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“A pillar'd shade high overarch'd and echoing walks between.”


—
Milton.



Driving through the Akatarawa Valley—one of the highlights included in the Railway Department's “Best Scenic Tours of Wellington.”



(Rly. Publicity photo.)
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Trends Of Transport
        

        

The world picture of economic development to-day finds transport bulking large in the foreground. From the present transport tendencies may be predicted their probable lines of progress. Prior to the new war, speed and luxury were the preponderating notes in passenger transport demands by land, sea and air. So there were Queen Marys, Aquitanias and Empress liners on the water, Clippers, Aoteas in the air, and Cheltenham Flyers, Blue Trains and Zephyrs on the rail to make distance negligible and comfort superb.

        
The war puts a check to all that. Stern necessity calls for utilitarian rather than luxury methods of civilian travel. But the taste for it is there; and when the present conflict ends, lessons learned from it, in the hard school of this life-and-death struggle, will be applied to the ways of peace over the whole transport field.

        
The future of passenger transport, therefore, may be said to be definitely one of still greater speed and increased comfort. A prerequisite is some form of co-ordination on all through routes to avoid excessively expensive duplication of services. Much has been done along this line already: but there remains a vast spread of interlocking agreements and adjustments to be effected before there emerges the best possible pattern of transport service to meet the demands of travellers.

        
The principal railways of the world have survived, in recent years, the dangers of displacement by road services. In fact the multiplicity of privately-driven vehicles on the roads, with the associated dangers and delays (which appear to increase directly as the square of the number of cars operating), plus the difficulties of parking, have actually helped to save the Railway passenger traffic position. By no form of land transport can one relax with so much safety and comfort as on the signal-guarded railway—operated by trained experts whose work is centrally controlled and whose right of way none may challenge with impunity.

        
By sea there is not likely to be much divergence from present tendencies. Even if the development of air travel might otherwise relegate the passenger liner of the long sea lanes to the position of a museum piece, the operating costs of air travel, apart from its additional risks, are likely to ensure good loading at much lower fares for sea vessels engaged in the tourist trade.

        
The battle of freight by road versus rail is approaching settlement on a compromise that will save the best features of each. The economic waste of trains and road vehicles travelling long distances in competition on adjacent parallel routes is everywhere recognised, and the cold economics of that position are distinctly in favour of rail transport.

        
Terminal collection and delivery by road services, with further improvements to reduce handling costs and risks in transfer between road and rail, are included in the solution of the long haul problem of the future. The cost of counteracting gravity is the real deterrent to effective competition by air transport for the carriage of heavy goods either by land or sea.
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Message from the…. — Hon. Minister of Railways





        

Message from the….


Hon. Minister of Railways

        

I Have received a letter from the Hon. P. Fraser, Prime Minister, which reads as follows:—

        
“Now that the last rites have been performed in connection with the death of the late Prime Minister, I desire to convey to you, and through you to the officers of your Department, who were responsible for the arrangements for the special train which conveyed the mortuary van from Wellington to Auckland, an expression of my very high personal appreciation, and that of the Government, of the most efficient and satisfactory manner in which every detail was attended to and carried out.

        
“I particularly desire that special thanks should be conveyed to the General Manager, Mr. E. Casey, who personally accompanied the train and devoted his full attention to every detail of the journey. To his ability, care and tact must go the credit of carrying through a very difficult and arduous task to a completely successful conclusion. In this the assistance and co-operation of Mr. J. A. Mitchell of your personal staff were invaluable, and other officers of your staff and of the Railways Department also rendered useful service.

        
“Further, one cannot overlook the splendid work of the Stationmasters and their staffs at the various stations where the train stopped. The facilities provided for the people to pay their last tribute to the late Mr. Savage showed that these officers regarded their work as more than a matter of duty, and I would like them to know that what they did was greatly appreciated by myself and the Government.

        
“Mr. Casey and all other officers, including the train staff, who so ably assisted him, are to be most cordially congratulated upon the very successful results of their efforts, and also on the splendid manner in which they responded to every call on their time and services.”

        
I desire to associate myself personally with the message received from the Prime Minister, and to convey my sincere and grateful thanks to all members concerned for their final tribute to our late friend and leader.

        

          

[image: ]
        

        

          
Minister of Railways.
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Thus We Began
            
          
        

        
… By 
H. B.…
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The interesting portrait of Captain James Cook which appears as frontispiece to Dr. J. C. Beaglehole's “Discovery of New Zealand.”


        

        

Every New Zealander should welcome the “Centennial Surveys,” which amplify and make more detailed the work of the “Making New Zealand” pictorial series, evidence that the Historical Committee of the Internal Affairs Department approve that educational method of “concentricism,” considered by many the ideal treatment for the social studies in general and for history in particular. The earlier series is designed to appeal to the man who wants his information in concise and dramatic form: “Centennial Surveys” offer more solid intellectual fare. The end of a century of British rule is a most opportune time for the appearance of a dozen or so volumes dealing with different aspects of New Zealand life and progress, and giving together a comprehensive picture of our people and country during that period.

        
Indeed, the three volumes under consideration cover the greater part of the historical field. The scope of Dr. Beaglehole's book is clearly defined by its title; but “Settlers and Pioneers” and “The Women of New Zealand” are by no means so definite. As a result we find a certain amount of overlapping where both authors find it necessary to treat of the experiences of emigrant and settler. For example, Chapter Two, “The Voyage,” in “The Women of New Zealand” is paralleled by “The Emigrant Ship” in Cowan's book. Again, scanning the remainder of the titles in this series, we might reasonably expect one planned to bridge the gap between Beaglehole and Cowan, “Traders and Missionaries,” at a guess. It must be remembered that between Cook's last voyage and the commencement of organised settlement there stretches a period of sixty years. Without taking chronology as our sole criterion, and granting that Mrs. Simpson gives us a valuable picture of the early missionary ventures, some might yet consider that a part of the story remains to be told.

        
Here it behoves us to recall that the real aim of the series, both by explicit statement and by implication, is to give a number of vivid pictures of life in New Zealand yesterday and to-day. This is sound psychology. Despite radio and despite talkies, the age is essentially pictorial: educators have long recognised the superiority of visual aids to those utilising the other senses; and it is to the popularity of this mode of learning that not only the cinema, but also the host of pictorial magazines and the vogue of the comic strip in the daily paper bear eloquent witness. Viewed in this light, the achievements of the individual writers are such as to give cause for self-congratulation not only to the Historical Committee which selected them but also to the reading public as a whole.

        
To Dr. Beaglehole fell the congenial task of summarising for the first time in a single volume the achievements of the men whose efforts gave New Zealand a place on the map. Considering his admitted qualifications as a specialist in this field, his was the easiest assignment; and his is the most obviously successful. Within the limits of a study comparable in length to one of Macaulay's historical essays he gives a succinct and authoritative account which hardly ever flags in interest and the style of which is always well suited to its theme—nowhere more so, indeed, than in the dignity of his introductory paragraph:

        
“Kupe or Maui—which was it, who first of heroes came breasting in his canoe the surge of the deep Pacific, riding for many days the dark waves of ocean …?”

        
A noble opening for a saga of brown-skinned Vikings who “before even the voyages to Labrador of the Vikings of the north—compassless—and metalless—had loosed themselves against Hine-moana, the forces of ocean, and ridden out the worst of her storms.”

        

          
“This was lofty ….
        

        

“This is Ercles' vein,” but we do not expect or demand it to be continued throughout the remainder of the work for which the less florid and more matter-of-fact style adopted is a better vehicle. Yet we may well be grateful for the poetry of such passages as “the vast front of trees that trod like great chiefs to the sea,” and “the mountain ranges with their tresses of water, their pure and shining garb of snow”; for his splendid picture of an ocean-going canoe: “handsome with carved prow and stern-piece; snug amidst the sprays with its covering of matting taut over stout framework; with forty-foot mast





[image: ]
and tough bellying sail …”; grateful, too, that, despite his prefatory dismissal of “flights of fancy,” he leaves over the pre-European period the mist of legend like this “thin veil of spray” through which Aotearoa first appeared to the Maori voyager a thousand years ago.

        
For Tasman and his successors Dr. Beaglehole reserves a more straight-forward mode of narration. His tribute to the Dutch seaman, “a thoroughly skilful commander, performing a considerable task with very inadequate material,” was well-deserved. We may welcome also the sidelights on Tasman which, though reflecting little credit on his character, nevertheless help us to a clearer picture of him as a man. “One may remember also Franz Jacobszoon Visscher and other men, who received as crown of their service the sum of two months', or one month's, pay, in cash, and put to sea again.” Though hardly known to fame Visscher was the scientific leader of Tasman's expedition, and his “Memoir concerning the Discovery of the Southland” was the deciding factor in its being undertaken.

        
There is small danger of Captain James Cook being rated too cheaply in any work dealing with Pacific exploration, and, indeed, Dr. Beaglehole devotes the largest section of his work to the great English navigator, outstanding among discoverers of all time. What is often little emphasised regarding his achievement is that, just as by sounding and charting the St. Lawrence in 1759 he made possible the spectacular victory which gave us Quebec, so by the time of his death twenty years later he had amassed a body of geographical knowledge regarding these islands without which the colonising work of the New Zealand Company and of similar organisations could never have been commenced. Without his conquest of scurvy his own great voyages would have been impossible, and some idea may be gained of his success in fighting that scourge of sailors when we realise that on his first voyage there was practically no sickness amongst the crew of the 
Endeavour till they reached Batavia homeward bound.

        
In spite of this full treatment of Cook, the discoveries of later navigators are given adequate representation, and anyone who has read the chapter “Cook to D'Urville” should have secured a valuable perspective on those great seamen, mainly French, who added materially to the civilised world's knowledge of New Zealand. He will, too, have read a work which is likely to become a classic for this part of New Zealand history.

        
An interesting comparison might well be made between the conclusion of “The Discovery of New Zealand” with its invitation to the philosopher to look “beyond cities and ships and academies” to the remote and silent future, and the last chapter in “Settlers and Pioneers” with its theme “The Changing Times.” Here, indeed, is the keynote of difference: on the one hand, the historical student; on the other, the pioneer's son drawing largely “on his own knowledge and experience.”


[image: Tasman's Chart of New Zealand, reproduced in “The Discovery of New Zealand,” from the facsimile given in the most recent edition of the Journal of Tasman's Voyage. “It has here been so placed as to render clear the line of the coast from south to north, though the drawing in the journal, as the lettering indicates, showed the country, ‘on its side’.”]
Tasman's Chart of New Zealand, reproduced in “The Discovery of New Zealand,” from the facsimile given in the most recent edition of the Journal of Tasman's Voyage. “It has here been so placed as to render clear the line of the coast from south to north, though the drawing in the journal, as the lettering indicates, showed the country, ‘on its side’.”


With Cowan are no far-off explorers sailing uncharted seas, but men and women like ourselves labouring on those foundations on which now stands the completed edifice of nationhood.

        
Breezily and vividly does Mr. Cowan tell his tale:

        
“the three pillars of canvas marched into the Atlantic”;

        
“The Poverty Bay massacre was still raw in all minds.”

        
Certainly he is most effective in the chapters dealing with the progress of areas where he himself lived, and in the exploration and development of which he actually played a part. Without anywhere emulating the highest flights of the earlier work, his narrative is nevertheless usually more absorbing because of this very fact of first-hand knowledge: Dr. Beaglehole may fairly claim to 
know his sources; Mr. Cowan is a source in himself! “The first home I knew, the first trees and flowers,” he says, “were on the soil that had less than ten years before been a battlefield.” This gives to his account of the hardships and the diversions of those old-time settlers and of their relations with their Maori neighbours an authority and an interest which is usually reserved for contemporary events in one's own locality.

        
It is perhaps because of this very obvious strength in dealing with what he calls the “frontiers” that Mr. Cowan has devoted by far the greater proportion of his book to the North Island. A bare sixteen pages (or three brief
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chapters) will hardly satisfy the South Islander that justice has been done to the settlers' story in Otago, Canterbury, Nelson and Marlborough, to the establishment of the great pastoral industries and the drama of the gold rushes in Westland and Central Otago.

        
The latter part of the book is, in general, less valuable than the first dozen chapters in which we are given a number of very vivid pictures of the building of the first bush homes and of the settlement of the Waikato, Taranaki and the King Country. Here the author recreates the atmosphere of those stirring, strenuous days, and, while holding a just balance between Maori and pakeha in his account of those tragic land wars that are such a blot on the white man's record in New Zealand, consistently maintains a realiistic attitude towards their effects on the country as a whole.

        
We have noted sufficient examples of the manner in which both the above writers have given effect to the general aim of the “Surveys”—to give a series of pictures of New Zealand from the earliest times of which we have knowledge to the present day. “The Women of New Zealand” promises us a set of pictures of an entirely different kind. Actually it is pictorial from start to finish—a “Cavalcade” of New Zealand womanhood.

        
For a start the title is intriguing. Mrs. Simpson is here breaking entirely new ground; for, though the literature of New Zealand development and progress, without being large, is at least substantial, there was previously no work with just this scope. Such a roving commission might well have been more of an embarrassment than a blessing to the author, and we have already seen how in her story of the lives of the pioneer women she found it essential to treat again, though from a different angle, the same facts as Mr. Cowan in “Settlers and Pioneers.” Again we have to remember that the overwhelming majority of her printed sources were written exclusively from the masculine point of view. The more need, therefore, of imaginative insight to supply the background of that drama of New Zealand women's work and striving which is the complement of male pioneering endeavour. Free use is made of contemporary letters of women, and from these and the skilful and sympathetic links supplied by the author we are able to form a comprehensive impression of their reactions to life in a strange new land.

        
Some of these reactions are rather instructive. A young wife landed on Petone beach one “summer's” day a hundred years ago, and having spent much of her time sheltering, for lack
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of better housing, beneath an upturned ship's boat, remarked: “It was a long journey to make just to see some rain.” One wonders how many subsequent arrivals during a Wellington summer have echoed that reflection. There is a touch of humour in the regret of a young Scotswoman who had “happened to take a husband” before coming here, and who on arrival sadly realised that “she might have got an independent gentleman here,” wives being so much in demand in the new colony. It is interesting, too, to learn that the time-honoured saying, that you can tell a Wellington man by the way he clings to his hat, first appeared about 1850.

        
It will be evident from these quotations that “The Women of New Zealand” fills another gap by sketching in the social side of life in the early days—the unlimited demands on hospitality and the generous response; the afternoon “calls” and the “musical evenings”; the interesting role of charity-occupations as a diversion for the bored women of the upper class. Mrs. Simpson finds the social hierarchies and conventions very early established here, and many will share her regret that we failed to make use of our initial geographical isolation to jettison them altogether.

        
The three volumes are commendably indexed, and it would be unfair to conclude without a word of high praise for those responsible for the format. Distinguished in appearance and compact of size, with just sufficient illustrations and those wisely selected and really illuminative, they reflect credit on all concerned in their production and should find a ready sale in this country and overseas.
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By 

O. N. Gillespie


        

          
No. 15. 
Sports Goods.

        

        

          
The habits of a nation spring largely from the special qualities of its earth cradle. Our characters and personalities, our tastes and recreations are conditioned by the skies above us and the shape of the land on which we dwell.
        

        

          
New Zealand's reputation as a land of open-air sport is world-wide. It was inevitable from the day that folk of the British race came to live in a sporting paradise, that New Zealanders should develop exceptional skill and interest in the oldest of British institutions—“Sport.” We do not hesitate to make rightful claims on behalf of our Rugby players, runners, airmen, big sea-fishermen, and we tell of the excellence of our thoroughbred horses and our racing carnivals. But I think few New Zealanders know that we make in our own factories many of the best sporting goods in the world, and send some of them abroad.
        

        

          
I have mentioned in previous articles our high-grade foot-balls, our tennis balls, and many other sporting requisites. I have made some rather surprising discoveries since then, and the story is one that will give interest and pleasure to New Zealanders who believe in their country.
        

        

Most New Zealanders can remember that Davis finals were fought in New Zealand, and that, in Anthony Wilding, we had, for a time, the greatest demi-god in the tennis pantheon. He remains a historic figure, and the partnership between him and Norman Brookes will go down as one of the greatest doubles in all tennis chronicles.

        
I am sure the recent surprising discovery by an Aucklander on a visit to California would have pleased the tall Christchurch player. This New Zealander, searching for a suitable gift to bring back to Auckland, thought that a tennis racket would be a good idea as representing a land of sunshine and enthusiasm for outdoor sport. To his stupefaction, he was shown, in the smartest of the “Coast” sports-goods establishments, a New Zealand-made racket as the best article in the place.

        
The racket in question was made in Newmarket by Sports Supplies (N.Z.) Limited.

        
The same type of racket, made by the same New Zealand firm, is also to be found in the leading sports-goods store in New York, and in every ranking emporium in India and South Africa. This achievement is one that should be trumpeted, and is a sound excuse for musical honours. Old-established concerns of names of almost legendary fame have been marketing tennis rackets in the shopping streets of the civilized world for generations. However, the New Zealander responsible stated quite coolly, in reply to my surprised enquiry, “They can't hold us for quality or finish.”

        

          

[image: The Wellington Model Air Club in session at Trentham Racecourse, near Wellington.]
The Wellington Model Air Club in session at Trentham Racecourse, near Wellington.


        

        
I called at the factory, and found an institution that was a model of industrial organisation. The founder is himself a trained and experienced craftsman, and he has surrounded himself with a team of some seventy skilled New Zealanders whose hearts are both young and in their work. The company manufactures tennis, squash and badminton rackets, table tennis bats, the full range of golf clubs, and a wide variety of accessories for all the relative games. Each man is a technician, making the scientific approach to his particular job. There is a feeling of keenness, and I can easily believe the claim that the team is unbeatable. It is intelligible that the Sportsply racket wins in New York and Bombay, Durban and Los Angeles, because it is a better-made article.

        
We can start with the timbers, for which the world is ransacked. Ash, beech, basswood, persimmon, English sycamore, walnut, and cane are among them. All Sportsply timber materials are air-dried for a long period.

        
I saw a badminton racket being made, and it was an interesting spectacle. There are many successive processes, for it is not often realised how many different mutually strengthening lengths of material go together to make the familiar oval frame. These laminated lengths are placed in a shaping frame, united by strong adhesive substances, and then slowly clamped into the moulded shape. While I was watching the expert at work, his expression changed, and the whole article was stripped from the loosened frame and rejected. Some small flaw somewhere in the material entailed a slight unevenness, and the whole thing was scrapped at once.

        
I should mention that the “singlepurpose” machine is in a high state of development at the Sportsply factory. More often than not, these ingenious
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mechanisms are developed and even completely initiated as new designs by clever New Zealand engineering brains. One or two of these, obviously not fair matter for broadcasting in this story, may provide part of the explanation of the foreign recognition of the value of New Zealand-made rackets. Novel gadgets for polishing, boring the holes for stringing, testing the exact evenness of frame levels, and other similar apparatus, are operated by engrossed young New Zealanders. The painting and enamelling room was also well worth the visit. Here striking designs ranging in pattern from boldness to delicacy are painted in gay colours on the handles. There is also a world of technical skill in the fashioning of grips, of which there is a bewildering variety. I watched also such intimate mysteries as the insertion of the slender steel shafts in racket handles even in the diminutive Badminton weapons, and I saw the application of “quarter-sawn shoulder overlays” and the laminating of cane handles. But squash, tennis and badminton rackets do not comprise the whole activities of this New Zealand institution. The most capricious and peppery golfer, whose bag is the terror of any caddy under Sandow strength, can have his full armoury supplied by Sportsply.

        
The ante-room to this department is like a precision engineer's shop. Here are high-speed cutting and grinding machines dealing with the legions of soft rustless iron forgings which form, the world over, the embryos of iron club heads of all shapes.

        
The shafts are fitted with darkgrained Pyratone sheaths, and there are also light-grained enamelled shafts, and some are chromium plated. The making of a golf club shaft, the peculiar mathematical accuracy required in the fitting of head to shaft, and the suiting of grip to the shape, and the size of the long “stick” are all works of the artificer's art. The balance is got by a combination of scientific calculation and purely technical craftsmanship. There is as much earnestness employed in this work as ever appears in a user as he eyes the green sixty yards away. Wooden clubs provide another type of problem.
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South American persimmon, air-dried, is the only timber with the necessary qualities of toughness, durability and driving weight to cope with the force exercised by the champion who smashes it against the white “pill” with cyclone force. I was interested in the simple device which makes a metal letter “B” or “S,” and fits it into the sole plate of a wooden club so as to be exactly even.

        
From the solemn divot-making beginner to the amateur champion, all golfers are safe with these splendid examples of artistry in industry. I have passed the three-figure mark in my factory rambles, but I know of no visit that gave me more pure joy than this peep at Sportsply (N.Z.) Ltd.

        
Down the Newmarket Road a few chains, another brave new world opened up to me. Modelair Ltd., pioneered by a practical airman, is rather more than a concern for making models of aeroplanes and other speed vehicles. According to an important national executive, Modelair was the original moving force initiating the Dominionwide movement now represented by the New Zealand Model Aeroplane Association. No less than thirty-eight clubs are affiliated and there are over five thousand members. All these folk from eight years of age to eighty, are interested in the science of aviation, and the allied art of aeroplane building. Balsawood, many times lighter than cork, is the foundation of model aeroplane construction, and, indeed, this South American timber miracle has lately been recognised as of value in building the real thing. The enthusiasts who pursue this form of recreation are lightly known as “Balsabutchers” or “razor-blade carpenters.”
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Girl Finds Secret Of Health


Wants Other People to Know

        
Here is one person who has found that, by clearing the blood-stream of acid and toxins, other troubles disappear. Miss Doris McKie, Kauro, via Frankton, writes in as follow: “For about nine years I have had a dry scab disease on both elbows. Ointments and other treatments did no good. Now I am taking R.U.R. So far I have had two bottles and my elbows have cleared up goodo. My skin also feels fresh and clear. R.U.R. has proved itself to be just the tonic I needed to get to the root of the disease, and by getting to the root, it has cleared the skin.”

        
R.U.R. has proved itself as the world's best medicine. It removes the cause of 90 per cent. of all disease, and by removing the cause, clears up the disease itself.

        
The average person finds that the popular 4/- size is sufficient, for normal requirements. This size makes 26 ounces; the 7/6 size makes 52 ounces.

        
The work of the model aero clubs has far-reaching effects, and has had a tremendous importance in making our New Zealand lads air-minded. For instance, the Wellington club spends a lengthy holiday in camp at the Masterton aerodrome, where over forty members attend annually and “fly 'planes from daylight to dark.” The accomplishments of these apparent “toys” are incredible. At the last Wellington championships, eleven competitors shared flying times ranging from 11 mins. 243-5 secs. down to 4 mins. 9 secs. These are all rubber-driven machines, and it is obvious that much ingenuity and genuine knowledge of the principles of aeronautical science has been put into the construction of a 'plane whose measurement is counted in inches. The New Zealand record is held by a Modelair Redbird which actually remained aloft under its own power, supplied by a rubber twist, for 44 mins. 5.6 secs.

        
The Modelair Company has itself a League, with over 2,500 members who subscribe to a set of conditions which include the doing of the “best to advance aviation in general” and “all in his power to promote real ‘air-mindedness’.”

        
Weekly lectures are held in a well-planned hall on the premises, and these include all the matters relating to aeronautics, from directional signalling to ground assistance, from the technical details of 'plane-building to the proper handling of the “joystick.”

        
The Modelair factory is a scientific institution. Here are made the “kitsets,” a familiar package in every home where there are boys. These are planned with the utmost technical preparation, after careful research and searching tests. Blue prints are prepared of each design, and sheets of instructional matter are prepared with as much care as for an 
“Ab” engine.

        
From these kitsets with their accompanying slips of balsawood and numerous accessories, any bright lad can make a model aeroplane which will fly. The rubber used as the propulsion medium, is a specially prepared latex which stretches seven times its own length.

        
I spent some time at the benches where, with intricate apparatus of reciprocal jigsaws and woodworking machinery, craftsmen make the balsaslips and fashion the propellers. The true pitch of a propeller is a matter of the most delicate adjustment. By the way, I found both at Sportsply and Modelair that in many cases they were working to tolerances of 1-64th of an inch in wood and a thousandth of an inch in metal. No wrislet watch is made with more attention to fine precision and mathematical accuracy than these New Zealand-made sports-goods.

        
Cement is one of the ingredients in a kitset so that Modelair has a bottling department with thousands of glass tiny tots.
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Modelair's cabinet of designs is a many-drawered imposing affair, with tagged and indexed layers of blue prints and printed sheets. I wonder how many tens of thousands of busy fingers have been put to work and young brows furrowed by the fascinating contents of this bureau. Replicas of such famous machines as the Gloster-Gladiator and the Percival Gull can be made from the contents of one of these slender envelopes. This Auckland enterprise has other activities, for there is a new world in models. There is the model speed-boat, a diminutive power-driven fury that can do 20 knots on river or lake. The engine is tiny but faithfully made and capable of revolutions at dizzy speed.

        
I was shown a petrol-driven aeroplane engine that would fit in a breakfast cup, and it whirled a small propeller at gale-making velocity. The latest development is the model racing car. These incredible midgets will run on a track at 60 miles per hour. I want readers to remember that every part of these pigmy wonders is made in New Zealand from Reidrubber wheels to Auckland Glass Company bottles and windolets, and the engines themselves by our own precision engineers.

        
These are also supplied in kitsets, so that the New Zealand boy can make his own chassis or boat and assemble the works.

        
I have often commented on the mild wonder with which I am suffused when I watch a New Zealand boy dealing with mechanical problems. Only the coming years will tell how much has been contributed to the technical and civic efficiency of New Zealand by this healthy form of recreation combined with scientific learning.

        


        

          

[image: ]
        

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 15, Issue 2 (May 1, 1940.)

The Bird's-Eye View — How Aerial Photography is Speeding-Up the Surveying of the Dominion





        

          
            

              
The Bird's-Eye View
              


              
How Aerial Photography is Speeding-Up the Surveying of the Dominion
            
          
        

        
By 

Ronald McIntosh


        

Although New Zealand is celebrating the first hundred years of her civilisation and settlement, it is a surprising fact that, even with the labours of surveyors dating back to before the Maori Wars, the whole of the Dominion has not yet been mapped adequately. This is because the work of triangulation with level, theodolite and chain, sometimes over the most difficult country, is a long and arduous task.

        
In recent months, however, in a very short period indeed, some 1,200 square miles in Hawke's Bay have been mapped on a scale of four inches to the mile, while maps of this area on a reduced scale of one inch to the mile are ready for publication.

        
The labours of less than half a dozen men have sufficed to perform this work in less than a year, where the task would have been formidable and prolonged under the old methods of working. Now the Lands and Survey Department is turning its attention to an area to the south of Auckland, where some 2,000 square miles of territory are expected to be mapped in equally short time.

        
It was the introduction of the technique of aerial surveying which has made possible this great development in the mapping of the Dominion. The work is being carried on in this country with the assistance of the Royal New Zealand Air Force, which has supplied the machines and pilots for the aerial work.

        
That such duties provide valuable training for the aviators is confirmed by the fact that the Allies aerially surveyed and photographed the whole of the Siegfried Line in the first week of hostilities on the Western Front. The man in the street, however, can gain a better idea of the value and rapidity of this method of surveying when it is revealed that in Canada, in 1929, an area of country almost the size of the British Isles was completely mapped in one year.

        
The impetus to aerial photography arose out of the Great War. The Royal Air Force began to take photographs from the air, in 1912, shortly after the aeroplane became practicable, but the stress of conflict was responsible for bringing the technique from the experimental stage to a maturity which won for the Royal Air Force the title of the “eyes of the army,” not because of the acuity of vision of its observers, but through the wealth of accurate information supplied by the aerial cameras.

        
Not every type of aeroplane is suited to aerial photography. Plenty of power is needed, so that the craft may climb quickly to high altitudes, also large cruising range and good visibility from the pilot's seat. Twinengined aeroplanes, with the cockpit well forward and between the engine mounts, are best for the work, which in New Zealand is being conducted with Airspeed Oxford and Monospar machines.

        
The aerial camera itself is a specialised instrument, and many steps were necessary to bring it to its present state of efficiency. Simplicity, compactness and lightness in weight are essential. The first models were held in the hand, but nowadays the camera is built into the aeroplane's fuselage, pointing vertically downward and driven either by wind force acting upon an external propeller or by an electric motor.

        
Although multi-lens cameras, sometimes taking as many as nine separate photographs at the same time, have been used in some countries, New Zealand has followed the more usual practice of using a single-lens camera with an f4.5 lens of 8 1/4 inches focus which is standard all over the world. On some occasions, when the use of the large film, 9 inches by 7 inches, would be wasteful, a smaller camera covering plates five inches square can be employed instead.
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The actual technique of taking the aerial photographs is not the least interesting portion of the survey. The flying is done only on clear days, when no low-lying clouds are likely to mar the negatives. The pilot rapidly climbs to the normal flying height of 16,000 feet, at which altitude the photographs secured will be on the scale of 30 chains to the inch.

        
That height attained, he takes up his course and sets “George,” the automatic pilot, in action. Then he looks into the ground-glass focusing screen of the drift-sight and notes the time taken by some prominent object on the ground to pass between two lines drawn across the ground-glass. That interval is the time which



must elapse between successive exposures if a continuous record is to be obtained. Setting the camera to make its exposures automatically at that interval, he begins his survey flight, which in New Zealand is generally made in the East-West direction because of the prevailing westerlies and the northerly turning errors of the compass.

        
The pilot's chief concern is to maintain his course and keep his 'plane level. Manual piloting can be done with a normal tilt of about two degrees, but such a tilt would create many troublesome computations and corrections by the mapping staff and greatly lengthen its labours.

        
Fortunately “George” is an even better pilot than any human could hope to be, for theoretically he can maintain the set course without the tilt becoming greater than a quarter or half degree.

        
Having set his camera and seen that “George” is working properly the pilot glances at his dashboard. As the camera is about to begin exposing a strip of film a warning red light flashes on the dashboard and the work is on.

        
Every thirty seconds the light flashes again and a few seconds later the camera exposes a new portion of film to the landscape below, while all the time “George,” watched by the pilot, keeps the aeroplane at 16,000 feet altitude, on a straight East-West line and level.
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There is 120 feet of film in the magazine, specially prepared for aerial photography, and when over 200 pictures have been secured the magazine has to be changed. This operation requires but a few seconds, and the aeroplane is turned back on its course to cover the strip of land contiguous to that just photographed. On a good day the 'plane can cover an area of 500 square miles.

        
Flying at 16,000 feet and at 140 miles an hour, the lack of oxygen soon becomes noticeable. After about an hour's flying the pilot is tired and tends to lose his ability to concentrate. Yet it is not often that he is called upon to repeat a flight because of errors of flying or faults in the negatives.

        
When the strip of film is developed and printed, one might at first think that a serious error had been made, for each successive picture contains no less than 60 per cent. of the detail recorded on the preceding negative, while some 25 per cent. down the side of a strip is to be found also on the side of the next strip. This overlapping of images, however, is one of the most valuable features of aerial photography, enabling a stereoscopic relief to be obtained by the mapping staff. Along the side of the film, like the sound track in a talkie film, is a strip upon which images of the clock and altimeter are registered at the moment of each exposure.

        
In some countries, notably Canada and India, oblique photographs are taken on aerial surveys, but this method is only practicable in more or less flat countries or for small-scale exploratory maps in inaccessible country. The oblique photographs can be transformed in a transforming camera to the plane of the vertical photograph, while simplified plotting schemes have been devised enabling small-scale maps covering large areas to be turned out in very short time.

        
The English method, known as the Arundel process, is used in New Zealand. It demands that the photographs must be true bird's-eye views looking vertically downward, and is capable of much greater accuracy than is possible in the oblique method of charting.

        
The topographers in the survey office place two successive photographs in a stereoscopic machine designed for the purpose and examine the “fused” images through an eyepiece. The heights of the land at a few points on the prints have already been determined by ground surveys. The stereoscopic image shows a floating, horizontal grid which can be raised or lowered to rest on one of these points whose height has already been determined by the ground control staff. When set to a desired level, the topographer sketches in the points where the grid cuts the stereoscopic model, and so marks on the photograph the contour at that level. A slight turn of a screw shifts the grid to the next contour level, whose outline is again drawn in. Thus the whole of the overlap is quickly covered with accurate contour lines.

        
The stereoscope cannot be used in determining the positions of objects. The photograph, though map-like, is not a true map, as would quickly be discovered if a series were joined together. Hills, being nearer to the camera than valleys, are distorted outward from their true positions, while low-lying land is found nearer the centre than it should be.

        
Points common to the two photographs have to be selected: a few if the terrain is relatively flat, many more if it is hilly. Radial lines are drawn from the centre of the plate through the selected points which are common to both photographs, and the point where the two lines intersect indicates the true position of that object with an accuracy sufficient for all practical purposes, for no feature on the maps is displaced by a scaleable distance.

        
Many types of corrections become necessary, because of tilt in the aeroplane or slight wanderings off course. Consequently the examination of the films secured in a fortnight's flying by one pilot can keep a survey staff of ten busy for a year. At the end of that time, however, they have produced a map which might have required more than ten years' work under surface-surveying methods, and they have the consolation of knowing that if greater detail should ever be required, or maps printed on a larger scale, they have only to turn to these permanent records to produce what is required. The flying will not have to be done again.

        
Mosaic maps, though sometimes produced, are not popular with the mapping staff. Such maps are built up from small portions of adjacent photographs to provide a complete aerial view of a city or some other region requiring special study. In New Zealand a mosaic has been prepared



of the Hutt development area, and occasionally, similar maps are made for farmers requiring charts of large properties.

        
Owing to the distortion inherent in a wide-angled lens, these pictures cannot be fitted together edge to edge with satisfactory results, as can be done in a jig-saw puzzle. If that course were followed the fitter would receive some unpleasant surprises when he got to the edge of his jig-saw. The shortest boundary of the farm, for example, might appear in the finished result longer than any other boundary, while portions of the land shown near the edge of the mosaic might have no actual existence. Mosaics are much better fun than jig-saws, if difficulty in piecing them together is any indication.

        
Apart from the rapidity with which whole countries can be mapped under aerial surveying, and the toil and labour obviated in mountainous country or barren regions, the bird's-eye view has been responsible for many notable discoveries. In Australia, in 1930, a large salt lake, 70 miles long and 30 miles broad, was discovered by aerial survey in a place where its existence had not previously been suspected. Likewise, the Hawke's Bay survey has revealed earthquake faults running for miles over the country, with one side as much as twenty feet higher than the other, which from surface level would pass unnoticed. Their mapping from the air may provide valuable data for future research on earthquakes in the Dominion.

        
“It would be a good thing for dentists if smoking had never been invented,” writes “Forceps” in a London journal devoted to dentistry, adding, “tobacco-smoke is one of the very finest preservatives of the teeth. It may discolour them sometimes, but it frequently prolongs their usefulness to old age. Sweets, on the other hand, are the dentist's best friends. Children and women, who are always munching them, very often suffer badly from defective teeth, and I never pass a lolly-shop without wanting to take off my hat to it. But tobacco-smoke assuredly prevents decay.” So it does. But the tobacco should be of special quality. “Toasted” is ideal for the purpose, because, owing to the comparative absence of nicotine in it, it can be smoked so freely without affecting the health. All five brands of the genuine toasted-Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Cavendish, Riverhead Gold, and Desert Gold, are splendid teeth preservers, and more fragrant and delightful tobaccos are simply not to be had whatever price you may pay.
*


        
Similarly the historian would be interested in the aerial views of ancient Maori pas, the earthworks of which stand out prominently in aerial photographs.

        
The survey of Hawke's Bay resulted in three sheets of the new topographical survey being produced, while another six will come from the flying now being done over the South Auckland area. To cover the whole Dominion on the present scale of one mile to the inch no fewer than 360 sheets will be required, but it is safe to predict that, in a very few years, so rapid is this new method, there will be no blank spaces on the map of New Zealand.

        
The great library of photographs which will be collected in the process will have other values. Engineers will be aided in designing river protection
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A typical aerial photograph. The thin white line across the print is a road near the centre of which the plate centre is indicated by a cross. In the lower left corner the old and new courses of a river are plainly visible.


works, locating new railways, transmission lines and dams. From the photographs, too, the forester will be able to plan his logging, for beside telling him the heights of the standing timber, the boundaries of the various forest types will be clearly shown, together with the quickest means of logging them out. Even the rate of flow of a stream which might prove suitable for logging can be readily determined from the survey pictures.

        
Aerial photographs are also being used in geology, mining and prospecting, being particularly valuable in country which is difficult of access and wooded areas where ground vision is very limited. Even town-planning has been facilitated in New Zealand and overseas by a study of mosaics built up from aerial photographs.

        


        

          

[image: ]
          

[image: ]
          

[image: ]
        

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 15, Issue 2 (May 1, 1940.)

Our London Letter





        

          
            
Our 
London Letter

          
        

        

          
Arthur L. Stead
        

        

          
The Railways “Deliver the Goods.”

          

Smoothly and efficiently the Home railways continue to carry on. Railway transport is essential in peace and vital in war, and it is in very fine fashion our railwaymen keep on “delivering the goods.” Admiration is almost everywhere expressed of the wonderful work of the group lines, and, although passenger trains have in certain cases been withdrawn and running speeds reduced, it is recognised that these slight inconveniences are inevitable to enable the railways to concentrate on the major task before them—that of handling swiftly and silently the enormous Government business of every kind. The heavy official demands made upon the railways may well be imagined. The job of moving men and supplies for the Navy, Army and Air Force is a prodigious task in itself. Then there is the enormous volume of traffic in and out of the munition works. Since the beginning of the war, contracts have been placed by the Government for guns, shells and equipment to the value of £234,000,000; a score of new ordnance factories have been constructed; and the premises of three hundred individual armament suppliers extended. It is no exaggeration to say that the Home railways play a vital role in every major and minor action in which our Forces engage, and it is with pride and confidence railwaymen continue to do their bit in liberty's struggle.

        

        

          
Important Financial Agreement.

          
With considerable satisfaction was the news received of the financial agreement come to between the Government, the four group railways and the London Passenger Transport Board in respect of the war-time control of the undertakings. The arrangement provides for the operation of the railways under unified control on an economic basis, with appropriate payment for all Government traffic handled. The main clauses set out that the receipts and expenses of the controlled railways shall be pooled. Out of this pool, the railways are to receive annual payments equivalent, as regards the trunk lines, to the average of their net revenue for the three years 1935, 1936 and 1937; and as regards the London Transport Board, to its net revenue for the twelve months ending June 30, 1939. These payments, totalling approximately £40,000,000, are guaranteed by the Government. Should the amount in the pool exceed these guaranteed net revenues, it is provided that the railways shall retain in full the first £3,500,000 of excess: beyond that sum, the Government will take one-half of the net revenue until the point is reached where the railways arrive at their standard revenues, after which the Government acquire the whole of the balance in the pool. The agreement provides for standardising charges for maintenance, for dealing with the problem of war damage, and for bringing the receipts and expenses arising from
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the requisitioning of privately-owned wagons within the pool. There are also provisions covering the adjustment of conveyance rates, fares and charges to meet variations in war-time working costs.

        

        

          
An Interesting Railway Wagon.

          
Out-of-gauge and exceptional loads continue to be conveyed in large numbers over the Home lines. Recently, there has come to light interesting facts concerning a “veteran” special wagon owned by the L. M. & S. Company, which—for the third time since it was constructed at Derby 56 years ago—is helping the Home Front in war. Specially designed for the movement of armour plates, marine boilers, anchors, transformers and turbine castings, this 40-tons trolley wagon was so sturdily constructed, and has been so effectively maintained and modernised from time to time, that, although built in 1884, it is still carrying big loads just as effectively
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as its modern sisters. 
Lms. 
“Btz” Trolley No. 10018—to give the truck its official title—had the distinction of transporting parts and machinery for Britain's first large battleship, H.M.S. 
Dreadnought. It carried naval machinery and munitions during the South African War and the 1914–1918 struggle: in recent years it has been carrying big electrical equipment for the nation-wide “Grid,” and is now doing its bit for the third time in war. 
Btz 10018 is, indeed, an “exceptional” wagon in every sense of the word. Some 37 1/2 feet in length, it runs on eight wheels, and weighs 25 1/2 tons without a load.

        

        

          
Increased Use of Railcars.

          
Railcar movement of passenger traffic is everywhere on the increase. In Britain we have railcars of many types in daily service, and on the Great Western system considerable use is made of Diesel units. Prior to the outbreak of war, the G.W. Company had 18 Diesel railcars in traffic, covering a route mileage of 747, in an area enclosed by Birmingham, Weymouth, London and Swansea. To-day, the first of a further 20 cars ordered some time ago is being introduced into service. The first G.W. car, working in the Reading-Slough district, was fitted with a single six-cylinder oil engine. It seats 69 passengers, and has a maximum speed of 60 m.p.h. July, 1934, saw the introduction of two express railcars between Birmingham and Cardiff. These have twin engines with a maximum speed of 75 m.p.h. Some 44 passengers are carried, and the cars include buffet accommodation. In 1935, three more cars similar to the first, but with twin engines, were introduced in Oxford and Worcestershire. In the following year, ten similar cars were acquired, nine for passengers and one for parcels movement. Of the two cars completing the original stock of 18, one—introduced in 1937—had a lower gear ratio and standard buffers and drawgear, enabling it to handle a trailing load of 60 tons. The new batch of twenty cars now being acquired embody in their design the experience gained from the running of the trailer-haulage unit. It is the intention to replace the cars at present in the Birmingham-Cardiff service by two twin-car Diesel sets with remote control, enabling one man to drive the two cars. Buffets of improved design will be incorporated, and there will be seating accommodation for 104 passengers. Maximum speed will be 70 m.p.h. Incidentally, these Birmingham-Cardiff vehicles pass 
en route through the famous Severn Tunnel, and to provide warning of their approach to the tunnel maintenance gangs the cars are fitted with four horns at each end.

        

        

          
Some Useful Suggestions.

          
For some years the Home railways have given every encouragement to their staffs to put forward suggestions for more efficient and economical working. War-time conditions apparently have actually given a stimulus to these suggested schemes, and many excellent ideas put forward by employees to-day are proving most helpful. One suggestion advanced by an L. M. & S. man recently was for the damming of a brook which runs through a railway works, in order to provide an auxiliary water supply of approximately 180,000 gallons for A.R.P. purposes. Another worth-while suggestion was for using white rags, instead of sponge-cloths, for the cleaning of carriage brasswork; and a third idea was for the recovery of sponge-cloths and tying them together to make mops. Numerous ideas have been thought out and adopted for saving the use of goods wagons, which are in great demand for war-time service. One L. M. & S. employee put forward in this connection a detailed proposal for the erection of an incinerator, to avoid wagons being kept regularly on hand for the loading of refuse. Many suggestions advanced in respect of some minor aspect of local working are ultimately found to be worth applying to the whole system. Every suggestion made by L. M. & S. men,
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whether practicable or otherwise, is acknowledged by a letter of thanks, and where suggestions are adopted leading to greater economy or efficiency, or both, monetary awards are made.

        

        

          
British Railway Engines in France.

          
Home railway workers who saw Active Service in the 1914–1918 conflict are eagerly carrying on their duties on the line, while their younger colleagues do their bit in the Army, Navy or Air Force. Tin hats rest easily on the heads of these veterans, whose example and experience count for so much. Talking of railway veterans brings to mind the considerable number of Home railway locomotives which saw service abroad during the last war, and are again included in the stock of engines hauling our military trains in France. Each of the group railways has furnished locomotives for use overseas, and the case of the Great Western line may be taken as typical. This line is sending in all 100 locomotives across the Channel, and included in this contribution are 26 engines which served overseas in 1914–1918. Most of the G. W. machines affected are of the 2301 standard goods class. They are of the 0-6-0 tender type, with coupled 5ft. 2in. wheels, and a tractive effort of 18,140 lbs. Peculiarly suited to overseas conditions, some 62 of these locomotives went overseas in the last war, the bulk going to France and Salonica.
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the requisitioning of privately-owned wagons within the pool. There are also provisions covering the adjustment of conveyance rates, fares and charges to meet variations in war-time working costs.
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It was under cover of night that three men who planned the bold capture of a Maori fugitive from justice met in a police station on the Old Frontier. The two policemen awaited patiently the arrival of the third man, who was to carry out the actual capture, taking all risks. Like any secret agent in modern espionage, he would be rewarded if he succeeded, but would be repudiated in the event of failure—and failure meant bullet or tomahawk, far beyond chance of help.

          
“It's close on 10 o'clock,” said the bushy-bearded sergeant, looking at his watch. “Barlow should be near by this time, surely.”

          
“It's a long ride from Otorohanga over that track,” the constable replied, “and there's the Puniu ford, where the gravel is always shifting. Barlow wouldn't attempt to leave his camp until after dark, and he must be back again before daylight, to avoid any suspicion.”

          
A few minutes later the constable opened the door in response to a low knock. The sergeant was big, but the huge black-whiskered man who entered overtopped him by nearly a foot. His bulky figure seemed over-heavy, run to fat, but the powerful shoulders, the great depth and breadth of chest soon removed that first impression. Robert Barlow, half-caste, was a quite notable wrestler. He had been a stockman on cattle stations, a bullock-driver, bushman, horse-breaker (his weight would subdue most wild horses).

          
Both the policemen had been in the Royal Irish Constabulary, the best of training schools. McGovern was senior sergeant in charge at Hamilton. Constable Robert Gillies (in after years Inspector at Christchurch) was the perfect model of a smart young trooper. He was quick, alert, intelligent. His keen face was cleanshaved except for short sideburns. Te Awamutu (where this meeting took place) was his station, and he patrolled the farm districts for many miles around. The Puniu River was his boundary on the south. Beyond that for 150 miles all was the Dangerous Land; the only law was Maori law; all was Maori land. Nearly a million acres of land had been confiscated from the Waikato tribes, who had taken refuge in the land of the Ngati-Maniapoto. No pakeha policeman could cross that frontier river, at any rate not without arousing the brooding anger of the Maoris. The Government wisely left the Kingites alone.

          
The police officers warmly greeted Barlow, and the business on hand was entered on. This was the problem, how to capture Winiata, who had killed Edwin Packer, his fellow-worker on the farm of Mr. Cleghorn, at Epsom, near Auekland, in 1876. The two had quarrelled over a trifle of money. Packer had lent a sovereign to the Maori, and could not obtain repayment. He dunned and badgered Winiata, who at last determined to kill the pakeha and so settle the debt for ever. After the murder, done with an axe, he fled to the King Country, a hundred miles away, travelling mostly by night, and skilfully avoiding the police. Once across the border river he was safe. The land of refuge was a sanctuary of safety for other wanted men; Te Kooti was one, Wetere te Rerenga, of Mokau Heads, was another; there was Nukuwhenua, who had shot the surveyor Todd at Pirongia Mountain in 1870, and there was Purukutu, who had killed and beheaded Timothy Sullivan at Puahue in 1873—and a few more Kingite patriots. The King Country, where many of his tribal relatives lived, was Winiata's home for six years. The police could not lay their hands on him, but the original warrant for his arrest still remained, and would be acted upon, if it took fifty years.

          
The Government had offered a reward of £500 for the capture of the fugitive, and Robert Barlow determined to earn the money. He had already offered to attempt it. He was friendly with the Kingite people, and traded with them for cattle and pigs. Presently he became known as a pig buyer, taking his Rohepotae poaka to Alexandra township (now Pirongia) and selling them there.

          
* * *

          
Barlow explained his bold scheme. He would try to kidnap Winiata and carry him off in the night through the King Country to Kihikihi and Te Awamutu, a ride of thirty miles, and hand him over to Constable Gillies.

        

        

          
The Drugged Grog.

          
“Now,” said the sergeant, “here's your ammunition, Barlow.”
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He produced from a satchel two large bottles, one of rum, and one of whisky. “Constable Gillies here got Sloane, the chemist, to doctor one, with an opiate, laudanum I think; this is it, the rum. That will settle Mr. Winiata, if you can get it inside him. The other, the bottle of whisky, is all right; you'll probably have to take a tot or two yourself, until you get him and his friends drinking, then when he is well on the way, put the rum before him. You'll be able to handle him then; it's real sailors' boardinghouse Shanghai grog. Now, don't make a mistake, the rum is the knockout drop.”

          
“Good,” said Barlow, “that's splendid. Now, I must get away; my horse will have finished his bite of oats, and we must jog along. I'll have to be in Otorohanga before daylight—the nights are good and long—and frosty, you bet,” he said, with a grin and a shiver.

          
Gillies went to a cupboard where he kept his first-aid medicine. “Good luck to you, old man,” he said, pouring out a drink. “This isn't doctored! It will keep the cold out. You can have a couple more, if you like. You know a good stiff whisky poured into each boot is the best thing out for cold toes. Trust an Irish trooper to know that.”

          
Barlow laughingly declined the footwarmers, but had his tot with the policemen; then he rose to go.

          
“Hold on a moment, Barlow,” said the sergeant. “You have no revolver, have you? Gillies, lend him yours, with a box of cartridges, just in case. Winiata may be armed.”

          
Barlow took the revolver, and a pair of handcuffs. Shaking hads with the policemen, he went out to the stable, got his horse and rode off into the clear frosty night.

          
* * *

        

        

          
A Deal in Pigs.

          
A week later in Otorohanga kainga. The date was the 27th of June, 1882. In a thatched house, close to the Waipa River, the old-style whare of ferntree trunks and thickly padded raupo walls and roof, some five or six Maoris reposed comforably about the fire in the middle of the earth floor. Barlow and his Ngati-Maniapoto wife were there; Winiata, the pig breeder, was there. The wanted man who had not dared to cross the Puniu since he splashed through the waters of sanctuary six years before, was closing a bargain in pork on the hoof for the Alexandra butcher. He engaged to deliver the pigs next day, and Barlow said he had arranged with two lads to help him take them down the Waipa by canoe to Alexandra.

          
The half-caste paid over the price of the porkers to the well-satisfied vendor. He opened a flax basket, his travelling bag and took out a bottle of whisky. “Now,” he said, “my friend, we have made our bargain; let us sweeten it with a drink.”

          
He opened the bottle, and his wife produced two tin pannikins. He poured a Maori nip—half a pannikinfull-for Winiata, and a like tot for the others. The two pannikins went round, and after all had swallowed their waipiro neat, he took a very small dose himself. His moderation passed unnoticed. The group became happily noisy after another round.

          
Barlow studied his unsuspecting prospective prisoner closely. He saw that Winiata's customary watchful suspicious air was somewhat relaxed. The Maori was still a young man, but there was grey in his black hair. His life had been one of anxiety and danger ever since he sank his axeblade into his sleeping fellow-worker's head. Barlow wondered whether he carried a concealed weapon. He saw the Maori now and again put his hand to his breast, as if from unconscious habit, feeling for the comforting butt of a revolver. “He is armed,” thought Barlow, “but I'll get him.”

          
The bottle of whisky was soon empty. The strong liquor and the heat of the fire sent the little company into a pleasantly somnolent condition. Winiata and his friends would soon be happily blind to events; then would be the moment for the drugged drink.

          
Winiata, half dozing, asked for more waipiro. Barlow brought out the rum containing Sloane's opiate. He served out a half-pannikin all round.

          
“Good, good!” said Winiata. “How sweet it is! How cheering to the heart! More, give me more.”

          
His voice died away; his head sank on his chest; presently he dropped down on his blankets, breathing stertorously, in a drunken sleep that would last well into next morning.
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His companions, too, dropped off.

        

        

          
Winiata's Six-Shooter.

          
Barlow looked at his wife. “Now is the time,” her eyes said. He shifted cautiously to Winiata's side and searched him for a weapon. As he expected he found a revolver, fully loaded, inside the Maori's shirt breast. It lay in a home-made holster of soft leather, suspended by a narrow strap round the neck. He gave it to his wife, who slipped it into a pocket of the man's coat she wore.

          
“Open the door, quietly,” he whispered to his wife. Very cautiously she pushed back the low sliding door. Turning she asked: “The rum?”

          
“Leave the bottle—they'll finish it when they wake.”

          
The big man gathered up the unconscious Maori in his arms. Silently he carried him out. The woman carefully and silently closed the door. The cold night breeze might presently revive the sleepers if it were left open.

          
Swiftly the half-caste carried his captive round to the rear of the whare and along the river bank well away from the huts to a dark clump of trees where three saddled horses were tethered. The pair quickly lifted Winiata on to one and with flax ropes tied his ankles together under the horse's belly. His feet were in the stirrup irons; he would ride easily enough. Barlow handcuffed him; he could rest his fettered hands on the pommel of the saddle mechanically. Finally he strapped him firmly to the saddle.

        

        

          
The Night Ride to the Frontier.

          
“Now he's quite comfortable,” whispered Barlow. “He won't wake



up for three or four hours. You take his reins and lead his horse, and I'll ride alongside him and support him. We must watch and listen as we go.”

          
They rode quietly away from the village. It was well after midnight now. Even the dogs were asleep; at any rate not a bark broke the quiet of the night. It was frosty. Barlow's wife took a blanket from her saddle pack and fastened it about the prisoner's shoulders.

          
* * *

          
So, with amazing ease the capture of the wanted man was carried out. Thus far so good. But there was the long ride before them; it would be nearly daylight by the time they reached the frontier river.

          
After a few minutes the pair changed positions. Barlow, finding that the Maori rested like a sack in the saddle, and did not need support, rode ahead leading Winiata's horse; his wife rode last.

          
Suddenly the woman said, “We are chased! Listen!”

          
The sound of horses, travelling at a gallop, came through the midnight air.

          
“Into the manuka!” Barlow ordered. But the pursuers—some half-drugged sleeper had wakened and given the alarm—passed by within a few hundred yards on another track. They took the road down along the Waipa towards Alexandra.

          
Barlow, fortunately, had pushed along the track towards Kihikihi—the shorter of the routes to the border. The sound of the horses rapidly died in the distance.

          
Relieved, the pair hurried on through the Marae-o-Hine (the farm of the Franco-Maori Hetet family), forded the Manga-o-Rongo Stream, cantered a while, trotted, walked with caution past the whares and cultivations of old warrior Hauauru and his littlie tribe at Araikotore; hastened past the Three Sisters fort-hills at Tokanni, and at last down the long, easy slope to the Puniu crossing. In a few minutes they were trotting up the road to Kihikihi, the first township on the pakeha side of the border. The air was raw with the coming dawn, and the cocks were crowing.

        

        

          
A Struggle for Freedom.

          
But the prisoner was awake now and recovering from his knockout rum which would have killed most men. He was struggling with his bonds. Barlow put his revolver to his head and threatened to shoot him. “Come on,” he called to his wife, “drive him along.”

          
By the time they trotted into the sleeping township the desperate Maori had got rid of all his ties except the handcuffs. He rolled off his horse on to the road between the two public-houses, Tom Anderson's and Pat Corboy's. An oil lantern burned above the front of each house. The flame was pale in the strengthening daylight.

          
Barlow was off his horse in a moment, wrestling madly with his prisoner, who had shed most of his clothes. It was difficult to get a grip on his sweating naked body. Barlow's wife had seized the reins of the horses, and was calling loudly for help.

          
A Constabulary man, Finnerty, came running down from the military redoubt. He jumped into the struggle, and with his powerful help the Maori was subdued. His captors forced him up the rise to the barracks which then stood within the parapets of the redoubt. There he was padlocked to an iron bedstead, and was given a blanket against the shivers of early morning. He covered his face with the blanket; silently he accepted his fate.

          
* * *

          
The rest of Winiata's story is in the police records. He was taken in the Constabulary wagon, under armed guard, to Te Awamutu, where Barlow delivered him over to Constable Gillies. Thence the inexorable law held him until the death sentence passed in the Supreme Court was executed upon him on the gallows in Mount Eden Prison on August 4th, 1882.

          
That June 27th, when Winiata was brought into Kihikihi, was a thrilling morning for the lads of the township and the farms. We boys attending the little school that stood on the roadside below the redoubt hill were too late to see the prisoner taken off by Barlow and his daring wife and the Constabulary to Te Awamutu, but
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we saw the scuffled-up dust in the road where Winiata all but escape from his captor, and we heard Constable Finnerty's narrative on the very spot. Big “Fin,” good old bushma and carbineer, had to tell his thrille many times that day.

        

        

          
Makutu: Avenging by Black Magic.

          
The King Country was freed from the Aukati closure in 1883. Three years later my brother and I, riding through Otorohanga in a search for strayed horses, saw the raupo hut in which the outlaw had been drugged and captured. It was deserted; no one would enter it again. The King Country Maoris were still indignant at the kohuru (treachery) of the Barlows, and half-castes were highly unpopular in the Rohepotae for a long time to come. The most powerful tohunga in the country was at work with his spells of avengement.

          
“That house is tapu,” old Hopani told me at Otorohanga. “That is where the tohunga whom you knon began his rites of makutu to avenge upon Barlow the hanging of Winiata. He sent secretly to Mangere and procured some of Barlow's clothing and portions of food, and through these he worked. He called upon the gods to cause death, even at a distance; and Barlow knows, and he is dying now.”

          
And it was so. Barlow's £500 Government blood money profited him little. He had bought a small farm at Mangere with his reward, but the curse fell. The once giant frame wasted away to a clothes-rack, a shadow. In a very few years he died. For all his pakeha knowledge and his pride and courage he felt that it was hopeless to combat the arts of Whiro. the Atua of dark deeds. Malignant projection of thought, killing by primitive wireless, auto-suggestion, what you will—the Maori term Makutu covers it all.
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It was under cover of night that three men who planned the bold capture of a Maori fugitive from justice met in a police station on the Old Frontier. The two policemen awaited patiently the arrival of the third man, who was to carry out the actual capture, taking all risks. Like any secret agent in modern espionage, he would be rewarded if he succeeded, but would be repudiated in the event of failure—and failure meant bullet or tomahawk, far beyond chance of help.

          
“It's close on 10 o'clock,” said the bushy-bearded sergeant, looking at his watch. “Barlow should be near by this time, surely.”

          
“It's a long ride from Otorohanga over that track,” the constable replied, “and there's the Puniu ford, where the gravel is always shifting. Barlow wouldn't attempt to leave his camp until after dark, and he must be back again before daylight, to avoid any suspicion.”

          
A few minutes later the constable opened the door in response to a low knock. The sergeant was big, but the huge black-whiskered man who entered overtopped him by nearly a foot. His bulky figure seemed over-heavy, run to fat, but the powerful shoulders, the great depth and breadth of chest soon removed that first impression. Robert Barlow, half-caste, was a quite notable wrestler. He had been a stockman on cattle stations, a bullock-driver, bushman, horse-breaker (his weight would subdue most wild horses).

          
Both the policemen had been in the Royal Irish Constabulary, the best of training schools. McGovern was senior sergeant in charge at Hamilton. Constable Robert Gillies (in after years Inspector at Christchurch) was the perfect model of a smart young trooper. He was quick, alert, intelligent. His keen face was cleanshaved except for short sideburns. Te Awamutu (where this meeting took place) was his station, and he patrolled the farm districts for many miles around. The Puniu River was his boundary on the south. Beyond that for 150 miles all was the Dangerous Land; the only law was Maori law; all was Maori land. Nearly a million acres of land had been confiscated from the Waikato tribes, who had taken refuge in the land of the Ngati-Maniapoto. No pakeha policeman could cross that frontier river, at any rate not without arousing the brooding anger of the Maoris. The Government wisely left the Kingites alone.

          
The police officers warmly greeted Barlow, and the business on hand was entered on. This was the problem, how to capture Winiata, who had killed Edwin Packer, his fellow-worker on the farm of Mr. Cleghorn, at Epsom, near Auekland, in 1876. The two had quarrelled over a trifle of money. Packer had lent a sovereign to the Maori, and could not obtain repayment. He dunned and badgered Winiata, who at last determined to kill the pakeha and so settle the debt for ever. After the murder, done with an axe, he fled to the King Country, a hundred miles away, travelling mostly by night, and skilfully avoiding the police. Once across the border river he was safe. The land of refuge was a sanctuary of safety for other wanted men; Te Kooti was one, Wetere te Rerenga, of Mokau Heads, was another; there was Nukuwhenua, who had shot the surveyor Todd at Pirongia Mountain in 1870, and there was Purukutu, who had killed and beheaded Timothy Sullivan at Puahue in 1873—and a few more Kingite patriots. The King Country, where many of his tribal relatives lived, was Winiata's home for six years. The police could not lay their hands on him, but the original warrant for his arrest still remained, and would be acted upon, if it took fifty years.

          
The Government had offered a reward of £500 for the capture of the fugitive, and Robert Barlow determined to earn the money. He had already offered to attempt it. He was friendly with the Kingite people, and traded with them for cattle and pigs. Presently he became known as a pig buyer, taking his Rohepotae poaka to Alexandra township (now Pirongia) and selling them there.

          
* * *

          
Barlow explained his bold scheme. He would try to kidnap Winiata and carry him off in the night through the King Country to Kihikihi and Te Awamutu, a ride of thirty miles, and hand him over to Constable Gillies.
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The Drugged Grog.

          
“Now,” said the sergeant, “here's your ammunition, Barlow.”
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He produced from a satchel two large bottles, one of rum, and one of whisky. “Constable Gillies here got Sloane, the chemist, to doctor one, with an opiate, laudanum I think; this is it, the rum. That will settle Mr. Winiata, if you can get it inside him. The other, the bottle of whisky, is all right; you'll probably have to take a tot or two yourself, until you get him and his friends drinking, then when he is well on the way, put the rum before him. You'll be able to handle him then; it's real sailors' boardinghouse Shanghai grog. Now, don't make a mistake, the rum is the knockout drop.”

          
“Good,” said Barlow, “that's splendid. Now, I must get away; my horse will have finished his bite of oats, and we must jog along. I'll have to be in Otorohanga before daylight—the nights are good and long—and frosty, you bet,” he said, with a grin and a shiver.

          
Gillies went to a cupboard where he kept his first-aid medicine. “Good luck to you, old man,” he said, pouring out a drink. “This isn't doctored! It will keep the cold out. You can have a couple more, if you like. You know a good stiff whisky poured into each boot is the best thing out for cold toes. Trust an Irish trooper to know that.”

          
Barlow laughingly declined the footwarmers, but had his tot with the policemen; then he rose to go.

          
“Hold on a moment, Barlow,” said the sergeant. “You have no revolver, have you? Gillies, lend him yours, with a box of cartridges, just in case. Winiata may be armed.”

          
Barlow took the revolver, and a pair of handcuffs. Shaking hads with the policemen, he went out to the stable, got his horse and rode off into the clear frosty night.

          
* * *
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A Deal in Pigs.

          
A week later in Otorohanga kainga. The date was the 27th of June, 1882. In a thatched house, close to the Waipa River, the old-style whare of ferntree trunks and thickly padded raupo walls and roof, some five or six Maoris reposed comforably about the fire in the middle of the earth floor. Barlow and his Ngati-Maniapoto wife were there; Winiata, the pig breeder, was there. The wanted man who had not dared to cross the Puniu since he splashed through the waters of sanctuary six years before, was closing a bargain in pork on the hoof for the Alexandra butcher. He engaged to deliver the pigs next day, and Barlow said he had arranged with two lads to help him take them down the Waipa by canoe to Alexandra.

          
The half-caste paid over the price of the porkers to the well-satisfied vendor. He opened a flax basket, his travelling bag and took out a bottle of whisky. “Now,” he said, “my friend, we have made our bargain; let us sweeten it with a drink.”

          
He opened the bottle, and his wife produced two tin pannikins. He poured a Maori nip—half a pannikinfull-for Winiata, and a like tot for the others. The two pannikins went round, and after all had swallowed their waipiro neat, he took a very small dose himself. His moderation passed unnoticed. The group became happily noisy after another round.

          
Barlow studied his unsuspecting prospective prisoner closely. He saw that Winiata's customary watchful suspicious air was somewhat relaxed. The Maori was still a young man, but there was grey in his black hair. His life had been one of anxiety and danger ever since he sank his axeblade into his sleeping fellow-worker's head. Barlow wondered whether he carried a concealed weapon. He saw the Maori now and again put his hand to his breast, as if from unconscious habit, feeling for the comforting butt of a revolver. “He is armed,” thought Barlow, “but I'll get him.”

          
The bottle of whisky was soon empty. The strong liquor and the heat of the fire sent the little company into a pleasantly somnolent condition. Winiata and his friends would soon be happily blind to events; then would be the moment for the drugged drink.

          
Winiata, half dozing, asked for more waipiro. Barlow brought out the rum containing Sloane's opiate. He served out a half-pannikin all round.

          
“Good, good!” said Winiata. “How sweet it is! How cheering to the heart! More, give me more.”

          
His voice died away; his head sank on his chest; presently he dropped down on his blankets, breathing stertorously, in a drunken sleep that would last well into next morning.
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His companions, too, dropped off.
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Winiata's Six-Shooter.

          
Barlow looked at his wife. “Now is the time,” her eyes said. He shifted cautiously to Winiata's side and searched him for a weapon. As he expected he found a revolver, fully loaded, inside the Maori's shirt breast. It lay in a home-made holster of soft leather, suspended by a narrow strap round the neck. He gave it to his wife, who slipped it into a pocket of the man's coat she wore.

          
“Open the door, quietly,” he whispered to his wife. Very cautiously she pushed back the low sliding door. Turning she asked: “The rum?”

          
“Leave the bottle—they'll finish it when they wake.”

          
The big man gathered up the unconscious Maori in his arms. Silently he carried him out. The woman carefully and silently closed the door. The cold night breeze might presently revive the sleepers if it were left open.

          
Swiftly the half-caste carried his captive round to the rear of the whare and along the river bank well away from the huts to a dark clump of trees where three saddled horses were tethered. The pair quickly lifted Winiata on to one and with flax ropes tied his ankles together under the horse's belly. His feet were in the stirrup irons; he would ride easily enough. Barlow handcuffed him; he could rest his fettered hands on the pommel of the saddle mechanically. Finally he strapped him firmly to the saddle.
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The Night Ride to the Frontier.

          
“Now he's quite comfortable,” whispered Barlow. “He won't wake



up for three or four hours. You take his reins and lead his horse, and I'll ride alongside him and support him. We must watch and listen as we go.”

          
They rode quietly away from the village. It was well after midnight now. Even the dogs were asleep; at any rate not a bark broke the quiet of the night. It was frosty. Barlow's wife took a blanket from her saddle pack and fastened it about the prisoner's shoulders.

          
* * *

          
So, with amazing ease the capture of the wanted man was carried out. Thus far so good. But there was the long ride before them; it would be nearly daylight by the time they reached the frontier river.

          
After a few minutes the pair changed positions. Barlow, finding that the Maori rested like a sack in the saddle, and did not need support, rode ahead leading Winiata's horse; his wife rode last.

          
Suddenly the woman said, “We are chased! Listen!”

          
The sound of horses, travelling at a gallop, came through the midnight air.

          
“Into the manuka!” Barlow ordered. But the pursuers—some half-drugged sleeper had wakened and given the alarm—passed by within a few hundred yards on another track. They took the road down along the Waipa towards Alexandra.

          
Barlow, fortunately, had pushed along the track towards Kihikihi—the shorter of the routes to the border. The sound of the horses rapidly died in the distance.

          
Relieved, the pair hurried on through the Marae-o-Hine (the farm of the Franco-Maori Hetet family), forded the Manga-o-Rongo Stream, cantered a while, trotted, walked with caution past the whares and cultivations of old warrior Hauauru and his littlie tribe at Araikotore; hastened past the Three Sisters fort-hills at Tokanni, and at last down the long, easy slope to the Puniu crossing. In a few minutes they were trotting up the road to Kihikihi, the first township on the pakeha side of the border. The air was raw with the coming dawn, and the cocks were crowing.
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A Struggle for Freedom.

          
But the prisoner was awake now and recovering from his knockout rum which would have killed most men. He was struggling with his bonds. Barlow put his revolver to his head and threatened to shoot him. “Come on,” he called to his wife, “drive him along.”

          
By the time they trotted into the sleeping township the desperate Maori had got rid of all his ties except the handcuffs. He rolled off his horse on to the road between the two public-houses, Tom Anderson's and Pat Corboy's. An oil lantern burned above the front of each house. The flame was pale in the strengthening daylight.

          
Barlow was off his horse in a moment, wrestling madly with his prisoner, who had shed most of his clothes. It was difficult to get a grip on his sweating naked body. Barlow's wife had seized the reins of the horses, and was calling loudly for help.

          
A Constabulary man, Finnerty, came running down from the military redoubt. He jumped into the struggle, and with his powerful help the Maori was subdued. His captors forced him up the rise to the barracks which then stood within the parapets of the redoubt. There he was padlocked to an iron bedstead, and was given a blanket against the shivers of early morning. He covered his face with the blanket; silently he accepted his fate.

          
* * *

          
The rest of Winiata's story is in the police records. He was taken in the Constabulary wagon, under armed guard, to Te Awamutu, where Barlow delivered him over to Constable Gillies. Thence the inexorable law held him until the death sentence passed in the Supreme Court was executed upon him on the gallows in Mount Eden Prison on August 4th, 1882.

          
That June 27th, when Winiata was brought into Kihikihi, was a thrilling morning for the lads of the township and the farms. We boys attending the little school that stood on the roadside below the redoubt hill were too late to see the prisoner taken off by Barlow and his daring wife and the Constabulary to Te Awamutu, but
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we saw the scuffled-up dust in the road where Winiata all but escape from his captor, and we heard Constable Finnerty's narrative on the very spot. Big “Fin,” good old bushma and carbineer, had to tell his thrille many times that day.
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Makutu: Avenging by Black Magic.

          
The King Country was freed from the Aukati closure in 1883. Three years later my brother and I, riding through Otorohanga in a search for strayed horses, saw the raupo hut in which the outlaw had been drugged and captured. It was deserted; no one would enter it again. The King Country Maoris were still indignant at the kohuru (treachery) of the Barlows, and half-castes were highly unpopular in the Rohepotae for a long time to come. The most powerful tohunga in the country was at work with his spells of avengement.

          
“That house is tapu,” old Hopani told me at Otorohanga. “That is where the tohunga whom you knon began his rites of makutu to avenge upon Barlow the hanging of Winiata. He sent secretly to Mangere and procured some of Barlow's clothing and portions of food, and through these he worked. He called upon the gods to cause death, even at a distance; and Barlow knows, and he is dying now.”

          
And it was so. Barlow's £500 Government blood money profited him little. He had bought a small farm at Mangere with his reward, but the curse fell. The once giant frame wasted away to a clothes-rack, a shadow. In a very few years he died. For all his pakeha knowledge and his pride and courage he felt that it was hopeless to combat the arts of Whiro. the Atua of dark deeds. Malignant projection of thought, killing by primitive wireless, auto-suggestion, what you will—the Maori term Makutu covers it all.
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One of the …


Great Migrations



Of British History



Nova Scotian Gaels to Auckland


Scots who followed Minister in Four Lands
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No more thrilling, fullblooded romance of pioneering will be celebrated in the centenary of New Zealand, and in particular the Auckland district, than that of the Nova Scotian settlement of the Waipu district. Unaided by any government or settlement company, and led by the minister they had followed from Scotland to Nova Scotia, to Australia and then to Auckland, they came in their hundreds by the ships they built, manned, officered and provisioned themselves. Not lightly has their effort been described as one of the greatest migrations in British history. To-day their descendants occupy honoured positions all over New Zealand, success not gained by influence or other unworthy uplift, but by the exercise of those sterling, honourable characteristics of the Highland Scot which bring their own reward.

        

        

          
Back to Culloden.

          
What brought this great band to this land on which it has so left its mark? To get to the reason it is necessary to go back to the days of the Battle of Culloden, to some perhap little more than an event in a history book. There was then the feudal clan system in the Highlands; the clans fought each other, but were as one family when trouble threatened from without. After Culloden there began the subjugation of the Highlands with great severity and restriction. This did not cease when the objective of depopulating the land was reached. The persecution continued and even in the early 1800's the northern clans which had not participated in the uprising were not spared. These notorious “Highland clearances.” uprooted great families from their ancient holdings and impelled them to endeavour to regain past freedom in overseas land.
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Here enters the central figure of this story. the Reverend Norman McLeod. who, like a Moses of latter times, led his people out of the house of bondage.

          
He was born in 1780 in the parish of Assynt, Sutherlandshire, the territorial home of his clan. He was at variance with the Established Church of Scotland in some matters and preferred to follow his own conclusion in theology. He disagreed with the minister at his parish church at Loch Irver and conducted his own service. Many people were attracted. In his dissent he was a prophet, for 100 years after there followed a cleavage in the church. His father was of the Church of Scotland; his mother an Independent who was formerly an Episcoalian. In his own book McLeod described himself as being ecclesiastically of “mongrel breed.”

          
Nova Scotia was the first place to which he led his people—in 1817. It was then as much a virgin land as the New Zealand of 100 years ago. After a brief settlement at Pictou they went to the more suitable St. Ann's. Nearly all McLeod's followers and other Highlanders came there in time. The winters tried even these hardy folk. After 30 years they had comfortable homes and a living from the soil.

        

        

          
The Second Migration.

          
In 1848 there came a letter from McLeod's second son, Donald, who played a large part in the eventual settlement at Waipu. (McLeod married Mary McLeod; they had six sons and two daughters). In 1838, John Grant McLeod and Murdoch McLeod (sons) had built the brigantine 
Maria. Loaded with produce it was dispatched to Glagow in the charge of Donald, who was instructed to sell both ship and cargo there. Instead of returning home, however, he went to Australia, and no more was heard of him till 1848, when he wrote the fateful letter. He gave his father glowing accounts of Australia. In a short time men were hard at work preparing timber to build a barque, later called the 
Margaret, to take McLeod and all she could accommodate to Adelaide. Soon after, the buildin of a brig, the 
Highland Lass, was started for the same purpose.

          
Established though they were, the spirit of adventure and the thought of



a better future for their descendants in more temperate climes made them once again start a fresh adventure. Five of the six ships that carried them to Australia were built by their own labour, from the forest timber stage to the rigging. The sixth ship was repaired and reconditioned by them. The money to finance the migration they subscribed among themselves. In their ranks were masters, officers and crews, and each family provisioned itself. Nothing, material, cultural or spiritual, was left to chance. They had men and women for every trade and industry required—schoolmasters and their own respected minister, Rev. Norman McLeod.
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Probably without parallel, too, was that the party included their representative in the Nova Scotia legislature, John Munro, later to represent them in the Auckland Provincial Council and the New Zealand House of Representatives. One of the two principal financiers of the venture (the other was John McKay) was John Fraser, the Pictou-born son of Hugh Fraser (a near relative of Lord Lovat, chief of the clan), one of the famous Fraser Highlanders who were in the van of the British Army at the capture of Quebec (1759). It was the Hon. Simon Fraser, whose knowledge of French and quick wit deceived the French sentry and made possible the attack on Quebec. The incident is one of the most well-known in popular history. This soldier led the Clan Fraser against the Government at the Battle of Culloden (1746).

          
John McKay died at Waipu when nearly 100 years old. A great horseman, he rode one of the liveliest of horses even in his extreme old age. Old letters say his speed in travelling to and from church scandalised the minister.

          
The 
Margaret (236 tons) arrived at Adelaide on April 10th, 1852. She had aboard 140 persons, including the Rev. Norman McLeod. Captain W. M. McLeod, deputy harbourmaster at Wellington, has the book “Norie's Navigation,” which the Rev. McLeod used on the trip. He made daily observations of the sun and worked out the latitude and longitude in order to check the officers' calculations. He was an expert navigator.

          
Arrived in Australia the search for land was disappointing both in Adelaide and in Victoria. The Rev. McLeod corresponded with Sir George Grey who offered special facilities for himself and his people settling as a group. Thus began the migration to New Zealand.

          
In Melbourne, McLeod had a disastrous experience. There was a typhoid epidemic and three of the minister's six sons died within six weeks. Old letters relate that he took this as a sign of Divine displeasure for leaving Nova Scotia.

          
The 
Highland Lass (179 tons) arrived at Adelaide on Oct. 6th, 1852. There were 136 aboard, crew included, and of these there were 37 McKenzies. Captain Murdoch McKenzie was commander. Of those who arrived in Australia by the 
Highland Lass, 90, plus 33 from the 
Margaret, travelled to Auckland by the 
Gazelle, owned by the McKenzie brothers. Chief officer was John Jacob, afterwards to command the Melanesian Mission schooner, 
Southern Cross, for 21 years, including the tragic occasion when Bishop Patterson was murdered by natives.

          
The “New Zealander” of Sept. 21st, 1853, stated: “The schooner, 
Gazelle, arrived on Saturday from Adelaide, having made the passage in twelve days. She had brought a number of immigrants who we trust will prove a valuable addition to the population—
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arriving as they have at a time when practical agriculturists are so much needed all over the district. They are originally from the north of Scotland, had first been to America, from thence to South Australia where they remained but a year, and have been attracted to this country by its superior agricultural advantages for which it is becoming so deservedly famed.”

          
The 
Gazelle later brought a further party, including the Rev. McLeod and his wife and daughter (later Mrs. H. F. Anderson) from Melbourne. They arrived at Manukau on Jan. 26th, 1854. McLeod was then 72, and beginning again where most men would have been glad to give up the burden; indeed, would have been compelled by nature to do so.

          
In all, six ships made the migration to the Antipodes from Nova Scotia—the 
Margaret, Highland Lass, Gertrude, Spray, Breadalbane and 
Ellen Lewis—the smallest 106 tons, the largest under 300.

          
Duncan McKenzie and Duncan McKay, of the 
Highland Lass party, saw Sir George Grey, and selected Waipu for their settlement. The first to go there were the families of Hector and Duncan McKenzie and of Duncan McKay.

        

        

          
Hand Tools on Virgin Land.

          
The others followed. They built their first homes—rough wooden shelters



roofed with nikau or raupo. They had no plough, but with the few hand tools that the average man now uses in his neat garden, they cleared, dug and sowed. Each family ground its own flour till there was a mill.

          
They came to the stage of producing beyond their own requirements and they wanted what they could not grow or fashion themselves. Isolated on land by lack of roads, they again turned their hands to shipbuilding and manning the ships they built, they sailed and traded with Auckland.

          
Norman McLeod was still their pastor. In four lands for approximately sixty years he had led his flock, and had practically the same congregation all the time. He was their pastor till he lay down his earthly burden in 1866, aged 86. Never had he had a stipend or fee from his people; he had his own farm, and they helped him work it. He helped them, too.

        

        

          
Descendant Writes Book.

          
The story of the Nova Scotian Gaels has been recorded by one of their descendants, Mr. N. R. McKenzie, B.A., F.R.G.S., a son of one of the migrants, and now living in retirement in Wellington. He was born at Waipu in 1867, began teaching under the Auckland Education Board in 1890, and retired in 1932, when he was senior inspector for Taranaki. He was twenty years an inspector, and his last head-mastership was that of Mt. Eden school, Auckland. For a time he was acting-principal of the Wellington Training College. It is from his knowledge and by the courtesy of the use of his book, “The Gael Fares Forth,” that this article is written. This fine record was sold out shortly after publication to descendants of the Nova Scotian Gaels, scattered throughout New Zealand and in the countries of the world.

        

        

          
Word as Guarantee.

          
E. C. McKay, who contributes an introduction to “The Gael Fares Forth,” says: “They were a deeply religious people, brought up on the Bible, and as a community known for their morality, high principles and honest dealing…. All agreements in ancient Waipu were done by word of mouth. ‘The word of a Highlander’ was a sufficient guarantee that faith would be kept. To-day the wise Waipu man moves with the times, and insists on hard and fast written agreements. This is known as progress …. go where you will, in the professions, in commerce or business, on the land or on the sea, you will find the sons and grandsons of the founders of Waipu occupying prominent places…. A quality the Waipu people share with their forbears is loyalty in its widest sense. Two centuries ago the clans rose for Charlie because they were loyal to their Chiefs. This finished, they transferred their loyalty to the reigning house, and even when the ‘clearances’ were taking place in the Highlands, their loyalty made them fight for the King. At heart every Highlander is a bit of a Jacobite, but he sees no reason to make himself mourn over a lost cause. He did his best at Culloden, and conscious of that lets the matter rest…. In the days of voluntary enlistments she (Waipu) sent a bigger percentage of men to the front than any other place in New Zealand … there are plenty of places in New Zealand where the pioneers had just as many difficulties to fight as the founders of Waipu and faced them as bravely. But I know of no other spot where a British community, speaking a strange tongue (Gaelic), landed, or where they were twice led half round the world and started breaking in virgin country each time.”

        

        

          
Days in Auckland.

          
Another record of the short time spent in Auckland before going to Waipu says: “The migrants found good friends in Auckland. Chief among these was Dr. (afterwards Sir) Logan Campbell. He advanced to some of them money, without security. He also bought a section near the entrance to the Waipu River and presented it to the people as a school site. Another good friend was Mrs. Alexander Dingwall, mother of David M. Dingwall, who left a bequest worth nearly a quarter of a million pounds, to found the Dingwall Orphanage at Auckland. Mrs. Dingwall kept a


[image: ]
grocer's shop and as she spoke Gaelic it was easy for the old people to deal with her. During his stay in Auckland the Rev. Norman McLeod held Gaelic services in a hall in Symonds Street and preached in English several times in St. Andrew's Church—the mother Presbyterian church of the Auckland province…. Most of the people settled at Waipu but a few families went to Whangarei Heads. Here they bought land from Dr. Logan Campbell…. A receipt from the Surveyor-General's office for one of the migrant's land purchases is given thus: ‘Received from Mr. Duncan McKay the sum of £400 sterling, being the amount for the purchase of 800 acres of land situated at Mangawai, Waipu, at ten shillings an acre, five per cent. for roads and five per cent. for surveys being deducted. Reader Wood, deputy surveyor-general'.”

        

        

          
Waipu Set Apart.

          
Waipu was “set apart and reserved … exclusively” for the Nova Scotians but the area was insufficient for the unexpectedly large number of migrants. In consequence several sister settlements were formed by the later arrivals. These were situated at Little Omaha (now called Leigh), the Mangawai-Hakaru-Kaiwaka district, Whangarei Heads, Kaurihohore, Hikurangi and other places near Whangarei. A very large proportion of the Whangarei county was peopled by the descendants of the Nova Scotia Gaels, and of others of the same race who came directly from Scotland or from the North of Ireland. A few families came from Prince Edward Island. It is not generally known that

          
(
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No more thrilling, fullblooded romance of pioneering will be celebrated in the centenary of New Zealand, and in particular the Auckland district, than that of the Nova Scotian settlement of the Waipu district. Unaided by any government or settlement company, and led by the minister they had followed from Scotland to Nova Scotia, to Australia and then to Auckland, they came in their hundreds by the ships they built, manned, officered and provisioned themselves. Not lightly has their effort been described as one of the greatest migrations in British history. To-day their descendants occupy honoured positions all over New Zealand, success not gained by influence or other unworthy uplift, but by the exercise of those sterling, honourable characteristics of the Highland Scot which bring their own reward.
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Back to Culloden.

          
What brought this great band to this land on which it has so left its mark? To get to the reason it is necessary to go back to the days of the Battle of Culloden, to some perhap little more than an event in a history book. There was then the feudal clan system in the Highlands; the clans fought each other, but were as one family when trouble threatened from without. After Culloden there began the subjugation of the Highlands with great severity and restriction. This did not cease when the objective of depopulating the land was reached. The persecution continued and even in the early 1800's the northern clans which had not participated in the uprising were not spared. These notorious “Highland clearances.” uprooted great families from their ancient holdings and impelled them to endeavour to regain past freedom in overseas land.
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Here enters the central figure of this story. the Reverend Norman McLeod. who, like a Moses of latter times, led his people out of the house of bondage.

          
He was born in 1780 in the parish of Assynt, Sutherlandshire, the territorial home of his clan. He was at variance with the Established Church of Scotland in some matters and preferred to follow his own conclusion in theology. He disagreed with the minister at his parish church at Loch Irver and conducted his own service. Many people were attracted. In his dissent he was a prophet, for 100 years after there followed a cleavage in the church. His father was of the Church of Scotland; his mother an Independent who was formerly an Episcoalian. In his own book McLeod described himself as being ecclesiastically of “mongrel breed.”

          
Nova Scotia was the first place to which he led his people—in 1817. It was then as much a virgin land as the New Zealand of 100 years ago. After a brief settlement at Pictou they went to the more suitable St. Ann's. Nearly all McLeod's followers and other Highlanders came there in time. The winters tried even these hardy folk. After 30 years they had comfortable homes and a living from the soil.
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The Second Migration.

          
In 1848 there came a letter from McLeod's second son, Donald, who played a large part in the eventual settlement at Waipu. (McLeod married Mary McLeod; they had six sons and two daughters). In 1838, John Grant McLeod and Murdoch McLeod (sons) had built the brigantine 
Maria. Loaded with produce it was dispatched to Glagow in the charge of Donald, who was instructed to sell both ship and cargo there. Instead of returning home, however, he went to Australia, and no more was heard of him till 1848, when he wrote the fateful letter. He gave his father glowing accounts of Australia. In a short time men were hard at work preparing timber to build a barque, later called the 
Margaret, to take McLeod and all she could accommodate to Adelaide. Soon after, the buildin of a brig, the 
Highland Lass, was started for the same purpose.

          
Established though they were, the spirit of adventure and the thought of



a better future for their descendants in more temperate climes made them once again start a fresh adventure. Five of the six ships that carried them to Australia were built by their own labour, from the forest timber stage to the rigging. The sixth ship was repaired and reconditioned by them. The money to finance the migration they subscribed among themselves. In their ranks were masters, officers and crews, and each family provisioned itself. Nothing, material, cultural or spiritual, was left to chance. They had men and women for every trade and industry required—schoolmasters and their own respected minister, Rev. Norman McLeod.
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Probably without parallel, too, was that the party included their representative in the Nova Scotia legislature, John Munro, later to represent them in the Auckland Provincial Council and the New Zealand House of Representatives. One of the two principal financiers of the venture (the other was John McKay) was John Fraser, the Pictou-born son of Hugh Fraser (a near relative of Lord Lovat, chief of the clan), one of the famous Fraser Highlanders who were in the van of the British Army at the capture of Quebec (1759). It was the Hon. Simon Fraser, whose knowledge of French and quick wit deceived the French sentry and made possible the attack on Quebec. The incident is one of the most well-known in popular history. This soldier led the Clan Fraser against the Government at the Battle of Culloden (1746).

          
John McKay died at Waipu when nearly 100 years old. A great horseman, he rode one of the liveliest of horses even in his extreme old age. Old letters say his speed in travelling to and from church scandalised the minister.

          
The 
Margaret (236 tons) arrived at Adelaide on April 10th, 1852. She had aboard 140 persons, including the Rev. Norman McLeod. Captain W. M. McLeod, deputy harbourmaster at Wellington, has the book “Norie's Navigation,” which the Rev. McLeod used on the trip. He made daily observations of the sun and worked out the latitude and longitude in order to check the officers' calculations. He was an expert navigator.

          
Arrived in Australia the search for land was disappointing both in Adelaide and in Victoria. The Rev. McLeod corresponded with Sir George Grey who offered special facilities for himself and his people settling as a group. Thus began the migration to New Zealand.

          
In Melbourne, McLeod had a disastrous experience. There was a typhoid epidemic and three of the minister's six sons died within six weeks. Old letters relate that he took this as a sign of Divine displeasure for leaving Nova Scotia.

          
The 
Highland Lass (179 tons) arrived at Adelaide on Oct. 6th, 1852. There were 136 aboard, crew included, and of these there were 37 McKenzies. Captain Murdoch McKenzie was commander. Of those who arrived in Australia by the 
Highland Lass, 90, plus 33 from the 
Margaret, travelled to Auckland by the 
Gazelle, owned by the McKenzie brothers. Chief officer was John Jacob, afterwards to command the Melanesian Mission schooner, 
Southern Cross, for 21 years, including the tragic occasion when Bishop Patterson was murdered by natives.

          
The “New Zealander” of Sept. 21st, 1853, stated: “The schooner, 
Gazelle, arrived on Saturday from Adelaide, having made the passage in twelve days. She had brought a number of immigrants who we trust will prove a valuable addition to the population—
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Buses of the New Zealand Railways Road Services Fleet conveying 480 children from the Brooklyn School, Wellington, to Hutt Park, on the occasion of their recent annual picnic.


arriving as they have at a time when practical agriculturists are so much needed all over the district. They are originally from the north of Scotland, had first been to America, from thence to South Australia where they remained but a year, and have been attracted to this country by its superior agricultural advantages for which it is becoming so deservedly famed.”

          
The 
Gazelle later brought a further party, including the Rev. McLeod and his wife and daughter (later Mrs. H. F. Anderson) from Melbourne. They arrived at Manukau on Jan. 26th, 1854. McLeod was then 72, and beginning again where most men would have been glad to give up the burden; indeed, would have been compelled by nature to do so.

          
In all, six ships made the migration to the Antipodes from Nova Scotia—the 
Margaret, Highland Lass, Gertrude, Spray, Breadalbane and 
Ellen Lewis—the smallest 106 tons, the largest under 300.

          
Duncan McKenzie and Duncan McKay, of the 
Highland Lass party, saw Sir George Grey, and selected Waipu for their settlement. The first to go there were the families of Hector and Duncan McKenzie and of Duncan McKay.
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Hand Tools on Virgin Land.

          
The others followed. They built their first homes—rough wooden shelters



roofed with nikau or raupo. They had no plough, but with the few hand tools that the average man now uses in his neat garden, they cleared, dug and sowed. Each family ground its own flour till there was a mill.

          
They came to the stage of producing beyond their own requirements and they wanted what they could not grow or fashion themselves. Isolated on land by lack of roads, they again turned their hands to shipbuilding and manning the ships they built, they sailed and traded with Auckland.

          
Norman McLeod was still their pastor. In four lands for approximately sixty years he had led his flock, and had practically the same congregation all the time. He was their pastor till he lay down his earthly burden in 1866, aged 86. Never had he had a stipend or fee from his people; he had his own farm, and they helped him work it. He helped them, too.
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Descendant Writes Book.

          
The story of the Nova Scotian Gaels has been recorded by one of their descendants, Mr. N. R. McKenzie, B.A., F.R.G.S., a son of one of the migrants, and now living in retirement in Wellington. He was born at Waipu in 1867, began teaching under the Auckland Education Board in 1890, and retired in 1932, when he was senior inspector for Taranaki. He was twenty years an inspector, and his last head-mastership was that of Mt. Eden school, Auckland. For a time he was acting-principal of the Wellington Training College. It is from his knowledge and by the courtesy of the use of his book, “The Gael Fares Forth,” that this article is written. This fine record was sold out shortly after publication to descendants of the Nova Scotian Gaels, scattered throughout New Zealand and in the countries of the world.
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Word as Guarantee.

          
E. C. McKay, who contributes an introduction to “The Gael Fares Forth,” says: “They were a deeply religious people, brought up on the Bible, and as a community known for their morality, high principles and honest dealing…. All agreements in ancient Waipu were done by word of mouth. ‘The word of a Highlander’ was a sufficient guarantee that faith would be kept. To-day the wise Waipu man moves with the times, and insists on hard and fast written agreements. This is known as progress …. go where you will, in the professions, in commerce or business, on the land or on the sea, you will find the sons and grandsons of the founders of Waipu occupying prominent places…. A quality the Waipu people share with their forbears is loyalty in its widest sense. Two centuries ago the clans rose for Charlie because they were loyal to their Chiefs. This finished, they transferred their loyalty to the reigning house, and even when the ‘clearances’ were taking place in the Highlands, their loyalty made them fight for the King. At heart every Highlander is a bit of a Jacobite, but he sees no reason to make himself mourn over a lost cause. He did his best at Culloden, and conscious of that lets the matter rest…. In the days of voluntary enlistments she (Waipu) sent a bigger percentage of men to the front than any other place in New Zealand … there are plenty of places in New Zealand where the pioneers had just as many difficulties to fight as the founders of Waipu and faced them as bravely. But I know of no other spot where a British community, speaking a strange tongue (Gaelic), landed, or where they were twice led half round the world and started breaking in virgin country each time.”
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Days in Auckland.

          
Another record of the short time spent in Auckland before going to Waipu says: “The migrants found good friends in Auckland. Chief among these was Dr. (afterwards Sir) Logan Campbell. He advanced to some of them money, without security. He also bought a section near the entrance to the Waipu River and presented it to the people as a school site. Another good friend was Mrs. Alexander Dingwall, mother of David M. Dingwall, who left a bequest worth nearly a quarter of a million pounds, to found the Dingwall Orphanage at Auckland. Mrs. Dingwall kept a
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grocer's shop and as she spoke Gaelic it was easy for the old people to deal with her. During his stay in Auckland the Rev. Norman McLeod held Gaelic services in a hall in Symonds Street and preached in English several times in St. Andrew's Church—the mother Presbyterian church of the Auckland province…. Most of the people settled at Waipu but a few families went to Whangarei Heads. Here they bought land from Dr. Logan Campbell…. A receipt from the Surveyor-General's office for one of the migrant's land purchases is given thus: ‘Received from Mr. Duncan McKay the sum of £400 sterling, being the amount for the purchase of 800 acres of land situated at Mangawai, Waipu, at ten shillings an acre, five per cent. for roads and five per cent. for surveys being deducted. Reader Wood, deputy surveyor-general'.”
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Waipu Set Apart.

          
Waipu was “set apart and reserved … exclusively” for the Nova Scotians but the area was insufficient for the unexpectedly large number of migrants. In consequence several sister settlements were formed by the later arrivals. These were situated at Little Omaha (now called Leigh), the Mangawai-Hakaru-Kaiwaka district, Whangarei Heads, Kaurihohore, Hikurangi and other places near Whangarei. A very large proportion of the Whangarei county was peopled by the descendants of the Nova Scotia Gaels, and of others of the same race who came directly from Scotland or from the North of Ireland. A few families came from Prince Edward Island. It is not generally known that
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There is little doubt that of all the early missionaries Samuel Marsden is the best remembered. It was his investigations that first showed that the Maori attacks on ships and their crews were usually the result of previous assaults by the seamen on the natives. It was in December, 1814, that Marsden first visited New Zealand. It is a striking commentary on the state of the country at the time, that before leaving Sydney he wrote to the Rev. J. Pratt, Secretary of the Church Missionary Society: “I leave my family under Divine protection. If I should be spared to return to them I shall be able to provide for all their wants; but if Providence should otherwise determine, I recommend them to the kind consideration of the Society.”

        
Marsden was accompanied on his voyage in the brig 
Active by several Maori chiefs, returning from Sydney, as well as Thomas Kendall, who had been appointed magistrate to remain in the country. This appointment was made on Marsden's recommendation, with a view to effecting some control over the licentiousness of the whalers and seamen visiting New Zealand. Three of the chiefs — Dewaterra, Shunger and Kora Korra—were named in Governor Macquarie's order of November 9th, 1814, as being invested with somewhat similar powers. Incidentally, Marsden uses a slightly different spelling for their names than that quoted in the official order.

        
On his return to Sydney, Marsden presented to the Church Missionary Society a very lengthy account of his observations. It is characteristic of the age in which he lived that this report opens with much preliminary statement, including even a reference to American Independence. He then proceeds to an historical account of the first missionary contacts with New Zealand, including an account of the visit of various chiefs to Norfolk Island.

        
On his first voyage Marsden arrived at the North Cape on December 16th, 1814, and left Whangaroa for Sydney in the following February. As was always the case with Marsden, he suffered acutely from sea sickness throughout the voyage. A day was spent off North Cape and whilst the chiefs went ashore many canoes brought out an abundance of fish such as Marsden considered “the finest fish I ever saw.”

        
Whilst at Whangaroa Marsden attempted the difficult task of making peace with the chiefs of the district. In this he was considerably helped by both Duaterra and Shungee, two of the chiefs with him. Whangaroa was the scene of the destruction of the 
Boyd and the massacre of the crew in 1809. This happening was investigated by Marsden, who concluded that it was the result of the ill-treatment
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Marsden's Mission-boat escorted by Maori War Canoes in the Bay of Islands.


of the Maoris by the crew in the first place.

        
Marsden's decision to sleep with the natives at night was a bold one in view of the fact that at the time he was not yet sure of their intentions and did not know whether they would make peace. There is little doubt that his action must have hastened the reconciliation that took place the next day. In his report Marsden says that he did not sleep much and describes the scene on a beautiful starlit night in these words:-

        
“Around us were numerous spears struck upright in the ground, and groups of natives lying in all directions, like a flock of sheep upon the grass, as there were neither tents nor huts to cover them. I viewed our situation with new sensations and feelings that I cannot express—surrounded by cannibals who had massacred and devoured our countrymen.”

        
On Christmas Day, 1814, was enacted a scene that had a significance for New Zealand little realised at the time by those taking part in it. Marsden preached the first public service held in the Dominion, taking as his text, “Behold I bring you tidings of great
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Historic Whangaroa Harbour, North Auckland.


joy.” Prior to the service a special area, including even a pulpit and a reading desk, had been prepared under the direction of Duaterra. This chief apparently acted as master of ceremonies, being dressed for the occasion in a regimental uniform given him by Governor Macquarie. With his sword in one hand, he used a switch in the other to indicate when those assembled were to stand up and when to sit down. Later he explained the sermon in Maori.

        
Marsden was mainly desirous of providing for the settlement of those that were to remain behind, but he yet found time to visit a number of other districts. He penetrated where previously no white man had been. His report is full of interesting comments on the customs of the country. He concluded that although all the natives were cannibals it was not due to hunger, but solely as a method of showing “their retaliation and revenge for injuries sustained.” He also tried to convince the natives that their punishment of death for theft was too severe. It was their custom to hang thieves. On one occasion Marsden lost three small articles and had it not been for his intervention the culprit would have been killed outright by his chief.

        
Prior to leaving the country Marsden desired to secure some sort of legal title to the land on which his Missionary settlement was to stand. This area he estimated to comprise some 200 acres and on February 24th, 1815, a formal deed was drawn up and signed. The price paid was twelve axes. It was signed by a chief styled “Ahoodee O Gunna, King of Ranghee Hoo” with a signature that “contains all the lines which are tatooed on the chief's face, according to their singular and curious mode of making thereon drawings and figures.”

        
Marsden did not again visit the colony for four years, but he had succeeded in establishing Kendall in residence and arranging for a fairly regular means of communication with Sydney. Considering the short time he spent in the country he accomplished much.
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Drilling operations in progress at the “Nga-Rua” Marble Quarry, on Takaka Hill, Nelson.
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Sunday Night On The Railway
        

        

          
In present circumstances Sunday night has become for thousands a time of travelling, with what is to many the novelty of a cross-country train journey heightened by the peculiarities of the blackout. Those who in civilian life shuddered at the thought of a journey otherwise than by car, now thankfully patronise the branch line services that enable them to return from a week-end leave to the remote situations whither military duty has called them. The blue-lit carriage lulls the mind like a perambulating opium den, so that no surprise is felt when a private soldier suddenly speaks in the unmistakable accents of one of our older universities. At stations, clusters of glowing cigarette ends gather outside the carriage window, the invisible smokers addressing brief, gruff words of farewell to the bulky silhouettes who anon grope their way within with apologetic murmurs to those whom they bruise with their boots or stun in the process of divesting themselves of their respirators. These may not be the ideal conditions for travel, but the darkened railway carriage is all the same a welcome sanctuary in which to observe our fellow beings temporarily relaxed from the rigidity imposed during daylight hours by the wearing of a uniform.—From the “Railway Gazette,” London.
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One Of The Great Migrations Of British History.
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this is one of the most Scottish communities in New Zealand.

          

          

            
The Call to Arms.

            
Of their part in the Great War, Colonel J. N. McCarroll writes in “The Gael Fares North”: “Yes, I knew the men from Waipu (this means from all the Nova Scotia settlements) from A to Z—from Gallipoli to Damascus. When the call to arms sounded o'er hill and glen, their Highland blood kindled as they enlisted in large numbers, three families sending five sons each—the McLennans, Stevens and Haswells…. They not only gave their sons but their daughters…. I know of two-sisters, Mary and Hugha Sutherland, who served in the nursing service.”

            
Descendants of Waipu pioneers to the number of nine served in the Boer War and 500 in the Great War. Three served in both. There were also eight nurses on active service. Nearly 90 of the men were killed on active service, including a number at Gallipoli. Others served in the Navy and many held leading positions in the mercantile marine before and after the Great War.

          

          

            
Permanent Memorial.

            
Mr. N. R. McKenzie has just been advised that an organisation called the Cape Breton Gaelic Foundation has been formed in Nova Scotia to honour and perpetuate the memory of Nova Scotia's Highland Scottish, Gaelic-speaking pioneers.

            
I have before me a letter in which the chairman of the memorial executive (the Rev. Angus W. R. Mackenzie) advises that the memorial is to be erected on the original Norman McLeod homestead at St. Ann's, and that Mr. N. R. McKenzie has been appointed one of the eleven honorary members of the Pioneers Foundation section of the memorial organisation. He writes: “Our subscription list is growing fast. We expect to reach the 10,000 dollar mark this year. Gaels everywhere are subscribing large sums … it would be splendid if New Zealand Gaels of Cape Breton descent could plan to have as many present as possible in the summer (July-August) of 1941 when we hope (D.V.) to open our permanent memorial building.”

            
Among the eleven members of the Pioneers' Foundation I see the names of the Premier of Nova Scotia (Hon. Angus L. Macdonald), the Hon. Ian Mackenzie (Ottawa), ex Lieutenant-Governor the Hon. W. D. Ross (Toronto), Chief Justice Aulay Morrison (Vancouver), Senator John D. Mackay (Boston). The “Halifax Chronicle” in a recent issue devotes a two-column illustration to the formal ceremony where Premier Macdonald accepted the first membership certificate in the memorial fund.

            
When the memorial has been established in the park at St. Ann's—the municipal council of Victoria County, Nova Scotia, having given 100 acres of the land in sympathetic approval—it is proposed by means of an endowment fund to ensure the perpetuity of the world's first Gaelic College and Memorial Foundation. The ambition is for this memorial park to become a centre for the promotion of all that deeply interests the liberty-loving Gael. His ancient language will be preserved and fostered, taught and spoken; his music, sacred and secular, given and heard, taught and played; his games and sports sponsored and featured, encouraged and promoted; his clan customs and traditions, revived and advanced, remembered and kept alive; his culture and religion extolled and emulated, revered and exemplified.

            
Descendants of the Nova Scotian Gaels are to be found in the forefront of life in New Zealand. Taken at random here are a few: Edward Anderson, of Auckland, Reserve Bank
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director, and former chairman Auckland Chamber of Commerce, a grand-son of the Rev. Norman McLeod; L. B. Campbell, Secretary of the Marine Dept.; O. N. Campbell, Under-Secretary of the Native Dept.; Dr. R. M. Campbell, economic adviser to the High Commissioner in London; John A. Dunning, M.A., a Rhodes Scholar; Hugh Fraser, sub-editorial staff, “N.Z. Herald”; Rev. J. M. McKenzie, Wellington; Ian Matheson, Wellington; Kenneth Pacey, late resident surgeon, Royal Masonic Hospital, London, former travelling scholar, New Zealand Obstetrical Society, now practising in Wellington; Capt. McLeod, deputy harbourmaster, Wellington; Neill H. Smith, general manager for New Zealand, Shell Oil Co., and many others here as well as abroad.

          

          

            
To rail at tobacco for thirty years and denounce smoking as a vice and then conclude that you've been “barking up the wrong tree” all the time! What a “right about face!” The late Professor Huxley, the eminent scientist, was an anti-tobaccoite for half his lifetime. One day a friend persuaded him to try a mild havana — and straightway he changed his tune! He found it delicious, and lived to admit “there's no more harm in a pipe of tobacco than there is in a cup of tea.” But tobacco varies in quality just as tea does. In both cases it's a wise plan to buy the best but not necessarily the most expensive. In the case of tobacco the best is the genuine “toasted” which though quite moderate in price is matchless for bouquet and unrivalled for purity. The nicotine it contains (common to all tobacco) is eliminated by toasting, and hence the harmlessness of the five famous brands—Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Cavendish, Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold.
*
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In present circumstances Sunday night has become for thousands a time of travelling, with what is to many the novelty of a cross-country train journey heightened by the peculiarities of the blackout. Those who in civilian life shuddered at the thought of a journey otherwise than by car, now thankfully patronise the branch line services that enable them to return from a week-end leave to the remote situations whither military duty has called them. The blue-lit carriage lulls the mind like a perambulating opium den, so that no surprise is felt when a private soldier suddenly speaks in the unmistakable accents of one of our older universities. At stations, clusters of glowing cigarette ends gather outside the carriage window, the invisible smokers addressing brief, gruff words of farewell to the bulky silhouettes who anon grope their way within with apologetic murmurs to those whom they bruise with their boots or stun in the process of divesting themselves of their respirators. These may not be the ideal conditions for travel, but the darkened railway carriage is all the same a welcome sanctuary in which to observe our fellow beings temporarily relaxed from the rigidity imposed during daylight hours by the wearing of a uniform.—From the “Railway Gazette,” London.
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this is one of the most Scottish communities in New Zealand.

          

          

            
The Call to Arms.

            
Of their part in the Great War, Colonel J. N. McCarroll writes in “The Gael Fares North”: “Yes, I knew the men from Waipu (this means from all the Nova Scotia settlements) from A to Z—from Gallipoli to Damascus. When the call to arms sounded o'er hill and glen, their Highland blood kindled as they enlisted in large numbers, three families sending five sons each—the McLennans, Stevens and Haswells…. They not only gave their sons but their daughters…. I know of two-sisters, Mary and Hugha Sutherland, who served in the nursing service.”

            
Descendants of Waipu pioneers to the number of nine served in the Boer War and 500 in the Great War. Three served in both. There were also eight nurses on active service. Nearly 90 of the men were killed on active service, including a number at Gallipoli. Others served in the Navy and many held leading positions in the mercantile marine before and after the Great War.

          

          

            
Permanent Memorial.

            
Mr. N. R. McKenzie has just been advised that an organisation called the Cape Breton Gaelic Foundation has been formed in Nova Scotia to honour and perpetuate the memory of Nova Scotia's Highland Scottish, Gaelic-speaking pioneers.

            
I have before me a letter in which the chairman of the memorial executive (the Rev. Angus W. R. Mackenzie) advises that the memorial is to be erected on the original Norman McLeod homestead at St. Ann's, and that Mr. N. R. McKenzie has been appointed one of the eleven honorary members of the Pioneers Foundation section of the memorial organisation. He writes: “Our subscription list is growing fast. We expect to reach the 10,000 dollar mark this year. Gaels everywhere are subscribing large sums … it would be splendid if New Zealand Gaels of Cape Breton descent could plan to have as many present as possible in the summer (July-August) of 1941 when we hope (D.V.) to open our permanent memorial building.”

            
Among the eleven members of the Pioneers' Foundation I see the names of the Premier of Nova Scotia (Hon. Angus L. Macdonald), the Hon. Ian Mackenzie (Ottawa), ex Lieutenant-Governor the Hon. W. D. Ross (Toronto), Chief Justice Aulay Morrison (Vancouver), Senator John D. Mackay (Boston). The “Halifax Chronicle” in a recent issue devotes a two-column illustration to the formal ceremony where Premier Macdonald accepted the first membership certificate in the memorial fund.

            
When the memorial has been established in the park at St. Ann's—the municipal council of Victoria County, Nova Scotia, having given 100 acres of the land in sympathetic approval—it is proposed by means of an endowment fund to ensure the perpetuity of the world's first Gaelic College and Memorial Foundation. The ambition is for this memorial park to become a centre for the promotion of all that deeply interests the liberty-loving Gael. His ancient language will be preserved and fostered, taught and spoken; his music, sacred and secular, given and heard, taught and played; his games and sports sponsored and featured, encouraged and promoted; his clan customs and traditions, revived and advanced, remembered and kept alive; his culture and religion extolled and emulated, revered and exemplified.

            
Descendants of the Nova Scotian Gaels are to be found in the forefront of life in New Zealand. Taken at random here are a few: Edward Anderson, of Auckland, Reserve Bank
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director, and former chairman Auckland Chamber of Commerce, a grand-son of the Rev. Norman McLeod; L. B. Campbell, Secretary of the Marine Dept.; O. N. Campbell, Under-Secretary of the Native Dept.; Dr. R. M. Campbell, economic adviser to the High Commissioner in London; John A. Dunning, M.A., a Rhodes Scholar; Hugh Fraser, sub-editorial staff, “N.Z. Herald”; Rev. J. M. McKenzie, Wellington; Ian Matheson, Wellington; Kenneth Pacey, late resident surgeon, Royal Masonic Hospital, London, former travelling scholar, New Zealand Obstetrical Society, now practising in Wellington; Capt. McLeod, deputy harbourmaster, Wellington; Neill H. Smith, general manager for New Zealand, Shell Oil Co., and many others here as well as abroad.

          

          

            
To rail at tobacco for thirty years and denounce smoking as a vice and then conclude that you've been “barking up the wrong tree” all the time! What a “right about face!” The late Professor Huxley, the eminent scientist, was an anti-tobaccoite for half his lifetime. One day a friend persuaded him to try a mild havana — and straightway he changed his tune! He found it delicious, and lived to admit “there's no more harm in a pipe of tobacco than there is in a cup of tea.” But tobacco varies in quality just as tea does. In both cases it's a wise plan to buy the best but not necessarily the most expensive. In the case of tobacco the best is the genuine “toasted” which though quite moderate in price is matchless for bouquet and unrivalled for purity. The nicotine it contains (common to all tobacco) is eliminated by toasting, and hence the harmlessness of the five famous brands—Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Cavendish, Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold.
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By 
“
Shibli Bagarag”


        

          

Afew days before he died the late Lindsay Buick told me with that quiet characteristic enthusiasm of his that he was planning to write a new edition of his famous work “Old Marlborough.” He told me something of the splendid new material which had reached him, mostly through numerous letters from old residents. Because of his earlier work many old settlers had written to him giving important historical details of the province across the Strait. When I heard of Mr. Buick's death a few days later I expressed the fervent hope that these letters which he hoped to use in the proposed new edition would be preserved. I presume that this was done. This leads me to the centennial volume recently published. “Marlborough, a Provincial History,” which is a very satisfying work. In fact I will be bold to state that it surpasses anything yet produced in the rapidly growing library of Centennial publications.

          
The writing of the book was in several hands, the editing being carried out by Mr. A. D. McIntosh, assisted by Mr. W. R. Allen, editor of the “Marlborough Express,” and Dr. W. E. Redman. The result of this composite effort, admirably edited, has been that each group of chapters, or each chapter on separate historical aspects has been written by people well versed in their subjects. A happy thought, too, was the selection of Miss Eileen Duggan to write the introduction, for Marlborough is her native district. In a 3,000-word foreword Miss Duggan has given us one of the most striking and beautifully phrased introductions to be found in any his-torical work. Added to all these Interesting facts it must be noted that the appendix to the volume contains an imposing array of names, facts and figures, the illustrations are many and particularly well produced, the end papers artistic and striking, and the general format a delight for any book over. Whitcombe and Tombs, the printers, have done their job well, and appropriately enough the marketing is the hands of Mr. Duckworth, of Marlborough, who is known as an enterprising and bookish bookseller.

          
And now am I going to write a critical analysis of the book itself? No, space will not permit. I have mentioned points not usually stressed by New Zealand reviewers to whom I will leave the pleasant task of commenting on the letterpress of a book, the reading of which, to me, has been a special pleasure.

          
It should be mentioned that while Buick's “Old Marlborough,” and C. A. MacDonald's “Pages from the Past” have evidently proved exceedingly useful in compiling the book, the present history is more of a supplementary one which adds greatly to its historical value.

          
* * *

          
If we had a New Zealand Le Gallienne I can imagine what a delightful essay he could write about the literary atmosphere surrounding Whitcombe and Tombs bookshop in Christchurch. It is a very large bookshop this, probably the largest in New Zealand, but this does not prevent it from being the homeliest literary club, for it is here that
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you will find, several times during the week, groups of writers and bibliophiles discussing what is dearest to their hearts, the books around them. Somehow these groups always hover round one particular part of the shop, the secondhand book department, for Whitcombe's specialise in this particular sphere. They do not deal in dog-eared magazines here, or in mouldy text books, but in a particularly interesting class of books, ranging from the early classics of the wonderful 'nineties to the moderns of this century. And the New Zealand section is one of the finest to be seen South of the line, boasting in fact of a special catalogue.

          
Here then is that right ripe atmosphere of old books, and that the company is not lacking is proved by a survey of the literary talent that Christchurch has given us. Schroder, the New Zealand essayist, comes in every now and then with that rare smile of his, and if it is summer time he will be wearing one of those straw hats about which he has written with such Elian artistry. If he is up from Timaru, Ian Donnelly, who is cultivating a Chestertonian aspect, will make Whitcombe and Tombs his first port of call. The deep, deep voice of Ngaio Marsh has been heard there, more often than once. Mona Tracy, as Percy Crisp so aptly said, directs her steps to Whitcombe's when she is making a “Sally Forth.” And somehow the shade of Percy him-self always seems to be present. Other shades are there—the frail one of Jessie Mackay, and of Esther Glen. Pleasant and sad memories weave together and there is a permanence given by those who have been there for years. E. V. Chaffey, the intensely vital manager of the department, is liked by all, to such an extent by one famous visitor of the long ago that this
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visitor later dedicated a book to him. Other permanents are C. J. Johnstone who knows so much of New Zealand books that he wrote a supplement to the Hocken Bibliography, and Percy Dobbs, now in charge of the secondhand department. And the scholarly A. E. Caddick, who has one of the best association libraries in the country, must also be regarded as a permanent.

          
Finally, let me echo a fervent hope that, although time persists, ever so more frequently of late, in pulling the curtain down on people and places we hold most dear, that the Whitcombian Literary Club of Christchurch may endure for many a day.

          
* * *

          
It is safe to say that no New Zealand publication has ever had such a wide and attentive audience as “Making New Zealand,” the pictorial surveys now being published by the Department of Internal Affairs. Admittedly the series is a plain example of literary spoon-feeding, but this is well in step with the times, when except for the easily read novel, the average reader will sheer away from anything that savours of history. When history is presented to them with more space devoted to picture than to letter-press, and the latter so interesting and easily assimilated, the modern reader cannot help but be interested. Take, for example, the two latest issues of the surveys. One is devoted to the story, development and influence refrigeration has had on New Zealand production, and the other a history of our pasture lands. Just imagine how many people would be interested in such subjects presented in the old-fashioned manner; yet in the pictorial survey fashion everyone will read these two books and find them intensely interesting. “Pasture Land,” prepared by J. W. Woodcock and H. I. Forde, tells the story of our grass and tussock lands, the felling of the bush, cropping and pastures, the dairy industry and other aspects of farm development. No. 12 of the series, prepared by F. R. Callaghan and D. O. W. Hall, tells in similarly interesting fashion, the story of refrigeration, and the part it has played in the farm life of the country. In both publications the lay-out has been the work of J. D. Pascoe, who is showing himself to be a pastmaster in this particular department.

          
* * *

          
“Error” writes asking whether “A Dictionary of Typography and Literary Almanack” is considered an authority on literary dates. He instances the case of Elias Ashmole whose birth is given as May 23rd, 1617, and death, May 18th, 1612. Obviously this is a printer's error, excusable in the rush of daily newspaper life but hardly so in a dictionary. The famous antiquary died on May 18th, 1692.

          
* * *

          
A few notes about some of the Centennial Literary Prize Winners:—

          
Francis Howard Harris, who won the novel competition, was born in Palmerston North twenty-eight years ago, and is now living in Lakemba (N.S.W.).

          
Mrs. E. N. Greatorex, who won a prize in the same section, is better known as Bettie Riddell. She is also living in Australia; born in Napier.

          
Monte Holcroft, who won the essay competition is also a successful novelist.

          
Mr. G. N. Morris, of Auckland, who was second in the same section, possesses the finest Katherine Mansfield library in New Zealand.
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Miss Helena Henderson, who tied with the Rev. J. R. Hervey (Christchurch) in the short poem, also comes from Christchurch. She is one of the most retiring of our writers and has written verse of rare sincerity. One of her daughters is following fast in her footsteps as a writer of verse.

          
Frank Sargeson and Roger Finlayson, who gained places in the short story competition, are two young members of a clever literary coterie in Auckland.

        

        

          

            
Reviews.
          

          
“The Day Before Yesterday,” by the Rev. Melville Harcourt (A. H. & A. W. Reed), is described as a short history of the Bay of Islands. Although not described as an official centennial history publication, this book must be regarded as a valuable supplementary work. The author, the Vicar of Waimate North, appears to have made a very close study of the historical facts at his disposal and with little or no quotation he has dramatised the whole story in his mind's eye. The result is a picturesque lively narrative in which the good and the bad are featured with delightful impartiality. Captain Cook, Samuel Marsden, James Busby, Bishop Selwyn, Hongi Hiki play their parts against a background of traders, rum runners, whalers and other picturesque figures of those early days. The activities of the missionaries occupy the major portion of the narrative, and here again the author is just as quick to praise as to blame. The Bay of Islands was well in the spotlight in those days and a host of notable happenings, including the colourful pageantry of the signing of the Treaty of Waitangi, are described. The book carries a foreword by the Most Rev. Dr. Averill.

          
* * *

          
“Yeomen of the South,” by M. C. Thomas (printed by the Southland News Co., Ltd.), is a biographical record of the early farmers of Southland. The pioneers are grouped under the various settlements, and the account of their activities makes an interesting though perhaps somewhat disjointed history of Southland. The book runs to 188 pages and is paper bound.
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“Have you been to Skippers yet?” is the inevitable question when visitor meets visitor in the Southern Lakes District. The narrow, winding road cut into the rocky cliffs above the Shotover River, the close - pressing tussock - covered mountains, and the interest which centres round a deserted village are part of the attraction Skippers has for tourists; but more alluring still are the tales of the days when the Shotover was known as the richest river in the world.

        
Service-car drivers and miners alike are well primed with the stories of happenings in the gold-rush days. Swinging round a precipitous corner which might be called “Poison Bluff” —for, one drop and you are dead!—the driver might point to a spot on the river far below and say, “Two men obtained 300 ounces of gold in one day down there,” or “A man was killed in that tunnel across the river.” And all along the miles between the top of the Skippers Saddle and the township itself there are stories to be told.

        
The discovery of gold in the Upper Shotover district followed very quickly on that made at Arthur's Point and Arrow, in 1862. Because of the height and steepness of the cliffs, the greatest difficulty was experienced in approaching the river-bed in the Shotover Valley. Nothing daunted the old-time prospectors, however, when gold was the bait to lure them on, and they accomplished wonderful feats in winning their way up the river.

        
Men flocked from all parts of the Dominion to secure a share of the spoils; men of different nationalities were bound together by the common interest in gold. Soon there was urgent need for a properly formed bridle-track from Queenstown and also for police protection. In 1863 (27th May) a meeting was held at Skippers to consider these needs. It was reported that, with the exception of Colt revolvers, sticks and stones, they had, on the Shotover, no protection. In these circumstances might was right and the


[image: Lighthouse Rock, near Long Gully, Skippers Road.]
Lighthouse Rock, near Long Gully, Skippers Road.


weakest had to give way to the strongest. There were on the Skippers areas alone, from 1,400 to 1,500 men. If something was not done, the miners would take the law into their own hands and there might be a repetition of the Ballarat riots. A good bridle track (about 19 miles) would not cost more than £450 or £500. If they could not get what they wanted, the meeting would request the Southland Government to establish an escort on the Shotover.

        
Later in the year the contract for the formation of a bridle track, four feet wide, from Arthur's Point to Skippers, was taken by a Mr. Armstrong, who announced his intention of commencing operations immediately on “this most necessary and important work.” With the contract let, the Skippers residents began to hope that before long they would see a good dray road from Queenstown to Arthur's Point—five miles—the track then being literally a bog, and impassable.

        
A party of miners provided a little touch of excitement to the gold-seekers





[image: Where the Skippers Road runs through the Gorge.]
Where the Skippers Road runs through the Gorge.


along the beaches of the river. Three daring adventurers who had been resident for some time at Skippers built a boat of wood and bullock-hide and equipped it with a long pole in place of a rudder. They took their tents, blankets, provisions, etc., and cast off into the stream, which, from its source to the junction with the Kawarau, is exceedingly swift and dangerous. The current took them down, to use their own expression, like a shot off a shovel, greatly to the astonishment of the miners working on the different beaches, as they passed along. The police at Maori Point, thinking they were going against their will, rushed out to lend assistance, but onward the boat and laughing crew sped, amid the cries and shouts of the astonished miners. Gliding past a populous beach, rushing between two rock-bound gorges, dancing buoyantly over the river rapids, and at length shooting over the fall at the end of Arthur's Point, they landed without injury either to themselves or the frail craft that carried them.
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Writing many years afterwards, Mr. John Edgar, senior, who went to Skippers via the Ben Lomond Saddle on New Year's Day, 1863, said that the goldfield rushes to Otago must have cleared the stores of Melbourne and Sydney of every rusty flitch of bacon in stock, yet indigestion was unheard of. The miners had great difficulty in obtaining mutton, and beef was out of the question. He stated that some of the happiest years of his life were spent at Skippers, for most of the population was young and full of vitality. Pleasures and pastimes were indulged in with the zest peculiar to isolated communities.

        
The following Christmas was celebrated at Sandhills, several miles up the river from Skippers, by a sports meeting whose events were of an unusually varied nature. The prize for a game of draughts was £10; the long race attracted seven entrants, the first prize being £1. There were four entries for the hop-step-and-jump event and the prize was £5. Other events were a swimming match, (three entries), £5; quoit match (six entries), £5; putting the stone (two entries), £8; throwing the stone over the head, and a sack race with eight entries, £4. The sack race created the most intense enjoyment for the bystanders, just as it would at a sports meeting to-day.

        
The terraces, on the bank between the river and the township, proved the richest spot of land in the world, gold to the value of millions of pounds being taken from it. Not far away is the claim famous as Grace's Folly, where by means of tunnelling under a neighbour's claim, a miner named Grace worked for a year or so without detection, winning enormous amounts of gold. Long-drawn-out legal proceedings ensued, lasting over a year and costing thousands of pounds. Eventually Grace had to pay £4,000 for his underground work, but that did not worry him a great deal, for his own claim yielded £30,000 in three years. The case aroused great interest at the time and even to-day it is spoken of when old miners foregather.

        
The years have passed on since those wild times. Skippers is now as quiet as it used to be busy. The hotel is deserted, the public hall is never used. Only a few hopeful miners are still engaged in the work that has them enthralled. Tourists from every part of the world visit Skippers and are told something of its history, but some think more of their drivers' skill in negotiating those terrible hairpin bends than of the pioneer miners who made the tracks in the first place. Men's tracks, bridle tracks, dray roads, coaching roads, and finally a motor road have followed one another on the way to Skippers—a thrilling drive. Awe-inspiring and dangerous as the road still is, what must it have been in the sight of the miners' wives in the days when Skippers was a thriving community?
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“War.”
              
            
          

          

            
Ring out the bells—


            
The trumpets sound


            
The flaunting flags are high,


            
The ships of war are in the bay


            
The war-planes in the sky.


            
Who shall forget


            
The living dead—


            
They who returned from hell,


            
And left their youth in no-man's-land


            
Where friend and comrade fell.


            
Roll out you drums—


            
Your cry “to arms”


            
The thud of marching feet,


            
Shall leave its mem'ry on the quay


            
Its echo in the street.


            
Women shall weep


            
For men again


            
So brave within their sight—


            
And old men charge their glasses to


            
The lads gone out to fight.


            
The suns will still


            
Come with the dawns


            
And go with daylight's wane:


            
Pray God our dear gay marching youth


            
Will see our suns again.
            —
Roma M. Hoggard.
          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            

Motif.
          

          

            
Like scattered notes of music are the gulls that stand


            
Along the bars the morning tide marked on the sand.


            
The fingers of the wind pluck soft arpeggios


            
From the green keys of the stiff dune-grass: sound flows


            
About the restless sand until the melody


            
Piped by the treble-throated gulls now moves the sea


            
To leaping rhythm. Foam cascades a sparkling air


            
Above the rushing beat of waters, poising there


            
A moment while the torrents crash in thund'rous chords,


            
Till the ebb-tide to the hidden play'r pause affords.


            
And once more the wind resolves into slow harmony


            
The quiet-falling motif-cadence of the sea.
            —
Enid B. V. Saunders.
          

        

        

          

            

Written at a Picnic.
          

          

            
Here, where the bracken, frustrate by a fence,


            
Stays at the edges of the green, cleared land;


            
Here, in the paddock, where the daisies vie


            
With foxgloves, and the tussock grasses stand;


            
Here, where a twisted ngaio casts a shade,


            
And through the quiet daytime sheep still cry


            
Over the gully that the creek has made;


            
Here is the truth that is our country, whence


            
All that is written is not yet enough.


            
Here are the rotten limbs of old, dead trees.


            
Though void of life, still they hold life for flame;


            
Here bold rocks break the hillside—lichen scales


            
Cling to their surface, and beneath the bluff


            
There is a hint of fern, while cattle pass


            
Along the narrow tracks towards a shed.


            
We've been too fed on dreams that have their ways


            
Only in Beauty. Beauty alone won't serve.


            
For man must live by bread, and living, seek


            
His labour. Sinew and brain and nerve


            
Go for its winning.


            
Here is a land that's strong.


            
Ready for plough or grain. Not unaware,


            
Nor dreaming, for the days


            
Have struck a stubborn note within its song.


            
There's been too much of rata—kowhai gold—


            
Not yet sufficient of the solid earth.


            
Not yet the living story has been told,


            
The spirit that is here of death and bird


            
And new beginnings, and the sweat of toil,


            
The smell of animals, the busy creek,


            
The hunger and the clamour of the soil.
            —
Isobel Andrews.
          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            

Brook Morning.
          

          

            
Sungleam and shadow-play,


            
All on my waterway,


            
Trickle and bubble and rush over stone;


            
White gleam of pebbled sweep;


            
Gold-glint within the deep,


            
Song in the heart of you sings to my own.


            
Whispering stir of reeds,


            
Wet drops on water-weeds,


            
Flash of swift shadows where fish dart away;


            
Brown flats on either hand,


            
Curve of white-throated strand,


            
Crystal bird-ripples across the young day.


            
Waves of the willow-fronds,


            
White crowds of bamboo wands,


            
Feather of toi-tois, and leaves russet-red;


            
Painted trees lean and look,


            
Into the silver brook.


            
Laughing and leaping, dew-fleck'd and snow-fed.


            
Over stones bronze and grey,


            
Pallid, and jewel-gay,


            
Surging and stumbling and slipping along;


            
White in a snowy surge,


            
Blue-green where shadows merge,


            
Changing forever, yet singing one song.


            
Sungleam and shadow-play,


            
All on my waterway,


            
Trickle and bubble and rush over stone;


            
While the smooth pebble's worn;


            
All through the laughing morn


            
The song in the heart of you sings to my own.
            —
R. M. O'Brien.
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I Have seen a sketch book containing the drawings of Charles Heaphy, the first artist to spend the greater part of his life in New Zealand, to fight her battles, to identify himself with her interests. These sketches, Victorian in style, were executed in very fine pencil strokes, but, after the fashion of that day, part of the drawing was sometimes washed in in water-colour. I remember one of a bellbird whose mossy greens were quite unfaded, perched in a leafy branch indicated only in pencil, and another of a company of little scarlet soldiers marching round some historic spot.

        
Heaphy's father had founded the Old Water Colour Society and was a well known water-colour artist. He had provided his son with the advantages of studying at the Royal Academy, where, at the age of seventeen, he gained a bronze and a silver medal, and had entered a competition for the gold one, when, in 1839, he suddenly withdrew to act as draughtsman to the New Zealand Company.

        
Arriving at Port Nicholson in the 
Tory, five months before the advent of the first Wellington settlers, Charles Heaphy assisted in the negotiations for buying land from the Maoris, and in the exploration of the surrounding country. Such expeditions took him as far north as the Bay of Islands where he did several sketches, and to Taranaki where he was fascinated by Mount Egmont. His drawing of the latter showed natives in the foreground burning off a patch of ground for potatoes.

        
Returning to Wellington in 1841, Heaphy sketched the town which he now dignified by the name of “city.” This drawing shows a good deal of shipping in the harbour, including two of the New Zealand Company's barques; and it was engraved in London almost immediately, and sold for three shillings plain and five shillings coloured. These engravings are now very rare, and, according to J. C. Andersen, “cost as many pounds now as they did shillings then.” They were used to illustrate at least three early books on New Zealand; in addition to which Heaphy also illustrated Wakefield's “Adventures in New Zealand.”

        
He went on exploring expeditions to many parts of the wild South Island, but apparently did little sketching during these strenuous times.


[image: (Print, courtesy Alexander Turnbull Library.) Part of the town of Wellington as sketched by Charles Heaphy, in 1841.]
(
Print, courtesy Alexander Turnbull Library.) Part of the town of Wellington as sketched by Charles Heaphy, in 1841.


One of his southern scenes forms a coloured illustration to Hochstetter's “New Zealand,” and shows Mount Cook and Mount Tasman with the snow-covered Southern Alps across a sweep of blue sea at the mouth of the Arahura River, West Coast. Hochstetter also secured a water-colour of Heaphy's showing a chief of Coromandel. This drawing served as frontispiece to his book, and several smaller drawings were included after being engraved on wood, at Munich.

        
Heaphy married a daughter of the Rev. J. F. Churton, and, for a time, acted as district surveyor at Mahurangi, near Auckland. In 1859 he joined the volunteers, and, as Captain in the Auckland Mounted Rifles, was soon to distinguish himself on active service. The Waikato War was engaging the attention of the military in 1863, and Heaphy was at first attached to the flying column. On February 11th of the following year he was at Waiari when a party of men of the 40th Regiment were suddenly fired on while bathing in a creek. In command of a detachment, Heaphy at once went to their assistance, and discovered a
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man bleeding to death under fire from the natives concealed in thick fern. Without hesitation he stopped and attended to the wounded man, the Maoris continuing to take aim during his humanitarian work, until, aided by some others, Heaphy succeeded in carrying the man to a place of safety.

        
For this courageous action he gained the New Zealand medal, was raised to the rank of Major, and was subsequently awarded the V.C. in 1867.

        
After the war Heaphy acted as chief surveyor at Auckland. He became a member of the House of Representatives, Commissioner of Native Reserves and Judge of the Native Land Court.

        
His artistic work was very delicately and faithfully executed, and is noteworthy for its historical value as recording the appearance of the various settlements in their infancy. He also wrote a book describing his early residence in New Zealand.

        
After a strenuously active life he felt his health beginning to fail, so, in 1881, he retired on pension to Brisbane, in whose sub-tropical climate he hoped to lengthen his days, but he died there on August 3rd of the same year.

        
Can a man be considered as making any contribution to a country's art if his fame rests upon one picture alone? Not only this, but John Alexander Gilfillan's original painting is now lost, and can only be judged from reproductions and lithographs.

        
He had an eventful life. Born at Jersey in 1793, he ran away to sea and took part in several naval engagements. On his retirement at Edinburgh he studied art and surgery, and taught a little painting in the Andersonian University, Glasgow.

        
What induced him to sail for New Zealand I do not know, but he arrived in Wellington in 1841 and took up farming in the then wild Wanganui district. Here his wife and three children were massacred by the Maoris who also burned their home. Overwhelmed by the tragedy, Gilfillan left the country for ever, and, with his remaining children, took ship for Australia, in 1847, where he stayed for the rest of his life.

        
Here he began to paint again at his studio in Sydney; and, though the natives of New Zealand had all but ruined his life, he executed a large picture showing their manner of living in a fortified community. This was the celebrated “Interior of a Village or pa in New Zealand.”

        
Gilfillan must have done a good deal of sketching during his Wanganui days, for a drawing of the ill-fated farmstead appeared as frontispiece to an early publication, W. Tyrone Power's “Sketches in New Zealand” (1849). And now he was using portrait studies for the foreground figures of his picture,


[image: (Print, courtesy Alexander Turnbull Library.) A view of Koho Koho, Hokianga River in 1839. A sketch by Charles Heaphy.]
(
Print, courtesy Alexander Turnbull Library.)


A view of Koho Koho, Hokianga River in 1839. A sketch by Charles Heaphy.


the pa itself having been situated near Wanganui. It showed a mountainous background with tall trees on either side. Enclosed by palisades, many bearing carved heads, the pa had two gabled houses surmounted by the figures of gods, and a pataka, or food-store, standing on its post (as a protection against rats). Groups of natives were scattered about engaged in conversation, their dogs occupying the foreground.

        
Of secondary artistic value, this painting was bought in England for a large sum, and was afterwards lithographed and sold in aid of missions. A very poor reproduction of it figured in the Rev. James Buller's “Forty Years in New Zealand.” It also appeared in the “Illustrated London News,” but up to the present, the original cannot be traced.

        
Gilfillan also painted “A Maori Korero,” which he sold in Melbourne, and a portrait in water-colour of Te Rauparaha, the blood-thirsty chief of Kapiti. He died abroad about 1870.
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By 
W. F. Ingram


        

This is the third and concluding article of a series in which I have endeavoured to pay tribute to the many sterling sportsmen who have worn the Silver Fern in international sport. To give even a brief survey of the deeds of these athletes has entailed much burning of midnight oil, but it has been a pleasure and not a task. I am sincere in expressing the hope that some day our athletic history will be published in some form that coming generations will read and thrill at the deeds of Fitzsimmons, Murphy, Dave Smith, Jack Lovelock, Tiny Freyberg, Malcolm Champion, Tony Wilding, Billy Webb, and Dick Arnst.

        
With the track and field season recently concluded it is only to be expected that I should have thoughts of track and field men in my mind. To-day's stars include Pat Boot—now a 2nd Lieut. in training at Trentham—and Cecil Matthews. Boot holds the British Empire half-mile championship and record with 1 min. 51 1/4 sec., with Matthews undoubted champion British athlete at three to six miles. This was to have been their biggest season—the Olympic Games at Helsinki! That is now but a dream of what might have been. But enough of to-day's athletes … I want to write of sportsmen of other days. However, to leave Jack Lovelock out of this tribute to our past champions—even if his deeds are yet fresh in memory—would make this record far from complete.

        
Jack Lovelock did not win a New Zealand national track championship. He competed at two national gatherings—at Wanganui, when Don Evans triumphed, and at Dunedin, when Gordon Bayne ran away from a classy field including the American Rufus Kiser.

        
Selected as Rhodes Scholar, Lovelock went to England where he came under the eyes of Jerry Cornes, president of the Oxford University Athletic Club, and Thomas, the famous Oxford coach. He soon made his mark in good company, and in 1932 he broke the English mile record of 4 min. 12 sec., formerly held by A. G. Hill, who nowadays looks after the interests of S. G. Wooderson, world recordholder. This run gained Lovelock selection in the New Zealand Olympic team at Los Angeles, but, after running well in his heat, the New Zealander finished well back in the final, which was won by the Italian, Luigi Beccali. The Maorilander's time was to come. Gaining experience in “big” competition—he showed an aptitude for summing up the pace of the opposition—he later earned the title of “world's greatest miler.”

        
In 1933, competing against Bill Bonthron and others at the Oxford-Cambridge versus Princeton and Cornell meeting, Lovelock set a new world record when he ran home a comfortable winner in 4 min. 73-5 sec.
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Back Row (left to right): W. F. Ingram (well-known contributor to the “New Zealand Railways Magazine”): Randolph Rose (holder of New Zealand one-mile record); W. S. Corby (associated with Webb in many big sculling contests); Dick Jarrett (who introduced basketball, the crouch-start, and physical culture in schools to New Zealand); Billy Webb (former world champion sculler); L. B. (“Pat”) Webster (winner of 100, 220 and 400yd. New Zealand track titles); C. Breed (well-known boxing referee). Front: D. Wills (former New Zealand walking champion); Geoff. Pownall (former Wanganui champion half-miler and later President, New Zealand Rugby Football Union); Stan Lay (former British Empire, Australian and New Zealand champion javelin thrower), and Leo Marter (winner of many big cycling and running handicaps in Australia and New Zealand and later prominent official in Taranaki).


This bettered Jules Ladoumegue's record of 4 min. 92-5 sec. Both Cunningham and Wooderson have since bettered Lovelock's mark, but the New Zealander demonstrated at the Olympic Games in 1936 that he was their master, when he won the 1,500 metre title, in an effortless manner, in world record time. He held world records at three distances and always won with something in reserve. After winning the first of a series of “Mile of the Century” races, Lovelock had this written about him: “The Medical Man in a hurry. He ran well within himself and well without the others!” Dr. John Lovelock was serving with a medical unit in England according to a letter I received recently from Capt. Evan Hunter, secretary of the British Empire Games Federation.

        
A great athlete in more than one branch of sport was George Smith,
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winger with the 1905 All Blacks. Smith represented New Zealand at Rugby football when 32 years old and won his fifth New Zealand sprint championship, on the athletic field, after he had passed his 32nd birthday! In all, Smith won fifteen New Zealand track titles, five at 100 yds., one at 220 yds., four over the 120-yd. hurdles, and five at 440-yd. hurdles. In 1902 he went to England to compete at the British championships and won the 120-yd. hurdles, a feat later repeated by Harry Wilson, Army hurdler, in 1919. Incidentally, Smith once defeated the great American sprinter, Arthur Duffy, world record-holder at sprint distances, in a 50-yd. handicap at Auckland. The New Zealander was in receipt of half-a-yard, and although Duffy broke the world record, he finished behind the flying New Zealander.

        
Smith scored the winning try against Scotland in 1905. Racing down the side-line, with four minutes to go, and receiving the ball from Bob Deans, he outpaced the opposition to score in the corner. Passing through Australia while returning to New Zealand after the tour, Smith discussed with Mr. J. Giltinan, a well-known Australian cricketing enthusiast in Australia, the possibilities of introducing Rugby League football to Australia and New Zealand. Both men agreed to do their best in their respective countries, but on arrival home Smith was surprised to hear that Mr. W. H. Baskerville had already taken steps to form a team to tour England. So it was that George Smith, Rugby representative and track hurdling champion, returned to England as a member of the “All Golds.” He is now a custodian of a Rugby League ground in England, and recently had the pleasure of welcoming a nephew who was a member of the New Zealand Rugby League team that played two matches in England and then abandoned the tour because of the war.

        
To-day few champion track athletes figure prominently in other sports, but in 1905—at the Shrubb-Duffy meeting at Athletic Park, Wellington—there were such noted men as Billy Wallace and George Smith among the entrants, and, in the schoolboys' race was Clarrie Grimmett, later destined to be one of the all-time stars in the cricketing world. He never played for New Zealand … like many others he had to go abroad to make a name for himself.

        
And just a reference to Dr. Arthur Porritt, another Rhodes Scholar, now on war service in England, after distinguishing himself by appointment as Surgeon-in-Ordinary to His Majesty the King. As with Lovelock, so with Porritt—neither won a national championship at a New Zealand Amateur Athletic Association meeting. Porritt's best performance in New Zealand was to finish third to Kirksey (U.S.A.) and Carr (Australia) in the famous race at Athletic Park. In England he met with much success, but few anticipated that he would beat most of the world's best and finish third in the 100 metres at the Olympic Games in Paris in 1924. He now occupies a prominent position in the international control of track and field sport.

        
More modern history is discussed when I deal with women athletes. New Zealand's first Olympic representative in women's track sport was Norma Wilson, of Gisborne, who was considered unfortunate not to qualify for the final of the 100 metres at Amsterdam in 1928. A bad start … the starter was relieved of his gun after this heat … enabled several competitors to get away with a break, but Norma finished equal second according to some of the judges. The principal judge placed her third … and not eligible for the final.
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In England, after the Games, she won an international sprint, defeating athletes from all over the world. I consider Norma Wilson to have been our best woman sprinter.

        
Thelma Kench, niece to Harry Martis, who won four New Zealand sprint titles, represented New Zealand at the Olympic Games in 1932, but did not reproduce the form that gained her selection. She had a most effective finish, and from 1928 to 1932 had a wonderful record of 95 starts for 68 placings, including 47 wins from scratch!

        
But the most promising of all our feminine sprinters was Doreen Lumley, of Auckland. Only a youngster she equalled the world record of 11 sec. for 100 yards when she defeated the British Empire Games champion, Decima Norman, at Auckland last year. She seemed destined to bring great fame to New Zealand, but her career was cut short in a fatal motor accident in which her twin sister, also a fine athlete, suffered the same fate.

        
Space will not permit further discussion of track athletes, and I have to pass over the deeds of such great personalities as Phil O'Shea, Harry Watson and the Arnst Brothers (great cyclists), Clarke McConachy (world star at billiards), Dave Pretty (one of the best of axemen), D. Fraser (champion pigeon shot who, in 1903, killed 59 pigeons from a possible of 60), Percy (“Cannonball”) Coleman (daring motor-cyclist), Wally Kilmister (champion of the dirt track), Opai Asher (who played his first senior Rugby representative game at 11 years, and represented Tauranga against Auckland when 12 years old), Stan, Lay (champion of the British Empire at javelin throwing), and Dick Taiaroa (one of the two survivors of
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the first Maori Rugby team to visit England). This team, in 1888, played 74 games in six months, and it was on that tour that the Silver Fern became officially adopted as New Zealand's national sporting emblem.

        
Bob Smith, of Auckland, has been champion sculler of New Zealand for six seasons, and is surely entitled to reference in this Cavalcade of Champions, but it is of the past champions I would write. New Zealand's first sculler of international note was Tom Sullivan, who was unsuccessful in a world championship race against Jack Stanbury, on the Paramatta, in 1891. Sullivan later went to England and was coaching in Germany at the outbreak of the Great War in 1914. He spent the next four years in an internment camp, but resumed his coaching engagements after the war, only to find himself in Germany at the outbreak of the present conflict! He is recognised as a world authority on coaching.

        
Following Sullivan came Billy Webb, the pride of Wanganui. Billy won the world sculling championship when he defeated George Towns in 1907, but in turn lost it to a fellow New Zealander Dick Arnst Webb lost the title in December, 1908, but the return race in June, 1909, created amazing interest, special trains travelling to Wanganui with hundreds of patrons. Arnst once again proved the master, winning by four lengths.

        
They rowed for a side-wager of £500 a-side, the stake being held by Mr. Webb-Jones, a well-known Wanganui sporting personality. The time for the 3 1/4 miles was 18 min. 15 sec. Arnst chopped 1 min. 35 sec. from the championship record and Webb took 1 min. 10 sec. off the previous best time. Two great sportsmen … New Zealanders both … to whom the present generation would pay homage. It is ten years since I last met Billy Webb … but he was as straight as a gunbarrel as he shared the limelight with two other great sportsmen, Dick Jarrett and Arthur Holder, when reminiscences were being exchanged at an athletic meeting in Wanganui.

        
Since the days of Webb and Arnst, New Zealand has had another official holder of the world sculling championship. Darcy Hadfield, who first rowed into prominence as a member of the New Zealand Army Eight, won the title by defeating Alfred Felton, of Australia, who had taken it from Ernest Barry. In turn, Hadfield lost the crown, and for a period its ownership was clouded in a maze of title claimants. Eventually, Paddy Hannan, nowadays in business at Picton, defeated all-comers in New Zealand and was matched against Major Goodsell, outstanding Australian sculler. After a great race the New Zealander suffered defeat. At that time he was a comparative veteran, having been one of New Zealand's best scullers for nearly twenty years … he raced against Arnst sixteen years earlier on the Wairau River!

        
I started off the series by discussing boxers, and will conclude on the same note. Give credit to Ted Morgan, Olympic welterweight champion in 1928, Tommy Donovan, New Zealand's fighting railwayman, who three times defeated Petey Sarron (later world featherweight champion) and drew record gates in open-air matches, to Johnny Leckie, the fighting son of a fighting family, who restored boxing to popularity in New Zealand, to Les Murray, perhaps the cleverest boxer-fighter produced in New Zealand in thirty years, and to the mercurial Charlie Purdy, whose lack of punching power alone kept him from winning a world title. Purdy had the elusiveness of Griffo … and, like Griffo, he did not have a devastating punch.
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He was amateur bantamweight champion of Australia in 1921 and featherweight champion in 1922 and 1923. He went to the Olympic Games in 1924 but, due to lack of training facilities, he had increased in weight and had to fight as a welterweight. He lost the decision in the first bout, but the verdict caused an uproar. He then went to Dublin where he won the welter crown at the Tailteaan Games, receiving a special trophy presented by Sir Arthur Guinness for the most scientific boxer. As an amateur Purdy had 84 bouts, for two losses—one in New Zealand and one at the Olympic Games. He turned professional in 1925. It is estimated that he had 287 bouts—203 as a professional. His biggest purse was £555 against Bluey Jones, but his final match brought him less than ten shillings! The ring follower has no regard for an “old timer.”

        
And so I bring my tribute to our great athletes to a close. What holds the future? Will the present generation and those to come uphold the prestige of those who have gone ahead? I think New Zealand has the, material … but the talent must be developed. Our pioneer athletes triumphed in an era prior to specialisation and coaching; to-day we are inclined to lag behind in the scientific side of sport. The future, to be successful, should see an expansion of scientific coaching. We have the material, we have the healthiest country in the world … have we the ambition to learn?

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 15, Issue 2 (May 1, 1940.)

The Decline of Eating





        

          
            

              
The Decline of Eating
            
          
        

        
(Perpetrated and Illustrated by 

Ken Alexander)


        

          

What knows he of eating who only diet knows? Eating today is an empty boast. The more we learn about food the less we cat it. Where are the trenchermen of yesteryear, the playboys of the platter, the twelve-course men, the lads who bit through bones to get at the marrow?

          
The art of trenchering is dead. To-day, fear prods the doughtiest diner in the liver, dyspepsia hovers over the dumb-waiter and pusillanimity putters in the pantry.

        

        

          
Girth and Worth.

          
And yet the past contains many examples of men who were trenchant yet lovers of the trencher; who combined expansive eating with expansive thinking. What about Doctor Johnson and G. K. Chesterton? Here were men whose girth and worth were of equal proportions. Both spent much time with their knees under a table, and yet both gave as much food for thought as thought for food. Eating is often a matter of opportunity, but it is the kind of opportunity that can be made to knock not once, but whenever courage and digestive determination command.

          
Before thinking became so high and living so low, life was practically devoted to rounding off square meals. Feudal barons spent the greater part of their time with their faces in the nose-bag. Kings also made a good deal of history with a knife and fork.

        

        

          
They Could “Take It.”

          
Take Henry the Eighth; if there was one thing he liked as well as a wedding it was a free-for-all among the giblets and knuckle-bones. It has even been suggested that it was only the wedding breakfasts that lured him to marriage so often. Of course eating was fine sport in those times when the gentlemen of the court derived good clean fun from flinging well-gnawed shin-bones and trotters at the varlets and knaves, many of whom cherished bumps or contusions as marks of the royal favour, and aim. Henry certainly could “take it.” But, even if he did believe in the adage: “Every man his own widower,” his outlook was as broad as his intake and, making allowance for his belief in the sanctity of widowerhood, he proved that character can be built from the belt up. There was gout, of course, but some maintained that it was worth it.

          
And little Samuel Pepys, whose days appeared to have been lived by the colander rather than the calendar, left his diary to prove that you can't rise far with a sinking feeling in the pit of the vest. Scanning the Pepysian pages one certainly feels that had Samuel devoted a little less time to
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literary lip-smacking he might have been First Lord instead of secretary to the Admiralty. Still, he rose by his own efforts. Some men rise from nothing. Samuel rose from the table. Follow a few of his jottings, sandwiched between court gossip, royal intrigue and spots of departmental defalcation! On the 9th day of December, 1659, he records: “This night Mr. Gauden sent me a great chine of beef and half a dozen of tongues.” On the 22nd he remarked: “Went to the Sun Taverne on Fish Street Hill to a dinner of Captain Teddiman's …. where he had a very fine dinner, good musique, and a great deal of wine. I very merry. Went to bed; my head achine all night.” And the next day: “Home, and found my wife and maid with much ado had made shift to spit a great turkey.” And, day after day, he records such chop-smacking events as: “Here we supped very merry, and late to bed.” “Went by coach to Walthamstowe. Here we had a venison



pasty brought hot from London, and were very merry.” “To a dinner of young Mr. Bernard's …. where we had a most excellent dinner, but a pie of such pleasant variety of good things, as in all my life I never tasted.” And, “To dinner to Sir W. Penn's … and we had, besides a good chine of beef and other good cheer, eighteen mince pies in a dish, the number of years that he hath been married.” “He and I went to breakfast in my chamber upon a collar of brawn.” “…. dined by my wife's bedside with great content, having a mess of brave plum porridge and a roasted pullet for dinner, and I sent for a mince pie abroad, my wife not being well, to make any herself yet.” “To dinner with my wife, to a good hog's harslet, a piece of meat I love.” “And very merry we were with our pasty, very well baked; and a good dish of roasted chickens; pease, lobsters, strawberries.” “At noon, to dinner, where the remains of yesterday's venison, and a couple of brave green geese, which we are fain to eat alone, because they will not keep, which troubled us.” “To Sir W. Batten's …. and a great feast, and good discourse and merry, and so home to bed …” “At noon a good venison pasty and a turkey to ourselves ….” “A brave dinner by having a brace of pheasants.”

          
Even during the great fire of London Samuel kept one eye on the Admiralty and the other on the pantry. He records: “Sir W. Batten not knowing how to remove his wine, did dig a pit in the garden, and laid it there…. And in the evening Sir W. Penn and I did dig another, and put our wine in it; and I my parmazan cheese, as well as my wine and some other things.”

        

        

          
Pepys, Up-to-Date.

          
Now, let us compare the Samuel Pepys of the reign of the Merry Monarch with a hypothetical Pepys of to-day,
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saddened by dietry and maddened by dyspepsia ads. This is what he would record for posterity. “Home betide with the latest diet charte which did trouble me by the meanness of its contents. But I do fear mightily for my liver if I follow it not. So did dine right stingily upon a carrot ate uncooked and the water from barley boiled. Miserable victuals indeed; and so to bed, empty but mightily comforted that I shall live to a noble age; though I fear me most uninterestingly.”

          
Or, “At noon to dinner with my wife, where a heart of lettuce and a biscuit baked for dogs. I fear my wife pleases me not.”

          
Or, “Did meet Sir William Green-leaf, and so to the milk bar where we did discourse sombrely and did part right dismally.”

          
And, “The men of the Fleete did riot at the Nore, burning their diete charts on the quays, and shouting, ‘vittles, not vitamins!’ I fear me it is cannons, not calories, that our ships will need to fight the Dutch.” And, “My Lord, Sir Henry Cheesestraw, did die suddenly this week, a day or two ago, of a beef steak. I do regret his going but do envy him mightily of the beef steak.”

        

        

          
Full Girths and Merry Hearts.

          
There are people who insist that heavy eating kills us quicker; being still alive I am no authority. True, King Henry the Eighth and Samuel Pepys are dead. That may prove something. On the other hand, Adolf Hitler eats sparingly and he is still alive. That may prove something, too.

          
I hesitate to add another plan to the already complicated task of saving the world, but what about fatter feeds, merrier meals, cheerier chewing?

          
After all, Nature expended a good deal of trouble and ingenuity in fitting us up for the task, and it seems ungrateful to spurn her suggestion with “Good-bye to all that!”
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By 
Catherine Keddell


        


“God's Acre” is a lovely term. As Longfellow says of this Anglo-Saxon expression: “It consecrates each grave within its walls, and breathes a benison on the sleeping dust.” The words suggest a quiet, shady churchyard, its old headstones, moss-grown and yew-shaded, marking the last sleeping place of those whose humble race is run. It is so much more restful and beautiful than the word “cemetery” which has a suggestion of coldness and finality. “God's Acre” reminds us of the peace of death, of the long rest after the hard journey, but “cemetery” speaks only of the loneliness of death. And no place can seem lonelier than a bleak cemetery. Such a one is the cemetery at Greymouth. Here are no English oaks, elms or yews casting mantling shadows on green grass and ivied walls and ancient tombstones all awry, no friendly native trees of that tree-wealthy Westland here rear their proud heads to the vast bowl of the sky. Exposed all day to the sun, and open to every wind that blows, it lies only a stone's-throw from the Tasman Sea. Here, on a long sandy terrace lie those whose headstones tell the whole of the white man's romantic and lively history on the Golden Coast. Here lies many a “cook's son, duke's son, and son of a millionaire,” men who came hither lured by the stories of the incredibly, rich goldfields. They came in their thousands in the days of the gold rush, sought the glittering nuggets or dust, and endured hardships and privations in the hope of better things to come.

        
Of course, the Maoris are first in the history of Westland, described by Tasman as an “inhospitable” land, for he saw only the long miles of range upon range of hills and snow-peaked mountains, with the narrow rush-clad plain in front of them. The ancient burial ground was a cave in the range of limestone hills through which the Grey River has cut its way to the sea.

        
On the northern side of the river these hills are locally known as the Twelve Apostles because of the number of small peaks. The burial cave was on the south side, close to the river, but is no longer in existence. When the harbour works were begun rock from the hill was quarried and so began the blasting of the hillside. Great consternation was shown by the Maoris of the pa at Mawhera, now Greymouth. In order to appease them, and especially the old chief Werita Tainui, a Maori tohunga, held in great reverence, was sent, according to an old chronicler, from the North Island to perform certain rites and make incantations by which the 
tapu might be removed. This done, the precious bones of the long departed Maori chiefs were deposited elsewhere.

        
Old Werita Tainui is buried near the quarry just mentioned, close to the railway line, the line which, piercing the massive heart of the Southern Alps, links the plains of Canterbury and the old Greenstone country by way of Arthur's Pass. In this grave, fenced in iron and marked by an iron cross, lies one of the chiefs who made their marks on that deed by which for three hundred sovereigns the West Coast, save for some Native Reserves passed to the New Zealand Government.

        
The first white men to come to the coast were the surveyors, men who endured incredible hardships, when from either Canterbury or Nelson they fought their difficult way through thick bush—so thick as to be almost impenetrable—across cold, treacherous rapidly flowing streams rushing from the Southern Alps to the Tasman Sea, they made their painful and often hungry way to the Coast.

        
In the cemetery of Greymouth lies the surveyor Whitcombe, after whom Whitcombe Pass is named. Whitcombe, when only thirty-four years of age, was drowned in the Taramakau River. A plain low grey stone covers the grave. It is marked only by the long cross which patterns its slight pyramidal shape, and the simple remarks, “Henry Whitcombe, born February 18, 1829, drowned at Taramakau, May 5, 1863.” Nearby are the graves of two more surveyors whose tombstones were erected by the old Canterbury Provincial Government. Grey with the years, worn by the salt winds and driving rains from the Tasman Sea, they mark the spots where lie “Charles Townsend, aged 40, drowned at the Grey, October 9th, 1863,” and “Mitchellmore, drowned with Town-send.”
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The famous gold rush of the ‘sixties brought hordes of eager men of diverse nationalities, including Italians and Greeks, and numerous Chinese. Many of the last-named are buried in the cemetery. They lie, side by side, in row upon row, at the northern end of the cemetery, in death as in life, part of and yet apart from those surrounding them.

        
Many an old digger lies here, his name forgotten, perhaps never really known. Many of them, if they found gold, did not keep it. Here, too, is a silent eloquent proof of the loyalty of the old-time digger, but it speaks, now, only to the remaining little band that has known the bewhiskered generation of “old-timers.” An old miner died. He was not very well off so his best friend and fellow-digger had him buried in dignified fashion and erected a tombstone on which were engraved the usual few facts. Underneath he had added “Also Francis Mack” (an Anglicized version, I have always understood, of his Azorean name). For, with his best friend gone, old Francis Mack, realising that he too, would soon set out to that bourne from which there is no return, and determined to be buried in seemly fashion arranged to be interred in the same grave as his friend.

        
Gold almost always breeds greed and lust for possession. Thus it was that to the West Coast there came not only the hard-working optimistic miners and astute business men hopeful of making a fortune by supplying the necessities of the vigorous life there, but also the bushrangers. In the northern end of the cemetery lies buried young Charles Dobson, so foully murdered by the Burgess and Kelly gang.

        
It was in 1866 that Burgess and Kelly, with Levy and Sullivan, on the look-out for a gold buyer, Mr. E. B. Fox, stopped young Dobson. Although he protested he was not the man they wanted, they killed him, because (as one of them revealed later) “Dead men tell no tales.” Poor young Dobson was buried in Greymouth, and the spot where he was so cruelly done to death, near where the Arnold River joins the Grey, is marked by a stone slab set on four small stone pillars.

        
Greed for gold caused two other foul murders a little over twenty years ago, those of Messrs. Coulthard and Hall of the State Coal Mines. They were fatally shot when, in company with Mr. James, the mines manager, they were bringing by motor the pay money for the employees of the mine. The car proceeding from Greymouth to Runanga had to be pulled up because a log, lying across the road, beyond a bend, blocked the way. Immediately a man, masked and armed, stepped from the fern-draped bank alongside the road, holding up the travellers. At the first sign of opposition on the part of the travellers the unknown man shot at them. Young Coulthard was fatally shot at the wheel. Mr. Hall, the pay clerk, was so badly wounded that he died some days later, and Mr. James was wounded in the leg. The murderer, however, did not escape. He paid with his life, for particularly clever work on the part of the detectives led to his arrest in Christchurch. In the evidence it was proved that he had stood on a hotel balcony watching the huge crowd of horrified sympathisers waiting at the Greymouth station for the funeral train to arrive. Watching the sad, silent procession arrange itself for the long walk to the cemetery, he remarked that he “would like to get the one who had done the deed.”

        
In Greymouth cemetery lies many a man who has gone down to the sea in ships. Many a wreck has occurred in, or within a short distance of the harbour: indeed, the harbour has been noted for the number of wrecks, due to a combination of strong ocean currents and an unreliable bar.
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Ships have been coming and going to this port for years now, taking away gold and coal and the timber cut by men to whom danger is often a companion. Fortunately the wrecks have not often been attended by a serious loss of life. Perhaps one of the most tragic was that of the s.s. 
Kairaki, which went down with all hands only a mile or two from the rivermouth and (bitter indeed was the fate) almost within sight of the homelights of some of her crew.

        
What a storm raged on that fateful night! It was a storm such as one could never forget, with howling, raging, shrieking wind of demoniacal fury which blew unceasingly for hours. The waves, with the force of the mighty Tasman behind them, and the fury of the north-west wind drivin them to the long stretch of the Westland bight, were towering walls crashing forward for hour after hour. In the midst of this great storm, and in darkness, the 
Kairaki, having battled successfully to within less than a half dozen miles of her destination, was wrecked. Some days after the wreck the remains of two bodies were found on the northern beach, identified as members of the crew, and interred in the Greymouth Cemetery.

        
They lie in sight of the sea which ruled their lives, and around them lie, too, those who came with firm feet and generous heart to wrest the gold from the green and gracious bosom of the lovely land, and the banks of the mountain torrents. Surveyor, miner, farmer, merchant, for them the race is run, the tasks and trials are over. To them these troubled, changing times matter not.
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Of A Bygone Age are the two gowns sketched. The standing figure wears a heavy taffeta, shadow-patterned in brocade effect. The bodice is shirred to the centre front. Taffeta pleats emphasise the heart-shaped neckline. Velvet straps tie on the shoulders. Notice the set in girdle to emphasise the slim waist. A slip with a similar mid-section is worn under this gown.

          
Filmy net etherealises the seated figure. The “little girl” gathered bodice has self-ruching at the deep round neckline. Notice the slim, high waist-line, and the width of the skirt with its deep flounce. Tiny velvet ribbon bows nestle in the flounce, in the neck ruching, and under the full puff of the sleeves. There is a larger matching bow in the hair.

        

        

          
Day and Night.

          
The exigencies of war-time economy and war-time work have caused a swift change in day-time wear among the smart women of Britain and France. Before war jerked us into reality, fashion was glancing dreamily backward, and drifting into another romantic era. Now, an almost masculine plainness has ousted the fulness and the fripperies. Women dress the part as they face up to war-time tasks. Clothes consciousness is apparent only in the cut of a garment, and in unobtrusive accessory touches.

          
But at evening the dream returns in a flow of colour, of billowing silks and laces. Extravagances of yardage as well as of style make up for the severe restrictions of the day.

          
The corset, laced and boned, is a necessary foundation for the newest gowns, but those of us who prefer a wasp-waist in appearance, rather than in reality, simulate the effect by means of padded hips and a cleverlycut mid-section both in gnwn and slip.

          
Such shirrings and drapings as bodices show, must tax the ingenuity of a multitude of designers. What variety!—and what flattery! No ornament is needed, but often the lily is gilded by bunched flowers, an ornamental pin, a series of bows or buttons.

          
Then the waist, the dainty waist, achieved in an Empire gown with or without a draped girdle, or by a long, tight basque (corsets required here) or by a shaped mid-section.

          
From this slim waist the gown is moulded over the hips and then spreads in fulness, maybe by means of a circular flare, maybe by multitudinous gathers. Newest mode of all is the slim-skirted front and the extravagant back fulness, lengthened perchance by a brief train. Such back fulness may be caught up into the veriest bustle, accented by a ribbon bow sewn under, or the bustle effect may be achieved by ribbon alone.

          
What of sleeves? Newest, particularly for formal wear, are long, fitted sleeves. Daintiest are the very short, very full, puffed sleeves.

          
Materials? Use heavy silk for back fulness, lace or net for the picture gown.

          
A hang-over from day fashions is the “half-and-half,” showing contrast colours or contrast materials. Of chief importance is the evening blouse and skirt. The skirt is usually dark and flared, of slinky material such as crepe romaine, though some are gay and billowing. The soft, or “lingerie”
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blouse is a newcomer for evenings. In sheer chiffon, lace or ninon, it has very full long sleeves held in by a slim wrist-band. The neck is high. Shirring may form a yoke and sleeve-bands. Chiffon or ninon may have lace or embroidery insets to form a yoke. Small buttons down the front closing are a fashion feature. Very new is the belt of grosgrain ribbon. An American fashion house suggests the following colour combinations—navy skirt with moonstone (soft greyish-blue) blouse; black with aquamarine; earth-brown with cameo-pink.

          
The half-and-half effect may be seen in the bolero of an evening suit where the blouse and bolero revers are in colour contrast with the skirt and bolero.

          
The moral of all this is, “Be romantic by candlelight, or even under the glare of the electrics. Cut your day-frock skimpier, and use extra yardage at night.”

        

        

          

            
Autumn Floral Decoration.
          

          
If you want to save the glowing colours of autumn to brighten grey winter days, take thought now. Gather sprays of autumn leaves when they are just turning colour and preserve them, either by lacquering (a messy and painstaking business, easiest done when the spray is stuck firmly in a narrow bottle neck) or by placing flat between layers of newspaper under the spare room carpet for a period.

          
Nasturtlums and chrysanthemums are a boon in early winter. Let them gleam in a sunny corner or against dark wood. Remember to place chrysanthemums in opaque jars, as the ugly stems show through glass. When chrysanthemums begin to brown, tear off the outer petals, and float the heads in a bowl.

          
Try the use of wire when you wish to produce an effective bowl of flowers. Nasturtiums will twine up a curve of wire in natural and artistic fashion. Brambles can be made to arch over a flat bowl wherein berries and leaves are colourfully arranged.

          
Be imaginative with flowers. To gain new ideas, study the flower pieces of artists. You may not be able to buy the painting, but you can achieve something like it with spoils from the garden and countryside.

        

        

          

Curiosity.


The Cat Lives to a Ripe Old Age.

          
“Oh, I wouldn't mention it in front of old Mrs. Sharples,” said Mabel. “She's so curious, I don't feel like gratifying her.”

          
“But what harm would it do?” I asked.

          
“None, I suppose. But you know how it is with these people who like to know everything that's going on. One likes to keep 
something from them.”

          
“But she's not ill-natured, Mabel. It's just that she hasn't anybody of her own to take an interest in.”

          
“Oh, I know. But I was always taught that curiosity killed the cat. It's more ladylike to keep oneself to oneself.”

          
It's just as well that Mrs. Sharples is not “ladylike,” as Mabel calls it, or she would have a very lonely old age. She loves people, and is still vividly alive to their joys and sorrows. Her friends are her “family” and that is why men and women, boys and girls crowd about her. They know that Mrs. Sharples is always eager to hear of their joys and to share their laughter, and equally ready to help in times of difficulty.

          
From the cradle to the grave, curiosity, the desire to know, is the prime impulse to development. To be curious, and to use the knowledge gained in helping her friends is Mrs. Sharples' life. She is a fully developed personality. If she were confined to a prim gentility, “keeping herself to herself,” her life would be arid, empty. As it is, she is a happy person, rich in human relationships. As she herself says, her cup is full to overflowing.

        

        

          

Health Notes.


Winter Ailments.

          
Now is the time to build up our lines of defence against the invading army of cold germs. We can fall an easy prey to this enemy if we do not put up a good fight.

          
The lines of defence are through the skin, the circulation of the blood, the breathing system and diet.

          

The Skin: The skin is one of the chief excretory organs of the body. It is essential that the pores of the skin be kept clear, so that it can perform its work of helping to eliminate poisons from the system. A good way of cultivating a quick reaction is to subject the skin to showers of alternately hot and cold water. After every hot bath have a cold shower or sponge down.

          
Always choose a good pure soap for all washing purposes, as inferior makes are apt to clog.

          

Circulation: Circulation of the blood is an important line of defence. Take as much exercise as you can in order to help the blood keep moving throughout the body. Give special attention to wrists, ankles and any other parts where you feel the blood is not circulating as fully as it might.

          

Breathing: Deep breathing has a tonic effect on the whole system. It keeps the air passages free from germs, provides more oxygen for the energy of our bodies, and is another way of getting rid of impurities.

          

Diet: Eat plenty of fresh fruit and vegetables, and not too much starch. Drink as much water as you can, as this is beneficial.

          
If, however, there are gaps in our lines of defence, and we become the victims of illness through our carelessness, it would be wise to stay in bed for a day or so and “sweat it out.”

        

        

          

Recipes.


Egg and Tomato Pie.

          
Slice the hard-boiled eggs and tomatoes, put between rounds of pastry in a greased sandwich tin and bake. Serve hot or cold.

          
* * *

        

        

          
Swedish Meat Rolls.

          
Four ozs. minced steak, half cupful of breadcrumbs, one egg, pepper and salt to taste, one tablespoon grated raw onion.

          
Make the mixture into walnutsized balls. Place in casserole on top of vegetables and let simmer until dish is done.

          
* * *

        

        

          
Baked Apples and Brown Sugar.

          
Baked apples, stuffed with a little brown sugar, butter, and a pinch of cinnamon, will prove a delicious sweet in winter time.

        

        
        



          
Vegetable Casserole.

          
Cut two carrots into strips. Slice two leeks, using just a little of the green. Slice one cooking onion. Slice one heart of celery. Fry these lightly for ten minutes in a pan containing a tablespoon of butter. Put a little boiling water in a casserole and turn in the vegetables. Let simmer for two hours.

          
* * *

        

        

          
Bitter Marmalade.

          
Three medium size grapefruit, two lemons.

          
Put fruit in a preserving pan with four pints of water. Simmer for two hours, or until the fruit it quite soft. Leave water in pan. Halve the fruit and remove pips. Shred fruit very fine with saw-edge knife. Return it to pan and bring to boil. Add six lbs. of sugar. Boil for 1 1/2 to 2 hours. Test in saucer as usual.

          
* * *

        

        

          
Stuffed Vegetable Marrow.

          
One small marrow, 3 tablespoons minced cooked meat or poultry, 3 tablespoons breadcrumbs, 1 tablespoon chopped parsley, grated lemon rind, 1 egg, beaten, seasoning, 1/2 pint thick brown gravy.

          
Skin marrow and keep it whole. Cut out a wedge-shaped piece lengthwise and remove the seeds and soft pulp. Mix the minced meat, breadcrumbs, parsley and lemon rind with beaten egg. Put the mixture in the marrow and replace the cut-out piece. Dredge the marrow with flour. Place on a greased baking tin, bake in a moderate oven for 45–60 minutes, or until tender, basting frequently. Serve with gravy or tomato sauce.

          
* * *

        

        

          
Stuffed Onions.

          
Six onions, 2 tablespoons chcpped ham, 3 tablespoons cooked peas, 1/2 oz. butter, a little mint, seasoning.

          
Parboil the onions, strain and scoop out the centres. Toss the cooked peas in butter. Add the chopped ham, season well and fill the cases. Place in a greased casserole with about 1/2-inch of water or stock. Cover and bake until tender, basting frequently. Serve with gravy or sauce.

          
* * *

        

        

          
Pickled Nasturtium Seeds.

          
Gather young nasturtium seeds on a dry day, place in bottles. Boil together: vinegar, 1 pint; salt, 1 oz.; peppercorns, 6, and pour over the nasturtium seeds. Cork well. Ready for use in 3 months.

          
* * *

        

        

          
Spiced Vinegar for Onions.

          
1 quart vinegar; 1/2 teaspoon mace; 20 peppercorns; 1 allspice; 1 oz. sliced ginger; boil for half an hour. Bottle and cork.

        

        

          
Salmon Croquettes.

          
1/4 lb. flaked tin salmon; 1/2 oz. butter; 1/2 oz. flour; 1/2 gill milk; salt and pepper; 1 egg; breadcrumbs; deep fat for frying; parsley for garnishing.

          
Make a thick white sauce with the butter, flour and milk. Then take the sauce off the heat and stir in the finely-flaked salmon. Season this with pepper and salt, and if liked add a few drops of Worcester sauce or a few chopped capers. Mix the ingredients well together, then spread the mixture on a plate and leave it to get firm.

          
Divide the salmon mixture into equal portions and shape it into smooth fat rolls on a lightly-floured board. Brush them with beaten egg, coat them with breadcrumbs, and fry them in hot deep fat until they are golden.

          
Drain the croquettes on a paperlined tin, and serve them on a hot dish, garnishing them with sprigs of parsley.

          
* * *

        

        

          
Crumb Custard.

          
1 pint milk; 3 ozs. breadcrumbs; 1 oz. sugar; 1 or 2 eggs; jam; 1 oz. butter.

          
Butter a pie-dish and cover with jam. Mix the sugar and breadcrumbs and pour the hot milk over. Cool and add the well-beaten egg. Pour into the pie-dish, dot with butter and bake slowly till firm.

          

Note: When baking a custard, place the pie-dish in a dish of water. This prevents the custard curdling.
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Celery Salad.

          
One head of celery, 1/4lb. cheese, two hard-boiled eggs, two tomatoes, salad dressing.

          
Prepare the celery. Cut the cheese and celery into dice. Arrange in a salad bowl. Coat with dressing, and garnish with sliced tomatoes and eggs.

          
* * *

        

        

          
Beetroot and Celery Salad.

          
Cut cooked beetroot into cubes, and chop raw celery finely. Mix with dressing and pile roughly in serving dish. May be decorated with parsley or a few small lettuce leaves.

          
* * *

        

        

          
Celery in White Sauce.

          
Wash, scrape and cut celery stalks in 1 inch pieces; cook 20 minutes or until soft in boiling water; drain and to two cups of celery add 1 cup white sauce. This is a most satisfactory way of using the outer stalks of celery.

          
* * *

        

        

          
Scalloped Potatoes.

          
Slice thinly required number of goodsized potatoes. Place in baking dish in layers, covering each layer with a sprinkling of flour, a few pieces of butter, and salt and pepper to taste. Fill the dish with milk, grate a little cheese on top and bake slowly for 1 hour in moderate oven.

          
* * *

        

        

          
Dumplings.

          
Two cups flour; 1/2 teaspoon salt; cup milk; 3 teaspoons baking powder.

          
Sift flour with baking powder and salt. Add milk, mix thoroughly, drop into stew and cook for 15 minutes.
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Of A Bygone Age are the two gowns sketched. The standing figure wears a heavy taffeta, shadow-patterned in brocade effect. The bodice is shirred to the centre front. Taffeta pleats emphasise the heart-shaped neckline. Velvet straps tie on the shoulders. Notice the set in girdle to emphasise the slim waist. A slip with a similar mid-section is worn under this gown.

          
Filmy net etherealises the seated figure. The “little girl” gathered bodice has self-ruching at the deep round neckline. Notice the slim, high waist-line, and the width of the skirt with its deep flounce. Tiny velvet ribbon bows nestle in the flounce, in the neck ruching, and under the full puff of the sleeves. There is a larger matching bow in the hair.
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Day and Night.

          
The exigencies of war-time economy and war-time work have caused a swift change in day-time wear among the smart women of Britain and France. Before war jerked us into reality, fashion was glancing dreamily backward, and drifting into another romantic era. Now, an almost masculine plainness has ousted the fulness and the fripperies. Women dress the part as they face up to war-time tasks. Clothes consciousness is apparent only in the cut of a garment, and in unobtrusive accessory touches.

          
But at evening the dream returns in a flow of colour, of billowing silks and laces. Extravagances of yardage as well as of style make up for the severe restrictions of the day.

          
The corset, laced and boned, is a necessary foundation for the newest gowns, but those of us who prefer a wasp-waist in appearance, rather than in reality, simulate the effect by means of padded hips and a cleverlycut mid-section both in gnwn and slip.

          
Such shirrings and drapings as bodices show, must tax the ingenuity of a multitude of designers. What variety!—and what flattery! No ornament is needed, but often the lily is gilded by bunched flowers, an ornamental pin, a series of bows or buttons.

          
Then the waist, the dainty waist, achieved in an Empire gown with or without a draped girdle, or by a long, tight basque (corsets required here) or by a shaped mid-section.

          
From this slim waist the gown is moulded over the hips and then spreads in fulness, maybe by means of a circular flare, maybe by multitudinous gathers. Newest mode of all is the slim-skirted front and the extravagant back fulness, lengthened perchance by a brief train. Such back fulness may be caught up into the veriest bustle, accented by a ribbon bow sewn under, or the bustle effect may be achieved by ribbon alone.

          
What of sleeves? Newest, particularly for formal wear, are long, fitted sleeves. Daintiest are the very short, very full, puffed sleeves.

          
Materials? Use heavy silk for back fulness, lace or net for the picture gown.

          
A hang-over from day fashions is the “half-and-half,” showing contrast colours or contrast materials. Of chief importance is the evening blouse and skirt. The skirt is usually dark and flared, of slinky material such as crepe romaine, though some are gay and billowing. The soft, or “lingerie”
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blouse is a newcomer for evenings. In sheer chiffon, lace or ninon, it has very full long sleeves held in by a slim wrist-band. The neck is high. Shirring may form a yoke and sleeve-bands. Chiffon or ninon may have lace or embroidery insets to form a yoke. Small buttons down the front closing are a fashion feature. Very new is the belt of grosgrain ribbon. An American fashion house suggests the following colour combinations—navy skirt with moonstone (soft greyish-blue) blouse; black with aquamarine; earth-brown with cameo-pink.

          
The half-and-half effect may be seen in the bolero of an evening suit where the blouse and bolero revers are in colour contrast with the skirt and bolero.

          
The moral of all this is, “Be romantic by candlelight, or even under the glare of the electrics. Cut your day-frock skimpier, and use extra yardage at night.”
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Autumn Floral Decoration.
          

          
If you want to save the glowing colours of autumn to brighten grey winter days, take thought now. Gather sprays of autumn leaves when they are just turning colour and preserve them, either by lacquering (a messy and painstaking business, easiest done when the spray is stuck firmly in a narrow bottle neck) or by placing flat between layers of newspaper under the spare room carpet for a period.

          
Nasturtlums and chrysanthemums are a boon in early winter. Let them gleam in a sunny corner or against dark wood. Remember to place chrysanthemums in opaque jars, as the ugly stems show through glass. When chrysanthemums begin to brown, tear off the outer petals, and float the heads in a bowl.

          
Try the use of wire when you wish to produce an effective bowl of flowers. Nasturtiums will twine up a curve of wire in natural and artistic fashion. Brambles can be made to arch over a flat bowl wherein berries and leaves are colourfully arranged.

          
Be imaginative with flowers. To gain new ideas, study the flower pieces of artists. You may not be able to buy the painting, but you can achieve something like it with spoils from the garden and countryside.
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Curiosity.


The Cat Lives to a Ripe Old Age.

          
“Oh, I wouldn't mention it in front of old Mrs. Sharples,” said Mabel. “She's so curious, I don't feel like gratifying her.”

          
“But what harm would it do?” I asked.

          
“None, I suppose. But you know how it is with these people who like to know everything that's going on. One likes to keep 
something from them.”

          
“But she's not ill-natured, Mabel. It's just that she hasn't anybody of her own to take an interest in.”

          
“Oh, I know. But I was always taught that curiosity killed the cat. It's more ladylike to keep oneself to oneself.”

          
It's just as well that Mrs. Sharples is not “ladylike,” as Mabel calls it, or she would have a very lonely old age. She loves people, and is still vividly alive to their joys and sorrows. Her friends are her “family” and that is why men and women, boys and girls crowd about her. They know that Mrs. Sharples is always eager to hear of their joys and to share their laughter, and equally ready to help in times of difficulty.

          
From the cradle to the grave, curiosity, the desire to know, is the prime impulse to development. To be curious, and to use the knowledge gained in helping her friends is Mrs. Sharples' life. She is a fully developed personality. If she were confined to a prim gentility, “keeping herself to herself,” her life would be arid, empty. As it is, she is a happy person, rich in human relationships. As she herself says, her cup is full to overflowing.
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Health Notes.


Winter Ailments.

          
Now is the time to build up our lines of defence against the invading army of cold germs. We can fall an easy prey to this enemy if we do not put up a good fight.

          
The lines of defence are through the skin, the circulation of the blood, the breathing system and diet.

          

The Skin: The skin is one of the chief excretory organs of the body. It is essential that the pores of the skin be kept clear, so that it can perform its work of helping to eliminate poisons from the system. A good way of cultivating a quick reaction is to subject the skin to showers of alternately hot and cold water. After every hot bath have a cold shower or sponge down.

          
Always choose a good pure soap for all washing purposes, as inferior makes are apt to clog.

          

Circulation: Circulation of the blood is an important line of defence. Take as much exercise as you can in order to help the blood keep moving throughout the body. Give special attention to wrists, ankles and any other parts where you feel the blood is not circulating as fully as it might.

          

Breathing: Deep breathing has a tonic effect on the whole system. It keeps the air passages free from germs, provides more oxygen for the energy of our bodies, and is another way of getting rid of impurities.

          

Diet: Eat plenty of fresh fruit and vegetables, and not too much starch. Drink as much water as you can, as this is beneficial.

          
If, however, there are gaps in our lines of defence, and we become the victims of illness through our carelessness, it would be wise to stay in bed for a day or so and “sweat it out.”
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Recipes.


Egg and Tomato Pie.

          
Slice the hard-boiled eggs and tomatoes, put between rounds of pastry in a greased sandwich tin and bake. Serve hot or cold.

          
* * *
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Swedish Meat Rolls.

          
Four ozs. minced steak, half cupful of breadcrumbs, one egg, pepper and salt to taste, one tablespoon grated raw onion.

          
Make the mixture into walnutsized balls. Place in casserole on top of vegetables and let simmer until dish is done.

          
* * *
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Baked Apples and Brown Sugar.

          
Baked apples, stuffed with a little brown sugar, butter, and a pinch of cinnamon, will prove a delicious sweet in winter time.
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Vegetable Casserole.

          
Cut two carrots into strips. Slice two leeks, using just a little of the green. Slice one cooking onion. Slice one heart of celery. Fry these lightly for ten minutes in a pan containing a tablespoon of butter. Put a little boiling water in a casserole and turn in the vegetables. Let simmer for two hours.

          
* * *
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Bitter Marmalade.

          
Three medium size grapefruit, two lemons.

          
Put fruit in a preserving pan with four pints of water. Simmer for two hours, or until the fruit it quite soft. Leave water in pan. Halve the fruit and remove pips. Shred fruit very fine with saw-edge knife. Return it to pan and bring to boil. Add six lbs. of sugar. Boil for 1 1/2 to 2 hours. Test in saucer as usual.

          
* * *

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 15, Issue 2 (May 1, 1940.)

Stuffed Vegetable Marrow



          
Stuffed Vegetable Marrow.

          
One small marrow, 3 tablespoons minced cooked meat or poultry, 3 tablespoons breadcrumbs, 1 tablespoon chopped parsley, grated lemon rind, 1 egg, beaten, seasoning, 1/2 pint thick brown gravy.

          
Skin marrow and keep it whole. Cut out a wedge-shaped piece lengthwise and remove the seeds and soft pulp. Mix the minced meat, breadcrumbs, parsley and lemon rind with beaten egg. Put the mixture in the marrow and replace the cut-out piece. Dredge the marrow with flour. Place on a greased baking tin, bake in a moderate oven for 45–60 minutes, or until tender, basting frequently. Serve with gravy or tomato sauce.

          
* * *

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 15, Issue 2 (May 1, 1940.)

Stuffed Onions



          
Stuffed Onions.

          
Six onions, 2 tablespoons chcpped ham, 3 tablespoons cooked peas, 1/2 oz. butter, a little mint, seasoning.

          
Parboil the onions, strain and scoop out the centres. Toss the cooked peas in butter. Add the chopped ham, season well and fill the cases. Place in a greased casserole with about 1/2-inch of water or stock. Cover and bake until tender, basting frequently. Serve with gravy or sauce.

          
* * *
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Pickled Nasturtium Seeds



          
Pickled Nasturtium Seeds.

          
Gather young nasturtium seeds on a dry day, place in bottles. Boil together: vinegar, 1 pint; salt, 1 oz.; peppercorns, 6, and pour over the nasturtium seeds. Cork well. Ready for use in 3 months.

          
* * *
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Spiced Vinegar for Onions



          
Spiced Vinegar for Onions.

          
1 quart vinegar; 1/2 teaspoon mace; 20 peppercorns; 1 allspice; 1 oz. sliced ginger; boil for half an hour. Bottle and cork.
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Salmon Croquettes



          
Salmon Croquettes.

          
1/4 lb. flaked tin salmon; 1/2 oz. butter; 1/2 oz. flour; 1/2 gill milk; salt and pepper; 1 egg; breadcrumbs; deep fat for frying; parsley for garnishing.

          
Make a thick white sauce with the butter, flour and milk. Then take the sauce off the heat and stir in the finely-flaked salmon. Season this with pepper and salt, and if liked add a few drops of Worcester sauce or a few chopped capers. Mix the ingredients well together, then spread the mixture on a plate and leave it to get firm.

          
Divide the salmon mixture into equal portions and shape it into smooth fat rolls on a lightly-floured board. Brush them with beaten egg, coat them with breadcrumbs, and fry them in hot deep fat until they are golden.

          
Drain the croquettes on a paperlined tin, and serve them on a hot dish, garnishing them with sprigs of parsley.

          
* * *
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Crumb Custard



          
Crumb Custard.

          
1 pint milk; 3 ozs. breadcrumbs; 1 oz. sugar; 1 or 2 eggs; jam; 1 oz. butter.

          
Butter a pie-dish and cover with jam. Mix the sugar and breadcrumbs and pour the hot milk over. Cool and add the well-beaten egg. Pour into the pie-dish, dot with butter and bake slowly till firm.

          

Note: When baking a custard, place the pie-dish in a dish of water. This prevents the custard curdling.
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Celery Salad



          
Celery Salad.

          
One head of celery, 1/4lb. cheese, two hard-boiled eggs, two tomatoes, salad dressing.

          
Prepare the celery. Cut the cheese and celery into dice. Arrange in a salad bowl. Coat with dressing, and garnish with sliced tomatoes and eggs.

          
* * *
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Beetroot and Celery Salad



          
Beetroot and Celery Salad.

          
Cut cooked beetroot into cubes, and chop raw celery finely. Mix with dressing and pile roughly in serving dish. May be decorated with parsley or a few small lettuce leaves.

          
* * *
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Celery in White Sauce



          
Celery in White Sauce.

          
Wash, scrape and cut celery stalks in 1 inch pieces; cook 20 minutes or until soft in boiling water; drain and to two cups of celery add 1 cup white sauce. This is a most satisfactory way of using the outer stalks of celery.

          
* * *
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Scalloped Potatoes



          
Scalloped Potatoes.

          
Slice thinly required number of goodsized potatoes. Place in baking dish in layers, covering each layer with a sprinkling of flour, a few pieces of butter, and salt and pepper to taste. Fill the dish with milk, grate a little cheese on top and bake slowly for 1 hour in moderate oven.

          
* * *
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Dumplings



          
Dumplings.

          
Two cups flour; 1/2 teaspoon salt; cup milk; 3 teaspoons baking powder.

          
Sift flour with baking powder and salt. Add milk, mix thoroughly, drop into stew and cook for 15 minutes.

          


          

            

[image: ]
          

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 15, Issue 2 (May 1, 1940.)

Panorama of the Playground — Letter From Sir James Leigh-Wood





        

          
            

              
Panorama of the Playground
              


              
Letter From Sir James Leigh-Wood
            
          
        

        

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

W. F. Ingram

        

        

          

Sir James Leigh-Wood, one of England's outstanding sporting administrators, chairman of the British Empire Games Federation has a soft for New Zealanders. This in part may be due to the association of his wife (formerly Miss Turnbull, sister of Alexander Turnbull, who presented the Turnbull Library to New Zealand), but his admiration for New Zealand sporting representatives has also had much to do with his sincere regard for the Dominion.

          
On 28th March I received this letter from Sir James, and appended was a note giving me permission to publish it if I so desired.

          
“It was uncommonly kind of you to write to me and I have read your letter of the 12th January with interest—it took a long time to reach me!

          
“I never had the slightest misgivings as to the response of my blood brethren of New Zealand when the call went out from the Motherland, not, let it be remembered, as a vocal summons, but that more beautiful and spiritual appeal which required no words to give expression to the mutual love and confidence which is inherent between us: ‘Your people are my people and my people are your people.’

          
“The splendid athletes of the Fern Leaf will be in the van of victory although many will fall on the field of honour—not unhappily, for they are knight-errants defending the birthright of free men.

          
“To their parents I would say this: I have but one son, from whom I have not heard for nearly three months. He is at sea on a perilous mission from which he may not return. Should he fall it will break my heart, but I know the message he would send to me—‘Carry on! I have done my duty.’ Thus also will the mothers and fathers of New Zealand take courage with high pride at the sacrifice of their beloved ones.

          
“If you meet those who remember me, tell them I have written, for just as you would wish me to know the feeling in New Zealand, so I want New Zealanders to know and believe in the spirit of the Motherland.

          
“We must go through periods which will test our endurance, but we shall slay the evil thing which threaten not us alone but civilisation throughout the world.”

          
Sir James visited New Zealand after the British Empire Games in Sydney, and at the Jubilee Dinner of the New Zealand Amateur Athletic Association paid tribute to the magnificent performances of Boot and Matthews at the Empire Games, and of the prowess and sportsmanship of Jack Lovelock. His son, Roger, who represented Great

          
Britain in hurdling events at the Olympic Games in 1928, visited New Zealand several years ago but did not compete.

        

        

          
Wrestling and Football in War-time.

          
In the days immediately following the outbreak of war, there were many to declare that sport should be curtailed and that we should immediately settle down to the serious task ahead. A saner message was given by our leaders—they counselled a continuance of normal sporting activities, fully realising that sport plays an important role in the development of physical fitness and mental activity.

          
For that reason I am pleased to notice that the Dominion of New Zealand Wrestling Union has decided to continue with wrestling and not go into hibernation until the war has been brought to a successful end. For the male there are few sports to equal wrestling as a body-developer and as a method of self-defence it is unchallenged. Many of New Zealand's finest physical specimens at present in Egypt owe their development to participation in amateur wrestling.

          
There may be a few to cavil at the continuance of professional wrestling, but the plain fact is that it would not be possible to continue with amateur wrestling without finance, and the only manner in which the finance may be obtained is from the funds derived by staging professional contests. It is the aim of the Wrestling Union to give additional attention to the amateur side of the sport and to make wrestling facilities available at every military camp and Air Force station. It has also been decided that individual associations shall make available for patriotic purposes portions of their surplus funds.

          
Football will be one of the hardest hit sports—particularly in the senior grades. Judged by the talent of the New Zealand Army Rugby team in Egypt there must be a large percentage of representative players already overseas and more will follow. The position may arise where the senior grades will be abolished and play confined to grades of under-age or military unfit players … but the game will go on!

        

        

          
Graduates of the Field of Sport.

          
In the Royal Air Force it has been discovered that the best flying men are recruited from those who have had enthusiasm for sporting activities, and if the personal files of the most daring and efficient of war-time pilots could be examined it would probably be found that without exception each man has been a leader in some branch of sport. As in the R.A.F., so it seems to be in the Royal New Zealand Air Force. In recent months many prominent sportsmen have enrolled for service with this branch of defence service. Dickison, the brilliant Otago miler and three-miler, Barnes, a former New Zealand champion on the track and across country, Woodward, a prominent hurdler, Thomas, New Zealand champion wrestler, Christensen, a junior track champion, have been accepted for service with the R.N.Z.A.F., while Don Stirling, former New Zealand professional boxing champion, M. V. Blake, past champion at pole vaulting, and many others are already serving with the Royal Air Force. Many, too, have paid the supreme sacrifice.

        

        

          
Perils of the Boxing Ring.

          
Various suggestions have been made, following on the death of Stan Jenkin after a boxing contest in Wellington, to make boxing safer for the participants. Some time ago I ran foul of prominent boxing administrators and boxers by drawing attention to the heavy toll paid by boxers, but I feel that the time is opportune to write plainly.

          
The tragedy of the boxing ring is not the number of boxers who have died following on concussion—it is the large number of men and boys who have suffered mental disturbance or failing eyesight. Among boxers themselves and those who follow the sport,
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the term “punch drunk” is used with abandon. There does not seem to be any doubt, even among the participants, that participation in boxing contests will bring about a state of mental disorder that may vary from insanity to partial paralysis or bad eyesight. But year after year they come forward, as one American sports writer put it, “like lambs to the slaughter.”

          
If world champions cannot escape this blight of punch-drunkenness what chance have amateurs, many of whom have little conception of how to defend themselves? Without delving too deeply into the subsequent history of former world ring champions, a most dazzling and discouraging list is unearthed.

          
These men were world champions—but they fell victims to punch-drunkenness or blindness!

          
“Terrible” Terry M'Govern, one of the greatest featherweights of all time, died in a mental asylum; Ad Wolgast, former lightweight champion, trained for several years for a fight he had already fought and lost. Now an inmate of a mental home.

          
Billy Papke, former middleweight champion, murdered his wife and then committed suicide. At the inquest it was revealed that the one-time great boxer had suffered from punch-drunkenness.

          
Frankie Neill, who won the bantam-weight title when M'Govern graduated to the featherweight class, is now in a mental asylum.

          
Pete Herman, former bantam-weight champion, is now blind in both eyes. Fidel La Barba, another former champion, lost the sight of one eye as the result of injuries received in boxing.

          
Mike Gibbons, recognised as world middle-weight champion in America when Australians were claiming the title for Les Darcy, is blind in one eye.

          
John Henry Lewis, light-heavyweight champion, was barred from fighting in England because of total blindness in one eye and failing vision in the other.

          
Tiger Flowers died from the effects of boxing after losing his eyesight; Sam Langford, one of the great negro heavyweights, is now totally blind; and Pancho Villa, who brought the Philippine Islands to the fore in boxing, died from an infection received in boxing.

          
This list is by no means complete, and I do not propose to labour the point. In a paper read before the New York Pathological Society, Dr. Harrison S. Martland stated that a fighter who fights long enough is almost certain to become punch drunk.

          
Jack Dempsey, still the idol of boxing fans although he has long since retired, recently stated: “Now, we all kid a lot about the punch-drunk fighter. We say he is on his heels, or slap-happy, or goofy. Every young fighter sees them in a gymnasium and training camps on his way to the top. I saw them and was impressed, as any kid must be.

          
“I made no dramatic resolution never to be one, nor did I get sentimental about it, but I was always aware of the fact that every punch-drunk fighter was one who had taken too many wallops. Those early sights came to my mind after the second fight with Gene Tunney. After his own retirement, a year later, Tunney made a remark for publication that stamps him as wise indeed.

          
“ ‘But most of all,’ he said in an interview, ‘I wanted to leave the game that threatened my sanity before I met with an accident in a real fight with six-ounce gloves that would permanently hurt my brain’.”

          
There is no cure for punch-drunkenness! Dr. Martland, when he started on the subject of punch-drunk boxers persuaded a boxing promoter to dig up a variety of well-known ring tragedies. Twenty-three unfortunates, famous in their day, were examined. Their reactions to a series of detailed tests duplicated many of the doctor's bad concussion cases that he had handled as a staff member of one of America's greatest hospitals.

          
The doctor showed by illustration how a hard punch can so jar the head that a small rupture occurs within the brain. That break, no matter how slight, permits the formation of a blood clot around the artery which is separated from the brain cells by resting in a fluid. When this ring-shaped clot forms within that area of fluid it presses outward, or against the surrounding portion of the brain. By hardening it becomes a tumour or lump and the pressure remains permanently. Usually it is below the surface, beyond reach of the most skilled surgeon.

          
There are many who subscribe to the theory that the advent of the boxing glove is responsible for the ring malady, but this is a theory that cannot be tested unless we revert to bare-knuckle contests and check the results. In the old days a pugilist was invariably of “no class,” mentally or socially; to-day, a boxer may come from the rank and file or from the “Upper Ten.”

          
My own belief is that a more searching medical examination should be held before any boxer is permitted to engage in a ring contest. This examination should pay particular attention to reactions to certain well-defined mental tests and a failure in this should bar the boxer for all time. What shall it profit a man if he has the perfect body but is mentally deficient? It is a matter concerning which the Council for Physical Welfare and Recreation might well give consideration. If boxing is undermining the health of young New Zealanders some remedy must be found to remove the evils associated with the sport.

        

        

          
Death of Prince Obolensky.

          
New Zealanders learned with regret of the death of Prince Obolensky, killed in an air accident in England. To most of us he was but a name, but to the members of the 1935. All Blacks he will be remembered as the scoring winger who cut their defence to ribbons in the rout against England at Twickenham. The Brotherhood of Sport was made evident when the members of the 1935. All Black team forwarded a wreath to the funeral of the Russian Prince who went to England, won the honour of being the first foreigner to represent England at Rugby football and then died fighting for his adopted land.
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Sir James Leigh-Wood, one of England's outstanding sporting administrators, chairman of the British Empire Games Federation has a soft for New Zealanders. This in part may be due to the association of his wife (formerly Miss Turnbull, sister of Alexander Turnbull, who presented the Turnbull Library to New Zealand), but his admiration for New Zealand sporting representatives has also had much to do with his sincere regard for the Dominion.

          
On 28th March I received this letter from Sir James, and appended was a note giving me permission to publish it if I so desired.

          
“It was uncommonly kind of you to write to me and I have read your letter of the 12th January with interest—it took a long time to reach me!

          
“I never had the slightest misgivings as to the response of my blood brethren of New Zealand when the call went out from the Motherland, not, let it be remembered, as a vocal summons, but that more beautiful and spiritual appeal which required no words to give expression to the mutual love and confidence which is inherent between us: ‘Your people are my people and my people are your people.’

          
“The splendid athletes of the Fern Leaf will be in the van of victory although many will fall on the field of honour—not unhappily, for they are knight-errants defending the birthright of free men.

          
“To their parents I would say this: I have but one son, from whom I have not heard for nearly three months. He is at sea on a perilous mission from which he may not return. Should he fall it will break my heart, but I know the message he would send to me—‘Carry on! I have done my duty.’ Thus also will the mothers and fathers of New Zealand take courage with high pride at the sacrifice of their beloved ones.

          
“If you meet those who remember me, tell them I have written, for just as you would wish me to know the feeling in New Zealand, so I want New Zealanders to know and believe in the spirit of the Motherland.

          
“We must go through periods which will test our endurance, but we shall slay the evil thing which threaten not us alone but civilisation throughout the world.”

          
Sir James visited New Zealand after the British Empire Games in Sydney, and at the Jubilee Dinner of the New Zealand Amateur Athletic Association paid tribute to the magnificent performances of Boot and Matthews at the Empire Games, and of the prowess and sportsmanship of Jack Lovelock. His son, Roger, who represented Great

          
Britain in hurdling events at the Olympic Games in 1928, visited New Zealand several years ago but did not compete.
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Wrestling and Football in War-time.

          
In the days immediately following the outbreak of war, there were many to declare that sport should be curtailed and that we should immediately settle down to the serious task ahead. A saner message was given by our leaders—they counselled a continuance of normal sporting activities, fully realising that sport plays an important role in the development of physical fitness and mental activity.

          
For that reason I am pleased to notice that the Dominion of New Zealand Wrestling Union has decided to continue with wrestling and not go into hibernation until the war has been brought to a successful end. For the male there are few sports to equal wrestling as a body-developer and as a method of self-defence it is unchallenged. Many of New Zealand's finest physical specimens at present in Egypt owe their development to participation in amateur wrestling.

          
There may be a few to cavil at the continuance of professional wrestling, but the plain fact is that it would not be possible to continue with amateur wrestling without finance, and the only manner in which the finance may be obtained is from the funds derived by staging professional contests. It is the aim of the Wrestling Union to give additional attention to the amateur side of the sport and to make wrestling facilities available at every military camp and Air Force station. It has also been decided that individual associations shall make available for patriotic purposes portions of their surplus funds.

          
Football will be one of the hardest hit sports—particularly in the senior grades. Judged by the talent of the New Zealand Army Rugby team in Egypt there must be a large percentage of representative players already overseas and more will follow. The position may arise where the senior grades will be abolished and play confined to grades of under-age or military unfit players … but the game will go on!
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Graduates of the Field of Sport.

          
In the Royal Air Force it has been discovered that the best flying men are recruited from those who have had enthusiasm for sporting activities, and if the personal files of the most daring and efficient of war-time pilots could be examined it would probably be found that without exception each man has been a leader in some branch of sport. As in the R.A.F., so it seems to be in the Royal New Zealand Air Force. In recent months many prominent sportsmen have enrolled for service with this branch of defence service. Dickison, the brilliant Otago miler and three-miler, Barnes, a former New Zealand champion on the track and across country, Woodward, a prominent hurdler, Thomas, New Zealand champion wrestler, Christensen, a junior track champion, have been accepted for service with the R.N.Z.A.F., while Don Stirling, former New Zealand professional boxing champion, M. V. Blake, past champion at pole vaulting, and many others are already serving with the Royal Air Force. Many, too, have paid the supreme sacrifice.
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Perils of the Boxing Ring.

          
Various suggestions have been made, following on the death of Stan Jenkin after a boxing contest in Wellington, to make boxing safer for the participants. Some time ago I ran foul of prominent boxing administrators and boxers by drawing attention to the heavy toll paid by boxers, but I feel that the time is opportune to write plainly.

          
The tragedy of the boxing ring is not the number of boxers who have died following on concussion—it is the large number of men and boys who have suffered mental disturbance or failing eyesight. Among boxers themselves and those who follow the sport,
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the term “punch drunk” is used with abandon. There does not seem to be any doubt, even among the participants, that participation in boxing contests will bring about a state of mental disorder that may vary from insanity to partial paralysis or bad eyesight. But year after year they come forward, as one American sports writer put it, “like lambs to the slaughter.”

          
If world champions cannot escape this blight of punch-drunkenness what chance have amateurs, many of whom have little conception of how to defend themselves? Without delving too deeply into the subsequent history of former world ring champions, a most dazzling and discouraging list is unearthed.

          
These men were world champions—but they fell victims to punch-drunkenness or blindness!

          
“Terrible” Terry M'Govern, one of the greatest featherweights of all time, died in a mental asylum; Ad Wolgast, former lightweight champion, trained for several years for a fight he had already fought and lost. Now an inmate of a mental home.

          
Billy Papke, former middleweight champion, murdered his wife and then committed suicide. At the inquest it was revealed that the one-time great boxer had suffered from punch-drunkenness.

          
Frankie Neill, who won the bantam-weight title when M'Govern graduated to the featherweight class, is now in a mental asylum.

          
Pete Herman, former bantam-weight champion, is now blind in both eyes. Fidel La Barba, another former champion, lost the sight of one eye as the result of injuries received in boxing.

          
Mike Gibbons, recognised as world middle-weight champion in America when Australians were claiming the title for Les Darcy, is blind in one eye.

          
John Henry Lewis, light-heavyweight champion, was barred from fighting in England because of total blindness in one eye and failing vision in the other.

          
Tiger Flowers died from the effects of boxing after losing his eyesight; Sam Langford, one of the great negro heavyweights, is now totally blind; and Pancho Villa, who brought the Philippine Islands to the fore in boxing, died from an infection received in boxing.

          
This list is by no means complete, and I do not propose to labour the point. In a paper read before the New York Pathological Society, Dr. Harrison S. Martland stated that a fighter who fights long enough is almost certain to become punch drunk.

          
Jack Dempsey, still the idol of boxing fans although he has long since retired, recently stated: “Now, we all kid a lot about the punch-drunk fighter. We say he is on his heels, or slap-happy, or goofy. Every young fighter sees them in a gymnasium and training camps on his way to the top. I saw them and was impressed, as any kid must be.

          
“I made no dramatic resolution never to be one, nor did I get sentimental about it, but I was always aware of the fact that every punch-drunk fighter was one who had taken too many wallops. Those early sights came to my mind after the second fight with Gene Tunney. After his own retirement, a year later, Tunney made a remark for publication that stamps him as wise indeed.

          
“ ‘But most of all,’ he said in an interview, ‘I wanted to leave the game that threatened my sanity before I met with an accident in a real fight with six-ounce gloves that would permanently hurt my brain’.”

          
There is no cure for punch-drunkenness! Dr. Martland, when he started on the subject of punch-drunk boxers persuaded a boxing promoter to dig up a variety of well-known ring tragedies. Twenty-three unfortunates, famous in their day, were examined. Their reactions to a series of detailed tests duplicated many of the doctor's bad concussion cases that he had handled as a staff member of one of America's greatest hospitals.

          
The doctor showed by illustration how a hard punch can so jar the head that a small rupture occurs within the brain. That break, no matter how slight, permits the formation of a blood clot around the artery which is separated from the brain cells by resting in a fluid. When this ring-shaped clot forms within that area of fluid it presses outward, or against the surrounding portion of the brain. By hardening it becomes a tumour or lump and the pressure remains permanently. Usually it is below the surface, beyond reach of the most skilled surgeon.

          
There are many who subscribe to the theory that the advent of the boxing glove is responsible for the ring malady, but this is a theory that cannot be tested unless we revert to bare-knuckle contests and check the results. In the old days a pugilist was invariably of “no class,” mentally or socially; to-day, a boxer may come from the rank and file or from the “Upper Ten.”

          
My own belief is that a more searching medical examination should be held before any boxer is permitted to engage in a ring contest. This examination should pay particular attention to reactions to certain well-defined mental tests and a failure in this should bar the boxer for all time. What shall it profit a man if he has the perfect body but is mentally deficient? It is a matter concerning which the Council for Physical Welfare and Recreation might well give consideration. If boxing is undermining the health of young New Zealanders some remedy must be found to remove the evils associated with the sport.
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Death of Prince Obolensky.

          
New Zealanders learned with regret of the death of Prince Obolensky, killed in an air accident in England. To most of us he was but a name, but to the members of the 1935. All Blacks he will be remembered as the scoring winger who cut their defence to ribbons in the rout against England at Twickenham. The Brotherhood of Sport was made evident when the members of the 1935. All Black team forwarded a wreath to the funeral of the Russian Prince who went to England, won the honour of being the first foreigner to represent England at Rugby football and then died fighting for his adopted land.
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Wit And Humour
        

        

          
An Awkward Moment.

          
“My friends,” said a preacher, “you will remember that I promised to speak to you to-night on ‘The World's Greatest Liars,’ and that I asked you to prepare your minds by reading the 17th chapter of St. Mark. Kindly raise your hands if you have done so.”

          
Every hand went up.

          
“Thank you,” continued the preacher. “As there are only sixteen chapters in St. Mark, my subject will not be entirely inappropriate.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Our Machine Age.

          
The little town boy was offered a week's holiday in the country, but he refused. Coaxing, pleading and arguing brought nothing but the stubborn answer, “No country for me.”

          
“But why?” he was asked.

          
“Because,” he replied, “they have thrashing machines in the country, and it's bad enough here when it's done by hand!”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Successful Interview.

          
The shoe-store proprietor was engaging an assistant. “Suppose,” he said, “a lady customer were to remark while you were trying to fit her. ‘Don't you think one of my feet is bigger than the other?’ What would you say?”

          
“I should say, ‘On the contrary, Madam, one is smaller than the other’.”

          
“The job is yours.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Not Guilty.

          
The seaside landlady entered a boarder's room on the morning of his departure. “I see, sir,” she said quietly, “there's a hole burnt in that easy chair. Of course, I shall expect you to pay for it.”

          
“Not likely!” he replied decisively. “You can't blame me for it. I don't smoke!”

          
“Of all the nerve!” she snapped. “I've had this house for over two years, and you're the first visitor who has refused to pay for that hole!”

        

        

          
Brave Little Man.

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

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

          
“Bike?” retorted the little man. “I wasn't afraid of no bicycle. I thought I heard my missus calling me!”
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Cramped Environment.

          
He: “Good gracious, your dog wags his tail up and down!”

          
She: “Yes, you see he was brought up in a flat.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Understanding Heart.

          
Professor (sternly): “When the room settles down I will begin the lecture.”

          
Student: “Why don't you go home and sleep it off?”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Where Mother Belongs.

          
Lady Politician: “What is home without a mother?”

          
Male Voice in Audience: “Your baby.”

        

        

          
No Place for Softies.

          
Sign in a country restaurant: “If our steak is too tough for you, get out, this is no place for weaklings.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
The Handy Man.

          
Two navvies settled down to eat their dinner. One began unwrapping a large parcel at which the other stared in surprise.

          
“Wot's that?” he asked.

          
“Well, it's like this. My missus is away, so I thought as I'd make myself a pie.”

          
“Bit long, ain't it?”

          
“Oh, I dunno, it's rhubarb.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Seeking a Cure.

          
A rather agitated-looking tramp knocked at the door of a country cottage. “Can you let me 'ave a bar of soap, ma'am?” he asked the householder.

          
“Do you really mean to tell me that you want some soap to wash with?” she asked.

          
“Not for me, ma'am,” replied the tramp; “but my mate's got hiccups, and I want to shock him by showing it to him.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Driven from Home.

          
As the big car passed through the village the visitor saw a man sitting on top of a pile of furniture, looking very disconsolate.

          
The visitor stopped his car and leaned out.

          
“I'm sorry for you, my poor man.” he said, “having no roof over your head; perhaps this will help you.” when he pressed a note into the man's hand.

          
“Thank 'ee,” said the man. “Very kind of you Oi'm sure.”

          
“I hope things will be better for you soon,” said the other.

          
“Oi'll be quite all right when she's finished,” replied the man, pointing his hand in the direction of a cottage door.

          
“Who's she?”

          
“Why, my wife; she be whitewashing the place.”
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An Awkward Moment



          
An Awkward Moment.

          
“My friends,” said a preacher, “you will remember that I promised to speak to you to-night on ‘The World's Greatest Liars,’ and that I asked you to prepare your minds by reading the 17th chapter of St. Mark. Kindly raise your hands if you have done so.”

          
Every hand went up.

          
“Thank you,” continued the preacher. “As there are only sixteen chapters in St. Mark, my subject will not be entirely inappropriate.”

          
* * *
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Our Machine Age



          
Our Machine Age.

          
The little town boy was offered a week's holiday in the country, but he refused. Coaxing, pleading and arguing brought nothing but the stubborn answer, “No country for me.”

          
“But why?” he was asked.

          
“Because,” he replied, “they have thrashing machines in the country, and it's bad enough here when it's done by hand!”

          
* * *
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Successful Interview



          
Successful Interview.

          
The shoe-store proprietor was engaging an assistant. “Suppose,” he said, “a lady customer were to remark while you were trying to fit her. ‘Don't you think one of my feet is bigger than the other?’ What would you say?”

          
“I should say, ‘On the contrary, Madam, one is smaller than the other’.”

          
“The job is yours.”

          
* * *
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Not Guilty



          
Not Guilty.

          
The seaside landlady entered a boarder's room on the morning of his departure. “I see, sir,” she said quietly, “there's a hole burnt in that easy chair. Of course, I shall expect you to pay for it.”

          
“Not likely!” he replied decisively. “You can't blame me for it. I don't smoke!”

          
“Of all the nerve!” she snapped. “I've had this house for over two years, and you're the first visitor who has refused to pay for that hole!”
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Brave Little Man



          
Brave Little Man.

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

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

          
“Bike?” retorted the little man. “I wasn't afraid of no bicycle. I thought I heard my missus calling me!”

          

            

[image: His Aunt: “I remember him as a little boy playing with boats in his bath!”]
His Aunt: “I remember him as a little boy playing with boats in his bath!”
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Cramped Environment



          
Cramped Environment.

          
He: “Good gracious, your dog wags his tail up and down!”

          
She: “Yes, you see he was brought up in a flat.”

          
* * *
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Understanding Heart



          
Understanding Heart.

          
Professor (sternly): “When the room settles down I will begin the lecture.”

          
Student: “Why don't you go home and sleep it off?”

          
* * *
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Where Mother Belongs



          
Where Mother Belongs.

          
Lady Politician: “What is home without a mother?”

          
Male Voice in Audience: “Your baby.”
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No Place for Softies



          
No Place for Softies.

          
Sign in a country restaurant: “If our steak is too tough for you, get out, this is no place for weaklings.”

          
* * *
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The Handy Man



          
The Handy Man.

          
Two navvies settled down to eat their dinner. One began unwrapping a large parcel at which the other stared in surprise.

          
“Wot's that?” he asked.

          
“Well, it's like this. My missus is away, so I thought as I'd make myself a pie.”

          
“Bit long, ain't it?”

          
“Oh, I dunno, it's rhubarb.”

          
* * *

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 15, Issue 2 (May 1, 1940.)

Seeking a Cure



          
Seeking a Cure.

          
A rather agitated-looking tramp knocked at the door of a country cottage. “Can you let me 'ave a bar of soap, ma'am?” he asked the householder.

          
“Do you really mean to tell me that you want some soap to wash with?” she asked.

          
“Not for me, ma'am,” replied the tramp; “but my mate's got hiccups, and I want to shock him by showing it to him.”

          
* * *
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Driven from Home



          
Driven from Home.

          
As the big car passed through the village the visitor saw a man sitting on top of a pile of furniture, looking very disconsolate.

          
The visitor stopped his car and leaned out.

          
“I'm sorry for you, my poor man.” he said, “having no roof over your head; perhaps this will help you.” when he pressed a note into the man's hand.

          
“Thank 'ee,” said the man. “Very kind of you Oi'm sure.”

          
“I hope things will be better for you soon,” said the other.

          
“Oi'll be quite all right when she's finished,” replied the man, pointing his hand in the direction of a cottage door.

          
“Who's she?”

          
“Why, my wife; she be whitewashing the place.”
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HOTEL PARKVILLE

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

This Hotel is equipped with the Latest Refrigerator, which

ensures all foods served under strictest hyglenic 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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WHITE STAR SERVICES - - Telephone 2161

Marton Junction: Dep. Wanganul: 4.16 a.m.f, 6.16 p.m.*, 9.16 p.m.* *Connects with

Auckland Bxpress. tConnects with Wgtn. Express. Fares: Day 6/-, Night 8/6, Single.

Palmerston N.: Dep. Wanganul, 7.46 am., 10 a.m.t*, 12.16 p.m.*, 4 p.m.* tConnects

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

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

SUNDAY TIME TABLE: Palmerston N., via Marton: Dep. Wanganul: 1116 a. 4.30
pm. Cars connect with services to Napler and Masterton. Marton Junction: 9.16
pm.t tConnects with Auckland Express. MARTIN & VERNON.
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ACCOUNTANCY

Make sure of
YoUR PaSS !

The Sehools that get the
Rocord Passes

HEMINGWAY’S

CORRESPONDENCE scHOOLS
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RAILWAYS FOR
NATIONAL
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P.0. BOX 373
TELEPHONE 42190

TELEGRAMS.
“ HOTEL CECIL "

Weite, Telephone Appointed
or Wire Your Automobile Assocla-
tion Hotel.

Reservations.

“The Cecll ™ is synonymaus with comfort, courtesy and contentment. Just opposite
Wellington's wondertul new Rallway Station you will see the Hotel Cecll—Welling-
ton's Station Hotel. Nearby are the berthing places of ferry and oversea steamers,
Parliament Bulldings, and most of the leading centres of Interest of the Capital City.

THE HOTEL CECIL

(_ MANBTON QUAY, WELLINGTON. ‘Proprietor: ROBT. T. M. EDMONDS.






etexts/Gov15_02Rail/Gov15_02RailBCo(h280).jpg
o e ol

WAITEMATA seeveay cov





etexts/Gov15_02Rail/Gov15_02Rail060a(h280).jpg
BOON FOR VISITORS TO
— WELLINGTON—
!

Safety and Happiness for
Chitdren !
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— 300,000 SECONDHAND BOOKS —

From 1500 to 1940 carefully classified

Correspondence and Enquirles heartily
welcomed.

NEWBOLD’S BOOKSHOP LTD.

289 GEORGE STREET, DUNEDIN, C.1.

Largest Secondhand Booksellers
in Australasia.
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A Recent Addicion
to the above Fleet—

LEYLAND DOuBLE AXLE DRIVE
s-WHEELER
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The Wellington Model Air Club in
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EFFICIENT PROTECTION
IN WARTIME—AS IN PEACE
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are equipped with SRICE Spherical
Roller Bearings on all Axles . . .

THE 5K BALL BEARING COMPANY (HZ) LTD.
28 Dixon Srect, Wellingian: 9 Antac Avenus, Auckiand.
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[
For Mothers and Others. ..
Train Trips During School Holidays

r=é4=~ Special Concessions for Families
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ere’s ONE Food
hat isn't dearer !
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