Iron Horse” continues the most favoured power unit on the majority of the world's railways. In the railway locomotive works at Home there is at present marked activity in the production of new and more efficient steam engines, and a tour of the shops of the four groups–situated at Crewe, Doncaster, Swindon and Eastleigh respectively—provides abundant proof of the belief of the administrations that better days lie ahead. Week by week, railway revenues are steadily creeping up, and this improvement in business is a most heartening feature.

          
At our largest locomotive shops–those of the London, Midland & Scottish Company, at Crewe—there are being constructed twenty new streamlined locomotives of the “Princess Coronation” class, all named after cities on the L.M. & S. system. These engines are 74 feet long, and their weight in working order is about 165 tons. The tenders carry 10 tons of coal and 4,000 gallons of water. Painted in standard L.M. & S. red, with horizontal gold bands, they are being introduced into express working on the Anglo-Scottish main-lines immediately after being run in. From the equally famous Doncaster works of the L. & N.E. Company, come new locomotives of the V.2, 2–6-2 “Green Arrow” type, designed for mixed traffic working. The first three of these carry the names, “King's Own Yorkshire Light Infantry,” “Durham School” and “Coldstreamer.” Swindon has recently turned out six new 4–6-0 engines of the “Grange” class, for working on the G.W. main-lines; while in the Eastleigh shops the Southern has been busy adopting a number of modifications to its 4–6-0 “Lord Nelson” class locomotives, including 6 ft. 3 in. driving wheels in place of 6 ft. 7 in. wheels for No. 859, “Lord Hood”; a boiler with a lengthened barrel for No. 860, “Lord Hawke”; and a larger boiler with a combustion chamber added to the firebox for No. 857, “Lord Howe.” In order to increase the steaming capacity of these locomotives, the smokebox arrangements have also been altered by fitting multiple-jet blast pipe caps and single double-coned chimneys of large internal diameter.

        

        

          
Close of the Holiday Season.

          
The summer holiday season now draws to a close in Britain, and the group railways may well look back on the season's achievements with pride. Apart from the enormous number of excursion trains operated over all the main-lines, remarkable accelerations of ordinary passenger trains were everywhere the order of the day. In the summer time-tables of the L.M. & S. provision was made for the speedingup of no fewer than 110 trains, while among the services placed at the disposal of holiday-makers by this line were sixty-seven trains covering 6,883 miles daily at average start-tostop speeds of 60 m.p.h. or over. The additional holiday services of the L. & N.E. Railway involved the running of 1,276,120 miles weekly. On this line, trains like the “Flying Scotsman,” the “Scarborough Flyer” and the “Coronation” Express were regularly duplicated and triplicated out of King's Cross, while many branch-line servies, discontinued during winter and spring, were specially restored for the benefit of holiday-makers. Ever a popular holiday line, the Great Western summer services included the running of 800 additional express trains on week-days and 600 on Sundays. Twenty-five of these trains covered 2,075 miles daily at speeds of a mile a minute or over. More and faster main-line trains were operated to the West Country by the Southern throughout the holiday period. That most popular of all Southern holiday services—the “Atlantic Coast Express” —regularly ran in five parts every Saturday from Waterloo Station, London, to Devon and Cornwall.
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Brighter Passenger Coaches.

          
Passenger coaches have been immensely improved in design in recent years, while a great deal has also been done to render vehicles more attractive externally and internally by the thoughtful employment of colour. Each Home railway group has its own standard colour scheme for carriage decoration, and on the Great Western new standard colourings for the interior decoration of passenger stock have just been adopted. In first-class
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The Old and the New—Steam and Electric Trains at Ascot, Southern Railway.


corridor compartments the scheme followed is cream and blue; in firstclass non-corridor compartments cream and brown; and in third-class corridor and non-corridor compartments cream and green. Curtains, blinds, carpets and linoleum match the patterned upholstery, while the woodwork is in polished teak. New coaches built at Swindon will in future all incorporate this fresh colour scheme, and coaches passing through the shops for repairs are being re-decorated as opportunity offers.

        

        

          
Electrification Extensions.

          
The Southern Railway has for some time operated the largest suburban electrification of any railway in the world. The latest development on this system is the conversion to electricity of the four stretches of track in Kent from Gravesend to Gillingham; Strood to Maidstone West; Swanley to Rochester; and Otford to Maidstone East. This electrification completes the ambitious scheme which comprised the Eastbourne, the Portsmouth No. 1, the Portsmouth No. 2 (Littlehampton, etc.), and the Reading extensions, and adds another 54 route miles—making a total of 702 route miles—to the Southern electrification. For the new services, some 152 coaches have been put into working, and greatly accelerated services have become possible—a most desirable thing in this busy metropolitan area. Between London and Chatham, via Strood, passenger trains have been increased from 40 to 49 daily, and the average journey time reduced from 76 to 69 minutes. Between London and Maidstone West, trains have been increased from 24 to 43 daily, and average time cut from 106 to 93 minutes. Equally striking improvements have followed electrification on the London-Chatham, via Swanley, and London-Maidstone East routes An interesting point about the coaches employed in the new electric services is the provision of duplicated periscopes, which allow of signals being observed by the guard when travelling in either direction These are called for because the width of the stock prevents the use of the usual side look-outs.

        

        

          
Some Impressive Figures.

          
Freight traffic now commences to loom large on the Home railways. Last year the four groups conveyed some 254,496,000 tons of freight, equivalent to 52 tons per head of the population. The distance covered by goods trains in a year aggregates 133,440,000 miles, while the average length of haul equals 58 miles. Average net freight train load is between 120 and 130 tons, and the average revenue to the railways for hauling a ton of goods for a mile is approximately lid. Some 1,250,000 wagons are in service, and there are 6,908 goods stations throughout 50,555 miles of railway lines. The average wagon load of traffic at starting points is between 5 and 8 tons, but the largest railway wagon in service can carry a load of 150 tons, spread over 56 wheels; 50,000 special wagons have been built to carry particular types of traffic, and more than 45,000 railway vehicles are in use with capacities of 20 tons and over. The largest covered goods station in Britain—and incidentally in the world—is at Bristol (Temple Meads), and the biggest group of sorting sidings in the country is at Whitemoor, in Cambridgeshire, on the L. & N. E. system. Nearly 700 regular express freight trains run every 24 hours at speeds of 40 and 45 m.p.h. These, of course, are in addition to the ordinary freight trains and pickups. Railway cartage services have been extended to 10,367 parcel and goods motor vehicles, and there are also 11,163 railway horses and 24,823 railway horse-vehicles. Country lorr services connecting railway centres with outlying country districts are now operated from 2,822 stations, while there are in regular service 15,521 containers of all types. Container movement, it may be noted, has increased by no less than 41 per cent. compared with five years ago.
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The Manawatu Show of 1939

 
The A. & P. Complement of the Centennial Exhibition

          
        

        

          
By … 

Oriwa Keripi

        

        
“
When you stand on Mount Stewart, you are looking over the best million acres of grasslands in the world.” That remark was made to me, not by a local enthusiast, but by one of our leading agricultural and pastoral officials, who has travelled the whole world, and made the statement from his own personal observation.

        
I had been reading a history, an account of one of the early missionaries in the mid-Seventies, who travelled from Wanganui to Palmerston North. He stood on Mount Stewart and “viewed what he estimated to be one million acres of forest and wilderness.”

        
One of these days, some one will write in prose or poetry of fire and emotion, the epic of human devotion, relentless endeavour, and endless skill and scientific planning, that made possible this magical transformation.

        
The Manawatu Show, as the display window for this man-made paradise, has therefore grown naturally and inevitably. Its immediate hinterland contains nearly two million acres, but to-day it has taken on national importance, and amounts to a New Zealand exhibition. In fact, the great carnival of November, will be the primary industries’ complement of the vast Centennial Exhibition.

        
There are approximately a hundred Agricultural and Pastoral Shows in New Zealand. They fall loosely into three classes: the Spring Show, mainly devoted to pedigree stock and the general purposes of farming science; the Autumn Show, mainly dedicated to fat stock and kindred exhibits; and the Winter Show whose main objectives are displays of produce and the mechanical aids, household amenities, and the like, which provide New Zealand with the highest standard of general comfort and efficiency in all the farming communities of the world.
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The departure of a special train from Palmerston North.
            


        

        
The Manawatu and West Coast Agricultural and Pastoral Association has forged to the front, and its dominating position will be conceded even by its nearest and greatest rivals. The 1939 Spring Show promises to be the “Greatest Yet,” in the truest possible sense of the words.

        
The Association was founded before 1886, so that “How are you going to the Show?” has been a saying for fiftythree years now. What an event it was!

        
Before the days of paved roads and motor cars, getting to the show for those off the railway lines was a matter of intensive planning.’ They made the wayside station somehow or other, for a report away back in 1900 mentions that 14,500 people patronised the special trains of that year.
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All roads were crowded with gigs, traps, push bikes, and saddle horses–every conceivable form of locomotion being pressed into service.

        
The gayest train that ever steamed into Palmerston North was the “Show Special” that ran over the Manawatu Line when the State first took it over. That was the year when each engine bore in large lettering the name of its destination, but even then the orderly departure of the huge crowds required a triumph of organisation.

        
It would be interesting, if, by some miracle, some of those dusty and travel-stained holiday-makers of that time could return to see the spectacle afforded by the modern city of Palmerston North, and the spacious grounds and buildings of the Association.

        
I have before me the official schedule for the great Spring Show to be held on 2nd, 3rd and 4th November, 1939.

        
It is a fascinating document, promising an array of exhibits and attractions to satisfy everyone from the jaded city-miss to the earnest student of farming lore.

        
The ring competitions are always strong classes in the Manawatu carnival, and as New Zealand is a nation of horse-lovers, the stands and the whole concourse are always well filled. The jumping course is a steeplechase track in miniature, and the names of the stars of olden days will be recalled by thousands; the perfect equine, Pickpocket; the lovely prima donna, Duchess; the neat Tom Tit; the effortless Jumper, Gay Boy, and many others.

        

          

[image: (Rly. Publicity photo.) A View of the business area of Palmerston North.]

              
(Rly. Publicity photo.)
              


              
A View of the business area of Palmerston North.
            


        

        
The Grand Parade, by the way, is on Friday, the middle day, at 3 p.m., so that everyone will have a chance to see the stock. This will probably be the most impressive “March Past” of the aristocracy of the animal world ever to take place in the Dominion.

        
The ring events are on all three days, and include such well-known competitions as the Rocket Cup for Champion Open Hunters, the Moutoa Cup for Ladies’ Hunters, and the breathless “Leaping Competition.” In this event, run on steeplechase lines, ladies may, and usually do, ride. Saturday will be in the nature of a Carnival Day, with special “Ring” events.

        
I am glad to see an entirely new item in the exhibition of thoroughbreds, “Special Progeny Classes,” in which there are prizes for the sons or daughters of four well-known local sires.

        
The general horse classes are comprehensive and are rich in prizes, but one competition is particularly interesting. This is the “School Team,” which comprises entries of three ponies belonging to children attending school. This always attracts large entries, and is the cause of excited treble cheers when the names of the winners are announced. The horse classes are always a feature of the Manawatu Show, for the district is no richer in horses than in enthusiasts who have endowed all these competitions with handsome prizes.

        
It is to be expected that in such a region as the Manawatu, the cattle should be notable. In any case, the competitors come from far and near, for a Manawatu award is a prize of prizes. Palmerston North, also, is the centre of a district whose varying configuration means that its lands graze a wide variety of cattle breeds. Calfrearing clubs are numerous, and real excitement is caused by the ingeniously planned calf-rearing competitions for young folk. There are, too, valuable prizes for the chilled beef classes.

        
The sheep entries comprise all the better-known breeds in New Zealand, and this year a new arrival in the shape of the Dorset Horn will be listed.

        
It is to be remembered that in the modern A. & P. Show, all the sheep cattle and utility horse exhibits are planned to assist in arriving at practical values.
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The great Manawatu institution is administered by practical men whose tradition and scientific outlook are often of the third generation. It is not overpatriotic to claim that in this development of the Show, New Zealand leads the world.

        
On the other hand, the governors of the Manawatu Show realise that modern conditions have changed the whole nature of the Show as a panorama or holiday carnival. Spectacle is supreme. Nowadays, fresh thrills and novelty entertainment have to be provided for a world that has the radio, the speed car, satin-smooth roads, cinema at most corners, and in other mediums, the thousand-and-one complex means of amusement for eye and ear that have become commonplaces of our everyday life.

        
Thus the judging competitions and shearing contests for young farmers and the host of similar events have definite educative values, but they have to be supplemented by a range of attractions with general appeal.

        
A quick survey promises good things for next November. There is the Cavalcade of Transportation. There is to be also a Cavalcade of Progress. This ambitious spectacle will include Agriculture, Industry and Dress, and will be a panorama of the successive changes that have taken place since this vast district was wrested from the wilderness by our doughty forebears. The dress sections will be arranged in decades, in two sections, daytime, and evening raiment.

        
A procession is planned for the last day, Saturday, 4th November. Everyone familiar with an old family portrait album will know what genuine shocks and amusement come from this form of entertainment.

        
On the Oval, besides the horse events, there will be motor cycle chariot races, a thrilling and hair-raising form of modern speedway contests. There will also be the sheep dog exhibitions which are usually as exciting as the New Zealand Cup. For good measure there will be the gigantic dog show, run by the Manawatu Kennel Club, occupying two big halls, and this year promising a record array of canine thoroughbreds from far and near.

        
Farming, like so many other human activities, has become largely mechanised. The machinery display at the Manawatu Show is an Exhibition by itself. It is colossal, and every year new surprises are sprung. The New Zealand farmer leads the world not only in his standard of amenities and his use of up-to-date mechanisms, but in his understanding of their working. The farm worker of to-day not only understands the moods of a cow or horse; he has an intimate knowledge of the bad habits of a refractory valve, or the location of a short circuit. I think much of this skill with machines is derived from the necessary ingenuity required of everyone in our pioneer days.
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The carnival side of the Show is bewildering in its variety. There are rows and rows of booths, tents, sideshows, and novelty devices for the youngsters. All the world seems to want to sell the Show patrons something, and wares of illimitable range are enticingly displayed for actual miles.

        
The Government has already appealed to organisations such as A. & P. Associations to “carry on” with the good work they are doing to help stimulate the maximum production of quality and quantity in our primary industries. This appeal is being wholeheartedly responded to by the Manawatu A. & P. Association.

        
On Thursday, Friday, and Saturday, 2nd, 3rd and 4th November, Palmerston North will be the venue of a Show which will make history. It will rank with the Centennial Exhibition, as a living pageant of the achievement of New Zealanders in this land so rich in treasures of clime, soil, keen brains and brave hearts.

        
When tobacco first made its appearance in China the populace became so fond of it that the reigning Emperor sternly forbade its use under penalty of death! He was doubtless a “nevertouch-it” and didn't approve of his subjects enjoying something he couldn't relish himself. Anti-tobaccoites are like that. But smoking is now so universal that were tobacco forbidden to-day the ban would certainly be ignored. A world without tobacco in the twentieth century is unthinkable! Everywhere the consumption of the weed is advancing by leaps and bounds. Here in New Zealand the principal demand is for the genuine “toasted” which combines the most exquisite flavour with the choicest bouquet, and what is practically immunity for the smoker—indulge he ever so freely. The toasting does it! The five brands of the real thing—Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), Cavendish, Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold are in constant request. But there are two sorts of “toasted”—the genuine and the imitation. “A word to the wise will always suffice!”
*
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Among the extensive gallery of gentlemen adventurers, eccentric settlers and beloved vagabonds that illuminate the story of Otago's early development, Captain William Jackson Barry, runaway, drover, dealer, soldier, butcher, fish-merchant, mariner, politician, lecturer and author, presents perhaps the most picturesque portrait of a versatile pioneer of our province.

        
Born in England in 1819, Barry, at the age of ten, emigrated to Australia in the service of an English gentleman from whom he absconded in Sydney, to commence thirty years of hectic adventure with whales, sails, gales and trails. During three decades—roughly 1830 to 1860—he oscillated between California and Australia, experiencing always the inconstancy of Dame Fortune; tasting from time to time the magnificence and power of quickly accumulated riches which enabled him to indulge his wildest fancy. But wealth, so readily accumulated, was quickly dissipated with a prodigality symbolic of the colonial adventurer whose optimism always anticipated a future rosy with easy opportunities of fame and opulence.

        
During this period Barry was twice married. In the first instance, after displacing a suitor of some years’ standing, he was successful in “being courted and asked to name the day,” by the lady of his choice. Fortune could scarcely have been kinder; a capable wife with a substantial dowry of £1,000, 20,000 sheep, and a permanent job for Barry as manager of father's station at £400 per annum. For a few short weeks Barry lived in this Avalon until father's untimely death brought in its wake a most unpopular visitor—the mortgagee, who claimed the entire property in liquidation of a debt of £12,000. The blow was sufficient to precipitate the death of Mrs. Barry, and in 1849 our friend was a widower with shrivelled means and a young family for which to make provision.

        
Having found a kindly nurse to adopt his infant, with characteristic fortitude Barry set his face for the Golden Gate, fully confident of his ability to recoup his losses by some means to be determined upon in San Francisco. Upon arrival there he obtained work (as a slaughterman) with some Spaniards, but on receiving a month's pay he followed with feverish footsteps in the wake of the gold-seekers of Sacramento. A few months’ work brought fabulous wealth; then, Heigh Ho! for ‘Frisco again, to build an up-to-date hotel. This done, a health trip to Australia gave him an opportunity of providing, adequately, for his child, and on his return to the roaring life of California, he felt once more the desire for home comforts and decided to marry again.

        
“At this time,” says Barry, “I was courting a young woman who came from the States and was serving in the Eagle Hotel, a house I frequently visited. After a few preliminary visits I popped the question, was accepted, and we were married at once. My wife was a famous business woman and objected to any fuss; but I insisted on doing the thing in style, and invited about three hundred guests, and gave them a spread; which is doubtless remembered in Shasta to this day. It cost me about £500.”
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Prosperity seemed to attend the “Captain” at every new venture; initiative and pluck were receiving just reward in no mean manner. And who would grudge such a redoubtable person the appropriation of a title—he certainly was a “Captain of Industry.” For a time successful cattle-dealing was interspersed with sudden sorties on hostile Indian tribes until the startling announcement of the failure of Adams Bank brought our hero the considerable loss of some £12,500. A return to Sydney was decided upon and a realisation of assets brought in about £10,000. The duration of the voyage was a sufficient period of inactivity for the Captain, so that on reaching Australia he quickly plunged into horse-dealing and quartzmining (both at a loss) and followed on with the purchase and fitting-out of a whaling vessel to restore his financial status. The next seven years produced a series of set-backs, including the total loss of his whaling vessel and its rich cargo of oil.

        
So, in 1862, with the remains of his capital invested in horses, carts, harness and suitable accessories, we find the doughty warrior, accompanied by his wife and family, turning his back on Australia, where his fortunes had flutuated so wildly. After a pleasant passage of eight days the little party landed





[image: ]
at Port Chalmers, where they remained at Galbraith's Hotel until his shipment of horses was disposed of, Now began a new chapter in this absorbing lifestory so full of galvanic action. In rapid succession this “Jack of all Trades” performed the duties of fishmonger, hawker, fellmonger, butcher and quack doctor, in and around Gabriel's Gully, Waitahuna and Wetherstones, whither thousands of optimistic prospectors had been lured, consumed by the gold-fever engendered by the Otago rush. In these hectic days small fortunes were easily made—and easily lost. The meanest necessities retailed at exorbitant prices. Indeed, “Dr.” Barry obtained ten shillings a bottle for his “Perfect Chilblain Cure,” of which the main ingredient was fat from his fellmongery. Indicative of money values at that time is the freight charge of £80 per ton for goods “bullock-waggoned” from Dunedin to Waitahuna, a fortnight's journey in those days when formed roads were yet to be.

        
Communities of gold-diggers are essentially nomadic in character, and regardless of immediate good fortune will surrender a bird in the hand for the thrills of anticipation that electrify every new rush. Thus Barry was soon following hundreds of miners from Waitahuna to the Dunstan. Strangely enough our versatile friend showed no enthusiasm for actual mining in this country; he depended rather on his business acumen to feather his nest, and by shrewd dealing in stock, and by butchering, he was able to maintain a comfortable income. Of course his every-day work-a-day existence was relieved not infrequently by incidents both humorous and hazardous, that could hardly have befallen anyone but the doughty “Captain.” Swimming the treacherous Clutha River with his clothes on his head, recrossing it, holding, the tail of a horse, were typical exploits which probably inspired the following lines by a contemporary author:

        

          
“What thrilling incidents illustrious Barry


          
That stamp thee as a marvel in our age,


          
Thy tale records, that made me spell-bound, tarry


          
For a whole day o'er the eventful page,


          
Whose chequered scenes with luck for each occasion


          
Reminds one of the marvels of Munchausen.”
        

        
In 1864, William Jackson Barry, butcher, of the rapidly growing town of Cromwell, having outlived all opposition to gain a monopoly which he respected with reasonable charges, seemed at last really settled. At the end of the year the Cromwell bridge was finished and as part of the celebrations to mark the historic occasion, the local butcher roasted a bullock, whole, and dispensed it to the multitude. Champagne and other more potent liquors assisted in producing a veritable Bacchanalian uproar. “This bullock-roasting,” says Barry, “extended my connection and I found myself almost famous.”
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In 1865 Cromwell's population was nearly five thousand and the want of local government became urgent. Three nominations for the office of Mayor were received, and the “Captain” was returned by an overwhelming majority. His supporters allowed their feelings to outweigh their judgment to such an extent that their victorious demonstration became an orgy of drunkenness. Cromwell's first mayor was certainly a man of adaptability to circumstances, and his term of office added quite a few highlights to his already brightly illumined career. He had occasion to visit Dunedin on private business and during his absence his council passed a vote of censure on him. Being apprised of this fact he made all haste upcountry to set his house in order. How he accomplished this is now history. Expelling any public from the council chamber he locked the door, put the key in his pocket, carried a vigorous offensive to those who failed to escape through the windows and restored a proper attitude among those who remained. The sequel to this upset was the appearance in court next day of the Mayor on a charge of assault. He was convicted and fined.

        
About this time Sir George Grey, who was making an inspection of the Otago goldfields, arrived at Cromwell. The “Old Colonial” rose to the occasion and made the visit of the Governor and his retinue an experience they would long remember. Indeed, as Sir George Grey himself averred, he had never been entertained by anyone as
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the Mayor of Cromwell entertained him.

        
In those spacious days of gold, with a chief magistrate of such versatility, Cromwell could not lag behind in the matter of public amenities. Hence the formation of a racing club, and in 1865 there was £800 to be run for at a meeting which lasted three days. Mayor Barry showed up in the triple capacity of owner, trainer and jockey, and managed to annex two stakes. In one race, a hurry-scurry, his tactics would hardly satisfy the stipendiary stewards of to-day. Having been thrown from one horse he leaped on another, cut out a certain amount of the course, and ran home second.

        
From this time onward the tide of fortune proved more often than not to be against our hero. Severe injuries to his son, followed in close succession by personal injury and the sudden death of Mrs. Barry, combined to make his life decidedly cheerless. Then information regarding a huge fortune left in his name took him to New South Wales; but proof of identity after fifty years seemed hemmed in with difficulties and the claimant returned to Otago in disgust.

        
With old age creeping on, the tough old colonist decided that his living must be earned in a less vigorous manner than of yore, and so, what better than to tell and sell such a romantic story! This brings us to the publication of his first book, “Up and Down, or Fifty Years’ Colonial Experience.” With the Mss. in hand the author set out for London under some sort of agreement with the Grey Government to lecture at Home with a view to encouraging immigration. Barry was always, “news.” His book was published by the help of influential people, over one hundred lectures were delivered and the lecturer was given particular prominence with regard to his visit to Portsea Prison to identify a claimant to the Tichborne estate. The London “Times,” referring to a conference to be held in Nottingham, stated, “Captain Barry, thrice Mayor of Cromwell, New Zealand … will give an outline of his interview with the Tichborne claimant in Portsea Prison.”

        
These lectures drained the “Captain's” resources and as the Government which had allowed his passage money had gone out of office, he would have some difficulty in securing reimbursement. Having arranged for his return, through Sir Julius Vogel, he ordered several hundred copies of his book and landed back in Otago—a bookseller. It was no trouble to market his books at 10/6 each, and he says: “I began to think writing books and selling them a good line.” He certainly did think so, for he apparently was of the opinion that miners held no monopoly over get-rich-quick schemes. Plunging into the book business he published two more volumes—three in all from his facile pen. These three books were:

        
“Up and Down” (1878) Sampson, Low, Marston, Searle and Rivington, London; “Past, Present, and Men of the Times” (1897), McKee and Co., Wellington, New Zealand; and “Glimpses of the Australian Colonies and New Zealand” (1903), Bretts, Auckland.

        
Now, if any reader cares for an evening's diversion, he might find an absorbing interest in trying to decide for the writer whether the last two publications contain ninety per cent., or just a little less, of the original Mss. The artful “Captain” must indeed have found writing a profitable enterprise if the later volumes were as well received as the first one. The first book is dedicated to Sir George Grey; the succeeding efforts to Sir Robert Stout. In all three the preface is identical, and chapter after chapter is repeated word for word with sometimes a slight alteration in the sequence of events to make some pretence at variation. In the last publication the appendix contains short biographical sketches of a few additional celebrities met in his later days. His literary ventures, therefore, viewed as a whole, savour somewhat of a new form of plagiarism.
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And so in his declining years this colourful colonist eked out a vagrant existence peddling his wares the length and breadth of the country or petitioning the Government for further sums of money in recognition of his services to the colony, until, in 1907, the Grim Reaper took his toll and another of those who “blazed the trail” crossed the Great Divide.
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Without ever having made any attempt to improve on Nature, much has been done to assist this great teacher by making the various scenic gems of this wonderland more easily accessible. Some years since it was considered that the walker should be given more than a fleeting glimpse of the silent valleys and the Prince Henry Cliff Walk was constructed. This walk, as the name infers, is essentially for the pedestrian, but with a view to catering for the many thousands of motorists who visit the area from January to December, the idea of a “big brother” to the Cliff Walk was conceived, something to give the motorist equal advantage and opportunity. Plans and specifications were prepared, and the work of construction was commenced. To-day, the Cliff Drive is an accomplished fact, and in the short time since it has been opened it has given pleasure to countless thousands, and is regarded as one of the most unique roads in the Commonwealth.

        
Commencing at what is known as Shell Corner, on the Main Western Road, about a mile west of Katoomba, the drive runs in a southerly direction, revealing glimpses of the beautiful and fertile Megalong Valley. It is when, after passing the picturesque golf course, the drive suddenly emerges over the Narrow Neck Plateau, the motorist realises the grandeur and immensity of the panorama unfolded. The plateau is particularly narrow in places—a matter of a few yards—but the walls are sheer and impregnable; on the one side they drop into Megalong Valley, the whole of which is revealed; on the other side of the plateau is the head of the great Jamison Valley. Incidentally, it may be mentioned that this valley is the haunt of the lyre bird, Australia's greatest mimic, who, in addition to his own silver note, can imitate any bird in the bush, as well as the crack of a whip, the noise caused by a cross-cut saw, the chopping of an axe, and almost any sound that is heard in the bush.

        
There is ample parking space at the Narrow Neck, across which tracks lead to the silent places away and beyond; they are for the more adventurous, but not for the motorist. After leaving the shelter shed, and still following the contour of the cliffs as closely as possible, the drive gradually rises and reaches its apex at Cyclorama Point, the highest in the area. A short flight of steps has been cut into the bank, leading to the direction dial on top, from which the views can only be described as majestic and superb. Mount Solitary, the grim old sentinel, is always well in the picture; over his back, the Gib at Bowral and Mount Jellore stand clearly against the skyline, while away to the east, when visibility is good, the white sands of Botany Bay glisten in the sunshine. When it is remembered that all these points are distant over 60 miles as the crow flies, it gives one an idea of the clarity of the pure mountain air.

        
Immediately opposite these steps, a track will be noticed, leading to the cliff edge. Right on the very edge is a strongly fenced lookout.

        
Still winding round the cliff edge, the next place of interest is Malaita Point, where one may stand and watch the valley change colour—from mauve to pink, to blue—in a manner which has inspired artists and poets. A little further on is Eagle Hawk Rock, with a stoutly fenced lookout; one looks from here into the same valley, but the colours will have changed since leaving Malaita; looking down on the forest giants they appear as garden shrubs, so sheer is the drop. Away to the left is the head of Burragorang Valley, which rolls majestically away to the south for miles illimitable.
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At this point, the contour changes and the drive must necessarily follow the gorge, which runs in to the Katoomba Falls and Orphan Rock. It links up with the Katoomba Falls Road, adjacent to the motorist's camping area, crosses a silver stream, creeps up the gully side in the direction of the cliffs again and on to Echo Point, of world renown, where it terminates for the time being. The work of extending the driye round the cliffs to Gordon Falls has commenced; from there it will wander through the Lone Pine Avenue and rejoin the Main Western Road, thus encircling the whole of the Municipality.

        
From the motorist's point of view, the great fascination of the drive is that it reveals some of the world's finest scenery from a seat in the car; it is equally enjoyable for the pedestrian, who has the advantage of being able to deviate at will, and revel in close-up views of rugged cliff and silent gorge; the cliff edge is frequently a front seat for a lyre bird's recital, which once heard, will linger for ever in memory.
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Nestling in a picturesque valley, on the East Coast highway between Napier and Gisborne, is the charming little hamlet of Morere Springs. It is surrounded by mountainous country which, in the immediate vicinity, is covered with some of the finest native bush in New Zealand. This scenic reserve with its hot mineral spas, is under Government control and is the Mecca of hundreds of people during holiday periods. Campers are catered for in a well-equipped camping ground situated on the bank of a small river flowing through the valley.

        
Entering the reserve through a modern arched gateway one is attracted by the beautifully-kept gardens and lawns that surround the full-sized open air mineral bath and caretaker's residence. Here, too, are to be found fish ponds, rockeries and rustic bridges. Dotted here and there are small archways and alcoves which have been constructed from the native manuka tree. About a hundred yards from the main entrance one enters the portals of Nature's own domain and follows a well-defined path which will ultimately lead one into the very heart of this scenic reserve. The path now follows the course of a mountain stream whose cool, clear waters, originating high up in the bush, flow over a rocky bed, through fern-lined banks, on its way to join a tributary of the Nuhaka river.

        
Continuing along the path one reaches No. 1 and No. 2 private bath-houses. These bath-houses are spaced at a distance of about 150 yards, and are used principally by invalids. Passing No. 2 bath-house a little more altitude is gained and, crossing the stream by a suspension bridge, one eventually reaches No. 3 bath-house, which, incidentally, is a public bath and about one-third the size of the usual swimming bath. This bath is the most popular during the winter months, as it is quite near the source of the mineral springs and, consequently, the waters are much warmer than those of the other baths. The predominating minerals in these spas include large quantities of calcium and sodium chloride. There is also sufficient free iodine to give them a pungent smell, and colour them a pale brown. In the stream below No. 3 bath-house are several deep pools which prove popular when the weather is warm. These pools are formed by small waterfalls as the stream finds its way to lower levels.

        
Leaving this bath the climb becomes slightly steeper; this, however, does not distract one's attention from the surrounding beauty. After about ten minutes’ more climbing the end of the walk is reached. Here, one gazes into a deep, bush-lined chasm, over the brink of which plunges a small though picturesque waterfall. This is a beautiful sight and, as one rests awhile, it is with a feeling of satisfaction that there has been ample reward for the walk. It is not easy to leave this lovely scene and wend the way back to No. 3 bath-house, where one may bathe in the invigorating mineral waters before continuing explorations further. Leaving the bathhouse one turns off the path at a place marked with the sign, “To the Palm Grove.” Actually this track leads through several palm groves and into the very heart of the bush. The track continues up hill and down dale for a couple of miles, eventually circling round to join up with the main path near the No. 1 bath-house.
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One may be led to believe that the attractions of this paradise fade with the setting of the sun. This is not so. The darkness brings forth an entirely different aspect of its enchantments. The bath-houses are lighted until 9.30 at night, so it is necessary to walk through the palm grove tracks to cap-

        
(
Continued on page 
39
)
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A Way back in the seventeenth century, two tiny sailing vessels were making their way across the then unknown South Pacific Ocean, when upon sighting “a high mountainous country,” their commander, Abel Jansen Tasman, leisurely coasted northwards hoping to find a favourable landing place where the ships’ supply of fresh water could be replenished.

        
After rounding a long, low lying sand spit, he was able to turn into a wide shallow bay which was roughly semicircular in shape, and bounded by forest-clad mountains reaching in places almost to the water's edge. Dropping anchor in the vicinity of what to-day is known as Separation Point, these early discoverers quickly perceived that the whole of the shoreline was inhabited by a large population of dark-skinned aboriginal people. Numbers of canoes left the shore, but all attempts to establish friendly relations with the native occupants of the canoes proved futile.

        
Communication between the Heemskerk and the Zeehaan was usually carried out by means of a small jolly boat, and although several of the native canoes were only a short distance away, no particular danger was anticipated from these apparently shy and innocent-looking people. On returning from one of these communicating trips, and just as the jolly boat was midway between the two ships, one of the canoes darted in at amazing speed. Striking the small boat amidships, the crew were completely taken by surprise, and it became an easy matter for these ferocious savages to quickly despatch three out of the five occupants of the ill-fated jolly boat.

        
Such was the incident which gave to our lovely bay its first but happily now forgotten name of Murderers Bay.
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There is ample evidence existing to-day to show that, at that time, the whole of the habitable land adjacent to the shore carried a large population of progressive and industrious Maori people.

        
Food was plentiful, the bay teemed with fish, while the sandy beaches not only were the feeding grounds of many varieties of sea birds, but were also literally packed with cockles, pipis and mussels, all extremely favourite foods of the old-time Maori people.

        
Inter-tribal wars and raiding parties of North Island natives in the early years of our first century soon decimated the original inhabitants. Massslaughter took place, and coupled with Tasman's historic experience our bay's unenviable reputation changed its name to the more sinister one of Massacre Bay. A grim reminder of the savage ferocity of these old-time Maori warriors may still be seen in the limestone country not far from the Golden Bay Cement Works; a locality full of natural caves and shafts, many
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of which can only be descended by ropes, and when explored have revealed scores of skeletons piled in heaps at the bottom.

        
There is very little record now as to when the first white people settled in the bay, but in the year 1857 an important event occurred which not only changed the name of the bay once more, but was destined to attract attention and people from the four quarters of the globe.

        
This was the discovery of gold by James Lightband, whose name is perpetuated in Lightband's Gully, near Rockville, a small farming village in the Collingwood County. New Zealand's first gold rush started, and with over one thousand men on the field, the first few years saw gold to the value of a quarter of a million sterling sent out from the Port of Collingwood.

        
Of course the old name of Massacre Bay would no longer do, and in the golden era then begun what more appropriate name than the present one of Golden Bay!

        
Out of our romantic past history comes the name of Cape Farewell, for it is a strange coincidence that not only was Golden Bay the first portion of our country to be discovered, but it also witnessed the final departure from our shores of that illustrious navigator, Captain Cook, who named the most northerly tip of the South Island, Cape Farewell.

        
This must not be confused with Farewell Spit, that long, low-lying sand spit mentioned by Tasman in his Journal, which leaves the mainland some two miles from the cape. For countless ages the ocean currents and the prevailing south-westerly winds have swept up the West Coast, carrying sand and debris until the comparatively sheltered waters of Golden Bay were reached and there depositing them over a wide area.

        
This can be seen at Puponga where the distance between high and lowwater mark is well over one mile.

        
As the northern end of the bay became shallow, the ocean rollers assisted by storms off the Tasman Sea simply rolled the sand up into a long narrow strip as a continuation of the West Coast, with deep water on the ocean side and tidal mud-flats inside.

        
Farewell Spit is now over sixteen miles long, and still growing, with an average width of half mile at high water. The wind-blown sand dunes are up to one hundred feet high.

        
Before the white civilisation, the whole of the spit was thickly covered with vegetation, and that it was for a long period of time a favoured home of the native people, the numerous old middens still to be seen bear mute witness. Some sparse vegetation still manages to survive in the hollows, but on account of the strong westerly winds constantly changing the configuration of the surface, only the very hardiest of plants manage to gain hold.

        
From time immemorial the long sand spit has been frequented by numerous varieties of sea fowl, including the migratory godwit, and to all bird lovers at least, it is gratifying to know that early this year the whole of Farewell Spit and its adjacent mudflats were gazetted a bird sanctuary. Directly behind Cape Farewell, a high rocky bluff with its “Old Man” rock, a perfectly natural and famous feature of the locality, looks down on the little village of Puponga, the most northerly settlement in the South Island. Here coal has been mined for over thirtyfive years and with its large coalfield (running into millions of tons of highgrade coal) will no doubt be called upon to assist the requirements of the new iron and steel industry to be established only a few miles away.

        
Until recent years the population of Golden Bay was in the main composed of direct descendants of the early pioneer farming stock, and cut off from the main portion of Nelson province by the Pikikiruna Range, commonly known as the Takaka Hill, which has to be crossed by road at 2,595 feet, it is not surprising to find a people a little more conservative in outlook than those more fortunate ones who enjoy a wider contact.

        
With improved roads and modern motor traffic, coupled with the introduction of large numbers of public works and industrial workers, the whole future outlook of Golden Bay is rapidly undergoing a complete change. The coming of the iron and steel works, the opening of large asbestos deposits and the introduction of hydro-electric power must certainly provide the district with an industrial complex in place of the present farming one. Isolated by its geographical position and handicapped by having only one access road, tourist traffic is negligible, but to the casual visitor who braves the beautiful and easy seventeen-mile trip over the marble mountains, a journey into Golden Bay is well rewarded.

        
Its climate is delightful, the scenery superb, while its people who are kind and hospitable by nature are ever ready to help and direct the visitor to this historic locality.

        


Picturesque Morere—
Continued from page 
35.


        
ture the required atmosphere. Here, the moonbeams penetrating the foliage create strange and inspiring scenes. As one Stands in admiration there is nothing to disturb the calm serenity of the night except the weird calls of the “moreporks.” Progressing further, the density of the bush increases and there is no longer the light of the moon as a guide. As one becomes accustomed to the change from semi-twilight to pitch blackness one gazes spellbound, at the myriads of glow-worms that scintillate in every nook and cranny.
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A fine road scene in the Lewis Pass, South Island.
            


        

        
These scenes leave a strange sense of unreality as steps are retraced to lead one back to the sterner realities of life. Reluctantly one leaves this beautiful haven and vows to make an early return.
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Innumerable pamphlets have been issued, thousands of words have been written about the Treaty of Waitangi, that most historic occasion at the beginnings of New Zealand's colonisation. This is as it should be, and we are all indebted to those indefatigable people who undertook the trouble and the research necessary to do so, but in reading their accounts one feels that they seem to have stressed the what-was-done and whowas-there angle rather than the what-itlooked-like point of view. One is inclined to be swamped by the importance of the occasion and become slightly vague as to how the scene actually appeared to an interested onlooker.

        
The Reverend W. Colenso's pamphlet, “The Authentic and Genuine History of the signing of the Treaty of Waitangi,” is a straight-forward document, but an intensely interesting one, as it gives us a glimpse of colour at Waitangi, that we might not suspect when we read the aforesaid accounts.

        
One can so easily see the clear blue water ringing the shore; the high February sun shining down on the moving, excited crowd of Maoris and pakehas; the white tents erected on the smooth stretch of lawn in front of Mr. Busby's residence; the shore lined with all sorts of craft, from the towering strength of Her Majesty's man-o'-war 
Herald, the sturdy schooners of the whalers, to the little rowing boats of the pakeha settlers who lived in one or other of the bays, and the long slim grace of the Maori canoes.

        
Every now and then more canoes would come to join the throng. Sweeping through the water, straining every nerve to keep in the lead, the brown men would come on, their paddles keeping time to the rhythm of the canoesong. This was sung by the proud kaituki, or canoe-song singer, who stood on the thwarts and animated the men with his gesture, as well as his voice.

        
The whites, as has been their custom from time immemorial, improved the shining hour with promenades up and down the beach, and polite conversation, breaking up into social little groups and chatting with each other in the politest manner in the world, as though the scene had been laid in Brighton rather than in half-wild Waitangi, so many hundreds of miles away from that Mecca of the early nineteenth century.

        
The Maoris, on the other hand, were squatting about in vociferous groups according to their tribes, and the whole effect was one of gala day, while, nothing daunted by this unusual rivalry, the cicadas persisted in their summer whispering. So much for the scene outside.

        
Inside the Residency the LieutenantGovernor, Mr. Busby, and the Rev. Mr. Williams were busy translating the Treaty and arranging other business. About half-past ten Bishop Pompalier from his kauri and adobe house in Kororareka, arrived dressed in the full glory of his canonicals, attended by one of his priests. He walked boldly, passed the nonplussed sentry at the gate and joined the conference, while the other missionaries, more diffident or less astute, waited outside.

        
Then came a small procession from the house towards the tent. His Excellency, the captain of the 
Herald, Mr. Pusby, some of the mounted police, and Bishop Pompalier with his attendant were the principals.
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The scene inside the great tent must have been colourful to a degree. On the narrow, raised platform were seated the Lieutenant-Governor and the captain of the man-o'-war in full uniform, golden epaulettes, cocked hats and all. The Bishop, resplendent in dark purple with his gold chain and crucifix glittering against his habit. As a contrast, the members of the Church Missionary Society were in plain black. The different officials of the 
Herald, together with His Excellency's suite—all in their gayest and best—were stationed at the back.

        
In front of the platform were the principal native chiefs, some in their prized dogskin mats made of stripes of white and black hair. Others in splendid new woollen cloaks of European make, crimson, blue, brown and plaid. These it afterwards transpired were the gifts of the Bishop. Other natives were dressed in ordinary European or Maori garb.

        
The most striking figure in the whole assembly was Hakitara, a tall, magnificent member of the Rarawa tribe. He was dressed in a large, silky, white kaitaka mat fringed with a deep and dark coloured woven border of lozenge and zig-zag pattern.

        
A shaft of sunlight striking through an aperture in the tent roof illumined this figure in such striking relief against the others that nowadays, in a more cynical age, onlookers might be tempted to whisper “staged!” It must indeed have been a marvellous stage set—picture it—the motley of colour—the gold and blue of the naval officers, the purple canonicals of the Bishop—the coloured

        

          
(continued on p. 
47.)
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In this life we are forever being called upon to make a selection of some kind or other. Whether it be of a house, a hat, or a husband, a menu or a maid, or a pipe, matters little; the subject of the choice is only a matter of degree; it is the constant thrusting upon us of the necessity for making the choice that counts. And it counts for much. George Eliot tells us that the strongest principle of human growth lies in this necessity; and while that may seem a somewhat extravagant claim there can be no question as to its basic truth. The theme of choice-making, then, is one which is as full of interest as any that could be considered; and, fortunately, its interest is not lacking in humour. Consider for a moment that story told by Horace Smith (joint author with his brother James of the famous “Rejected Addresses”) of the Eastern jester whom his royal master in a moment of passion had ordered to be put to death. The jester asked humbly for one last boon: that he might be allowed to choose the manner of his extinction. The Sultan, already somewhat regretful of his hasty order, agreed. Whereupon the condemned man artfully announced that he chose to die of old age!

        
Choice can be exercised in many ways. It may be purely arbitrary, it may be made by careless chance or after careful consideration; by lot or by ballot; it may be secret or open; it may be done on “form” or by the random poking of a pin—in a word it may be governed by any rules, or none.

        
Just as the term “making a choice” includes an election, so does the term “election” include—or at any rate, connote—the candidate.

        
The very word “candidate” is compact of interest—of much more interest indeed, than the person it designates is apt to be. Its origin, too, is quaint. It comes from the Latin word “candidus” (white) and derives from the fact that all office-seekers in ancient Rome were wont to wear white togas—as evidence of the purity of their own lives and of the honesty of the claims and causes they supported! One cannot help wondering, in view of the caustic comments made by a number of Roman writers upon the politics of their times whether these wearers of the white emblems of a blameless life, were really so immaculate as their togas sought to convey. If one can rely upon the sarcastic references by Shakespeare's Antony to the “honourableness” of Brutus and his fellow conspirators, one can hardly regard the Senators of that day as “varry parfait knights.” They may, some of them, have been 
sans peur, but mighty few of them seem to have been 
sans reproche. Even the protesting Antony himself had some little adventures at Alexandria and Actium which reveal him as being, as our American cousins would say, “not quite the clean potato.”
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We have in our highly civilised way, of course, quite rid ourselves of the old barbaric method of choosing as leaders those who have proved themselves best able to beat their fellow tribesmen with a club, or to commandeer the largest number of heads from some neighbouring tribe with whom they happened to be at war. When Saul was elected King of Israel he was—if we may rely upon the writer of the second book of Samuel—chosen by a ballot, taken firstly among the tribes, and, secondly, among the individual members of those tribes. And when he was elected he was found to be a head and shoulders taller than any man in Israel. So that he, at least,
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was a king who had to be looked up to. Incidentally, one cannot help thinking that Saul's election was—despite the ballots—largely “inspired” by the prophet Samuel. For that astute seer had already foretold his selection; and Samuel had a way of seeing to it that his prophecies ran true to form.

        
Of course it is almost impossible to write of choices and omit all reference t. Hobson, the crusty old Cambridge livery-stable-keeper who has been immortalised by Milton in a sonnet; but whose fame on that account is as nothing to that which he has acquired through his habit of informing his clients: “That's the next horse to go out. Take him—or none!” “Hobson's choice,” therefore, was not his own, but the one he imposed upon others, and it is a curious thing that this “take it or leave it” attitude of his should have acquired the permanence and familiarity of a proverb while the noble lines in which the blind Puritan poet commemorated him, are caviare to the general. There is an unpleasant illogicality about this which leaves the lover of good literature with rather a nasty taste in his mouth; and a moral in it, too, I suppose, could one observingly distil it out.

        
Although there is a certain relationship between election and selection, there is a mighty big difference between them, too; as many a man who has obtained the selection of his party has found to his cost upon polling day. But both have the common attribute of being practised in a singular variety of ways.

        
Selection should be governed by reason. As Emerson says: “God offers to every mind its choice between truth and repose”—a quotation whose last word is as finely true as it is surprising when first encountered. For in this world it is almost impossible to have both truth 
and repose. Truth may be synonymous with Beauty, as Keats implies; but it is certainly not synonymous with rest. The man who habitually declares himself for the truth as 
he sees it—for that 
is truth, that 
is the answer to “jesting Pilate's” riddle—is in for a busy and an uneasy time. Yes, selection should be governed by reason, but too often it is governed by bias or personal idiosyncracies. One of the most singular examples of this last-mentioned method is met with in the seventh chapter of the book of Judges, which relates how the small force was selected with which the Midianites were overthrown “by the sword of the Lord and of Gideon.” Gideon had raised an army of 25,000 men; but was divinely instructed to reduce that number, and brought it down accordingly to 3,000.
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And the Lord said to Gideon, “The people are still too many; bring them down to the water and I will try them for thee there … and every man that lappeth of the water with his tongue as a dog lappeth, him shall thou set by himself; likewise every one that boweth him upon his knees to drink. And the number of those that lapped were three hundred men, but all the rest bowed down upon their knees to drink … And the Lord said to Gideon—By the three hundred men that lapped will I deliver the Midianites into thine hand, and let all the other people go every man to his own place.”

        
And the story goes on to tell how, by an ingenious stratagem, Gideon deceived the hosts of the Midianites as to the smallness of his own force and caused them to flee in confusion before his three hundred so-queerly-chosen warriors. That, I say, is one of the strangest examples of selection on record; but it is very closely matched in that respect
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by the method chosen by the Gileadites to distinguish between their own men and the Ephraimites in the internecine battle which you will find recorded in the twelfth chapter of that same book of Judges from which I have just quoted. A large number of the Ephraimites had escaped to the passage of the river Jordan and there they met an army of Gileadites who were not quite sure of their identity. So they selected foe from friend in the manner set out in the following verses:

        
And it was so that when those Ephraimites who had escaped said, “Let us go over,” that the men of Gilead said unto them; “Art thou an Ephraimite?” And if he said “Nay,” then said they unto him; “Say now ‘Shibboleth,’” and he said ‘Sibboleth,’ for he could not frame to pronounce it right. Then they took him and slew him at the passage of the Jordan.

        
Thus has the word “Shibboleth” come to mean to-day the watchword or password of a party, a thing which is, in itself, almost as curious as the story which brought it about. But, then, words are like that; behind so many of those we use in current speech without a thought as to their origin, lie histories that are compact of interest and tradition. In this connection the word “tariff” occurs to me. “Tariff” has a geographical origin, being merely a variant of Tarifa, a port on the Spanish side of the Straits of Gibraltar, where the Moorish authorities were wont to Some interesting particulars about smoking figured in a London correspondent's letter to a New Zealand paper the other day. The writer (claiming to know), declares that English women are the heaviest smokers, of their sex, the world over; that soldiers and outdoor workers are the heaviest male smokers in England; and that English parsons smoke more than any other class of professional men. As for tobacco (this has been noted before) there is less demand for the coarser brands than formerly, the general preference now being for better quality lines. The same tendency, it is interesting to note, is in evidence in New Zealand, and has been ever since “toasted” made its appearance. In fact, the five toasted brands, Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Cavendish, Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold, may be said to have educated the public taste, and created a demand for “the best.” Not only are these five blends of the highest grade, but being practically free from nicotine (eliminated by toasting) they cannot harm the smoker even though he smokes to excess!
*


        
levy a tax upon every foreign vessel that attempted to pass. Hence—“a payment to Tarifa,” a “Tarifa,” a “tariff.” And if you ask me what this has to do with “Making a choice,” I answer “Nothing, except to provide a very good example of that ‘Hobson's choice’ of which I have already spoken.” For the victims of Tarifa had no option. Or at the best a poor one. They had either to pay up or lose their vessel and their liberty. There are hundreds of other words we commonly use whose history, like that of Jeames Yellowplush, is “wropt in mystery,” or is as bizarre as that of “tariff” itself. And as to this word “Shibboleth,” which the Gileadites found so useful, it strikes me that no better verbal test of the modern motorist's degree of inebriety could be devised. I submit it to the authorities with every confidence in its efficacy.

        
Of course the most difficult, the most worrying, the most important choices we are called upon to make are those which we know will affect—for good or ill, we know not which—the status or current of our lives. In such cases, impossible though it may be to have the wish granted, we 
do ask to see the distant scene. One step is 
not enough. And yet the step must be made, and in the dark. Well, 
che sara sara—what will be, will be—and the sooner the step is made and the new path won, the old one left behind, the better. Every day and in every way we have to make choice between some one thing and another, or some one person and another. All that we can hope for is that we may carry Dr. Coué's motto to its conclusion, and in every way make our choices better and better; that we may be privileged to do as Mary did of old and choose that good part which shall not be taken away from us.
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(Continued from page 
41).

        
woollen cloaks of the Maoris, the garb of the pakeha settlers—you may be sure that bonnets, crinolines, and shawls that had been packed away in trunks ever since England was left behind, were being aired again in all their splendour. Then there were the stalwart dignified chiefs with their 
taiahas erect, adorned with the flowing white hair of the New Zealand dog, crimson cloth and red feathers, while the heads of the chiefs were adorned by the feathers of the sacred Amokura.

        
Round the walls of the tent, just to add to the riot, were the flags of different nationalities.

        
Picture all this crowded into the narrow confines of one white tent. On its own it would present a striking enough scene, but when we see it, as Colenso saw it, with that single shaft of sunlight striking down through the roof and picking out, as though by design, the great figure of Hakitara, making him in his gleaming white cloak the pivot round which that wheel of colour revolved, we must indeed feel its potentialities as the setting for one of the greatest and most far-reaching dramas in the history of New Zealand. I would like to write a play with that scene as a highlight, or design a tableau along those lines, but even then I doubt if it would be possible to convey to modern eyes just the right tension, just the right atmosphere, just the right 
feel of that scene which Colenso has so well described in his now almost unprocurable pamphlet.
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A Literary Page or Two
            
          

          
(

By “

Shibli Bagarag.“)

          

In all of the written tributes paid to the late “Robin Hyde” no mention has been made of her talents as a public speaker. There was nothing particularly musical about the tonal qualities of her voice, yet it conveyed an indefinable something that appealed instantly to the listener. Then the material of words at her command was no less wide than was her knowledge. Her earnest belief in her subject impressed irresistibly, whether you were with her in this belief or not. I met her first, about ten years ago at the Wellington Town Hall, when she addressed one of the largest political gatherings in the history of the city. To many of those present it was obvious, of course, that the large audience was present for entertainment only. They would not listen to anybody. In the height of the uproar the frail figure of a girl limped slowly to the platform; she held her hand aloft. The uproar subsided immediately, and for nearly an hour there was complete silence, broken at intervals by shouts of applause from the audience.

          
The speaker was “Robin Hyde” and her subject, “The Rights of Women.” It was, indeed, a marvellous speech for one just out of her ‘teens.

          
The next time I head Robin speak was at the Auckland University. No mob psychology to work on here—just a cold, critical coterie of intellectuals. Robin spoke for an hour and a-half, seemingly on every subject under the sun, and the listeners were with her every word of the way.

          
I heard from Robin in a letter dated just a month before she died. A letter so typical of her; she wrote about a copy of Thomas a Kempis a friend had given her before leaving New Zealand; of her latest book, of the place of sex in literature; of her great grand-uncle Sebastion Sircom; of D'Arcy Cresswell, John Guthrie, Oliver Duff, Alison Grant; of a five-pound note endorsed “for oranges” sent to her by a thoughtful New Zealand friend and which, incidentally paid her rent and other things; of New Zealand reviewers (“one wonders why the hate began but one can only accept it impersonally or smash up”), and finally she wrote about Mana Island.

          
Robin referred to Mana Island because I had told her of a little seaside cabin I had at Plimmerton. Mana Island had been sadly hidden from sight by a big sandhill opposite my section. One week-end when I ran out to my cabin the sandhill was gone and Mana lay shining in the sun in the blue distance. A Public Works bulldozer had removed the hill during the week, in order to improve the visibility at the railway crossing. All this I had told Robin.
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“Fancy your Plimmerton cabin,” she wrote. “Oh New Zealand is so good, and except for glimpses, England is not. I'm glad Bob Semple gave you Mana Island. Ever seriously studied the word?”

          
And these are the last words Robin will ever address to me. As I write this tribute to her I look from my window at Plimmerton and see Mana Island in the distance. The sea is rough and a small yacht is battling through the waves.

          
In “Robin Hyde's” brief journey through the troubled sea of life, she saw much and achieved much before the waves closed over her. And whether life be long or brief, it is achievement that gives it purpose.

          
* * *

          
I remember in the last issues of the “New Zealand Artists’ Annual” a feature strongly prophetic in its estimate of values. It was called “The Annual's Annual Discovery,” wherein was starred some writer or artist, hitherto unknown, whose work was mentioned as showing great promise for the future. One of the discoveries was Mrs. Mary Scott, now a successful writer of numerous books. One year the “discovery” honour was given to a girl of sixteen years, Miss Roma Hoggard. That was seven years ago. I have seen stray poems and stories from her since in worthwhile magazines in Australia and New Zealand. Now her first collection of poems has been published, “Interlude” (The Handcraft Press, Wellington) proving the interesting development of her talent. There are about thirty poems and they all bear the mark of a sweet sincerity. The reviewer may notice that Miss Hoggard has found a new thought for word music—she has written a poem about a clothes line, and made it a magic thing. So the “New Zealand Artists’ Annual” discovered the girl of sixteen who, a few years later, was to sing a song of clothes lines! Ken Alexander writes an understanding introduction to the booklet.
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In the estimate of the collector of New Zealand books, historical items come first. I find a greater interest, however, in collecting New Zealand verse and fiction. For the present the latter items may be purchased at very easy prices at current book auction sales. The first editions of such famous New Zealand novels as “The Greenstone Door” (Satchell) and “The Story of a New Zealand River” (Jane Mander) are destined to be very rare items although they are still purchasable occasionally for seven or eight shillings. The first books of some of our leading New Zealand poets are, however, becoming increasingly difficult to obtain. Take for instance Eileen Duggan's first small book of verse, or Jessie Mackay's “Ballads,” published in 1889, or Dick Harris's “Monodies,” almost impossible to obtain these days. Yet there is more recent verse becoming just as rare: “Robin Hyde's” “Desolate Star,” the first one or two issues of “New Zealand's Best Poems,” etc. Another item more recent and containing some of the finest poetry written by a New Zealander—“Aldeberan,” by Alan Mulgan, is worth having. Only a few copies were printed of this rare booklet of verse.

          
* * *

        

        

          

Reviews.

          
“Brave Days” is an all-New Zealand production” written by women, about women for women” and published by Messrs. A. H. & A. W. Reed. This is the story of the pioneer women of the Dominion written by women from all parts of the Dominion. And most interesting reading it makes. The opening chapter by N. A. R. Barrer gives a graphic picture of early-time journeys to New Zealand in emigrant ships. We read of one mother who died from exhaustion “consequent on ninety days’ severe seasickness.” Then the following brief note to his principals from one shipmaster: “I'm happy to inform you of the safe arrival here of the Slains Castle—all well—having only lost four infants under twelve months, and having five births.” This chapter is just an indication of the trials and tribulations met with by our pioneers. This is a most interesting record, all the more engrossing because of the many writers who contribute and the host of letters and records quoted from. The story commences at Auckland where the earliest settlers landed and is carried on from there to Wellington and other towns and provinces of the North Island. South Island women then continue the narrative from Nelson to Southland. This composite historical effort owes its origin to the Women's Division of the New Zealand Farmers’ Union, publication being made possible through the generosity of Mrs. Allen Bell. It is fitting, therefore, that the book should open with “an appreciation” of Mrs. Bell and her work.

          
The volume is well illustrated, and sells at the modest price of 4/6.

          
* * *

          
“My New Zealand” by A. J. Harrop (Jarrolds, London) is an admirable survey of the Dominion as it is to-day. An extensive field is covered by Dr. Harrop in this book even to including a few chapters on our early history. With that practised pen of his the author writes in an effortless and interesting manner and without any verbal affectation. In his comment on things political it is evident that he is careful to preserve an even balance. The book is full of restrained and well-balanced comment and statement of fact. It is really an excellent handbook for anybody wishing to become acquainted with the Dominion and, of course, intensely interesting to those who, like the author himself, are proud to acknowledge the Dominion as the land of their birth.
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The book is beautifully illustrated.

          
“Pioneers on Parade” by Miles Franklin and Dymphna Cusack (Angus & Robertson, Sydney) is something startlingly new in Australian fiction. Yet, there is not so much fiction about it, for the whole story is built on the recent Sesqui-Centenary celebrations in New South Wales and although the characters are imaginary they are obviously built on types. Satire is the weapon used to tilt at high society; the home product and that imported for the big event. It is a very daring piece of work but, if those of whom it makes fun, take its lessons to heart, some good may result. The Australian social climber is depicted with comparatively good humour, but the acid is undiluted in the etching of other samples.

        

        

          

            
Shibli Listens In.
          

          
An imposing selection of Centennial books to be published shortly by A. H. & A. W. Reed include “The City of the Strait,” the official Centennial history of Wellington, by Alan Mulgan. “The History of Hawke's Bay,” edited by J. G. Wilson, A. M. Isdale and C. Price, and “Such Things Were,” the story of Cambridge, by C. W. Vennell.
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In all of the written tributes paid to the late “Robin Hyde” no mention has been made of her talents as a public speaker. There was nothing particularly musical about the tonal qualities of her voice, yet it conveyed an indefinable something that appealed instantly to the listener. Then the material of words at her command was no less wide than was her knowledge. Her earnest belief in her subject impressed irresistibly, whether you were with her in this belief or not. I met her first, about ten years ago at the Wellington Town Hall, when she addressed one of the largest political gatherings in the history of the city. To many of those present it was obvious, of course, that the large audience was present for entertainment only. They would not listen to anybody. In the height of the uproar the frail figure of a girl limped slowly to the platform; she held her hand aloft. The uproar subsided immediately, and for nearly an hour there was complete silence, broken at intervals by shouts of applause from the audience.

          
The speaker was “Robin Hyde” and her subject, “The Rights of Women.” It was, indeed, a marvellous speech for one just out of her ‘teens.

          
The next time I head Robin speak was at the Auckland University. No mob psychology to work on here—just a cold, critical coterie of intellectuals. Robin spoke for an hour and a-half, seemingly on every subject under the sun, and the listeners were with her every word of the way.

          
I heard from Robin in a letter dated just a month before she died. A letter so typical of her; she wrote about a copy of Thomas a Kempis a friend had given her before leaving New Zealand; of her latest book, of the place of sex in literature; of her great grand-uncle Sebastion Sircom; of D'Arcy Cresswell, John Guthrie, Oliver Duff, Alison Grant; of a five-pound note endorsed “for oranges” sent to her by a thoughtful New Zealand friend and which, incidentally paid her rent and other things; of New Zealand reviewers (“one wonders why the hate began but one can only accept it impersonally or smash up”), and finally she wrote about Mana Island.

          
Robin referred to Mana Island because I had told her of a little seaside cabin I had at Plimmerton. Mana Island had been sadly hidden from sight by a big sandhill opposite my section. One week-end when I ran out to my cabin the sandhill was gone and Mana lay shining in the sun in the blue distance. A Public Works bulldozer had removed the hill during the week, in order to improve the visibility at the railway crossing. All this I had told Robin.
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“Fancy your Plimmerton cabin,” she wrote. “Oh New Zealand is so good, and except for glimpses, England is not. I'm glad Bob Semple gave you Mana Island. Ever seriously studied the word?”

          
And these are the last words Robin will ever address to me. As I write this tribute to her I look from my window at Plimmerton and see Mana Island in the distance. The sea is rough and a small yacht is battling through the waves.

          
In “Robin Hyde's” brief journey through the troubled sea of life, she saw much and achieved much before the waves closed over her. And whether life be long or brief, it is achievement that gives it purpose.
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In the estimate of the collector of New Zealand books, historical items come first. I find a greater interest, however, in collecting New Zealand verse and fiction. For the present the latter items may be purchased at very easy prices at current book auction sales. The first editions of such famous New Zealand novels as “The Greenstone Door” (Satchell) and “The Story of a New Zealand River” (Jane Mander) are destined to be very rare items although they are still purchasable occasionally for seven or eight shillings. The first books of some of our leading New Zealand poets are, however, becoming increasingly difficult to obtain. Take for instance Eileen Duggan's first small book of verse, or Jessie Mackay's “Ballads,” published in 1889, or Dick Harris's “Monodies,” almost impossible to obtain these days. Yet there is more recent verse becoming just as rare: “Robin Hyde's” “Desolate Star,” the first one or two issues of “New Zealand's Best Poems,” etc. Another item more recent and containing some of the finest poetry written by a New Zealander—“Aldeberan,” by Alan Mulgan, is worth having. Only a few copies were printed of this rare booklet of verse.

          
* * *
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Reviews.

          
“Brave Days” is an all-New Zealand production” written by women, about women for women” and published by Messrs. A. H. & A. W. Reed. This is the story of the pioneer women of the Dominion written by women from all parts of the Dominion. And most interesting reading it makes. The opening chapter by N. A. R. Barrer gives a graphic picture of early-time journeys to New Zealand in emigrant ships. We read of one mother who died from exhaustion “consequent on ninety days’ severe seasickness.” Then the following brief note to his principals from one shipmaster: “I'm happy to inform you of the safe arrival here of the Slains Castle—all well—having only lost four infants under twelve months, and having five births.” This chapter is just an indication of the trials and tribulations met with by our pioneers. This is a most interesting record, all the more engrossing because of the many writers who contribute and the host of letters and records quoted from. The story commences at Auckland where the earliest settlers landed and is carried on from there to Wellington and other towns and provinces of the North Island. South Island women then continue the narrative from Nelson to Southland. This composite historical effort owes its origin to the Women's Division of the New Zealand Farmers’ Union, publication being made possible through the generosity of Mrs. Allen Bell. It is fitting, therefore, that the book should open with “an appreciation” of Mrs. Bell and her work.

          
The volume is well illustrated, and sells at the modest price of 4/6.

          
* * *

          
“My New Zealand” by A. J. Harrop (Jarrolds, London) is an admirable survey of the Dominion as it is to-day. An extensive field is covered by Dr. Harrop in this book even to including a few chapters on our early history. With that practised pen of his the author writes in an effortless and interesting manner and without any verbal affectation. In his comment on things political it is evident that he is careful to preserve an even balance. The book is full of restrained and well-balanced comment and statement of fact. It is really an excellent handbook for anybody wishing to become acquainted with the Dominion and, of course, intensely interesting to those who, like the author himself, are proud to acknowledge the Dominion as the land of their birth.
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The book is beautifully illustrated.

          
“Pioneers on Parade” by Miles Franklin and Dymphna Cusack (Angus & Robertson, Sydney) is something startlingly new in Australian fiction. Yet, there is not so much fiction about it, for the whole story is built on the recent Sesqui-Centenary celebrations in New South Wales and although the characters are imaginary they are obviously built on types. Satire is the weapon used to tilt at high society; the home product and that imported for the big event. It is a very daring piece of work but, if those of whom it makes fun, take its lessons to heart, some good may result. The Australian social climber is depicted with comparatively good humour, but the acid is undiluted in the etching of other samples.
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Shibli Listens In.
          

          
An imposing selection of Centennial books to be published shortly by A. H. & A. W. Reed include “The City of the Strait,” the official Centennial history of Wellington, by Alan Mulgan. “The History of Hawke's Bay,” edited by J. G. Wilson, A. M. Isdale and C. Price, and “Such Things Were,” the story of Cambridge, by C. W. Vennell.
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Sport in Wartime
              
            
          

          

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


          

          

Twenty-Five years ago, the youth of New Zealand–and, of course, some of its greatest athletes–answered the call to the colours. Once more the call has come, and one consequence, of course, is that sporting fixtures will suffer serious dislocation.

          
But for all its horror, war does not put an end to sport. Even in the darkest days of 1914–1918 the authorities realized that the morale of the troops and civilians must be maintained and arrangements were made to stage divisional championships in various athletic events. From these championships came some of New Zealand's greatest sportsmen—men who might never have been discovered had they not been under a rigorous physical training scheme.

          
Perhaps the greatest Rugby team ever to wear the Silver Fern of New Zealand was developed during those dark days. All honour to the 1905 All Blacks, “The Originals,” and to the 1924 All Blacks, “The Invincibles,” but greater honour to the New Zealand Army team of 1919.

          
Here was a team recruited from the members of the New Zealand Expeditionary Forces—men who had answered the call, fought the common foe and yet found time to play Rugby football.

          
Behind the lines, often within range of enemy artillery, members of that great team had played New Zealand's national sport. The crown and anchor board would be put aside as impromptu matches were played and then the men would go back to the trenches. Some of them would not return … but the games went on.

          
With the signing of the Armistice the men found more time for sport and the regimental and divisional teams were combed to find material for the New Zealand Army team, His Majesty King George V. having presented a cup for competition in the services. Teams were entered by the Mother Country, Australia, South Africa, Canada, Royal Air Force and New Zealand. With each team having met the other teams the Mother Country and New Zealand had tied, New Zealand having lost to Australia by 5 to 6, and the Mother Country having gone down to New Zealand by 3 to 6.

          
The final was played at Twickenham, where New Zealand triumphed by 9 to 3 in a torrid forward struggle. In this match New Zealand produced the type of forward play that had made the All Blacks famous, a type of play that has been allowed to lapse in recent years.

          
The King's Cup was presented to Jimmy Ryan, captain of this great team, by His Majesty on the occasion of New Zealand's match against France and is now a treasured possession of the New Zealand Rugby Union.

          
Subsequent to its tour of Great Britain, where 38 matches were played, for 33 wins, 2 losses and 3 drawn, with a total of 547 points for and 107 against, the team journeyed to South Africa on its way back to New Zealand. In South Africa, Charlie Brown, nowadays selector for Taranaki, was captain, and Jimmy Ryan was second-in-command. Fifteen matches were played for 11 wins, 3 losses and 1 draw. A total of 170 points were scored, with 69 being scored against.
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The best side fielded by the New Zealand Army Rugby team is generally claimed to have been the combination that faced England: J. O'Brien; P. Storey, J. Stohr, J. Ford; J. Ryan, W. Fea; C. Brown; M. Cain, E. Hasell, J. Moffitt, J. Kissick, A. Wilson, E. Belliss, A. West and A. Singe.

          
* * *

          
In the track and field section, New Zealand produced one of the greatest relay teams the world has ever seen. With Dan Mason (half-mile), Jimmy Wilton (quarter-mile), Harry Wilson (furlong) and Jack Lindsay (furlong) New Zealand had a mile-medley relay team that beat the best and set world records.

          
Fielding the smallest team of all at the Inter-Allied Games, held at Pershing Stadium, Paris, in 1919, New Zealand won the half-mile with Dan Mason, who defeated the celebrated American champion, Earl Eby, in record time. Harry Wilson and Gerald Keddell did well in the hurdles but Jack Lindsay, who had beaten many of the finalists, was hurried to the mark, due to a misunderstanding, and failed to show his true form.

          
Peter Munro, another New Zealand Army representative, won an important shot-putting event when he was placed first in the British Empire-America meeting at Stamford Bridge, sending the shot out to within a few inches of the world record.

          
On the water, too, New Zealand won fame. The Inter-Allied rowing championships were held on the River Seine and, in an exciting contest, New, Zea-
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land's eight-oar crew triumphed over America by a few feet. In this crew were two oarsmen later to make their mark in the rowing world.

          
Clarrie Healey, who stroked the crew, later coached the New Zealand rowers at the Olympic Games in 1932 and last season rowed in the Union crew that won the N.Z. championship eights and the Inter-provincial championships.

          
The second oarsman to win fame was Darcy Hadfield, who, by defeating Alfred Felton, won the world professional sculling championship.

          
Hadfield and Wilson were included in the New Zealand team for the Olympic Games in Antwerp in 1920, Wilson placing in the finals of the 120yd. hurdles and Hadfield placing third in the single sculls.

          
In the boxing rings, too, New Zealand was worthily represented by such champions as Jack Heeney, Des Lawless, Denny Boreham, Syd Fitzsimmons and Harry Gunn. Some of these men participated in the greatest international boxing tournament ever staged, but the class was too good. Such famous boxers as Jimmy Wilde, Jim Driscoll, Pal Moore, Augie Ratner, Johnny Basham, Harry Greb, Mike O'Dowd, Eddie McGoorty and Digger Evans were contestants and they fought for honour and glory instead of large purses.
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Twenty-five years after New Zealand's manhood answered the great call, another clarion call is sounded. Already New Zealanders have been among the casualties. At the time of writing, Laurie Edwards, Cedric Whittington and Bruce Clifford-Jones, all from Taranaki, have been reported missing while on patrol duties with the Royal Air Force.

          
Two fine sportsmen—I knew them both—Laurie and Cedric were in England with the Royal Air Force; Bruce Clifford-Jones was one of New Zealand's most promising tennis players.

        

        

          
Visiting Fijians.

          
When it was announced that a team of Rugby footballers was to come from Fiji to play against minor unions in New Zealand there was little public interest shown, but the performances of the native footballers have made them exceptionally popular and regret has since been expressed that the team was not given more games against major unions. In defeating Auckland–and it was a truly representative Auckland side that went down—the Fijians really accomplished something. Next time a team comes from the Islands the public will demand that stronger opposition be provided these latest recruits to Rugby football.

        

        

          
Women's Hockey.

          
For many years Poverty Bay held supremacy in women's hockey in New Zealand—I will never forget seeing the Maroons defeat the touring English team in 1914—but later the mantle fell on Ruahine, that great combination from Dannevirke which had Mr. Luxford Peti as its driving force. Later still the honours went to Eastern (Southland) where Mr. and Mrs. Hamilton have maintained keen interest in the sport. But this year a surprise win was secured by Canterbury—Eastern suffering its second defeat in nine years and its first for five years. Those who have seen women's hockey being replaced by basketball are now satisfied that there is room for both sports and both have gained additional adherents.
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Smocking
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For babies’ and children's clothes, and for the housewife's morning frocks and overalls, no form of needlecraft is simpler or more attractive than smocking. Any type of simple garment which requires gathered fullness lends itself to smocking. So we find children's full skirts smocked on to a fitting yoke or at the waistline to give a belted effect. Full sleeves may be smocked to hold them in above the elbow or at the wrist. Some small girls’ frocks are smocked at the round neck-line after the style of peasant blouses.” Little boy” smocks, and matching pants which show below them, are charming. Heavy tussore is a splendid fabric for this type of garment.

            
Mother may have her morning overall or her daintiest blouse smocked on to a shaped yoke; or the yoke itself may be of smocking. A youthful printed cotton may have a corselet effect at the waist with several inches of smocking. Smocking adds charm to “very best” undies. A dainty sprigged silk or voile may have a smocked waist and yoke.

            
One great advantage of smocking is that it will give, almost like elastic. For growing children this is a speciallyneeded quality.

            
Smocking is always worked before the garment is made up. A suitable transfer, consisting of dots at the required intervals (1/4-inch between dots for silks, muslins, fine linens; 3/8-inch between dots for woollens and velvets; 1/2-inch between dots for very heavy materials) is ironed on to the wrong side of the material. A contrast tacking thread is run along each row, on the wrong side, picking up each dot with the needle. (See Fig. 1). In doing this preliminary work (which will be removed when the smocking is finished) be sure to start your running thread with a double stitch as well as a knotAt the end of each row, wind spare thread in a figure-of-eight round a pin until you are ready to draw up the fullness to the required length (about onethird of the “flat” length). Then fasten securely. Care taken in this preliminary work will ensure successful smocking.

            
The right side of the gathered material presents a series of pleats, on which the smocking stitches are worked from left to right.

            

Outline Stitch.—This is the commonest smocking stitch, and the one usually used for the top row to hold the gathers firm. In this stitch the needle, pointing from right to left, takes up the top of each pleat in turn. Progress is from left to right. The thread is kept below the needle (Fig. 2). Take care to keep each stitch exactly on top of the gathering stitch.

            

Double Outline Stitch.—Work two rows of outline stitch closely together, in the top row holding the embroidery thread above the needle, in the bottom row below it.

            

Vandyke Stitch.—This stitch is particularly useful as it is more elastic than either outline or cable stitch. The various forms of vandykes are worked with outline stitch. In the simplest, the first stitch takes up the first pleat just on top of a gathering thread, the second stitch takes up the second pleat a little above the gathering thread, the third stitch takes the third pleat a little above again, and the fourth stitch is worked directly on the line of gathers above. Three stitches are then worked down in descending order, then three up, and so on. In working up,
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the thread is held below the needle, and in working down the thread is held above the needle. (See Fig. 3).

            

Single Cable Stitch is a variation of outline stitch, the thread being held below the needle for the first stitch, above it for the second, below it for the third, and so on. (Fig. 4).

            

Double Cable Stitch consists of two rows of single cable worked closely together. In the second row the thread is held above the needle for the first stitch, below for second, etc. (alternate to top row).

          

          

            

Spring in the House.

            

Walls and Ceilings.—You may have just moved into a house or flat where woodwork and wallpapers are at the half-way stage to shabbiness or where the last tenant's colour-scheme makes you feel slightly bilious. Or perhaps you merely want to re-do the livingroom, now that dirty coal-fires are nearly finished with for the season.

            
In any case, stand and look with a dispassionate eye at the room you wish to make over. What is wrong with it? Smallness, low ceiling, drabness, poor outlook? Mentally list its bad points and then run through the following cures:—

            
Light tints—cream, light yellow or light buff—will make a small room seem larger. Paint the picture-rail and the skirting-board the same colour as the wall surface in order to extend the apparent area of that surface. Don't forget the size-increasing value of mirrors.

            
If the ceiling is low, carry the wall colour over the cornice. Have the ceiling the same colour as the walls, but in a lighter shade. Where the ceiling is too high, as in some old houses, bring the ceiling colour down to the picturerail. White is not the best colour for a ceiling. It needs a slight tinge of pink, buff or brown.

            
Aspect is very important. A sunny room can have soft greys, greens or blues included in its colour scheme, but these cool tones must be avoided in a room facing south. The south room must have artificial sunlight introduced in the shade range of cream, yellow, buff, tan. A tinge of pink in any of these colourings is an advantage.

            
The room with a poor outlook (e.g., on to a wall a few feet distant) is to be treated as a south room. All possible light must be permitted to enter, but the “view” must not be drawn attention to. Transparent glass curtains in a “sunshine” tone hide what is without, but give the effect of letting in the outdoors.

            
For the small house, it is well to relate the wall-papers. Decide on a foundation shade, e.g., buff, and select pinky-buff, yellowy-buff, tawny-buff, as required for the various rooms.

          

          

            
Curtains.

            

Glass Curtains deserve a paragraph to themselves. These transparent curtains, fixed to cover the glass entirely, have the advantage of obscuring the interior of the room from passers-by, while admitting full daylight with the glare slightly softened.

            
Fine nets and curtain ninons can be fashioned in many charming styles. For the kitchen, the curtains may be simply gathered on wire at top and bottom. For bedrooms and living-rooms the degree of elaboration is limited only by the general style of furnishing. A dainty room responds to cross-over looped curtains, to frilled edges or to parallel lines of frills. A dignified room with tall sash windows acquires a Regency air when the glass curtains have widely-spaced, lengthwise rows of gathers, forming looped divisions.
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Drapes must be planned to suit the type of house as well as the type of room. The large, old house demands the dignity of heavy, luxurious fabrics. Glowing velvets will flatter it, whereas they may seem hot and stuffy in a bungalow. Printed linens and chintzes suit simple rooms. A richer tone is given by silky weaves. In a dark room, the drapes must not obscure any of the window space.

            
Pelmets, again, are simple or elaborate according to the type of room.

            
Remember that curtains and cushions give the chief colour notes to the home.

          

          

            
Furniture.

            
If you are adding any new pieces, give special care to their choice, so that they will blend with the surroundings.

            
Remember that the low-ceilinged room gains height when it is furnished with low furniture, of the type which is so popular nowadays. Even bookshelves should not be more than a foot above table height.

            
The dignified house does not want chromium and glass effects. Old pieces and good modern reproductions should be your choice.

            
If re-upholstering, study walls, floorcovering and curtains before deciding on a purchase. Type of material—cottage weave, chintz, moquette, velvet, tapestry, damask—will depend on the style of room. A noticeable pattern in upholstery is desirable only when carpets and walls are plain. In the “cottage” room, short chintz side curtains and matching covers are charming.

          

        

        

          

Health Notes.

          

            
The Skin.

            
Notwithstanding the pains taken to improve its appearance, the skin is one of the most neglected organs, especially the exposed portions of it.

            
The skin not only affords the body mechanical protection and service as a heat regulator, but it is one of the most important means of defence against germs and germ poisons.

            
A skin which has daily contact with cold air or cold water, and is well
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groomed, is a wonderful protector. Such a skin will serve one well in case of an attack of an infectious disease.

            
Frequent bathing, therefore, is of supreme importance from a health standpoint and every child, when very young, should be accustomed to the bathing habit.

          

          

            
Balanced Diet.

            
As the body needs six simple kinds of material, great care should be taken to ensure that meals are properly balanced with proteins, carbohydrates, fats, mineral salts, vitamins and roughage.

            
Proteins supply the body with nitrogen, sulphur and phosphorus which, with hydrogen, oxygen and carbon, form the chief elements which comprise the vital structures of the body. Carbohydrates provide the energy for daily action and a deficiency of carbohydrates will soon produce acidosis. Fats are a wholesome and useful constituent of the diet.

            
Mineral salts are included in the material required—obtainable from milk, whole cereals, vegetables and fruits.

            

Vitamins.—We have heard in recent times much about vitamins—A, B, C, etc., and are aware of the part they play in the drama of life.

            

Roughage.—This is also an important constituent. It gives bulk to what might otherwise be an over-refined diet.

            
Unless the body has a sufficient supply of the above foods, we are undermining our health.

            
The maintenance of health is vitally important alike to the nation and to the individual.

          

          

            
Neurosis.

            
Boredom brings on neurosis, and there is usually nothing wrong with a person who has a tendency in this direction. “Snap out of it,” enjoy life and not succumb to imaginary ills, is good advice to a neurotic person.

          

        

        

          

Kitchen Lore.


Vegetables.

          

Green Vegetables.—Boil quickly with the lid off the saucepan. Strain well directly they are soft, and serve at once. Salt should not be added until vegetables are nearly tender. Many vegetables—peas, cabbage, etc.—are improved in flavour by adding a little sugar. Do not over-cook vegetables.

          

Root Vegetables.—Put into fast boiling water to about half cover. Cook gently with lid on saucepan. Add salt when nearly cooked. Strain directly they are tender. Add a little dripping or butter. Serve at once.

          
To steam: Place prepared vegetables in colander or steamer over a saucepan of boiling water. Keep the water boiling and the vegetables covered.

        

        

          

The Garden.


Growing Vegetables.

          
Horticulturally, September/October are very important months. All kinds of vegetable seeds have to be sown, and when the seedlings make their appearance, we do our best to cultivate them despite the wishes of the birds, who seem to think that we spend our time in the garden merely for recreation! Rows of black cotton over the seeds appear to bewilder the birds, and we are always hopeful that they will never discover that it is only cotton between them and their banquet.

          
Home-grown vegetables are a delight in the kitchen. Even the smallest pockethandkerchief garden can produce lettuce and radish for the family. A nice crisp lettuce straight from the garden is a great prize, and it is a fascinating hobby to watch them grow. We think, of course, that our vegetables should have “Jack and the Beanstalk” tendency, but with patience and care good results can be achieved.
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[image: ]
          

        

        

          

Recipes.

          

            
Salmon Eggs.

            
Dressing, eggs (hard boiled) 2 or 3, mustard, pickle, small tin salmon.

            
Cut eggs in half and remove yolks. Mix together yolks, fish, pickle, salt and pepper in the dressing. Put this mixture into the halved whites of eggs. Serve each half egg on lettuce leaf, with a teaspoonful of dressing on top.

          

          

            
Banana Salad.

            
Bananas, 3 or 4, dressing, lettuce leaves, nuts. Place lettuce on serving dish. Slice bananas into dressing, and place on top of lettuce. Sprinkle with chopped nuts.

          

          

            
Marrow Pie.

            
I teacup breadcrumbs, chopped bacon —I tablespoon—onion, marrow—I lb., salt and pepper, short pastry—1/2 lb., tomatoes, 2 or 3.

            
Fill piedish with alternate layers of sliced vegetables, breadcrumbs and bacon. Season well. Add one tablespoon water. Cover with pastry. Bake half to three-quarters of an hour.
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For babies’ and children's clothes, and for the housewife's morning frocks and overalls, no form of needlecraft is simpler or more attractive than smocking. Any type of simple garment which requires gathered fullness lends itself to smocking. So we find children's full skirts smocked on to a fitting yoke or at the waistline to give a belted effect. Full sleeves may be smocked to hold them in above the elbow or at the wrist. Some small girls’ frocks are smocked at the round neck-line after the style of peasant blouses.” Little boy” smocks, and matching pants which show below them, are charming. Heavy tussore is a splendid fabric for this type of garment.

            
Mother may have her morning overall or her daintiest blouse smocked on to a shaped yoke; or the yoke itself may be of smocking. A youthful printed cotton may have a corselet effect at the waist with several inches of smocking. Smocking adds charm to “very best” undies. A dainty sprigged silk or voile may have a smocked waist and yoke.

            
One great advantage of smocking is that it will give, almost like elastic. For growing children this is a speciallyneeded quality.

            
Smocking is always worked before the garment is made up. A suitable transfer, consisting of dots at the required intervals (1/4-inch between dots for silks, muslins, fine linens; 3/8-inch between dots for woollens and velvets; 1/2-inch between dots for very heavy materials) is ironed on to the wrong side of the material. A contrast tacking thread is run along each row, on the wrong side, picking up each dot with the needle. (See Fig. 1). In doing this preliminary work (which will be removed when the smocking is finished) be sure to start your running thread with a double stitch as well as a knotAt the end of each row, wind spare thread in a figure-of-eight round a pin until you are ready to draw up the fullness to the required length (about onethird of the “flat” length). Then fasten securely. Care taken in this preliminary work will ensure successful smocking.

            
The right side of the gathered material presents a series of pleats, on which the smocking stitches are worked from left to right.

            

Outline Stitch.—This is the commonest smocking stitch, and the one usually used for the top row to hold the gathers firm. In this stitch the needle, pointing from right to left, takes up the top of each pleat in turn. Progress is from left to right. The thread is kept below the needle (Fig. 2). Take care to keep each stitch exactly on top of the gathering stitch.

            

Double Outline Stitch.—Work two rows of outline stitch closely together, in the top row holding the embroidery thread above the needle, in the bottom row below it.

            

Vandyke Stitch.—This stitch is particularly useful as it is more elastic than either outline or cable stitch. The various forms of vandykes are worked with outline stitch. In the simplest, the first stitch takes up the first pleat just on top of a gathering thread, the second stitch takes up the second pleat a little above the gathering thread, the third stitch takes the third pleat a little above again, and the fourth stitch is worked directly on the line of gathers above. Three stitches are then worked down in descending order, then three up, and so on. In working up,
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the thread is held below the needle, and in working down the thread is held above the needle. (See Fig. 3).

            

Single Cable Stitch is a variation of outline stitch, the thread being held below the needle for the first stitch, above it for the second, below it for the third, and so on. (Fig. 4).

            

Double Cable Stitch consists of two rows of single cable worked closely together. In the second row the thread is held above the needle for the first stitch, below for second, etc. (alternate to top row).

          

          

            

Spring in the House.

            

Walls and Ceilings.—You may have just moved into a house or flat where woodwork and wallpapers are at the half-way stage to shabbiness or where the last tenant's colour-scheme makes you feel slightly bilious. Or perhaps you merely want to re-do the livingroom, now that dirty coal-fires are nearly finished with for the season.

            
In any case, stand and look with a dispassionate eye at the room you wish to make over. What is wrong with it? Smallness, low ceiling, drabness, poor outlook? Mentally list its bad points and then run through the following cures:—

            
Light tints—cream, light yellow or light buff—will make a small room seem larger. Paint the picture-rail and the skirting-board the same colour as the wall surface in order to extend the apparent area of that surface. Don't forget the size-increasing value of mirrors.

            
If the ceiling is low, carry the wall colour over the cornice. Have the ceiling the same colour as the walls, but in a lighter shade. Where the ceiling is too high, as in some old houses, bring the ceiling colour down to the picturerail. White is not the best colour for a ceiling. It needs a slight tinge of pink, buff or brown.

            
Aspect is very important. A sunny room can have soft greys, greens or blues included in its colour scheme, but these cool tones must be avoided in a room facing south. The south room must have artificial sunlight introduced in the shade range of cream, yellow, buff, tan. A tinge of pink in any of these colourings is an advantage.

            
The room with a poor outlook (e.g., on to a wall a few feet distant) is to be treated as a south room. All possible light must be permitted to enter, but the “view” must not be drawn attention to. Transparent glass curtains in a “sunshine” tone hide what is without, but give the effect of letting in the outdoors.

            
For the small house, it is well to relate the wall-papers. Decide on a foundation shade, e.g., buff, and select pinky-buff, yellowy-buff, tawny-buff, as required for the various rooms.

          

          

            
Curtains.

            

Glass Curtains deserve a paragraph to themselves. These transparent curtains, fixed to cover the glass entirely, have the advantage of obscuring the interior of the room from passers-by, while admitting full daylight with the glare slightly softened.

            
Fine nets and curtain ninons can be fashioned in many charming styles. For the kitchen, the curtains may be simply gathered on wire at top and bottom. For bedrooms and living-rooms the degree of elaboration is limited only by the general style of furnishing. A dainty room responds to cross-over looped curtains, to frilled edges or to parallel lines of frills. A dignified room with tall sash windows acquires a Regency air when the glass curtains have widely-spaced, lengthwise rows of gathers, forming looped divisions.
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Drapes must be planned to suit the type of house as well as the type of room. The large, old house demands the dignity of heavy, luxurious fabrics. Glowing velvets will flatter it, whereas they may seem hot and stuffy in a bungalow. Printed linens and chintzes suit simple rooms. A richer tone is given by silky weaves. In a dark room, the drapes must not obscure any of the window space.

            
Pelmets, again, are simple or elaborate according to the type of room.

            
Remember that curtains and cushions give the chief colour notes to the home.

          

          

            
Furniture.

            
If you are adding any new pieces, give special care to their choice, so that they will blend with the surroundings.

            
Remember that the low-ceilinged room gains height when it is furnished with low furniture, of the type which is so popular nowadays. Even bookshelves should not be more than a foot above table height.

            
The dignified house does not want chromium and glass effects. Old pieces and good modern reproductions should be your choice.

            
If re-upholstering, study walls, floorcovering and curtains before deciding on a purchase. Type of material—cottage weave, chintz, moquette, velvet, tapestry, damask—will depend on the style of room. A noticeable pattern in upholstery is desirable only when carpets and walls are plain. In the “cottage” room, short chintz side curtains and matching covers are charming.
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Outline Stitch.—This is the commonest smocking stitch, and the one usually used for the top row to hold the gathers firm. In this stitch the needle, pointing from right to left, takes up the top of each pleat in turn. Progress is from left to right. The thread is kept below the needle (Fig. 2). Take care to keep each stitch exactly on top of the gathering stitch.

            

Double Outline Stitch.—Work two rows of outline stitch closely together, in the top row holding the embroidery thread above the needle, in the bottom row below it.
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the thread is held below the needle, and in working down the thread is held above the needle. (See Fig. 3).

            

Single Cable Stitch is a variation of outline stitch, the thread being held below the needle for the first stitch, above it for the second, below it for the third, and so on. (Fig. 4).

            

Double Cable Stitch consists of two rows of single cable worked closely together. In the second row the thread is held above the needle for the first stitch, below for second, etc. (alternate to top row).
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Walls and Ceilings.—You may have just moved into a house or flat where woodwork and wallpapers are at the half-way stage to shabbiness or where the last tenant's colour-scheme makes you feel slightly bilious. Or perhaps you merely want to re-do the livingroom, now that dirty coal-fires are nearly finished with for the season.

            
In any case, stand and look with a dispassionate eye at the room you wish to make over. What is wrong with it? Smallness, low ceiling, drabness, poor outlook? Mentally list its bad points and then run through the following cures:—

            
Light tints—cream, light yellow or light buff—will make a small room seem larger. Paint the picture-rail and the skirting-board the same colour as the wall surface in order to extend the apparent area of that surface. Don't forget the size-increasing value of mirrors.

            
If the ceiling is low, carry the wall colour over the cornice. Have the ceiling the same colour as the walls, but in a lighter shade. Where the ceiling is too high, as in some old houses, bring the ceiling colour down to the picturerail. White is not the best colour for a ceiling. It needs a slight tinge of pink, buff or brown.

            
Aspect is very important. A sunny room can have soft greys, greens or blues included in its colour scheme, but these cool tones must be avoided in a room facing south. The south room must have artificial sunlight introduced in the shade range of cream, yellow, buff, tan. A tinge of pink in any of these colourings is an advantage.

            
The room with a poor outlook (e.g., on to a wall a few feet distant) is to be treated as a south room. All possible light must be permitted to enter, but the “view” must not be drawn attention to. Transparent glass curtains in a “sunshine” tone hide what is without, but give the effect of letting in the outdoors.

            
For the small house, it is well to relate the wall-papers. Decide on a foundation shade, e.g., buff, and select pinky-buff, yellowy-buff, tawny-buff, as required for the various rooms.
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Glass Curtains deserve a paragraph to themselves. These transparent curtains, fixed to cover the glass entirely, have the advantage of obscuring the interior of the room from passers-by, while admitting full daylight with the glare slightly softened.
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Drapes must be planned to suit the type of house as well as the type of room. The large, old house demands the dignity of heavy, luxurious fabrics. Glowing velvets will flatter it, whereas they may seem hot and stuffy in a bungalow. Printed linens and chintzes suit simple rooms. A richer tone is given by silky weaves. In a dark room, the drapes must not obscure any of the window space.

            
Pelmets, again, are simple or elaborate according to the type of room.

            
Remember that curtains and cushions give the chief colour notes to the home.
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Furniture.

            
If you are adding any new pieces, give special care to their choice, so that they will blend with the surroundings.

            
Remember that the low-ceilinged room gains height when it is furnished with low furniture, of the type which is so popular nowadays. Even bookshelves should not be more than a foot above table height.

            
The dignified house does not want chromium and glass effects. Old pieces and good modern reproductions should be your choice.

            
If re-upholstering, study walls, floorcovering and curtains before deciding on a purchase. Type of material—cottage weave, chintz, moquette, velvet, tapestry, damask—will depend on the style of room. A noticeable pattern in upholstery is desirable only when carpets and walls are plain. In the “cottage” room, short chintz side curtains and matching covers are charming.
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Health Notes.

          

            
The Skin.

            
Notwithstanding the pains taken to improve its appearance, the skin is one of the most neglected organs, especially the exposed portions of it.

            
The skin not only affords the body mechanical protection and service as a heat regulator, but it is one of the most important means of defence against germs and germ poisons.

            
A skin which has daily contact with cold air or cold water, and is well
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groomed, is a wonderful protector. Such a skin will serve one well in case of an attack of an infectious disease.

            
Frequent bathing, therefore, is of supreme importance from a health standpoint and every child, when very young, should be accustomed to the bathing habit.

          

          

            
Balanced Diet.

            
As the body needs six simple kinds of material, great care should be taken to ensure that meals are properly balanced with proteins, carbohydrates, fats, mineral salts, vitamins and roughage.

            
Proteins supply the body with nitrogen, sulphur and phosphorus which, with hydrogen, oxygen and carbon, form the chief elements which comprise the vital structures of the body. Carbohydrates provide the energy for daily action and a deficiency of carbohydrates will soon produce acidosis. Fats are a wholesome and useful constituent of the diet.

            
Mineral salts are included in the material required—obtainable from milk, whole cereals, vegetables and fruits.

            

Vitamins.—We have heard in recent times much about vitamins—A, B, C, etc., and are aware of the part they play in the drama of life.

            

Roughage.—This is also an important constituent. It gives bulk to what might otherwise be an over-refined diet.

            
Unless the body has a sufficient supply of the above foods, we are undermining our health.

            
The maintenance of health is vitally important alike to the nation and to the individual.

          

          

            
Neurosis.

            
Boredom brings on neurosis, and there is usually nothing wrong with a person who has a tendency in this direction. “Snap out of it,” enjoy life and not succumb to imaginary ills, is good advice to a neurotic person.
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Kitchen Lore.


Vegetables.

          

Green Vegetables.—Boil quickly with the lid off the saucepan. Strain well directly they are soft, and serve at once. Salt should not be added until vegetables are nearly tender. Many vegetables—peas, cabbage, etc.—are improved in flavour by adding a little sugar. Do not over-cook vegetables.

          

Root Vegetables.—Put into fast boiling water to about half cover. Cook gently with lid on saucepan. Add salt when nearly cooked. Strain directly they are tender. Add a little dripping or butter. Serve at once.

          
To steam: Place prepared vegetables in colander or steamer over a saucepan of boiling water. Keep the water boiling and the vegetables covered.
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The Garden.


Growing Vegetables.

          
Horticulturally, September/October are very important months. All kinds of vegetable seeds have to be sown, and when the seedlings make their appearance, we do our best to cultivate them despite the wishes of the birds, who seem to think that we spend our time in the garden merely for recreation! Rows of black cotton over the seeds appear to bewilder the birds, and we are always hopeful that they will never discover that it is only cotton between them and their banquet.

          
Home-grown vegetables are a delight in the kitchen. Even the smallest pockethandkerchief garden can produce lettuce and radish for the family. A nice crisp lettuce straight from the garden is a great prize, and it is a fascinating hobby to watch them grow. We think, of course, that our vegetables should have “Jack and the Beanstalk” tendency, but with patience and care good results can be achieved.
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Recipes.

          

            
Salmon Eggs.

            
Dressing, eggs (hard boiled) 2 or 3, mustard, pickle, small tin salmon.

            
Cut eggs in half and remove yolks. Mix together yolks, fish, pickle, salt and pepper in the dressing. Put this mixture into the halved whites of eggs. Serve each half egg on lettuce leaf, with a teaspoonful of dressing on top.

          

          

            
Banana Salad.

            
Bananas, 3 or 4, dressing, lettuce leaves, nuts. Place lettuce on serving dish. Slice bananas into dressing, and place on top of lettuce. Sprinkle with chopped nuts.

          

          

            
Marrow Pie.

            
I teacup breadcrumbs, chopped bacon —I tablespoon—onion, marrow—I lb., salt and pepper, short pastry—1/2 lb., tomatoes, 2 or 3.

            
Fill piedish with alternate layers of sliced vegetables, breadcrumbs and bacon. Season well. Add one tablespoon water. Cover with pastry. Bake half to three-quarters of an hour.
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Beauty and the Boast
            
          
        

        

          
Perpetrated and illustrated by 

Ken Alexander.
        

        

          
Beauty's Faces.

          

Sometimes beauty is a vain boast as in golf and other activities of mischance. But, on the whole, the life of civilised man, whether he admits it or not, is a non-stop quest for beauty. Whichever way you look at it, Beauty is the goal at which he kicks the ball of effort.

          
He pulls up his socks and makes money to secure security, dispel anxiety, and achieve ultimate leisure. Each of these aims is an alias of Beauty.

          
The essential juices of Beauty are harmony and rhythm; and if the aim of human progress is not the capture of these elusive essences we will go “he”—in fact, he-he! But Beauty is a modest lady. She does not lay on the decoy paint. Her lips are her own and her hair is as innocent of waves as the village duck pond. She can easily slip by you unless you are on the look-out for her. It's up to you. She will not make herself known.

          
All you need to “mind” beauty is a mind of beauty.

        

        

          
The Eye and the Pie.

          
A cook with the seeing eye will discover inspiration in the harmonious entirety of a graceful pie. To him its gleaming streamline epitomises the zenith of culinary piefection. The glowing russet of its crust suggests the crisp, curled leaf of autumn, poised to be plucked by the gentlest breeze, light and lambent with the imprisoned tints of summer. To such a cook that pie represents a concentration of piefold perfections. There is harmony in the sweep of its outline, imprisoned tranquillity in its fragrant depths, a sonata of scent awaiting rerelease, digestive inspiration poised to pounce, and mental gratification in a thing of beauty achieved with culinary cunning.

        

        

          
A Meaty Point.

          
And, take a butcher—yes, we said, a butcher. A butcher with an eye for the aesthetic alchemy of choppery is capable of cutting a cutlet which could be placed in a vase beneath the picture of “Sunset over Venice” and still hold its head up. Such a butcher, were he accorded the rightful rib of recognition in the world of artistic cuttery, might prove a Michael Angelo of the cleaver.

          
In what is considered the least aesthetic of the arts he yet is able to trim a sheep so cunningly that its own fleece wouldn't know it. He can dissociate a steak from its native habitat with the harmonious nicety and modulated grace of the master and lay it, as puissant as the peony, lambent with the blush of dawn, correct to the ounce, on the scales. A performance, in all its aspects, of perfection and beauty; surely a work of art to awaken in the heart of man the gastric juices of human gratitude.
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Artistic Engine-uity.

          
To the average man who is only average, an engine is merely an agglomeration of revolving metal propelled by an invisible force of no special significance.

          
But, to the engineer, it is a monument to beauty and the poetry of motion. The engineer sees beauty in the blue blurr of a whirring wheel. The sheen of a well-oiled shaft and the pulsing rhythm of a piston are as the love of Mark Antony for Cleopatra or the Arab for his date hound. The whole of his being is enraptured by the exquisitry of balance, the 
per-



fection of poise and the completeness of co-ordination which, blended in perfect harmony, constitute a work of beauty unrivalled by the gardens of Babylon.

          
Here are the same aesthetic ingredients as in the perfect pie—a sense of harmonious completeness and accord.

        

        

          
The Eyes Have It.

          
Discord is the bane of Beauty and the ally of Ugliness. It is unfortunate that, in the affairs of man, there exist types which lag behind in the march from Chaos to Culture but, in the main, man goes to great lengths to cultivate and defend the essential harmony which is Beauty.

          
There are those who are not quite consciously aware of their inherent desire for beauty. They may liken a sunset to a plate of scrambled eggs. The Pyramid of Cheops may only remind them of dinner, the sight of the Southern Alps may set them sneezing; Egmont may leave them cold and the kauri forests merely give them a crick in the back of the neck. They will deny that they are Benedicts of Beauty. Yet they will hate pain, anxiety, fear and blatant ugliness, all of which are the born enemies of Beauty. Therefore, unless they are of the turnip tribe, they must be the unconscious allies of Beauty. With a little treatment for mental astigmatism they will see that beauty is what you make it. That:—

          

            
There's beauty in the tinned sardine,


            
So silvery and svelte,


            
There's harmony in sausages,


            
Tranquillity in smelt.


            
No sunset, like a peacock's wing,


            
Can beat young onions plucked in spring.


            
No need to seek where Sappho sings—
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“There's harmony in sausages.”


          

          

            
There's beauty in the common things.


            
A light reflected in a puddle,


            
Tired sparrows resting in a huddle,


            
A scarlet crayfish, proud and vain,


            
A lighted window in the rain,


            
A row of rain drops on a wire,


            
The painted caverns in the fire,


            
A string of washing on the line,


            
Whipped into patterns subtly fine,


            
A tap, a barrel ‘neath a tree,


            
A blade of rye, a horse's knee,


            
A new-baked loaf, like ingot gold,


            
A pungent clod of garden mould,


            
Wet asphalt streaked with bars of light,


            
A bunch of chimney pots at night,


            
A smoky billy smelling sweet


            
Of willow twigs and glowing peat,


            
A cabbage growing firm and stout,


            
All common things without a doubt.


            
A broken fence, the clouds that skim,


            
Like wadding on the sunset's rim,


            
A peeling door, a moulding roof,


            
The pattern of a horse's hoof,


            
These are the things that artists crave,


            
Not riches from Aladdin's cave.


            
The beauty of simplicity,


            
Which every common man can see,


            
Is there for every mortal eye,


            
So cheap that many pass it by.
          

        

        

          
Common Coin.

          
But the quest for Beauty has no beginning and no end for those who have no need for the spectacles of synthetic culture. If the Parthenon were demolished to make room for a chain store, if the Mona Lisa had stuck to knitting instead of sitting, if Reubens had taken up bakery and Corot greengrocery and all the artists had put their efforts to coal-mining, there would still remain enough beauty between the kitchen sink and the back gate to nourish the souls of all men.
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Beauty's Faces.

          

Sometimes beauty is a vain boast as in golf and other activities of mischance. But, on the whole, the life of civilised man, whether he admits it or not, is a non-stop quest for beauty. Whichever way you look at it, Beauty is the goal at which he kicks the ball of effort.

          
He pulls up his socks and makes money to secure security, dispel anxiety, and achieve ultimate leisure. Each of these aims is an alias of Beauty.

          
The essential juices of Beauty are harmony and rhythm; and if the aim of human progress is not the capture of these elusive essences we will go “he”—in fact, he-he! But Beauty is a modest lady. She does not lay on the decoy paint. Her lips are her own and her hair is as innocent of waves as the village duck pond. She can easily slip by you unless you are on the look-out for her. It's up to you. She will not make herself known.

          
All you need to “mind” beauty is a mind of beauty.
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The Eye and the Pie.

          
A cook with the seeing eye will discover inspiration in the harmonious entirety of a graceful pie. To him its gleaming streamline epitomises the zenith of culinary piefection. The glowing russet of its crust suggests the crisp, curled leaf of autumn, poised to be plucked by the gentlest breeze, light and lambent with the imprisoned tints of summer. To such a cook that pie represents a concentration of piefold perfections. There is harmony in the sweep of its outline, imprisoned tranquillity in its fragrant depths, a sonata of scent awaiting rerelease, digestive inspiration poised to pounce, and mental gratification in a thing of beauty achieved with culinary cunning.
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A Meaty Point.

          
And, take a butcher—yes, we said, a butcher. A butcher with an eye for the aesthetic alchemy of choppery is capable of cutting a cutlet which could be placed in a vase beneath the picture of “Sunset over Venice” and still hold its head up. Such a butcher, were he accorded the rightful rib of recognition in the world of artistic cuttery, might prove a Michael Angelo of the cleaver.

          
In what is considered the least aesthetic of the arts he yet is able to trim a sheep so cunningly that its own fleece wouldn't know it. He can dissociate a steak from its native habitat with the harmonious nicety and modulated grace of the master and lay it, as puissant as the peony, lambent with the blush of dawn, correct to the ounce, on the scales. A performance, in all its aspects, of perfection and beauty; surely a work of art to awaken in the heart of man the gastric juices of human gratitude.
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“Inspiration in the harmonious entirety of a graceful pie.”
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Artistic Engine-uity.

          
To the average man who is only average, an engine is merely an agglomeration of revolving metal propelled by an invisible force of no special significance.

          
But, to the engineer, it is a monument to beauty and the poetry of motion. The engineer sees beauty in the blue blurr of a whirring wheel. The sheen of a well-oiled shaft and the pulsing rhythm of a piston are as the love of Mark Antony for Cleopatra or the Arab for his date hound. The whole of his being is enraptured by the exquisitry of balance, the 
per-



fection of poise and the completeness of co-ordination which, blended in perfect harmony, constitute a work of beauty unrivalled by the gardens of Babylon.

          
Here are the same aesthetic ingredients as in the perfect pie—a sense of harmonious completeness and accord.
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“
Get your net. They're coming up in shoals.”

        
Across a gap of years you can hear it… and you take the net once more, the tin, the billy or flour bag, and join in the procession to McKenna's Creek. The size and nature of the receptacle depends, of course, on the reliability of your informer and your optimism, which was never a minus quantity.

        
Do you remember McKenna's in the lovely, soft September days, when the kowhais made a stately fringe on the banks and dropped their petals to float away like golden moths on the water? Do you remember the groups on the bank, when no one dared speak above a whisper and vengeance was vowed on the misguided who allowed his dog to follow him? Do you remember the tuis and the shy native robins when all that little world was one of shallow brown water, warm shingle, sunlit patches in the dim aisles of bush, a strip of blue sky above … and the silent fishers?

        
How steadily they hold the nets, how patiently they wait, and then how eagerly the nets are lifted out dripping and heavy and the shining fish emptied into the tins!

        
Early New Zealand history makes frequent reference to the abundance of whitebait. It appears that rivers and lakes were swarming with them before the introduction of the trout. James Cowan, in his book “Legends of the Maori,” tells a story of a basket of whitebait and the mischief it caused. One Kotiora commanded his wife Te Aoniwaho to cook some for him, so she prepared the earth oven and set a flax basket containing the inanga, or whitebait, therein. The cooking was to be by a process of steam heating, but when Te Aoniwaho uncovered the oven, she found, to her dismay, that the fish was not cooked. Kotiora demanded that the meal be brought to him, and on finding that it was not fit to be eaten, he fell into a rage and threw the contents of the basket over the head of the unfortunate Aoniwaho. She was outraged at this treatment and brooded on her revenge, while Kotiora went off to secure food from his tribesmen.

        

          

[image: The Buller River at Westport, another favourite haunt during the whitebait season.]
The Buller River at Westport, another favourite haunt during the whitebait season.


        

        
That night Te Aoniwaho went to the lakeside and launching a small canoe paddled up the west arm of Koteehu and finally reached the little bay below the Whangaikoru 
pa where her relatives lived. The village was aroused, and Te Aoniwaho told her story. When



she related the throwing of the whitebait over her head the whole tribe arose in anger. All the neighbouring villages were awakened and by night swift canoes paddled away to where Kotiora slept. The village was sacked and Kotiora found himself bound hand and foot and lying in the bottom of a canoe in which he was taken to Whangaikoru where he was killed … and eaten.

        

          

[image: The first catch of the season.]
The first catch of the season.


        

        
Just what are whitebait? There has been considerable controversy as to the history of the fish, but it is now generally assumed that they are a young stage of the native minnow or inanga, a fish which reaches a maximum size of about six inches. They are found in many rivers and streams, at the mouths of which they usually spawn. The spawning fish arrive at the tidal waters about March or April, and when the tide rises they go to the edge where there are many grasses and rushes surrounded by water. The eggs attach themselves to the stems of the plants and are left high and dry until the next spring tide—in about fourteen days. During the period the eggs go through the stage of incubation and when the tide arrives, the young fish go out with the out-going tide. Under the old conditions the eggs were safe, but now man and cattle destroy them in thousands. It seems that if we are to preserve our whitebait we must make sanctuaries of the spawning grounds and not allow cattle to graze there.

        
Besides being an established industry whitebaiting affords a pleasant and remunerative pastime, crowds at every opportunity taking advantage of the suitable tides. Though always a delicacy, the fish is even more palatable at the beginning of the season because, as time goes on, it tends to become larger. The banks of the various streams are well patronised and it is surprising the amount earned by energetic people in this manner.

        
An old book, “Rambles on the Golden Coast” by R. C. Reid, says that the minute but delicate whitebait which, singly, weighs but the fraction of an ounce, collectively exemplifies the old adage that “union is strength.”

        
It is said that, formerly, whitebait were so plentiful that there was little demand for them and that, as a consequence, they were simply thrown on the gardens. This is not true to-day, because it is an established fact that they are becoming relatively scarce. The chief causes for this appear to be, as already stated, the destruction of the eggs, and probably the lack of restrictions as to the catching.

        
Where whitebait is plentiful, practically every house has a net, and people of all ages and occupations join in the catching. Of course, there are those whose livelihood for some months is more or less derived from the industry, and the canning companies buy quantities of the fish for canning purposes.

        
Every West Coast boy has gone whitebaiting some time or other with more or less success. In school days you fished for “fun,” but there was one memorable occasion when your catch was particularly large and you went off to sell your store, and no money earned since has been quite the same as the “sixteen shillings” you received for that first tin of whitebait!
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Wit and Humour
        

        

          
Trouble Ahead.

          
Two men, one considerably smaller than the other, were crossing the street to enter a public-house when a youth on a bicycle flashed past them, operating a “buzzer” on the front wheel which emitted a particularly sharp, raucous wail.

          
The smaller of the men gave a nervous jump, and his friend said: “Lumme, what a state you're in—fancy jumping like that for a bike!”

          
“Bike?” retorted the little man; “I wasn't afraid of no bike … I thought I ‘card my missus calling me!”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Ambidextrous.

          
“How did you learn to use both hands equally well, Pat?”

          
“Shure now and me faether, he always said to me: ‘Pat, learn to cut your finger-nails with yure left hand, fer some day ye might be afther losing yer right hand’.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Something New.

          
Two elderly men at a club were discussing the table manners of a new member.

          
“Well, what do you think of him?” asked one.

          
“Very remarkable,” replied the other, thoughtfully. “I've heard soup gargled and syphoned, but, upon my word, that's the first time I've ever known it to be yodeled.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Fine Measurements.

          
A.—“Hey, Bill, wot you doin’ now-adays?”

          
B.—“Got a job as an engineer.” A.—“Like it?”

          
B.—“Bit fiddlin'. Got to make fings to a fousandth of an inch.'

          
A.—“Lumme; how many fousandths are there in the inch?”

          
B.—“Blimey! millions!”

        

        

          
On the Ball.

          
A very thin full-back was annoyed by the attentions of a small dog during a “rugger” match.

          
At last, when play had moved to the other end the back shouted to the spectators: “Whoever owns this dog might call him off.”

          
Voice responded: “Come here, Spot. Them ain't bones, boy—them's legs.”
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A problem for the Left Luggage Office.


          

        

        

          
Also Ran.

          
Landlord: “I've come for the rent, please!”

          
Tenant: “Do you remember a horse called Good Thing that ran unplaced in—”

          
Landlord: “I am not interested in racehorses.”

          
Tenant: “But you are interested in this one, because your rent was on it.”

        

        

          
Helpful Assistance.

          
A local inhabitant was accosted by a stranger in the street.

          
“Which is the quickest way to the station?” he asked.

          
“Run, man,” was the reply.

          
* * *

        

        

          
Breaking the News.

          
New Curate: “And what might your name be, my good man?”

          
Pat: “Well, it might be anything or nothing, but it ain't. It's Moichael O'Hinnissey.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Unexpected Request.

          
She had noticed the huskiness in his voice, and the nervous manner in which he fidgeted in his chair. She knew what was coming.

          
“Joan,” he said, and his throat seemed dry and parched, “would you—could you—”

          
“Go on, George,” she murmured, encouragingly. “I'm listening.”

          
“Would you—er—do you think you could—get me a drink of water? I'm as dry as a bone.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
The Challenge.

          
A Scotsman and a Yorkshireman were talking in a railway carriage. The Scot talked loud and long about what he and his countrymen could do. At last the Yorkshireman grew exasperated.

          
“Tha's been opening thy mouth wide,” he said, “about what tha can do. Tha can do this and tha can do that. Now tell me summat tha can't do and ah'll do it for thee.”

          
But the Scot had the last word.

          
“Well,” he replied, “Ah canna pay ma fare.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
School's In.

          
“Willie,” asked the teacher of the new pupil, “do you know your alphabet?”

          
“Yes, Miss,” answered Willie.

          
“Well, then,” continued the teacher, “what letter comes after A?”

          
“All of ‘em,” was the triumphal reply.
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/CKLAND'
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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"Phone 205. P.0. Box 173.

ARMIDALE Guest House, Rotorua

HINEMOA STREET.
Every Comfort—Excellent Ci
Tariff
‘Winter: 11/- per day; £3/5/- per week.
Summer: 12/- per day; £3/15/- per week.
Mr. and Mrs. R. W. WISE, Proprietors.

ine.
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e R —
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:
¥/ w186 : KesaBCDEFG OBTAINABLE
This Miniature De Luxe ** BOOMERANG " Send for Catalogue to
- J. ALBERT & SON PTY. LTD, W

;;':E'H;g{sséy:;:;;d'..lé‘/; 24 WILLIS STREST O} WELLINGTON. EVERY “ERE

R i e e e L b S i i e i i i
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NELSON
THE HOUSE THAT ENJOYS THE MAXIMUM SUNSHINE

WAINUI HOUSE

Write for Illustrated Folder or enquire at nearest
Tourist Office.

Recognised A.A., C.T. and Public Service House.
Patronised frequently by Lord and Lady Bledisloe.
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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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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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HOTEL PARKVILLE

RIDGWAY STREET, WANGANUI: One minute's walk from
Railway Station and Post Office. Comfortable Lounges
and Commercial Rooms. Telephone 2505: P.O. Box 207
Telegrams and Correspondence Promptly Attended to.

This Hotel is equipped with the Latest Refrigerator, which
ensures all foods served under strictest hygienic conditions,
Tariff: 12/- per day; £3 per week. P.S.: £2/17/6.
Free Garage Parking for Guests' Cars. J. Hodson, Proprietor.
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TO RAILWAY STAFFS.
Stewart Island is worthy of a visit. It has unusual features
found nowhere else in New Zealand. Stewart Island is a
genuine, natural holiday for those who like easy sea fishing
and deer shooting. Hundreds of beaches and islets to cruise
among. Write to
H. F. W. TRAILL, of Woodslea House, Stewart Island

for particulars, as he has a special tariff for Railway guests.
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TRAVEL SAVINGS STAMPS

EARN 59 INTEREST

PURCHASE AT ALL RAILWAY BOOKING OFFICES
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CHIUSLICH URCH
The Leading Hotel of Christchurch, N.

HOTEL FEDERAL
(Overlooking Victoria Square).
Excellent Cuisine, and Service Second to Nome in New
Zealand. The bedrooms are large, well-ventilated, and
heated with Gas Fires, the majority being equipped with
hot and cold water. JAZZ Room included on premises.
Special Concessions to Railway Servants.
*Phone 32-920. P.0. Box 532.
T. G. LEWIS, Proprietor.
When Visiting Christchurch Always Stay at the
HOTEL FEDERAL.
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HENLEY
When on holiday in the South Island, break your
journey at the HENLEY HOTEL.
Special Concessions to Railway Employees,
A. T. ROSS, Proprietor.
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“ HEY, FOLKS " !

Do you realise what fifteen per cent.
discount means to you—3/- ‘n f—when
you require articles of Jewellery such
as ENGAGEMENT RINGS, WATCHES,

CLOCKS, Etc.?

H. H. LANE

The Official Civil Service Jeweller —
HERETORD COURT, CHRISTCHURCH






etexts/Gov14_07Rail/Gov14_07Rail038c(h280).jpg
When Selecting a Grinding Wheel ... Look for the Registered Trade Mark

CARBORUNDUM

CARBORUNDUM and
ALOXITE
GRINDING WHEELS

For all Parposes

Sharpening Stones, etc.

JOHN CHAMBERS & SON LTD.

Axond - Homion - Pilmarton N - Wellges - Chichurch - Toars - Duedin - Il
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BY RAIL
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New Zealand
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Get Down to
“IRON FACTS”

The dependable Tron
| from our modem mills
i ued iy i
many of the bigest and
oday. Becawe i i &
Fuaraee o fner semvce
nder al condins: ith-
[E———

Otago Iron Rolling Mills Co. Ltd.
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MANAWATU

METROPOLITAN SPRING SHOW

PALMERSTON ORTH  NOVEMEES 21, 3 8 4
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(Rly. Publicity photo.)

A typical Horse Parade at the Manawatu A. and P. Association’s Show.
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— 300,000 SECONDHAND BOOKS —

From 1500 to 1939 carefully classified.

Correspondence and enquirles heartily
welcomed.

NEWBOLD’S BOOKSHOP LTD.

289 GEORGE STREET, DUNEDIN, C.1.

Largest Secondhand Booksellers
in Australasia.
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KEEP YOUR JOB

AJ0B FOR OTHERS |

NEW ﬁﬂmu PRODUCTS
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RAILWAYS FOR
NATIONAL
WELFARE
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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 Jen. Estab. 1921
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Complete Stories

Bright Articles
Ideas for the Housewife
New Fashion Trends
Free Pattern Service
and lilustrations Galore

THESE ARE BUT A FEW OF THE FEATURES THAT GO
TO MAKE UP EACH ISSUE OF

TIIE ||Z Wumans Wﬂﬂklu
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£ Reduce your Fuel Bill! 47 wine
i SALMAC INSULATION
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WHITE STAR SERVICES - - Telephone 2161

Marton Junction: Dep. Wanganui: 4.15 am.f, 6.15 p.m.*, 9.15 p.m.* *Connects with
Auckland Express. tConnects with Wgtn. Express. Fares: Day 6/-, Night 8/6, Single.
Palmerston N.: Dep. Wanganui, 7.45 am., 10 a.m.{*, 1215 p.m.*, 4 p.m.* {Connects

with Napler Express. *Cars via Marton. Fares: 10/-, Single.

Napler: Dep. Wanganui: 10 a.m.®, 12.15 p.m., 4 p.m. *Connects Napler Express Palm. N.
SUNDAY TIME TABLE: Palmerston N., via Marton: Dep. Wanganui: 11.15 a.m., 4.30
p.m. Cars connect with services to Napler and Masterton. Marton Junction

p.m.t tComnects with Auckland Express. MARTIN & VER!
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elmnge 60& Motonists

CAREFREE RIDES BY RAIL

TRAVEL BY RAIL AND RELAX
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Coerv yourown ey ad e wesk of NEW ZEALAND by kg 1 he

Govennment Lire Insurance Deparrment

CONSIDER your DEPENDENTS and supplement your SUPERANNUATION by s selection
Trom the ollowing Tablr

ALL PROFITS DIVIDED ALL FUNDS INVESTED

AMNGST POLICTHOLOERS IN NEW ZEALAND

FOURMEURY ok o fio FEAUNS. i

CASH AMOUNT DIVIDED. ANNUALLY AS PROFITS bas ewl TREBLED i te pst TEN YEARS
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THERE IS ONLY ONE GOLF MAGAZINE
PUBLISHED IN NEW ZEALAND - - -

“New Zealand Golf Mlustrated”

N 2 Galf Aot nd e LG

THE PRICE 15 ONLY 12/6 FER ANNOM

Our inseructional arccles wil improve your game
" «N.Z. GOLF ILLUSTRATED”

Fo. Box 1136 - - AUCKLAND, Ca.
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Q all the

best

Peaches

"NESTLE'S

PURE THICK CREAM






etexts/Gov14_07Rail/Gov14_07Rail057b(h280).jpg
TRILLOR
CONCRETE VIBRATORS

ELECTRIC and PETROL ENGINE TYPES

‘ Vibration Gives Denser
and Stronger Concrete

Interesting et available from—

Rlchardson Mc[:ahe

13 enev sTaEET 1 N waLLINaTON
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o

DRIVE YOUR OWN CAR
[ ST FE HEW 1908 T == SALODK

YOURS FOR ONLY ONE SHILLING
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NEW ROUTE
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LATEST

1 B

) ele;

HOW_TO_ WIN FRINDS AND INFLUENCE
Feore

FERGUSON & OSBORN LTD.

202 LAMBTON QUAY.

WELLINGTON
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J,ﬂm

FRANK PETRIE LTD. For SUTs, OVERCONTS ant SPORTS WEAR |

LONDON’S LATFST SUITINGS AND STYLES
39 WILLIS STREET, Civil Servants — Terms

by Arrangement

WELLINGTON. PHONE 42389
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(]

[

The Good
Old Brandy—

HENNESSY’S

Known to every tongue

the world over as

THE BEST

[
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a2

P.0. BO:
4150

TELEPHON

Appointed
Automobile Associa-
thon Hotel.

TELEGRAMS:
“ HOTEL CEcH

Wrike, Telephone
or Wire Your
Tescrvations.

Just opposite
ning-

“The Cecll™ Is synonymous with comfort, courtesy and contentment
Wellington's wonderful new Railway Station you will sce the Hotel Cocll—We
tow's Station Hotel. Nearby ara the berthing places of ferry and oversea steamors,
Parllament Dulldings, and most of the leading centres of Interest of the Capital Clty

THE HOTEL CECIL ]

LAMBTON QUAY, WELLINGTON.
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NEW ZEALAN]
LEAD WORKS, LTD.

Railvay Propert, Newmarkel, Avckland.
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HOTEL ——
CRITERION

Enchanting
Beauty

| Today’s Great Drink
WAITEMATA

BOTILED OR
ON DRAUGHT
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Leading New Zealand Newspapers

**The Times*

(Manawatu Daily Times Co. Ltd)
IS
ONE OF THEM

PALMERSTON NORTH
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@he Waikato Times
HAMILTON
The Times has an intensive circulation
throughout the Waikato District
—the richest Dairying District
of the Dominion.
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[ )
The Railways ‘
Cut Cost of Living - -

Faithful Service for National Welfare
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“Phones 19 and 253. " Rotorua.

R.M. TRANSPORT “Co.

TRAVEL ROYALLY: Royal Services, Safety, Comfort, Cleanliness.
First-class Cars, driven by First-class Men.

CIVILITY RELIABILITY PUNCTUALITY
DAILY SERVICES:

TAURANGA, WHAKATANE, OPOTIKI, GISBORNE, WAIRAKEI, TAUPO, NAPIER.

DAILY EXCURSIONS TO ALL SIGHTS.

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

Agents for Thos. Cook & Sons. We advise in Tourists' Interests.

New Concrste Garage - - Private Lockers.
Most up-to-date Sample Rooms in New Zealand.

We are Experts in Our Business Our Business Requires It
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Technical Books Cost Money

But for £1 a year you

can get individual advice, /M,L’T/o"d:;:
up-to-date information, [}, on dhe
markets, helps, news, and [ "

recreation, etc., etc.

New Zealand Farmer Weekly

Published by N.Z. Newspapers Ltd., Auckland and Christchurch.
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When you Travel by Car—

TRAVEL WHITE STAR

Daily 8 a.m.: AUCKLAND to NEW PLYMOUTH
Daily 7.45a.m.: NEW PLYMOUTH to AUCKLAND
Week dly only Leave HAMILTON 8 a.m.
NEW PLYMOUTH 1.30 p.m.
" (connecting with train for Auckland)

Phones: Auckland, 44-960. New Plymouth: 357, 1117

GIBSONS MOTORS LTD.

PASSENGER TRANSPORT SPECIALISTS - - NEW PLYMOUTH
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"The Northern Advocate™
supplies the people of Northland with
® Full Local and District News
® Complete N.Z. Telegraph News
© Important World Wide Cables

Whe
adverti

ou use Northland's complete newspaper to
your products you use the Best Medium
possible to contact Northland people.

P.O. Box 210, Whangarei - -  'Phone 2399
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NEW ZEALAND'S

| GREATEST
RADE JOURNAL,|

o roiin

e
REVIEW PUBLISHING Co.,
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‘THE PROVINCIAL DAILY
WITH A NATIONAL APPEAL

See Rotorua and you see
a grand cross-section of
all New Zealand.

The " Rotorua Morning
Post " reflects the interest,
appeal and prosperity of
this up and coming district.

ROTORUA
MORNING POST






etexts/Gov14_07Rail/Gov14_07Rail040c(h280).jpg
FREE TRAINING TO START YOUR SON ON THE
ROAD TO BE A FARMER

That is what

FLOCK HOUSE

OFFERS TO NEW ZEALANDERS

L ae———————
oy st on  frm ek o

Futer, and most_impocant, hay_sre_taight to ok
st oo, hov &0 ropi sk, mend e doths, and,
in gerec, o b indopondont of sthr.

ol prtidr ar obanal from—

Th Dictr,
Futd Do,
Deparrant of A,
WELNGTON.
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FIRST IN CIRCULATION
FIRST IN FEATURES
FIRST IN RESULTS

The Press

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, Christchurch, N.Z.
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NEW ZEALAND'S
LEADING DAILY NEWSPAPER

The New Zealand Herald

" wim (AUCKLAND) w —

Guaranteed Net Daily Sales Exceed

7 2,000 Coples

Proprictors:
WILSON & HORTON LTD,
Queen Street - Auckland.
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WORLD APFAIRSI |

The New Zesland |
| National Review

 ——
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@The Sonthland Times

THE ONLY MORNING PAPER PUBLISHED
IN SOUTHLAND.

Audited Net Circulation 9,665.

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.






