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The beautiful Whangarei Falls, one of the many attractions of the North Auckland district.
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Modern Youth
        

        

Youth in the individual is the period of growth, as distinct from the decades of fulfilment and decline that follow. In the broadest sense, it extends from the cot to the meridian of life—from the beginning of understanding to the end of physical and mental development.

        
Despite the war, it is no small privilege to be a youth in these present times. More is known about the means to health than ever before—and the means are more generally available. Education is of a higher standard, and is more widespread. No child of the present day (we hope) goes in fear of the bogey men or the dark. Superstitions are less prevalent; all ghosts have been laid; and every encouragement is given for youth to avoid the inhibitions that, in the past, tended to produce unbalanced mentalities.

        
The present is a time of rapidly-changing standards in ideas, books, behaviour. To be a leader in the future will call for greater physical and mental plasticity and resilience in the individual than he ever possessed in the past. Hence it is important that the training of youth should be so arranged that it develops an open-minded attitude to many things previously regarded as immutably established.

        
More important than “change and decay” to the present generation is the change and improvement proceeding all around us—a condition that the youth of today inherits.

        
As his mind develops, some philosophy of life must be adopted by the typical human product of our times. His imagination, that great “precursor of reason,” looks out, from the world he sees, upon the infinite realm of possibilities. He comes to know that the real joy of life is in using some personal faculty to its highest point of perfection for something better than purely personal ends. This means that happy living lies in both doing well and well-doing.

        
The true philosophy of youth sees all activities related to each other—each individual doing his part in the joint work of the world.

        
A young railwayman of the present day is better than the railwayman of an older generation to the extent that he sees his work more clearly as part of the nation's industry, rather than as a mere effort in moving someone or something from somewhere to somewhere else.

        
So we observe youth—healthier, less hampered, more informed, freer-minded than his predecessor. And to his hand are facilities—for travel, relaxation, change, comfort, mental stimulus, and physical and spiritual enjoyment—more plentiful than were ever available to the youth of any former generation. More particularly is this true of New Zealand, with its sunshine, its scenery, and its advanced standard of living conditions.

        
War, the ending of war, the establishment of permanent peace, and the fuller life of the future are all in the hands of youth. May the young people of the present day make the best of the opportunities that the good fortune of their birth in the present century bestows.

        


        

          
[image: ]

          


          

[image: Progressive New Zealand Industries The illustrations show: (1) Packing biscuits at Bycroft's. (2) Filling fancy assortment boxes at Bycroft's. (3) Biscuit-tin manufacture at Bycroft's. (4) Modern conveyer stacking biscuits at Griffins'. (5) Checking inspection of ingredients at Edmonds'. (6) Hand-cutting of pickles at Whittome Stevenson's (no machine able to do this work). (7) Large storage rooms at Edmonds'. (8) Boiling vats at Whittome Stevenson's. (9) Cool-store at Whittome Stevenson's. (See article on page 12).]

Progressive New Zealand Industries


The illustrations show: (1) Packing biscuits at Bycroft's. (2) Filling fancy assortment boxes at Bycroft's. (3) Biscuit-tin manufacture at Bycroft's. (4) Modern conveyer stacking biscuits at Griffins'. (5) Checking inspection of ingredients at Edmonds'. (6) Hand-cutting of pickles at Whittome Stevenson's (no machine able to do this work). (7) Large storage rooms at Edmonds'. (8) Boiling vats at Whittome Stevenson's. (9) Cool-store at Whittome Stevenson's. (See article on page 
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General Manager's Message


New Zealand Centennial Exhibition and Celebrations

        

This month of November is to see the commencement of the New Zealand Centennial Exhibition, a prelude and principal feature of the 1940 Centennial Year.

        
The celebrations associated with the completion of the country's first hundred years of development under the British flag are designed to commemorate the work of the pioneers and to do honour to those who gave us the fullness and freedom of life as we know it here to-day.

        
Although a war has started, involving all parts of the Empire, the decision to “carry on” with the Exhibition and related activities is true patriotism, for it shows determination that those who have done so much for us in the past shall not be forgotten in the present —fraught with difficulties though it be.

        
Thus, the Centennial celebrations become a dedication to the cause for which the makers of New Zealand lived and died—freedom and justice, fair play and opportunity for all. They express a determination that nothing shall stop the progress the pioneers began so nobly and which their children have carried along with such soundness that to-day we stand one of the most favoured of nations in all that goes to make life worth living.

        
Among those whose work we celebrate, none are more notable than the pioneers of our Railways. I have many times paid tribute to those who made the Railways the dependable, stable force for good we know them to be in the industrial and social life of the country. We railwaymen of the present generation inherited a service, and a tradition of service, that called for our best efforts to maintain and amplify. How well we have done this let our work for Centennial Year prove.

        
I think the public will find that we are prepared as never before to meet their transport needs during the coming year, despite the diversion of a considerable proportion of our plant and activities for purposes directly concerned with the war.

        
Each district has its own good reasons for local celebration, and for all of these the Department is making adequate transport arrangements. But the biggest effort of all, the Centennial Exhibition at Wellington, is expected to make the greatest call on the Department's resources in both Islands; and for this, special arrangements have been made to ensure as far as possible that all who desire to visit the Exhibition may be provided with the opportunity to use the Department's rail or road services as and when desired.

        
Having personally visited the Exhibition in its almost completed state, I believe that all who come to Wellington during the period the Exhibition is to be open will be delighted with what they see and with the entertainment available.

        
The displays of New Zealand and Empire products, the historical and scenic features, and the replicas of present-day national activities, are on a scale and of an excellence to impress any visitor with the glory of New Zealand's development in the hundred years since the Treaty of Waitangi made Briton and Maori partners in this country. For that reason the Exhibition will serve to revive and strengthen those sentiments of patriotism that make for good citizenship.

        

          

[image: ]
        

        

          
General Manager.
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Buy …

 
New Zealand Goods


 and Build New Zealand

 
New Zealand Industries Series


 No. 9. 
The Pantry Shelf.
          
        

        

          
By 
O. N. Gillespie

          
(Rly. Publicity photos)
        

        

          
A solemn scribe of the long ago said: “There is no art on which human health, happiness, progress and comfort are more dependent, than on cooking.” Man, at the beginning of things lived on roots, fruits, and the products of the chase. Cooking or condiments were not necessary to excite appetite, nor were physical jerks to the radio rhythm needed before breakfast. Getting the food provided all the exercise needed to give zest to the eating of it. However, he soon found that grains were better ground into flour particles, and more nutritious when subjected to fire. Cooking, therefore, soon took its place among the early arts of mankind. Our Maori race had developed a culture of cookery, as anyone who has tried sucking pig or fish roasted in their ovens of stones, can confirm.
        

        

We cannot claim for New Zealand any actual rating as a country of culinary leadership, except that we figure in the epicure's treatises for the possession of one super-soup, and two good sauces.

        

          
We do possess, however, a food standard which, as a general level, is the highest in the world. This has enabled the success of great modern industrial plants dealing with the making of the foundations of “building a meal” and these are on a scale large enough for many times the numerical population of New Zealand in comparison with older lands.
        

        

          
In the space of this article, I am only able to cover the making of the biscuit tribe, the making of baking powder—that first essential in good cooking, and the production of a wide range of condiments.
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A dough-mixer at Griffins'.


        

        

It is a curious circumstance that the vineyards of France make possible the delectable cream-cakes at a Taumarunui afternoon tea. Without the wine vats of the Argonne, baking powder could not be made.

        
The story of baking powder is that it is compounded from a number of ingredients, of which the principal are tartaric acid and bicarbonate of soda. Tartaric acid comes from one source only, the incrustation on the lips of the vats during the fermentation of wine. This is called argol and from it comes the most important of all vegetable acids. Tartaric acid is the basis of all fizzy drinks, and of all the powders that take the place of yeast, and give “lightness to everything from pastry to everyday bread.”

        
I learned all this in the palatial home of Edmonds’ Baking Powder. I suppose we have no public building which is better known pictorially than this tall edifice with its spreading gardens and its “Sure to Rise” sun showing above the lofty parapet.

        
The story of Mr. T. J. Edmonds belongs to the old order. He came out to Canterbury as a young married man of twenty, his capital consisting of knowledge got during a thorough training with a large London confectionery firm. In the little grocery business he started in Christchurch, he found that housewives were calling for a more satisfactory baking powder. He had a knowledge of powders and essences, and went to work with zest. After endless labour and experiment he produced his first mixing, amounting to no less than 200 tins. Those sold well, and he saw and seized the opportunity. For three years he worked hard, made house-to-house calls, evolved and advertised the “Sure to Rise” motto, perfected his mixture, and in 1911, he produced and sold 878,268 tins. Today the output runs into millions, and the weighing and mixing machines handle 15,000 tins per day.

        
The story thus far is resembled by many industrial romances of New Zealand, but the institution on Ferry Road, Christchurch, is the expression in stone, cement and glass, of a unique personality.

        
The rooms are large, well-lit, lofty and airy, and the general impression of alabaster immaculateness is increased by the white coats, aprons and caps worn by the workers. There are few changes in Edmonds’ staff. On the wall in the manager's office was a group photograph of the whole personnel taken in 1929, and, with three exceptions, the picture would do for to-day's assembly.

        
From the lofty flat roof, there is a view of the Canterbury Plains and the City of Christchurch with the playing fields, lawns, gardens and greenhouses of the factory in the foreground.

        
It is hard to get the spaciousness into print without superlatives, but I can give as an instance that there is ample room for noble Kentia palms in among the great machines that produce the daily thousands of tins for the factory.

        
The restful effect of this sylvan greenery in among steel titans is unique.

        
Where a factory makes such articles as custard powder, baking powder, jelly crystals and so on, storage room for both ingredients and the finished article is a special problem. The bulk store-rooms here are built like fortresses as also are the impressive “undercover” loading banks.
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The mixtures for the various powders are weighed and mixed with mathematical precision from accurate formulae. They proceed here by gravitation from the lofty top floors down to the final filling. One neat idea is that the wrapper of each tin is varnished, so that when attached it keeps the tin air-tight. Dust extractors are everywhere, and in the well-known homely expression you “could eat your meals off the floors.”

        
In the laboratory, experts maintain tests in series, so that every constituent is known to be of constant standard. The factory also contains a large case-making plant, which, like the tin-making equipment, is of the latest design.

        
I mentioned tartaric acid and wine vats at the beginning of this article. It is not generally known that the Edmonds factory in Sydney is the leading unit under the Southern Cross for the making of cream-of-tartar and tartaric acid. It is their own preparation, therefore, which goes into their baking powder.

        
Baking powder manufacture has produced a mine of good stories. As the manager at Edmonds’ said to me: “When anything goes wrong with the cake, the housewife slams the oven door, and blames the baking powder.” On one occasion a tin was sent back with the sharp report that “it was a complete failure.” Someone had the curiosity to weigh the tin on the weight-testing apparatus which is in constant use, and the tin proved to be exactly of the right weight. None of its contents had been used—and the cake naturally refused to rise!

        
“Sure to Rise” was a splendid motto in more ways than one, for Edmonds’ Factory in Christchurch is a model edifice, housing an enterprise whose well-deserved ascent is a matter of rightful pride to New Zealanders.

        
Mr. Edmonds came to New Zealand in 1879, but a quarter of a century before that Mr. John Griffin arrived in Nelson to pioneer the milling industry there. By 1865, he was engaged in the manufacture of sweets and biscuits with plant obtained from another famous Nelsonian, Samuel Kirkpatrick. From those small beginnings rose the great modern enterprise of Griffin & Sons Ltd. John Griffin's grandson, C. H. Griffin, the present manager, is the third generation executive in direct succession.

        
The growth of the business decided the company to make the dramatic decision to transfer to Wellington for distribution advantages, and launch out into the erection of a new and up-to-date biscuit factory on a large scale. The Nelson factory carries on the making of sweets and chocolates.
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The selection of the factory site was an inspiration. The building of delicate pinks and green is itself a delight to the eye, but the settings are of the real stuff of poetry. Along the whole frontage meanders the quiet and limpid Waiwhetu, the “Star-Reflecting Water” of the Maori legend. Down to its banks slope lovely lawns and gay flower beds. Behind, tower the everlasting hills.

        
The grounds contain over five acres, laid out on a planned design of aesthetic value. A surprise still remains for the visitor in the large rectangular courtyard enclosed by the factory buildings. This is a green velvet lawn, bordered with a ribbon of three feet of flowers, and in the centre is a circular lily pool.

        
The buildings are all of one storey with roofs which are mostly windows. Even in the packing department the illusion seems complete that the work is being done outside “and the daisies.”

        
Griffins’ factory is the final answer to any claim that usefulness must necessarily be married to ugliness. Sylvan and man-made beauty here are mingled with the highest possible degree of efficiency. As my friend said to me, a “biscuit made here ought to 
feel that the Edenic surroundings have made it more succulent.”

        
This great unit is new as to every item. The buildings were designed, and the equipment bought, after consultation with the British company known to be the greatest makers of
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biscuit-making machinery in the world. The endless band of specially tempered stainless steel is the last word, and it is not an overstatement to say that no plant in the world of biscuit-making is of more modernity or outranks the Griffin installation. It is the latest—which is the real explanation. Biscuit-making machinery is of the type that provides genuine entertainment. In the first place it is raising to the “'nth” degree, the actions of the “good light hand with pastry.” Here the homely domestic arts are given a supernal air.

        
The ingredients are not touched by the human hand. Two huge vertical mixers with huge plunging and turning blades handle 800 pounds of dough at a time, blending flour, honey, sugar, butter and so on with ease. The recipes are the work of skilled experts, and the quantities are measured with mathematical accuracy. For some types of biscuit, the dough is forced through an opening, and wire cutters snip off the required shapes. The “dough-brake” is the gargantuan development of the homely rolling-pin, and the dough, when it begins to see life, often has a journey of 300 feet. The blanket of dough has to have the requisite thickness, width and consistency, and then comes the problem of cutting out the biscuit shapes, stippling the pattern and embossing the names. Readers will get some idea of the complexity of these problems when reminded that the biscuits must work out to the correct number to the pound, they must fit the tins exactly, and the patterns must involve the least wastage. All these calculations have to relate to the biscuit after it has been cooked.

        
The ovens are gigantic, running up to over 100 feet in length. Windows are placed to enable observation as to how the slowly travelling biscuits are behaving. It is fascinating to watch these endless armies of rounds, rectangles and squares, slowly changing from pale dough into warm cream, and then to brown or whatever shade is proper to the particular biscuit. The endless steel band does all sorts of operations.

        
Among some that I saw was its delivery device which stacks the biscuits up on edge for the convenience of the swift fingers of the girl packers.

        
The ovens carry on with automatic exactness, delivering the precise degree of temperature, the requisite cooling effects, and “everything.” Any harassed housewife who has had to keep an eye on the oven will appreciate this tale.

        
Of course there are many complicated processes in the making of the innumerable varieties of fancy biscuits. Chocolate coating is interesting. Little stacks of biscuits run down and topple out on to a slowly moving conveyer which runs the biscuits along to the grid, which passes over a cauldron of hot chocolate. The putting-on of the coating is as simple as it is ingenious, and the chocolate itself is so prepared that it goes brittle immediately after cooling.
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Wafer biscuits are also well worth watching. They emerge as a large square of pink tissue paper, and after coating with a creamy mixture, the sandwich is completed and cut into shapes with little circular saws.

        
Griffins’ have instituted the practice of visiting days, and as many as 1,200 folk have perambulated through the works in one day. It is a genuine show place, anyway, from the lavishly furnished canteen and ballroom to the quiet room where a new biscuit is evolved.

        
Griffins' make their chocolate biscuits from their own brand of chocolate made in Nelson. Bycroft's, the great Auckland biscuit firm, make their biscuits from “Snowdrift” flour which is made just across the way. The plants are connected by a Rialto bridge, and the splendid modern plant of Bycroft's Ltd. was erected in 1937 in Chancery Street.

        
Here is another firm with a history. Mr. John Bycroft started as a flourmiller in 1845, in the old stone windmill at St. Andrew's Road, Epsom.

        
To-day the three-floored building is one of Auckland's greatest institutions. Here again, I noticed the atmosphere of spaciousness, light, airiness and cleanliness. Bycroft's is a busy place—and scrupulously clean. Biscuit-making here
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is approached from the scientific angle, and they had just evolved a Proteena digestive biscuit, and there was something of the air of “Eureka” about the making of that tasty article. I spent some time in the Bycroft laboratory and made some discoveries—new for me and worth noting. In a world-wide industry such as biscuit-making, many recipes have become standardised, and are published in full detail in various technical books of reference. I was given an opportunity of comparing many of the standard Old World recipes with those used by Bycroft's. In every case, the New Zealand ingredients were of higher quality and of richer values.

        
This is one of the blessings of living in a land not only of milk and honey but of plentiful golden syrup, sugar and other toothsome foodstuffs. Moreover, the New Zealander, appreciating the high standard of this type of homecooking, is “biscuit-conscious” and nothing but the best will pass the consumer test.

        
At Bycroft's, I saw the endless trouble taken to test the various flours. A flour may be good for everything but biscuits, or for one type of biscuit. A “detecting chemist” makes the closest scrutiny for branny particles or other defects, and until I saw the spread samples coating the test slivers, I had no idea there were so many differences in flour. A small testing even stands in one of these rooms where new flavours or new ideas are finally tried out.

        
In the main factory, I met again the giant mixers with their blades like propellers, dealing with three sacks of flour at a time. The conveyer systems are similar to those already described, except that the cooling processes here are carried on by gently moving elevators. Our picture shows the long ovens at work, and I need not repeat the technical action of the baking. Packing is a science at Bycroft's. The waxpaper double-sealing process and kindred methods ensure freshness. It is worth remembering, too, that these great institutions provide a vast amount of work for artists, printers, and other folk who help in the making of the countless boxes. I had no idea of the enormous variety of biscuits we make in New Zealand until I saw at Bycroft's some assortments. They were delightful as pictures, with their many-coloured patterns and endless designs.

        
Bycroft's deserves its title of “The Model Biscuit Factory.”
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Now we have an entire change of diet.

        
My next visit was to Whittome Stevenson's establishment in Auckland. This firm has a nation-wide fame for pickles, sauces and condiments of all kinds, and proved to be a wonderhouse of new things. This is another family institution, for it was a Stevenson of the second generation who escorted me round the factory.

        
Reversing the usual process, I shall start at the rear of the factory, for here stands the vinegar brewery, and vinegar is the foundation of most pickles, sauces and whatnot. However, vinegar is not the whole story, for I learned that there were thirteen ingredients in Tomato Sauce, and no less than twenty-five in Worcester Sauce. I should mention, in passing, that Whittome Stevenson's brand of Worcester Sauce is the nearest I have met yet to the incomparable original, which is the despair of the nations.

        
The process of making vinegar is intricate. There is a sky-scraping erection rather like a small municipal water tower. To this is pumped up the vinegar wash which thereafter percolates down, storey by storey, passing through beechwood chips. Sugar, malt, water and yeast go into the first brewing. The resultant wash is then run into generators and subjected to various processes of air inlet and closing and so on.

        
Finally, I saw Whittome Stevenson's vinegar, as clear as wine, and as pure. Nothing is left to chance, for here is a history of research and long experience.

        
The actual making of sauces and pickles commences in the boiling room. Cauldrons of Staybrite steel hold the
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“Confidence Abounds in Britain.”

          

On the occasion of the celebration of a century of colonisation in New Zealand, Home railway folk send greetings and congratulations to their colleagues in the Little Britain across the seas. Stirring times are these, and by no means unexpected is the wonderful spirit of comradeship displayed throughout the Empire today, demonstrating the absolute determination of the whole of our peace-loving peoples to resist to the uttermost the use of brute force to destroy national and individual independence.

          
For the Home railways, the past weeks have proved particularly strenuous. Coolly and efficiently, however, the four group lines are meeting the many demands made upon their equipment and staffs, illustrating clearly the extreme reliability of railway transport under the most exacting conditions. Government calls on transport have naturally been considerable; holidaymakers in their thousands have been quickly conveyed by rail back to their homes; armaments traffic has claimed attention on the freight side; and out of London and the other big cities the railways have speedily and smoothly carried elderly people, women and children to safer spots in the country. Despite the difficulties of the situation, there was nowhere anything approaching panic. To-day, confidence abounds in Britain.

        

        

          
Improved Operating Efficiency.

          
Through scientific research the group railways have greatly improved their equipment and working methods in recent years. Prominent among research activities have been studies as to the comparative value of steam locomotives, turbine engines, diesel and electric locomotives, while much has also been accomplished with a view to improving train signalling systems. With our natural wealth of coal fuel of fine quality, it is not surprising that the steam locomotive should hold its own. The locomotive fleet of the four group lines, it is true, has been cut from 20,369 to 19,577 within the past five years, but the total number of miles run by passenger and goods trains has increased from 553,426,000 to 583,007,000.

          
Among modern inventions adopted by the railways, electrical signalling is to the fore. Electrical power, in addition to being employed to send messages by telegraph and telephone, is being adapted to save time and labour by setting points at considerable distances. Following on careful study, hard-wearing metal filament gas-filled lamps are making possible even more reliable colourlight signals. Combinations of lights, known as “multiple aspect signals,” are being increasingly employed on busy sections of track to advise drivers of the state of the road for several blocks ahead. The longest stretch of electric colour-light signals is on the London & North Eastern Railway, extending for 42 ½ miles from York to Darlington. Track circuiting, too, is being found particularly helpful. On the Great Western system there is approaching completion the extension of automatic train control throughout the whole of the main-lines. When finished, 2,853 miles of track and 3,250 locomotives will be equipped.
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Staff Education.

          
The months from November to March are always marked by an intensive staff educational campaign in the Home railway world. This year, although special difficulties are being faced, the railways are continuing to conduct educational programmes for the benefit of their staffs of all grades, skilled lecturers being engaged at the principal centres on the four groups and the London Passenger Transport system. Correspondence instruction is also at the disposal of men at outstations. Examinations, held at the close of the session, enable individual progress to be judged; to successful students certificates are awarded, and in some cases money and book prizes. Appropriate entries are made in the staff records, and when promotions are on the way these records are always considered. Railway institutes also play their part in staff education. These institutes run lecture and debating societies with great success, and also place libraries of technical works at the disposal of members, in addition to reading rooms stocked with current transportation publications. The institutes also provide instruction in such
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subjects as home carpentry, gardening, swimming, photography and metalwork. We have great admiration for the work of institute officials—many of whom labour without any thought of financial reward—for through their efforts they bring together in happy surroundings employees of all grades, thereby greatly encouraging teamwork and the friendly co-operative spirit.

        

        

          
New Cars for the Royal Train.

          
New passenger stock of various kinds continues to be constructed in the Home railway shops, one job completed recently being the building of two new cars for the Royal Train. The stock hitherto employed in this train was constructed as long ago as 1900, in the Wolverton Shops of the former London & North Western Railway, the carriages carrying on their exterior the colours of the long since defunct London & North Western system. The two new carriages will be for the personal use of Their Majesties King George and Queen Elizabeth, and replace the two Royal saloons previously used. They are being decorated and equipped in accordance with modern taste, and particular attention has been paid to their smooth-running qualities. In times of stress, the Royal Train is in constant demand, serving as a travelling headquarters for His Majesty. Other new passenger stock recently built includes interesting buffet-restaurant cars introduced on the London & North Eastern line. These have two saloons in each vehicle. One is arranged for dining, and accommodates twelve passengers at seats and tables of the conventional restaurant car type. The other saloon is a buffet, seating 18 passengers, and with further standing room at a small bar. For service to both saloons, a large combined kitchen and pantry is installed, all cooking being by electricity. The cooking-stove would delight the heart of any housewife. It comprises a roasting oven, three boiling plates and two grills. A separate fish fryer is provided, together with an automatic boiler for hot water, and a large electric refrigerator. The new cars run in the Aberdeen-Penzance through service, operated jointly by the L. & N.E. and Great Western Railways.
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The Modern Sleeping Car.

          
Just eighty years ago, there was introduced on the Chicago-Alton Railroad, U.S.A., the world's first sleeping car. A few years later, the Pullman Palace Car Company was formed, with headquarters in Chicago, and sleepingcar travel became general throughout North America. In Europe, the first sleeping-car train commenced to operate in May, 1873, between Paris and Vienna, via Strasburg. Britain's pioneer sleeping car appeared in October of the same year, on what is now the West Coast Anglo-Scottish main-line of the L.M. & S. Railway, out of Euston Station, London. Our first sleeping cars operated between Euston and Glasgow, and were built by a Manchester firm. In each compartment three beds were provided by the simple expedient of pulling down the seat backs. Nowadays, both first and third-class travellers enjoy the comforts of sleeping-car movement, modern sleepers being equipped with air-conditioning, electrically-heated corridors, shower-baths and other amenities.

        

        

          
Railway Improvements in France.

          
Our good French friends are reaping today the benefit of vast railway improvements introduced during the past few years. No European country possesses a more efficient transportation machine than that controlled from Paris, and, as usual, the French lines are working in the closest association with the English railways. Much convenient re-routing of traffic has become possible under the new conditions, and in peace and war alike the French railways and their employees are a big factor making for France's safety and prosperity.
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Motueka has been called “The Fruit Garden of New Zealand,” and not without reason. Here, the orchards sweep for miles along the sea coast, and run far back into the hills. Fruit everywhere! Millions of scarlet and rich yellow apples clinging in heavy clusters to boughs that bend beneath the weight. Rows and rows—till one marvels at the overwhelming abundance and wonders if those eternal trees go on forever. Every hill and every valley dressed in apple trees, as far as the eye can sweep from the sea, back to the purple hills in the distance. In autumn a truly glorious sight—so one may get a vague idea of what those same Motueka slopes look like in springtime, when delicate pink and snow-white blossoms cast a fairy spell on the whole countryside, scenting the air with a rich, heavy fragrance.

        
However, there are times when these lovely gardens present only a tragic sight. After certain winds in various localities, those same red and yellow fruitful trees are stripped of all their ripe colour, and the orchard bed may be changed from the shade of drab grey earth, to a brilliant red carpet. The whole season's harvest lost almost overnight! Such is often the lot of the Motueka orchardist Nature's destructive forces are also joined at times by pests and blights, and the war waged on these is a continuous one.

        
The apple season commences in February, when weather conditions are normal, and finishes up near the end of April. Of course, seasons differ slightly, and the apples may be ready a little earlier or later as the case may be.

        
Hundreds of young pickers come from surrounding districts to take up their abode in the numerous baches that are to be found on every orchardist's property. Both young men and girls are employed, some employers preferring male pickers because the work is rather heavy for girls, and others preferring the weaker sex because their fingers are usually more nimble, and fewer apples are likely to slip through their fingers.


[image: Apple pickers at work.]
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Apples which have fallen, no matter how lightly, are left where they fall. One may not be able to see the slightest sign of a bruise at the time, but afterwards it will show up—probably days later when the Government inspector is examining the cases of fruit at the Motueka or Nelson wharf—in which case, of course, the owner runs the risk of having a whole consignment of cases (whether it be fifty or five hundred) returned to be repacked. Government officials systematically search for any sign of “black spot,” “eye rot” and numerous other apple diseases, in order to keep the exported fruit at a high standard. One bruised
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apple in a case may be the means of rotting the whole caseful of fruit, before the boat reaches its destination.

        
Each picker wears a huge canvas bag strapped across his or her shoulders, which is also clipped about the waist, and possesses two hooks, one at each side, which may be unfastened when the bag is full, and the apples rolled easily, and without bruising, into the cases, numbers of which are piled high along the rows, at intervals. At the end of the day when these cases are filled, a lorry or other conveyance takes them to the grading shed. The apples in the canvas bags become weighty, and at the beginning of the season many pickers find their shoulders blistered. In the fierce heat of the Nelson sun, apple picking may be a strenuous occupation.

        
After a few days picking, comes a few days in the grading shed. If rain is predicted, picking progresses at a feverish pace, so that should wet days follow, there will be a plentiful supply of apples under cover to be graded, thus saving a hold-up in the work. The grading shed is usually long and roomy, while down the centre is set up the grading machine. The first portion of this machine consists of rollers, on which the apples roll down towards the graders who are seated on either side. Then there are three small belts running along towards the numerous bins, each of which holds different sized apples, while at the back, running in the opposite direction, is a chute. Each apple that passes down the rollers is picked up, turned over, and quickly examined for possible flaws, when the grader decides on which belt it must travel—“good,” “fancy,” or “extra fancy,” or if marred, down the chute. Tons of delicious fruit, with perhaps only a pin-head sized “black spot,” or some such similar disfigurement, travels down that chute.

        
When rain prevents outdoor work, the pickers are sometime engaged in pasting brilliant labels on the cases. Then there are those rush days and overtime nights, when word reaches the grower that a certain American or British vessel has berthed at the port, with only a limited accommodation, allowing for a certain number of thousand cases. Every orchardist works his staff at fever pitch in order to get there before the “No More Received” notice is given.

        
Pickers are paid by the day, and in addition to their pay they generally receive free fruit, and baching room, while on the more fortunate places, they may get milk, vegetables and fuel supplied as well. Cooking meals at the end of a day's work is not regarded as a drudgery—rather is it more like a picnic to the crowd of young folk.

        
As the season wears on, the earlier apples such as Cox's Orange, give place to Delicious, Sturmer Pippin, Northern Spy, Paradise, and Johnathan, and various later apples. The packer's busy fingers become expert, slipping like lightning from tissue paper to apple, then to the case—fascinating to watch!

        
Maybe the pickers get tired, possibly they are glad when the season ends and they may collect their cheques, but as for me—well, I think it will always give me a strange thrill to close my eyes and imagine I am back again on those fruit-laden slopes of Motueka.
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A famous London (Harley Street) specialist's tribute to the value of tobacco: “The ground on which tobacco holds so firm a footing is that of nearly every luxury it is the least injurious. It does infinitely less harm than opium. It is in no sense worse than tea. Also, a thorough smoker is never a glutton. It brings quiet to the over-worn body and restless mind. The over-wrought man finds in it a quietus for his exhaustion.” But the doctor insists that tobacco must be “pure.” Well, if purity is to be the criterion, how many of the foreign tobaccos will fill the bill? Brands reeking with nicotine assuredly cannot be considered “pure”! If you want a really pure article, go for the tobaccos grown and manufactured in New Zealand by the National Tobacco Company (pioneers of the New Zealand tobacco industry). Hardly any nicotine in them because they are toasted. They are peculiarly soothing, cool, fragrant and delicious. Ask for Riverhead Gold, Desert Gold (mild), Navy Cut or Cavendish (medium), or Cut Plug No. 10 (full strength).
*
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It was in 1642, when Tasman's stately ship was making its way across the ocean, that the famous Dutchman sighted in the distance what appeared to be a faint, dark line etched against the horizon. He set his course towards it, and in a few hours beheld the precipitous cliffs, jutting out defiantly to the sea which Captain Cook, more than a century later, was to name Cape Foulwind. Thus this historic spot has the distinction of being the first part of New Zealand to be seen by a white man, and also of having been named by Cook.

        
The wily old Te Rauparaha knew Cape Foulwind well, for his party sailed down in canoes from the stronghold on Kapiti. And his coming, feared and dreaded, was watched for by the local Maoris from the high point at Tauranga Bay, three miles to the south. This picturesque bay with its three great hills, guarding the entrance like sentinels, its lovely background of green paddocks, bush-covered hills, often resounded to fierce battle cries, while its smooth sands were often stained with the blood of Te Rauparaha's victims. Numerous weapons and relics found in the vicinity testify to the truth of the various tales concerning these tribal wars.

        
Cape Foulwind was well-known to the early sealing and whaling parties, and the Steeples, or Black Rocks, were visited as far back as 1836. Many hairraising stones are told of the adventures of some of these, in particular of Thoms and Green, who were among the first parties.
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The old flax mill on the Tauranga Bay-Totara Road. Nicholas Bebil, to whom reference is made in the accompanying article, is pictured in the group on the extreme right.


        

        
It was from the mouth of the Buller to the Cape and then down the beach, and across the Totara river, that the pioneers journeyed to Charleston in their sulkies, spring carts or drays, or leading their dejected pack-horses. The Totara was often in a treacherous mood and it required a skilled horseman to make the crossing. Mention of the Totara brings to mind the name of Nicholas Bebil, a pioneer of the locality, who lived near the mouth of the river for many years, and won the respect and admiration of all because of his upright character and warmhearted hospitality. After the death of his wife, Nicholas decided to return to his own land, Greece, but on arrival found that his relatives were dead, and that he had all but forgotten his native tongue, so after only a short absence, he came back to die in the country of his adoption. In the accompanying photograph “old Nich” as he was affectionately called, can be seen on the extreme right. It was his custom to go bare-footed.
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In the early days most of the residents of the Cape Foulwind district were engaged in farming or milling work but it was not until a much later date that the little village became a place of importance, and began to play a major part in aiding the development of the great coal-mining industry.

          
Following the discovery of coal and gold it became necessary to improve the port at the mouth of the Buller, if the new industries were to prosper and develop. Plans for these works were prepared by that eminent engineer, Sir John Coode, and it was decided that the stone for the breakwaters was to be brought in from Cape Foulwind, a distance of about seven miles. Accordingly, a railway line was constructed, and quarrying operations on an extensive scale were commenced. After some years the line was extended to Tauranga Bay and a further considerable quantity of stone was thus procured. Although the quarries were closed for some years they have recently been re-opened and the line put into repair. Thus once again the great cliffs provide the stone for the maintaining and improving of the Dominion's best bar harbour and most important coal port. How successful these operations have been may be judged from the fact that practically since the inception of this work Westport has had a splendid harbour, safe and accessible in all weathers and conditions.

          
The beaches in this district are among the finest in the Dominion and are becoming increasingly popular as picnic and holiday resorts. Besides offering excellent bathing facilities they present unique and beautiful coastal scenery. At Cape Foulwind the high, steep cliffs tower above the sea like some ancient fortress with the beacon light perched on the top. Tauranga Bay is a delightful spot, when in the hazy loveliness of a summer day the flax blades shine like so many flashing swords, and the rata flaunts its scarlet beauty. A magnificent view can be obtained from the Point where, on looking to the south, you may see the majesty of Mt. Cook outlined against the sky, while steamers pass along the silver-blue waters over which Tasman first sailed, and Te Rauparaha paddled his swift canoe.

          
Train travellers and others appreciate the good service given at Railway Refreshment-room counters throughout the Dominion. But that some do not take reasonable care of the cups, saucers and spoons they use is seen in the fact that an annual cost, running into four figures, is incurred to replace breakages and losses due mainly to carelessness on the part of those who handle these articles.

          
On occasion, carelessness or recklessness is shown by passengers, who have been known to throw cups and saucers from trains, to the danger of workmen on the line or of passengers on station platforms.

          
The price you pay for a cup of tea covers, of course, the hire of the cup, saucer and spoon used. But the Department permits these articles (each set costing I/-) to be taken on trains, if it suits the passenger's convenience, without further charge, in the confident belief that when the tea is finished the crockery will be left intact to be gathered by a train attendant.

        

        

          
What to do With Your Cup and Saucer.

          
The simplest procedure is to leave cups and saucers on the counters, special ledges, or tables at refreshment rooms, or in a safe place on the platform.


[image: Cape Foulwind Junction as it appeared in the early days.]
Cape Foulwind Junction as it appeared in the early days.


If, however, it is necessary to take them on the train, then when finished with, place safely on the floor under your seat. Some passengers just put down their cups and saucers on the pavement of station platforms, where they are obstacles in the way of other passengers and are liable to be unintentionally kicked over and broken.

        

        

          
Railways Staffs, Too.

          
Railway employees, other than those in the Refreshment Branch service, sometimes fail to realise the value of the Department's crockery, and leave it lying about instead of collecting it for despatch to the nearest Refreshment Branch depot. Again, if members keep in mind that a cup, saucer and teaspoon represent I/- of expenditure by the Department—with probable difficulty in replacement under existing conditions —they may be more keenly alert to protect this property.

          
For all, it is a question of fair dealing. There can be few homes in New Zealand where reasonable care is not taken to guard against crockery wastage; and it is only a matter of continuing such precautions when dealing with Railway refreshment-room crockery to secure a very marked reduction in the recorded losses from Railway refreshment counter services.
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The graceful cone of Egmont dominates the town of New Plymouth. You see it from all angles, down a vista of paved streets, from the white beach beside the Sugar Loaves, over a green hill-shoulder, reflected in the silver lake-waters of Pukekura Park.

        
From old Plymouth in Devonshire, Captain James Cook set sail on his famous voyage to the new islands of the southern seas. Plymouth is a port where the very place-names ring bells out of the past. The stern Hoe looked down upon the Black Prince setting out for Crecy, upon the little 
Mayflower and the Pilgrim Fathers; down the grey waters of the Sound passed the fleets of those bold Elizabethan adventurers, Drake and his merry men, Blake and Grenville, and the fearless Hawkins. Here the 
Golden Hind once lay at anchor, and, by the old sea-wall, Drake's men, mourning, hung the weatherbeaten drum that had so long and so gallantly rolled its shuddering tattoo across the blue waters of the Spanish Main.

        
Down the short hundred years of New Plymouth's history bold adventurers, too, have marched. Here came the picturesque and gallant Von Tempsky, wildest of all his wild Forest Rangers. Here fought the bold patriots of those troubled days, Roberts, and Preece, Gudgeon, and Gascoyne, and Messenger, and many more of their ilk Here are left the names of Wi Tamihana, the King-maker; of Wiremu Kingi; of that mystic priest Te Whiti-o-Rongomai. By this very road in the old times swept the red-handed raiders of Te Rauparaha; here marched Rewi Maniapoto and his young men, the flower of all the fighting tribes of the untamed Waikato. At Waireka, pakeha and Maori met in the first engagement of the Taranaki Wars; Morere saw that grim battle of Sentry Hill, when the crazy Hau Hau storming party hurled themselves to death upon the withering fire of the British rifles. At Parihaka, that peaceful little village beneath the shadow of the mountain, Te Whiti and his disciples withdrew from the outside world. Turuturu-Mokai Re-doubt, just outside Hawera, was the site of that immortal defence of 12th July, 1868, when a handful of British Constabulary men held the Redoubt and its precious ammunition all night against an overwhelming force of attackers. The cold slopes of Egmont that today brood so calmly above the tranquil country could, if they chose, echo from the past the stirring silver of bugle notes, and the roll of gunfire, and the wild “Hau! Hau” shriek of the crazed Pai-marire fanatics.

        

          

[image: A vista of the New Plymouth coast.]
A vista of the New Plymouth coast.


        

        
There is no lovelier road in all New Zealand than the West Coast Highway from Auckland to New Plymouth after it leaves Te Kuiti behind, and approaches the green Awakino Valley. It is a road of old history. Here, from the blue sea-coast, and by the towering gorge walls of the Awakino, came the 
Tainui migrants. You may see by the roadside the crumbling outworks of the old Maniaroa Pa where rests the anchor stone of their great canoe, relic of all sacred relics. They left the stern-post buried deep under the sea-grass by



the shore of the peaceful Kawhia Harbour, and today no man knows the resting-place of the great canoe. Only the descendants of those bold adventurers are spread across the Island, a virile, shrewd, courageous people whose hospitality is boundless.

        
From the great fern-sheathed buttresses of the Awakino Valley, the road turns outward to the sea. Here, by the blue coast-line, where the white haze of spindrift blows, and the rugged hills roll downward to the sea, the road winds on to Mokau. Looking up the flat turquoise-blue of the Mokau Estuary toward the crag-bound silhouette of the hills, you may see a bush-clad spur dropping abruptly to the river-bed. It is the site of the old Rangiohua Pa, stronghold of very earliest Maori history. You may yet trace the outline of the crumbled earthworks beneath the green blanket of bush, but it is a lonely desolate spot. If ghosts walk at Rangiohua, they are sad lamenting ones, crying for the glory of days long dead.

        
Mohakatino, that slow blue river which next swings its pathway through the hills to the sea, is famous for all time as the landing-place of the Tokomaru canoe. How gallantly must the storm-battered prow of the great sailing-canoe have glided across the calm waters of the estuary, and with what thankful hearts must the travellers have turned from the sea to the good green hills of the new land.

        
The road runs on by great rolling hill-slopes, and away beneath stretches the dazzling strand of the Tasman, peacock-blue sea, green waves, snowwhite thunder of foam on the curving dark beaches.

        
At the foot of a long hill you find the old Kawau Fort, looking solidly seaward; the white seas licking between its bluff, cliffs and the mainland. It was the old fortress of the fighting Ngatitama. The earthworks are crumbled and unrecognisable now, and the wild storms of the Tasman leap upon it like the hosts of a destroying enemy; where the tasselled spears of the bold defenders flaunted, there are only the white plumes of the toi-toi waving in the wind.

        
On and on the road runs, by the bush-clad banks of the Tongaporutu, with its still blue waters and foaming white bar, and up the slow green climb of famous Mount Messenger. The bush is unspoiled virgin forest; lacy ferns fill every crevice, and sheathe the great rock cuttings of the roadway in a curtain of green coolness and silence. From the crest, you see a scene of amazing and most beautiful loneliness, a vista of forest ranges, blue in the sunshine, and great gorges smoking with misty haze, range upon range, each paler blue than the last, fading away to the dim azure of the infinite horizon. Even so must the land have looked to those first immigrants, the men of the 
Tainut, when they forced their puny way through the trackless forests.

        
But all in the space of a few miles, the scene is changed. The face of the country is altered; mountains and bush are far behind, and the green, peaceful farm-lands of, Taranaki stretch into hazy distance. Ahead rises the clear-cut shining cone of Egmont, brooding over tall poplar rows and English hedges, over white farm-houses, and squarebuilt haystacks, and comfortable herds coming in from pasture.

        
There is no greener town in New Zealand than New Plymouth. Lying between the mountain and the long white strand of the Tasman, the town is blessed with a generous rainfall, and kindly winds. Whatever you may forget about New Plymouth, you will always remember its tree-ferns. They are no niggardly and wind-bitten ferns such as grow in the dry uplands. They are green and soft and luxurious, and sweep flawless fronds of lace across every pathway, and flow like green waterfalls down every nook in the hills above the town.

        
To see them at their very best, you must see them in that little gem of parkland, Pukekura Reserve.

        
All around the winding silver lake they grow, slanting their dark boles, and leaning their long fronds caressingly towards the water, while the white swans glide unhurriedly, and, beyond the long green vista, like some shining castle in the sky, floats the snowy peak of Egmont.

        
Every corner of the park is lovely, every glimpse a new facet of beauty. There are glades of native bushland, and banks of green moss that ripple like water.


[image: The old Kawau Fortress.]
The old Kawau Fortress.


There are pools and peaceful corners of the lake where rose and yellow water-lilies float like waxen chalices. There are little rustic teahouses, where, in season, the wistaria showers like the purple rain of some old Japanese print. There are beds of cannas, gold and scarlet and orange, harsh and splendid as sunshine; there are tall delicate irises that bloom by dripping water, and banks of salvias like burning scarlet fire. There is a glade where hydrangeas bloom in every shade of heavenly blue and lilac, of rose and crimson and rainbow-mauve, of delphinium and blush and snowy white. There is a bank where, in season, a forest of Rhododendrons makes a glory of sweeping colour, and azaleas burn with gold and salmon flames.

        
Bridges span the narrow winding waters. From all angles you can look up and see the shining peak of Egmont above the green bush, see its pale shadow quivering in the tranquil waters of the lake. By the cool margin, narrow paths wind through the ferns, and beside shady lily pools.

        
Farther on, where the flower-beds give way to green glades of native bush, the tuis sing as joyously as in the depths of an untouched forest. There are great gnarled puriri trees dropping their purple flowerets at your feet, and stately weeping rimus, and even a forty-foot kauri pine, straight and flawless as a spear.

        
Of all the beauty and charm of New Plymouth, Pukekura Park is the gem and the centre.

        
Green tree-ferns, the sun on the silver mountain peak piercing the clouds, the dim masts of shipping at the Breakwater, soft misty airs blowing past the bold rocks of the Sugar Loaves…. those are the memories you will carry away with you of the town beside the mountain.
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“Where every prospect pleases.” A typical scene at the Bay of Islands.


        

        

It was from a recent screen advertisement during the interval at our local theatre that we had our first intimation of a midnight rail excursion to Russell.

        
The lovely Bay of Islands! How we had longed for a visit to those parts so rich in historic interest and natural beauty! The usual trips, however, had always been out of the question both from the point of view of time and of money.

        
Here was our chance. Leaving at midnight—romantic hour—with moderate fares commensurate with a moderate purse—yes, we must go.

        
It was an excited and joyful crowd that thronged the platform of the Auckland station on that memorable Saturday night.

        
The whistle blew on the stroke of twelve—and we were off! Midnight travelling itself was a new and thrilling experience, and determined to get every ounce out of the trip, few of us were disposed to sleep.

        
Somewhere out in the night a whistle sounded, its shrill notes wailing away into the black silence before one realised it was the warning note of the very train in which one sat.

        
A whistle! That meant a station. Where were we? Which could it be? Curiosity fighting desperately with increasing drowsiness, we raised sleepy eyes to the window to find to our astonishment that dawn had broken, and we were just drawing into Whangarei.

        
Never shall we forget that dawn, nor our first glimpse of this northern town by its ghostly light.
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Sentinels at the Bay of Islands “that meet and mock the innumerable billows of the sew.


        

        
Beyond Whangarei the scenery proved more and more interesting, but as we were within a few miles of our journey's end (as far as the rail was concerned) we had all too short a view of it.

        
Stepping down onto the platform at Opua, there was just time for a quick wash and brush-up at the station before we boarded the launches for Russell. The cool, exhilarating sea breeze soon dispelled all traces of sleepiness. Our spirits rose with a thrill of expectation as every moment brought us nearer this beautiful little town whose very name breathed the history of our fair land. Already its spell was upon us.

        
Kororareka, New Zealand's first capital. In all its peace and serenity on this lovely Sunday morning, it was hard to believe that this little jewel of a place set in its splendour of blue waters,





[image: ]
sparkling sand, and bare undulating hills could ever have been anything but what it then presented, a veritable haven of peace.

        
Russell! The soft, homely name slipped off one's tongue as easily as a playful breeze wafted across the bay without a stir or ripple of the waters. But ever and anon the old name would beat insistently on one's brain, stirring up in one's mind vivid pictures of those old days when its shores teemed with life and action.

        
In the very early days it had been a lively enough little place, with dozens of whaling vessels visiting its shores, and Maori craft of all kinds, not forgetting their sinister war canoes, crowding every little bay and inlet. But Russell was as yet only at the threshold of its history.

        
There came the fateful morning of 1845 when that dauntless chief, Hone Heke, lay siege to its shores. Having already, four times in succession, cut down the flag-staff on a nearby hill, with the same tenacity of purpose on this occasion he burnt to the ground almost every building in the settlement except the church. It was only the fact of its being built on consecrated ground and thereby being declared tapu by the Maoris, that saved the church from sharing a similar fate.

        
It would have been a sad day indeed had it not been spared, for surely no building in the whole Dominion could be richer in historic interest than this, New Zealand's first church.

        
Moreover, it was in this church that Governor Hobson read Her Majesty Queen Victoria's proclamation of his appointment as Governor of New Zealand. The old church did not entirely escape, however, for there still remain evidences of the raid as shown by the holes in the walls caused by stray bullets.

        
Its cemetery, too, bears silent testimony to the brave stand made by the men of the H.M.S. 
Hazard against those of Hone Heke, for not a few of its mossgrown headstones mark the graves of these, the first British soldiers to be killed in the first engagement with the Maoris.
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The “Alma” and other craft at anchor at the Bay of Islands.


        

        
Not all of us, perhaps, had known the history of our first church, but few if any were ignorant of the historic importance of our next stopping place, Waitangi. It was with no little interest, therefore, that we set foot on its shores, and with heart pulsing with expectation, set out on the cross-country trek from the wharf to the old Treaty House. The actual approach to the house seemed to offer a striking contrast between the old world and the new.

        
Accustomed as one was to this barren, undulating country, it came as a very pleasant surprise to find that one descended into a delightful old orchard (or what had once been an orchard) nestling in the valley between the outer paddocks and the house. Perhaps it was the obvious age of much of the surrounding growth, the gnarled old trees, winding paths and rustic bridges over an almost hidden stream, that lent to the scene such an atmosphere of old-world charm and grace.

        
One's first impression of the old Treaty House is that it is typically colonial. Memories of its place in the life of the nation come flooding into one's mind, and one realises one would not have a single aspect changed. It is, as it stands, a truly national heritage —thanks to the generosity of our former Governor-General, Lord Bledisloe, who purchased the house and adjacent lands in 1933 and presented them as a gift to the nation.

        
With so much yet to see, and so little time at our disposal we had reluctantly to bid farewell to Waitangi and to board the launch once more.

        


        

          

[image: (Rly Publicity photo.) Luxuriant tree ferns at Pukekura Park, New Plymouth.]
(Rly Publicity photo.)


Luxuriant tree ferns at Pukekura Park, New Plymouth.


        

        
Our next landing place was the Zane Grey Camp, a name inseparably associated with one of the world's finest deep-sea fishing grounds. Fittingly enough, one of the first sights to meet our eyes as we drew into the wharf was a swordfish hanging from a derrick.

        
Small wonder that men, coming from the far corners of the earth to fish in these waters, sing its praises far and wide. Small wonder, too, that many return again and again. Indeed, to those not drawn here by the lure of sport, there is, in the ineffable beauty of its bays and islands, a soul-satisfying joy so seldom realised.

        
From the Zane Grey Camp we proceeded on our way back to Opua, not landing again until we reached Paihia, directly across the Bay from Russell. Once again we were forced to be content with but a passing glimpse of another historic landmark—Marsden's Cross. We were indeed reluctant to pass this spot, for it must stand second only to the old Russell church in historic interest, for it was on this spot that, in 1814, the first Christian service to be preached in New Zealand was conducted by the Rev.
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The first draft of Special Force recruits arriving at Wellington Station on 3rd October, 1939, to entrain for camp.


Samuel Marsden before a gathering of Pakeha and Maori. It was not until nearly a hundred years later (1907) that the great service rendered to both races by this man was commemorated by the erection of the cross. Of Celtic design, it bears the inscription: “On Christmas Day, 1814, the first Christian service in New Zealand was held on this spot by the Rev. Samuel Marsden.”

        
All too soon our splendid excursion was drawing to its close, but the spell that, all day, had been cast upon us by the rich heritages of the past, was not to be broken, for at Paihia, too, history had generously left its mark.

        
Here, in 1823, the Church of England's third Missionary Station was erected in charge of the Rev. Henry Williams, joined later by his brother, in which charge they remained for nine years. Here, too, the first printing press was landed and set up, and the first ship to be built in New Zealand, the S.S. 
Herald, was launched. The ruins of the printing press are still to be seen, while a small stone monument marks the launching place of the 
Herald.

        
The present little church, the Williams Memorial Church, though not built until 1925, is, nevertheless, a fitting edifice to the memory of these two great men.

        
Doubtless there was much more of interest to be seen, but we had perforce to bid a reluctant good-bye to Paihia, and with a last lingering look at Russell across the waters, we bade farewell to the Bay of Islands and turned our thoughts once more to the homeward journey.

        
Havana cigar “tasters” don't smoke the cigars they grade. If they did they'd soon peg out. No. They just take one mouthful of smoke from a cigar and puff it into a tumbler which has been swilled out with water. The smoke, or most of it, is retained in the glass by the moisture, and is sniffed by the “taster” who judges the quality by the aroma. And that's one way in which the pipe-smoker tells what's what—by the aroma. The aroma of “toasted” is so peculiarly delicious that the smoker knows at once he's got hold of something “extra special.” Both for bouquet and flavour “toasted” is unique. It stands alone. There's no other tobacco so good—and so harmless. The nicotine, you see, is “killed” by the “toasting”—the manufacturers’ exclusive process. “Pirates” have often tried to imitate it—and found it couldn't be done! The five famous brands are: Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), Cavendish, Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold. Of course they're imitated. So beware when buying.
*
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By 
Olaf Ruhen

        

        

Harbour waters always bring to the wayfarer a peculiar sense of well-being. More particularly is this to be noticed when the harbour is a retreat from storm, a haven sought and found. In any case, the fact remains that I was singing as our fifty-foot launch coasted down the last long Tasman roll and slid into the comparatively quiet waters of Dark Cloud Inlet.

        
The West Coast Sounds of the South Island of New Zealand have long been noted for their grandeur and their ruggedness. Rightly so. Milford is known all over the tourist world, and to readers of our periodicals Mitre Peak must be nearly as familiar as the Pyramids. Photographs of the Cascade Falls in Dusky Sound must number thousands, although her Acheron Passage should be better known, as should the lake almost on the very top of Anchor Island, which is emptied everlastingly by a little stream, and like the Widow's Cruse remains everlastingly full. But no one has written to stress the individuality of these Sounds. No photographs show their quieter, more intimate beauties.

        
Chalky or Dark Cloud Inlet is the southernmost but one of these fiords. Entering as we did, after a fairly turbulent trip en route from the Bluff to Dusky Sound, its calm, quiet beauty enforced itself on our minds. Low-wooded hills and islets formed the motif. In the distance, high rugged mountains stood out in contrast, with snow still in patches on their peaks, above the timber-line. Everywhere these little islands bordering the channels gave an atmosphere of friendliness to the scene.

        
The time was Christmas, and the ironwoods were all in full bloom. Every islet was crowned with their crimson flowers, while round its base it was circled by teteaweka bushes, great masses of white daisy-like flowers, purple-centred, hanging just above the writhing kelp. Set in the deep blue of the water, with the sun shining on all the colours, it was a picture never to be forgotten.

        
At a safe anchorage in a tiny cove called North Port we moored the launch, tying up to the branches of a giant ironwood. The others separated, taking dinghies and fishing-lines to try the water of the Sounds. Left to my own devices, I sat happily enough for a time drinking deep of all the sights and sounds of the Inlet.

        
Birds were everywhere. Redshanks circled over a rock in the centre of the cove. Penguins skipped over and through the water, like tiny porpoises playing follow-the-leader. Ashore bell-birds and tuis sang in their hundreds. Tiny fantails fluttered round the fringe of the bush like Brobdingnagian gnats, tumbling and hovering round the trees, landing a moment to preen themselves and display their fans. A weka walked cautiously down to the water's edge followed by another—and another; a half-dozen wekas, cocking their heads at me, and sidling about with all the aplomb of the domestic fowl.

        
It was too much for me. Seizing the branches that hung low over the stern, I swung myself ashore and set off on a voyage of exploration.
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A glimpse of beautiful Dusky Sound, on the West Coast of the South Island.


The bush was more open than any I had seen. Clinging vines and lawyers were conspicuously absent, or at least if they were present they were not in such quantities as to impede progress. Underfoot, the dead leaves of a thousand years made a carpet fit for a king.

        
I came at last to a little arm of the cove, bordered by high walls of rock which made further progress impossible, save through the quiet waters. I waded in knee-deep, then stopped to savour more fully a new experience. For swimming up to me, animated by no other motive than curiosity, were three moki, each from a foot to eighteen inches in length. I stood stock-still while they nosed up to my legs, swam around, and finally between them, wondering inaudibly but unmistakably what kind of creature this could be come uninvited to their playground.

        
That is the most vivid memory I carry of Dark Cloud Inlet. Thus fearless and free must Ao-tea-roa have greeted the early whalers. The white man has much to answer for in Maoriland, and not the least of his sins is the destruction of this confidence, so freely offered. I will always be glad of my visit to this corner of my country, beautiful and unspoilt.
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The New Zealand Company having, in 1841, projected a settlement in New Zealand, on improved principles, to be called “Nelson,” my eldest brother Francis bought a land order and determined to try his fate as a colonist. About the same time my mother's relations were debating the question as to what should be my future occupation, and it was nearly fixed that I should be apprenticed to an engineer in the North of England, when a letter arrived from Frank, saying that he thought I might get an appointment under the New Zealand Company as a cadet attached to the Survey Staff about to proceed to Wellington, if I wished it.

          
We were sitting at tea when the letter was read, and when I was asked whether I would go, I said at once that I would, upon which my mother, who was sitting opposite to me, burst out crying and left the room. It then struck me that I had acted very thoughtlessly in hurting the feelings of my mother who was always so kind and patient with me.

          
This happened about the first week in September, 1841, a few days after completing my sixteenth year, and on the 2nd of the next month I was on board the barque 
Brougham at Gravesend, being one of ten cadets attached to a survey staff of a chief surveyor and six assistants, with three ladies and some children, all of whom sailed for New Zealand in the 
Brougham, a small vessel of about 230 tons, on the 2nd October, 1841.

          
We reached Wellington, New Zealand, on the morning of February 9th, 1842, when I found the 
Fifeshire, the ship in which my brother Frank had sailed for New Zealand a few days before I left England, had arrived a fortnight or three weeks before us, and had gone on to the place pitched upon for the colony of Nelson, situated in Blind Bay.

          
The town of Wellington at the time I landed had been occupied by colonists for nearly two years, and consisted chiefly of a row of raupo houses fronting the harbour, along Lambton Quay, between Pipitea Point and Te Aro Flat, the hills at the back being covered with dense forest. It did not appear a very promising site for a settlement, nor did I think that in the whole of the districts round the port, there were more than 100 acres of land in cultivation at the time I landed, and a short time previously many of the leading settlers had seriously discussed the necessity of abandoning the place, and seeking out a new home in North America, and this they probably would have done had shipping been obtainable.

          
We were not long in getting settled on shore; the weather was very fine, and the accommodation we got was superior to that of our small ship. I, with two other cadets, took a house and “did for ourselves,” with the assistance of a woman who came in the morning and went home at night.
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Our food was chiefly pork and potatoes, with bread, sometimes salt beef, or fish; other things, such as mutton, fresh beef, butter, eggs, etc., were far too expensive for our limited pay of 8/- a day, and only appeared on rich men's tables when they wished to do honour to invited guests. Butter, I remember, was 4/- a lb., eggs 3d. each, and mutton I don't know what, as I never recollect during the three years I was at Wellington ever tasting it, except once when I dined out.

          
My work in connection with the survey staff was generally in the office, our hours of attendance there being from 9 a.m. to 5 p.m., and no time allowed for lunch. I soon became rather expert in office work, so that for a year or more I had little outdoor work except for a day or two occasionally in the immediate neighbourhood of Wellington.

          
Our chief surveyor was a Mr. S. C. Brees. Nearly all the surveying in the districts around Wellington was in dense forest, and everything required by the survey parties had to be carried on men's backs. A party consisted generally of an assistant-surveyor and cadet, with six men, and each man had a load to carry of about 70 pounds, which included rations for a week, blankets, cooking things, gun, and surveying implements. The assistant and cadet carried nothing, not even the gun. At the end of the week the party, having eaten their provisions, had to return to Wellington for more, so that two days in the week were generally employed



in going to and from the district which was being surveyed.

          
My first trip into the bush was about the beginning of April, 1842. I and another cadet, T. H. Smith by name, were ordered to accompany Captain Mein Smith on a journey of inspection into the Ohariu district, a valley six or seven miles from Wellington.

          
We started a party of nine, having six men with us to carry our food, blankets, etc., and after a hard day's work walking over high hills all thickly wooded, we descended into Ohariu Valley, where we camped out for the first time in my experience. A hut, open in front, was soon built, the long fronds of the tree fern forming the roof, and the leaves, stripped from the frond, served for bedding. While this hut was being built one of the men appointed cook soon had a large fire lighted, and the kettle ready for tea to be made for our supper, upon which we all sat down round the fire and enjoyed a hearty meal of salt beef and bread, washed down with tea.

          
Our supper finished, Captain Smith kept us amused for an hour or so by telling us stories of his military life, and then we turned into our blankets, all side by side, under the hut, with our feet to the fire.

          
Before daylight we were awakened by cries of “morepork,” “morepork” from the owl, varied with harsh shrieks from the same bird, and as soon as daylight broke the moka moka and other birds made the whole bush lively. We were soon out of our blankets, had a wash in the stream, breakfasted, packed up, and on the march again.

          
This kind of life continued for five or six days, when we returned to Wellington.

        

        

          

Appreciation.

          


From F. Martyn Renner, Principal, Rongotal College, Wellington, to Mr. G. H. Mackley, General Manager of Railways, Wellington.

          
Some twenty boys of this school, under Mr. J. T. McCaw, undertook a rail-tour of the North Island during the September vacation. This was the second occasion and, as in the first case, it was equally enjoyable and instructive to all concerned.

          
What I should like to bring to your notice was the whole-hearted co-operation given by all the officials of your Service—guards, stationmasters, drivers, clerks, etc. Their courtesy, helpfulness and willingness to put themselves out, were especially noteworthy. Nothing was too much trouble to them for the enjoyment and comfort of the party.
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In the Domain at Cambridge
            
          
        

        

          

            
By 
Isabel Ward

          
        

        

Iwandered, one peaceful evening, round that calm and beautiful little lake, “Te Koutu,” in the Domain at Cambridge. It is a sanctuary for birds—a safe nesting ground, a security from harm, a place where “every prospect pleases.”

        
Hidden away, hundreds of feet below the surrounding grounds—this peaceful stretch of water is enclosed by tree-clad slopes and shady paths.

        

          
Round the margin of the lake,


          
Birds in sanctuary safely nest,


          
And wind-blown ripples gently break


          
Where weeping willows float at rest.
        

        
Safe from the guns of roving sportsmen, the wild duck gather in their hundreds as soon as the shooting season opens, instinct their guide to safety. Here they lay their eggs and nestle their young. In the peace of the early summer evenings, when the waters of the lake reflect the glory of the sunset, the ducks arise with a great whirring of wings and encircle the sky calling their evensong in somewhat raucous cry. The native pukeko makes his peaceful home in the rushes round the edge of the lake, and the graceful swans, leading their cygnets, glide with dignity over the calm water.
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The lake in the Domain at Cambridge.


        

        
When the first hush of night falls over the lake, and the taller trees are darkly shadowed in its surface, the New Zealand owl creeps from his seclusion and croaks his monotonous, mournful cry “morepork, morepork.” Gently, answering his insistent call, his devoted mate responds, “ee-oo-ee-oo” from her nesting place. At the very first peep of dawn the feathered songsters commence their orisons to greet the day from this bird's paradise.

        
Not far away, on the bowling greens, men in the evening of life find sanctuary from their business worries and the world's storm clouds in the pursuit of the favours of the fair and faithless “Kitty.”

        
The activities on the sports grounds disturb the birds not at all, their sanctuary is inviolable. Even when winter comes, and

        

          
Gone are the flowers and tints of Autumn, gone the song of lark—


          
Where summer-time gave bloom and leaf, all is bare and stark,


          
When Jack Frost brings his piercing chills,


          
From ice-clad fields and snow-capped hills,


          
Where trail of perfumed clematis clung,


          
Frosty icicle is gaily hung—


          
Instead of mellow song of bird,
        

        
Shrill whistling of the wind is heard— the birds still find their peace in sanctuary.
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Among the Books


A Literary Page or Two

        

I Doubt if any New Zealand woman has been through such amazing adventures as those related by the late “Robin Hyde” in “Dragon Rampant,” the story of her journeyings through war-ravaged China. This, one of the final chapters in a life of, almost incredible activity (short and sad as it was) surely entitles “Robin Hyde” to be regarded as one of the most remarkable women in the history of this country. There may be a final chapter to tell of the last few months of “Robin Hyde's” life; of her journey from China to London and her final days there; but the recital of her Chinese adventures sets the seal on her place in New Zealand literature as a creator of stories and as a recorder of unique personal experiences. There will be no doubt in the minds of the reader about the authenticity of her Chinese experiences; the only doubt, in fact, will be: Did “Robin Hyde” tell everything? Had she reserved other and more tragic episodes for another book, to be published at a later period? It is obvious she intended to return to the East.

        
How this frail, crippled girl managed to traverse the whole ghastly theatre of war—and survive the experience—is one of those things which will remain inexplicable. However, the whole graphic story is told in “Dragon Rampant,” which is published by Hurst and Blackett, London.

        
* * *

        
“Art in New Zealand,” for September, features the work of H. Linley Richardson, R.B.A., F.R.S.A. The frontispiece “In the Afternoon Sunlight” is one of the best colour reproductions yet published in the magazine. Another colour block (“Marseilles”) and several pictures in black and white emphasise the high quality work of the Palmerston North artist. Mr. Richardson writes a few pages of reminiscences in the same issue. In the sixty odd pages there is much of interest to the art and literary student in picture story and verse. There is also a striking poem, “The Visionary,” by Joseph McEvoy, opening with the arresting words: “I caught the swift wind in a net.”

        
* * *

        
In reviewing “Castles in the Soil,” by Beryl McCarthy in the September issue of the Magazine I hazarded a guess that the opening chapters of the book were influenced by G. B. Lancaster's “Promenade.” The publishers, Messrs. A. H. & A. W. Reed, tell me that the manuscript of “Castles in the Soil”
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was written several years before “Promenade” appeared. Obviously my assumption was incorrect. Mrs. McCarthy's novel is bringing in repeat orders from booksellers.

        
* * *

        
War has brought from publishing houses a plethora of maps. One of the most satisfactory I have seen comes from Kenneth Craigie & Co. of Sydney. It is a large map of Europe with every country clearly defined by rulings and shadings, area and population being included. A good war map has also been published by Messrs. A. H. & A. W. Reed.

        
* * *

        
I am afraid I am more enthusiastic about the typography than of the context of “Falls the Shadow,” a three-act play recently published by the Griffin Press, Auckland. The book has been very nicely produced. The format, and the type (Elzevir) make it quite a pleasant book to read and handle. The play, written by Ian Hamilton, will interest many just now because it deals with the psychology of war—the reactions on the individual. The author's ideas may not be acceptable to all, but they are certainly expressed in an original and, in parts, effective manner.
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Reviews.
        

        

          
“I Recall,” by R. H. Croll (Robertson & Mullens, Melbourne) is an entertaining book of reminiscences by a well-known Australian journalist. Although he has reached his 70th year Mr. Croll is apparently still very much in the picture of life and letters in Australia. His many activities have brought him into touch with most of the interesting figures in the artistic, literary and political life of Australia. He has been a prominent member and office-bearer of library organisations, nature-loving societies, art societies, outdoor bodies, etc. That Mr. Croll stands well with the leaders of various progressive organisations is evident from the many tributes paid to him. These he quotes with engaging candour, yet without any boastfulness. He is equally generous in his estimates of others. His stories of writers and artists and of Bohemian life are vastly entertaining; his anecdotes are mostly new and worth repeating; his records of books and pictures in his library will interest literary and art enthusiasts. In short, “I Recall” is just what an autobiography should be—the story of the life of an interesting man candidly and entertainingly told.
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A number of interesting photographic reproductions are included in the book.

          
* * *

          
“Sky High to Shanghai,” by Frank Clune (Angus & Robertson, Sydney) is a typical up-to-the-minute travel book from the popular Australian author. The book contains the right appeal for the present moment. While it deals largely with a people and a country of great interest in the present international situation, it is at the same time a welcome relaxation from heavy and sometimes depressing war reading. Frank Clune could not be heavy or depressing, even if he tried. In fact, many will say he is too flippant or cheeky, but it is the buoyant cheery style that “goes over.” Clune leaves Australia by Japanese cargo boat and lands in Yokohama. He then proceeds to explore Japan and its people. He takes the Chinese wall in his stride and after investigating people and places in China goes on to Shanghai, Hong Kong, Indo China and Siam. Very little seems to escape his eagle eye and his prying camera. His observations are keen and interesting, his sense of humour constantly bubbling over, and his historical comments interesting. The book is stimulating and it is informative. Many good photographs illustrate the volume. Frank Clune should study the art of contrast, however; his flippancy and his good cheer are, at times, overpowering. A little serious note now and then would have given better balance to the book.

          
* * *

          
“Sketches from Maoriland,” by Hamilton Grieve (Whitcombe & Tombs Ltd.) is an entertaining book of experiences, collated by a school teacher who spent five years teaching among the Maoris in the far north of New Zealand. The author shows a keen sense of the colour and humour of Maori life and character. His appreciation of the droll side of Maori life is conveyed to the reader in the pedantic fashion so characteristic of his profession. Yet the stories told do not lose any of their appeal on this account, Mr. Grieve could hardly have found a better illustrator of his stories than A. S. Paterson whose drawings of Maori types and small-town scenes are true to life and full of humour. Dr. A. J. Harrop writes a brief introduction.

          
* * *

          
“Music Without Words,” by Noel Farr Hoggard (Handcraft Press, Wellington) contains eight pieces of verse, which certainly gives Mr. Hoggard an opportunity to prove that he is advancing rapidly in the art of typography.

        

        

          

Shibli'S Notebook.

          
A volume containing the final literary remains of Katherine Mansfield is due shortly from Constable's, London.

          
An interesting catalogue of New Zealand books has been issued by F. I. Jones of Wanganui. The list comprises over 500 books, including a number of rare items.

          
Hearty congratulations to “The New Triad.” It is “growing up” rapidly.

          
Eileen Duggan's poems published by Allen & Unwin, have reached a second edition—quite a record for verse these days.

        

        

          

A Veteran Railwayman.

          
Living with his wife in the small township of Herbert, North Otago, is one of our oldest remaining railwaymen, Mr. Frances Stringer, who is now in his 86th year. He was born in Faversham, Kent, England, in 1854, and took service on a sailing ship to New Zealand in 1876.

          
At the time of his arrival, James Brogden was the contractor for the construction of the railway between Oamaru and Dunedin, with whom Mr. Stringer obtained employment at Waianakarua. Later, as ganger, he was to be one of the party of three to first travel through the Otepopo tunnel by train. This was the ballast service driven by Mr. Alex. Sutherland with Mr. Jas. Brooker as fireman.

          
Mr. Stringer was the first ganger on this particular length. He later spent 12 ½ years in a similar capacity on the Duntroon-Kurow section, after which he returned as ganger to the Otepopo section where he remained until his retirement on superannuation in 1914, at the age of 60 years. Altogether Mr. Stringer was in the N.Z.R. service for 39 years 8 months. His descendants are ten children, forty grandchildren and eight great-grandchildren.
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“I Recall,” by R. H. Croll (Robertson & Mullens, Melbourne) is an entertaining book of reminiscences by a well-known Australian journalist. Although he has reached his 70th year Mr. Croll is apparently still very much in the picture of life and letters in Australia. His many activities have brought him into touch with most of the interesting figures in the artistic, literary and political life of Australia. He has been a prominent member and office-bearer of library organisations, nature-loving societies, art societies, outdoor bodies, etc. That Mr. Croll stands well with the leaders of various progressive organisations is evident from the many tributes paid to him. These he quotes with engaging candour, yet without any boastfulness. He is equally generous in his estimates of others. His stories of writers and artists and of Bohemian life are vastly entertaining; his anecdotes are mostly new and worth repeating; his records of books and pictures in his library will interest literary and art enthusiasts. In short, “I Recall” is just what an autobiography should be—the story of the life of an interesting man candidly and entertainingly told.
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A number of interesting photographic reproductions are included in the book.

          
* * *

          
“Sky High to Shanghai,” by Frank Clune (Angus & Robertson, Sydney) is a typical up-to-the-minute travel book from the popular Australian author. The book contains the right appeal for the present moment. While it deals largely with a people and a country of great interest in the present international situation, it is at the same time a welcome relaxation from heavy and sometimes depressing war reading. Frank Clune could not be heavy or depressing, even if he tried. In fact, many will say he is too flippant or cheeky, but it is the buoyant cheery style that “goes over.” Clune leaves Australia by Japanese cargo boat and lands in Yokohama. He then proceeds to explore Japan and its people. He takes the Chinese wall in his stride and after investigating people and places in China goes on to Shanghai, Hong Kong, Indo China and Siam. Very little seems to escape his eagle eye and his prying camera. His observations are keen and interesting, his sense of humour constantly bubbling over, and his historical comments interesting. The book is stimulating and it is informative. Many good photographs illustrate the volume. Frank Clune should study the art of contrast, however; his flippancy and his good cheer are, at times, overpowering. A little serious note now and then would have given better balance to the book.

          
* * *

          
“Sketches from Maoriland,” by Hamilton Grieve (Whitcombe & Tombs Ltd.) is an entertaining book of experiences, collated by a school teacher who spent five years teaching among the Maoris in the far north of New Zealand. The author shows a keen sense of the colour and humour of Maori life and character. His appreciation of the droll side of Maori life is conveyed to the reader in the pedantic fashion so characteristic of his profession. Yet the stories told do not lose any of their appeal on this account, Mr. Grieve could hardly have found a better illustrator of his stories than A. S. Paterson whose drawings of Maori types and small-town scenes are true to life and full of humour. Dr. A. J. Harrop writes a brief introduction.

          
* * *

          
“Music Without Words,” by Noel Farr Hoggard (Handcraft Press, Wellington) contains eight pieces of verse, which certainly gives Mr. Hoggard an opportunity to prove that he is advancing rapidly in the art of typography.
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Shibli'S Notebook.

          
A volume containing the final literary remains of Katherine Mansfield is due shortly from Constable's, London.

          
An interesting catalogue of New Zealand books has been issued by F. I. Jones of Wanganui. The list comprises over 500 books, including a number of rare items.

          
Hearty congratulations to “The New Triad.” It is “growing up” rapidly.

          
Eileen Duggan's poems published by Allen & Unwin, have reached a second edition—quite a record for verse these days.
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A Veteran Railwayman.

          
Living with his wife in the small township of Herbert, North Otago, is one of our oldest remaining railwaymen, Mr. Frances Stringer, who is now in his 86th year. He was born in Faversham, Kent, England, in 1854, and took service on a sailing ship to New Zealand in 1876.

          
At the time of his arrival, James Brogden was the contractor for the construction of the railway between Oamaru and Dunedin, with whom Mr. Stringer obtained employment at Waianakarua. Later, as ganger, he was to be one of the party of three to first travel through the Otepopo tunnel by train. This was the ballast service driven by Mr. Alex. Sutherland with Mr. Jas. Brooker as fireman.

          
Mr. Stringer was the first ganger on this particular length. He later spent 12 ½ years in a similar capacity on the Duntroon-Kurow section, after which he returned as ganger to the Otepopo section where he remained until his retirement on superannuation in 1914, at the age of 60 years. Altogether Mr. Stringer was in the N.Z.R. service for 39 years 8 months. His descendants are ten children, forty grandchildren and eight great-grandchildren.
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Looking along the Avenue at Arrowtown.


        

        

The Sleepy Hollow that is Arrowtown, in the Lake Wakatipu district, rests at the foot of the mountains and dreams of the days of gold. Old buildings line the main street which runs parallel with the River Arrow. An avenue of beautiful trees—sycamore, oak, poplar and rowan —growing in front of quaint old-world cottages makes a picture that attracts many a visitor in the green days of Spring and the golden days of Autumn. This quiet little town has other claims to interest in the glory of its school gardens and the old-fashioned street lamps.

        
One hot summer's afternoon we were passing through the town and for the first time in many visits we saw a crowd in the main street. Such a crowd could not fail to draw one's attention, for the women were wearing dresses of the mode prevalent in the eighteen-seventies while the bearded men wore a variety of clothing, moleskin trousers, frock coats and top hats. Men, women and children were gathered about a doorway on which were large placards bearing the magic inscription, “Gold Discovered.” A Government Publicity film was being “shot” before our eyes! As the crowd excitedly read and talked over the matter it was not difficult to imagine Arrowtown in the days of the old gold-rush.

        
The discovery of gold in the Arrow Gorge was kept secret for a time, the seclusion and inaccessibility of the gorge making secrecy possible. Mining operations were begun on 4th October, 1862, by a Mr. McGregor and his mates, and later by other parties including West's and Fox's. They agreed to keep the discovery secret. Fox, however, visited Dunstan, talked a little too much, and on his return was observed and followed. The secret was out. Within three months there were 1,500 men working on the Arrow, some fabulous returns being made.

        

          

[image: A general view of Arrowtown, showing the Arrow River on the right.]
A general view of Arrowtown, showing the Arrow River on the right.


        

        
The influx of great numbers of miners through comparatively trackless country, over rugged mountain ranges, and across swift rivers must always arouse wonder in the mind of the newcomer to Central Otago and the Wakatipu district. How did they do it? They came by three routes, by the Mataura Valley through Southland, by the Kawarau Valley over the Gentle Annie Saddle, and by the Cardrona Valley over the Crown Range, the last two being most favoured. Ferrymen at Cromwell and Albertown earned as much as £100 in a week, charging 1/- and 2/6 per head. There were no roads as we know them today. Prices soared high. A writer was charged 1/- for a needle, one of the only two needles in stock at the time. On protesting at the outlandish





[image: ]
charge he was told: “But look, mine goot man, at the price I have to pay for bringing up goots!” The following year better tracks were made and the above-mentioned purchaser was able to obtain two needles for 1/-.

        
A library was opened early in the history of the town—which was known as Fox's—fifty-three subscribers joining up almost immediately. The subscribers had the choice of but thirty-two books! Within a year, however, there were 100 subscribers and 273 books, and from then onwards the annual revenue often exceeded £200.

        
A letter delivery known as “Rowell's Express” became extremely popular. Letters were received, forwarded and delivered for half-a-crown apiece, although post offices existed in all the goldfields and other settled portions of Otago. Charles Rowell was a smart business man who seized an opportunity when he saw it, and a great number of miners paid him 2/6 to ensure the delivery of one letter. Gold, money and valuables of all kinds were sent by these messengers and never once was any breach of trust recorded. That their life was a hard one may be judged from the fact that a messenger lost his life in endeavouring to cross the Arrow River at the time of the great flood of 1863. After a hazardous trip he arrived with the mails at the Whitechapel Flat crossing, a few miles from Fox's. The river was a seething torrent, and the bridge had been swept away. On the precipitous riverbanks there was only one landing place and if the rider missed that he would be swept away down a narrow gorge between perpendicular rocks, with no chance of escape. On this occasion watchers on the opposite shore warned the messenger not to attempt the crossing, but he plunged into the torrent, was swept out of the saddle, and never seen again. The horse was found next morning, on the right side of the river, with the mails soaked but intact. The letters were delivered as usual.

        
The discovery of gold at Macetown, Skippers, Maori Point and other places in the district opened up tracks over the surrounding country and these tracks made Fox's the centre of the most densely populated mining area in the Wakatipu district. Queenstown, twelve miles from Fox's, supplied Moke Creek, Moonlight and their tributaries via the saddle between Ben Lomond and Mt. Bowen. Owing to the lack of foresight on the part of the business men of Fox's, the Bush Creek and Advance Peak tracks were allowed to fall into disrepair, to the detriment of their trade. A Mr. Richmond, of the New Orleans Hotel, organised a Progressive Committee, in 1865, for the purpose of opening these neglected tracks and regaining some of the lost trade with the Shotover. Although good tracks were formed by the Committee, the trade had already been appropriated by Queenstown, which has retained it ever since. The distance between Arrowtown and Maori Point and the Upper Shotover is less than half that from Queenstown, but the opportunity had passed as far as the Arrow business firms were concerned.

        
The notorious Captain Hayes was a well-known figure in these parts in the early days, being mine host of the Prince of Wales Hotel, a sod building with a roof of calico! The captain, minus one ear, came from the Californian diggings, and was noted as a poker-tricks player.


[image: Reflections in Lake Hayes in the mountain country near Arrowtown.]
Reflections in Lake Hayes in the mountain country near Arrowtown.


The story goes that he wore his hair long in order to hide the mutilation, nobody but his trusted friend, the barber, being aware of it. The captain had married a girl from a family of actors and singers, much against the wishes of her people, and they were glad when a chance offered itself for revenge. Hayes and the barber fell out and the barber not only told the ‘in-laws about the missing ear, but next time Hayes had his hair cut, gave him a short crop. The clever family of actors and singers made up a skit on the subject and entitling it “The Barbarous Barber,” showed it nightly for several weeks to crowded houses, at 5/- a head. Interest was kept alive by the impotent rage of the victim who had an ungovernable temper.

        
About this time, too, an interest in farming developed and the undulating country in the district came under cultivation. Fresh eggs sold at 1/- each, butter was 5/- a pound, milk 1/- a pint, green gooseberries 1/- a pint, and beef and mutton were 1/- a pound. If prices were high, so were wages, and as farming machinery was practically unknown, crops were cut by the hook or scythe, and the click-clack of the flail was heard in the land. Ploughmen were earning £4 to £4/10/- a week, farmhands were paid £3 to £3/10/-, while men cutting oats with hooks received 15/- a day. From this beginning the farm lands have been developed, many being irrigated, and today splendid barley, wheat and oats are grown in the district. In addition, a flour-mill and a cheese factory are in full production.

        
In 1888 there was still considerable argument about the name of Arrowtown. The official name of the local post office was Arrow River, while the telegraph office, situated under the same roof, was known as Arrowtown—by which name the pleasant, dreamy village is known today.
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Koukou and Kawiti had been friends from boyhood. They set their 

tunaki, their eel-traps, together; they snared birds in the forest together; they played games and fought in battle together, and such was their love one for the other that they were closer than brothers. In all things they were inseparable, and so it was small wonder that when Kawiti fell in love with Kura, the daughter of Hauraki, Koukou likewise conceived an affection for the girl. Though flattered that two such outstanding young men should seek to pay her attention Kura in no way allowed this to blind her judgment and wisely chose Kawiti as her husband, Koukou being inclined to overmuch boasting with regard to his own successes and to jealousy of other people's. Moreover, she divined the presence of that demon, ill-temper, lurking behind his joking and laughter, and so she was more than ever drawn to Kawiti; and when he ventured to tell her of his love she welcomed him with fond words and glances. And they became man and wife according to Maori law, and peace was made between the tribe of Kawiti and the tribe of Hauraki.

        
Now although Koukou bore his defeat as befitting a warrior of his rank and the friendship between the two was seemingly as great as before, it was in his heart to harm Kawiti, so fierce was his desire to possess the maiden. Seeing the passion in his eyes she was afraid and sought to warn her husband, but pleasant, good-natured Kawiti was roused to anger and declared she not only insulted his friend, but him also. Kura was forced to silence and she had much ado to pacify him; and all the while Koukou was plotting how best he could be rid of Kawiti. He went privately to Hauraki and told him that his daughter was being ill-treated by her husband: he was continually shouting at her and calling her abusive names and sometimes he even beat her. At this the old chief was justly enraged and vowed he would have vengeance upon his son-in-law, but Koukou restrained him, saying, “Wait until the moon has passed its zenith and the nights are wrapped in darkness. Then you will have a better opportunity for revenge.”

        
A suspicion thrust itself across the mind of Hauraki. “Tell me,” he demanded, “the reason of your eagerness for Kawiti's downfall.”

        
Koukou drew himself up and looked the other full in the eyes. “Listen, O father,” he said. “I, too, loved fair Kura, your daughter, but Kawiti stole her affections from me, and now, like the worthless fellow he is, he ill-treats her. Have I not reason to wish for his punishment? Do you but wait till the time when the cloud-shapes cover the moon and I will lead you by night to the 
pa and show you how to come within the line of fortifications, and lo! Kawiti shall be delivered into your hands. Only promise first that you will give Kura to me for my wife and I will help you.”
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A waterfall at Port Pegasus, Stewart Island.


        

        
“It shall be as you have said,” replied Hauraki.

        
Well-content, Koukou returned to his home, and at the dead of the moon he again went forth to the dwelling-place of Hauraki, and this time a band of warriors journeyed back with him through the devious forest-ways. Right to the edge of the 
pa they came and treading cautiously they entered within. In the noise and confusion which followed it was an easy matter for Koukou to seize Kura and carry her into the safety of the trees. The raid, though short, was completely successful. Kawiti was killed, and those of his defenders who escaped massacre were made slaves, and Hauraki took triumphant possession of the dead chief's wealth and lands. When Kura learned that it was her own father who had caused this thing she was overcome with grief and shame. Three days she spent in sorrow and weeping and not a morsel of food nor a sip of water passed her lips during that period. Hauraki was impatient and not a little puzzled at his daughter's behaviour, and on the fourth day he ordered her to appear before the people in the place-of-assembly that they might be witnesses of her marriage with Koukou. Food was set before her and she ate. At dusk she rose and clad herself in her richest garments and came forth to the wharepuni, the meeting-house. In a clear, loud voice she announced her refusal to take Koukou for her lord and when Hauraki commanded her, she drew a weapon from under her cloak and stabbed it into her breast.

        
For a second she lay still and then raising herself on her arm she pointed toward Koukou. “Behold the man whose wicked words brought hatred into your hearts and shattered the peace between the tribes. He brought death upon his friend and his tribesfolk that he might have the fulfilment of his desires. Coward! Betrayer! I curse thee. I go to join my husband in the spirit-world and happiness will be ours, but thou shalt never more find rest. Thou shalt wander always, hiding by day and keeping within the shadows at night; and men hearing thy voice in the darkness shall say: ‘There goes Koukou the traitor, the bringer of death.’ Again I curse thee.”

        
She fell back on the ground. Fear descended upon the watchers, and they neither moved nor spoke any word. And as the spirit of the dying girl fluttered and was still, a curious change came over Koukou. He seemed to shrink and change shape until all at once they saw he had turned into a small brownish-grey owl that flew away through the doorway, crying eerily. In this manner did the curse of Kura fall upon Koukou the traitor, and ever since that time the Maoris have regarded the New Zealand owl as the foreteller of disaster. And whenever he goes by in the darkness, calling his name drearily over and over, people hearing him shiver and whisper, “Koukou the treacherous is passing this way. Beware lest misfortune seeks you for a friend.”
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A Song Of The Main Trunk.
          
        

        

          
You may hear a song in the silent night,


          
When the world is hushed in sleep!


          
Where the mountains rise to the


          
darkened skies,


          
And a silent vigil keep;


          
A song of steam and iron wheels, of


          
echoing hill and glen,


          
Of grinding brakes and swaying cars,


          
and the world of busy men.


          
Let the morepork cry in the darkness


          
deep,


          
Let the night bird call his mate;


          
Let the heavens frown and the hills


          
look down


          
On the fire-god incarnate;


          
Whose thunder wakes the drowsy earth,


          
whose savage music thrills


          
From the harbour bar to the triple


          
peaks, and the port in the ranging


          
hills.


          
So scream at the lonely winding road,


          
Trespassing your domain;


          
Let the storm-god rage and our strength


          
engage,


          
We scorn his sleet and rain;


          
Let the mountain torrents surge and


          
run their mad eternal course,


          
But steam and steel and the skill of men


          
will mock their futile force.


          
Till the dawn break through in the


          
streaming east,


          
Till we quit the mountain trail;


          
Our lamp shall light the lonely night,


          
Where swerves the silver rail;


          
In tune with singing, living steam our


          
hundred wheels shall say:


          

            
We have forged a link from shore to
          


          

            
shore that shall stand till judgment
          


          

            
day.
          


          
And that is the song you may hear at


          
night,


          
When the world is hushed in sleep;


          
Where the mountains rise to the


          
darkened skies,


          
And a silent vigil keep;


          
A song of steam and iron wheels, of


          
echoing hill and glen;


          
Of life and love and skill and strength,


          
and of hope in the hearts of men.
          —
Allan F. Cunningham.
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“
Mountain Lands.”
          
        

        

          
I have a love of mountain lands,


          
Where silent peaks climb high


          
And great pines spread their furry tips


          
To touch the morning sky.


          
Where nature is a mighty thing


          
And lovely in her ways,


          
Where I might stand in wonderment


          
And marvel all my days.


          
The snow-caps push into the blue,


          
And take its virgin tone


          
Unto themselves—this vision then


          
The finest I have known.


          
What matter if the ways are steep?


          
The mountain lakes are sweet


          
Enough to drink and cool enough


          
To bless your weary feet.


          
Oh! give to me the mountain lands,


          
Where silent peaks climb high


          
And great pines spread their furry tips


          
To touch the morning sky.
          —
Roma M. Hoggard.
        

        

          
* * *

        

        

          

            

The Dive.
          

          

            
There is a swift, bright moment, like


            
a dream,


            
When, plunging down waterwards, one


            
knows


            
The last cool glimpse of high, familiar


            
trees,


            
The dear old woods of Sher, the gleam,


            
All swept away to nothing it would


            
seem,


            
As, eager hands outflung, he diving


            
goes


            
One second downwards where the river


            
flows,


            
And he has swept into the lonely


            
stream.


            
Then all is lost to him; there's only


            
this—


            
The sweeping solitude of kingdoms


            
rare,


            
The high, sweet falling of the water's


            
kiss.


            
Ah God! The cold, clean rising to the


            
air,


            
The long-drawn draughts of breath;


            
the bliss


            
Of regained worlds all shadowy and


            
fair.
            —
Mary R. Greig.
          

        

        

          

            

Winter Night.
          

          

            
There's snow in the voice of the wind,


            
dear lass,


            
With dawn will the world be white,


            
And the flocks lie up on the lonely hills,


            
In the bleak and bitter night.


            
I sit by the warm home hearth, dear


            
lass,


            
Where the red flames glow and leap,


            
But my heart is out on the wintry hills


            
With the patient, huddled sheep.


            
Down in the south sheet lightnings


            
flash,


            
Sink down and flash again,


            
And I know they light vast heaving


            
tracts


            
Of the dark and troubled main.


            
Keen, anxious eyes are watching there,


            
Whilst I sit safe with thee,


            
But my heart is out with the ships,


            
dear lass


            
And the wakeful men at sea.
            —
M. H. Poynter.
          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            

Yearnings.
          

          

            
He was a wanderer, and his sojourn


            
at the inn


            
Made festival for us, poor rustic clods,


            
We listened to him nightly, heard


            
strange tales


            
Of pearls and plunder, bellying Island


            
sails,


            
Of sharks and swordfish, great Antarctic


            
whales,


            
Tales of strange climes, strange peoples


            
and strange gods.


            
So for a sennight did we gather there


            
To listen to his voice, and sit and dream,


            
Our minds a-voyaging to alien lands,


            
Seeking Romance on dazzling coral


            
sands,


            
Finding Adventure, with fortune in her


            
hands,


            
Tasting Life's bounties in an ever-


            
flowing stream.


            
One of our number, more curious than


            
the rest,


            
Asked of the stranger, “What is it that


            
you seek?”


            
“I seek repose to end my weary days,


            
“A rood of ground, a house by quiet


            
ways,


            
“Where cattle lie and watch the


            
lumbering drays


            
“Roll down the road.” We others did


            
not speak.
            —
Olaf Ruhen.
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a dream,


            
When, plunging down waterwards, one


            
knows


            
The last cool glimpse of high, familiar


            
trees,


            
The dear old woods of Sher, the gleam,


            
All swept away to nothing it would


            
seem,


            
As, eager hands outflung, he diving


            
goes


            
One second downwards where the river


            
flows,


            
And he has swept into the lonely


            
stream.


            
Then all is lost to him; there's only


            
this—


            
The sweeping solitude of kingdoms


            
rare,


            
The high, sweet falling of the water's


            
kiss.


            
Ah God! The cold, clean rising to the


            
air,


            
The long-drawn draughts of breath;


            
the bliss


            
Of regained worlds all shadowy and


            
fair.
            —
Mary R. Greig.
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There's snow in the voice of the wind,


            
dear lass,


            
With dawn will the world be white,


            
And the flocks lie up on the lonely hills,


            
In the bleak and bitter night.


            
I sit by the warm home hearth, dear


            
lass,


            
Where the red flames glow and leap,


            
But my heart is out on the wintry hills


            
With the patient, huddled sheep.


            
Down in the south sheet lightnings


            
flash,


            
Sink down and flash again,


            
And I know they light vast heaving


            
tracts


            
Of the dark and troubled main.


            
Keen, anxious eyes are watching there,


            
Whilst I sit safe with thee,


            
But my heart is out with the ships,


            
dear lass


            
And the wakeful men at sea.
            —
M. H. Poynter.
          

          
* * *
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He was a wanderer, and his sojourn


            
at the inn


            
Made festival for us, poor rustic clods,


            
We listened to him nightly, heard


            
strange tales


            
Of pearls and plunder, bellying Island


            
sails,


            
Of sharks and swordfish, great Antarctic


            
whales,


            
Tales of strange climes, strange peoples


            
and strange gods.


            
So for a sennight did we gather there


            
To listen to his voice, and sit and dream,


            
Our minds a-voyaging to alien lands,


            
Seeking Romance on dazzling coral


            
sands,


            
Finding Adventure, with fortune in her


            
hands,


            
Tasting Life's bounties in an ever-


            
flowing stream.


            
One of our number, more curious than


            
the rest,


            
Asked of the stranger, “What is it that


            
you seek?”


            
“I seek repose to end my weary days,


            
“A rood of ground, a house by quiet


            
ways,


            
“Where cattle lie and watch the


            
lumbering drays


            
“Roll down the road.” We others did


            
not speak.
            —
Olaf Ruhen.
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Murdering Beach


 
A Pakeha-Maori Encounter Near Dunedin in 1817
          
        

        
By 
Ronald K. McFarlane


        

          

Tales of stirring adventure among the Maoris in that romantic era of our early history, the sealing and whaling days, give us glimpses of tragic and picturesque scenes which are fast fading away.

          
Tradition handed down through generations of Maoris tells stories of massacres, battles, and tragedies on the Otago Coast. Some tell of fights with the pakeha many years ago. Much of this tradition is very scanty, but fortunately we sometimes find a full account of the event written down by the captain of a vessel in his log or elsewhere. Such is the case in the story of the dreadful encounter at Murdering Beach 122 years ago.

          
A few miles north of the Taiaroa Head at the entrance to Otago Harbour, and before one reaches Long Beach and the steep rocky cliffs that fall back westwards into Blueskin Bay, is a white sandy beach about half-a-mile in length. Bordered by precipitous cliffs, with steep slopes rising from the sandhills behind, it has a charm all of its own and seems to belie the terrible tragedy which once took place there. Rows of foaming breakers roll in from the ocean, and spread glistening fingers of silver over the wet sands. 
Whareakeake the Maoris call it, though it is better known to the holiday-maker and searcher after Maori relics, as Murdering Beach. Several cwts. of finished and unfinished greenstone implements have been found on this beach, which Maoris say was the chief greenstone manufacturing centre of pre-European times. Few people know the full story of the massacre which took place here in 1817 though they may tell you that “some sailors were murdered there.”

          
Te Paro, a chief of Murihiku in Southland, has given us a Maori version of the affair:—

          
“During a quarrel a white man was killed by Te Matahaere. Later on the Europeans came back and seized Korako or Karaka (an ancestor of Taiaroa). They took these captives on board the ship and the natives on shore considered how to rescue them. They feared the guns of the pakeha and so took the old leaves of the toi-toi and wove them into very thick 
pokeka (rough raincoats) to protect them from the bullets of the white men. Then they paddled out in their canoes to the ship, their leader being the chief, Tukarekare. Korako saw them and jumped overboard, and was picked up by one of the canoes. Not one of those in the canoes was killed by reason of their 
pokeka. I never heard the fate of the other natives who were taken on board.”

          
A European account of the affair was first given by the master of the vessel, Capt. James Kelly, a well-known seaman of his day, in the “Hobart Town Gazette” of 28th March, 1818. Later it was printed more fully in the “Hobart Town Courier” under the title, “Adventure at Otago Forty Years Ago,” from which paper it was gleaned for the “Otago Witness” of 21st August, 1858. Here is the full story of this tragic adventure —one of the most thrilling in the annals of Southern New Zealand:—

          
Port Daniel where the adventure is laid is now better known as the peaceful settlement of Otago. The name “Port Daniel” does not appear on charts of the time, the place being generally known as the “River.”
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The brig 
Sophia (Mr. James Kelly, master), sailed from Hobart Town on 12th November, 1817, on a sealing voyage, and anchored at Port Daniel on the S.E. side of the southern part of New Zealand on 11th December. This place was then known to Europeans only within the last seven years. At that time there was no European settlement here, for it was not until 1831 that the Weller Brothers established a whaling station at Otakau, near the Heads. The Maoris, however, were not entirely unfamiliar with the white man, as Captain Kelly later found out. Sealing vessels occasionally frequented the coast, and anchoring here bartered for potatoes which the natives grew.

          
An ebb-tide was running as the 
Sophia dropped anchor about two miles offshore, riding safely on a moderate swell. Gazing landward they saw stretches of white beach and surf, with bush-clad slopes rising from the cliff edges and gullies to the heights of Mihiwaka and Moponui. On the south side of the “River” entrance smoke could be seen rising from a native village. Captain Kelly decided to go on shore right away, and taking a boat's crew made for the beach where he met with a friendly reception from the natives. This was attributed to the fact that one of the crew, William Tucker, had been on the coast and had won their apparent friendship some years previously. They called him “Wioree.”

          
Next day Captain Kelly again went ashore with six men to Small Bay (Murdering Beach). Riding in on the
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surf they drew the boat up on the beach and left one man to look after it.

          
Here also the Maoris who crowded about them knew Tucker as “Wioree,” and seemed very friendly. Making his way into the village Kelly sought the house of the chief, where he was greatly surprised to be saluted by a Lascar who told him he had been left there by Captain Fowler of the brig 
Matilda some months previously. During a long talk Kelly inquired after a boat's crew which had been lost near Port Daniel and was told that they had all been killed and eaten by the Maoris. Kelly, unfortunatey in the light of later events, did not regard this as a bad omen.

          
Entering the house of the chief, Kelly made him a small present of iron and with the help of the Lascar, who knew the Maori tongue, began to bargain for potatoes. Round about them stood the boat's crew and also about 60 Maoris, while many more were peering in from outside trying to gain a glimpse of the curious white men. Bargaining was going ahead smoothly when “in an instant,” said Kelly, “a horrid yell was raised by the natives.” Kelly, Jim Griffiths and Veto Violi were thrown down by the mob. Tucker, Dutton and Wallon were also seized but got away and made a rush across the sand to the boat, where they found Robinson, the man left in charge, reeling at the water's edge from a bad wound in the head. Thinking it was impossible more could escape, the three launched the boat into the surf, while Tucker ran back onto the beach to help the others.

          

Meanwhile, Kelly, surrounded by yelling natives, was fighting for his life. Luckily he had a new billhook with him, and laying about him with this succeeded in getting away, though badly speared through one hand. Poor Veto was lying dead further up the beach with terrible wounds in the head, while Jim Griffiths was nowhere to be seen. Running into the water, Kelly pulled himself into the boat, calling on Tucker to follow. Tucker, however, was too late. A number of the savages rushed at him with spears and hatchets, knocking him down in the foaming surf and tearing him limb from limb. Only one piteous cry did he give: “Captain Kelly, for God's sake don't leave me.” Poor fellow, he no doubt thought since the natives knew him he could save the other two. As later evidence showed, however, he was himself the cause of this ghastly tragedy.

          
Captain Kelly and the three survivors rowed quickly back to the 
Sophia, where they found to their dismay some 150 natives from the other village on the deck, the yards, and in the rigging. Exhausted by his fight and wounds the Captain was ill-prepared for more fighting when Mr. Kirk, the first mate, suddenly shouted to him, “They are going to take the vessel from us!” Calling all the crew Kelly formed them into a solid square under the main boom. With a blood-curdling yell the head chief, Karaka, gave the war-cry and his warriors, armed with spears and adzes, rushed upon the crew. Kelly shouted to his men to use their sealing knives and cut away, and in his own words “the natives began to fall so fast that a great number jumped overboard and were drowned, or swept out to sea by the strong ebb-tide, which was then running.” Karaka, in a frenzy of rage at his defeat, rushed upon an unwary sailor with a tomahawk, but was over-powered and locked in the store-room below.

          
It was now late afternoon, and the long shadows of the hills crept out towards the vessel as the sun sank in a golden blaze behind Moponui.

          
Soon after dawn next morning the natives were seen to gather about their canoes and cry out for their chief. Karaka, his hands tied behind his back, was brought on deck. When the natives saw him there was great rejoicing. Karaka called on them to bring a large canoe load of potatoes alongside, as the Captain thought, for his liberation. A canoe with two men was launched and paddled out to the ship. As it neared the brig a keen-eyed sailor stationed aft, cried out, “The canoe is full of men!” The Maoris had used a very cunning piece of strategy; lying in the bottom of the canoe were three dozen Maoris covered with flax mats. A volley was fired into the canoe from the ship. The natives, who were all armed with short clubs and spears, jumped into the water and endeavoured to pull the canoe alongside the brig. Several were shot in trying to climb up the sides of the vessel. Karaka, without warning, made a rush and jumped into the sea. Two of his men very gallantly swam to him and took him ashore, where he died of his wounds next morning.

          
Again a good watch was kept all night. At daylight the Maoris were gathered in large numbers on the shore, “seemingly lamenting and crying because of the death of Karaka.” In a little while they began to launch the canoes. “We thought it better to stop them if possible,” says Captain Kelly. “We immediately manned two boats and taking arms and ammunition pulled in close to the beach where the canoes were lying, determined to destroy their navy to prevent them attacking the brig.” As they came near the beach the natives all ran away over the hill. One boat's crew jumped into the water and pulled the canoe up on the sand, while the other kept afloat to cover the men on the beach with their muskets. “We then commenced with two long cross-cut saws cutting the canoes up, each into three pieces.” Forty-two canoes altogether were destroyed in this manner, very ruthless it seems to us of a later generation. As they required firewood some were split up and taken on board. When all the canoes had been wrecked thus, the Maoris trying to catch the sailors off guard, rushed into the water up to their necks trying to get hold of the 
Sophia's boats, but did not wound any of the white men.

          
What was the reason for the Maoris’ sudden attack on the white men on Murdering Beach, and the three ghastly murders they committed? It was ascertained that the unfortunate Tucker had, in 1811, stolen a preserved head from the natives at Riverton, and had only saved his life from 
utu or reprisal by the vessel sailing before the theft was discovered. Incidentally this was the first baked head offered for sale in Sydney.

          
Whether Tucker thought that the theft had been forgotten or his offence condoned does not appear, as he had the hardihood to return and claim the friendship of the natives whose kindness and confidence he had outraged on a former occasion.
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(Continued from page 
15)

          
bubbling masses, for this room is simply a gargantuan kitchen on jam day. My own cooking knowledge was improved here by the statement that “quick boiling” was the art of jam and conserve making. Here are efficient devices for ensuring speed in boiling.

          
Mechanical ingenuity has reached heights in many parts of Whittome Stevenson's factory. The onion machine is a good example. This is a revolving cylinder holding gas and air, turning at twelve revolutions a minute. It is fluted so as to harass the outer skins, and eventually only the white, clear globe of each onion remains. The tops and tails are removed rather like those of the old-fashioned gooseberry, a task most of us remember with misgivings.

          
I also observed the expert bottle smeller whose nose detected any taint of flavour in any bottle. By way of exact opposite to the many mechanical devices, there were many busy women cutting up cauliflowers and other vegetables. No substitute for skilful hands has yet been able to cope with this task.

          
One of the wonders of this factory is the cool-room for vegetables. Differing strengths of brine are employed and I learned of the interesting discovery of the “open vat.”

          
Light is the deadly enemy of the fungus, which is the danger in cool storage. There was real comfort to me in the huge collections of poor-man oranges, tomatoes and other products of the New Zealand soil. I found that Whittome Stevenson use all local products, most of it coming from Pukekohe and the district. Our season, which lasts from January to May, accounts for the need for storage in such ample fashion.

          
It is, of course, obvious that it is of great importance that such firms as Whittome Stevenson should expand and that New Zealanders should use their own products, in this case, sauces, pickles and conserve. We know that these products are pure when the ingredients come from our own gardens and are grown by our own fellow-countrymen under proper State supervision.

          
One fact is worth mentioning—we can't grow gherkins, although plenty of encouragement has been given by Whittome Stevenson. Ours have a hard, little spine, so that the first local Burbank who grows a real gherkin has a fortune awaiting him.
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I am looking forward to the day when many thousands of New Zealanders will be needed to supply, from their own gardens, all the ingredients for such products as pickles, sauces, and their like.

          
There is no excuse for bringing these things from overseas.

          
The common ingredient of these four industrial establishments is the fact that they are all four of great age, of great experience of local needs, and all have a continuity of family management. They are wholly and purely New Zealand institutions, and we should be all the more proud of their efficiency and modernity as manufacturing units for that good, golden reason.

        

        

          

Result “Puzzle Pie” No. 315.

          
In this contest five competitors submitted correct solutions, and therefore share the 
Prize of £200 in Cash. Each will receive £40. Their names are.—

          

Mr. J. Coggins, Rose-Bank Road, Avondale, Auckland.

          

Mr. H. E. Bell, 28 Queen Street, Auckland.

          

Mrs. D. McKenzie, 3 Royal Terrace, Sandringham. Auckland.

          

Mr. A. J. Church, 20 Normanby Street, Newtown, Wellington.

          

Mrs. E. F. Church, 20 Normanby Street, Newtown, Wellington.

          
Prize-money will be posted on Monday, 20th November.

        

        

          
Solution to “Puzzle Pie” No. 315.

          
Paragraph from the “N.Z. Sporting and Dramatic Review,” 14th November, 1935:—

          
“Melbourne Cup day proved fine and, as usual, there was an enormous attendance at Flemington to witness the seventy-fifth contest for the most valuable two-mile handicap in the Southern Hemisphere.”
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Tales of stirring adventure among the Maoris in that romantic era of our early history, the sealing and whaling days, give us glimpses of tragic and picturesque scenes which are fast fading away.

          
Tradition handed down through generations of Maoris tells stories of massacres, battles, and tragedies on the Otago Coast. Some tell of fights with the pakeha many years ago. Much of this tradition is very scanty, but fortunately we sometimes find a full account of the event written down by the captain of a vessel in his log or elsewhere. Such is the case in the story of the dreadful encounter at Murdering Beach 122 years ago.

          
A few miles north of the Taiaroa Head at the entrance to Otago Harbour, and before one reaches Long Beach and the steep rocky cliffs that fall back westwards into Blueskin Bay, is a white sandy beach about half-a-mile in length. Bordered by precipitous cliffs, with steep slopes rising from the sandhills behind, it has a charm all of its own and seems to belie the terrible tragedy which once took place there. Rows of foaming breakers roll in from the ocean, and spread glistening fingers of silver over the wet sands. 
Whareakeake the Maoris call it, though it is better known to the holiday-maker and searcher after Maori relics, as Murdering Beach. Several cwts. of finished and unfinished greenstone implements have been found on this beach, which Maoris say was the chief greenstone manufacturing centre of pre-European times. Few people know the full story of the massacre which took place here in 1817 though they may tell you that “some sailors were murdered there.”

          
Te Paro, a chief of Murihiku in Southland, has given us a Maori version of the affair:—

          
“During a quarrel a white man was killed by Te Matahaere. Later on the Europeans came back and seized Korako or Karaka (an ancestor of Taiaroa). They took these captives on board the ship and the natives on shore considered how to rescue them. They feared the guns of the pakeha and so took the old leaves of the toi-toi and wove them into very thick 
pokeka (rough raincoats) to protect them from the bullets of the white men. Then they paddled out in their canoes to the ship, their leader being the chief, Tukarekare. Korako saw them and jumped overboard, and was picked up by one of the canoes. Not one of those in the canoes was killed by reason of their 
pokeka. I never heard the fate of the other natives who were taken on board.”

          
A European account of the affair was first given by the master of the vessel, Capt. James Kelly, a well-known seaman of his day, in the “Hobart Town Gazette” of 28th March, 1818. Later it was printed more fully in the “Hobart Town Courier” under the title, “Adventure at Otago Forty Years Ago,” from which paper it was gleaned for the “Otago Witness” of 21st August, 1858. Here is the full story of this tragic adventure —one of the most thrilling in the annals of Southern New Zealand:—

          
Port Daniel where the adventure is laid is now better known as the peaceful settlement of Otago. The name “Port Daniel” does not appear on charts of the time, the place being generally known as the “River.”
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The brig 
Sophia (Mr. James Kelly, master), sailed from Hobart Town on 12th November, 1817, on a sealing voyage, and anchored at Port Daniel on the S.E. side of the southern part of New Zealand on 11th December. This place was then known to Europeans only within the last seven years. At that time there was no European settlement here, for it was not until 1831 that the Weller Brothers established a whaling station at Otakau, near the Heads. The Maoris, however, were not entirely unfamiliar with the white man, as Captain Kelly later found out. Sealing vessels occasionally frequented the coast, and anchoring here bartered for potatoes which the natives grew.

          
An ebb-tide was running as the 
Sophia dropped anchor about two miles offshore, riding safely on a moderate swell. Gazing landward they saw stretches of white beach and surf, with bush-clad slopes rising from the cliff edges and gullies to the heights of Mihiwaka and Moponui. On the south side of the “River” entrance smoke could be seen rising from a native village. Captain Kelly decided to go on shore right away, and taking a boat's crew made for the beach where he met with a friendly reception from the natives. This was attributed to the fact that one of the crew, William Tucker, had been on the coast and had won their apparent friendship some years previously. They called him “Wioree.”

          
Next day Captain Kelly again went ashore with six men to Small Bay (Murdering Beach). Riding in on the
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surf they drew the boat up on the beach and left one man to look after it.

          
Here also the Maoris who crowded about them knew Tucker as “Wioree,” and seemed very friendly. Making his way into the village Kelly sought the house of the chief, where he was greatly surprised to be saluted by a Lascar who told him he had been left there by Captain Fowler of the brig 
Matilda some months previously. During a long talk Kelly inquired after a boat's crew which had been lost near Port Daniel and was told that they had all been killed and eaten by the Maoris. Kelly, unfortunatey in the light of later events, did not regard this as a bad omen.

          
Entering the house of the chief, Kelly made him a small present of iron and with the help of the Lascar, who knew the Maori tongue, began to bargain for potatoes. Round about them stood the boat's crew and also about 60 Maoris, while many more were peering in from outside trying to gain a glimpse of the curious white men. Bargaining was going ahead smoothly when “in an instant,” said Kelly, “a horrid yell was raised by the natives.” Kelly, Jim Griffiths and Veto Violi were thrown down by the mob. Tucker, Dutton and Wallon were also seized but got away and made a rush across the sand to the boat, where they found Robinson, the man left in charge, reeling at the water's edge from a bad wound in the head. Thinking it was impossible more could escape, the three launched the boat into the surf, while Tucker ran back onto the beach to help the others.

          

Meanwhile, Kelly, surrounded by yelling natives, was fighting for his life. Luckily he had a new billhook with him, and laying about him with this succeeded in getting away, though badly speared through one hand. Poor Veto was lying dead further up the beach with terrible wounds in the head, while Jim Griffiths was nowhere to be seen. Running into the water, Kelly pulled himself into the boat, calling on Tucker to follow. Tucker, however, was too late. A number of the savages rushed at him with spears and hatchets, knocking him down in the foaming surf and tearing him limb from limb. Only one piteous cry did he give: “Captain Kelly, for God's sake don't leave me.” Poor fellow, he no doubt thought since the natives knew him he could save the other two. As later evidence showed, however, he was himself the cause of this ghastly tragedy.

          
Captain Kelly and the three survivors rowed quickly back to the 
Sophia, where they found to their dismay some 150 natives from the other village on the deck, the yards, and in the rigging. Exhausted by his fight and wounds the Captain was ill-prepared for more fighting when Mr. Kirk, the first mate, suddenly shouted to him, “They are going to take the vessel from us!” Calling all the crew Kelly formed them into a solid square under the main boom. With a blood-curdling yell the head chief, Karaka, gave the war-cry and his warriors, armed with spears and adzes, rushed upon the crew. Kelly shouted to his men to use their sealing knives and cut away, and in his own words “the natives began to fall so fast that a great number jumped overboard and were drowned, or swept out to sea by the strong ebb-tide, which was then running.” Karaka, in a frenzy of rage at his defeat, rushed upon an unwary sailor with a tomahawk, but was over-powered and locked in the store-room below.

          
It was now late afternoon, and the long shadows of the hills crept out towards the vessel as the sun sank in a golden blaze behind Moponui.

          
Soon after dawn next morning the natives were seen to gather about their canoes and cry out for their chief. Karaka, his hands tied behind his back, was brought on deck. When the natives saw him there was great rejoicing. Karaka called on them to bring a large canoe load of potatoes alongside, as the Captain thought, for his liberation. A canoe with two men was launched and paddled out to the ship. As it neared the brig a keen-eyed sailor stationed aft, cried out, “The canoe is full of men!” The Maoris had used a very cunning piece of strategy; lying in the bottom of the canoe were three dozen Maoris covered with flax mats. A volley was fired into the canoe from the ship. The natives, who were all armed with short clubs and spears, jumped into the water and endeavoured to pull the canoe alongside the brig. Several were shot in trying to climb up the sides of the vessel. Karaka, without warning, made a rush and jumped into the sea. Two of his men very gallantly swam to him and took him ashore, where he died of his wounds next morning.

          
Again a good watch was kept all night. At daylight the Maoris were gathered in large numbers on the shore, “seemingly lamenting and crying because of the death of Karaka.” In a little while they began to launch the canoes. “We thought it better to stop them if possible,” says Captain Kelly. “We immediately manned two boats and taking arms and ammunition pulled in close to the beach where the canoes were lying, determined to destroy their navy to prevent them attacking the brig.” As they came near the beach the natives all ran away over the hill. One boat's crew jumped into the water and pulled the canoe up on the sand, while the other kept afloat to cover the men on the beach with their muskets. “We then commenced with two long cross-cut saws cutting the canoes up, each into three pieces.” Forty-two canoes altogether were destroyed in this manner, very ruthless it seems to us of a later generation. As they required firewood some were split up and taken on board. When all the canoes had been wrecked thus, the Maoris trying to catch the sailors off guard, rushed into the water up to their necks trying to get hold of the 
Sophia's boats, but did not wound any of the white men.

          
What was the reason for the Maoris’ sudden attack on the white men on Murdering Beach, and the three ghastly murders they committed? It was ascertained that the unfortunate Tucker had, in 1811, stolen a preserved head from the natives at Riverton, and had only saved his life from 
utu or reprisal by the vessel sailing before the theft was discovered. Incidentally this was the first baked head offered for sale in Sydney.

          
Whether Tucker thought that the theft had been forgotten or his offence condoned does not appear, as he had the hardihood to return and claim the friendship of the natives whose kindness and confidence he had outraged on a former occasion.
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(Continued from page 
15)

          
bubbling masses, for this room is simply a gargantuan kitchen on jam day. My own cooking knowledge was improved here by the statement that “quick boiling” was the art of jam and conserve making. Here are efficient devices for ensuring speed in boiling.

          
Mechanical ingenuity has reached heights in many parts of Whittome Stevenson's factory. The onion machine is a good example. This is a revolving cylinder holding gas and air, turning at twelve revolutions a minute. It is fluted so as to harass the outer skins, and eventually only the white, clear globe of each onion remains. The tops and tails are removed rather like those of the old-fashioned gooseberry, a task most of us remember with misgivings.

          
I also observed the expert bottle smeller whose nose detected any taint of flavour in any bottle. By way of exact opposite to the many mechanical devices, there were many busy women cutting up cauliflowers and other vegetables. No substitute for skilful hands has yet been able to cope with this task.

          
One of the wonders of this factory is the cool-room for vegetables. Differing strengths of brine are employed and I learned of the interesting discovery of the “open vat.”

          
Light is the deadly enemy of the fungus, which is the danger in cool storage. There was real comfort to me in the huge collections of poor-man oranges, tomatoes and other products of the New Zealand soil. I found that Whittome Stevenson use all local products, most of it coming from Pukekohe and the district. Our season, which lasts from January to May, accounts for the need for storage in such ample fashion.

          
It is, of course, obvious that it is of great importance that such firms as Whittome Stevenson should expand and that New Zealanders should use their own products, in this case, sauces, pickles and conserve. We know that these products are pure when the ingredients come from our own gardens and are grown by our own fellow-countrymen under proper State supervision.

          
One fact is worth mentioning—we can't grow gherkins, although plenty of encouragement has been given by Whittome Stevenson. Ours have a hard, little spine, so that the first local Burbank who grows a real gherkin has a fortune awaiting him.
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I am looking forward to the day when many thousands of New Zealanders will be needed to supply, from their own gardens, all the ingredients for such products as pickles, sauces, and their like.

          
There is no excuse for bringing these things from overseas.

          
The common ingredient of these four industrial establishments is the fact that they are all four of great age, of great experience of local needs, and all have a continuity of family management. They are wholly and purely New Zealand institutions, and we should be all the more proud of their efficiency and modernity as manufacturing units for that good, golden reason.
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In this contest five competitors submitted correct solutions, and therefore share the 
Prize of £200 in Cash. Each will receive £40. Their names are.—

          

Mr. J. Coggins, Rose-Bank Road, Avondale, Auckland.
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Solution to “Puzzle Pie” No. 315.

          
Paragraph from the “N.Z. Sporting and Dramatic Review,” 14th November, 1935:—

          
“Melbourne Cup day proved fine and, as usual, there was an enormous attendance at Flemington to witness the seventy-fifth contest for the most valuable two-mile handicap in the Southern Hemisphere.”
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Nonsensical Notes
            
          
        

        
(
Perpetrated and Illustrated by 

Ken Alexander
).

        

          
Amusical Moments.

          

Musicians insist that it is necessary to understand music before you can understand music. In this respect it differs from all the other arts. For instance, anyone can write a book provided he is so devoid of imagination that he has no fear of the consequences. Anyone can paint a picture provided he is not so old-fashioned as to demand a subject for it; any picture is bound to look like 
something, even if it is only like an explosion in a pickle factory.

          
No experience is required to write poetry—if you are not a poet. But, of course, if you 
are a poet you will not write poetry because your time will be fully occupied tallying carcases in a meat-works or trying to decipher the signatures at the ends of business letters.

          
Only people with sufficient private means to make it impossible for them to be poets can afford the time to write poetry; and only those with so much money that they think Browning was the author of a cookery book can afford to buy it.

          
The difficulty with music is that those who understand it best always explain it worst; something like Mr. Pitman struggling to explain shorthand, in shorthand, to a cross-eyed Croat during a black-out.

        

        

          
The Power of The Piece.

          
We are led to believe that “good” music is descriptive of a series of events or emotions, forced into the ear by means of impressed air.

          
Unfortunately, many of us, otherwise carried away by music, belong to that ignorant army of educational refugees, reared in the belief that a piece of music is an understandable 
piece, like a piece of soap—that you can point to and say with certainty: “That is an indubitable piece of soap because I ricked my hip trying to overpower it in the bath this morning.” We, of this deplorable rabble, were reared in an age when all music was in “pieces,” aesthetically and actually.

          
During those musical evenings, in which all and sundry lambasted the larynx without pity for the neighbours, it was always necessary to track down the pieces of a “piece” before Sister Amnesia could give us the “Gypsy's Warning,” which today would probably be construed as an air-raid warning. And young Leonard McTonsil was always asked: “Have you brought your pieces?” And, sad to say, he never said “No.”
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Carried Away By Music


I always felt that my Uncle Henry would have been a much more successful man if he had not spent so much time hoping that Leonard would say “No.” At our schools, also, only “pieces” were sung. Sometimes they were in several pieces called roundelays or part songs. The round delays were always discernible, but the part in which they were songs was practically impossible to detect. The teacher's announcement always was: “Our piece today will be ‘Oh Ye Merry Tadpoles’”; or “Fun at the Ferry.” “Fun at the Ferry” always sounded more like tragedy at the boiler factory.

        

        

          
Quavers and Quivers.

          
But that's the way you and I were brought up. Consequently, when you attended your first concert to hear Whoopaletti's Nocturne in H
2O, Opus 999.a., you expected to get something you could swallow in the piece, as it were. But, actually, it were not. Just when you imagined that the orchestra had finished tuning up and the music was about to begin you were told that it was all over. It



was not the composer's fault or the orchestra's fault; it was the fault of being used to having all your music in the piece.

          
But this composition, instead of being in one piece, seemed to you to be a kind of orchestrated chop-suey served in a dining-car without springs by an acrobatic waiter crossed in love.

          
You came away feeling that the fifty-seven pieces you had heard would have been all right if someone had remembered to separate them. At the same time you were ashamed of yourself. You felt as ignorant as an author at a literary dinner; when you heard the true music lovers murmuring: “What tonal coloration in the antiseptic sequences!” “What descriptive genius in the peripatetic penultimates!”; you knew that your early conception that a piece of music was a piece of music was as erroneous as your belief that a hogget is a young pig. You hunched yourself up in your collar so that nobody could see what a gross, ignorant, common face you had. You felt as bad as the man who called a tennis racket a “bat” at Wimbledon, or the one who admitted at a meeting of the Quorn that he had once shot a fox —the cad!

        

        

          
Lost in the Jingle.

          
One of the greatest difficulties of those who have been dragged up on five-finger exercises is to get at what the composer is getting at. Take descriptive music! With the exception of Wagner, who is always so emphatic that you sometimes wish that he had taken aspirin with his aspirations, you are liable to get lost in the Jingle. With Wagner you are always safe if you guess that he is doing something with lightning and wild horses and tanks rolling down iron staircases; and, even with other composers, it is not so hard if a clue is given away with the title. A piece called “Moonlight
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“Hunched up into your collar so that nobody could see what a gross, ignorant, common face you had.”


on the Gasworks” is quite easy to visualise. But, in the absence of a merciful title, it is fatal, after listening to a piece, to murmur: “Ah, yes. How lovely! You can positively 
see the waves dancing on the coral strand whilst the palms sway and bow to the tropic breeze.” As sure as you unleash such a blatant segment of boloney you find that the piece you have just heard is “Stampede of the Reindeer,” or “Ratcatcher Overture.”

          
It makes it difficult for a plain, ordinary citizen, whose music is almost entirely confined to the bath, and who has never actually been locked up in an insane asylum, to retain any confidence in his sanity.

          
On the other hand, it doesn't seem to help much even when the piece is described to you in advance. There is something wrong either with your ear or your brain—or both.

          
Some merciful person, noting that you have a very low brow and pickled-onion eyes, essays to give you the low-down on the composer's uplift. He describes the whole works in that goo-goo kind of voice which you expect, at any moment, to say: “… and so the king said to the beggar, ‘slay the dragon and you may wed my lovely daughter.’” He is patient with you and is probably a lover of dogs and other dumb animals, too. With the help of hip and thigh, Adam's apple, all his hands and the best part of his spine he gives you a hundred-per-cent. action story of what you are about to hear. But you don't. What he has described as the tragic love story of Aspedestra and Neurasthenia 
will persist in projecting itself on your dome as a picture of bulls at play in a bottle yard or stormy weather off Flushing.

          
You can't blame the music or the players. You may have an ear for music but what you need is a head to wear it on.
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Amusical Moments.

          

Musicians insist that it is necessary to understand music before you can understand music. In this respect it differs from all the other arts. For instance, anyone can write a book provided he is so devoid of imagination that he has no fear of the consequences. Anyone can paint a picture provided he is not so old-fashioned as to demand a subject for it; any picture is bound to look like 
something, even if it is only like an explosion in a pickle factory.

          
No experience is required to write poetry—if you are not a poet. But, of course, if you 
are a poet you will not write poetry because your time will be fully occupied tallying carcases in a meat-works or trying to decipher the signatures at the ends of business letters.

          
Only people with sufficient private means to make it impossible for them to be poets can afford the time to write poetry; and only those with so much money that they think Browning was the author of a cookery book can afford to buy it.

          
The difficulty with music is that those who understand it best always explain it worst; something like Mr. Pitman struggling to explain shorthand, in shorthand, to a cross-eyed Croat during a black-out.
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During those musical evenings, in which all and sundry lambasted the larynx without pity for the neighbours, it was always necessary to track down the pieces of a “piece” before Sister Amnesia could give us the “Gypsy's Warning,” which today would probably be construed as an air-raid warning. And young Leonard McTonsil was always asked: “Have you brought your pieces?” And, sad to say, he never said “No.”
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Daylight Rail-Car Trip through the main Trunh
          


          
The Spiral And Other Features
        

        

          

It is only when one has the chance to travel by rail-car in daylight through the Main Trunk route of the North Island from Auckland to Wellington that one realises how much this new aid to travel can do to make the more spectacular views of scenic New Zealand available to railway passengers.

          
The more interesting parts of this route are traversed by all express trains in the night hours—excepting on the infrequent occasions when the Daylight Limited runs, and even travellers by this train cannot obtain the best in scenic effects that all the country between Te Kuiti and Marton has to offer. There are the bold yet friendly contours of the fertile limestone belt above Marton, with its rich river-flats and canyons of Arizonan magnificence. There are the broad landscape views of the mountainous central plateau, dominated by Ruapehu, Tongariro and the smoking Ngauruhoe volcano. Southward of Mangapeehi one looks across reaches of low hills that emerge like islands from a sea of blue. Across folds of land one gains occasional glimpses of the snow-capped Egmont. And a highlight of the journey is the rich forest grandeur of the virgin country near Ohakune.

          
It needs a rail-car trip to gain all the advantages of this route, and when such trips become available to the ordinary traveller their popularity will never wane.

          
From the rail-car one sees the engineering problems of construction and maintenance much more intimately and clearly than can be done by any other means, on this, of all the railway lines in New Zealand, the most notable in the range and variety of its engineering achievements.

          
The drama of the Raurimu Spiral is unfolded clearly on the southward run.

          
Its serpentine convolutions remind one strongly of the puzzling intricacies found in old-world mazes. With this difference: on the Raurimu route you know that if you keep on going on, you will come out all right—the continuous track sees to that. Here, as the railcar takes the curves, one can view the steep, rugged walls which hem the line and observe the endless work of surfacemen in keeping the scarred hill faces clear of loose boulders—work that ensures the safe passage of the trains.
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Looking down on Raurimu Station from the first turn on the Spiral.
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Typical scenic grandeur in the National Park area of the North Island Main Trunk Line. This view shows the Manganoi-a-te-ao Viaduct with Mt. Ruapehu (9,175ft.) in the background.


          

          


          
From a point 198 miles south of Auckland the first view of the upper tracks is obtained; and then the attention is riveted in lively interest as the rail-car runs past Raurimu Station and through all the twists and turns of this remarkable piece of railway engineering, until the straight is reached, 500 feet higher and 5 ¼ miles farther on. The distance between these two points “as the crow flies,” is, however, only two miles.

          
From Raurimu Station the first rise is in the form of a balloon loop, but when the train comes back on the upper side of the loop, although it is only 5 ½ chains away from the station, it is 100 feet above it. For the next stage of the climb the track is almost triangular in shape, with a curl as it reaches the 200-feet elevation, just a little beyond the second tunnel, and right in the centre of the famous spiral loop. The track in the third 100-feet climb is shaped for all the world like a half-moon reap-hook with a bent handle. Between the third and fourth hundred feet of elevation the line is notable for its dog's leg bend, and the fifth 100-feet rise has the sectional outline of the dipper constellation with the straight handle headed towards National Park— the detraining station for visitors to the great Government Hostel, the Chateau Tongariro, ten miles away by motor service. This scenic resort hostel is the most magnificent in the Dominion.

          
Along the plateau of National Park there is a 20-mile run at an elevation of about 2,500 feet until the track drops down through glorious stretches of forest and over zooming viaducts to Ohakune, 2,029 feet above the sea and not far from the centre of the North Island.

          
These are among the scenic pleasures that rail-car transport reveals to the full on the North Island Main Trunk railway; and it is one bright hope of the future that the running of Standard rail-cars on this route may become a regular feature of travel in New Zealand.

        

        

          
“
Making New Zealand.”

          
Congratulations to the Centennial Branch of the Internal Affairs Department on the first issues of “Making New Zealand” the series of pictorial surveys on which a staff of specially selected writers and artists has been busy for some time. I have seen advance copies of the first two issues to be published on 1st November, and of numbers three and four to follow on 15th November. The aim of the compiler has been achieved in a series of surveys to interest everybody. The genius behind the pictorial side appears to have combed every book and periodical of New Zealand interest, and the blockmaker having done his job well the resultant gallery of pictures is an invaluable record for all time. The narratives accompanying these pictures are concise, interesting, and, where need be, dramatic. Each survey is in magazine form of thirty-two pages with over 60 illustrations and 5,000 words of text. The titles of the first four issues are:—“The Beginning” by Dr. R. S. Allan (primeval New Zealand before the advent of man); “The Maori” by Dr., E. Beaglehole (the communal life and customs of the Maori before the white man came); “Navigators and Explorers” by J. D. Pascoe (interior pioneering as well as marine discovery); and “Whalers and Sealers” by D. O. W. Hall.

          
There are thirty pictorial surveys in the complete series and the price is 1/-each. For readers who wish to collect the pictorials and have them bound into more permanent form, binding cases will be available at 3/- each (to hold 15 copies).
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White for Summer
          

          

For freshness and smartness, for any hour of the day, choose white.

          
For that early game of tennis, slip into an extremely simple white linen, sleeveless, with a very short flared skirt. (Yes, above the knees!). The peter-pan collar, the belt and the pocket monogram may be in colour.

          
For the seaside promenade or for any outdoor holiday occasion, wear a white linen jacket with elbow sleeves and mannish revers. If your frock or trouser suit is of navy, have the jacket piped to match, and you'll double the style value.

          
For town (coffee at eleven, a little luncheon party, afternoon meeting) be suitably clad and very smart in your slim dark frock with white peter-pan collar and belt, worn under a white swagger coat; your turban, of course, is also of white.

          
Equally smart is a suit of dark grey or black when freshened with a front of white broderie anglaise and a white hat, miniature sailor style, with the crown swathed in black ribbon which hangs in wide tails at the back. The same hat will look delightful with your plainest black frock, especially if collar and cuffs are white.

          
Veils can do astonishing things to white hats. A cheeky “young” gob hat, held in place by a back band of white ribbon, becomes older, more experienced, when draped with dark veiling.

          
I have seen the sweetest “granny” bonnet in white (or black) for the young, complete even to white ribbon ties under the chin.

          
For the evening reception be soigné in chalk-white crepe, deftly draped. The corsage is deceivingly simple, with slim, plain shoulder straps, and three tiny diamenté clips to hold the front fullness in place.

          
In contrasting mode is the picture frock, the young girl's dream, in white muslin, huge-skirted, frilled and furbelowed. If you love muslin, but not dead white, combine white and black, white for frill and black for furbelow, excitingly commingled. Or choose the same material, the same style, in a rich, strong shade of royal blue.

        

        

          
Her Outlook is Warped.

          
I'm laughing at Mrs. A., although I suppose I should weep for her. I've been listening, as sympathetically as may be (hypocrite that I am!) to one of her typical monologues. A simple question is enough to start her off. The conversation, leaving out my brief interpolations and attempts at departure, goes something like this:

          
“And how is John getting on at school, Mrs. A.?”

          
“Oh, very well, considering. Not but what he'd do a lot better if he was helped more by the teacher, but there it is. I've never known a teacher yet who didn't have pets, and John resents it. He should have as much attention as anyone else, even if their fathers 
are bank managers and lawyers, and so I've told him—and told his teacher too, not in so many words, but a pretty clear hint.

          
“I've had John at home with a cold most of the week. I must get his teacher to shift him away from the window. No, not a bad cold. Yes, thank you, it seems to be better now, but I'm not sending him back in a hurry. Some of the boys are so rough in the playground, and John gets playing with them and gets over-heated, and stays late after school, and I'm worried as to his whereabouts. No, he's not subject to colds. Yes, he's quite strong, but I feel a mother should take care.

          
“No, I haven't seen Mrs. B. lately, not since the bazaar. I suppose she's up to the eyes preparing for her boy's birthday party to-morrow?

          
“Muddle! That's what I thought when I had to help her with her stall at the last minute, boxing those sweets





[image: ]
that Mrs. C. sent in at the last minute. Most inconsiderate! Not that the birthday party's going to be so grand, with just her small dining-room and garden. No, John's not going. He's at home with a cold. But, as I said to John, Mrs. B. might at least have invited him. He's not so much younger than Bert, and, after all, she and I have been friends for years—as far as one can be with a woman who's all for herself and her own, and really more hindrance than help when it comes to committees and sewing meetings and such things.

          
“Yes, the bazaar went off quite well. And so it should, with all the work that went into it. I just slaved over that flower stall. Not but what I could have taken it easy, like some of the stallholders, as far as the vicar's wife was concerned. Not a word, my dear, not a word! Far too busy, she was, entertaining the nobs, to spare a bit of praise for those who'd slaved to make it a success. Yes, certainly the vicar seemed most appreciative in his little speech. I always thought it was a pity he married her, so much younger, and really with no 
vocation for it. Yes, I suppose she is settling down quite nicely, and it's not as if she was a young girl, but still….

          
“Oh, there's Mrs. C. I don't suppose she'll look this way. Just too up and down, haven't you noticed? One day sweet as pie, and the next she hardly knows you exist.”

          
And so on, and so on, while one vainly strives to get away gracefully. When one does succeed, one spends a few anxious moments wondering what Mrs. A. will have to say about one to the next acquaintance she meets.

          
Poor Mrs. A.! She should arouse pity, rather than amusement and annoyance. Some day she will be an ugly old woman, with her face expressing the suspicion and jealously she feels for the rest of humanity. If only she could realize what is happening to her, and do something about it.

          
Meantime, she is ruining her boy John, a naturally healthy, friendly soul. Each day she pours into his ear a little of the poison which is killing her own best qualities. If only she realized, she would seek an immediate antidote.

          
If she made a habit of asking John what “good” things happened at school, she would no doubt hear of many little words of praise and encouragement from so-called “unsympathetic” teachers, and of jolly happenings in class-room and playground. Also, she would be directing John's attention towards happy things, and thus developing a happy outlook.

          
It is a great pity that Mrs. A. remembers every good deed (e.g., helping Mrs. B. with her stall) and expects always to be done by as she did. Surely a little help to others gives pleasure enough to the helper, without tallying up and expecting a 
quid pro quo.

          
Poor Mrs. A.! I don't wonder that even the friendliest people rather avoid her. Her complaints about others make so clear her own warped, jealous outlook. Why doesn't she forget about herself, and treat the rest of the world naturally and happily, without wondering what slights are intended? No one wishes or intends to slight her; and it's a friendly world to friendly people.
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White for Summer
          

          

For freshness and smartness, for any hour of the day, choose white.

          
For that early game of tennis, slip into an extremely simple white linen, sleeveless, with a very short flared skirt. (Yes, above the knees!). The peter-pan collar, the belt and the pocket monogram may be in colour.

          
For the seaside promenade or for any outdoor holiday occasion, wear a white linen jacket with elbow sleeves and mannish revers. If your frock or trouser suit is of navy, have the jacket piped to match, and you'll double the style value.

          
For town (coffee at eleven, a little luncheon party, afternoon meeting) be suitably clad and very smart in your slim dark frock with white peter-pan collar and belt, worn under a white swagger coat; your turban, of course, is also of white.

          
Equally smart is a suit of dark grey or black when freshened with a front of white broderie anglaise and a white hat, miniature sailor style, with the crown swathed in black ribbon which hangs in wide tails at the back. The same hat will look delightful with your plainest black frock, especially if collar and cuffs are white.

          
Veils can do astonishing things to white hats. A cheeky “young” gob hat, held in place by a back band of white ribbon, becomes older, more experienced, when draped with dark veiling.

          
I have seen the sweetest “granny” bonnet in white (or black) for the young, complete even to white ribbon ties under the chin.

          
For the evening reception be soigné in chalk-white crepe, deftly draped. The corsage is deceivingly simple, with slim, plain shoulder straps, and three tiny diamenté clips to hold the front fullness in place.

          
In contrasting mode is the picture frock, the young girl's dream, in white muslin, huge-skirted, frilled and furbelowed. If you love muslin, but not dead white, combine white and black, white for frill and black for furbelow, excitingly commingled. Or choose the same material, the same style, in a rich, strong shade of royal blue.
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Her Outlook is Warped.

          
I'm laughing at Mrs. A., although I suppose I should weep for her. I've been listening, as sympathetically as may be (hypocrite that I am!) to one of her typical monologues. A simple question is enough to start her off. The conversation, leaving out my brief interpolations and attempts at departure, goes something like this:

          
“And how is John getting on at school, Mrs. A.?”

          
“Oh, very well, considering. Not but what he'd do a lot better if he was helped more by the teacher, but there it is. I've never known a teacher yet who didn't have pets, and John resents it. He should have as much attention as anyone else, even if their fathers 
are bank managers and lawyers, and so I've told him—and told his teacher too, not in so many words, but a pretty clear hint.

          
“I've had John at home with a cold most of the week. I must get his teacher to shift him away from the window. No, not a bad cold. Yes, thank you, it seems to be better now, but I'm not sending him back in a hurry. Some of the boys are so rough in the playground, and John gets playing with them and gets over-heated, and stays late after school, and I'm worried as to his whereabouts. No, he's not subject to colds. Yes, he's quite strong, but I feel a mother should take care.

          
“No, I haven't seen Mrs. B. lately, not since the bazaar. I suppose she's up to the eyes preparing for her boy's birthday party to-morrow?

          
“Muddle! That's what I thought when I had to help her with her stall at the last minute, boxing those sweets
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that Mrs. C. sent in at the last minute. Most inconsiderate! Not that the birthday party's going to be so grand, with just her small dining-room and garden. No, John's not going. He's at home with a cold. But, as I said to John, Mrs. B. might at least have invited him. He's not so much younger than Bert, and, after all, she and I have been friends for years—as far as one can be with a woman who's all for herself and her own, and really more hindrance than help when it comes to committees and sewing meetings and such things.

          
“Yes, the bazaar went off quite well. And so it should, with all the work that went into it. I just slaved over that flower stall. Not but what I could have taken it easy, like some of the stallholders, as far as the vicar's wife was concerned. Not a word, my dear, not a word! Far too busy, she was, entertaining the nobs, to spare a bit of praise for those who'd slaved to make it a success. Yes, certainly the vicar seemed most appreciative in his little speech. I always thought it was a pity he married her, so much younger, and really with no 
vocation for it. Yes, I suppose she is settling down quite nicely, and it's not as if she was a young girl, but still….

          
“Oh, there's Mrs. C. I don't suppose she'll look this way. Just too up and down, haven't you noticed? One day sweet as pie, and the next she hardly knows you exist.”

          
And so on, and so on, while one vainly strives to get away gracefully. When one does succeed, one spends a few anxious moments wondering what Mrs. A. will have to say about one to the next acquaintance she meets.

          
Poor Mrs. A.! She should arouse pity, rather than amusement and annoyance. Some day she will be an ugly old woman, with her face expressing the suspicion and jealously she feels for the rest of humanity. If only she could realize what is happening to her, and do something about it.

          
Meantime, she is ruining her boy John, a naturally healthy, friendly soul. Each day she pours into his ear a little of the poison which is killing her own best qualities. If only she realized, she would seek an immediate antidote.

          
If she made a habit of asking John what “good” things happened at school, she would no doubt hear of many little words of praise and encouragement from so-called “unsympathetic” teachers, and of jolly happenings in class-room and playground. Also, she would be directing John's attention towards happy things, and thus developing a happy outlook.

          
It is a great pity that Mrs. A. remembers every good deed (e.g., helping Mrs. B. with her stall) and expects always to be done by as she did. Surely a little help to others gives pleasure enough to the helper, without tallying up and expecting a 
quid pro quo.

          
Poor Mrs. A.! I don't wonder that even the friendliest people rather avoid her. Her complaints about others make so clear her own warped, jealous outlook. Why doesn't she forget about herself, and treat the rest of the world naturally and happily, without wondering what slights are intended? No one wishes or intends to slight her; and it's a friendly world to friendly people.
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Health Notes.

        

          
During the early summer months skin troubles of various kinds are likely to develop. To avoid any possible irritation at this time of the year, it is essential to change the diet—eliminating the more heating foods and substituting fresh fruit, salads, etc.

          
Sunburn also is a source of frequent irritation, during the early stages of sunbathing.

          
Gradual exposure to the morning and afternoon sun should be the rule, avoiding the strong mid-day sun. Commence the first day with ten minutes for the front of the body and five minutes for the back, gradually increasing the exposure until the skin is well-browned.

          
Always wear a wide-brimmed hat, however, to protect the eyes and the back of the head and neck. Defective eyesight in an adult can often be traced to the carelessness — or pride — of mothers who have allowed their children to be injudiciously exposed to the strong sunlight.

          
During the summer it is a painful sight to see children on the beaches and playgrounds minus their hats. One visualises all manner of complaints that may arise from the effect of the midday sun, especially on their tender little heads.

        

        

          

Food Facts.


Potatoes.

          
The mineral matters, vitamins, fat and protein elements are all very largely contained next to the skin, and in peeling potatoes thickly, these ingredients are lost. This leaves starch as the main nutritive element of what is now an unbalanced food product.

          
Contrary to the popular belief, the potato is not fattening if it remains well-balanced, but combined with fats and other starches and deprived of its food balance by being peeled thickly it does prove fattening.

          
If the potato is twice cooked—first steamed and then baked—the starch becomes partially dextrinised and much more digestible.
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A Savoury Potato Dish.

          
Just before potatoes are quite done, drain them well and cut into fairly large cubes. Add half as many smaller cubes of cheese, a few chopped spring onions and a pinch of mixed herbs. Melt a tablespoon of butter in a frying-pan and put in the mixture. Cook carefully on a hot fire until the cheese softens. Dish up on a hot platter, squeeze a little lemon juice and add a grating of nutmeg.

        

        

          
Apple Amber.

          
Stew two pounds apples without peeling them; cut them in quarters. A teacup of water is sufficient, and a piece of lemon-peel added will improve the flavour. Then sieve the apples and sweeten the puré with brown sugar. Add the beaten yolks of three eggs to the puré.

          
Whip the whites of the eggs to a stiff froth. Turn the puré into a buttered baking dish and pile the frothed whites atop. Sprinkle with castor sugar and bake in a gentle oven for about 15 minutes, which should be sufficient to colour the meringue delicately.

        

        

          
Blancmange.

          
1 ½ pts. milk, ½ pt. water, 2 ozs. sugar, 3 ozs. cornflour (light weight).

          
Put in the cornflour and sugar and stir the water and milk in gradually, mixing it with the cornflour very carefully at first. Boil for about 10 minutes, stirring frequently. Turn it into mould which has been rinsed with cold water, and allow it to become quite cold.

        

        

          
Spring Onion Soup.

          
Sufficient spring onions should be peeled, fried lightly in a little butter without being browned. A little castor sugar should be sprinkled on and the onions should go on frying until they are golden. Then add a pint or so of stock, together with a little salt and pepper, the whole being boiled for 15 minutes.

        

        

          
Vegetable Sausage.

          
Three carrots, 3 onions, 1 small turnip, 1 parsnip, ½ pt. peas, 2 ozs. butter, 1 egg, 1 tablespoon chopped parsley, pinch salt, ½ lb. breadcrumbs.

          
Boil all vegetables till soft and mix with salt and parsley and pulp to a smooth paste. Roll into sausages, and dip each one into the well-beaten egg and the breadcrumbs, and fry in butter until golden brown.

        

        

          
Ham Croquettes.

          
Three tablespoons butter, 4 tablespoons flour, ½ teaspoon salt, ½ teaspoon pepper, 1 cup milk, 2 cups chopped ham, 1 egg, beaten, 2 cups cracker crumbs.

        

        

          
Vegetables Curried.

          
Any cooked vegetables—diced carrots, parsnips, cauliflower, broad or French beans, turnips, etc., made quite hot in a curry sauce, and served with a border of cooked rice.

        

        

          
Cauliflower Creamed.

          
Boil the cauliflower, taking care not to get it too soft. Place neatly in a dish. Pour over it a thick coating of melted butter sauce with grated cheese in it. Sprinkle grated cheese and then breadcrumbs over all, and brown in a hot oven.

        

        

          
Waldorf Salad.

          
Use equal portions of apple, nuts, and celery, or any proportion convenient at the time. Cut them into small uniform sized pieces. Arrange with salad dressing and serve on lettuce.

        

        

          
Vegetable Souffle.

          
Milk, butter or dripping, 1 oz.; egg, 1; mashed potato, ½ lb.; mashed parsnip, ½ lb.; pepper and salt.

          
Have vegetables quite free from lumps. Add all other ingredients except the egg white. Beat well until quite light. Fold in lightly the stiffly beaten egg white. Bake in greased pie-dish until puffed and lightly browned. Serve at once.

        

        

          
Pineapple Salad.

          
Place a slice of pineapple on a lettuce leaf, sprinkle with grated cheese, and serve with salad dressing.

        

        

          
Baked Marrow.

          
Cut marrow in halves, remove seeds, and stringy portion, place in a dripping pan, cover, and bake two hours, or until soft, in a slow oven. Remove from shell and season with butter, salt and pepper.

        

        

          
Carrots and Peas.

          
Wash, scrape, and cut young carrots in small cubes or fancy shapes; cook until soft in boiling water or stock. Drain, add an equal quantity of cooked green peas, and season with butter, salt and pepper.
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Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 14, Issue 8 (November 1939)

[section]



          
During the early summer months skin troubles of various kinds are likely to develop. To avoid any possible irritation at this time of the year, it is essential to change the diet—eliminating the more heating foods and substituting fresh fruit, salads, etc.

          
Sunburn also is a source of frequent irritation, during the early stages of sunbathing.

          
Gradual exposure to the morning and afternoon sun should be the rule, avoiding the strong mid-day sun. Commence the first day with ten minutes for the front of the body and five minutes for the back, gradually increasing the exposure until the skin is well-browned.

          
Always wear a wide-brimmed hat, however, to protect the eyes and the back of the head and neck. Defective eyesight in an adult can often be traced to the carelessness — or pride — of mothers who have allowed their children to be injudiciously exposed to the strong sunlight.

          
During the summer it is a painful sight to see children on the beaches and playgrounds minus their hats. One visualises all manner of complaints that may arise from the effect of the midday sun, especially on their tender little heads.
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The mineral matters, vitamins, fat and protein elements are all very largely contained next to the skin, and in peeling potatoes thickly, these ingredients are lost. This leaves starch as the main nutritive element of what is now an unbalanced food product.

          
Contrary to the popular belief, the potato is not fattening if it remains well-balanced, but combined with fats and other starches and deprived of its food balance by being peeled thickly it does prove fattening.

          
If the potato is twice cooked—first steamed and then baked—the starch becomes partially dextrinised and much more digestible.
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A Savoury Potato Dish.

          
Just before potatoes are quite done, drain them well and cut into fairly large cubes. Add half as many smaller cubes of cheese, a few chopped spring onions and a pinch of mixed herbs. Melt a tablespoon of butter in a frying-pan and put in the mixture. Cook carefully on a hot fire until the cheese softens. Dish up on a hot platter, squeeze a little lemon juice and add a grating of nutmeg.
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Apple Amber.

          
Stew two pounds apples without peeling them; cut them in quarters. A teacup of water is sufficient, and a piece of lemon-peel added will improve the flavour. Then sieve the apples and sweeten the puré with brown sugar. Add the beaten yolks of three eggs to the puré.

          
Whip the whites of the eggs to a stiff froth. Turn the puré into a buttered baking dish and pile the frothed whites atop. Sprinkle with castor sugar and bake in a gentle oven for about 15 minutes, which should be sufficient to colour the meringue delicately.
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Blancmange.

          
1 ½ pts. milk, ½ pt. water, 2 ozs. sugar, 3 ozs. cornflour (light weight).

          
Put in the cornflour and sugar and stir the water and milk in gradually, mixing it with the cornflour very carefully at first. Boil for about 10 minutes, stirring frequently. Turn it into mould which has been rinsed with cold water, and allow it to become quite cold.
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Spring Onion Soup.

          
Sufficient spring onions should be peeled, fried lightly in a little butter without being browned. A little castor sugar should be sprinkled on and the onions should go on frying until they are golden. Then add a pint or so of stock, together with a little salt and pepper, the whole being boiled for 15 minutes.
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Vegetable Sausage.

          
Three carrots, 3 onions, 1 small turnip, 1 parsnip, ½ pt. peas, 2 ozs. butter, 1 egg, 1 tablespoon chopped parsley, pinch salt, ½ lb. breadcrumbs.

          
Boil all vegetables till soft and mix with salt and parsley and pulp to a smooth paste. Roll into sausages, and dip each one into the well-beaten egg and the breadcrumbs, and fry in butter until golden brown.
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Ham Croquettes.

          
Three tablespoons butter, 4 tablespoons flour, ½ teaspoon salt, ½ teaspoon pepper, 1 cup milk, 2 cups chopped ham, 1 egg, beaten, 2 cups cracker crumbs.
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Vegetables Curried.

          
Any cooked vegetables—diced carrots, parsnips, cauliflower, broad or French beans, turnips, etc., made quite hot in a curry sauce, and served with a border of cooked rice.
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Cauliflower Creamed.

          
Boil the cauliflower, taking care not to get it too soft. Place neatly in a dish. Pour over it a thick coating of melted butter sauce with grated cheese in it. Sprinkle grated cheese and then breadcrumbs over all, and brown in a hot oven.
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Waldorf Salad.

          
Use equal portions of apple, nuts, and celery, or any proportion convenient at the time. Cut them into small uniform sized pieces. Arrange with salad dressing and serve on lettuce.
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Vegetable Souffle.

          
Milk, butter or dripping, 1 oz.; egg, 1; mashed potato, ½ lb.; mashed parsnip, ½ lb.; pepper and salt.

          
Have vegetables quite free from lumps. Add all other ingredients except the egg white. Beat well until quite light. Fold in lightly the stiffly beaten egg white. Bake in greased pie-dish until puffed and lightly browned. Serve at once.
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Pineapple Salad.

          
Place a slice of pineapple on a lettuce leaf, sprinkle with grated cheese, and serve with salad dressing.
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Baked Marrow.

          
Cut marrow in halves, remove seeds, and stringy portion, place in a dripping pan, cover, and bake two hours, or until soft, in a slow oven. Remove from shell and season with butter, salt and pepper.
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Carrots and Peas.

          
Wash, scrape, and cut young carrots in small cubes or fancy shapes; cook until soft in boiling water or stock. Drain, add an equal quantity of cooked green peas, and season with butter, salt and pepper.
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Centennial Exhibition



Well Worthy Of New Zealand




Surprise and Inspiration for All


        

          

            
Even veteran journalists, who recently went through the Exhibition Buildings and Playground, admitted frankly that the great national enterprise had far exceeded their expectations. It was one of the rare cases in their experience when reality surpassed the predictions of promoters.
          

          

It is claimed with good reason for the New Zealand Centennial Exhibition that it is more representative of the Dominion than any other exhibition elsewhere has been representative of its particular country. The Exhibition is a complete miniature of the Dominion in regard to natural resources, primary and secondary industries, governmental and welfare activities and tourist attractions.

          
The flat site of the fifty-five acres at Rongotai, Wellington, has fourteen acres of buildings in the main block and forty acres of grounds for amusements and gardens.

          
The provinces have combined in one great scheme which enables each district to display models of famous scenery and industrial development. The presentation of thermal marvels, mountains, lakes, fiords, rivers and waterfalls, forests, glow-worm caves and other features strongly supports New Zealand's right to the title of “Wonderland of the Pacific.” There is pleasant evidence of friendly rivalry of provinces in the competition for tourist business.

          
The Amusement Park—Playland—is probably the best of its kind ever seen in the Southern Hemisphere.

          
The buildings and grounds at night will be a fairyland of coloured lights, ever-changing in marvellous patterns, which will be reflected in pools of the main avenue.

          
The Women's Section will be a revelation to New Zealanders as well as to visitors from overseas. The place of women in modern life will be impressively demonstrated.

        

        

          
Big Advance on the Exhibition of 1925–26.

          
A review of the big Exhibition at Dunedin in 1925–26 had this passage: “The New Zealand and South Seas Exhibition has been a liberal education to many New Zealanders on the progress achieved by their own country in the short span of eighty-five years since the beginning of organised settlement. The historic enterprise at Dunedin has placed before the people much memorable evidence of the strong development and far-ranging activities of Government Departments and the remarkable growth of the primary and secondary industries, and they have been able to visualise that greater New Zealand which will result from a full exploitation of the country's natural wealth. The many thousands of New Zealand visitors to the Exhibition have learned also the larger lesson of the British Empire's evolution from a small territory and tribal strife into the world's greatest Commonwealth of Nations, strongly welded in kinship and friendship.”

          
Reviewers of the Centennial Exhibition will be able to add much to any tribute paid to the Dunedin Exhibition.

        

        

          
National Importance increased by the War.

          
The Hon. D. G. Sullivan, President of the Exhibition, has rightly held that the national importance of the enterprise is increased, not lessened by the outbreak of the war.

          
“The great majority of New Zealanders will share the confidence of the Government and the directors of the Exhibition Company that the huge national enterprise will be beneficial to the public during the war period from two very important viewpoints,” states “New Zealand Centennial News.” First the Exhibition, which is thoroughly representative of New Zealand—its resources, industries, scenery, governmental and social institutions—will be a very impressive reminder of things worth defending. The people will see the whole of their country in miniature, and will have their patriotic feelings stimulated by the splendid spectacles. Moreover, the human contacts, the meeting of folk from all parts of the Dominion, will have a cheering effect. Second, the excellent provision of all manner of amusements will have its proper value in the necessary easing of the strain of war.

          
“After all, there are still twenty-four hours in a day and seven days in a week. It is not good to have minds and hearts stretched ceaselessly on a rack of anxiety.”

        

        

          
Railways Court.


Realistic Miniature Railways.

          
The New Zealand Railways Court is designed to show the railway system in full operation and to indicate prospective developments. The main feature—a model railway—is emphatically a model, not a “toy.” It is actually the scaling-down of a real railway—a miniature system which human midgets could use. If the average man is regarded as a Gulliver, the little railway is one suitable for Lilliputians.

          
The court, with a length of 182 ft. and a width of 36 ft., has space enough for a very impressive spectacular display. Along the whole of the floor-level, with a width of 15 ft., rising to a height of 6 ft., there will be a full-relief model of a typical area of New Zealand through which the railway will run. Above that realistic landscape will be a platform, with a complete range of railway mechanical and electrical exhibits. Curved stairways will give easy access to the public at each end of the platform, from which the railway can be viewed as well as from the floor.

          
As a suitable background to the working and stationary exhibits there will be a mural decoration, 136 ft. in length and 6 ft. in depth, depicting the progress of the country's railways from the beginning to the present year, with impressions of probable developments. This historic mural will be flanked by maps of New Zealand, showing the whole system of rail and road services and the lines under construction.

          
Even a bare outline of details of the model railway shows the elaborate preparations to ensure a memorable demonstration of the various operations. There will be a suburban station of the island type, with platform and verandahs, locomotive-shed, and goods-shed, all electrically lighted; station and goods-yards lighted by two floodlight towers; loading-bank; two tanks; turn-table; viaducts; bridges and overbridges; tunnels; cattle-stops, and other incidentals.

          
One of the model trains is a complete “Limited” express, consisting of a “K” locomotive, two first-class and three second-class carriages, two “sleepers,” and a van, with 320 passengers. The other is a complete goods-train consisting of vehicles for horses, cattle, sheep, pigs, calves, chilled meat, fruit, coal, motor-cars, luggage, and a brake-van.



There are also working models of a rail-car (New Plymouth type) and a multiple-unit (a coach and trailer).

          
A complete range of electric signalling and automatic safety devices will be shown in operation.

          
Rolling-stock, station buildings, passengers, staff, and live-stock are painted in true detail. There are also model trees, houses, motor-cars, ships, and persons for the landscape setting.

        

        

          
New Zealand's First Exhibition.

          
An interesting illustrated pamphlet, published in 1925 at the time of Dunedin's third Exhibition, gave a summary of New Zealand's first Exhibition, which was undertaken in 1865 at a critical juncture in the national history. Though gold discoveries might have brought prosperity to Otago, the North Island was in the throes of the Maori War, which so engrossed the attention of Sir George Grey, the Governor, that he had reluctantly to withdraw from opening the Exhibition and, indeed was not able to visit it at all. In spite of the North's preoccupation with the war, 31,250 people inspected the 1,598 exhibits during the time, between 12th January and the 6th May, 1865, that the Exhibition was open.

          
Housed in a specially erected, rather ornate stone building with two large towers and four small ones, the exhibits were nearly all displayed according to their geographical origin and not in their thirty-eight classes. The majority of the 1,214 exhibits were of New Zealand origin, and 202 from Australia. India and England contributed interesting displays. Canada, France, Belgium, Holland, Germany, and Austria were also represented.
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Wide Range of Exhibits.

          
The goldfields were well represented, most spectacularly by a pillar of “gold” 21 ft. high, showing the cubic content of all the gold exported from the colony at the end of 1864. Dr Hector and Julius von Haast (not yet knighted) contributed interesting scientific exhibits. 
Phormium tenax, which has never come into its own if all the dreams of the pioneers were true, was shown prepared for various processes such as papermaking and the manufacture of twine and rope. The new apparatus for the Cape Saunders Lighthouse was the object of much admiration. The civil-engineering section was made topical by plans and drawings of the Lyttelton tunnel, then in the course of construction. Mr. George Fyffe, of Wellington, was lucky enough to be able to show a nearly perfect specimen of a moa's egg.

          
The fine-arts exhibits included water-colours by John Gully and C. D. Barraud and oils by J. C. Richmond. A full band provided music, and concerts were occasionally arranged.

        

        

          
A Medal of Queer Design.

          
The medal struck to give to the successful competitors in the thirty-eight classes was designed in England with not entirely fortunate results. The principal figure, in Maori dress, bears a remarkable resemblance to conventional likenesses of Julius Caesar, and wears a ducal coronet of large feathers. A kiwi pokes out from behind his skirts. The obverse shows, between fern leaves, ears of corn and barley, flax flowers, and a fruit which may be a thistle, a pineapple, or a raspberry.

          
Fifty-five silver and eighty-seven bronze medals were awarded. The single gold medal was given to Dr. Alfred Eccles (whose son prepared this pamphlet), who had been very energetic in organising the Exhibition and ensuring its success.
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Big Advance on the Exhibition of 1925–26.

          
A review of the big Exhibition at Dunedin in 1925–26 had this passage: “The New Zealand and South Seas Exhibition has been a liberal education to many New Zealanders on the progress achieved by their own country in the short span of eighty-five years since the beginning of organised settlement. The historic enterprise at Dunedin has placed before the people much memorable evidence of the strong development and far-ranging activities of Government Departments and the remarkable growth of the primary and secondary industries, and they have been able to visualise that greater New Zealand which will result from a full exploitation of the country's natural wealth. The many thousands of New Zealand visitors to the Exhibition have learned also the larger lesson of the British Empire's evolution from a small territory and tribal strife into the world's greatest Commonwealth of Nations, strongly welded in kinship and friendship.”

          
Reviewers of the Centennial Exhibition will be able to add much to any tribute paid to the Dunedin Exhibition.
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National Importance increased by the War.

          
The Hon. D. G. Sullivan, President of the Exhibition, has rightly held that the national importance of the enterprise is increased, not lessened by the outbreak of the war.

          
“The great majority of New Zealanders will share the confidence of the Government and the directors of the Exhibition Company that the huge national enterprise will be beneficial to the public during the war period from two very important viewpoints,” states “New Zealand Centennial News.” First the Exhibition, which is thoroughly representative of New Zealand—its resources, industries, scenery, governmental and social institutions—will be a very impressive reminder of things worth defending. The people will see the whole of their country in miniature, and will have their patriotic feelings stimulated by the splendid spectacles. Moreover, the human contacts, the meeting of folk from all parts of the Dominion, will have a cheering effect. Second, the excellent provision of all manner of amusements will have its proper value in the necessary easing of the strain of war.

          
“After all, there are still twenty-four hours in a day and seven days in a week. It is not good to have minds and hearts stretched ceaselessly on a rack of anxiety.”

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 14, Issue 8 (November 1939)

Railways Court. — Realistic Miniature Railways



          
Railways Court.


Realistic Miniature Railways.

          
The New Zealand Railways Court is designed to show the railway system in full operation and to indicate prospective developments. The main feature—a model railway—is emphatically a model, not a “toy.” It is actually the scaling-down of a real railway—a miniature system which human midgets could use. If the average man is regarded as a Gulliver, the little railway is one suitable for Lilliputians.

          
The court, with a length of 182 ft. and a width of 36 ft., has space enough for a very impressive spectacular display. Along the whole of the floor-level, with a width of 15 ft., rising to a height of 6 ft., there will be a full-relief model of a typical area of New Zealand through which the railway will run. Above that realistic landscape will be a platform, with a complete range of railway mechanical and electrical exhibits. Curved stairways will give easy access to the public at each end of the platform, from which the railway can be viewed as well as from the floor.

          
As a suitable background to the working and stationary exhibits there will be a mural decoration, 136 ft. in length and 6 ft. in depth, depicting the progress of the country's railways from the beginning to the present year, with impressions of probable developments. This historic mural will be flanked by maps of New Zealand, showing the whole system of rail and road services and the lines under construction.

          
Even a bare outline of details of the model railway shows the elaborate preparations to ensure a memorable demonstration of the various operations. There will be a suburban station of the island type, with platform and verandahs, locomotive-shed, and goods-shed, all electrically lighted; station and goods-yards lighted by two floodlight towers; loading-bank; two tanks; turn-table; viaducts; bridges and overbridges; tunnels; cattle-stops, and other incidentals.

          
One of the model trains is a complete “Limited” express, consisting of a “K” locomotive, two first-class and three second-class carriages, two “sleepers,” and a van, with 320 passengers. The other is a complete goods-train consisting of vehicles for horses, cattle, sheep, pigs, calves, chilled meat, fruit, coal, motor-cars, luggage, and a brake-van.



There are also working models of a rail-car (New Plymouth type) and a multiple-unit (a coach and trailer).

          
A complete range of electric signalling and automatic safety devices will be shown in operation.

          
Rolling-stock, station buildings, passengers, staff, and live-stock are painted in true detail. There are also model trees, houses, motor-cars, ships, and persons for the landscape setting.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 14, Issue 8 (November 1939)

New Zealand's First Exhibition



          
New Zealand's First Exhibition.

          
An interesting illustrated pamphlet, published in 1925 at the time of Dunedin's third Exhibition, gave a summary of New Zealand's first Exhibition, which was undertaken in 1865 at a critical juncture in the national history. Though gold discoveries might have brought prosperity to Otago, the North Island was in the throes of the Maori War, which so engrossed the attention of Sir George Grey, the Governor, that he had reluctantly to withdraw from opening the Exhibition and, indeed was not able to visit it at all. In spite of the North's preoccupation with the war, 31,250 people inspected the 1,598 exhibits during the time, between 12th January and the 6th May, 1865, that the Exhibition was open.

          
Housed in a specially erected, rather ornate stone building with two large towers and four small ones, the exhibits were nearly all displayed according to their geographical origin and not in their thirty-eight classes. The majority of the 1,214 exhibits were of New Zealand origin, and 202 from Australia. India and England contributed interesting displays. Canada, France, Belgium, Holland, Germany, and Austria were also represented.
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Wide Range of Exhibits.

          
The goldfields were well represented, most spectacularly by a pillar of “gold” 21 ft. high, showing the cubic content of all the gold exported from the colony at the end of 1864. Dr Hector and Julius von Haast (not yet knighted) contributed interesting scientific exhibits. 
Phormium tenax, which has never come into its own if all the dreams of the pioneers were true, was shown prepared for various processes such as papermaking and the manufacture of twine and rope. The new apparatus for the Cape Saunders Lighthouse was the object of much admiration. The civil-engineering section was made topical by plans and drawings of the Lyttelton tunnel, then in the course of construction. Mr. George Fyffe, of Wellington, was lucky enough to be able to show a nearly perfect specimen of a moa's egg.

          
The fine-arts exhibits included water-colours by John Gully and C. D. Barraud and oils by J. C. Richmond. A full band provided music, and concerts were occasionally arranged.
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A Medal of Queer Design.

          
The medal struck to give to the successful competitors in the thirty-eight classes was designed in England with not entirely fortunate results. The principal figure, in Maori dress, bears a remarkable resemblance to conventional likenesses of Julius Caesar, and wears a ducal coronet of large feathers. A kiwi pokes out from behind his skirts. The obverse shows, between fern leaves, ears of corn and barley, flax flowers, and a fruit which may be a thistle, a pineapple, or a raspberry.

          
Fifty-five silver and eighty-seven bronze medals were awarded. The single gold medal was given to Dr. Alfred Eccles (whose son prepared this pamphlet), who had been very energetic in organising the Exhibition and ensuring its success.
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Wit And Humour
        

        

          
All Clear.

          
An elderly woman with her granddaughter came down to the railway station. Evidently she was not used to travelling. She looked anxiously about the station, and then walked up to the ticket office and inquired:—

          
“When does the next train go to town, please?”

          
“The next train, madam,” said the clerk, looking at his watch, “goes at exactly four o'clock.”

          
“Will that be the first train?”

          
“Yes, madam, the first train.”

          
“Are there any goods trains?”

          
“No, madam.”

          
“Is there a special.”

          
“No madam, no special.”

          
“If there happened to be a special, would you be aware of it?”

          
“Yes, madam.”

          
“Well, I'm very glad—very glad,” said the lady. “Now, Susan, you and I may cross the line.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Where the Flavour Lies.

          
The scene is a milk bar. Enter a customer.

          
First Customer: A glass of milk, please.

          
Attendant: Certainly sir. (Customer gulps down milk, and to the general astonishment of fellow-customers, bites a piece off the top of glass, chews and swallows it).

          
Customer: Gimme a bigger glass. (Repeats the performance, pays and strides out).

          
Second Customer: Ex—rather a queer chap that.

          
Attendant: Yes, sir.

          
Second Customer: Do you think he's —er—normal?

          
Attendant: No, sir. I think he's very queer.

          
Second Customer: Oh, queer, eh?

          
Attendant: Yes, sir, quite. You see, sir (very confidentially) it's the thick part of the glass at the bottom that tastes the best.

        

        

          
Assured.

          
He was very small and rather timid, and was being examined for life insurance. “You're not a fast liver, or a heavy drinker, or anything of that sort, are you?” asked the doctor.

          
The little man hesitated for a moment, and then replied nervously: “Well—er—I sometimes chew a little gum.”
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“A witness in a police court said that he thought a motorist had to have a car for a fortnight to see if he could drive before he got a license.”


          

        

        

          
A Real Difficulty.

          
“Ah, Pat,” said the village priest of Clanbridget, “here I find ye with a jug of potheen after what ye promised me. Throw it away, now!”

          
“Sure, Father, an’ I would,” said Pat, “but the half of it belongs to me brother.” “Throw your half away, then.”

          
“I can't do that, Father. Mine's at the bottom.”

        

        

          
Gratitude.

          
The manufacturer of a certain well-known brand of patent medicine recently received a letter from a grateful woman who had been a customer.

          
“Four weeks ago,” she wrote, “I was so run down that I could not even spank the baby. After taking three bottles of your tonic I am able to thrash my husband in addition to my other housework. Thank you!”

          
* * *

        

        

          
“Gentlemen of the Jury.”

          
A man who was in court because he had knocked down and injured a pedestrian with his car said in his defence that he was only driving at four miles an hour at the time of the accident.

          
Whereupon the counsel for the victim countered with:

          
“Gentlemen of the jury, the driver of the car has just stated that he was travelling at only four miles an hour at the time of impact. Think of it! The long agony of my poor unfortunate client, the victim, as the car drove slowly over her body!”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Not as Advertised.

          
An old gentleman went into a grocer's shop and bought a packet of cornflour.

          
A week later he returned, and threw the empty packet on the counter. “It's a downright swindle!” he said to the man behind the counter.

          
“In what way was it unsatisfactory? asked the assistant.

          
“It's worthless,” the old man replied. “I've been putting it on my corns every night for a week, and they are worse now than when I started. I'm going back to the old-fashioned corn plaster again in future!”
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Panorama of the Playground
              


              
The 1939 Rugby Trials
            
          
        

        
Specially Written for “N.Z. Railways Magazine” by 

W. F. Ingram


        

          

New Zealand'S Rugby mana did not receive a boost in the trial matches played in Wellington late in September. It may have been the knowledge that there is little chance of a team being sent to South Africa in view of the unsettled conditions, but whatever the reason there was a deplorable absence of class players or class play.

          
It had been hoped that our weakness in the forward division would be cured ere now, but the forwards in trial matches did not reveal the quality needed to face a Springbok pack with even chances of success. One forward to make an impression was W. H. Warrender, of Waikato. He played outstanding football throughout the series and if a team is sent to South Africa he should be one of the first chosen.

          
Phil Reid, former St. Patrick's College (Silverstream) player, did not cut much ice until partnered with C. A. Grossman (King Country). This combination provided the best five-eighth play of the series and might well develop into one of the most successful yet fielded by New Zealand. Incidentally, Reid received coaching from Father Kane, who, as “P. Markham,” won his All Black jersey in 1921.

          
Another player to take the eye as a prospective All Black was A. G. Hunter, of Canterbury. He learnt his football at Scots College (Wellington) but it is believed, on good authority, that his football was inherited. His uncle, the famous Jimmy Hunter, was one of the stars of 1905.

          
New Zealand appears to be well-served with inside backs, but weak in forwards, half-backs and full-backs. Of course, it should be remembered that the 1924 All Blacks were the “worst to leave New Zealand”…‥ until they won all their games in Great Britain and Ireland so it may well be that our critics are once again astray. For the sake of New Zealand Rugby I hope this is the case.

        

        

          
Mile of the Century.

          
From New Zealand to Wisconsin (U.S.A.) is a long way, but I am rather proud that portion of my article on the “Mile of the Century,” in which I predicted “Chuck” Fenske (Wisconsin) would win and Cunningham would place second, was reprinted in the leading Wisconsin daily. Here is the comment passed by Henry J. McCormick, sports editor: “…. You may or may not recall that Jack Lovelock, one of the great milers of all time, was a New Zealand boy. There has been quite a bit of feeling there over whether Sydney Wooderson, the little English miler, should be rated an equal of Lovelock.

          
“Ingram doesn't think so, and I note from his prediction on the race that he seemed to have a lot of logic on his side. He doesn't question Wooderson is not a good competitor. He brings up the point that Wooderson's exceptional times have all been made in paced races.

          
“I don't recall that this particular item was given the attention prior to the Princeton mile that it rightly deserved. For, as the race revealed, Ingram had the right slant on Wooderson. He didn't have it in the clutch. He virtually folded up in the stretch when the field streamed by him after he and Blaine Rideout had collided on a turn.”

          
Extracts of the article then followed.

        

        

          
The Lindrum Family.

          
Followers of snooker and billiards know that the name of Lindrum represents four generations of champions, but few will realise that at least one representative of this family has been among the world champions for the past 100 years. Naturally this does not mean that one individual has held that distinction, but there has been a Lindrum at or near the top without a break in the last century.

          
The latest of this family to “hit the headlines” is Horace Lindrum, 27-year-old Australian, who is at present touring New Zealand. The possible “break” at snooker—excluding the “free ball” rule—is 147, and Lindrum holds the unofficial world record with 141. But for the fact that the table had not been passed by the British Board of Billiards Control prior to the match commencing, this record would have received official recognition. The official record is 138 by Joe Davis, but Lindrum had the previous record with 132. Lindrum has seven times cleared the table in one break and has amassed breaks of 100 or more on at least 60 occasions.

        

        

          
“Bert Palmer Memorial Cup.”

          
New Zealand lost a fine forward when Bert Palmer, Auckland and All Black representative, “passed over” in 1932, but his memory has not been allowed to fade away. Each year a competition is conducted in Auckland when the “Bert Palmer Memorial Cup” is awarded annually to the schoolboys' team displaying the greatest qualities of sportsmanship, neatness and good conduct on and off the field. This year the much-prized trophy was won by Marist Bros.’ intermediate team and on the final Saturday of football in Auckland no fewer than 3,000 schoolboy footballers who play in the schoolboy competitions marched to Eden Park and assembled in front of the main stand while the Mayor of Auckland, Sir Ernest Davis, presented the cup to the captain of the successful team.

        

        

          
Losses to Sport.

          
To the parents of Doreen and Bernice Lumley will the sympathy of all New Zealand track and field enthusiasts be extended. Twin sisters—


[image: ]





[image: ]
one a New Zealand champion sprinter and Empire Games representative, and the other also a sprinter above the ordinary—the Lumley sisters met their deaths in a motor accident. I first saw these young athletes when the national track and field championships were held in Auckland in 1937 and was impressed by the starting abilities of Doreen, who finished second to Miss Ida Campbell that year. That same year, in December, Doreen won the Empire Games trial at Wellington, and was selected as sprinter in the New Zealand team for the Empire Games at Sydney. Over there she did not fulfil expectations, but she showed the benefit of her visit by equalling the world record this year in competition against Miss Decima Norman, Empire Games champion. Miss Doreen Lumley was definitely an Olympic Games prospect and her sister, although not in the same class, was her equal in sporting attributes.

        

        

          
Prominent Performers.

          
Tommy Dunn, fighting blacksmith employed in the N.Z. Railways, duly proved my assertion that he is the best lightweight boxer among New Zealand's amateurs, by winning the national title at that weight and also annexing the Jameson Belt, awarded to the most scientific boxer in the national championships. Dunn is in the unfortunate position of being unable to secure bouts; few professional lightweights in the Dominion would shade this talented amateur, and amateurs may be excused from running into trouble. Tommy was definitely in line for Olympic selection but indications are that the Games will be abandoned.

          
New Zealanders are sometimes inclined to overlook the performances of their athletes. I have already mentioned that Doreen Lumley, who met a tragic death a few weeks ago, had equalled the world record for 100 yards, but few, even the most enthusiastic, would realise that Betty Forbes, New Zealand high jump champion, returned the fourth best jump in the world this year. This information is supplied in the “Amateur Athlete,” the official publication of the Amateur Athletic Union of America.

        

        

          
Successful Wrestling Season.

          
After a period of success that promised to make it the most successful season in New Zealand wrestling history, the 1939 wrestling season was brought to a premature close when it was learned that Jim Londos, world champion, would not be visiting New Zealand to defend the title. The final match of the year was a British Empire championship bout between Earl McCready (holder) and Lofty Blomfield (challenger). This match attracted a record attendance for the Wellington Town Hall and demonstrated that, despite petrol restrictions and the effect of the war, people were still interested in wrestling. The decision was a draw and this marked the last wrestling match that Blomfield will have for an indefinite period, the New Zealand champion having enlisted for service in the Special Military Force.

        

        

          
Retaining Amateur Status.

          
Plans are being discussed to enable the boys in the army to participate in track and field events without losing amateur status. It seems ridiculous that in times of great emergency such a barrier should be allowed to exist and the obvious step is to grant a dispensation allowing any soldier, sailor or aviator to compete with or against a professional without danger to his amateur status. This was done in 1914–1919 and marked a high period in New Zealand athletics.

        

        

          
Sportsmen Join the Forces.

          
Throughout the Empire news is being received of leading sportsmen who have joined the Colours. In England, Tommy Farr and Len Harvey, leading boxers, are with the Air Force, and leading New Zealand sportsmen who have signed for service include Lofty Blomfield, Jim Dryden (New Zealand's best amateur wrestler, who seemed certain of Olympic representation), Cyril Hurne (former New Zealand champion boxer), Tommy Morrison (All Black winger), and Arthur Welply (one of New Zealand's most consistent sprinters over the past twelve years). Of course, it may not be desirable that sportsmen should be singled out for special reference when every man is prepared to do his bit—but the value of the lead given by such prompt action of sportsmen cannot be over-estimated.
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Losses to Sport.

          
To the parents of Doreen and Bernice Lumley will the sympathy of all New Zealand track and field enthusiasts be extended. Twin sisters—
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one a New Zealand champion sprinter and Empire Games representative, and the other also a sprinter above the ordinary—the Lumley sisters met their deaths in a motor accident. I first saw these young athletes when the national track and field championships were held in Auckland in 1937 and was impressed by the starting abilities of Doreen, who finished second to Miss Ida Campbell that year. That same year, in December, Doreen won the Empire Games trial at Wellington, and was selected as sprinter in the New Zealand team for the Empire Games at Sydney. Over there she did not fulfil expectations, but she showed the benefit of her visit by equalling the world record this year in competition against Miss Decima Norman, Empire Games champion. Miss Doreen Lumley was definitely an Olympic Games prospect and her sister, although not in the same class, was her equal in sporting attributes.
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Prominent Performers.

          
Tommy Dunn, fighting blacksmith employed in the N.Z. Railways, duly proved my assertion that he is the best lightweight boxer among New Zealand's amateurs, by winning the national title at that weight and also annexing the Jameson Belt, awarded to the most scientific boxer in the national championships. Dunn is in the unfortunate position of being unable to secure bouts; few professional lightweights in the Dominion would shade this talented amateur, and amateurs may be excused from running into trouble. Tommy was definitely in line for Olympic selection but indications are that the Games will be abandoned.

          
New Zealanders are sometimes inclined to overlook the performances of their athletes. I have already mentioned that Doreen Lumley, who met a tragic death a few weeks ago, had equalled the world record for 100 yards, but few, even the most enthusiastic, would realise that Betty Forbes, New Zealand high jump champion, returned the fourth best jump in the world this year. This information is supplied in the “Amateur Athlete,” the official publication of the Amateur Athletic Union of America.
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Successful Wrestling Season.

          
After a period of success that promised to make it the most successful season in New Zealand wrestling history, the 1939 wrestling season was brought to a premature close when it was learned that Jim Londos, world champion, would not be visiting New Zealand to defend the title. The final match of the year was a British Empire championship bout between Earl McCready (holder) and Lofty Blomfield (challenger). This match attracted a record attendance for the Wellington Town Hall and demonstrated that, despite petrol restrictions and the effect of the war, people were still interested in wrestling. The decision was a draw and this marked the last wrestling match that Blomfield will have for an indefinite period, the New Zealand champion having enlisted for service in the Special Military Force.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 14, Issue 8 (November 1939)

Retaining Amateur Status



          
Retaining Amateur Status.

          
Plans are being discussed to enable the boys in the army to participate in track and field events without losing amateur status. It seems ridiculous that in times of great emergency such a barrier should be allowed to exist and the obvious step is to grant a dispensation allowing any soldier, sailor or aviator to compete with or against a professional without danger to his amateur status. This was done in 1914–1919 and marked a high period in New Zealand athletics.
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Sportsmen Join the Forces.

          
Throughout the Empire news is being received of leading sportsmen who have joined the Colours. In England, Tommy Farr and Len Harvey, leading boxers, are with the Air Force, and leading New Zealand sportsmen who have signed for service include Lofty Blomfield, Jim Dryden (New Zealand's best amateur wrestler, who seemed certain of Olympic representation), Cyril Hurne (former New Zealand champion boxer), Tommy Morrison (All Black winger), and Arthur Welply (one of New Zealand's most consistent sprinters over the past twelve years). Of course, it may not be desirable that sportsmen should be singled out for special reference when every man is prepared to do his bit—but the value of the lead given by such prompt action of sportsmen cannot be over-estimated.
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— 300,000 SECONDHAND BOOKS —

From 1500 to 1939 carefully classificd.
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welcomed,

NEWBOLD’S BOOKSHOP LTD.

289 GEORGE STREET, DUNEDIN, C.1.

Largest Secondhand Booksellers
in Australasia.
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THE CITY HOTEL

DUNEDIN

Social Rendezvous of the South
Most Up-to-date House in the South Island.
Every modern Refinement of Service with a Record

of Satisfaction and up-to-minute Attention to every
Requirement of Modern Luxury-loving Humanity.
Private Bathrooms, Telephones, every Modern Equip-
ment, including complete Automatic Paging System,
second to be installed in New Zealand,

*Phones 11:566 (Four Lines). Telegrams, “Citel,” Dunedin.

L. F. McCORMACK, Proprietor.
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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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CHRISTCHURCH'
The Leading Hotel of Christchurch, N.Z.

HOTEL FEDERAL

(Overlooking Victoria Square).
Excellent Cuisine, and Service Second to None 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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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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TRAVEL SAVINGS STAMPS
EARN 5% INTEREST
PURCHASE AT ALL RAILWAY BOOKING OFFICES
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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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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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AUCKLAND
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 Comtort—Excellent Culsine.

Winter: 11/- £3/5/- per week.
Summer: 12/- £3/15/- per week.
Mr. and Mrs. R. W. WISE, Proprietors.
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@The Waikato Times

HAMILTON

The Times has an intensive circulation
throughout the Waikato District
—the richest Dairying District

of the Dominion.
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Leading New Zealand Newspapers

*The Times>

(Manawatu Daily Times Co. Ltd)
Is
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PALMERSTON NORTH
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The BEST Mouth Organ in the World—The"BOOMER ANG”

B JRRTITA A g g e
= it N R t] . Made i izes :
R Do me o Reys A B C D, E F 6. OBTAINABLE
This Miniature De Luxe “BOOMERANG " 3. AL CaoN PTY. LTD., EVERYWHERE

Price, 10/6_: Posted, 11/~ 5T
The Best Key—KBY D 2-4 WILLIS STREET ::  WELLINGTON.
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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
When you use Northland’s complete newspaper to
advertise your products you use the Best Medium
possible to contact Northland people.

P.O. Box 210, Whangarei - - 'Phone 2399
e
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Technical Books Cost Money

But for £1 a year you “
can get individual advice, J Tl'lef’d::[
up-to-date information, Af"""a the
markets, helps, news, and | 7 =7.7" "¢
recreation, etc., etc. .

New Zealand Farmer Weekly

Published by N.Z. Newspapers Ltd., Auckland and Christchurch.
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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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‘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
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@The Southland Times

THE ONLY MORNING PAPER PUBLISHED
IN SOUTHLAND.

Audited Net Circulation 10,040.

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: 23/28 Fleet Street.
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NEW ZEALAND'’S
LEADING DAILY NEWSPAPER

Il The New Zealand Herald

s (AUCKLAND)

Guaranteed Net Daily Sales Exceed

75,000 copies

Proprietors:
WILSON & HORTON LTD.
Queen Street - Auckland.
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Railway Refreshments Are Good
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etexts/Gov14_08Rail/Gov14_08Rail040b(h280).jpg
Teflections in Lake TTayes in the near Arrowtown.
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THERE IS ONLY ONE GOLF MAGAZINE

PUBLISHED IN NEW ZEALAND - - -

“New Zealand Golf Illustrated”

Theofcnlogon o 5N 2. Gl iton s (e LG
BE IN THE FASHION AND BECOME A SUBSCRIBER

THE PRICE IS ONLY 12/6 PER ANNGM

Our instructional articles will improve your game

“N.Z. GOLF ILLUSTRATED”

Box m3s - AUCKLAND, C.1.
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TELEGRAM:
“ HOTEL CECIL"

P.0. BOX 312
TELEPHONE 42-100

Welte, Telephone Appointea
or Wire Your Automoblle Associa-
Reservations. ton Hotel.

G i

“The Coell " 1s synonymous With comfort, courtesy and contentment. Just opposite
Wellington's wonderful now Railway Station you will see the Hotel Geell—Welling-
ton's Btation Hotel. Nearby a of forry and ovoraca steamers,
Parllament Bullaings, and most of the leading contros of Interest of the Capltal City.

THE HOTEL CECIL

LAMBTON QUAY, WELLINGTON. Proprietor: ROBT, T. M. EDMONDS.
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When you Travel by Car—

TRAVEL WHITE STAR

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

Wesk day 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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"Phones 19 and 253. ires: “ Motoco,” 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 Bureau s Fleet of 20 Cars ready Day or Night.
Agents for Thos. Cook & Sons. We advise in Tourlsts' interests.
New Concrete Garage & - Private Lockers.

Most up-to-date Sample Rooms in New Zealand.
We are Experts in Our Business Our Business Requires It






etexts/Gov14_08Rail/Gov14_08Rail020a(h280).jpg
LATEST

1 B

nAQCO

FERGUSON & SBORN LTD.

202 LAMBTON QUAY

WELLINGTON






etexts/Gov14_08Rail/Gov14_08Rail044d(h280).jpg
The boys are taught those essential things which every
boy starting on a farm should know.

Further, and most important, they are taught to look
after themselves, how to repair boots, mend their clothes, and,
in general, to be independent of others.

Ful particulars are obtainable from—
The Director,
Fields Division,
Department of Agriculture,
WELLINGTON.
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FREE TRAINING TO START YOUR SON ON THE
ROAD TO BE A FARMER!

That is what

FLOCK HOUSE

OFFERS TO NEW ZEALANDERS
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FIRST FIE REM 1930 FAT == SALOMK |

YOURS FOR ONLY ONE SHILLING

%200 Won - -
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| The New Zealnd
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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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“Hot Shots”

Anew competition carrying.
£30 To BE
~~

meck,

The J|Z Woman's Weekly
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WHITE STAR SERVICES - - Telephone 2161

Marton Junction: Dep. Wanganui: 4.15 a.m.f, 6.15 p.m.*, 9.15 p.n.* *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.f*, 12.15 p.m.*, 4 p.an.* tConnects
with Napier Express. *Cars via Marton. Fares: 10/-, Single.
Napier: Dep. Wanganui: 10 a.m.*, 12.15 p.m., 4 p.m. *Connects Napier Express Palm. N.
SUNDAY TIME TABLE: Palmerston N., via Marton: Dep. Wanganui: 1115 a.m., 4.30
pm. Cars connect with services to Napier and Masterton. Marton Junction: 9.15
pm.i tConnects with Auckland Express. MARTIN & VERNON.
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TRILLOR
CONCRETE VIBRATORS
ELECTRIC and PETROL ENGINE TYPES

Vibration Gives Denser
and Stronger Concrete

Interesting Pamphlet available from—

Rlchardson McCahe

. LT
15 GREY STREET 5 WELLINGTON
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|
By Tranel Miles in Bull! |

BY ROAD OR RamL
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When Selecting a Grinding Wheel .. Look for the Registered Trade Mark

CARBORUNDUM

CARBORUNDUM and
ALOXITE
GRINDING WHEELS

For all Parposes

Sharpening Stones, etc.
.

ety 10 et o stk o8

JOHN CHAMBERS & SON LTD.

Audlod - Wamiton - Pabmron Nt - Wellagon - Cichrch - Temas - Dusedin - el
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Get Down to
“IRON FACTS”

| e dependabic Tron
fom cur modern il
i wed excluiely i
many of the biggest snd
today. Becawe it s
usraee o fne service
ander al conditns it
[ ———

Otago Iron Rolling Mills Co. Ltd.
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