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The North Auckland District. Told by the Camera.


Typical kauri log from the bush near Hokianga Harbour


Kauri logs floating over the Wairua Falls, Upper Wairoa River.


(Rly. Publicity photos.)


There are still giants in our own Don't wait till they are as rare as the huia. If you wish to see kauri logging in large sizes take a Northern holiday now, because the industry is passing and (unless public reserves are milled) will presently cease. It may be profane to cut down a tree that was old when Columbus was a boy; but a tree containing enough timber to build a village—a tree transportable by floatation—has ever been a temptation to man. While logs at brink of Wairua Falls are victims of commerce, in Waipoua Forest the giant kauri lives on.
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New Zealand for the World

        


In one sense there has, fortunately, never been any need to develop a cry “New Zealand for New Zealanders.” There have, of course, been ups and downs, but the general tendency has been to absorb easily the accretions of good British stock that have helped to bring this country's population up to the present figure of over 1,600,000. The later human imports of this kind, as they settled down, have become—just as the early settlers did—good New Zealanders all. In a broader sense, the best service to New Zealanders can be given by recognising that “New Zealand for the World” would be the wiser slogan when the economic possibilities of the tourist traffic to be built on such a belief are taken into account.

        
The principle is now generally accepted that any country which can draw tourist trade is attracting a means of national wealth that becomes more important as transport becomes faster, cheaper and safer.

        
In Europe, both Italy and Russia have made this business an important State function. The latest information from Germany is to the effect that the German State Railways, for the months July to October of this year, are making a special reduction of 60 per cent. on all fares for foreign visitors spending any time from seven days to two months in that country. This is a clear indication of the intensity of competition for the traffic and of the economic importance attached to it by the Governments of the countries concerned.

        
No other country has as much to offer the tourist in the range and interest of its attractions as New Zealand. Its main disadvantage in competing for tourist trade, that of distance from the principal centres of population, has to be counteracted by special methods of approach to the problem. It was because this necessity was recognised that so comprehensive a conference of interests concerned in the Dominion's tourist business was possible last month.

        
There is no doubt that the community as a whole must profit from successful further developments of a traffic intended to bring the world of travellers to our shores, and that the interests concerned must work together with a truly national outlook if marked progress in the direction indicated is to be recorded.

        
Great Britain built her present economic stability by using her main resources of coal and iron to the best advantage from the time of the economic revolution. New Zealand has made her progress up to the present out of the best she had to offer at the time, in stages of wool, frozen meat, and butter and cheese; and the swing from one to another has been registered in terms of anticipated or realised profit. It is something new for a typically farming country to have to regard an industry that does not take anything out of the land as a trump card in a complicated economic deal where quotas and subsidies, exchanges and trade agreements have disturbed the old established order of things. But the trump card is there, and rightly played should do as much in the near future for the country's benefit in tourist development as the freezer did, in its time, for the colony's languishing pastoral industry.
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Locomotive Development

 New Zealand

 
Designs To Suit New Zealand Conditions.
          
        

        

(By “
Progress
.”)

        

The vexed historic question as to whether English or American locomotives were the better, occupied the minds of New Zealand railway men for many years after the “Josephine” and the Yankee “K” starred as the first antagonists. As with all vexed historic questions the answer remained inconclusive till the march of time so altered circumstances as to make the solution valueless.

        
For twenty years the railway authorities debated the question as to whether the English or American locomotive firms could design and build the better locomotive for New Zealand conditions. The debate was protracted, acrimonious and expensive. Six passenger engines (“N” class) would be ordered from the Baldwin Works at Philadelphia and, in the same breath, ten (“V” class) would be ordered from an English firm. Six goods engines (“T” class) would be ordered from Baldwin's and ten (“P” class) from the English firm. Neither maker knew anything of New Zealand railway conditions, and the only facts that emerged from the welter were that the American engine would pull the greater load, the English engine would have the higher fuel efficiency at moderate loads, and both engines were unsuitable for the requirements.

        
In the meantime, however, the New Zealand designer had not been altogether idle. While these somewhat futile comparisons were being made between American and English engines the traffic had been steadily growing and the “F” engines had borne the “heat and burden of the day.” By 1880, some twenty “U” engines had been imported and had proved very useful machines. Then, in 1883 (or thereabouts), it was decided to order ten more. Mr. Conyers, Locomotive Engineer for the South Island, took the opportunity of having many alterations incorporated in the new design with the idea of making the engines more suitable for local conditions. The result was a decided success, and the ten “J” engines then imported were the most useful engines of their day.

        
In 1889, two tank engines, the “W” class, were designed in New Zealand and built in the Addington Workshops. There was only one distinctive feature about these locomotives, but they did represent the inauguration of the policy that has been so successful since—the policy of having new locomotives designed by New Zealand engineers conversant with the conditions and requirements of the local service. One of these engines was exhibited in the New Zealand and South Seas Exhibition at Dunedin, in 1890, and I presume it was viewed with considerable interest!

        
The one distinctive feature about these two engines was the fact that they were fitted with the Walschaert valve gear. The story of this gear is illuminative. It was invented in 1844 by Walschaert, an engineer on the Belgian railways. That modern blessing—the Suggestions and Inventions Committee—was unknown in those days; and Walschaert was not allowed to patent his invention in his own name, or to get the patent (obtained as dummy by his friend Fircher) adopted on Belgian engines. In 1848, a German, von Waldegg, appropriated the invention, and by making a few detail alterations which he claimed as improvements, was able to obtain a new patent in Germany and some success in having the new gear fitted. By 1888 poor Walschaert was dead, his life embittered by disappointment, and his gear nearly forgotten.

        
Mr. G. A. Pearson, Chief Draftsman of the New Zealand Railways had become interested in valve gears. In 1885 he had invented a valve gear of his own, and it was tried out on a “V” engine. Pearson, however, recognised the defects of his


[image: Addington “B,” the first goods class locomotive designed and built in New Zealand.]
Addington “B,” the first goods class locomotive designed and built in New Zealand.




        


        
gear and did not persevere with it. He had, however, the satisfaction, years after, of seeing this gear re-invented and patented, about 1913, in America, where for some years it had a considerable (and I hope profitable to the inventor) vogue under the name of the “Southern” gear.

        
Finding that his gear was not altogether satisfactory, Mr. Pearson turned his attention to the Walschaert gear, and by 1888 he had decided that this was the best form of valve gear for locomotives. He accordingly designed what is still, beyond doubt, the best arrangement of this gear. In 1889 he had it fitted to his “W” engines, and it has ever since been the standard gear for New Zealand and has been applied to all engines built in or imported to New Zealand since that time—generally and preferably in the exact form designed by Mr. Pearson.

        
It was many years before the merits of this gear became recognised abroad, and certainly twenty years before it became adopted as the standard gear in England and America. Even in 1901, an American locomotive engineer who visited this Dominion expressed satisfaction at the general design of our locomotives, but considered they were spoilt by the (unprintable adjectives here) silly valve gear. To-day, this, the Walschaert gear, is fitted to virtually all new engines throughout the world, but the arrangement adopted is seldom as good as that designed by Mr. Pearson.

        
Some ten years later the same designer became interested in the valve itself. The old flat slide valve had obvious merits, but it is now known that these were overbalanced by less obvious demerits. Mr. Pearson turned to a new idea, the piston valve, which had been lately tried out by several independent designers in England and on the Continent. He recognised intuitively the advantages of the valve, saw the defects which had made their designs ineffective, designed a simple and effective form of piston valve, which he boldly fitted to a new class of locomotives which he was then (1899) designing, and once more had the satisfaction of seeing his ideas prove satisfactory in service and of having this valve adopted as standard practice for New Zealand. Again he was criticised by locomotive engineers abroad, and again had the satisfaction of living to see his ideas become slowly favoured elsewhere, and to-day the piston valve is a standard detail of locomotive design.

        
In 1897 the next great step in locomotive development in New Zealand was made. A modern, powerful (for those days) design of new locomotive was under consideration, and this time it was decided that the engines should be designed in New Zealand by engineers conversant with local requirements, and built in New Zealand in the Railway Workshops. It was still, however, thought necessary to build one type of locomotive for passenger and another for goods traffic, and the “U” and “B” classes were accordingly built.

        
The “U” class engines were (and are) very handsome engines, with simple graceful lines and, although a trifle under-boilered, they have given very successful service. The driving wheels are 54in; diameter and (since the highest routine service speed of a locomotive is determined by, and is roughly equal to, in miles per hour, the diameter of the drivers in inches) they were the first engines in New Zealand capable of running fifty miles per hour with a reasonable train of carriages behind them. These engines were fitted with the Walschaert valve gear, and were very economical engines in every way, except that we know now what was not known in 1899, namely, that the adhesive weight is sufficient to admit of larger cylinders, and this would call for larger boilers. A trailing bogie would have been required to carry this extra weight, but the consequent type of engine had not yet been built anywhere in the world. It can therefore be quite truthfully said that these engines represented at that time the best possible design; in many ways they were definitely in advance of locomotive practice anywhere else, but, we will see later, it was only a few years afterwards that Mr. Pearson himself was the first locomotive designer in the world to take the bold decisive step that was necessary if the “U” class were to be improved.

        
Virtually, at the same time the “B” class of engine was designed to handle goods traffic. This class of engine was a 4—8—0 type, that is eight driving wheels were coupled together to give increased adhesive weight. Looking back from the heights of the better knowledge of to-day we know that the whole design was a mistake; but this could not have been apparent at the time. The increase in train speeds that was found necessary early in this century, and with which the small wheels of the “B” class were unable to cope, could hardly have been foreseen; and, for the rest, the faults of this class were those already mentioned for the “U” class, and, as has been stated, were due to the erroneous ideas held by all designers of the time. The design appeared so successful in service that it was repeated in two very similar classes of engine in New Zealand, ten and fifteen years later; and similar types are still being built for many railway systems. The “B” class of engine was noteworthy in that it was the first design to incorporate both the Walschaert valve gear and the piston valve, now standard practice throughout the locomotive world. It was, however, nearly twenty years afterwards before the locomotive designers elsewhere arrived at this stage.

        
The man in the street is inclined always to gauge the excellence of locomotive design by size alone. This is a very mistaken idea, since this feature is one which is determined, not by the locomotive engineer, but by considerations (mainly governed by density of traffic) quite outside his scope. Those who appreciate the true inwardness of locomotive design will realise that these two designs (the “U” and “B” classes) of engine were well ahead of locomotive practice elsewhere. They represented a quite definite step forward in the locomotive development of the world; and, while it would not perhaps be correct to say that locomotive designers elsewhere knowingly copied New Zealand work, it is undoubtedly true that the New Zealand designer was definitely in advance of progress elsewhere.

        
The vexed historic question as to whether English or American locomotives are the better for New Zealand conditions has, therefore never been solved. The truism that New Zealand engines were best for New Zealand conditions became doubly true when it was realised that the New Zealand design incorporated all that was better in either the American or English designs, and in many features surpassed either.

        

Lumen accipe et imperti!
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Addington “U,” the first express passenger locomotive designed and built in New Zealand.
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Railway Progress in New Zealand General Manager's Message

        

Having now almost completed my general survey of Departmental operations, during which I have travelled over seven thousand miles by rail-car and made a comprehensive personal inspection of the whole railway service, I think the present is an appropriate time to state that the general standard maintained in all branches of the Department is distinctly high. At some points features were revealed where improvements could with advantage be made, and the necessary action has, of course, been taken; but in view of the wide ramifications of a service which employs fifteen thousand workers and deals with all kinds of business relations as well as with the greater part of the travelling public, these instances were remarkably few. During my itinerary I had opportunities in all the districts visited for meeting the representatives of local bodies and business houses interested in transport, and I feel that much valuable information was gained and a better mutual understanding made possible by these important personal contacts.

        
I wish to thank those gentlemen who arranged the various deputations or gave me facilities for attending meetings of certain local bodies, and also to express my appreciation of the helpfulness of the railway staff in enabling me to carry through a close inspection of all buildings, facilities, rolling-stock and operations.

        
Following this general inspection of our lines, I visited Australia to attend the Conference of Commissioners of the Australian and New Zealand Railways. It was very pleasing to find the high regard in which the railway services of the Dominion are held by representative Australians who have travelled in this country. The concensus of favourable opinion expressed by them was confirmed by the heads of the various Australian Railways whom I met at the Conference. It is clear that railway developments in New Zealand are closely watched by our confreres across the Tasman, and that reports of railway practice here are viewed with interest and respect. I wish to acknowledge gratefully the very real assistance given me by Australian railwaymen in regard to their own lines. Information of every kind regarding the Australian Railways was placed freely at my disposal, and I am sure that nothing could have exceeded the courtesy and friendliness of the Commissioners of the Australian States and their executive officers towards the New Zealand representative. Railwaymen in New Zealand have always thought well of their Australian neighbours and this feeling is very warmly reciprocated. That such an attitude exists is distinctly promising, for the close association of the two countries in trade and industry and the similarity in certain respects of their transport problems, makes an interchange of views and collaboration between the various railway executives in regard to the more technical aspects of rail-roading a matter of mutual advantage and benefit to the two countries.
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Vicey Worser
            
          
        

        
(
Perpetrated and Illustrated by 

Ken Alexander.)

        

          
The Sweet Buy and Buy.

          


The time man spends in trying to find out where he came from might be better spent in trying to work out where he's going to. He has taken so long getting to where he has got that he has forgotten how he got where he is; and so, to keep his mind off where he is drifting to, he digs up the past to discover where he has drifted from. He has found out almost all about man—except why man is. He has dug up osseous oddments' of prehistoric personalities with skulls so thick that they must have belonged to a civilised race. He has unearthed obsequiel segments of persons so pre-dated that they thought jelly-fish were high-brow, and the result is that he has given himself an inferiority complex because he has discovered that he branched off the same family tree as the monkey. This branching was a fortunate thing for the monkey, who is still comparatively happy, thanks to his fondness for swinging by his anterior appendage and eating bananas upside down. But man has lost at both ends, for he is neither happy nor happy. But there are people who, out of respect for the merry “munk” refuse to admit him as a relation; and why drag him in, anyway, when he is so happy? He is content to “swing for it” and let the rest of the world go buy. The fact that he never buys explains why he is never “sold.” Man's trouble is that he has allowed himself to drift into the sweet buy and buy; he has to buy and buy to keep ahead over his roof, and vicey worser.

        

        

          
Gills and Drams.

          
Some scientists who have followed man back right over the edge and into the sea assert that, originally, every man was a fish. Many men still are, but, speaking un-officiously, a man's life is usually much drier than a fish's, except those people who spend their time floating wild cats and launching bears and bulls. Scientists also say that every human being has the remnants of gills. This may explain the craving some men have to keep the inside of their necks continuously moist. But whether man came from monkeys, fish or fowl doesn't matter much. What does matter is that a happy man is harder to find than a land agent in Venice. If man really rose from the animal world, Nature handed him a gold-brick, for with all the advantages of his glorious “progress,” with all his mutter of mind over matter, he still regards fur, fin and feather with a good deal of envy; and what's more, he has a sneaking suspicion that the animals look down on him as a poor sap who hasn't the courage to live next to Nature nor the brains to see that brains, and not the sweat of his brow, are the real curse of Adam. In proof of this, allow me to tell you a little tale about tails in palsied prose.

        

        

          
Who's Who at the Zoo.

          
This tale may sound a little steep, but at the zoo I fell asleep. “Twas after visiting the gnu that I felt drowsy at the zoo. I never knew a gnu could do such things to one's subconscious stew. It seemed so sad and glum and cheap, in self-defence I went to sleep. The vulture, too, made me depressed, it looked so sadly under-dressed. It looked worth less than half a dollar without a “cady” or a collar. The eagle may have helped, methinks, to put me off for forty winks; the way it sat with stony eye, upturned towards the distant sky; its plumage, rusty brown and fuzzy, most likely made my senses muzzy. The monkeys bounding in their pen, looked far too much like fellow men; the thought that I—if quite undressed, might look like that made me depressed. The tiger seemed to look at me with deep disgust and I could see, about his eyes a plain suggestion, that I suggested indigestion. The camel, to my jaundiced sight, suggested ticks and sandy blight; and all the buffalo could do, was chew and chew and chew and chew; I'd always heard that buffalo, could give most anything “what-ho”; but this one masticating lunch, apparently had lost his punch. The elephant was one huge frown, with wrinkles running up and down, and back and forth from stern to stem—his hide was quite criss-crossed with them. They made him look—from trunk to tail—like twenty tons of curly kale.

          
No wonder that I drowsy grew, and fell asleep up at the zoo. I found a spot beneath a heap of turnip tops and went to sleep. And then a funny thing occurred—the funniest thing you ever heard; it seemed that I had hardly lain a minute when I woke again; and what I saw could hardly be, quite fitting for a strict T.T. For all around, as true as true, stood every member of the zoo; from elk and tiger-cub to gnu—a sort of animal “who's who.” And “Leo Africanus” who, as scholars
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know, reigns at the zoo, stalked up and said: “This little cuss is wild and very dangerous. Stand back there—every one of you; you never know what it will do.”

          
“I know its name,” a monkey said. “It's never safe until it's dead. On Sunday afternoons it brings, its young up here with sticks and things, to poke at us and make us spring—a very nasty sort of thing.”

          
“Yes, Leo, that is true as true,” yelled every member of the zoo.

          
“A very nasty beast, my Jingo!” remarked a rusty little dingo. “He often used to shoot at me when I was young and fancy free.”

          
“I'm sure,” said I, “you've made an error.”

          
“A reg'lar little holy terror,” a canvas duck said dreamily. “He often used to pot at me.”

          
“And full of sinful vanity,” remarked an ancient chimpanzee. “Why, bust my beans, the little cuss, has claimed that he is one of us. In fact the silly jackanapes, says man took origin from apes.”

          
“A perfect piece of boastful bunk! a libel on the genus “munk,'” declared a monkey lithe and slim. “More likely, monkeys rose from him. He's miserably slow and pale, and hasn't even got a tail; we'd knock him stiff, I'll guarantee, at playing tag from tree to tree. Why, dash it, one can easily see he's lacking in agility; and judging from the way he stands, he only has one pair of hands, while we can justly boast of two.”

          
“He's just a bluff,” remarked the gnu.

          
“A bluff!” yelled every bird and beast. “A boastful bluff—to say the least.”

          
“He thinks he flies,” the eagle said. “I'd do it better on me head. The noise he makes when on the wing! Enough to frighten anything! It beats me how he nabs his prey in such a beastly noisy way. Of course, you've noticed how I fly—I simply slide across the sky.”

          
“The way he boasts fair makes me laugh,” ejaculated the giraffe.

          
“He says he's Evolution's pride—I'd shew him what!” the tiger cried. “If I should choose to cut up rough, I'd fix that evolution stuff.”

          
“They say he always has to wear, those rags instead of decent hair; he's bald all over I should think,” remarked a very costly mink.

          
“He learnt to fly—the copy-cat—by watching us,” declared the bat.

          
“Not only that,” exclaimed the stoat. “He'd skin us for an overcoat.”

          
A pole-cat said, direct and snappy, “We know for sure he's 
never happy.”

          
“That's why,” remarked a haughty kite, “he makes us suffer for his spite.”

          
The atmosphere was getting tense. ‘You've heard my clients’ evidence,” said Leo, taking up the tale. “They seem to hit it on the nail.”

          
“I'm sorry if I've caused them pain,” said I, “but I would make it plain, that after this I'll start anew, and try to lift myself to 
you. I realise from what you say, that every human has to pay for sinful faults and vain presumin', by being sourly, sadly human. But after this, as sure as knife, I swear to lead a better life, and now you've shewn me what to do, I'll try to be less human too.”

          
The beasts all cried: “The little cuss, in time might be like one of us.”

          
And now, to end this reckless rhyme—the keeper said, “It's closing time.”

        

        

          

Cleaner Travelling.

          
For some months past the Railways have been trying out a new form of matting in several of the Main Trunk Express cars. These mats are a New Zealand product of a link design, and any dirt is caught in the interstices of the mat, making it almost impossible for it to be tramped or blown through the carriages.

          
The matting is soft and silent to walk upon, and in those cars where it has been tried it has been favourably commented upon by people walking through the carriages.

          
The Victorian Railways have used these mats for a number of years, with complete satisfaction, and it will be interesting to hear the further comments of New Zealand railwaymen and railway passengers, on the greater cleanliness of travelling which it is considered this matting now makes possible.*
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The Railways In War Time.
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Twenty years ago the British railways were confronted with the stupendous task of transporting the Army Expeditionary Force from the various inland camps to the Channel ports. Those hectic summer days of 914 will live long in memory, while the remarkable manner in which the railways silently and speedily conveyed men and supplies to the Western Front in the initial stages of the Great War, will ever be regarded as one of the rarest achievements in the whole history of transportation.

          
The vital part played by railways in the Great War is, of course, universally recognised. In Britain, around every fighting front, and in every corner of the Empire, railways paid a noteworthy contribution to the success of our arms. On the German side, the immense benefits secured through the possession of efficient railway facilities were also proved up to the hilt.

          
An anniversary such as this recalls many personal memories of war-time activities in the railway field. There were busy days spent by your correspondent in connection with troop and munition movement on the Home railways. Then came a period of service with the Guards, followed by a commission in the Railway Troops of the Royal Engineers. Here skilled engineering and operating men from all corners of the Empire joined hands, and commanding units of these splendid fellows in France and Belgium was indeed a rare honour. With the Armistice there came a spell of staff duty in the Rhineland, bringing a privileged insight into German railway methods and German railway thoroughness. Twenty years ago! It only seems like yesterday we were crawling stealthily along those tiny light railways that bordered Vimy Ridge and the Arras battle-front, with our load of ten or twelve trucks of high-explosive shells behind the petrol-driven locomotive; or returning back at dawn from the advanced railheads with a long string of heavily-laden ambulance cars. Here's greetings to all khaki-clad railway colleagues who came through safe and sound, and precious memories of the Empire's railwaymen who paid the supreme sacrifice at the call of duty.

        

        

          
Fast Train-running in Germany.

          
Since the Great War, the German railways have been unified to form one big transportation undertaking. From time to time there have been recorded in these pages the steady improvements effected in every branch of German railway working. Now the Berlin authorities are setting out to secure a world record for fast passenger train running. Following the sensational success of the “Flying Hamburger” daily service between Berlin and Hamburg, fast services of a similar type are being prepared throughout the country.

          
A number of new six-axled motor trains are being built to the “Flying Hamburger” design, while other trains, styled “rail-Zeppelins,” are being constructed. These “rail-Zeppelins” are composed of three cars, carried on eight axles. Another design of fast train consists of a steam railcar furnished with apparatus enabling the necessary head of steam for operation to be generated after only one minute's heating of the boiler. Through the employment of light train units such as these, it is hoped to bring every important German centre within half-a-day's journey of Berlin.

        

        

          
The Railcar and its Uses.

          
Light train units are now being universally introduced to meet existing conditions in the passenger department. The railcar has undoubtedly opened up quite new possibilities for fast and frequent passenger services such as are demanded to-day. Steam, electric power, petrol and heavy oil are all employed in connection with railcar operation, while recently, in Czechoslovakia, motor-driven railcars, burning gas produced from wood for fuel, have been introduced. Bodies of aluminium, often stream-lined, are features of many modern railcars, while one-man control is general with this class of train.

          
There has been acquired by the London, Midland and Scottish Railway an interesting new design of Diesel-hydraulic railcar. This is a two-axled unit weighing only 101/2 tons, seating 40 persons, and attaining a speed of 50 m.p.h. in 49 seconds from a dead start. A 130 h.p. six-cylinder oil engine forms the power unit. This is mounted under the floor, and transmits its drive through a hydraulic torque converter to the driving axle. The partially stream-lined body is of all-steel construction. A “passenger door is provided in the centre of the body on either side, and the seats are placed, in pairs, longitudinally along a central gangway. The new L.M. & S. railcar is for service in the London suburban area.
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Steam Locomotive Efficiency.

          
For main-line working the conventional steam locomotive still stands supreme, and recently a great deal has been done to add to steam locomotive economy and efficiency. Interesting data issued by the L.M. & S. line tells how, since 1923, the number of steam locomotives on the system has been reduced from 10,316 to 8,226, or 20 per cent. At the same time, the average weight per locomotive increased 111/2 per cent., and the average tractive power 141/2 per cent. These improvements have been secured by closer relationship of designs to locomotive tasks and by greater availability through curtailment of time in shops awaiting and under repair. This was formerly 51/2 weeks, as against the present figure of a trifle under one week. Equally helpful has been the gradual extension of mileage between general repairs by as much as 80 per cent.

          
It will be recalled, that some time ago the L.M. & S. authorities introduced a special locomotive costing plan. This plan has proved of the greatest assistance, and has demonstrated how great are' the economies secured through the use of modern locomotives as compared with older types. The replacement of older locomotives by machines of modern design, now actively proceeding on the L.M. & S. line, is effecting valuable savings.

        

        

          
The London Docks.

          
Improved handling equipment installed at the London docks is facilitating materially the movement of the immense quantities of meat, fruit and other produce arriving from New Zealand. The London docks are controlled by an independent body known as the Port of London Authority, and all the mainline railways have direct connections with the Thames-side docks and wharves. Every year about 35,000,000 tons of traffic is handled at the Port of London, and the annual arrivals and departures of shipping total approximately 56,000,000 net. reg. tons.

          
New Zealand meat imports are mainly brought to the Royal Albert Dock, where there are specially-equipped berths and large cold stores. The biggest cold store holds the equivalent to 250,000 carcases of mutton. At Tilbury Docks, too, much New Zealand produce is handled, while meat, fruit and dairy produce also finds its way to the King George V. Dock, the largest on the Thames. Altogether, the London docks cover an area of 4,203 acres, with a water area of 722 acres. There are forty-five miles of quays, all linked up with the main-line railways, and the dry dock, warehousing, and carnage equipment is unexcelled in the world.

        

        

          
Italian Railway Progress.

          
Very marked in recent years has been the progress effected in every branch of the railway industry in Italy. One of the leading aims of the Rome authorities is the shortening of the railway routes between the principal cities, the opening of a new direct route between Rome and Naples a year or two ago, marking the first big accomplishment in this direction. Following the completion of the Rome-Naples new main line, there has recently been opened a new 54-mile route affording direct connection between Florence and Bologna, two of the leading centres in Northern Italy.

          
This railway, costing approximately £20,000,000, is really one of the engineering wonders of the world. The Florence-Bologna line pierces the heart of the Apennine Mountains. There are twenty-three miles of tunnels on the route, and thirty-eight bridges and viaducts. The longest tunnel, through the highest point in the Apennines, is 111/2 miles in extent, and is actually the longest double-tracked railway tunnel in the world. The famous Simplon tunnel is three-quarters of a mile longer, but this really consists of a pair of single-track tunnels. As a result of the opening of the new direct Florence-Bologna line, the journey between the two centres has been shortened from over three hours to under two hours, while the through journey from Rome to London and other centres has been cut to correspond.

        

        

          
Electrification in Denmark.

          
Electrification of the suburban tracks of the Danish State Railways in the neighbourhood of the capital, Copenhagen, has revolutionised passenger transport in this corner of Europe. Working on the 1,500 volts direct-current system, with overhead transmission, the first route to be electrified in Denmark is the 16-mile section between Copenhagen and Klampenborg, with a short branch to Holte. Initially, there are being operated over these lines forty-two motor cars and twenty-one trailer cars, these being made up into trains on the familiar multiple unit arrangement according to traffic needs. The electrical equipment for the cars has been supplied by the English Electric Company Ltd., of Stafford, while the car bodies have been built locally.
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Steam Locomotive Efficiency.

          
For main-line working the conventional steam locomotive still stands supreme, and recently a great deal has been done to add to steam locomotive economy and efficiency. Interesting data issued by the L.M. & S. line tells how, since 1923, the number of steam locomotives on the system has been reduced from 10,316 to 8,226, or 20 per cent. At the same time, the average weight per locomotive increased 111/2 per cent., and the average tractive power 141/2 per cent. These improvements have been secured by closer relationship of designs to locomotive tasks and by greater availability through curtailment of time in shops awaiting and under repair. This was formerly 51/2 weeks, as against the present figure of a trifle under one week. Equally helpful has been the gradual extension of mileage between general repairs by as much as 80 per cent.

          
It will be recalled, that some time ago the L.M. & S. authorities introduced a special locomotive costing plan. This plan has proved of the greatest assistance, and has demonstrated how great are' the economies secured through the use of modern locomotives as compared with older types. The replacement of older locomotives by machines of modern design, now actively proceeding on the L.M. & S. line, is effecting valuable savings.
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The London Docks.

          
Improved handling equipment installed at the London docks is facilitating materially the movement of the immense quantities of meat, fruit and other produce arriving from New Zealand. The London docks are controlled by an independent body known as the Port of London Authority, and all the mainline railways have direct connections with the Thames-side docks and wharves. Every year about 35,000,000 tons of traffic is handled at the Port of London, and the annual arrivals and departures of shipping total approximately 56,000,000 net. reg. tons.

          
New Zealand meat imports are mainly brought to the Royal Albert Dock, where there are specially-equipped berths and large cold stores. The biggest cold store holds the equivalent to 250,000 carcases of mutton. At Tilbury Docks, too, much New Zealand produce is handled, while meat, fruit and dairy produce also finds its way to the King George V. Dock, the largest on the Thames. Altogether, the London docks cover an area of 4,203 acres, with a water area of 722 acres. There are forty-five miles of quays, all linked up with the main-line railways, and the dry dock, warehousing, and carnage equipment is unexcelled in the world.
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Italian Railway Progress.

          
Very marked in recent years has been the progress effected in every branch of the railway industry in Italy. One of the leading aims of the Rome authorities is the shortening of the railway routes between the principal cities, the opening of a new direct route between Rome and Naples a year or two ago, marking the first big accomplishment in this direction. Following the completion of the Rome-Naples new main line, there has recently been opened a new 54-mile route affording direct connection between Florence and Bologna, two of the leading centres in Northern Italy.

          
This railway, costing approximately £20,000,000, is really one of the engineering wonders of the world. The Florence-Bologna line pierces the heart of the Apennine Mountains. There are twenty-three miles of tunnels on the route, and thirty-eight bridges and viaducts. The longest tunnel, through the highest point in the Apennines, is 111/2 miles in extent, and is actually the longest double-tracked railway tunnel in the world. The famous Simplon tunnel is three-quarters of a mile longer, but this really consists of a pair of single-track tunnels. As a result of the opening of the new direct Florence-Bologna line, the journey between the two centres has been shortened from over three hours to under two hours, while the through journey from Rome to London and other centres has been cut to correspond.
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Electrification in Denmark.

          
Electrification of the suburban tracks of the Danish State Railways in the neighbourhood of the capital, Copenhagen, has revolutionised passenger transport in this corner of Europe. Working on the 1,500 volts direct-current system, with overhead transmission, the first route to be electrified in Denmark is the 16-mile section between Copenhagen and Klampenborg, with a short branch to Holte. Initially, there are being operated over these lines forty-two motor cars and twenty-one trailer cars, these being made up into trains on the familiar multiple unit arrangement according to traffic needs. The electrical equipment for the cars has been supplied by the English Electric Company Ltd., of Stafford, while the car bodies have been built locally.
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A world-famed Scottish landmark—historic Edinburgh Castle.
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The Wisdom of the Maori
          
        

        
(
By 

Tohunga.)

        

          
The Poetry and Music of Place Names.

          
“Cape and village and river, and vale and mountain above,

          
Each had a name in the land for men to remember and love;

          
And never the name of a place but lo! a song in its praise:

          
Ancient and unforgotten, songs of the earlier days.”

          
—Robert Louis Stevenson (“The Song of Rahero.”)

          


THese lines, from the South Sea poems of R.L.S., are descriptive of Tahiti, the last Hawaiki of the Maori. Many of our place names in New Zealand are no less poetical and no less pleasant-sounding than those of the Polynesian Islands, though the latter have been softened by the frequent elision of consonants. A Maori place-name is very often a word or a phrase of great beauty, unlike the usually prosaic nomenclature of the pakeha. What is there in the introduced English names to compare with such names as Onawe. Moehau, Rangiura, Muriwai, Tangi-akau, Hataitai, Rongomai, Taupiri, Morere Taiamai, Tangimoana, Omapere, and a thousand more that could be cited, names of euphony and story? Names that are a poem in a word or two—Piriaka (“The Twining Woodbine”), Tai-haruru (“The Thundering Sea”), Taumata—poroporoaki (“The Hilltop of Farewells”), Komakotangi-ata (“The Bellbird Singing in the Dawn”), Waoku (“The Silent Woods”), Rawene (“The Setting Sun”), Rapahoe (“Blade of the Paddle”), Puatai (“Seafoam”).

        

        

          
The Pakeha's Way.

          
But much of the beauty of such names is lost by mispronunciation. How often we hear our names mutilated by public speakers. I have heard radio lecturers (not the announcers, who are usually schooled in correct use of Maori names) confidently utter quite atrocious words. People with a University degree, and other speakers with letters after their names, are frequent offenders in this respect. They have a perfect genius for placing the accent on the wrong syllable. I have heard an M.A. pronounce Maketu “Ma-kee-tu,” with the stress on the “kee,” and Orakau as if it were “Orra-kau.” A little schooling in the Maori alphabet and phonetics and the placing of accents should be required before the orators go on the air.

        

        

          
Stories in Names.

          
The map of these islands is a text on which a book, or several books, could be written explanatory of the nomenclature. Just now I shall take a few Wellington examples, names of places known to many New Zealanders besides Wellington residents. The places are known, that is; very few of the names are current to-day, but they are worth reviving. Many years ago I went to the trouble of obtaining the original names of places on and around the harbour and the hills. My principal informants were three venerable women, persons of rangatira rank in the Atiawa tribe, the people who sold to the New Zealand, Company the land on which Wellington City stands. The oldest of the trio, Ngarimu Mawene of Whakahikuwai, Lower Hutt, was one of the young girls who danced and sang in the festive parties on Pito-one beach when the Tory pioneers landed in 1839, and were welcomed in the vociferous manner of the Maoris. The others were Mere Ngamai (who lived at Ngauranga in the early Fifties), and Rangiwhaea Te Puni. All three were women whose minds were stored with stories and songs without end about old-time Poneke.

          
One of the first place-names in our talks mentioned by Mere Ngamai was Moera, which means “Sleeping in the Sun.” Moera (an abbreviation of Moe-i-te-ra) was the name of a small hamlet of the Atiawa, a clearing and cultivation in the bush on the hill where Marama Crescent now is, overlooking the steep valley (now Aro Street) through which the little stream Te Aro flowed to the harbour. The kainga was so called because of its situation; it faced the north and caught the first rays of the morning sun, which in summer shone brightly on the camp while the people were still asleep. It also described the sun-bathed slope. The name in course of time came to apply to all that hill-slope extending towards Polhill Gully. There were people living there when the first white settlers came to Wellington.

          
The refrain of an old-time lover's song of Moera was quoted to me:

          

            
E pa ra e te ua,


            
E pa ki Moera;


            
Nga roimata mo Te Wehi-riri,


            
Ka mau na wa.


            
(The rain pours down,


            
It pours on Moera;


            
Even so pour my tears


            
For my loved one Te Wehi-riri.)
          

          
In recent times this name was borrowed and transplanted to the Lower Hutt by the civic heads who established the new suburb of the Lower Hutt, which accordingly is now known as Moera. The Bulletin of the Geographic Board lately mentioned this suburb name and stated that it was apparently of pakeha origin. The Bulletin compiler, of course, was unaware of the facts of its origin, which I have narrated. Out in the Hutt suburb the name is consistently wrongly pronounced as “Mo-eera.”

          
The stream called Te Aro in pakeha times in Wellington was originally the Wai-mapihi. It was dammed up near the stream-head, and the large pool so formed was used as a bathing place by Mapihi, a chieftainess of the ancient Ngai-Tara and Ngati-Mamoe tribes.

          
Puke-hinau is the name of the slopes where the old Catholic cemetery is situated, and the vicinity of the Victoria University College; it may also be applied to the land extending from there up to Kelburn heights. This name, like many others, preserves a memory of the beautiful native bush which once covered those places—the Hill of the Hinau Tree.

        

        

          
The Bush Birds' Pool.

          
Coming to the heart of Wellington City, the place where Willis Street and Manners Street meet was once called Wai-Koko, otherwise “Tui Creek.” A small stream flowed down from the wooded hills along the present line of Boulcott Street, or nearly so, and there was a pool on its course just here, which was a place resorted to by the Maoris for snaring the birds of the bush. It was a shady pool, and here gathered the birds, the tui or koko, the bellbird and the pigeon, drinking and refreshing themselves by splashing and sprinkling the cool water over themselves, as birds do in the heat of summer. In the season, when the birds were in the best condition for food, the Maoris caught them with snares of ti (cabbage-tree leaf) fibre arranged in loops over the pool. The koko was particularly plentiful here, hence the name. There was also a variant of the name used by the Maoris; the water was sometimes called Wai-koukou, which means a bathing pool; it was the bath of the forest birds.
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The Bush Birds' Pool.

          
Coming to the heart of Wellington City, the place where Willis Street and Manners Street meet was once called Wai-Koko, otherwise “Tui Creek.” A small stream flowed down from the wooded hills along the present line of Boulcott Street, or nearly so, and there was a pool on its course just here, which was a place resorted to by the Maoris for snaring the birds of the bush. It was a shady pool, and here gathered the birds, the tui or koko, the bellbird and the pigeon, drinking and refreshing themselves by splashing and sprinkling the cool water over themselves, as birds do in the heat of summer. In the season, when the birds were in the best condition for food, the Maoris caught them with snares of ti (cabbage-tree leaf) fibre arranged in loops over the pool. The koko was particularly plentiful here, hence the name. There was also a variant of the name used by the Maoris; the water was sometimes called Wai-koukou, which means a bathing pool; it was the bath of the forest birds.
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Variety in Brief
        

        
Art often claims the connoisseur, the poet or the millionaire, and it also claims the railway porter, the signalman, the stationmaster, the ticket collector, and the crossing-keeper—in London at anyrate. The prerogative of these officials to exchange the company's cap for the black hat of Bohemia —in their spare time, of course—was firmly established there recently at the seventh annual arts and crafts exhibition of the Great Western Railway. It was disclosed that their artistic leanings are manifested in a multiplicity of ways. They paint in water colours, they paint in oils, they carve, they sketch, they photograph. Some make rugs, others wicker work, and one group of officials knits. These latter displayed excellent specimens of knitting at the exhibition, submitting several pairs of socks, two jumpers, and two sets of baby clothes. One porter had painted a water-colour a thirtieth the size of a postage stamp. A magnifying glass was supplied so that visitors could see the wealth of detail worked into so small a space.—Jasmine.

        
* * *

        
The journey by rail from Auckland to Rotorua, a distance of 171 miles, taking only six hours and twenty minutes, can now be made on any week-day—in the perfect comfort of a de luxe carriage.

        
What a different story Brett's Almanac had to tell in 1886 (only forty-eight years ago!) “There are several routes by which the Lakes may be reached. The principal one is by train from Auckland to Cambridge, about ninety-five miles (occupying six and a quarter hours by express), and thence by coach or other conveyance to Rotorua… The space between Cambridge and Rotorua can easily be covered in one day… . Tourist trains leave Auckland at 8 a.m. and 11.45 a.m. on Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays.” The writer refers in all seriousness to “these days of rapid travelling!”

        
Te Awamutu receives special mention: “The most English-looking little township in the Waikato, Te Awamutu, is the present terminus of the main line. This is to be the starting point of the great trunk line which is to penetrate the King Country, junctioning with the southern constructed portion at Marton.”—“Pohutu.”

        
* * *

        
How many names of countries can you write down from memory? Probably a smaller number than you think. Recently the secretary of a big social movement, speaking of her organisation work, said: “Our activities spread into fifty-one different countries. Think of it! Try to remember fifty-one and you will very likely be stumped at about thirty-seven.” A subsequent test proved this estimate to be fairly correct among persons of a moderately good education. One very well-read individual wrote down fifty names in ten minutes; others, however, who might have been expected to be better informed, could rake together not more than twenty or so. A competition on these lines should be an interesting little item for a party.—“Waikite.”

        
* * *

        
Some months ago while travelling as the only passenger on an early Sunday morning goods train from Lyttelton to Christchurch, I fell into conversation with the shunter, who was acting as guard, and it appeared that he fought in the war in the 2nd Otagos with the immortal Sergeant Dick Travis. Naturally our talk turned to the interesting article on Travis which had appeared in that month's “New Zealand Railways Magazine,” which as good railway folk we had both read, and he challenged the account of Dick's death which is given in that article and also in the official history, “The New Zealand Division, 1916–1919.” In both of these accounts it is said that he was killed while walking along a trench during a bombardment. This private, who was only a few yards away at the time, declares that he was killed, with his “cobber,” by a stray shell which pierced their dug-out where they were at the moment. He praised Travis as a fine man who never expected his men to go where he would not go himself, and recalled the attack which Dick made possible by crawling out and blowing up the German barbed wire entanglements with Stokes mortar bombs, when a fine rain such as was then drenching Canterbury, was dampening the Otagos as they waited to go over the top. Seeing this man to-day engaged in shunting one would never think that he once “diced with death” in the mud of Flanders under the leadership of the redoubtable Sergt. R. C. Travis, V.C., the deadliest fighter New Zealand has ever produced.—D.G.D.
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Famous New Zealanders

 No. 18

 
The Rev. B. Y. Ashwell


 Missionary of Waikato.

 
The Story of a Peacemaker.

          
        

        
(
Written for the “New Zealand Railways Magazine” by 

James Cowan.)

        

          
The subject of this historical sketch cannot, perhaps, be described as famous, strictly speaking. The Rev. Benjamin Yate Ashwell, pioneer of missionary work in the Waikato, was not so well known or so much written about as the great Williams brothers of North New Zealand, and Bishop Selwin and Bishop Pompallier, John Hobbs and James Buller. But his courage and devotion to duty, and his strenuous efforts for peace and civilisation in a savage land entitle him to the remembrance and gratitude of both races in the country he helped to redeem from barbarism. It is appropriate that his life and labours should be recalled just now when the centenary of mission enterprise in the Waipa district is being celebrated. The first missionary visitors established a post on the Waipa in 1834, and Mr. Ashwell founded Te Awamutu station in 1839.

          


[image: The Rev. B. Y. Ashwell.]
The Rev. B. Y. Ashwell.



TRavellers by train through the Waikato country cannot but have admired the beauty of that great sweeping bend of the river at Taupiri, where the ranges on east and west step back steeply to give passage to the noble waterway. The railway line curves along the river-edge on the eastern side, below the sacred burial hill where the bones of the family of Maori kings and their chieftains of the past lie in “the place of a hundred wailings.” Behind this tapu hill rises in graceful lines the mountain of Taupiri, famous in mythology and poetry. On the opposite side of the broad Waikato, brimming to its willow-fringed banks, is a level tract of farming land, a Maori cultivation, and beyond the green range of the Hakarimata goes up in steep slants, ferny on the lower slopes, forested on the summits and in the gullies. Here on the levels once stood the large village, or rather town, called Kaitotehe, which a century ago was the headquarters of old Potatau te Wherowhero and his Waikato tribes, the Ngati-Mahuta and kindred clans. On the gently sloping ground yonder, near the base of the range, is the spot where “Te Ahiwera,” as the Maoris called him, the Rev. B. Y. Ashwell, built his mission house at the beginning of the Forties.

          
The station, with its boarding-school for Maori boys and girls, has long since disappeared; the Waikato War brought ruin to all this benevolent enterprise; but among the very old people who live on the historic banks of Waikato-taniwharau, the name of “Te Ahiwera” lingers in reverent memory. Here and there survives an ancient of the race who was taught in the mission school by Ashwell and his wife in the days when all this good land of Waikato was purely Maori, and when flotillas of great canoes plied up and down the broad shining river.

        

        

          
From Africa to New Zealand.

          
Benjamin Yate Ashwell had been a missionary in Sierra Leone before he came to New Zealand for the Church Mission Society. He all but left his bones in that “White Man's Grave;” as it was he returned to England with broken health. Possibly the after-effects of the African coast malaria would have shortened his life had he remained in England, but the Society in 1835 sent him to these then cannibal islands, with the result that he regained his health and lived until 1883. He arrived at the Bay of Islands from London by way of Sydney, on December 23 of 1835, and joined the Mission staff at Paihia. There, and at the other stations in the North, he studied Maori, the first requirement of a missionary, and when he was proficient in the language he was sent out to extend the Church work in the Island.

          
There was peace in the North, but south of the Waitemata the land was still for the greater part unknown to the missionary bodies and untouched by any Rongo-Pai propaganda. Tapu and the tohunga ruled supreme. There were church stations at a few places—Waikato Heads, Mangapouri, Puriri, Matamata, Tauranga, and Rotorua, but the radius of their influence was very limited in 1835.

          
One of the stations—Matamata—had to be abandoned, through wars, and the Rotorua establishment, at Te Koutu, was destroyed.

          
A pen-portrait of the ex-African missionary has come down from one who knew him in his early active days in the Waikato. He is described as a man of small stature, who usually wore a pith helmet, relic of his days in Sierra Leone. This hat was too large for his head, and as he had a short neck the brim rested on his back and partly hid his face. He was a kindly, emotional man; he had the welfare of his Maori people at heart, and he never spared himself in his efforts to promote peace and right-living among them.

        

        

          
A Lone Hand in Cannibal Land.

          
“Te Ahiwera” (this Maori version of his name means literally “Hot Fire”) was a man of great and dauntless heart, for all his lack of inches and weight. He went boldly into the heart of a wild land given up to cannibalism and all manner of savagery and cruelty. Waikato from 1835 to 1840 was a land of war-parties, for there was a great and bitter feud with the tribes of Rotorua and the Tauranga and Maketu country. Every few months armies of Ngati-Haua, Ngati-Maniapoto and Waikato tribes, inhabiting the country from Matamata to Kawhia and Mokau, marched off to the Lakes and the coast, armed with muskets and tomahawks, and they often returned with slaves laden with the dismembered bodies of the slain foemen, for cannibal feasts of victory.
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It was in February, 1839, that Ashwell made his first visit to the Waikato and Waipa Rivers, on his way overland to Tauranga, a long and toilsome journey. He found a large population on the fertile banks of those rivers. At Waikato Heads, where his canoe voyage began, there were the Ngati-Tipa, with their old cannibal chief Kukutai. At Tarahanga, four miles below Rangiriri, were the Ngati-Pou, the most numerous tribe on the river. The Ngati-Mahuta lived at Taupiri and adjacent parts, and also at Waahi, the present home of Potatau's direct descendants. There was a large area of kumara cultivations at Taupiri, on both sides of the river. Ngaruawahia was not then occupied. Further up, on the banks of the Waikato or Horotiu, where Hamilton, Tamahere and Cambridge now are, there were the powerful Ngati-Haua and Ngati-Koroki tribes; and in the Waipa country there were many large villages, particularly Whata-whata, Te Rore, Kopua, Otawhao (near the present railway station at Te Awa-mutu), Rangiaowhia, and Kihikihi. The Otawhao-Te Awamutu district was populated by the Ngati-Ruru tribe, whose principal chief was an old warrior named Mokorou; he was busily engaged in waging war against the tribes of Rotorua and Tauranga. Kihikihi was the northernmost village of the Ngati-Mania-poto tribe, who held all the country southward as far as the mouth of the Mokau. Such was South Auckland before Auckland was.

          
Ashwell visited all the kaingas he could find, and preached the Rongo-Pai—the “Good News,” the glad tidings of the pakeha. He found that it was not quite unknown to the people, for Maori converts taught by the missionaries at the Waikato Heads and Mangapouri told them about it. It is not likely that they understood much of the theology propounded in this way; still they grasped the main point which was peace, peace and goodwill towards all men. By this time most of the Maoris were becoming weary of war; they had had several years of almost continuous strife, and only the influence of the fierce old warriors such as Te Waharoa and Mokorou kept them on the fighting path. At Matamata, Ashwell met the afterwards celebrated Wiremu Tamehana, the Maori Kingmaker; he was then called Tarapipipi. He became a strong advocate of peace, and declined to follow in the footsteps of his father, Te Waharoa.

        

        

          
A Canoeing Adventure.

          
The missionary had a narrow escape from a Maori musketeer on the Waipa, when he returned to that river from his Tauranga journey. He and his companions, four young men who had accompanied him all the way from Waikato Heads, found that their canoe had been taken away. He discovered it on the bank below Te Rore; the men who had commandeered it had gone on shore to eat a meal. Ashwell paddled off, leaving the annoyed “converters” of the canoe on the bank. One of them loaded his musket and sent a bullet after the missionary. It whizzed close to his head. The gunman loaded again and fired; that ball also narrowly missed its reverend target. The paddlers by this time were going for their lives, they were out of range by the time the man had reloaded and fired after them.

          
In July of 1839, Ashwell again visited the Waipa country. In the meantime the outpost station of the Church Mission at Moeatoa, on Manukau Harbour, had been removed to Maraetai, at Waikato Heads; Ashwell's fellow-worker there was the Rev. R. Maunsell—“Te Manihera” of the Maoris. The Maraetai station flourished; there were congregations of three to four hundred every Sunday. Christianity was becoming popular; the freedom and security of life it offered was a novelty appreciated by the war-ridden tapu-ridden Maori.

        

        

          
The Founding of Te Awamutu Station.

          
At Otawhao Village the missionary beheld the most ferociously savage and horrifying spectacle that had ever met his eyes. The Ngati-Ruru war-party, under the chiefs Mokorou and Puata, had just returned from a victorious expedition to the Rotorua country, and had brought with them many bodies of the slain foe-men to cook and eat. Quite sixty back-loads of human flesh, packed in flax baskets, were brought into the pa to eat.

          
Next day—July 30, 1839—there was a great cannibal feast, in which the people of the surrounding villages shared. The missionary quitted the fortified pa of the man-eaters in disgust, and set about removing from the scene of savagery those natives disposed to become members of the Christian Church. He assembled those people, who were termed the Whare-Kura, that is, the “house of instruction”—and proposed that they should leave Otawhao and select a site for a Christian village.

          
More than two hundred of the Ngati-Ruru and related tribes joined him and left the cannibal pa. A site was chosen at Te Awamutu, beside the Manga-o-Hoi stream (which flows from the Maungatautari Ranges and joins the Mangapiko, a tributary of the Waipa). That is where the historic church and old mission buildings stand to-day. There a new pa was built; it was fortified for defence if necessary, though the occupants wished for peace. At the Whare-Kura's request, Mr. Ashwell drew up laws and regulations for them; and daily worship, school instruction and Sunday services were established. So was founded Te Awamutu, the lone oasis of peace and beginnings of civilisation in a pagan region. Before Ashwell left the place to return to Waikato Heads he visited all the principal chiefs in the neighbouring settlements, including Rangiaowhia, and obtained their promise that the Whare-Kura disciples should not be molested. Indeed, that was not likely for all these people in the various villages around Te Awamutu were related to the Rongo-Pai converts.

        

        
        



          
The Reformed Cannibal.

          
Fierce old Mokorou, a few months later, tried to recruit another taua or war party to march against the Arawas of Rotorua. But the Rongo-Pai leaven was working; no column could be raised; the people were beginning to appreciate the blessings of peace. Three years later even Mokorou himself found the old ways intolerable, and he became one of “Te Ahiwera's” disciples, took the Bible name Riwai (Levi), and built a church at Whatawhata. The missionary, of course, hailed this as a sign of a complete change of heart and so forth; a cynic might suggest that Mokorou eschewed cannibalism because, like Rauparaha, he lost his teeth. At any rate he had had his day. At the same time, at the parson's request, he parted with seven out of his eight wives.

        

        

          
The Long Trail.

          
Our dogged little missionary, strong in his faith, made some long and difficult journeys. In 1840, after a few weeks at the home station, Waikato Heads, he set out on an expedition to the villages around Lake Taupo, two hundred miles away, by canoe and foot. He had a most hospitable welcome from the great Heuheu, at Te Rapa; the grand old chief was overwhelmed with fifty of his people in the landslip at that pa in 1846. Te Heuheu listened to the missionary's exhortations, but preferred his own ancient religion; he however said to his visitor in a most courteous way, “I shall consider what you have been saying.”

          
In 1841 Ashwell visited Wellington in a schooner which happened to call in at Waikato Heads. He walked home all the way, a journey of about four hundred miles, which occupied three weeks. He visited thirty-two villages on his great tramp, and he recorded that everywhere he received a hearty welcome excepting at Rangitikei.

        

        

          
Civilising the Waikato.

          
In 1843 the missionary folk settled themselves permanently in the Waikato and Waipa country. The Rev. John Morgan took up his quarters at Te Awamutu, and that place and the surrounding villages soon took on a civilised face under his zealous preaching and teaching and technical instructions. Through his efforts wheat was grown, flour-mills were built (driven by water-power), roads and bridges were made. In less than ten years after that last great cannibal feast in Otawhao pa the people were all busily engaged in agriculture after the pakeha manner, and had several hundred acres of land under wheat. They took wheat and flour all the way to Auckland for sale; they had procured horses and carts and ploughs, some by gift from Governor Grey, some by purchase with the proceeds of their food-growing. John Morgan was a practical benefactor. He attended to their material welfare as well as their spiritual side; he introduced the peach trees that in a few years were growing luxuriantly and bearing huge crops all over the Waipa country, and he brought in other pakeha fruit trees. Those Maori peach groves of Orakau and Kihikihi and Rangiaowhia and a score of other places, how the pakeha soldiers and settlers revelled in them long after John Morgan's day! We of a later generation, too, who lived on the old battlefields had reason to thank “Te Mokena” and his peach-planters; the richly laden groves of delicious honey-peaches—the korako peach as the Maoris called them, because of their whiteness—were everywhere on the good Waipa lands.

        

        

          
The Taupiri Station.

          
In September of 1843, Mr. Ashwell established himself permanently at the spot described at the beginning of this article, the great Taupiri bend, where the Waikato sweeps through the Taupiri gorge-like valley cut through the ranges. Soon after he made his home there his wife gave birth to a daughter. The husband and wife were alone in their house; their nearest English friends were sixty miles away.

          
Twenty years later that Waikato-born girl was assisting John Gorst at Te Awamutu by translating into Maori the articles for Gorst's Government newspaper, the “Pihoihoi Mokemoke,” a print which gave such offence to the Maori King's party that Rewi Mania-poto raided Te Awamutu with a war party, seized the press and type, impounded all the papers, and sent Gorst packing.

          
Gradually the new religion spread. ‘Christianity,” Mr. Ashwell wrote in 1843, had “softened and improved the native character in a most astonishing manner.” The principal difficulties were in connection with the law of tapu and the general belief in witchcraft and fear of the tohungas who remained to uphold the old regime. Sometimes there were inter-tribal quarrels, particularly over eel fisheries in the Waikato lakes, and on such occasions the missionary father’ of the people considered it his duty to act the part of referee and peacemaker. He knew what it was, more than once, to stand between angry men while bullets of challenge sang over his head.

        

        

          
Between Two War Parties at Whangape.

          
The shore of the large lake Whangape, on the western side of the Waikato River, was the scene of one thrilling episode in which “Te Ahiwera” displayed his diplomatic skill and his fearlessness. This was in March, 1843. A quarrel respecting the ownership of a pa-tuna or eel-weir called Kororipo threatened to involve the whole of Waikato in a war. This pa (also called Rauwiri) was a great V-shaped structure


[image: The historic English mission church at Rangiaowhia, built for the Maoris eighty years ago. This church, which is of the same architecture and age as the mission church of St. John's, at Te Awamutu, was the place of worship of the Ngati-Apakura tribe before the Waikato War.]
The historic English mission church at Rangiaowhia, built for the Maoris eighty years ago. This church, which is of the same architecture and age as the mission church of St. John's, at Te Awamutu, was the place of worship of the Ngati-Apakura tribe before the Waikato War.
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extending nearly across the lake, near the place where a stream flowed from Whangape to the Waikato River. At the apex of the work, the hinaki or eel-traps, woven of mangémangé creepers, were set.

          
The valuable eelery was claimed by the Ngati-Pou, who lived near the spot, with their chief Uira. Their claim was disputed by Ngati-Mahuta, whose head was Kepa, brother of the great Te Wherowhero. In the missionary's opinion Ngati-Pou had the best right to the pa-tuna and its takings of the teeming eels. Ngati-Pou built a fortified pa opposite the disputed spot; it was on a narrow neck of land between lake and swamp. Kepa arrived with three hundred men armed with muskets. Uira, the chief of the residents, a good old man, anxious for peace, asked the missionary to go to the hostile camp and persuade Ngati-Mahuta to sit there quietly.

          
Ashwell went to and fro, trying to avert fighting. Ngati-Pou loaded their guns and prepared for battle. Ashwell ran towards them and begged them to sit down and wait. He returned to the Ngati-Pou, who by this time were in a frenzy of excitement and were about to dance their war dance. He tried to dissuade them from it, but they said “No; we will draw a boundary line and you shall stand on it, and we will not pass you.” Ashwell hurried back to the Ngati-Mahuta, and they agreed, too, not to pass the boundary.

          
Now, picture that little missionary, a puny but heroic figure, standing his ground between the two fierce war-parties who a few years before had been ferocious cannibals. The two columns leaped up, each man with his loaded musket ready, and tomahawk in belt. They came charging down towards each other. “I thought,” Ashwell wrote in his reminiscences, “they would have swept me away, they came running with such force.” Both parties, as soon as they approached within a few yards of the boundary line, stopped dead. Each man dropped on one knee, he held his musket across his body, at the ready.

          
For about a quarter of an hour they remained there, each band glaring fiercely at the other, the missionary standing patiently between. Then one of the mission adherents stood up and repeated a passage from a psalm; dead silence; then one of the others responded with the next verse, until the whole psalm had been repeated, and then, as the missionary related, the Gloria Patri was recited. The tenseness relaxed, anger died, the warriors sat down and peaceful speech-making began. Presently all were feasting together in the Ngati-Pou pa, on potatoes and those Whangape eels.

          
No more was said about the disputed fishery. Both parties worked amicably at the eel-taking, and the exact ownership of the pa-tuna was never disputed or settled; it was held in common. But had it not been for the missionary's valiant efforts to stay the warriors' hands there would have been a desperate battle on the lake shore that day.

          
The Church Mission people were not always so successful in their appeals for peace. Three years after that episode at Lake Whangape there was a dispute between the Ngati-Pou and Ngati-Tipa tribes over a piece of land called Ihu-taroa, on the Lower Waikato. Dr. Maunsell and Mr. Ashwell had persuaded the rival tribes to agree to an aukati or boundary line, but a young chief of Ngati-Tipa crossed it, out of bravado. A chief of the other side engaged him in a wrestling bout, an unfortunate blow drew blood, and soon both war-parties were into the fray. Thirty-two men were killed in the battle. That was the last fight of tribe against tribe on the Waikato.

        

        

          
The Final Tragedy of War.

          
Peace, civilisation and prosperity came to Waikato under the benevolent rule of the missionaries and the chiefs. Ashwell's Taupiri school establishment was the centre of religion and secular learning on the mid-Waikato. The plough was at work on the rich soil of the station. Mr. Ashwell had an excellent assistant, a young chief named Heta Tarawhiti, of Taupiri. He became an ordained minister, and in his old age we used to see him in Auckland, a remarkable figure, a fine old man with a tattooed face which contrasted curiously with his clerical garb. Everywhere there was peace and progress, until the curse of war with the pakeha—first the Taranaki war of 1860 and then the Waikato war in 1863—violently disturbed the good work and blasted all the missionaries' hopes.

          
In 1874, Mr. Ashwell wrote some of his recollections of missionary adventure and labour, and these were published in a small pamphlet, printed for private circulation. I am indebted to Mr. Horace Fildes, of Wellington, for the use of the information contained in this now rare publication; Mr. Fildes also kindly contributed some personal data from his notes. The picture of the old mission station on the Waikato River at Taupiri is from a water colour drawing by a Government intelligence officer of the early Sixties, Lieut. H. S. Bates (afterwards Colonel) of the 65th Regiment. He made several canoe voyages up the Waikato River before the war.
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[introduction]



          
The subject of this historical sketch cannot, perhaps, be described as famous, strictly speaking. The Rev. Benjamin Yate Ashwell, pioneer of missionary work in the Waikato, was not so well known or so much written about as the great Williams brothers of North New Zealand, and Bishop Selwin and Bishop Pompallier, John Hobbs and James Buller. But his courage and devotion to duty, and his strenuous efforts for peace and civilisation in a savage land entitle him to the remembrance and gratitude of both races in the country he helped to redeem from barbarism. It is appropriate that his life and labours should be recalled just now when the centenary of mission enterprise in the Waipa district is being celebrated. The first missionary visitors established a post on the Waipa in 1834, and Mr. Ashwell founded Te Awamutu station in 1839.

          


[image: The Rev. B. Y. Ashwell.]
The Rev. B. Y. Ashwell.



TRavellers by train through the Waikato country cannot but have admired the beauty of that great sweeping bend of the river at Taupiri, where the ranges on east and west step back steeply to give passage to the noble waterway. The railway line curves along the river-edge on the eastern side, below the sacred burial hill where the bones of the family of Maori kings and their chieftains of the past lie in “the place of a hundred wailings.” Behind this tapu hill rises in graceful lines the mountain of Taupiri, famous in mythology and poetry. On the opposite side of the broad Waikato, brimming to its willow-fringed banks, is a level tract of farming land, a Maori cultivation, and beyond the green range of the Hakarimata goes up in steep slants, ferny on the lower slopes, forested on the summits and in the gullies. Here on the levels once stood the large village, or rather town, called Kaitotehe, which a century ago was the headquarters of old Potatau te Wherowhero and his Waikato tribes, the Ngati-Mahuta and kindred clans. On the gently sloping ground yonder, near the base of the range, is the spot where “Te Ahiwera,” as the Maoris called him, the Rev. B. Y. Ashwell, built his mission house at the beginning of the Forties.

          
The station, with its boarding-school for Maori boys and girls, has long since disappeared; the Waikato War brought ruin to all this benevolent enterprise; but among the very old people who live on the historic banks of Waikato-taniwharau, the name of “Te Ahiwera” lingers in reverent memory. Here and there survives an ancient of the race who was taught in the mission school by Ashwell and his wife in the days when all this good land of Waikato was purely Maori, and when flotillas of great canoes plied up and down the broad shining river.
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From Africa to New Zealand



          
From Africa to New Zealand.

          
Benjamin Yate Ashwell had been a missionary in Sierra Leone before he came to New Zealand for the Church Mission Society. He all but left his bones in that “White Man's Grave;” as it was he returned to England with broken health. Possibly the after-effects of the African coast malaria would have shortened his life had he remained in England, but the Society in 1835 sent him to these then cannibal islands, with the result that he regained his health and lived until 1883. He arrived at the Bay of Islands from London by way of Sydney, on December 23 of 1835, and joined the Mission staff at Paihia. There, and at the other stations in the North, he studied Maori, the first requirement of a missionary, and when he was proficient in the language he was sent out to extend the Church work in the Island.

          
There was peace in the North, but south of the Waitemata the land was still for the greater part unknown to the missionary bodies and untouched by any Rongo-Pai propaganda. Tapu and the tohunga ruled supreme. There were church stations at a few places—Waikato Heads, Mangapouri, Puriri, Matamata, Tauranga, and Rotorua, but the radius of their influence was very limited in 1835.

          
One of the stations—Matamata—had to be abandoned, through wars, and the Rotorua establishment, at Te Koutu, was destroyed.

          
A pen-portrait of the ex-African missionary has come down from one who knew him in his early active days in the Waikato. He is described as a man of small stature, who usually wore a pith helmet, relic of his days in Sierra Leone. This hat was too large for his head, and as he had a short neck the brim rested on his back and partly hid his face. He was a kindly, emotional man; he had the welfare of his Maori people at heart, and he never spared himself in his efforts to promote peace and right-living among them.
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A Lone Hand in Cannibal Land



          
A Lone Hand in Cannibal Land.

          
“Te Ahiwera” (this Maori version of his name means literally “Hot Fire”) was a man of great and dauntless heart, for all his lack of inches and weight. He went boldly into the heart of a wild land given up to cannibalism and all manner of savagery and cruelty. Waikato from 1835 to 1840 was a land of war-parties, for there was a great and bitter feud with the tribes of Rotorua and the Tauranga and Maketu country. Every few months armies of Ngati-Haua, Ngati-Maniapoto and Waikato tribes, inhabiting the country from Matamata to Kawhia and Mokau, marched off to the Lakes and the coast, armed with muskets and tomahawks, and they often returned with slaves laden with the dismembered bodies of the slain foemen, for cannibal feasts of victory.

          


          

            

[image: The Rev. B. Y. Ashwell's mission station on the Waikato, opposite Taupiri. (From a drawing by Lieut. H. S. Bates, 65th Regiment, in 1862.)]
The Rev. B. Y. Ashwell's mission station on the Waikato, opposite Taupiri. (From a drawing by Lieut. H. S. Bates, 65th Regiment, in 1862.)


          

          
It was in February, 1839, that Ashwell made his first visit to the Waikato and Waipa Rivers, on his way overland to Tauranga, a long and toilsome journey. He found a large population on the fertile banks of those rivers. At Waikato Heads, where his canoe voyage began, there were the Ngati-Tipa, with their old cannibal chief Kukutai. At Tarahanga, four miles below Rangiriri, were the Ngati-Pou, the most numerous tribe on the river. The Ngati-Mahuta lived at Taupiri and adjacent parts, and also at Waahi, the present home of Potatau's direct descendants. There was a large area of kumara cultivations at Taupiri, on both sides of the river. Ngaruawahia was not then occupied. Further up, on the banks of the Waikato or Horotiu, where Hamilton, Tamahere and Cambridge now are, there were the powerful Ngati-Haua and Ngati-Koroki tribes; and in the Waipa country there were many large villages, particularly Whata-whata, Te Rore, Kopua, Otawhao (near the present railway station at Te Awa-mutu), Rangiaowhia, and Kihikihi. The Otawhao-Te Awamutu district was populated by the Ngati-Ruru tribe, whose principal chief was an old warrior named Mokorou; he was busily engaged in waging war against the tribes of Rotorua and Tauranga. Kihikihi was the northernmost village of the Ngati-Mania-poto tribe, who held all the country southward as far as the mouth of the Mokau. Such was South Auckland before Auckland was.

          
Ashwell visited all the kaingas he could find, and preached the Rongo-Pai—the “Good News,” the glad tidings of the pakeha. He found that it was not quite unknown to the people, for Maori converts taught by the missionaries at the Waikato Heads and Mangapouri told them about it. It is not likely that they understood much of the theology propounded in this way; still they grasped the main point which was peace, peace and goodwill towards all men. By this time most of the Maoris were becoming weary of war; they had had several years of almost continuous strife, and only the influence of the fierce old warriors such as Te Waharoa and Mokorou kept them on the fighting path. At Matamata, Ashwell met the afterwards celebrated Wiremu Tamehana, the Maori Kingmaker; he was then called Tarapipipi. He became a strong advocate of peace, and declined to follow in the footsteps of his father, Te Waharoa.
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A Canoeing Adventure



          
A Canoeing Adventure.

          
The missionary had a narrow escape from a Maori musketeer on the Waipa, when he returned to that river from his Tauranga journey. He and his companions, four young men who had accompanied him all the way from Waikato Heads, found that their canoe had been taken away. He discovered it on the bank below Te Rore; the men who had commandeered it had gone on shore to eat a meal. Ashwell paddled off, leaving the annoyed “converters” of the canoe on the bank. One of them loaded his musket and sent a bullet after the missionary. It whizzed close to his head. The gunman loaded again and fired; that ball also narrowly missed its reverend target. The paddlers by this time were going for their lives, they were out of range by the time the man had reloaded and fired after them.

          
In July of 1839, Ashwell again visited the Waipa country. In the meantime the outpost station of the Church Mission at Moeatoa, on Manukau Harbour, had been removed to Maraetai, at Waikato Heads; Ashwell's fellow-worker there was the Rev. R. Maunsell—“Te Manihera” of the Maoris. The Maraetai station flourished; there were congregations of three to four hundred every Sunday. Christianity was becoming popular; the freedom and security of life it offered was a novelty appreciated by the war-ridden tapu-ridden Maori.
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The Founding of Te Awamutu Station



          
The Founding of Te Awamutu Station.

          
At Otawhao Village the missionary beheld the most ferociously savage and horrifying spectacle that had ever met his eyes. The Ngati-Ruru war-party, under the chiefs Mokorou and Puata, had just returned from a victorious expedition to the Rotorua country, and had brought with them many bodies of the slain foe-men to cook and eat. Quite sixty back-loads of human flesh, packed in flax baskets, were brought into the pa to eat.

          
Next day—July 30, 1839—there was a great cannibal feast, in which the people of the surrounding villages shared. The missionary quitted the fortified pa of the man-eaters in disgust, and set about removing from the scene of savagery those natives disposed to become members of the Christian Church. He assembled those people, who were termed the Whare-Kura, that is, the “house of instruction”—and proposed that they should leave Otawhao and select a site for a Christian village.

          
More than two hundred of the Ngati-Ruru and related tribes joined him and left the cannibal pa. A site was chosen at Te Awamutu, beside the Manga-o-Hoi stream (which flows from the Maungatautari Ranges and joins the Mangapiko, a tributary of the Waipa). That is where the historic church and old mission buildings stand to-day. There a new pa was built; it was fortified for defence if necessary, though the occupants wished for peace. At the Whare-Kura's request, Mr. Ashwell drew up laws and regulations for them; and daily worship, school instruction and Sunday services were established. So was founded Te Awamutu, the lone oasis of peace and beginnings of civilisation in a pagan region. Before Ashwell left the place to return to Waikato Heads he visited all the principal chiefs in the neighbouring settlements, including Rangiaowhia, and obtained their promise that the Whare-Kura disciples should not be molested. Indeed, that was not likely for all these people in the various villages around Te Awamutu were related to the Rongo-Pai converts.
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The Reformed Cannibal.

          
Fierce old Mokorou, a few months later, tried to recruit another taua or war party to march against the Arawas of Rotorua. But the Rongo-Pai leaven was working; no column could be raised; the people were beginning to appreciate the blessings of peace. Three years later even Mokorou himself found the old ways intolerable, and he became one of “Te Ahiwera's” disciples, took the Bible name Riwai (Levi), and built a church at Whatawhata. The missionary, of course, hailed this as a sign of a complete change of heart and so forth; a cynic might suggest that Mokorou eschewed cannibalism because, like Rauparaha, he lost his teeth. At any rate he had had his day. At the same time, at the parson's request, he parted with seven out of his eight wives.
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The Long Trail



          
The Long Trail.

          
Our dogged little missionary, strong in his faith, made some long and difficult journeys. In 1840, after a few weeks at the home station, Waikato Heads, he set out on an expedition to the villages around Lake Taupo, two hundred miles away, by canoe and foot. He had a most hospitable welcome from the great Heuheu, at Te Rapa; the grand old chief was overwhelmed with fifty of his people in the landslip at that pa in 1846. Te Heuheu listened to the missionary's exhortations, but preferred his own ancient religion; he however said to his visitor in a most courteous way, “I shall consider what you have been saying.”

          
In 1841 Ashwell visited Wellington in a schooner which happened to call in at Waikato Heads. He walked home all the way, a journey of about four hundred miles, which occupied three weeks. He visited thirty-two villages on his great tramp, and he recorded that everywhere he received a hearty welcome excepting at Rangitikei.
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Civilising the Waikato



          
Civilising the Waikato.

          
In 1843 the missionary folk settled themselves permanently in the Waikato and Waipa country. The Rev. John Morgan took up his quarters at Te Awamutu, and that place and the surrounding villages soon took on a civilised face under his zealous preaching and teaching and technical instructions. Through his efforts wheat was grown, flour-mills were built (driven by water-power), roads and bridges were made. In less than ten years after that last great cannibal feast in Otawhao pa the people were all busily engaged in agriculture after the pakeha manner, and had several hundred acres of land under wheat. They took wheat and flour all the way to Auckland for sale; they had procured horses and carts and ploughs, some by gift from Governor Grey, some by purchase with the proceeds of their food-growing. John Morgan was a practical benefactor. He attended to their material welfare as well as their spiritual side; he introduced the peach trees that in a few years were growing luxuriantly and bearing huge crops all over the Waipa country, and he brought in other pakeha fruit trees. Those Maori peach groves of Orakau and Kihikihi and Rangiaowhia and a score of other places, how the pakeha soldiers and settlers revelled in them long after John Morgan's day! We of a later generation, too, who lived on the old battlefields had reason to thank “Te Mokena” and his peach-planters; the richly laden groves of delicious honey-peaches—the korako peach as the Maoris called them, because of their whiteness—were everywhere on the good Waipa lands.
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The Taupiri Station



          
The Taupiri Station.

          
In September of 1843, Mr. Ashwell established himself permanently at the spot described at the beginning of this article, the great Taupiri bend, where the Waikato sweeps through the Taupiri gorge-like valley cut through the ranges. Soon after he made his home there his wife gave birth to a daughter. The husband and wife were alone in their house; their nearest English friends were sixty miles away.

          
Twenty years later that Waikato-born girl was assisting John Gorst at Te Awamutu by translating into Maori the articles for Gorst's Government newspaper, the “Pihoihoi Mokemoke,” a print which gave such offence to the Maori King's party that Rewi Mania-poto raided Te Awamutu with a war party, seized the press and type, impounded all the papers, and sent Gorst packing.

          
Gradually the new religion spread. ‘Christianity,” Mr. Ashwell wrote in 1843, had “softened and improved the native character in a most astonishing manner.” The principal difficulties were in connection with the law of tapu and the general belief in witchcraft and fear of the tohungas who remained to uphold the old regime. Sometimes there were inter-tribal quarrels, particularly over eel fisheries in the Waikato lakes, and on such occasions the missionary father’ of the people considered it his duty to act the part of referee and peacemaker. He knew what it was, more than once, to stand between angry men while bullets of challenge sang over his head.
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Between Two War Parties at Whangape.

          
The shore of the large lake Whangape, on the western side of the Waikato River, was the scene of one thrilling episode in which “Te Ahiwera” displayed his diplomatic skill and his fearlessness. This was in March, 1843. A quarrel respecting the ownership of a pa-tuna or eel-weir called Kororipo threatened to involve the whole of Waikato in a war. This pa (also called Rauwiri) was a great V-shaped structure
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extending nearly across the lake, near the place where a stream flowed from Whangape to the Waikato River. At the apex of the work, the hinaki or eel-traps, woven of mangémangé creepers, were set.

          
The valuable eelery was claimed by the Ngati-Pou, who lived near the spot, with their chief Uira. Their claim was disputed by Ngati-Mahuta, whose head was Kepa, brother of the great Te Wherowhero. In the missionary's opinion Ngati-Pou had the best right to the pa-tuna and its takings of the teeming eels. Ngati-Pou built a fortified pa opposite the disputed spot; it was on a narrow neck of land between lake and swamp. Kepa arrived with three hundred men armed with muskets. Uira, the chief of the residents, a good old man, anxious for peace, asked the missionary to go to the hostile camp and persuade Ngati-Mahuta to sit there quietly.

          
Ashwell went to and fro, trying to avert fighting. Ngati-Pou loaded their guns and prepared for battle. Ashwell ran towards them and begged them to sit down and wait. He returned to the Ngati-Pou, who by this time were in a frenzy of excitement and were about to dance their war dance. He tried to dissuade them from it, but they said “No; we will draw a boundary line and you shall stand on it, and we will not pass you.” Ashwell hurried back to the Ngati-Mahuta, and they agreed, too, not to pass the boundary.

          
Now, picture that little missionary, a puny but heroic figure, standing his ground between the two fierce war-parties who a few years before had been ferocious cannibals. The two columns leaped up, each man with his loaded musket ready, and tomahawk in belt. They came charging down towards each other. “I thought,” Ashwell wrote in his reminiscences, “they would have swept me away, they came running with such force.” Both parties, as soon as they approached within a few yards of the boundary line, stopped dead. Each man dropped on one knee, he held his musket across his body, at the ready.

          
For about a quarter of an hour they remained there, each band glaring fiercely at the other, the missionary standing patiently between. Then one of the mission adherents stood up and repeated a passage from a psalm; dead silence; then one of the others responded with the next verse, until the whole psalm had been repeated, and then, as the missionary related, the Gloria Patri was recited. The tenseness relaxed, anger died, the warriors sat down and peaceful speech-making began. Presently all were feasting together in the Ngati-Pou pa, on potatoes and those Whangape eels.

          
No more was said about the disputed fishery. Both parties worked amicably at the eel-taking, and the exact ownership of the pa-tuna was never disputed or settled; it was held in common. But had it not been for the missionary's valiant efforts to stay the warriors' hands there would have been a desperate battle on the lake shore that day.

          
The Church Mission people were not always so successful in their appeals for peace. Three years after that episode at Lake Whangape there was a dispute between the Ngati-Pou and Ngati-Tipa tribes over a piece of land called Ihu-taroa, on the Lower Waikato. Dr. Maunsell and Mr. Ashwell had persuaded the rival tribes to agree to an aukati or boundary line, but a young chief of Ngati-Tipa crossed it, out of bravado. A chief of the other side engaged him in a wrestling bout, an unfortunate blow drew blood, and soon both war-parties were into the fray. Thirty-two men were killed in the battle. That was the last fight of tribe against tribe on the Waikato.
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The Final Tragedy of War.

          
Peace, civilisation and prosperity came to Waikato under the benevolent rule of the missionaries and the chiefs. Ashwell's Taupiri school establishment was the centre of religion and secular learning on the mid-Waikato. The plough was at work on the rich soil of the station. Mr. Ashwell had an excellent assistant, a young chief named Heta Tarawhiti, of Taupiri. He became an ordained minister, and in his old age we used to see him in Auckland, a remarkable figure, a fine old man with a tattooed face which contrasted curiously with his clerical garb. Everywhere there was peace and progress, until the curse of war with the pakeha—first the Taranaki war of 1860 and then the Waikato war in 1863—violently disturbed the good work and blasted all the missionaries' hopes.

          
In 1874, Mr. Ashwell wrote some of his recollections of missionary adventure and labour, and these were published in a small pamphlet, printed for private circulation. I am indebted to Mr. Horace Fildes, of Wellington, for the use of the information contained in this now rare publication; Mr. Fildes also kindly contributed some personal data from his notes. The picture of the old mission station on the Waikato River at Taupiri is from a water colour drawing by a Government intelligence officer of the early Sixties, Lieut. H. S. Bates (afterwards Colonel) of the 65th Regiment. He made several canoe voyages up the Waikato River before the war.
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On the Job for 70 Years.

          
The proud record of New Zealand's popular cough remedy—Baxter's Lung Preserver.

          
This pleasant warming soothing specific has been fixing colds and bronchial ailments for over seventy years. Keeping old and young cold-free year in year out.

          
“Baxter's” never fails. Insist on “Baxter's”; 1/6, 2/6 and 4/6 at all chemists and stores.*
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A Notable Model Railway
            
          

          
(
By “
Loco.”)

          


Running on a small circular track a little over 400 feet in length, in the garden of Dr. Hubert Bush, Orrong Road, Caulfield, Victoria, is one of the most remarkable locomotive models in the world. Built to the order of the doctor by Mr. J. Mahony, a clever mechanical engineer of West Melbourne, it approximates closely to the proportions of the locomotive hauling the “Flying Scotsman,” of England.

          
What brought this beautiful model into existence is the doctor's own romantic passion for “trains,” enduring through boyhood into maturity, combined with a desire to see perpetuated in miniature one of the finest examples of British engineering skill. The choice of the “Flying Scotsman” as a model, it may be said, was not haphazard. Its contours and sense of power revealed in the pictures of it which came to Australia were not more appealing to the doctor than the undeniable attraction of its being British.

          
So, in order to justify his patriotism and feed his hunger for the mysteries of locomotive mechanism, Dr. Bush determined to commission a model of the “Flying Scotsman” locomotive.

          
All that he submitted to the pattern-makers was his own drawings, representing on a scale of two inches to the foot, the approximate proportions of the “Flying Scotsman” engine. From the preparation of the first drawing to the fitting of the last nut, the time occupied was roughly nine months. Mr. Mahony erected the model in the small garage adjoining his workshop. It became his pleasure and recreation after his hours of work. It was a labour in which his admiration for British skill was fervently expressed.

          
The model, including tender, is 12ft. 6in. in length, and differs only from its famous prototype in two or three particulars. In the first place, it has two cylinders instead of three; its boiler is made completely of copper, and its tender diverges from the fixed eight-wheeled vehicle of the orignal in having two four-wheeled bogies. This change was made necessary to enable it to accomplish the journey around Dr. Bush's circular track. The track, by the way, is 10 1/2 in. gauge (approximating to the Victorian gauge of 5ft. 3in.) and is constructed of 141b. rails, dogspiked on sleepers 2ft. x 4in. x 2in., ballasted with sand. One small section of the track has a grade of 1 in 33, which the little locomotive takes with no apparent diminution of effort even when hauling half-a-dozen passengers.

          
The locomotive, which is a Pacific 4-6-2 model, is 28in. high from the rails to the top of funnel, and its grate is 12in. square. The barrel, which is 11in. in diameter, is of 3-16in. plate, thickening to 1/2in. in the firebox. The boiler is lagged with asbestos of 1/2in. thickness. It contains 32 flue tubes 7/in. in diameter, and is fed with water by a mechanical pump which is more than sufficient to supply its needs, though there is also an injector of the standard kind. The Wootton smokebox is fitted with a ring type blower around the exhaust nozzle, which is of the regulation type. The cylinders are 2/34in. diameter by 4/12in. stroke and are fitted with internal admission valves. The steam pressure is 100lbs., and the boiler test is 200lbs. The driving wheels are 13 1/4in. in diameter, and the bogie wheels 7in. The cylinders are oiled by sight-feed lubricators situated on the footplates on either side of the smoke-box. Other features of this engine are its Walchaert valve gear, pop safety valves, and vacuum brakes, and in its cab are miniature gauges, reverse lever and regulator. The tender, equipped with a tank carrying 20 gallons of water, provides a seat for the driver, and the locomotive, which is capable of hauling a load of from two to three tons, has a maximum permissible speed of 20 miles an hour.

          
According to all competent critics who have seen it, Dr. Bush's midget locomotive is an outstanding achievement. In its finish and performance, particularly in the accuracy and delicacy with which the relatively microscopic parts have been turned and fitted, it is a monument to that patient, painstaking endeavour which staggers the lay-mind and earns the applause of engineers.
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The famous “Royal Scot,” of the L.M. and Scottish Railway, on view at the Century of Progress Exposition at Chicago, 1933.


          

        

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 9, Issue 6 (September 1, 1934)

On the Job for 70 Years



          

On the Job for 70 Years.

          
The proud record of New Zealand's popular cough remedy—Baxter's Lung Preserver.

          
This pleasant warming soothing specific has been fixing colds and bronchial ailments for over seventy years. Keeping old and young cold-free year in year out.

          
“Baxter's” never fails. Insist on “Baxter's”; 1/6, 2/6 and 4/6 at all chemists and stores.*

          

            
[image: ]

            


            
[image: ]

            
[image: ]

            


            

[image: The locomotive model which is the subject of the following sketch.]
The locomotive model which is the subject of the following sketch.


          

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 9, Issue 6 (September 1, 1934)

A Notable Model Railway



          

            
              
A Notable Model Railway
            
          

          
(
By “
Loco.”)

          


Running on a small circular track a little over 400 feet in length, in the garden of Dr. Hubert Bush, Orrong Road, Caulfield, Victoria, is one of the most remarkable locomotive models in the world. Built to the order of the doctor by Mr. J. Mahony, a clever mechanical engineer of West Melbourne, it approximates closely to the proportions of the locomotive hauling the “Flying Scotsman,” of England.

          
What brought this beautiful model into existence is the doctor's own romantic passion for “trains,” enduring through boyhood into maturity, combined with a desire to see perpetuated in miniature one of the finest examples of British engineering skill. The choice of the “Flying Scotsman” as a model, it may be said, was not haphazard. Its contours and sense of power revealed in the pictures of it which came to Australia were not more appealing to the doctor than the undeniable attraction of its being British.

          
So, in order to justify his patriotism and feed his hunger for the mysteries of locomotive mechanism, Dr. Bush determined to commission a model of the “Flying Scotsman” locomotive.

          
All that he submitted to the pattern-makers was his own drawings, representing on a scale of two inches to the foot, the approximate proportions of the “Flying Scotsman” engine. From the preparation of the first drawing to the fitting of the last nut, the time occupied was roughly nine months. Mr. Mahony erected the model in the small garage adjoining his workshop. It became his pleasure and recreation after his hours of work. It was a labour in which his admiration for British skill was fervently expressed.

          
The model, including tender, is 12ft. 6in. in length, and differs only from its famous prototype in two or three particulars. In the first place, it has two cylinders instead of three; its boiler is made completely of copper, and its tender diverges from the fixed eight-wheeled vehicle of the orignal in having two four-wheeled bogies. This change was made necessary to enable it to accomplish the journey around Dr. Bush's circular track. The track, by the way, is 10 1/2 in. gauge (approximating to the Victorian gauge of 5ft. 3in.) and is constructed of 141b. rails, dogspiked on sleepers 2ft. x 4in. x 2in., ballasted with sand. One small section of the track has a grade of 1 in 33, which the little locomotive takes with no apparent diminution of effort even when hauling half-a-dozen passengers.

          
The locomotive, which is a Pacific 4-6-2 model, is 28in. high from the rails to the top of funnel, and its grate is 12in. square. The barrel, which is 11in. in diameter, is of 3-16in. plate, thickening to 1/2in. in the firebox. The boiler is lagged with asbestos of 1/2in. thickness. It contains 32 flue tubes 7/in. in diameter, and is fed with water by a mechanical pump which is more than sufficient to supply its needs, though there is also an injector of the standard kind. The Wootton smokebox is fitted with a ring type blower around the exhaust nozzle, which is of the regulation type. The cylinders are 2/34in. diameter by 4/12in. stroke and are fitted with internal admission valves. The steam pressure is 100lbs., and the boiler test is 200lbs. The driving wheels are 13 1/4in. in diameter, and the bogie wheels 7in. The cylinders are oiled by sight-feed lubricators situated on the footplates on either side of the smoke-box. Other features of this engine are its Walchaert valve gear, pop safety valves, and vacuum brakes, and in its cab are miniature gauges, reverse lever and regulator. The tender, equipped with a tank carrying 20 gallons of water, provides a seat for the driver, and the locomotive, which is capable of hauling a load of from two to three tons, has a maximum permissible speed of 20 miles an hour.

          
According to all competent critics who have seen it, Dr. Bush's midget locomotive is an outstanding achievement. In its finish and performance, particularly in the accuracy and delicacy with which the relatively microscopic parts have been turned and fitted, it is a monument to that patient, painstaking endeavour which staggers the lay-mind and earns the applause of engineers.

          

            

[image: The famous “Royal Scot,” of the L.M. and Scottish Railway, on view at the Century of Progress Exposition at Chicago, 1933.]
The famous “Royal Scot,” of the L.M. and Scottish Railway, on view at the Century of Progress Exposition at Chicago, 1933.


          

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 9, Issue 6 (September 1, 1934)

Famous New Zealand Trials





        

          
            
Famous New Zealand Trials
          
        

        

          
By 
C. A. L. 
Treadwell
, O.B.E.
        

        

          

The Trial of Daniel Burke.

          

W
Hen Daniel Burke stood his trial for the wilful murder of James Marks, on the 24th April, 1873, he relied on the old British tradition that the onus of proof lies on the Crown to establish its case beyond reasonable doubt, and not upon the accused person to establish his innocence.

          
On the Continent of Europe the practice, generally, is for the accused person to satisfy a jury that he is not guilty of the crime alleged against him. That is no doubt an awkward thing to do, especially for a guilty person; but throughout the British Empire it is accepted that a fair trial, fair that is from the point of view of the prisoner, is more likely to result if the onus of proving the crime rests upon those alleging it. It may well be that this British principle allows some guilty persons to escape, but it may as safely be averred that the foreign custom of placing the burden of proving innocence on the shoulders of the accused, as frequently results in the conviction of an innocent person. How much better it is that a hundred guilty persons should escape than that one innocent person should be convicted!

          
The trial under review was a curious one, and in some respects it was very badly conducted.

          
The scene of the tragedy was Mercury Bay, on the East Coast of the North Island, at that time a bush-milling centre. The two hotels in the district were connected by a bush track, and the lights of one of them could be seen from the other. Both hotels depended for their support on the bushmen. One of the hotels was situated at a hamlet known as Whitianga, and it was known accordingly as “Whitianga Hotel,” though its more popular sobriquet was “Carini's,” after the name of mine host.

          
Until the night of the 24th April, Burke, when he came into the village, had been accustomed to stay at Carini's. To get into “town” Burke would have to walk some fifteen miles from the mill where he was employed, that is, unless he cared to ride on a bullock waggon or some other distressingly slow-moving vehicle. However, it was a well established custom for sawmill hands in those days to become very thirsty after a good period of work, and to walk fifteen miles to refresh oneself was not unusual.

          
Though Mercury Bay was off the beaten track sixty years ago, the law prevailed there, and crime was investigated with the same care, and punishment meted out with the same certainty as in more populous parts of the country. When, therefore, a native in the district found the body of a white man lying on the seashore, apparently washed up on the rocks, he lost no time in spreading the news. At once it was assumed that a foul crime had been committed. The local gossips soon fixed on the murderer, and with the aid of the police it was not long before Daniel Burke was charged with the murder of his mate, Marks.

          
After the usual preliminaries the venue of the investigation was removed to the Supreme Court House at Auckland. There, before Sir G. A. Arney, Chief Justice, and a jury of his fellow men, Burke stood his trial, relying most strongly on the theory that it was not for him to prove his innocence.

          
The Crown was represented by Mr. Brookfield, while the defence of the prisoner had been entrusted to Mr. Joy.

          
The task set the jury was a difficult one. The case was opened by the Crown Prosecutor, who explained briefly to the jury the evidence he relied on, and generally the circumstances which surrounded the mysterious death of James Marks.

          
Isabella Brown was the first witness to give evidence. She told the jury that at the time of the murder she was a servant employed by Carini. On the 24th April, 1873, she saw in the hotel, at tea, three men whom she knew. They were Marks (the deceased), Burns and Akran. They had their tea between five and six o'clock. When he had finished his tea, Marks went out alone, but he returned about seven o'clock, with Burke. She knew that Burke and Akran were mates. During a conversation the two men got very cross and abusive. Burke said “Let us go back to the bush and not like some who come down from the bush, make this place their home.” The shaft went home, and Marks flushed red and said, “I don't make this place my home.” Burke said, “I am not speaking to you, so you needn't take it up; or, if you do, come outside and we will see about it.” At this time all the men had had a good deal of drink. They rose from their table soon after this and went outside. In about a quarter of an hour Burke and Akran returned together.



They stayed about twenty minutes and then left, going in the direction of the other hotel, which was known as “Ferguson's.” Burke paid for the drinks on the last visit.

          
As Isabella Brown stepped out of the box, her place was taken by Thomas Burns, who told the jury that on the fatal 24th he was employed by Carini. Once a month, the witness said, Marks used to come down from the bush. He knew the other hotel quite well. There was a level beach the whole way. At the back of Carini's there was a creek, the bed of which was dry. There was a track running alongside the bank of the creek, which varied in width from three to seven feet.

          
Giving a further description of the locality, the witness said there were three smaller creeks which ran down to the beach. The largest was crossed by a plank, while it was possible to leap the others. There would be two feet of water at high spring tides, and at low tide only some three inches in the widest creek. On the 23rd April, at 8 p.m., the tide was making a little. There was no rain at the time. He remembered that that night was dark and hazy. He heard footsteps going over the plank at the widest creek. Judging from the time
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he saw him go out he thought that the steps were probably Marks. Much the same detail was given by another witness, Alexander McLeod.

          
Charles Pearce was next called, and he proved a very important witness. He said he was employed at Carini's as a cook. On the 24th he walked to Ferguson's. Half-way between the two hotels was a cottage occupied by one White. It was 7.28 p.m. when he reached White's. It was then beginning to rain, and Pearce said he took shelter. He heard two men talking, and he recognised the voices as those of Burke and Marks. He had known Marks both at Mercury Bay and at other places for some seven years. Burke he had known for about one year. The evidence of Pearce was directed to shewing that at that time and place these two men were together. The cross-examination was directed to test the witness' knowledge of the landmarks in the locality.

          
Alexander McKenzie, a barman at Ferguson's, said that he saw Burke twice on the 24th—once a little before, and again after 8 p.m. On the second occasion Burke was dripping wet. Whenever he moved he left a trail of water behind him. McKenzie offered to help him take his boots off. Next morning, Burke, quite dry, was in the bar.

          
The next witness, Ferguson, whose parents had blessed him with the additional names of John, Bunyan, said that on the 24th April he gave Marks $1. On the 12th May he heard of the finding of his body, and assisted in its removal. The witness said that about 7.40 p.m. on the 24th April, Burke came into the hotel. He was very wet and made a track wherever he moved. It will be noticed that here the proprietor and the barman are at variance. The barman said that it was not till the second visit after 8 p.m. that Burke was wet through. Ferguson said there had been some showers, but not enough to account for Burke's condition.

          
Then came John Steel Ford. He had slept at Carini's on the night in question. He went to bed early, sometime between 7 and 8 p.m. Burke came into his room and asked for the loan of his lantern. When the lantern was returned next morning he noticed that the bottom had dropped out of it. Burke said it had been lost. He saw Burke later, in the care of the police. Burke said to him, “I have got into a pretty mess about Jimmy Marks. Had he and I walked along the beach and he had fallen into the water it would have been different.” Burke told him that sometimes when he was in drink he did things that he had no right to do, on such occasions men were nothing to him.

          
Thomas Carini was then called to give evidence. He said he had known Marks for seven years, and knew him well. On the night of the murder the wind blew right across the river and up the beach. It was high water at 4 p.m. At 8 p.m. the tide was fifty yards from high water mark. The beach shelved at once below low water mark. In answer to Mr. Joy's cross-examination, Carini said that, at times, Marks would “go on the drink” as he called it. He was not drinking on the day in question. He had only one small beer. Of course he would know, if a man had been drinking, long before he was drunk. He could tell by his speech, and there were, too, other indications. Marks had returned from a “bust” two days before he died.

          
The next witness, a man called McLennan, said that a native boy told him of the finding of the body six miles from Mercury Bay. The witness took a boat and rowed round to the spot. There lay Marks, just above the rocks, face downwards. The right-hand trousers pocket was turned inside out. His other pockets were filled with sand. The next statement he made proved of considerable importance to the medical witnesses. McLennan said the arms were outstretched and the hands were open.

          
Then came the medical evidence, and in the light of medical knowledge to-day, and especially as death had taken place a fortnight previously, it appears stupidly inconclusive and unreliable. Dr. Agassiz said he went to see the body, and added, that he had never seen a case of accidental drowning where the hands were not closed; they were generally clenched.

          
In addition to this somewhat extraordinary statement was the evidence of the next witness, Dr. Goldsbro. He said in all cases he had seen of accidental drowning the hands had been clenched, and the arms drawn towards the body.

          
The police evidence was supplied by Constable Grace. He said, acting in terms of his duty, he had inquired into the case. Burke, he said, told him he had not seen Marks on the night of the 24th; he (Burke) had been drinking all that day, and had not been to Carini's on the night in question. Witness said he brought Burke to Mercury Bay. The party of which he and Burke formed part, also consisted of the witnesses McLennan and Akran. One night on the way he slept at the store at Gum Town, Mercury Bay. They all lay on sacks of chaff. Before he dropped off to sleep, Grace said he heard the prisoner say to Akran, “If the —– woman will only keep her mouth shut it will be all right.” No doubt the prisoner was referring to Isabella Brown, who swore to seeing Burke in the company of the deceased before the commission of the crime.

          


          

            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
          

          


          
That was all the evidence called by the Crown, but the jury wanted to hear more from the witness, Pearce. He was duly recalled, and said that he did say to McKenzie after he had seen the two men, Marks and Burke, near the boat-shed, that McKenzie would never see Marks alive again. He had said this because Marks seemed to have quarrelled with Burke. “I could see that Marks was excited, for he was walking up and down. I myself have had a quarrel with Marks, and when he got excited he started walking up and down. I had very strong suspicion of Burke in consequence of knowing his character. I knew, too, that he had previously been convicted of manslaughter.”

          
Mr. Joy then opened the defence by saying that there was no evidence that a murder had been committed. There was, he said, no evidence as to the cause of death. He himself would call Akran to say that Burke, on the night of Marks' death, had gone to bed shortly after he had been seen with Marks, too soon after for the prisoner to have possibly been the murderer.

          
Akran, on being recalled, said that he and Burke had gone to bed together, and that Burke did not leave the room after going to bed. In cross-examination by the Crown Prosecutor he denied that he had told Inspector Bullen that Burke had been quite dry and that later he was wet through. In rebuttal, Inspector Bullen denied Akran's evidence which he had just given on behalf of the prisoner.

          
Then came Mr. Joy's speech. Again he reiterated that there was no evidence of a crime having been committed. Indeed, that seems to have been the case, for there was no real evidence that Marks had been drowned, let alone that he had been murdered. The Crown case seems to have been very imperfectly constructed on this very important phase. Mr. Joy went on to say that there was no connection of Burke with the death. Again that seems almost correct, there being practically nothing against Burke but his own false statements. As to Pearce's evidence, that witness had to rely on his hearing. The night was dark and the weather hazy, and he may well have been honestly mistaken. The medical evidence, Mr. Joy said, was not of much use, and it did not touch the serious effect that three weeks' immersion in the water would have had. At the least the prisoner was entitled to the benefit of the doubt.

          
Mr. Brookfield put his case to the jury by saying that there was a case for the prisoner to answer. Beyond doubt he said the deceased met his death by foul play. The condition of his pocket indicated the motive for the crime. There was nothing to throw any real doubt on the evidence of Pearce and, if accepted, then Marks and Burke were quarrelling just before Marks' disappearance. Then Mr. Brookfield asked the jury why, if innocent, had Burke made a false statement, if, indeed, it were not to conceal his actions on the night of the 24th? Finally Mr. Brookfield made the submission that the jury could bring in a verdict of manslaughter if they were not satisfied on the major charge of murder.

          
In his summing up to the jury, the Judge said there was no evidence that would entitle them to reduce the charge to manslaughter. It was murder or nothing. He thought there was no real evidence of quarrelling to allow of such a reduced charge. Then the Judge dealt with the evidence at length. He traversed all the facts that went to point out Burke as the murderer. He could not. however, ignore the lack of evidence shewing that Marks had necessarily been murdered. There was no evidence of preliminary assault, such as fractured skull or the like. It had been assumed that the man had been drowned, but it may have been an innocent drowning. The strength of the case against the prisoner lay in the fact that for some reason the prisoner had denied that he was at Carini's hotel, or in the company of Marks, on the 24th April. The Crown properly suggested that that was the act of a guilty man. That, however, was a matter for the jury. It was certainly suspicious, and the Judge properly told the jury that they were to come to their conclusion on evidence and not on bare suspicion.

          
The jury retired, and in twenty minutes declared that they unanimously found the prisoner not guilty.

          
Burke was thereupon discharged, and left the dock a free man, though no doubt he was unable to clear himself of the grave suspicion that he well might have done his friend to death in a drunken quarrel.

          
On the evidence, however, the jury would have taken a grave risk in convicting Burke. The onus of proof is no light and flimsy obligation. Proof of the committal of a crime must be by strong, clear evidence if the standard of British justice is to remain high in the estimation of the world.
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Darwin at the Bay of Islands
            
          

          
(
By D.J.C.
)

          

“I
Believe we were all glad to leave New Zealand. It is not a pleasant place. Amongst the natives there is absent that charming simplicity which is found at Tahiti; and the greater part of the English are the very refuse of society. Neither is the country itself attractive.”

          
If few people know that Charles Darwin once visited New Zealand still fewer are aware that he formed such a bad opinion of the country and its inhabitants as is concisely set out in the above quotation. Yet the words are quite authentic, and are to be found at the end of the tenth chapter of “The Voyage of the “Beagle.’” The book, of course, consists of the diary Darwin kept when he toured the world as naturalist aboard H.M.S. “Beagle,” which was despatched by the Admiralty to make a survey of parts of South America and the countries of the Pacific.

          
Darwin's expedition entered the Bay of Islands—or, rather, they were becalmed near the mouth—early in the morning of December 21st, 1835. The evolutionist was then a young man, or else perhaps he would not have generalised so hastily about New Zealand and New Zealanders—especially as the “Beagle” only stayed in the Bay of Islands nine days before resuming the voyage to Sydney. However, Darwin's account of his visit is well worth reading, if only for its clarity and extreme individuality. It is clearly the work of a strong-thinking and analytic mind. For instance, here is Darwin's very first impression of New Zealand scenery; and, though it might arouse indignant protest in some quarters, it is worth quoting in full:—

          
The general tint of the landscape is not a bright green; and it resembles the country a short distance to the south of Concepcion in Chile. In several parts of the bay, little villages of square, tidy-looking houses are scattered close down to the water's edge. Three whaling ships were lying at anchor, and a canoe every now and then crossed from shore to shore; with these exceptions, an air of extreme quietness reigned over the whole district. Only a single canoe came alongside. This, and the aspect of the whole scene, afforded a remarkable and not very pleasing contrast with our joyful and boisterous welcome at Tahiti.

          
The last sentence strikes a discordant note; but what a familiar picture is summoned up by the rest—New Zealanders who appreciate their past cannot fail to recognise the scene! Darwin went ashore at Paihia—“One of the larger groups of houses, which yet hardly deserves the title of a village”—the settlement of the missionaries. He finds little pleasure in the contemplation of the dwellings of the Maoris; but is surprised “to behold the English flowers in the gardens before the houses; there were roses of several kinds, honeysuckle, jasmine, stocks, and whole hedges of sweetbriar.”

          
The next morning he went for a walk in the district. His progress was necessarily slow on account of the well-nigh impenetrable bush; and when he attempted to walk along the beach he was stopped by the many salt water creeks; but he was much struck by the Maori fortifications on the neighbouring hill-tops. His scientific mind immediately commenced to work: “As there was no water on these hills, the defenders could never have anticipated a long seige, but only a hurried attack for plunder, against which the successive terraces would have afforded good protection.”

          
In company with Captain Fitz Roy, of the “Beagle,” and a Mr. Baker, one of the missionaries, the naturalist went for a walk that evening to the neighbouring Maori village of Kororareka. There he paused to make another odious comparison, this time between the Maori and the Tahitian; and once again, it must be said, he was at fault: “The comparison, however, tells heavily against the New Zealander. He may, perhaps, be superior in energy, but in every other respect his character is of a much lower order. One glance at their respective expressions brings conviction to the mind that one is a savage, the other a civilised man.”

          
The day after his visit to Kororareka the naturalist made the acquaintance of the British Resident, Mr. Busby (the centenary of whose arrival in New Zealand is being celebrated this year) who told him that he should visit Waimate, the model missionary settlement. Mr. Busby accompanied Darwin on part of his way to Waimate, and told him several stories of his experiences with the Maoris. On the walk to Waimate the naturalist noted again how “the whole scene in spite of its green colour, had rather a desolate aspect,” and his scientific imagination was once more at work. He thought at first that the presence of so much fern meant that the land must be sterile, but later discovered that “wherever the fern grows thick and beast-high, the land by tillage becomes productive.”

          
On arrival at Waimate—“the sudden appearance of an English farm-house, and its well-dressed fields, placed there as if by an enchanter's wand, was exceedingly pleasant”—the naturalist was welcomed by a Mr. Davies:—

          
At Waimate there are three large houses, where the missionary gentlemen, Messrs. Williams, Davies, and Clarke, reside; and near them are the huts of the native labourers. On an adjoining slope, fine crops of barley and wheat were standing in full ear; and in another part, fields of potatoes and clover… . All this is very surprising, when it is considered that five years ago nothing but the fern flourished here.

          
And later he makes the acquaintance of the Rev. W. Williams himself, the happy appearance of whose home impressed him considerably.

          
Another day Darwin spent on a trip to Waiomio with Mr. Busby, and he was forced to comment on the extraordinary rock-formation there. He also encountered an authentic example of the superstitious Maori character:—

          
Here there are some singular masses of limestone, resembling ruined castles. These rocks have long served for burial-places, and in consequence are held too sacred to be approached. One of the young men, however, cried out, “Let us all be brave,’ and ran on ahead; but when within a hundred yards, the whole party thought better of it, and stopped short. With perfect indifference, however, they allowed us to examine the whole place

          
The remainder of his hurried stay was spent in making botanical and zoological collections—some of the data he gathered no doubt contributed one day to his epoch-making evolutionary theory—and then on December 30th, the anchor was weighed and sail set for Sydney. Lest the carping remarks already quoted leave a bad impression, it might be best to end with one more paragraph of the highest praise the Englishman could give:—

          
As the evening drew to a close, the domestic sounds, the fields of corn, the distant undulating country with its trees might well have been mistaken for our fatherland; nor was it the triumphant feeling at seeing what Englishmen could effect; but rather the high hopes thus inspired for the future progress of this fine island.
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The Trial of Daniel Burke.

          

W
Hen Daniel Burke stood his trial for the wilful murder of James Marks, on the 24th April, 1873, he relied on the old British tradition that the onus of proof lies on the Crown to establish its case beyond reasonable doubt, and not upon the accused person to establish his innocence.

          
On the Continent of Europe the practice, generally, is for the accused person to satisfy a jury that he is not guilty of the crime alleged against him. That is no doubt an awkward thing to do, especially for a guilty person; but throughout the British Empire it is accepted that a fair trial, fair that is from the point of view of the prisoner, is more likely to result if the onus of proving the crime rests upon those alleging it. It may well be that this British principle allows some guilty persons to escape, but it may as safely be averred that the foreign custom of placing the burden of proving innocence on the shoulders of the accused, as frequently results in the conviction of an innocent person. How much better it is that a hundred guilty persons should escape than that one innocent person should be convicted!

          
The trial under review was a curious one, and in some respects it was very badly conducted.

          
The scene of the tragedy was Mercury Bay, on the East Coast of the North Island, at that time a bush-milling centre. The two hotels in the district were connected by a bush track, and the lights of one of them could be seen from the other. Both hotels depended for their support on the bushmen. One of the hotels was situated at a hamlet known as Whitianga, and it was known accordingly as “Whitianga Hotel,” though its more popular sobriquet was “Carini's,” after the name of mine host.

          
Until the night of the 24th April, Burke, when he came into the village, had been accustomed to stay at Carini's. To get into “town” Burke would have to walk some fifteen miles from the mill where he was employed, that is, unless he cared to ride on a bullock waggon or some other distressingly slow-moving vehicle. However, it was a well established custom for sawmill hands in those days to become very thirsty after a good period of work, and to walk fifteen miles to refresh oneself was not unusual.

          
Though Mercury Bay was off the beaten track sixty years ago, the law prevailed there, and crime was investigated with the same care, and punishment meted out with the same certainty as in more populous parts of the country. When, therefore, a native in the district found the body of a white man lying on the seashore, apparently washed up on the rocks, he lost no time in spreading the news. At once it was assumed that a foul crime had been committed. The local gossips soon fixed on the murderer, and with the aid of the police it was not long before Daniel Burke was charged with the murder of his mate, Marks.

          
After the usual preliminaries the venue of the investigation was removed to the Supreme Court House at Auckland. There, before Sir G. A. Arney, Chief Justice, and a jury of his fellow men, Burke stood his trial, relying most strongly on the theory that it was not for him to prove his innocence.

          
The Crown was represented by Mr. Brookfield, while the defence of the prisoner had been entrusted to Mr. Joy.

          
The task set the jury was a difficult one. The case was opened by the Crown Prosecutor, who explained briefly to the jury the evidence he relied on, and generally the circumstances which surrounded the mysterious death of James Marks.

          
Isabella Brown was the first witness to give evidence. She told the jury that at the time of the murder she was a servant employed by Carini. On the 24th April, 1873, she saw in the hotel, at tea, three men whom she knew. They were Marks (the deceased), Burns and Akran. They had their tea between five and six o'clock. When he had finished his tea, Marks went out alone, but he returned about seven o'clock, with Burke. She knew that Burke and Akran were mates. During a conversation the two men got very cross and abusive. Burke said “Let us go back to the bush and not like some who come down from the bush, make this place their home.” The shaft went home, and Marks flushed red and said, “I don't make this place my home.” Burke said, “I am not speaking to you, so you needn't take it up; or, if you do, come outside and we will see about it.” At this time all the men had had a good deal of drink. They rose from their table soon after this and went outside. In about a quarter of an hour Burke and Akran returned together.



They stayed about twenty minutes and then left, going in the direction of the other hotel, which was known as “Ferguson's.” Burke paid for the drinks on the last visit.

          
As Isabella Brown stepped out of the box, her place was taken by Thomas Burns, who told the jury that on the fatal 24th he was employed by Carini. Once a month, the witness said, Marks used to come down from the bush. He knew the other hotel quite well. There was a level beach the whole way. At the back of Carini's there was a creek, the bed of which was dry. There was a track running alongside the bank of the creek, which varied in width from three to seven feet.

          
Giving a further description of the locality, the witness said there were three smaller creeks which ran down to the beach. The largest was crossed by a plank, while it was possible to leap the others. There would be two feet of water at high spring tides, and at low tide only some three inches in the widest creek. On the 23rd April, at 8 p.m., the tide was making a little. There was no rain at the time. He remembered that that night was dark and hazy. He heard footsteps going over the plank at the widest creek. Judging from the time
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he saw him go out he thought that the steps were probably Marks. Much the same detail was given by another witness, Alexander McLeod.

          
Charles Pearce was next called, and he proved a very important witness. He said he was employed at Carini's as a cook. On the 24th he walked to Ferguson's. Half-way between the two hotels was a cottage occupied by one White. It was 7.28 p.m. when he reached White's. It was then beginning to rain, and Pearce said he took shelter. He heard two men talking, and he recognised the voices as those of Burke and Marks. He had known Marks both at Mercury Bay and at other places for some seven years. Burke he had known for about one year. The evidence of Pearce was directed to shewing that at that time and place these two men were together. The cross-examination was directed to test the witness' knowledge of the landmarks in the locality.

          
Alexander McKenzie, a barman at Ferguson's, said that he saw Burke twice on the 24th—once a little before, and again after 8 p.m. On the second occasion Burke was dripping wet. Whenever he moved he left a trail of water behind him. McKenzie offered to help him take his boots off. Next morning, Burke, quite dry, was in the bar.

          
The next witness, Ferguson, whose parents had blessed him with the additional names of John, Bunyan, said that on the 24th April he gave Marks $1. On the 12th May he heard of the finding of his body, and assisted in its removal. The witness said that about 7.40 p.m. on the 24th April, Burke came into the hotel. He was very wet and made a track wherever he moved. It will be noticed that here the proprietor and the barman are at variance. The barman said that it was not till the second visit after 8 p.m. that Burke was wet through. Ferguson said there had been some showers, but not enough to account for Burke's condition.

          
Then came John Steel Ford. He had slept at Carini's on the night in question. He went to bed early, sometime between 7 and 8 p.m. Burke came into his room and asked for the loan of his lantern. When the lantern was returned next morning he noticed that the bottom had dropped out of it. Burke said it had been lost. He saw Burke later, in the care of the police. Burke said to him, “I have got into a pretty mess about Jimmy Marks. Had he and I walked along the beach and he had fallen into the water it would have been different.” Burke told him that sometimes when he was in drink he did things that he had no right to do, on such occasions men were nothing to him.

          
Thomas Carini was then called to give evidence. He said he had known Marks for seven years, and knew him well. On the night of the murder the wind blew right across the river and up the beach. It was high water at 4 p.m. At 8 p.m. the tide was fifty yards from high water mark. The beach shelved at once below low water mark. In answer to Mr. Joy's cross-examination, Carini said that, at times, Marks would “go on the drink” as he called it. He was not drinking on the day in question. He had only one small beer. Of course he would know, if a man had been drinking, long before he was drunk. He could tell by his speech, and there were, too, other indications. Marks had returned from a “bust” two days before he died.

          
The next witness, a man called McLennan, said that a native boy told him of the finding of the body six miles from Mercury Bay. The witness took a boat and rowed round to the spot. There lay Marks, just above the rocks, face downwards. The right-hand trousers pocket was turned inside out. His other pockets were filled with sand. The next statement he made proved of considerable importance to the medical witnesses. McLennan said the arms were outstretched and the hands were open.

          
Then came the medical evidence, and in the light of medical knowledge to-day, and especially as death had taken place a fortnight previously, it appears stupidly inconclusive and unreliable. Dr. Agassiz said he went to see the body, and added, that he had never seen a case of accidental drowning where the hands were not closed; they were generally clenched.

          
In addition to this somewhat extraordinary statement was the evidence of the next witness, Dr. Goldsbro. He said in all cases he had seen of accidental drowning the hands had been clenched, and the arms drawn towards the body.

          
The police evidence was supplied by Constable Grace. He said, acting in terms of his duty, he had inquired into the case. Burke, he said, told him he had not seen Marks on the night of the 24th; he (Burke) had been drinking all that day, and had not been to Carini's on the night in question. Witness said he brought Burke to Mercury Bay. The party of which he and Burke formed part, also consisted of the witnesses McLennan and Akran. One night on the way he slept at the store at Gum Town, Mercury Bay. They all lay on sacks of chaff. Before he dropped off to sleep, Grace said he heard the prisoner say to Akran, “If the —– woman will only keep her mouth shut it will be all right.” No doubt the prisoner was referring to Isabella Brown, who swore to seeing Burke in the company of the deceased before the commission of the crime.
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That was all the evidence called by the Crown, but the jury wanted to hear more from the witness, Pearce. He was duly recalled, and said that he did say to McKenzie after he had seen the two men, Marks and Burke, near the boat-shed, that McKenzie would never see Marks alive again. He had said this because Marks seemed to have quarrelled with Burke. “I could see that Marks was excited, for he was walking up and down. I myself have had a quarrel with Marks, and when he got excited he started walking up and down. I had very strong suspicion of Burke in consequence of knowing his character. I knew, too, that he had previously been convicted of manslaughter.”

          
Mr. Joy then opened the defence by saying that there was no evidence that a murder had been committed. There was, he said, no evidence as to the cause of death. He himself would call Akran to say that Burke, on the night of Marks' death, had gone to bed shortly after he had been seen with Marks, too soon after for the prisoner to have possibly been the murderer.

          
Akran, on being recalled, said that he and Burke had gone to bed together, and that Burke did not leave the room after going to bed. In cross-examination by the Crown Prosecutor he denied that he had told Inspector Bullen that Burke had been quite dry and that later he was wet through. In rebuttal, Inspector Bullen denied Akran's evidence which he had just given on behalf of the prisoner.

          
Then came Mr. Joy's speech. Again he reiterated that there was no evidence of a crime having been committed. Indeed, that seems to have been the case, for there was no real evidence that Marks had been drowned, let alone that he had been murdered. The Crown case seems to have been very imperfectly constructed on this very important phase. Mr. Joy went on to say that there was no connection of Burke with the death. Again that seems almost correct, there being practically nothing against Burke but his own false statements. As to Pearce's evidence, that witness had to rely on his hearing. The night was dark and the weather hazy, and he may well have been honestly mistaken. The medical evidence, Mr. Joy said, was not of much use, and it did not touch the serious effect that three weeks' immersion in the water would have had. At the least the prisoner was entitled to the benefit of the doubt.

          
Mr. Brookfield put his case to the jury by saying that there was a case for the prisoner to answer. Beyond doubt he said the deceased met his death by foul play. The condition of his pocket indicated the motive for the crime. There was nothing to throw any real doubt on the evidence of Pearce and, if accepted, then Marks and Burke were quarrelling just before Marks' disappearance. Then Mr. Brookfield asked the jury why, if innocent, had Burke made a false statement, if, indeed, it were not to conceal his actions on the night of the 24th? Finally Mr. Brookfield made the submission that the jury could bring in a verdict of manslaughter if they were not satisfied on the major charge of murder.

          
In his summing up to the jury, the Judge said there was no evidence that would entitle them to reduce the charge to manslaughter. It was murder or nothing. He thought there was no real evidence of quarrelling to allow of such a reduced charge. Then the Judge dealt with the evidence at length. He traversed all the facts that went to point out Burke as the murderer. He could not. however, ignore the lack of evidence shewing that Marks had necessarily been murdered. There was no evidence of preliminary assault, such as fractured skull or the like. It had been assumed that the man had been drowned, but it may have been an innocent drowning. The strength of the case against the prisoner lay in the fact that for some reason the prisoner had denied that he was at Carini's hotel, or in the company of Marks, on the 24th April. The Crown properly suggested that that was the act of a guilty man. That, however, was a matter for the jury. It was certainly suspicious, and the Judge properly told the jury that they were to come to their conclusion on evidence and not on bare suspicion.

          
The jury retired, and in twenty minutes declared that they unanimously found the prisoner not guilty.

          
Burke was thereupon discharged, and left the dock a free man, though no doubt he was unable to clear himself of the grave suspicion that he well might have done his friend to death in a drunken quarrel.

          
On the evidence, however, the jury would have taken a grave risk in convicting Burke. The onus of proof is no light and flimsy obligation. Proof of the committal of a crime must be by strong, clear evidence if the standard of British justice is to remain high in the estimation of the world.
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Darwin at the Bay of Islands
            
          

          
(
By D.J.C.
)

          

“I
Believe we were all glad to leave New Zealand. It is not a pleasant place. Amongst the natives there is absent that charming simplicity which is found at Tahiti; and the greater part of the English are the very refuse of society. Neither is the country itself attractive.”

          
If few people know that Charles Darwin once visited New Zealand still fewer are aware that he formed such a bad opinion of the country and its inhabitants as is concisely set out in the above quotation. Yet the words are quite authentic, and are to be found at the end of the tenth chapter of “The Voyage of the “Beagle.’” The book, of course, consists of the diary Darwin kept when he toured the world as naturalist aboard H.M.S. “Beagle,” which was despatched by the Admiralty to make a survey of parts of South America and the countries of the Pacific.

          
Darwin's expedition entered the Bay of Islands—or, rather, they were becalmed near the mouth—early in the morning of December 21st, 1835. The evolutionist was then a young man, or else perhaps he would not have generalised so hastily about New Zealand and New Zealanders—especially as the “Beagle” only stayed in the Bay of Islands nine days before resuming the voyage to Sydney. However, Darwin's account of his visit is well worth reading, if only for its clarity and extreme individuality. It is clearly the work of a strong-thinking and analytic mind. For instance, here is Darwin's very first impression of New Zealand scenery; and, though it might arouse indignant protest in some quarters, it is worth quoting in full:—

          
The general tint of the landscape is not a bright green; and it resembles the country a short distance to the south of Concepcion in Chile. In several parts of the bay, little villages of square, tidy-looking houses are scattered close down to the water's edge. Three whaling ships were lying at anchor, and a canoe every now and then crossed from shore to shore; with these exceptions, an air of extreme quietness reigned over the whole district. Only a single canoe came alongside. This, and the aspect of the whole scene, afforded a remarkable and not very pleasing contrast with our joyful and boisterous welcome at Tahiti.

          
The last sentence strikes a discordant note; but what a familiar picture is summoned up by the rest—New Zealanders who appreciate their past cannot fail to recognise the scene! Darwin went ashore at Paihia—“One of the larger groups of houses, which yet hardly deserves the title of a village”—the settlement of the missionaries. He finds little pleasure in the contemplation of the dwellings of the Maoris; but is surprised “to behold the English flowers in the gardens before the houses; there were roses of several kinds, honeysuckle, jasmine, stocks, and whole hedges of sweetbriar.”

          
The next morning he went for a walk in the district. His progress was necessarily slow on account of the well-nigh impenetrable bush; and when he attempted to walk along the beach he was stopped by the many salt water creeks; but he was much struck by the Maori fortifications on the neighbouring hill-tops. His scientific mind immediately commenced to work: “As there was no water on these hills, the defenders could never have anticipated a long seige, but only a hurried attack for plunder, against which the successive terraces would have afforded good protection.”

          
In company with Captain Fitz Roy, of the “Beagle,” and a Mr. Baker, one of the missionaries, the naturalist went for a walk that evening to the neighbouring Maori village of Kororareka. There he paused to make another odious comparison, this time between the Maori and the Tahitian; and once again, it must be said, he was at fault: “The comparison, however, tells heavily against the New Zealander. He may, perhaps, be superior in energy, but in every other respect his character is of a much lower order. One glance at their respective expressions brings conviction to the mind that one is a savage, the other a civilised man.”

          
The day after his visit to Kororareka the naturalist made the acquaintance of the British Resident, Mr. Busby (the centenary of whose arrival in New Zealand is being celebrated this year) who told him that he should visit Waimate, the model missionary settlement. Mr. Busby accompanied Darwin on part of his way to Waimate, and told him several stories of his experiences with the Maoris. On the walk to Waimate the naturalist noted again how “the whole scene in spite of its green colour, had rather a desolate aspect,” and his scientific imagination was once more at work. He thought at first that the presence of so much fern meant that the land must be sterile, but later discovered that “wherever the fern grows thick and beast-high, the land by tillage becomes productive.”

          
On arrival at Waimate—“the sudden appearance of an English farm-house, and its well-dressed fields, placed there as if by an enchanter's wand, was exceedingly pleasant”—the naturalist was welcomed by a Mr. Davies:—

          
At Waimate there are three large houses, where the missionary gentlemen, Messrs. Williams, Davies, and Clarke, reside; and near them are the huts of the native labourers. On an adjoining slope, fine crops of barley and wheat were standing in full ear; and in another part, fields of potatoes and clover… . All this is very surprising, when it is considered that five years ago nothing but the fern flourished here.

          
And later he makes the acquaintance of the Rev. W. Williams himself, the happy appearance of whose home impressed him considerably.

          
Another day Darwin spent on a trip to Waiomio with Mr. Busby, and he was forced to comment on the extraordinary rock-formation there. He also encountered an authentic example of the superstitious Maori character:—

          
Here there are some singular masses of limestone, resembling ruined castles. These rocks have long served for burial-places, and in consequence are held too sacred to be approached. One of the young men, however, cried out, “Let us all be brave,’ and ran on ahead; but when within a hundred yards, the whole party thought better of it, and stopped short. With perfect indifference, however, they allowed us to examine the whole place

          
The remainder of his hurried stay was spent in making botanical and zoological collections—some of the data he gathered no doubt contributed one day to his epoch-making evolutionary theory—and then on December 30th, the anchor was weighed and sail set for Sydney. Lest the carping remarks already quoted leave a bad impression, it might be best to end with one more paragraph of the highest praise the Englishman could give:—

          
As the evening drew to a close, the domestic sounds, the fields of corn, the distant undulating country with its trees might well have been mistaken for our fatherland; nor was it the triumphant feeling at seeing what Englishmen could effect; but rather the high hopes thus inspired for the future progress of this fine island.
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A New Zealand Duel

 Honour Satisfied
          
        

        
(
By “
Senex.”)

        
The following brief account of the only regular duel ever fought in New Zealand, was given to the writer by an old gentleman who, as a young officer in the British Army, acted as second to one of the combatants.

        

A
T the close of the Maori wars some of the officers who had completed their period of service, or who had decided to settle in the country, retired from the forces, and proceeded to settle upon the areas granted them on account of their military services. They were good soldiers, but were not very well fitted for the rough and tumble work of pioneering, although many of them eventually made good. One of these military settlements was established near Kaipara Harbour, north of Auckland. It was here that the duel was fought.

        
Life in the little settlement was very quiet, dull, and monotonous, so the ex-officers indulged in social functions at one another's homes. Liquor flowed freely, and a flutter at cards provided excitement. At one of these card parties, a dispute arose over an accusation of cheating, and words were used that no gentleman could suffer to have applied to him. This scene was followed by a scuffle, but the combatants were separated. The tumult subsided eventually, but the portents were such that everyone saw that serious things were about to happen—as happen they did.

        
A court of honour was held, and it was decided that, as officers and gentlemen, the parties to this dispute must satisfy their wounded honour by a duel. They were both willing, and the details were soon arranged. My informant acted as second for one of the combatants. It was decided that pistols should be the weapons to be employed.

        
At sunrise the whole party walked down a bush track to an open space in the manuka, thought to be just the place for an affair of honour. A doctor in the party carried his case of instruments; one of the seconds carried the case of duelling pistols. Upon arrival at the chosen ground, the principals and the seconds observed all the punctilioes of a formal duel. At last the duellists stood facing each other, pistol in hand, at the regulation fifteen paces. “One! two! three!” was counted, and both pistols were discharged simultaneously. One combatant registered a clean miss; the other chipped a nick out of his opponent's shoulder, a mere scratch.
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Honour was satisfied. The quarrel became a thing of the past, and the party returned to eat a hearty breakfast, and rejoice for several days over the happy issue from what might have resulted in a tragedy.

        
Wonderful is the power of tobacco in safe-guarding smokers from infection! A lady, in writing to the Auckland “Star,” related, how, during the terrible epidemic of influenza in 1918, she volunteered to help nurse the Auckland sick, and with her assistants, tended patients innumerable in their own homes. The sole precautions observed by these ladies before entering a sick room was to smoke a cigarette. Not one of them contracted the malady. Also, out of the many drivers of ambulances conveying patients only four were affected, and of those four three were non-smokers! Of course the tobacco used for disinfecting purposes would be good. So, of course, should the tobacco used by ordinary smokers who value their health. The best tobaccos are the New Zealand toasted ones. Toasting absorbs the nicotine, and you can smoke them not only with the keenest enjoyment but with absolute safety. There are only four brands of toasted: Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Riverhead Gold, Cavendish, and Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead). Of course there are imitations. Every good thing is imitated. Beware!*
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Enchantment.

          
You smiled at me.

          

            
My fear took flight And fled like mist before the sun.


            
The dreaming, sapphire afternoon


            
Seemed touched with song and wild delight.


            
The droning of a bumble bee,


            
Became a hymn of praise to me.


            
You smiled at me.


            
I noticed then


            
A golden mist upon the hill.


            
Sweet scented gorse, but then it seemed


            
Treasure made for fairy men.


            
A soaring skylark seemed to be


            
Athrill with sudden ecstasy.


            
—D. G. M.
          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            

A Sketch.


            
The shadows of the ships


            
Rock on the crest


            
In the low blue lustre


            
Of the soft and inrolling tide.


            
A long brown bar at the dip of the sky


            
Puts an arm of sand in the span of salt.


            
The lucid and endless wrinkles Draw in, laps and withdraw.


            
Wavelets crumble and white spent bubbles


            
Wash on the floor of the beach.


            
Rocking on the crest


            
In the low blue lustre


            
Are the shadows of the ships.
            —
J. R. Hastings.
          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            A Name.



            

              
A full score years ago, the curving harbour line,


              
Rising to the westward, by the bridged and tunnelled way,


              
Led then, as now, thro' sheltered dales, and on again, to twine


              
Its twin and gleaming threads, endlessly the day.


              
And first from town came Crofton Downs, which were as free to roam


              
As was the tang of Nicholson that drifted up the track;


              
And city folk knew Crofton as a journey far from home,


              
The goal of carefree, sunny days, with the night train back.


              
But the days of Crofton's fields have almost passed


              
And broad, tarred highways carry


              
human freight


              
Away beyond the flowery plots of homes, which risen fast,


              
Have placed its newly-given name within the city's gate.


              
But memories are welded with the Ngaio of to-day;


              
The rush to reach the “Manawatu”; the happy picnic train;


              
The fresh keen air upon the Downs; the sense of far away;


              
So Crofton cannot really pass, while we recall again.


              
—“Maryden.”
            

          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            
The Cottage on the Downs.



            

              
There are lots of lordly mansions


              
Set in forest and in flow'r;


              
With their avenues of oak trees


              
And a fountain all a-show'r;


              
There are palaces and castles


              
In a thousand busy towns;


              
But, they cannot match the glory,


              
Of my cottage on the downs.


              
There, the ivy-covered chimneys


              
Harbour cunning bird and nest,


              
And it's in the joy of springtime


              
That I love my cottage best;


              
There are curtains made of muslin


              
From my great-aunts' wedding gowns;


              
And they bring a touch of romance, To my cottage on the downs.


              
In the little low-roofed attic,


              
There's a cot, a box of toys,


              
And a frieze around the ceiling,


              
Made for little girls and boys;


              
There's a rocking-horse with pillion,


              
And two acrobatic clowns;


              
In that little low-roofed attic,


              
In my cottage on the downs.


              
In the quiet of the evening,


              
Comes a stillness on the air;


              
Such a hallowed, tip-toe silence,


              
Like a chapel hushed in prayer;


              
All the wickedness and worry,


              
Of those thousand busy towns,


              
Cannot mar the peace of heaven,


              
O'er my cottage on the downs.


              
Let me close these eyes a'weary


              
Of drab chimney pots and roofs;


              
Let me shut out all the echoes


              
Of these cars and ringing hoofs;


              
I was born and I was married,


              
Far from flurry of the towns;


              
And my thoughts are ever homing,


              
To my cottage on the downs.
              —
Jean Hamilton Lennox.
            

          

          
* * *

        

        

          

Blackbird.

          
Note.—Francis Ledwidge mentioned in the following verses was an Irish peasant on Lord Dubsaney's estate. Like John Keats, he became an apothecary's assistant, but grew weary of the town and tramped home again. He is the poet of the Blackbird, as Keats is the poet of the Nightingale. He died on active service.

          

            
Spring, with its treachery of warmth that steals


            
Into each crevice of the sentient soul


            
Worn with the waves of Time. One hears, one feels


            
Responsive yet, as some tranced bat or mole,


            
To influences ancient as the sun


            
Whose long beneficence is ne'er outrun.


            
Again the blackbird draws a tremulous bow


            
Athwart the heart of things, from garden places.


            
We stay to think that it was even so In cities vanished now, where vanished faces


            
Were suddenly informed with happiness


            
From listening to that leisurely caress.


            
E'en so Saint Francis listened, and was gay


            
To hear his little brothers black and brown.


            
Poor hunted Villon heard at close of day


            
A blackbird whistle in an old French town,


            
And knew brief respite from his guilty fear,


            
That poet who sang the snows of yester-year.


            
And then that other Francis, whose demesne


            
Was but a peasant's, Ledwidge, whose sweet song


            
Was stilled by war, heard you, and stood between


            
The inarticulate who hear and long, And you, blithe thing, interpreting your speech,


            
Joining in happy concord each to each.
            —
C. R. Allen.
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Auckland's Emerald Hills



Geographical and Historical Monuments.


        
“The volcanic formations (perfect models of volcanic cones and crater formation), which from their great extent and the remarkable and beautiful phenomena connected with them, render especially the Province of Auckland, one of the most interesting parts of the world.”—Hochstetter, 1855.
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Mt. Albert, showing portion of Railway Department's quarry and ballast line.


        

        


ANyone approaching Auckland by rail or sea is at once struck by the numerous small hills which are such a prominent feature of the skyline. While they are evidence of former intense volcanic activity, today their smooth grassy slopes, tree-studded and occupied with many attractive homes, make a fine setting for a modern, bustling city. They now constitute one of the pleasing features of the city and suburbs and are a source of interest to visitors on account of the beautiful views obtainable from the summits.

        
Nearly eighty years ago Hochstetter, a scientist from Vienna, made the first detailed study of the Auckland region. His books with accompanying maps and drawings are to be seen in the library and museum and provide good reading for the student. He stated that “the isthmus of Auckland is one of the most remarkable volcanic districts of the earth.” Within a radius of twelve miles from the city, he observed a total of sixty-three points of volcanic action.

        
In the Auckland Province are other groups of hills and single mountains of similar origin, e.g., at Whangarei and Waimate North, near the Bay of Islands. Further south are Karioi at Raglan; Pirongia near Kawhia; Te Aroha mountain; Mt. Maunganui at Tauranga; Maungatautiri near Cambridge; and Kakepuku and Te Kawa, twin hills which lie astride the railway near Te Awamutu. What particularly interested Hochstetter was the unique nature of the volcanic action in the form of cones, water level craters and the lava flows. Around the city are thirty-three hills, some standing alone, others in groups of two or more. There are seven lagoons, namely Orakei, Onepoto (2), near Northcote, Panmure, Onehunga, Mangere and Pukaki. Finally there are three islands, Rangitoto and Brown's (Motukorea) in the Waitemata and Weeke's (Puketutu) in the Manukau Harbour and one lake, Takapuna (Pupuke). In passing, it may be mentioned that the Western Springs are man made reservoirs and St. John's Lake (unfortunately emptied for the time being) was only formed indirectly as a result of a lava flow blocking up the outlet from a valley.

        
It is of interest to know that the Albert Park, now a beautiful central city park, formerly the site of the barracks which housed the Imperial troops at the time of the Maori Wars, is an old volcanic cone. Another centre of a large volcanic outbreak not usually realised as such was in the Domain, now the cricket ground. Formerly this was a swamp, and the pools near the Kiosk were the source of Auckland's first water supply. Evidence of its volcanic origin can be seen in the rocks and soil in the fernery now constructed behind the winter garden buildings. The War Memorial Museum with its commanding view, also the General Hospital and Outhwaite Park, are built on the encircling rim of the tuft crater which contains three vents inside.

        
The earliest outbursts of action are supposed to have occurred at Onepoto on the north side of the harbour, between Northcote and Bays-water. They are thought to have been submarine, resulting in the various tidal basins which remained without further development. Two of these, like little islands in a lake, are to be seen at various points. Activity on a larger scale, however, was revealed at the Three Kings, giving these hills the distinction of being the most extensive
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Looking over Onehunga from Mangere Mt., shewing One Tree Hill in the background.





group on the isthmus with a wide encircling rim. Rivers of lava came up from an underground reservoir and burst through the surface at different points on the sides of the hills. Today these stony streams can be traced over long distances, forming in their passage deep and long caves. Their existence provides an unending supply of road metal of varying value, but they also involve the local authorities in heavy expense when excavating roads and sewers. The cinders, or scoria as it is called, was in the early days used for roadmaking, but later mainly for footpaths—the bootmakers have to thank its use for much business! It is also used for concrete work. Being dustless and comparatively weedless, this material has been found to be a most admirable railway ballast.

        
With the passing of the years there has come a growing appreciation of the beauty of the hills and strong criticism has been voiced at the ugly scars on the sides of the mounts. Some of the quarries have been worked for over seventy years (the Railway Department operated one at Mt. Albert for many years), but gradually those on prominent hills near the centre of the city are being closed, and in time Nature will help to clothe the scars with an emerald covering.

        
In the case of publicly owned quarries, public opinion has been able to effect some cessation of quarrying, but it may come as a surprise to learn that twenty-five quarries on the sides of hills are still being worked, and that two hills at least have been wiped clean off the map. Of course the early settlers regarded the easily worked scoria as a gift of the gods at a time when local bodies had limited finance and there was little appreciation of the aesthetic. While many quarry sites in the outer suburbs are privately owned and, unless purchased, will probably be quarried in time, a debt of gratitude is due to the early Government surveyors for having made reserves on many hills. It is good to know that there are sixteen public domains situated on cones, and the total area, excluding Rangitoto Island, amounts to 552 acres. In addition ten Local Bodies quarry areas comprising 135 acres, which are likely to be added to the public reserves eventually.

        
The well known generosity of Auckland citizens to the place of their birth or adoption has been revealed in the gifts of portions of volcanic hills. The most notable are Cornwall Park (130 acres), on the northern slopes of One Tree Hill; (this was donated by Sir John Logan Campbell, the father of Auckland, whose grave occupies the summit); a portion of Mt. Hobson, Remuera (13 acres), donated by the Dilworth Trust Board; the Big King (20 acres), donated by the Wesley College Trust; Mt. Roskill (10 acres) and Mt. Innes, Tamaki (two acres); a total of 175 acres. A former Minister of Lands described One Tree Hill Domain as the finest city park in New Zealand, and a twentieth century visitor from Vienna, Dr. Scaeffer, in commenting adversely on some proposed improvements to the crater on Mt. Eden, said it was one of the most perfect in the world. The view from Mt. Eden, with its valuable direction table, is one of the most popular points from which visitors may survey this “Corinth of the South.” It may be mentioned that when standing on these hilltops there is a singular privilege in that this is one of the few places in the world where the observer can look on two seas approaching within less than a mile of each other, having different tide levels and times.

        
When arriving at or departing from Auckland by sea one prominent feature of the landscape which appears to look the same when viewed from any angle is the triple peak of Rangitoto Island. This interesting island possibly experienced the latest volcanic outbreak in the Auckland area, but it is doubtful if it was within the time of occupation of the gulf by the Maori people, say 600 years. The island is a botanist's and geologist's treasure ground. Sir Arthur Hill, Director of Kew Gardens, London, on a recent visit to the Dominion, was greatly interested in the flora on Rangitoto as having commenced within comparatively recent times, and he pleaded that every effort should be made to preserve its unique character by preventing the entrance of exotics. Unfortunately the letting of bungalow sites has led to the introduction of many exotics. The Domain Board has now become seized of the importance of the matter, and has taken steps to eradicate alien plants and weeds. Other undesirable immigrants already there are deer from the neighbouring island of Motutapu, which joins it at low tide, also wallabies and opposums. Prison labour has been used to construct a roadway of the kind the old Romans used to make, so that visitors can now drive in a motor bus around the island and nearly to the summit, a height of 854 feet. This ten-mile drive gives splendid views of the Hauraki Gulf and the environs of Auckland. The climb to the top is comparatively easy, by a fairly good path. Probably one of the best bargains the State ever made in the acquisition of land from the Maoris was the purchase of Rangitoto Island, with its 5,600 acres for £15. With the exception of a portion of about eighty acres, held for a Harbour Board quarry, the whole of it is set aside as a public domain. Its potential value even for commercial purposes might run up to £250,000.

        
Quite an interesting thing to contemplate is the use which has been made of the volcanic formations. The Albert Park, the Domain, and others are well known as beautiful and useful city parks. Lake Takapuna is the source of a dwindling water supply for the four northern boroughs. Mt. Albert has a football and cricket ground in the old crater; Otahuhu has a cycling and sports stadium; One Tree Hill is a playground with an attractive golf course; the Mangere Speedway at Pukaki lagoon, is an old sea-level crater now cut off from the tides; the Orakei basin, now nearly enclosed, is a model yacht lake, and the Panmure basin is used for outboard motor boat contests; the North Head is a military
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fort, and Mt. Victoria was for three-quarters of a century occupied as a shipping signal station.

        
On account of their elevation, many of the hills have been utilised as high level water reservoirs. What also makes the hills of special interest to visitors and residents alike is their association with the Maori people. Every hill was given an expressive name by the native occupiers, some from the trees or shrubs which grew thereon, others connected with the name of some historical personage, and some on account of their special situation. In the case of Mt. Wellington it was appropriately called Maunga-rei, “the hill of the ever-watchful,” because it lay like a guardian alongside the Tamaki estuary, the highway along which in olden days canoes were paddled to be pulled across the narrow neck of land between the two harbours. Nowhere else in the Dominion did the Maori people, who had a good eye for selecting a suitable place for refuge, construct so many fortresses in such a limited area. The loose nature of the soil, the shape and elevation of the cones, coupled with their proximity to swamps and the sea, made them eminently desirable as refuges in which to withstand many sieges.

        
Naturally, with the passing of the years, all the elaborate palisades and dwellings have disappeared, leaving only the earthworks and sites of house and food pits to remain as evidence of the intense labour of this virile race. The traditions and stories of the fights around particular hills make most interesting reading, and now only a remnant of the former inhabitants live within sight of their ancient hill pas, which are like the remains of the castles of the Middle Ages. Curiously enough about the time when the first Europeans poked their way into the water of the Waitemata Harbour, 115 years ago, they found the place practically deserted, because, with the introduction of firearms, it became too big a strain to hold the isthmus against the many invaders. The broken tribes had to scatter to the Waitakere Ranges and distant bays.

        
The isthmus must have carried a large population at various times, and Auckland was so attractive to different tribes that it earned the title of “Tamaki-makau-rau,” e.g., “Tamaki of the hundred lovers,” and to-day it still draws another race and contains the largest number of pakehas in any similar area in the Dominion.

        
Ancient Rome, which for long ruled the world, claimed some interest because it was built on seven hills, but Auckland, sitting astride the island between two seas, can claim she is set amidst thirty and three beautiful hills.
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Among the Books

 A Literary Page or Two
          
        

        

          
(By “

Shibli Bagarag.”)
        

        

          
I am pleased to hear that at long last New Zealand writers have set a movement on foot to recognise in some public way the great work done for New Zealand literature by Miss Jessie Mackay of Christchurch. Miss Mackay has intimated that what she would most value would be a letter signed by those who have achieved something for New Zealand literature. I understand that the testimonial will be presented to her in Christchurch.

          
* * *

          
Still another New Zealand black and white artist has deserted these shores for the more remunerative fields of Australia. Stuart Petersen, for the last few years cartoonist of the “New Zealand Free Lance,” left for Sydney last month. He was one of our most promising artists, not only in cartoon and caricature work but as an etcher and illustrator. One of his achievements was his illustrating of that outstanding work, “Legends of the Maori.”

          
* * *

          
I have received a copy of a catalogue published by Newbold's the big second hand bookshop in Dunedin. Among a host of interesting items is Thomas Bracken's “Flowers of the Free Lands” which is inscribed on the fly leaf by the author to “Thorpe Talbot,” the penname of the wife of Judge J. S. Williams. The item is priced at £4. In addition to the New Zealand books are many general items of interest to collectors. The catalogue is sent free on application.

          
* * *

          
To be published shortly by J. M. Dent and Sons is Mr. Alan Mulgan's first novel “Spur of Morning.” It is a fairly lengthy novel of political and social life in this country.

          
* * *

          
Under preparation by the Caxton Club, Canterbury College, is a small volume of verse from the pens of a number of our younger poets. Among those to be represented will be A. R. D. Fairburn, R. A. K. Mason, Eric Cook, and Allen Curnow.

          
* * *

          
A children's supplement recently made its appearance in the Christchurch “Press” under the title of “The Press Junior.” It is printed separately of a size convenient for the young readers, and appears on Thursday of each week. Among well known contributors is Johannes C. Andersen. This is the first feature of this kind to appear in any New Zealand paper, and is a tribute to the enterprise of the editor, Mr. Hugo Freeth.

          
* * *

          
Although it was published a few months ago I have just come across a copy of “Three Mile Bush,” the work of a young literary enthusiast of Carterton. The author is Mr. Warwick R. Lawrence who is still in his teens.

          
The book is the first history of the Wairarapa ever published. Among the many congratulatory reviews and letters received by the young author was a communication from Government House which stated: “Your vigorous enterprise as an author has been of more than ordinary interest to His Excellency who sends you his best wishes for further success as an author.”
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Copies of the book may be obtained from the author, Box 18, Carterton.

          
* * *

          
Another novel by a New Zealand writer is to be published shortly in Australia. The title of the book is “The Rebel” and the author is Miss Alice A. Kenny who has been a well-known contributor to many papers in Australia and New Zealand for many years past. The characters fall into two groups, a family on a seaside farm and a party of holiday makers in a beach cottage. The plot turns chiefly on the efforts of the Rebel to break away from the tyranny of an old-fashioned father, and on the return of a son supposed to be lost at sea many years before. There is some excitement in the story and some happy love making.

          
* * *

          
I have had an interesting letter from Miss Nelle Scanlan with reference to the recent big congress of the P.E.N. in Scotland. The New Zealand branch appointed her as their delegate to this congress. She states that of all the international conferences she has attended, and she has been to a great many, at Geneva and elsewhere, she has never heard such outspoken addresses as at the congress referred to. She states that she found many of the delegates greatly interested in New Zealand, and that she made many new friends among them. The two new circles present at the congress were Egypt and New Zealand. Miss Scanlan has had very fine press notices in London following the publication of her latest novel “Winds of Heaven.” The London “Morning Post” remarked that Miss Scanlan is a “find.” “John O'London's Weekly” described the novel as “an engrossing book.

          
* * *

          
The following interesting letter comes from Mr. C. R. Allen, the well known Dunedin author:—

          
“I was interested in the information contained in your book notes as to the amount received for a first novel; £40 seems a very generous allowance on account



of royalties. In my day £25 was the standard payment in advance on account of royalties. This meant that 850 copies of the novel had to be sold before the author earned any additional royalties. ‘The Ship Beautiful’ sold between two and three thousand copies, and I received about £40 in all. ‘Brown Smock’ just about earned the preliminary £25. I have certainly received nothing further, but in the process of ‘jobbing‘ the book ’the publishers probably made the small deficit good. ‘Tarry Knight’ was published without any preliminary fee and earned me about £7. It will thus be seen that my three novels earned me £80 between them. I supply this information, as I think that authors' earnings are a matter of vital interest to many who read books. It may be of interest to know that ‘The Ship Beautiful’ was rejected by Mudie's, but ultimately taken in by that library. ‘Brown Smock’ was taken by Mudie's on publication, owing, I presume, to a certain demand among Mudie's clients. Mr. Frewing Warne, of Frederick Warne and Co., told me for my comfort that ‘Daddy Long Legs’ was turned down by Mudie's at first, and that subsequently this library was compelled to take two thousand copies of that popular work. When the ‘Life of H. M. Stanley,’ the explorer, appeared, a raid upon Mudie's was organised in the interests of the book. I once heard Mr. Carr-Genn, a director of the Bodley Head, declare that his firm rushed out an edition of the work of Anatole France on Jean D'Arc on the occasion of the production of ‘Saint Joan’ at the New Theatre. When one has been once subjected to the publishing virus it is difficult to rid oneself of the fever. News that one's book has been ‘jobbed’ is akin to news of the death of a child. This is, no doubt, a mercenary way to think of one's book, but after all, the test of your book's appeal is the willingness of the public to buy it. I have met publishers from time to time, and have always felt the fascination of their calling. I incorporated a dictum of Mr. Andrew Melrose, now no longer with us, into my little play ‘Pierette Cheats the Publisher’ (I will not disclose how many pennies this little play has earned me; by buying a copy you would enrich me by that amount.) He said that he still looked upon publishing as a great adventure; still hoped for a great coup. He praised my play “When Mr. Punch was Young,’ but said he could not act as Fairy Godmother to me in that matter. The Fairy Godmother eventually turned up in the person of Mr. Basil Blackwell, of Oxford.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
“
Shibli” 
Listens in.

          
I hear that Jack Gilmour, the New Zealand cartoonist, is now in Australia.

          
Ian Coster, formerly of the defunct Auckland “Sun,” has been appointed film critic of the London “Evening Standard.” Previously he was with the “Sunday Dispatch” and managing editor of “Nash's Magazine.”

          
I hear that the “Australian Woman's Weekly” contemplates publishing a New Zealand edition at an early date.

          
A vastly improved magazine is “The New Zealand Licensee.” Free lance contributors will be interested to know that it pays for contributions.

          
“Landseekers,” the great new Australian novel, ran into a second edition within a week of publication.

          
* * *

        

        

          

Reviews.

          
“The Yellow Joss,” by Ion L. Idriess (Angus and Robertson, Sydney), is a collection of short stories built on actual fact and experience. The locale of most of them is in and about the wildest portions of Australia. As is to be expected from such a well known and experienced writer, Mr. Idriess handles his stories with skill and artistry. They are all interesting, and a revelation of the triumphs and tragedies to be found in the battle for existence in the wilder portions of the great Australian continent. It is well worth adding to the fast growing library of Australian books.

          
“Conflict,” by E. V. Timms (Angus and Robertson, Sydney), is one of the most ambitious novels ever published in Australia. It is a long time since a story held me so strongly. It is a romance of the 17th century. The scene changes rapidly from the tragedies of simple fisher folk to the intrigues of people in high places; from glittering ballroom to the horrors of the galley slaves; from Bishop's Palace to the pirate quarter deck. The huge canvas is painted in vivid and striking colours by the power of the author's pen. I must confess though that the reiteration of the alleged wholesale profanity of the period will be wearisome to some and objectionable to others. Likewise, adherents of the Old Faith will not appreciate the fact that the author has made the deepest-dyed villain of the peace, held up to scorn and ridicule, a high placed ecclesiastic.

          
“Concrete for the Farm and Home.” The handyman will be keenly interested in this booklet, recently published. The mixing and laying down of concrete is to many an otherwise handy man full of insurmountable difficulties. This book sets out in the simplest and most practical manner possible the whole formulae of concrete mixing and the construction of the multitudinous forms in which it is laid out for the improvement of home and farm. Paths, pavements, motor drives, tanks, walls, steps, etc., are all described under their separate headings in a manner that allows of no mistake. The illustrations are numerous and most helpful. This most useful book may be had free by sending 3d. in stamps to “Concrete,” Box 134, Wellington.
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I am pleased to hear that at long last New Zealand writers have set a movement on foot to recognise in some public way the great work done for New Zealand literature by Miss Jessie Mackay of Christchurch. Miss Mackay has intimated that what she would most value would be a letter signed by those who have achieved something for New Zealand literature. I understand that the testimonial will be presented to her in Christchurch.

          
* * *

          
Still another New Zealand black and white artist has deserted these shores for the more remunerative fields of Australia. Stuart Petersen, for the last few years cartoonist of the “New Zealand Free Lance,” left for Sydney last month. He was one of our most promising artists, not only in cartoon and caricature work but as an etcher and illustrator. One of his achievements was his illustrating of that outstanding work, “Legends of the Maori.”

          
* * *

          
I have received a copy of a catalogue published by Newbold's the big second hand bookshop in Dunedin. Among a host of interesting items is Thomas Bracken's “Flowers of the Free Lands” which is inscribed on the fly leaf by the author to “Thorpe Talbot,” the penname of the wife of Judge J. S. Williams. The item is priced at £4. In addition to the New Zealand books are many general items of interest to collectors. The catalogue is sent free on application.

          
* * *

          
To be published shortly by J. M. Dent and Sons is Mr. Alan Mulgan's first novel “Spur of Morning.” It is a fairly lengthy novel of political and social life in this country.

          
* * *

          
Under preparation by the Caxton Club, Canterbury College, is a small volume of verse from the pens of a number of our younger poets. Among those to be represented will be A. R. D. Fairburn, R. A. K. Mason, Eric Cook, and Allen Curnow.

          
* * *

          
A children's supplement recently made its appearance in the Christchurch “Press” under the title of “The Press Junior.” It is printed separately of a size convenient for the young readers, and appears on Thursday of each week. Among well known contributors is Johannes C. Andersen. This is the first feature of this kind to appear in any New Zealand paper, and is a tribute to the enterprise of the editor, Mr. Hugo Freeth.

          
* * *

          
Although it was published a few months ago I have just come across a copy of “Three Mile Bush,” the work of a young literary enthusiast of Carterton. The author is Mr. Warwick R. Lawrence who is still in his teens.

          
The book is the first history of the Wairarapa ever published. Among the many congratulatory reviews and letters received by the young author was a communication from Government House which stated: “Your vigorous enterprise as an author has been of more than ordinary interest to His Excellency who sends you his best wishes for further success as an author.”
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Copies of the book may be obtained from the author, Box 18, Carterton.

          
* * *

          
Another novel by a New Zealand writer is to be published shortly in Australia. The title of the book is “The Rebel” and the author is Miss Alice A. Kenny who has been a well-known contributor to many papers in Australia and New Zealand for many years past. The characters fall into two groups, a family on a seaside farm and a party of holiday makers in a beach cottage. The plot turns chiefly on the efforts of the Rebel to break away from the tyranny of an old-fashioned father, and on the return of a son supposed to be lost at sea many years before. There is some excitement in the story and some happy love making.

          
* * *

          
I have had an interesting letter from Miss Nelle Scanlan with reference to the recent big congress of the P.E.N. in Scotland. The New Zealand branch appointed her as their delegate to this congress. She states that of all the international conferences she has attended, and she has been to a great many, at Geneva and elsewhere, she has never heard such outspoken addresses as at the congress referred to. She states that she found many of the delegates greatly interested in New Zealand, and that she made many new friends among them. The two new circles present at the congress were Egypt and New Zealand. Miss Scanlan has had very fine press notices in London following the publication of her latest novel “Winds of Heaven.” The London “Morning Post” remarked that Miss Scanlan is a “find.” “John O'London's Weekly” described the novel as “an engrossing book.

          
* * *

          
The following interesting letter comes from Mr. C. R. Allen, the well known Dunedin author:—

          
“I was interested in the information contained in your book notes as to the amount received for a first novel; £40 seems a very generous allowance on account



of royalties. In my day £25 was the standard payment in advance on account of royalties. This meant that 850 copies of the novel had to be sold before the author earned any additional royalties. ‘The Ship Beautiful’ sold between two and three thousand copies, and I received about £40 in all. ‘Brown Smock’ just about earned the preliminary £25. I have certainly received nothing further, but in the process of ‘jobbing‘ the book ’the publishers probably made the small deficit good. ‘Tarry Knight’ was published without any preliminary fee and earned me about £7. It will thus be seen that my three novels earned me £80 between them. I supply this information, as I think that authors' earnings are a matter of vital interest to many who read books. It may be of interest to know that ‘The Ship Beautiful’ was rejected by Mudie's, but ultimately taken in by that library. ‘Brown Smock’ was taken by Mudie's on publication, owing, I presume, to a certain demand among Mudie's clients. Mr. Frewing Warne, of Frederick Warne and Co., told me for my comfort that ‘Daddy Long Legs’ was turned down by Mudie's at first, and that subsequently this library was compelled to take two thousand copies of that popular work. When the ‘Life of H. M. Stanley,’ the explorer, appeared, a raid upon Mudie's was organised in the interests of the book. I once heard Mr. Carr-Genn, a director of the Bodley Head, declare that his firm rushed out an edition of the work of Anatole France on Jean D'Arc on the occasion of the production of ‘Saint Joan’ at the New Theatre. When one has been once subjected to the publishing virus it is difficult to rid oneself of the fever. News that one's book has been ‘jobbed’ is akin to news of the death of a child. This is, no doubt, a mercenary way to think of one's book, but after all, the test of your book's appeal is the willingness of the public to buy it. I have met publishers from time to time, and have always felt the fascination of their calling. I incorporated a dictum of Mr. Andrew Melrose, now no longer with us, into my little play ‘Pierette Cheats the Publisher’ (I will not disclose how many pennies this little play has earned me; by buying a copy you would enrich me by that amount.) He said that he still looked upon publishing as a great adventure; still hoped for a great coup. He praised my play “When Mr. Punch was Young,’ but said he could not act as Fairy Godmother to me in that matter. The Fairy Godmother eventually turned up in the person of Mr. Basil Blackwell, of Oxford.”

          
* * *
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“Conflict,” by E. V. Timms (Angus and Robertson, Sydney), is one of the most ambitious novels ever published in Australia. It is a long time since a story held me so strongly. It is a romance of the 17th century. The scene changes rapidly from the tragedies of simple fisher folk to the intrigues of people in high places; from glittering ballroom to the horrors of the galley slaves; from Bishop's Palace to the pirate quarter deck. The huge canvas is painted in vivid and striking colours by the power of the author's pen. I must confess though that the reiteration of the alleged wholesale profanity of the period will be wearisome to some and objectionable to others. Likewise, adherents of the Old Faith will not appreciate the fact that the author has made the deepest-dyed villain of the peace, held up to scorn and ridicule, a high placed ecclesiastic.
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Salesman Held Up By Neuritis
        

        

          
After 37 Years “On the Road”


Now He's Recommending Kruschen.

          
“It looked as though I was through with my line of work,” writes this salesman. But that was before he had tried Kruschen for his crippling neuritis. Read what he has to say now:—

          
“Some weeks ago I was so bad with neuritis in the back of my leg that I could scarcely walk. The pain was dreadful. I am a commercial traveller, and it certainly looked as though I was through with my line of work. Then a good friend of mine advised me to take Kruschen Salts, as it had put him right. Well, to tell you the truth, I treated his suggestion as a joke—after all I had tried with different treatments. But I thought there was no harm in trying it anyway. So I took a regular dose of Kruschen every morning up to one week ago, when, I am pleased to say, the pain was completely gone. I have since been taking just the small dose in my coffee every morning. I have mentioned Kruschen Salts to so many of my friends that some of them had come to the conclusion I was selling them! I have been 37 years on the road, and have quite a few friends in this country.”—W.A.D.

          
The pains of neuritis and sciatica are a symptom of deeper trouble—the same trouble that causes rheumatism, gout and lumbago. They are a sign of an impure blood-stream. They show that poisons have crept into the blood. Kruschen Salts keep the organs of the body working actively so that all clogging impurities are removed from the system. And if you continue with a regular daily dose of Kruschen, there can be no possibility of such poisons accumulating again.

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

          
‘Burnt Sugar,” by F. E. Baume (Macquarie Head Press, Sydney), is a remarkable novel of the all too brief and tragic life story of a young Australian-born Italian. Mario Zobella spends his boyhood and his early manhood among the sweltering canefields of North Queensland. His extraordinary obsession that he must at all costs disown his nationality and be Australian, in speech, thought and action, incurs the hatred of his mother and his compatriots. He fights through and becomes a well-to-do business man, marries happily, and—well I must not spoil the story. It is a gripping, at times halting narrative, handled at times more as a journalist would write a yarn (with appropriate headlines) for his paper. I do not like Mr. Baumes’ at times vulgar, or shall I say, unconventional realism. There is no denying the fact that he knows how to keep the interest of his readers at a high pitch.
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A Chat on Food Fads
          
        

        

          
(By 

Leo Fanning.)
        

        

          
Methuselah ate what he found on his plate,


          
And never, as people do now,


          
Did he note the amount of the caloric count—


          
He ate it because it was chow.


          
He wasn't disturbed, as at dinner he sat,


          
Destroying a roast or a pie,


          
To think it was lacking in granular fat,


          
Or a couple of vitamins shy.


          
He cheerfully chewed every species of food,


          
Untroubled by worries or fears


          
Lest his health might be hurt by some fancy dessert—


          
So he lived only nine hundred years.
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T
Hat verse was written by a humorist several years ago, when the world's peoples were being vehemently urged every day, in every way, to take a vitamin view of breakfast, lunch, dinner, morning tea, afternoon tea, supper and the snacks between. The vitamins, which had been quietly doing their various jobs for humanity since the beginning of things, had some notoriety for a while, and gave some frights to numbers of timid folk, but happily they have lapsed from the limelight, and are carrying on, as usual, among the carrots and onions, the bacon and eggs, and the oysters on shell.

        
* * *

        
Of course, we all have our fads about food. My own principal fads are peasoup, chicken-broth, beef-tea, hare-soup, oysters (on shell, fried, stewed, devilled or scalloped), whitebait, flounder, sole, butter-fish, smoked blue cod, roast lamb, fried bacon and green peas, chops grilled on wood embers, applepie, and so on. I have not yet taken to the raw potatoes or under-done mangel-wurzels recommended by some specialists. Perhaps the freshly-plucked carrot and the uncooked heart of the drumhead cabbage are good for some persons, but, alas, most of us are not spiritual enough for such fare. We are earthly enough to be drawn to the steaming or smoking flesh-pots.

        
When Caesar appealed for the propinquity of the fat, he had in mind the burly trencherman, the platter-cleaner who loved square meals, broad and deep rations. In Caesar's view the lean and hungry-looking Cassius was probably a person who lived on a radish a day, with a few sips of diluted vinegar. Indeed the average man of to-day rather fears the fad-foodist or food-faddist who thinks that the world's wheels should be run with herbal beer, soda-water and lettuce sandwiches. When a person acts as if real food was the invention of the devil, he needs careful watching in a deal, for his knife will be keen and he will carve to the bone. Some people can be benevolent on a dirt which looks scarcely more attractive than dirt, but it must be hard.

        
* * *

        
Brown bread has dropped into the background again. A few years ago it seemed that the nations which clung to white bread were heading for black ruin. The leaders of the brown brigades declared that white bread was merely the stuff of death, and that the strong staff of life was the brown loaf. If we would have better and brighter politics, we must eat more and more brown bread; if we would reach the heights to which hosts of idealists and uplifters were pointing, our knapsacks must be packed with brown bread (the wholemeal loaf). Some people were stampeded into this brownness, and now, just when they are perhaps reconciled to the roughness of it, an English medical man has asserted that the brown doctrine is tosh, and he is boldly flying the white flag.

        
* * *

        
That is the way of it always. When the world has hopes of better health from the drinking of quarts of hot water (advised by high authorities), higher pundits arise eventually to ridicule the hot water, and order the public to fill itself with cold pints. When the portly Pottles, whose waist is not what it was, has at last agreed to torture himself with exercises prescribed by one duly qualified practitioner, he nearly has his death from fright by reading a newspaper extract of a medical treatise to the effect that men of his age and corpulence have collapsed suddenly as the result of the very kind of exercising that he was induced to take.

        
* * *

        
Chewing-gum, chocolates and icecream may have made the modern boy less omnivorous than his father was long ago. Certainly, in my younger days, the lads of my suburb had very few fads in foods. The pallid pie held no terror for them; they could never get enough pie of any kind or colour. When ordinary and extraordinary food of kitchens was not abundant enough, they ranged into the woods and fields, and devoured all manner of herbage, roots, barks and seeds. What a pride



they would have felt in their feats if they had known then the myriads of good vitamins they absorbed with the green seeds of dandelions, the leaves, flowers or berries of hawthorn, the stalks of cocksfoot, the bark of the elm, the bloom of the Scotch thistle, the acorn, the creamy fibre of the peeled weeping willow, wild turnips and horse-radish. Rich people pay big fees nowadays to be ordered a much less interesting and less invigorating diet than the boys found free in the wilderness and on the sea-shore.

        
* * *

        
Even persons who believe they have no fads in their feeding stick to certain conventions. A man who blithely interviews the raw oyster shrinks from the live periwinkle, and he would not even attack the cooked winkle if anybody happened to call it a sea-snail. Kingsford Smith and his companions, when they were waiting for the Southern Cross to be found, in Northwestern Australia a few years ago, had some queer meals. They gave shudders to many folk when they reported, in due course, that they had eaten snails—but this was poetic license. The subsequent inquiry brought out the fact that the molluscs were seasnails (periwinkles, which many people welcome as a delicacy).

        
* * *

        
Raw fish appeals not to the average Briton, but in many of the South Sea isles some kinds of small fish are usually eaten raw. Miss Beatrice Grimshaw, who refers to this practice in one of her books, remarks that she was at first horrified by the spectacle, but she ultimately was persuaded to taste a dish of raw fish, and she liked it.

        
* * *

        
Some kinds of luscious wood-boring grubs are so highly prized by Australian aboriginals that they have a special religious totem devoted to these creatures, and they have fervent incantations and ceremonies to promote an abundance of the luxury.

        
* * *

        
Perhaps the pig is the world's least faddy animal in respect to food, and certain species of caterpillar are the most faddy. They will feed on only one kind of plant. If this favourite food fails, the caterpillar will perish. Whether such a tragedy is due to the caterpillar's lack of intelligence to change its diet, or to sheer conservatism, or to physical inability to adapt itself to strange juices and saps, I know not, but I am thankful that the voraciousness of some caterpillars has its limitations. Yet there seems to be a caterpillar for every sort of plant. If one species will not eat an orchid, another will, very cheerfully.

        
* * *

        
Some folks are faddists about food because they are born that way. Nature has given them a very poor affair for a stomach, which is in chronic revolt against the good things of life. These faddists may be forgiven, but there are others whose trespasses are deliberate. I know several commercial artists who could vanquish a hefty navvy in a pie-cart competition, but they feed foolishly. They believe that the best foundation for art is the tart or cold rice-pudding. They fiddle with insipid forms of food, and therefore their work tends to become vapid. When a man of robust build and big appetite plays such mean tricks on his stomach, this organ will have its revenge. If the stomach wishes to be friendly, it is well to encourage its bonhomie.

        
* * *

        
The most interesting food-faddist I have known was a man who lived to eat and loved the treat. He was a very thorough believer in food, and plenty of it. His fads did not lie in the exclusion of foods, but in the methods of growing or raising the provender. He had special diets for his cabbages, potatoes, carrots, turnips, and parsnips, and for the fowls, geese, ducks and turkeys, which he fattened for his frequent feasts. He had made enough money to retire, and the hobby which kept him alive was the dieting of various members of the vegetable and animal kingdoms for his corporeal pleasure. Nothing (except the eating) pleased him better than to talk by the hour about his experiments in the feeding of his leafy and feathered pets, and to gaze at his prospective dinners in his garden and poultry-runs.

        
Novels which literally sold by the million were penned by the late Charles Garvice whose literary output rivalled that of Edgar Wallace—Gar-vice was indeed a prolific writer, and frankly acknowledged his indebtedness to tobacco as a source of inspiration. He was a heavy smoker. Before starting to dictate to his typiste he would fill half-a-dozen pipes with his favourite mixture, arrange them in a row, and smoke one after the other. His tobacco was a special blend remarkably free from nicotine, in which respect it resembled our famous New Zealand tobaccos, the nicotine content of which, however, is smaller still. The toasting to which the New Zealand tobacco is subjected when manufactured accounts for its popularity. For flavour, fragrance, and all-round appeal the four toasted brands, Riverhead Gold, Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Cavendish, and Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), are unrivalled the world over. Absolutely harmless (as the result of toasting), these—the only toasted tobaccos—are universal favourites. Their success has brought out, mushroom like, a crop of imitations. Take care when you buy!*
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Pageant of the Pioneers.
          
        

        

          
(By 

Tangiwai.)
        

        

          

IT is not too early to set going our preparations for New Zealand's centenary celebrations. While Wellington has a tentative proposal for an exhibition—the question of a suitable site is a troublesome preliminary—Auckland has a programme outlined for a week's pageant of history, on shore and harbour. It will be, as sketched so far, primarily a pageant of the pioneers, portraying with all the needful vividness and detail the phases of life in our first century, beginning with the missionaries and the traders and the Maori life, and depicting episodes in the coming of the early settlers, then the Maori wars, with some of the thrilling passages in the long conflict and the adventures of the frontier settlers; then the peace-making and the festive gatherings of the native folk welcoming their pakeha friends. Then, too, the social life of the pakeha town, from the days of crinolines onward.

          
The old-time naval and military pages in the story of Auckland, or of Wellington, are capable of being illustrated with most dramatic spectacles. Then, too, there could be a Maori village, a model pa all of the ancient time, by the waterside in one of Auckland's bays; and canoes could be brought down from the Waikato, and new craft built, or rather chopped out, for a revival of the great war-canoe races on the Waitemata, such exciting contests as we used to see on the Lower Waikato and on Auckland Harbour in the Nineties.

        

        

          
Ships of the Past.

          
But the phase of New Zealand's story that I, for one, would like to see reproduced thoroughly well, and one that will necessitate more trouble and technical accuracy than most of the other features of the spectacles presented in the living panorama of history, is the reproduction of one or two of the old sailing ships that brought the British immigrants to New Zealand.

          
The pioneering era may be said to have ceased in this country when the big square-riggers ceased to carry passengers and steam took sail's place. The earliest ships, such as the Duchess of Argyle and the Jane Gifford, which brought the first regular immigrants to Auckland, and the Tory, which pioneered Wellington, were small vessels compared with the clippers of the Sixties and Seventies. It should be possible to have replicas of these vessels, true to period in dimensions and rig, sailing up the harbour and landing their passengers on the beach as they did long ago. There are old laid-up craft to draw upon and reconstruct; or replicas could be built. It would take money, but nothing satisfactory can be done without liberal expenditure, and this is the event of a century—and the outlay would be justified. Auckland and Wellington will attract travellers from all over the Pacific, but particularly from Australia, if really original and dramatic spectacles are presented on a large scale.

          
One's imagination is greatly drawn by the idea of those old-time sailing-ships landing their sea-weary pilgrims of whom Thomas Campbell wrote in his poem for the Wellington pioneers, that when they'd ploughed the stormy deep they'd plough a smiling land. There are some fine lines in Alan Mulgan's poem of the pioneers, ‘Golden Wedding,” picturing the summer-time approach to New Zealand's shores after the storm and ocean-stress of a four months’ voyage:

          

            
“… Watches curve and run


            
In easy flight under a waxing sun;


            
The full-flowered masts are towers of


            
loveliness.


            
The wind is merciful, the waters bless;


            
Till one calm eve, blue-robed and


            
sunset-browed, A white cloud hangs too white and


            
clear for cloud, God's friendly half-forgotten hills still


            
stand, And the long loneliness is over—


            
land!”
          

        

        

          
The Settler and the Manuka.

          
That quotation from “Golden Wedding,” a poem which is a perfect epic of the country settler's life, a capital “dipping book,” takes one on to the sights, sounds and scents of the new country as they impressed the pioneer. How good this from Mr. Mulgan's description of the manuka, a plant which would be treasured and grown in gardens and parks if it were less common:

          

            
“Tent-life, the slab-side shack; camp-oven bread;


            
Tea-tree for firewood; shelter, even bed.


            
Easy to clear away, and how it burned!


            
And how it came up when your back


            
was turned!


            
Spoiling your paddock with a host of


            
spears


            
Cursed for, a pest in those lean


            
struggling years,


            
It grew, this homely root in alien soil,


            
Close to their hearts, this shrub of sun and toil,


            
This warm, wind-incensed pasture of


            
the hills,


            
White with pure starring. Save the


            
strange heart fills


            
With love of this, it will not love the


            
land.”
          

          
A Camden Town (North London) Debating Society has been wrestling with the old, old problem. To smoke or not to smoke? The question, although badly moth-eaten, still crops up periodically at debating societies. Voting was equal on this occasion—pro. and con. So the President (a medical student) gave his casting vote in favour of the weed—and the trade doubtless breathed again! “There's no harm in tobacco,” declared the President, “so long as you exercise common sense and avoid brands too rich in nicotine. It's poisonous stuff!” So it is. But since the introduction of toasted New Zealand tobacco, smokers in this country, at any rate, need not fear nicotine poisoning with its train of evils. The wonderful purity of the four well-known brands, Riverhead Gold, Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Cavendish, and Cut Plug 10 (Bullshead), is due to their all being toasted, which process also accounts for their exquisite flavour and beautiful bouquet. Finer tobacco is not to be had for love or money. And yet it is quite moderate in price.*

          


          
sight as much as possible. Godets are unobtrusively inserted. Soft materials for summer frocks have a greater fullness, deep inset pleats, flounces, godets and accordeon pleatings being used.

          
Coats are loose or close fitting, long or short, plain or decorated with flat surface trimmings such as buttons. The three-quarter length swagger coat is popular with the ensemble or three-piece suit. The long coat is cut on slim lines with a fitting back and an easy-fitting front. Collars are of all kinds, but the scarf-collar is specially popular. Revers are in pairs or single. Sleeves are plainer. Every dress has a coat, cape, bolero or jacket to go with it.

          
Buttons form the most important trimming for suit or frock. Scarves appear in great variety; plaid taffetas are chic. Belts are important.

          
Hats have shallow crowns and brims of all widths. Does the shallow crown portend the return of the hat-pin? I think not. A thin elastic at the back saves the situation. Fascinating little caps and berets match smart scarves.

          
Among the accessories, notice the lovely silver and enamel hair-bands and bangles. Bangles are from one to two inches wide.
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IT is not too early to set going our preparations for New Zealand's centenary celebrations. While Wellington has a tentative proposal for an exhibition—the question of a suitable site is a troublesome preliminary—Auckland has a programme outlined for a week's pageant of history, on shore and harbour. It will be, as sketched so far, primarily a pageant of the pioneers, portraying with all the needful vividness and detail the phases of life in our first century, beginning with the missionaries and the traders and the Maori life, and depicting episodes in the coming of the early settlers, then the Maori wars, with some of the thrilling passages in the long conflict and the adventures of the frontier settlers; then the peace-making and the festive gatherings of the native folk welcoming their pakeha friends. Then, too, the social life of the pakeha town, from the days of crinolines onward.

          
The old-time naval and military pages in the story of Auckland, or of Wellington, are capable of being illustrated with most dramatic spectacles. Then, too, there could be a Maori village, a model pa all of the ancient time, by the waterside in one of Auckland's bays; and canoes could be brought down from the Waikato, and new craft built, or rather chopped out, for a revival of the great war-canoe races on the Waitemata, such exciting contests as we used to see on the Lower Waikato and on Auckland Harbour in the Nineties.
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Ships of the Past.

          
But the phase of New Zealand's story that I, for one, would like to see reproduced thoroughly well, and one that will necessitate more trouble and technical accuracy than most of the other features of the spectacles presented in the living panorama of history, is the reproduction of one or two of the old sailing ships that brought the British immigrants to New Zealand.

          
The pioneering era may be said to have ceased in this country when the big square-riggers ceased to carry passengers and steam took sail's place. The earliest ships, such as the Duchess of Argyle and the Jane Gifford, which brought the first regular immigrants to Auckland, and the Tory, which pioneered Wellington, were small vessels compared with the clippers of the Sixties and Seventies. It should be possible to have replicas of these vessels, true to period in dimensions and rig, sailing up the harbour and landing their passengers on the beach as they did long ago. There are old laid-up craft to draw upon and reconstruct; or replicas could be built. It would take money, but nothing satisfactory can be done without liberal expenditure, and this is the event of a century—and the outlay would be justified. Auckland and Wellington will attract travellers from all over the Pacific, but particularly from Australia, if really original and dramatic spectacles are presented on a large scale.

          
One's imagination is greatly drawn by the idea of those old-time sailing-ships landing their sea-weary pilgrims of whom Thomas Campbell wrote in his poem for the Wellington pioneers, that when they'd ploughed the stormy deep they'd plough a smiling land. There are some fine lines in Alan Mulgan's poem of the pioneers, ‘Golden Wedding,” picturing the summer-time approach to New Zealand's shores after the storm and ocean-stress of a four months’ voyage:

          

            
“… Watches curve and run


            
In easy flight under a waxing sun;


            
The full-flowered masts are towers of


            
loveliness.


            
The wind is merciful, the waters bless;


            
Till one calm eve, blue-robed and


            
sunset-browed, A white cloud hangs too white and


            
clear for cloud, God's friendly half-forgotten hills still


            
stand, And the long loneliness is over—


            
land!”
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The Settler and the Manuka.

          
That quotation from “Golden Wedding,” a poem which is a perfect epic of the country settler's life, a capital “dipping book,” takes one on to the sights, sounds and scents of the new country as they impressed the pioneer. How good this from Mr. Mulgan's description of the manuka, a plant which would be treasured and grown in gardens and parks if it were less common:
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Close to their hearts, this shrub of sun and toil,


            
This warm, wind-incensed pasture of


            
the hills,


            
White with pure starring. Save the


            
strange heart fills


            
With love of this, it will not love the


            
land.”
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Renovating and Rejuvenating.

        
While doing the Spring-cleaning it is well to think out ways and means of achieving some changes in the furniture and furnishings of your home.

        
If the things are new and not due for any renovating, or if the household budget will not allow for any serious renewing, try changing the position of the furniture. What a different effect rearrangement has on the appearance of the room!

        
With the advent of Spring with the bright sunshine, our rooms begin to look dusty and dingy, no matter how well they have been kept. The great annual upheaval commences with the turning-out of furniture, beating and cleaning of carpets and rugs, washing, scrubbing and polishing of anything and everything that can be cleaned and polished.

        
Brightness will be needed to add to the freshness of your rooms. Gay cushions will help to give the desired effect and perhaps also a new piece of pottery to match your colour scheme. Antique and modern brass and copperware are also popular and give a sunny brightness to your home.

        
Choosing fabrics for loose covers is a fascinating business in the Spring. The colourings and designs of the present-day chintz, cretonne and shadow tissue are legion, and one can renew covers, curtains and cushions with little expense. China and pottery to match your colour schemes will greatly enhance the attractiveness of your rooms.

        
* * *
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Health Notes.

        

          
Burns and Scalds—First Aid Treatment.

          
For a small burn or scald the only treatment necessary is to cover the part with a non-irritating dressing that will exclude the air and not adhere to the skin. A soothing application is a compress of soft gauze or perfectly clean old linen saturated in a solution of baking-soda made in the proportion of one large teaspoonful of soda to a cup of warm water. Moisten the dressing at intervals to prevent it sticking to the skin. A dressing saturated with carron oil or plain olive oil may be used later if the skin is not broken.

          
Burns that are at all extensive are very dangerous owing to the amount of shock and pain that is present. A doctor must be sent for immediately.

          
Lay the patient at once in a recumbent position and keep warm and as quiet as possible. Cover the burned area with a compress of cotton-wool, gauze, or perfectly clean old linen saturated with the soda bicarbonate solution and keep it moist, but do not remove it.

          
If the clothing must be removed to' expose the burns, be very careful not to break any blisters that may have formed; disturb the patient as little as possible, and expose only a small portion of the burn at a time, and cover with a dressing before proceeding further. If any clothing sticks to the injured part, moisten with warm water or some of the soda solution, and cut it up the seams if necessary.

          
It is inadvisable to use oily dressings in these cases before the arrival of the doctor. Dredging with flour is messy and is difficult to remove; therefore, this treatment should only be used as a last resource.

          
If a child scalds his mouth, give him a teaspoonful of olive oil at intervals, pending the arrival of the doctor.

          
* * *
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Better Housekeeping.

        
If each week's domestic expenditure is carefully planned in advance, the housewife will get better value for money expended than if purchases are made in a haphazard fashion. Food buying is as important as good cooking.

        
The prudent housekeeper will buy in quantities that will ensure a saving, and at the same time budget the needs for her household sufficiently to avoid waste due to deterioration of food by over-stocking the larder. Small and frequent last-minute purchases are the most extravagant forms of buying, as a reduction in price is invariably secured by purchasing in larger quantities.

        
Market news and notes are available in the daily papers, and the clever housekeeper should use this knowledge to her own great advantage, and by judicious selection should obtain the best value for the money at her disposal.

        
Remember that it is poor economy to buy goods of inferior quality just because they appear to be cheap. The best will always prove cheapest in the end.
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To market with method the housewife should have a working knowledge of food values and the planning of wholesome, appetising and economical meals. A good cook knows her raw materials, and has a knowledge of how to prepare and cook them so that as little as possible of the value of the raw food is lost, at the same time serving them attractively. For example, kumeras should be cooked in the Maori fashion, that is, in their skins. No Maori would ever dream of peeling a kumera! It is well washed and then cooked according to the fancy of the moment.

        
Fruits and vegetables are not simply means of adding variety to the diet. They are specially valuable for the mineral salts they contain. If vegetables are wrongly prepared and cooked too long, mineral matter may be lost, and the vitamins destroyed, thus rendering them almost valueless as food. The usual method of cooking vegetables is, of course, boiling them, but do not use any more water than necessary. Steaming or cooking in parchment (or paper-bag cookery) is preferable to boiling.

        
The knowledge of the composition of food and the various food values is very helpful in the arranging of the meals which go on with monotonous regularity for the housewife. To lighten the task and to make it more interesting she should not miss the opportunities that come her way of attending the lectures and demonstrations that are given in the centres by qualified dieticians and home science experts. The women living in the country are not so handicapped in comparison with their sisters living in the towns. as they were in the past, for lectures are given over the radio on various subjects appertaining to the welfare of the home.

        
The work of cooking should be made one of the pleasant duties of the home instead of—as is so often the case—the biggest drawback. Of course there are cases where one woman has all the work in the home to do, including the cooking for a large family, but even with her some of the monotony of cooking can be lessened if she will acquire a scientific knowledge of the work.
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Home Notes.

        

          
Home-made Cleanser.

          
One cake sandsoap, 2 small packets Lux, 3 breakfastcups of boiling water.

          

Method.—Dissolve Lux in boiling water; then add crushed sandsoap, and stir well.

        

        

          
Home-made Floor Polish.

          
Quarter lb. beeswax, 1 oz. white soap, 1 pt. turpentine, 1 pt. boiled water.

          

Method.—Pare wax and soap very fine. Pour turpentine over it, and let it stand until quite dissolved, then add the water cold, bottle, and shake up until it becomes creamy.

        

        

          
To Clean Mirrors and Picture Glass.

          
Dust well. Polish with soft duster on which a little methylated spirit has been sprinkled. Finish with a leather or tissue paper. It is a good idea to clean the mirrors, etc., periodically with a paste of whiting moistened with methylated spirits, or with Bon Ami. When dry, polish with a clean duster. Do not allow the paste to touch the frame as it is difficult to remove.

        

        

          
To Clean Brooms and Household Brushes.

          
Choose a fine day and wash in a pail of warm suds. Rinse in warm water, then under the cold tap. Hang out in the fresh air to dry.

          
* * *
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Home-made Floor Polish.
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To Clean Mirrors and Picture Glass.

          
Dust well. Polish with soft duster on which a little methylated spirit has been sprinkled. Finish with a leather or tissue paper. It is a good idea to clean the mirrors, etc., periodically with a paste of whiting moistened with methylated spirits, or with Bon Ami. When dry, polish with a clean duster. Do not allow the paste to touch the frame as it is difficult to remove.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 9, Issue 6 (September 1, 1934)

To Clean Brooms and Household Brushes



          
To Clean Brooms and Household Brushes.

          
Choose a fine day and wash in a pail of warm suds. Rinse in warm water, then under the cold tap. Hang out in the fresh air to dry.
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Recipes.

        

Cauliflower Souffle. — Cooked cauliflower, 2 tablespoons flour, 2 pint milk, 3 eggs, 3 tablespoons grated cheese.

        

Method: Break cauliflower into small pieces and place in dish. Make a thick butter sauce. Add the beaten yolks of the eggs, then the cheese, and lastly the stiffly beaten whites of the eggs. Cover the cauliflower with the sauce and bake in a moderate oven for half-an-hour.

        

Cauliflower Salad. — Cooked cauliflower, 2 tomatoes, 2 hard boiled eggs, mayonnaise dressing.

        

Method: Break up the cauliflower into pieces and arrange in a dish. Pour over it the mayonnaise dressing. Garnish with the chopped whites of the eggs, sprinkle over the top the sieved yolk of eggs and grated cheese. Decorate with thinly-sliced tomatoes. This salad may be garnished with cooked carrots, turnips and green vegetables.
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Simple Household Hints.

        
Place a lump of sugar in the teapot you are putting away. It will prevent a giving-off of a mouldy smell and taste when you use it again.

        
A lump of sugar dissolved in liquid stove polish will give the metal a brilliant and lasting polish, with about half the labour usually necessary.

        

          

[image: ]
        

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 9, Issue 6 (September 1, 1934)

The Dim Past of New Zealand





        

          
            
The Dim Past of New Zealand
          
        

        
(
By 
H. 
Collett
.)

        
New Zealand is a country of fascinating primordial interests. Geographically the two islands may be classified as unique in the extreme. As we know them to-day they are merely two somewhat small islands; whereas, in fact, they are two fragments of an enormous, prehistoric continent that embraced one part of Australia—in two parts at that period—the West Pacific Islands and New Guinea. Also, New Zealand holds the distinction of being the oldest land-region of the world.

        
The tremendous cataclysm that brought about this severance must have occurred before mammalian life was in existence, or spread hither. This seems evidenced by a peculiar absence of indigenous mammals, amphibians and reptiles. In its stead we find a phenomenal variety of wingless avifauna, peculiar to New Zealand and of a highly interesting scientific nature. Many are unfortunately extinct, others rapidly becoming so. It is our duty to rigidly protect our indigenous avifauna by every means in our power; it is our duty to science and posterity.

        
The struthious type from which the Dinornis and Apertyx evoluted appear to have entered the prehistoric continent by a nor'-western route, and to have had an enormously wide range to judge by remains of various types that have been found in different parts of the Globe.

        
Bones of an extinct Rhea were unearthed in Brazil, those of extinct ostriches in Northern India. The Eocene deposits of England gave up the remains of an ostrich twice the size of the type of to-day. In the cretaceous rocks of North America were found the bones of an extraordinary ostrich, it was saw-toothed, carnivorous and a swimmer.

        
It appears rather strange that the avifauna of the North and South Islands are distinct, though closely allied: the southern type being heavier framed and stronger limbed. For example the “Dinornis Maximus,” is a giant amongst an .extinct giant avifauna of that period.

        
The tertiary deposits of New Zealand have proven a veritable treasure trove as regards our extinct avifauna. The Glenmark swamp, in so circumscribed an area as ten feet, yielded no less than eighteen skeletons, peculiar, not only in size but in formation of bone in Dinornis types, including the huge Moa. During the Moa-period it has been established, beyond doubt, a giant eagle existed; this was named “Harpagornis Moorei,” by Haast. There was also a giant goose, which was flightless, and a giant penguin. The skeleton of the former was found in the Earnsclough caves; of the latter in the limestone deposits of Oamaru.

        
In 1839 the fragment of a femur bone was obtained from a Maori who claimed it as that of a giant eagle. It was sent to England, where Professor Owen, after careful examination, placed it as that of a Moa. This, he explained so: eagle's bones are pneumatic, this was marrow filled; therefore belongs to a struthious type. Some of the giant birds attained the enormous height of nine to ten feet; in the fine museum of Canterbury may be seen a plate of much interest which depicts the old chief of the Ngapuhi—Tamata Waka Nene— wearing a dogskin mat and facing the built-up skeleton of a magnificent Moa.

        
In 1860, a Moa egg—unbroken, save for being pierced to remove the contents—was discovered in the grave of a Maori at Kaikoura. This egg was sent to, and sold in London to a Mr. D. Rowley, of Brighton, for £105, a poor price indeed for such a rarity. It is oval in shape and measures nine inches in length by seven inches in width. The colour is of a pale cream, stained brown on one side—probably by the yolk. The shell, about one-sixteenth of an inch in thickness, has a polished surface that resembles bone rather than eggshell. Two other eggs were found in the sandy loam of Upper Clutha. One, when reconstructed, contained the bones of an embryo chick.
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An Appreciation.

        
Writing to the Publicity Manager of Railways, a Timaru gentleman expresses appreciation of the kindly action of members of the railway staff at Christchurch in the following terms:—

        
“On Saturday, 21st July, I arrived at the Christchurch railway station from Wellington with a brother who was seriously ill, having contracted an illness whilst in Wellington. His condition was very bad, and he found the greatest difficulty in moving about. His condition was at once noticed by one of the station staff, I think he was a porter, who took his arm and conveyed him to one of the station rooms where there was a good fire—the morning was intensely cold. He set him by the fire whilst I got into communication with the doctor and the hospital where I proposed to place him. Another officer very kindly gave me the use of the station telephone, and in a few minutes everything was arranged. Your officer then secured a taxi, whilst the man who had taken my brother to the fire assisted him into the taxi, and then away to the hospital, which was reached within fifteen minutes of arrival at the station, thanks entirely to the facilities placed at my disposal. I do not know the names of those whose kindness I deeply appreciate, but I hope they will see this note and thus become aware that such kindness and thoughtfulness was not unnoticed.”
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The outlet of Lake Manapouri, South Island, New Zealand.
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The Oldest Railway in the World
          
        

        
(
By “
Cymro.”)
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S
Ituated on Swansea Bay, at the mouth of the River Tawe, in South Wales, is to be found the thriving, industrial town of Swansea. It possesses a large seaport, and is the chief centre of the copper smelting trade, while its tinplates and anthracite find a market the world over. Of recent years an oil refinery has come to play a not insignificant part amongst the more firmly established industries of the district.

        
Some five miles distant, towards the Western end of the Bay and at the head of the Gower Peninsula, lies the picturesque, sea-side village, known as the Mumbles. Possessing a mild, equable, climate, many beautiful natural bays, a splendid pier and pavilion, innumerable country lanes that all seem to lead ultimately to romantic coves and inlets much frequented by smugglers of an earlier period, it is perhaps only natural that Mumbles should be a popular holiday resort for the residents of the neighbouring town.

        
It is the connecting link between these two, thriving city and pretty village, that lays claim to the title of the world's oldest railway — the Swansea and Mumbles Railway.

        
It was in June, 1804, that an Act was obtained for constructing a Railway or Tramroad from the town of Swansea into the Parish of Oystermouth (now a part of Mumbles). It is admitted there were other railways in existence prior to this; notably the Grand Surrey Iron Railway and the Sirhowy Tramway. These and the rest ceased to exist with the passing of the years, but the Mumbles Railway remains and flourishes. In common with other railways that had been established on the Clyde and Tyne the Mumbles Railway was first used for conveying limestone and other minerals from quarries and mines near by. It was not until 1816 that passengers were first carried and then in a one-horsed carriage known as Llewelyn's car.

        
As can well be imagined the permanent way at this date was decidedly crude. Flanged rails of angle iron in three feet lengths were used, and in the absence of chairs they were spiked directly to stone sleepers.

        
About the year 1817, an interesting experiment was conducted. With the idea of assisting the carriage's progress, sails were utilised when the wind was in the right direction; surely this is a unique example of a “sailing train.”

        
Suffering many financial vicissitudes and changes of ownership, the railway was still horse-drawn in 1876 when a new company was formed which, not long afterwards, suggested a change to steam. As with every new advance in industry or transport there arose instantly a storm of protest, in which the Mayor of Swansea at that time took a leading part, against the proposed conversion. Their main concern was for the safety of the community generally, but objection was also made to the pollution of the countryside by smoke and the excessive noise. Eventually the dissenters found themselves in the minority and the Mumbles Railway was converted to steam in 1877.

        
In 1899 an Act of Parliament was obtained permitting the extension of the line from Oystermouth to Mumbles Pier (distant about 1 mile). About the same time the line was leased for a long term to the Swansea Tramways Co., which, in an endeavour to cope with the traffic to the Mumbles, now becoming increasingly popular as a seaside resort, set about making general improvements. The permanent way was lifted and relaid alongside the public road, the locomotives were changed from the enclosed type to the saddle tank variety and the carriages, which resembled tram cars more than railway carriages were split up into 1st, 2nd and 3rd classes. Thus the Mumbles Railway took the shape so familiar to those of the present generation.

        
Then it was the social event of the week to take the run down to the Mumbles on a Sunday afternoon or evening. On a fine Sunday the pier was always crowded, and after the leisurely run down it was very enjoyable to settle down to a couple of hours of light music dispensed by the band of the Grenadier Guards or a band equally as famous.

        
Perhaps the one day above all others that the Mumbles train was expected to give of its best was on August Bank Holiday.

        
Given fine weather as many as 45,000 trippers have been carried on this day, each train comprised of about 18 cars and drawing some 2,000 people—no mean feat for the old saddle tanks.

        
And now quite recently another step forward has been made; the Mumbles Railway has been electrified. Gone are the “beetle crushers” (as the engines were familiarly called) but the journey remains the same—five miles of sheer delight. On the one hand Swansea Bay with its vast stretch of golden sands; on the other there passes in succession, the St. Helens Ground where one can get an excellent if brief view from the top of the train, of Glamorgan XI. at play; the Recreation ground where the younger generation disport themselves; the Swansea University College, the newest of the University Colleges; an old bridge built by the Romans and Oystermouth Castle, reputed to have sheltered Oliver Cromwell, so that the interest is never allowed to flag.
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STAMPS

WILCOX, SMITH & CO.

Stamp Merchants,

14, MANSE ST, DUNEDIN.
[Established 51 Years.]
Finest stock of New Zealand,
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Stamps in the World.
Retail, Air, Buying and Selling
Lists Free.
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The CITY HOTEL

45 PRINCES ST.,
DUNEDIN, N.Z.

THE LEADING HOTEL OF
SOUTH ISLAND.

Close to Railway Station and
Post Office.

’Phones: Office 603; Upstairs 2176.
L. F. McCORMACK, Proprietor.
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RADIO LISTENERS should never be
in doubt about the Programmes . .

AlL those to be broadcast from the prominent New Zealand and Australian Stations can be obtained
a full week in advance for the modest sum of 4 pence.

BUT THIS IS NOT ALL! The “N.Z. RADIO RECORD AND HOME JOURNAL”
which features everyweek these important Australasian programmes, also contains a technical section,
for those interested in the finer points of Radio; pages devoted to the Talkics, Drama, Books and
Music; interesting articles and stories and a special section for women, including recipe and knitting
pages and a pattern service.

Buy a copy next week and see for yourself the extra enjoyment you derive from your Radio.

The “N.Z. RADIO RECORD & HOME JOURNAL”

ON SALE ALL BOOKSELLERS.
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TOURS TO ENGLAND
AND THE CONTINENT

PICKFORDS

TRAVEL SERVICE

DALGETY & CO., LTD.
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RALPH’S RELIABLE
REMEDIES

PROMPT MAIL ORDER CHEMIST.
DEPT. R.
RALPH SANFT,
201 Symonds St., Auckland C.3
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GOITRE

Treated by the Latest Approved Remedy.
Send for Full Particulars.
ROBERT MUIR —— Chemist,
529R, Balmoral Auckland.
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SATCHWELL
THERMOSTATS

To Control
Electric Hot Water Cylinders.
Heating of Rooms.
Soil Heating—Green Houses.

Sole N.Z. Agents
RICHARDSON, McCABE
& CO.LTD.  WELLINGTON.
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Comfort, Service, and a Moderate Tariff
are to be found at

THE EMPIRE HOTEL,
TIMARU,

The favourite home of Tourists, Civil Ser-
vants and Commercials.

MRS. E. F. O’LEARY, Proprietress.
Telephone 84. P.O. Box 129.
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THE BEST PUBLICITY MEDIA
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A typical Light Railway Company’s Headquarters, France, 1918,
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General Manager.
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Send to—

KEALY'S

FOR BOOKS.

New catalogue, No. 7, of Second-hand
Books just out. Post free on application.

21 SHORTLAND STREET,
AUCKLAND.,
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YOUR TOBACCO
AT WHOLESALE RATES.
22,100bs. MUST BE SOLD. FINEST
VIRGINIAN SUPER GRADE.

“BURLEIGH”

Flake Cut - - - 10/61b.
Ready Rubbed Pipe -  10/31b.
Roll Your Own - - 10/31b.

Prices include Sales Tax. Post Free.
CASH WITH ORDER FROM
THE MANUFACTURERS AND
MERCANTILE AGENCY,
WARWICK CHAMBERS,

QUEEN STREET, AUCKLAND.
'Phone 45-479.
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