




Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 11, Issue 7 (October 1, 1936)


The NZETC epub Edition
This is an epub version of 
     
The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 11, Issue 7 (October 1, 1936)
    by
     
    from the NZETC, licenced under the
     
Conditions of use 
     (http://nzetc.victoria.ac.nz/tm/scholarly/tei-NZETC-About-copyright.html).
 For more information on what this licence allows you to do with this work, please contact Library-TechnologyServices@vuw.ac.nz. 
The NZETC is a digital library based at Victoria University of Wellington, New Zealand. We publish texts of interest to a New Zealand and Pacific audience, and current strengths include historical New Zealand and Pacific Islands texts, texts in Maori and New Zealand literature. A full list of texts is available on our website (http://nzetc.victoria.ac.nz/).
Please report errors, including where you obtained this file, how you tried to access the file and details of the error. Errors, feedback and comments can be sent to Library-TechnologyServices@vuw.ac.nz.
About the electronic version


The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 11, Issue 7 (October 1, 1936)

Creation of machine-readable version: 
Keyboarded by Aptara, Inc.

Creation of digital images: 
Aptara, Inc.

Conversion to TEI.2-conformant markup: 
Aptara, Inc.

New Zealand Electronic Text Collection, 2008

Wellington, New Zealand

Digitisation authorised by 
OnTrack (New Zealand Railways Corporation),  and 
Toll NZ

          
Publicly accessible

          
URL: http://nzetc.victoria.ac.nz/collections.html

          
copyright 2008, by Victoria University of Wellington

        
Extent: ca. 265 kilobytes

        
NZETC acknowledges the kind assistance of the Wellington City Libraries and the Alexander Turnbull Library in helping to make this text available.

        
Line breaks have only been retained for non-prose elements.

      

About the print version

          


              
The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 11, Issue 7 (October 1, 1936)
            

          
New Zealand Government Railways Department, 

Wellington, New Zealand

          
            
              
New Zealand Railways Magazine
            
            
11:07

          
        


Encoding

        
All unambiguous end-of-line hyphens have been removed, and
the trailing part of a word has been joined to the preceding
line.

        
Some keywords in the header are a local Electronic
Text Collection scheme to aid in establishing analytical
groupings.

      







Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 11, Issue 7 (October 1, 1936)

Contents


	

	
[covers]

	
Contents 

p. 1

	
[title page]



	

	
A National Service 

p. 3

	
Railway Progress in New Zealand — General Manager's Message. — Public Interest in Transport 

p. 4

	
Rulers of the Country 

p. 5

	
The Labour Ministry. — The Hon. W. Nash, — Minister of Finance, Customs and Marketing 

p. 5

	
To Inspire Confidence

	
The Minister's Career

	
Labour Interests, and Pacific Problems

	
In Parliament

	
The Government's Policy and Aims

	
Social and Humanitarian Services

	
The Dominion's Finance

	
The Farmers and their Produce 

p. 7

	
The Trade with Great Britain



	
Riding Over the Haast Pass — An Outpost Of The Wild — by 
Elsie K. Morton

	
The Thirteenth Clue — or the Story of the Signal Cabin Mystery — Chapter IV. — by 
J. Wilson Hogg 

p. 14

	
Famous — New Zealanders — No. 43 — John Webster, of Hokianga. — The Adventures of a Pioneer — by 
James Cowan 

p. 17

	
[section] 

p. 17

	
The Story on the March

	
Maoris in Ambush

	
A Tense Moment

	
In the Opononi Home 

p. 19

	
Overbading in Australia

	
Trading at Hokianga



	
On the Maori Battlefield

	
[section]

	
The Maori Tournament

	
“Off to California 

p. 21

	
A Cruise in the “Wanderer.”

	
In the Solomon Islands

	
The Disappearance of Ben Boyd

	
The Schooner Attacked: A Desperate Fight



	
The Wreck of the “Wanderer.” 

p. 23

	
A South-Sea-Bubble Republic

	
Home to Hokianga

	
The Wisdom of the Maori — A Father's Tangi for his son — by 
Tohunga 

p. 24

	
[section] 

p. 24

	
Kumara: A Question of Pronunciation

	
The Southern Lakes



	
Our London Letter — by 
Arthur L. Stead 

p. 27

	
Some Notable Non-Stop Runs 

p. 27

	
Features of New Rolling Stock

	
Development of the Rail-Car

	
Efficient Shunting Locomotives

	
International Railway Conferences



	
The Movement of Live Stock

	
New Zealand Verse 

p. 31

	
Contrast — by 
Joyce T. West 

p. 31

	
The Rain is Gone — by 
J. R. Hastings

	
Egmont — by 
Les. R. Hill



	
Romany Kiss — by 
E. Mary Gurney

	
Our National Treasure House of Wonders. — Astounding Variety… Amazing Achievement — by 
O. N. Gillespie, 
Sir Joshua Reynolds 

p. 32

	
Limited Night Entertainments — The Queen's Earrings — by 
R. M. Jenkins 

p. 38

	
[section] 

p. 38

	
Chapter IX



	
The People of Pudding Hill — No. 10. — “The Ghost of Pudding Hill.” — by 
Shiela Russell 

p. 45

	
Leading New Zealand Newspapers 

p. 46

	
The Thirteenth Clue 

p. 49

	
Myths, Madness, and Motives of Music — by 
Ken Alexander 

p. 50

	
Soil and Soul 

p. 50

	
Commotion and Emotion

	
Home-brewed Harmony 

p. 51



	
Natures Notes

	
Leading Hotels A Reliable Travellers Guide 

p. 52

	
Pictures of New Zealand Life — by 
James Cowan 

p. 54

	
The Story of the Priest's Bath 

p. 54

	
Father Mahoney's Journey

	
Passengers Came Last

	
[section]

	
Entered Inwards

	
Cleared Outwards



	
Over the Range



	
Among the Books — A Literary Page or Two — by 
Shibli Bagarag 

p. 55

	
Our Women's Section — Timely Notes and Useful Hints — by 
Helen 

p. 57

	
Which Blouse for What? 

p. 57

	
Lovely Lingerie

	
Distant Fields are Greener 

p. 58

	
Health Notes

	
“Mrs. Beeton's Everyday Cookery.” 

p. 59

	
[section] 

p. 59

	
Maids of Honour





	
French Pancakes

	
[section]

	
Reviews 

p. 60

	
“Shibll” Listens In



	
Panorama of the Playground — Notable New Zealand Sportsmen — by 
W. F. Ingram 

p. 61

	
[section] 

p. 61

	
Giants of the Ring

	
A Great Track Walker

	
Commemorating Lovelock's Victory 

p. 62



	
Variety in Brief 

p. 64

	
Wit and Humour 

p. 65

	
Last be First 

p. 65

	
High Finance

	
There Ought to Be a Law

	
His Little Lapse

	
A Benefactor

	
Too Helpful

	
Her “Declining” Years

	
Maybe He Saw a Robin

	
Father Investigates

	
Mutual Affection

	
Streamline

	
As “Punch” Sees It



	
Familiar Ships in New Zealand Waters T.S.S. “Wahine” — by 
J. H. Kemnitz 

p. 66

	
[section] 

p. 66

	
Scripto Pencils



	
Romance of Names










Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 11, Issue 7 (October 1, 1936)



Contents


	
[covers]

	
Contents 

p. 1

	
[title page]








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 11, Issue 7 (October 1, 1936)

[covers]



        

          
[image: Front Cover]

          
[image: Back Cover]

          


          

[image: Lake Manapouri, South Island, New Zealand.]

Lake Manapouri, South Island, New Zealand.


          


          
[image: ]

          


          
[image: ]

          


          
[image: ]

        

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 11, Issue 7 (October 1, 1936)

Contents





        

          
Contents
        

        

          

            

              
	
              
	Page
            

            

              
	Among the Books
              
	
55–
60

            

            

              
	Editorial—A National Service
              
	
                
3
              
            

            

              
	Familiar Ship in New Zealand
            

            

              
	Waters
              
	
66–
68

            

            

              
	Famous New Zealanders
              
	
17–
23

            

            

              
	General Manager's Message
              
	
                
4
              
            

            

              
	Limited Night Entertainments
              
	
38–
43

            

            

              
	Myths, Madness and Motives of
            

            

              
	Music
              
	
50–
51

            

            

              
	New Zealand Verse
              
	
                
31
              
            

            

              
	Our Children's Gallery
              
	
                
63
              
            

            

              
	Our London Letter
              
	
27–
29

            

            

              
	Our National Treasure House of
            

            

              
	Wonders
              
	
32–
37

            

            

              
	Our Women's Section
              
	
57–
59

            

            

              
	Panorama of the Playground
              
	
61–
59

            

            

              
	Picture of N. Z. Life
              
	
                
51
              
            

            

              
	Riding Over the Haast Past
              
	
9–
13

            

            

              
	Rulers of the Country
              
	
5–
7

            

            

              
	The Thirteenth Clue
              
	
14–
49

            

            

              
	The People of Pudding Hill
              
	
45–
48

            

            

              
	Variety in Brief
              
	
                
64
              
            

            

              
	Wit and Humour
              
	
                
65
              
            

          

        

        

          

[image: ]
        

        
The 
New Zealand Railways Magazine is on sale through the principal booksellers, or may be obtained post-free for 6/- per annum.

        
Employees of the Railway Department are invited to forward news items or articles bearing on railway affairs. The aim of contributors should be to supply interesting topical material tending generally towards the betterment of the service.

        
In all cases where the Administration makes announcements through the medium of this journal the fact will be clearly indicated.

        
The Department does not identify itself with any opinions which may be expressed in other portions of the publication, whether appearing over the author's name or under a 
nom de plume.


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

        
Payment for short paragraphs will be made at 2d. a line. Successful contributors will be expected to send in clippings from the Magazine for assessment of the payment due to them.

        
The Editor cannot undertake the return of 
Ms. unless accompanied with a stamped and addressed envelope.

        

          
All communications should be addressed to The Editor, New Zealand Railways Magazine, Wellington.
        

        

I hereby certify that the publisher's lists and other records disclose that the circulation of the “New Zealand Railways Magazine” has not been less than 20,000 
copies each issue since July, 1930.

        

The Department's accounts show that the sales of the Magazine during the year ended 31
st March, 1936, 
were more than treble those of the previous financial year.
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The world, the thought of man, dissolves away
        

        

          
And with a sea of stillness overhead
        

        

          
Here you walk in awe.
        

        
—
Robert Buchanan.
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A National Service





        

A National Service.

        
“
It has been truly said that the Railways of New-Zealand are the national transportation service, for they touch the very heart of the country and the life of the people. They carry for the primary producers the means towards more and better production, they distribute the wares of the secondary industries, and they handle within the Dominion the overseas trade, in passengers and goods, to and from the ships that ply between New Zealand and the rest of the world.

        
In like manner, the Magazine of the New Zealand Railways gives a national service of reliable news and illustrations regarding this country in the principal aspects that have a measure of permanence and that are informative in a useful way to railwayman, to the general public of New Zealand, and to overseas people alike.

        
Certain overseas publications frequently reprint articles and features from the Magazine, thus extending this national publicity to important sections of overseas readers. Besides a considerable and widespread direct mailing list to residents in other countries, there are many indications that large numbers of these Magazines distributed in New Zealand are ultimately mailed to friends or business associates in other countries.

        
Articles in the Magazine also frequently supply the basis of broadcast talks upon New Zealand, while some New Zealand publications made good use of illustration blocks which first appear in the Magazine. Then the whole of the press of the Dominion from time to time reproduces from the Magazine new historical matter, opinions of leading writers upon features of national life, and authoritative articles upon more or less technical subjects related to railways and transport.

        
This is an important all round national service, which the Railways Magazine, as the publication of the Dominion's great national transport organisation, is able to provide because of the facilities it has for obtaining first-hand information from all authoritative sources upon the subjects with which it deals.

        
With each country pressing its claims for the attention of travellers, every avenue of national publicity must be used for the purpose, and in addition a fervour of belief is necessary to carry conviction and win the traffic. Radio, pictures, descriptions, historical stories, and books and pamphlets about the country all play their part, and the reports carried back by pleased visitors supplement the more impersonal impressions.

        
Upon the aspect of tourist traffic inducement, in which work the New Zealand Railways Magazine assists, it is noteworthy that while Great Britain in the first six months of the current year had a total of 97, 198 holiday visitors, New Zealand, in the twelve months to the end of March last had 14,287 tourist visitors. On this basis Great Britain may be expected to show 200,000 visitors for a year as against New Zealand's 14,000. But Great Britain has thirty times the population of New Zealand, so it appears that on a population basis New Zealand is doing twice as well as Great Britain in travel promotion. When New Zealand's distance from the main masses of population is taken into account, this achievement in travel promotion is seen to be even more remarkable.

        
Some of Great Britain's increase of holiday visitors is attributed to the fact that it can ensure safety, ease and freedom to visitors. Such conditions apply to an equal degree in New Zealand.
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Railway Progress in New Zealand


General Manager's Message.


Public Interest in Transport.

        

One of the most hopeful signs for those engaged in the industry of transport at the present time is the great amount of public interest taken in each new development which promises speed, comfort, and generally improved service to patrons.

        
The building and performance of the “Queen Mary,” for instance, is an outstanding example of sea transport improvement which has an international interest, and the running of the Silver Jubilee streamlined train of the London and North Eastern Railway has recently created an almost equal public interest in land transport achievement.

        
In New Zealand the Union Steam Ship Company's new ship “Awatea” for the trans Tasman run has awakened a new idea of the narrowing strip of sea dividing Australia and New Zealand, and the Company is to be congratulated on its enterprise and successful achievement, which is a credit to all concerned. Our own “K” locomotives, improved passenger carriages, and rail-cars, have each been greeted with warm public approval and are making their contribution to the general improvement in the internal transport of the Dominion.

        
What might be called the “instruments of transport” are changing rapidly, and railway experience in most countries goes to show that such improvements are economically sound. Speed is an important factor in each major development, and proof is not wanting that the public are quick to appreciate this aspect of the business.

        
The success of the rail-car services so far provided in New Zealand is related closely to the faster transport they supply.

        
Meanwhile, co-ordination of transport is closely linked with the better services provided by the respective operators. Round-trip booking, including, (where desirable) rail, road, sea and air, is a well-developed practice which makes easy the way of the traveller, and the checking of luggage through to destination, including the various means of transport, is an established convenience applicable in most cases for visitors by steamer to or from New Zealand.

        
The close co-operation of the Railway systems in Australia and New Zealand, in producing combined timetables and in “passing on” particulars of the results of experiments and experiences of various kinds to each other, is another feature of assistance in developing the most satisfactory phases of modern transport upon their respective lines.

        
The public interest in these developments is certainly an inspiration to railwaymen in their efforts to provide a service which will meet the highest requirements of railway users.

        

          

[image: ]
        

        

          
General Manager.
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Rulers of the Country

        

          

            
              

The Labour Ministry.

 The Hon. W. Nash,

 Minister of Finance, Customs and Marketing.
            
          

          
(Written for the “N.Z. Railways Magazine” by “
Autolycus.”)

          

            

[image: (S. P. Andrew photo.) The Hon. W. Nash, Minister of Finance.]
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The Hon. W. Nash, Minister of Finance.


          

          
“
The Hon. Walter Nash, the strong business man of the Labour Government, has been described by a fellowmember of his party in Parliament as a type of “the great middle class, save that his first care is for the under dog.” His long and varied business experience, in England and in New Zealand, and his sound, and thorough grasp of commercial methods and of high finance will be subjected to a most severe test in his capacity as the chief selling agent for the Dominion's products. He will visit Great Britain in that capacity very shortly, and all New Zealand will follow with intense interest his efforts to improve and stabilize our business relations with the parent lands. It is indeed a heavy burden of responsibility that rests on the shoulders of our Minister of Finance and Marketing. It is his task to find the money for the national enterprises which his colleagues have so vastly extended. Funds must be allotted for a score of great undertakings and for the humanitarian reforms which the Savage administration has begun to put into effect. Most men would despair of ever understanding the intricacies of national finance which Mr. Nash must know as the ABC of his job. Many people no doubt consider themselves competent to discharge the duties of other members of the Government, but Dominion finance calls for a statesman endowed with more than ordinary mental capacity. New problems in commerce and the financial system are continually presenting themselves, and the Government has assumed the position of purchaser and vendor of the country's enormous volume of dairy farm and factory produce. That is just to begin with; the principle, if successful, as it must be, is to be extended.

        

        

          
To Inspire Confidence.

          
Mr. Nash, moreover, is confronted with the task of, removing big-business suspicion and of establishing the confidence of the commercial and financial world in the Dominion's Labour administration. Much will naturally depend on his personality as well as his mastery of administrative problems. He will have to inspire faith in New Zealand's goo.d intentions and his capacity for giving effect to those intentions. He must demonstrate to the satisfaction of our kin in Great Britain most of all that the accession of a party of radicals and earnest social reformers to the seats of the mighty in New Zealand does not mean ruin, confiscation, national bankruptcy and collapse, and all the other fearful results that some prophets of dolour and woe are forever predicting.

        

        

          
The Minister's Career.

          
Walter Nash is English by birth and colonial by adoption. He is fifty-four years old, born and educated in Kidderminster. His school and college training was rounded off with a period in a law office, but industrial and commercial interests held stronger attractions than the law, and he was ten years in cycle manufacturing in Birmingham. Twenty-seven years ago he came out to New Zealand, and he represented English manufacturers here. Other business undertakings kept him busy for some years until political activities claimed all his energies, his special knowledge and his strong impulses in the direction of social betterment.

        

        

          
Labour Interests, and Pacific Problems.

          
The aspirations and ideals of the Labour Party in New Zealand politics found a whole-hearted supporter in Mr. Nash. For ten years he was secretary of the Labour Party. The election to that position followed upon a mission to Geneva in 1920 as New Zealand's delegate to the International Labour Conference. His interest in international politics and the promotion of peace in the Pacific shores in particular is sharpened by his intensive study of conditions and problems that are likely to affect the British countries in and around this ocean. He was a New Zealand delegate to the biennial Conference on Pacific Relations at Honolulu in 1927 and later at Banff in Canada.

        

        

          
In Parliament.

          
In 1925, and again in 1928, Mr. Nash contested the Hutt seat. In 1929 he was elected for that constituency, and he has held the position ever since. His breadth and variety of interests have been stimulated by his world travels
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and his knowledge of all sorts and conditions of people. He is a loyal supporter of the Church of England and a leader in the useful C.E.M. Society.

          
A great reader and a great student of humanity, he is an uncommonly well-informed man. His business share in the councils of the ruling party do not Overshadow his idealistic aims; the desired trade expansion is simply a means to the great end, a fuller and brighter life for all our people.

        

        

          
The Government's Policy and Aims.

          
In a special New Zealand supplement issued recently by the London “Daily Telegraph,” the Hon. W. Nash gave an illuminating survey of the industrial, commercial and financial position and the general objectives of the new Government of the Dominion. He began by explaining the programme on which the Labour Party, which is now the Government, went to the country last year. The election policy affirmed that New Zealand's trade and marketing policies would best serve the people of the Dominion and the other countries of the British Commonwealth if New Zealand's own production and marketing system were first put in order. To give the best results to exporters and importers, producers and consumers it would be necessary to allow production to expand so long as any important human wants remained unsatisfied, and to ensure that expansion of production did not ruin the producer by catastrophic price falls.

          
This implied a relation between increased production and sound marketing machinery, together with the establishment of the means to ensure the simultaneous expansion of demand, and the exploration of new markets for the Dominion's products.

        

        

          
Social and Humanitarian Services.

          
Following this preliminary exposition of policy Mr. Nash set forth in a simple and lucid summary the general aims of the Government. The efforts of the new Ministry, he said, were directed towards organising an internal economy that would distribute the production and services of the Dominion in such a way as to guarantee to every person able and willing to work an income sufficient to provide him and his dependants with everything necessary for a full life. To this end the Government had raised the allowances to the unemployed, provided increased rates of pay on the public works, had instituted a 40-hour week for industry, and had raised the wages of young people on a graduated scale so that when reaching adulthood they would automatically secure a basic wage.

          
On the side of education it is the Government's intention to reorganise the school, college and university system to provide the maximum facilities for all children. This, however, will not be worth while unless the physical needs of child and adult are fully provided for on the same basis as the needs of the mind.

          
Health services in turn should be made as freely available as the educational service. That, Mr. Nash wrote, is why the Government intends to organise a system of public health services, including full medical, maternity and dental care which will stress prevention rather than cure. The system will be extended to all the people. In addition a national superannuation scheme is to be launched to provide for the years when people are retired from active work, and for inyalidity pensions.

        

        

          
The Dominion's Finance.

          
The Minister went on to explain that unless the Government controlled the banking and credit system, they would be materially hindered in the planning and carrying out of this policy. That was why the first major policy measure of the Government was the Reserve Bank of New Zealand Amendment Act, which gave them full control of foreign exchanges and credit within the country and made the Reserve Bank an entirely State bank.

          
In such a country as this the question of farming finance is all, important. Over 40 years ago the State initiated a policy whereby settlers were provided with money at particularly low interest rates, and for long periods this system has - been the greatest single factor in developing New Zealand's farm lands. Last year the former Government established a Mortgage Corporation, changed the old procedure, limited the scope of legislation for social service, and introduced private shareholders and share capital and bonds not guaranteed by the State.
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Now the Labour Government bought out the shareholders of the Mortgage Corporation, and the institution has again cotne under, direct Government control and responsibility. Corporation bonds will be State-guaranteed, so that the money may be raised at the lowest possible rates. There are safeguards so that loans cannot be used for speculation.

          
The Government intends to provide homes and farms for people at low cost, and provision is made in the State Advances Corporation Act for the erection of houses. Plans are being prepared for the construction of some 5,000 houses at a cost of approximately #3,000,000.

        

        

          
The Farmers and their Produce.

          
As to the great basic industry, farming in New Zealand had always suffered from violent price fluctuations. This was not the fault of the farmer, but of the system in which he worked. It was the duty of the nation to endeavour to supply fanners with their rightful share of the national income. One method of achieving this is to guarantee a definite price for the product. If there are any losses on the sale of the product the responsibility is then that of the Government. The Primary Products Marketing Act has set up a marketing department to organise and control the machinery for carrying out a guaranteed price procedure. For the tune, being guaranteed prices will apply only to dairy produce.

          
All butter and cheese exported from New Zealand now becomes the property of the Government when placed on board the steamer. At that point the farmers' co-operative dairy factory is paid in full the guaranteed price for the daify produce by means of a cheque drawn on the Dairy Industry account at the Reserve Bank.

          
The Govefnment's price will be based on the average price received over the last eight to ten years. For future yars the cost of production, the standard of living of the farmer as compared with other sections of the community, and the stability of the industry will be taken into account in fixing the guaranteed price. The Government's marketing department will market, the dairy produce to the best advantage, and the proceeds will be paid into the Dairy Industry account of the Reserve Bank.

        

        

          
The Trade with Great Britain.

          
The Minister then proceeded to discuss problems in the general trade relations with Britain. The Dominion, he explained, fully appreciated the right of, and the necessity for, Britain to safeguard the interests of her own producers and increase her output of farm produce. New Zealand was faced with the same necessity, for fanning had so great a part in her internal economy.

          
Again, the Government fully recognises the economic grounds and reasons of national security in time of war which British policy must take into account. But such a policy vitally affects the whole fabric on which New Zealand's trade with the Mother Country is based, and on which her economy operates at present. The Dominion's natural advantages foster an efficient and economic agricultural industry. If this industry is deprived of an overseas market and she cannot purchase overseas, British manufacturers lose their market and the trade between the two countries suffers.

          
Summing up the trade position, the Minister said that the more New Zealand can sell abroad at an economic price, the more she can buy. Her efforts will, therefore, be directed to making reciprocal trade agreements. New Zealand will have available in Britain the proceeds of the sale of a substantial volume of her exported products. These proceeds will be used in the first place to meet her debt commitments, and secondly, for imports. Trade between Britain and New Zealand can be expanded considerably. It is the Labour Government's aim, in co-operation with the United Kingdom, to bring this about.

          

            

[image: photo. The bush track through the Copeland Valley, South Island, New Zealand.]

[
gap —  
reason: illegible]
photo.


The bush track through the Copeland Valley, South Island, New Zealand.
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The Labour Ministry.

 The Hon. W. Nash,

 Minister of Finance, Customs and Marketing.
            
          

          
(Written for the “N.Z. Railways Magazine” by “
Autolycus.”)
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The Hon. W. Nash, Minister of Finance.


          

          
“
The Hon. Walter Nash, the strong business man of the Labour Government, has been described by a fellowmember of his party in Parliament as a type of “the great middle class, save that his first care is for the under dog.” His long and varied business experience, in England and in New Zealand, and his sound, and thorough grasp of commercial methods and of high finance will be subjected to a most severe test in his capacity as the chief selling agent for the Dominion's products. He will visit Great Britain in that capacity very shortly, and all New Zealand will follow with intense interest his efforts to improve and stabilize our business relations with the parent lands. It is indeed a heavy burden of responsibility that rests on the shoulders of our Minister of Finance and Marketing. It is his task to find the money for the national enterprises which his colleagues have so vastly extended. Funds must be allotted for a score of great undertakings and for the humanitarian reforms which the Savage administration has begun to put into effect. Most men would despair of ever understanding the intricacies of national finance which Mr. Nash must know as the ABC of his job. Many people no doubt consider themselves competent to discharge the duties of other members of the Government, but Dominion finance calls for a statesman endowed with more than ordinary mental capacity. New problems in commerce and the financial system are continually presenting themselves, and the Government has assumed the position of purchaser and vendor of the country's enormous volume of dairy farm and factory produce. That is just to begin with; the principle, if successful, as it must be, is to be extended.
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To Inspire Confidence.

          
Mr. Nash, moreover, is confronted with the task of, removing big-business suspicion and of establishing the confidence of the commercial and financial world in the Dominion's Labour administration. Much will naturally depend on his personality as well as his mastery of administrative problems. He will have to inspire faith in New Zealand's goo.d intentions and his capacity for giving effect to those intentions. He must demonstrate to the satisfaction of our kin in Great Britain most of all that the accession of a party of radicals and earnest social reformers to the seats of the mighty in New Zealand does not mean ruin, confiscation, national bankruptcy and collapse, and all the other fearful results that some prophets of dolour and woe are forever predicting.
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The Minister's Career.

          
Walter Nash is English by birth and colonial by adoption. He is fifty-four years old, born and educated in Kidderminster. His school and college training was rounded off with a period in a law office, but industrial and commercial interests held stronger attractions than the law, and he was ten years in cycle manufacturing in Birmingham. Twenty-seven years ago he came out to New Zealand, and he represented English manufacturers here. Other business undertakings kept him busy for some years until political activities claimed all his energies, his special knowledge and his strong impulses in the direction of social betterment.
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Labour Interests, and Pacific Problems.

          
The aspirations and ideals of the Labour Party in New Zealand politics found a whole-hearted supporter in Mr. Nash. For ten years he was secretary of the Labour Party. The election to that position followed upon a mission to Geneva in 1920 as New Zealand's delegate to the International Labour Conference. His interest in international politics and the promotion of peace in the Pacific shores in particular is sharpened by his intensive study of conditions and problems that are likely to affect the British countries in and around this ocean. He was a New Zealand delegate to the biennial Conference on Pacific Relations at Honolulu in 1927 and later at Banff in Canada.
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In Parliament.

          
In 1925, and again in 1928, Mr. Nash contested the Hutt seat. In 1929 he was elected for that constituency, and he has held the position ever since. His breadth and variety of interests have been stimulated by his world travels
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and his knowledge of all sorts and conditions of people. He is a loyal supporter of the Church of England and a leader in the useful C.E.M. Society.

          
A great reader and a great student of humanity, he is an uncommonly well-informed man. His business share in the councils of the ruling party do not Overshadow his idealistic aims; the desired trade expansion is simply a means to the great end, a fuller and brighter life for all our people.
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The Government's Policy and Aims.

          
In a special New Zealand supplement issued recently by the London “Daily Telegraph,” the Hon. W. Nash gave an illuminating survey of the industrial, commercial and financial position and the general objectives of the new Government of the Dominion. He began by explaining the programme on which the Labour Party, which is now the Government, went to the country last year. The election policy affirmed that New Zealand's trade and marketing policies would best serve the people of the Dominion and the other countries of the British Commonwealth if New Zealand's own production and marketing system were first put in order. To give the best results to exporters and importers, producers and consumers it would be necessary to allow production to expand so long as any important human wants remained unsatisfied, and to ensure that expansion of production did not ruin the producer by catastrophic price falls.

          
This implied a relation between increased production and sound marketing machinery, together with the establishment of the means to ensure the simultaneous expansion of demand, and the exploration of new markets for the Dominion's products.
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Social and Humanitarian Services.

          
Following this preliminary exposition of policy Mr. Nash set forth in a simple and lucid summary the general aims of the Government. The efforts of the new Ministry, he said, were directed towards organising an internal economy that would distribute the production and services of the Dominion in such a way as to guarantee to every person able and willing to work an income sufficient to provide him and his dependants with everything necessary for a full life. To this end the Government had raised the allowances to the unemployed, provided increased rates of pay on the public works, had instituted a 40-hour week for industry, and had raised the wages of young people on a graduated scale so that when reaching adulthood they would automatically secure a basic wage.

          
On the side of education it is the Government's intention to reorganise the school, college and university system to provide the maximum facilities for all children. This, however, will not be worth while unless the physical needs of child and adult are fully provided for on the same basis as the needs of the mind.

          
Health services in turn should be made as freely available as the educational service. That, Mr. Nash wrote, is why the Government intends to organise a system of public health services, including full medical, maternity and dental care which will stress prevention rather than cure. The system will be extended to all the people. In addition a national superannuation scheme is to be launched to provide for the years when people are retired from active work, and for inyalidity pensions.
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The Dominion's Finance.

          
The Minister went on to explain that unless the Government controlled the banking and credit system, they would be materially hindered in the planning and carrying out of this policy. That was why the first major policy measure of the Government was the Reserve Bank of New Zealand Amendment Act, which gave them full control of foreign exchanges and credit within the country and made the Reserve Bank an entirely State bank.

          
In such a country as this the question of farming finance is all, important. Over 40 years ago the State initiated a policy whereby settlers were provided with money at particularly low interest rates, and for long periods this system has - been the greatest single factor in developing New Zealand's farm lands. Last year the former Government established a Mortgage Corporation, changed the old procedure, limited the scope of legislation for social service, and introduced private shareholders and share capital and bonds not guaranteed by the State.
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A glimpse of Lake Kanieri, Westland, South Island, New Zealand.


          

          


          
Now the Labour Government bought out the shareholders of the Mortgage Corporation, and the institution has again cotne under, direct Government control and responsibility. Corporation bonds will be State-guaranteed, so that the money may be raised at the lowest possible rates. There are safeguards so that loans cannot be used for speculation.

          
The Government intends to provide homes and farms for people at low cost, and provision is made in the State Advances Corporation Act for the erection of houses. Plans are being prepared for the construction of some 5,000 houses at a cost of approximately #3,000,000.
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The Farmers and their Produce.

          
As to the great basic industry, farming in New Zealand had always suffered from violent price fluctuations. This was not the fault of the farmer, but of the system in which he worked. It was the duty of the nation to endeavour to supply fanners with their rightful share of the national income. One method of achieving this is to guarantee a definite price for the product. If there are any losses on the sale of the product the responsibility is then that of the Government. The Primary Products Marketing Act has set up a marketing department to organise and control the machinery for carrying out a guaranteed price procedure. For the tune, being guaranteed prices will apply only to dairy produce.

          
All butter and cheese exported from New Zealand now becomes the property of the Government when placed on board the steamer. At that point the farmers' co-operative dairy factory is paid in full the guaranteed price for the daify produce by means of a cheque drawn on the Dairy Industry account at the Reserve Bank.

          
The Govefnment's price will be based on the average price received over the last eight to ten years. For future yars the cost of production, the standard of living of the farmer as compared with other sections of the community, and the stability of the industry will be taken into account in fixing the guaranteed price. The Government's marketing department will market, the dairy produce to the best advantage, and the proceeds will be paid into the Dairy Industry account of the Reserve Bank.
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The Trade with Great Britain.

          
The Minister then proceeded to discuss problems in the general trade relations with Britain. The Dominion, he explained, fully appreciated the right of, and the necessity for, Britain to safeguard the interests of her own producers and increase her output of farm produce. New Zealand was faced with the same necessity, for fanning had so great a part in her internal economy.

          
Again, the Government fully recognises the economic grounds and reasons of national security in time of war which British policy must take into account. But such a policy vitally affects the whole fabric on which New Zealand's trade with the Mother Country is based, and on which her economy operates at present. The Dominion's natural advantages foster an efficient and economic agricultural industry. If this industry is deprived of an overseas market and she cannot purchase overseas, British manufacturers lose their market and the trade between the two countries suffers.

          
Summing up the trade position, the Minister said that the more New Zealand can sell abroad at an economic price, the more she can buy. Her efforts will, therefore, be directed to making reciprocal trade agreements. New Zealand will have available in Britain the proceeds of the sale of a substantial volume of her exported products. These proceeds will be used in the first place to meet her debt commitments, and secondly, for imports. Trade between Britain and New Zealand can be expanded considerably. It is the Labour Government's aim, in co-operation with the United Kingdom, to bring this about.
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The bush track through the Copeland Valley, South Island, New Zealand.
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Riding Over the Haast Pass

 
An Outpost Of The Wild.
          
        

        
(Written and Illustrated by 

Elsie K. Morton.)

        

Over thirty years ago, the late Rt. Hon. Richard Seddon promised the loyal settlers of South Westland a road, leading out through their solitudes, through the mountains, and into Otago. It is said that the promise was made actually because Mrs. Seddon had interested herself in the welfare of the mothers and wives of the settlers in the most isolated part of New Zealand. She knew something of what it meant to those women to be over two hundred miles from the nearest hospital and doctor, so Mr. Seddon made his promise. Meantime, he gave them a telephone to go on with. And then he died, and that frail little wire wandering for 200 miles down the West Coast from Hokitika to Okuru has for three decades been the only link between this Land of Forgotten Men and civilisation!

        
And now, at last, there is to be a road over the Haast Pass from South Westland into Otago, and New Zealand is going to pay half a million for it. A very special road, this, and already, quite naturally, there is springing up the usual crop of objections and suggestions for another route!

        
One of the main objections to the new road is that it will be a purely tourist route. It will. But what a route! Leading down from the glaciers past lakes, over rivers and mountains, more rivers and ever more, past more lakes, and then over the Alpine barrier that is the rugged backbone of the South Island, via the Haast Pass, 1,760 feet above sea level, the lowest of all the passes of the Southern Alps.

        
The Haast Pass is named after its discoverer, Sir Julius von Haast, member of that splendid band of explorers and scientists who mapped out New Zealand's back-o'-beyond half a century ago. The Maoris had found a way across the mountains even earlier, for, centuries ago, they took that wild way of peril, crossing rivers, scaling mountain sides, braving death by starvation and exposure to the terrific storms that come thundering down from the snow-clad heights.

        
Now there is a very good riding track across the mountains. But very few New Zealanders know just how good it is, which is probably the reason why you could count on the fingers of your hands the total number of tourists who go riding over the Pass in the course of any summer.

        
There is no doubt that this is very largely due to the fact that the trip is supposed to be a difficult—even dangerous one.

        
It is nothing of the kind. It is a remarkably well-made well-graded track, certainly a bit tricky here and there, but nothing more. It is not a route for novices of the tan track, but any rider who can do his or her twenty to thirty miles a day could tackle it without a moment's hesitation.

        
The only danger lies in the treacherous, beautiful rivers that hare to be crossed and re-crossed constantly. Good horses and guides are needed, of course, and it is definitely not a trip to be undertaken on foot or by bicycle, although a few heroes have come through to teil the tale! But it is sheer waste of magnificent riding to do the Haast afoot or a-wheel. There are miles upon miles of ferny avenues, lined with stately matai and white pine, running sometimes for over a mile without a bend, and once you come down from the winding track over the Maori saddle, there is a stretch of twenty miles on the straight, with never a hill the whole way!
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On a windy summer morning, we set out from Makarora, at the head of Lake Wanaka, en route for the first stopping place, Burke Hut, twenty-six miles distant, over on the Westland side of the Pass. The track ran for seven miles up the fertile. Makarora Valley, then started its long climb up through the beech groves of the mountains, through dark gorges and over the rugged spurs to the top of the Pass. Quite a tame Pass, the Haast; not even a glacier or snowfield to rhapsodise about!

        
“See that log over there?” said my guide casually, as we ambled along through the scrubby clearing over beyond the forest. “That's the top of the Pass.” And two minutes later we had ambled out of Otago into Westland, and soon we saw that the
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rivers and streams were all flowing the other way.

        

          

[image: Wills River bridge, until recently tlte only bridge in two hundred miles at track down the Westland Coast.]
Wills River bridge, until recently tlte only bridge in two hundred miles at track down the Westland Coast.


        

        
Soon the track began to drop, and then it fell bodily over a precipice, and we went down after it. Quite safe? Oh, certainly, but'one felt quite glad of the great slabs of stone upended like gravestones on the hairpin bends, and one didn't screw about in the saddle overmuch trying to take photographs of the cliffs above, or the roaring, shouting river that fell down in white-lashed torrent beneath!

        
The Haast had grown to quite a sizable river now, very different from the insignificant little stream that meandered about through the marshy open spaces at the top of the Pass. Soon we were in the magnificent Wills Canyon, crossing the bridge that until recently, was the only one in two hundred miles of forest and river country. A rickety old affair it was, too, but it held our two selves and our two horses, and we passed on in safety sto the Haast Gate, a most picturesque and imposing rocky gateway leading through to the glorious woodland avenue that leads three miles down to Burke Hut.

        
Quite a comfortable hut is the Burke, with the river flowing in lovely blue and silver pools a stone's throw away, a place where one would like to linger awhile. But rain blew up that night, and we left at seven next morning in a deluge, anxious to get across the Haast while the going was good. It was quite good, not past the horses' girths, but another hour or so would have made all the difference. Our track now lay across the wide shingle-bed of the river, with the dark magnificence, the Landsborough opening out on our right and the Haast Valley just over there on our left, on the other side of Clarke Bluff. Late that afternoon we rode into the Clarke Hut clearing, and next morning made our way back to the Burke, to see all the beauty we had missed in the rain. The following day we continued our journey down the Haast Valley to Cron's homestead, some twenty-eight miles from the Clarke Hut.

        
The next stage was the longest of the whole trip, fifty miles from Cron's to the Mahitahi. But there is no need for any one to double-stage this part of the journey. I only did it, well—because I wanted to see if I could! And as that was obviously a very poor reason, I found two much better ones for general use—I wanted to ride down to Okuru, ten miles south of the Haast, and I wanted an extra day at Bruce Bay, up there a bit beyond the Mahitahi.

        
The Okuru ride was sheer delight, a fine track leading through the forest, out to the edge of the breakers, then inland to the river, which we crossed by boat, our horses swimming behind. At Okuru, as at the Haast, there is a landing ground for the Air Travel planes at the settlers' back doors, and settlers there eat bread at morning tea fresh from the Hokitika ovens … and until those sky-crusaders fought and slew the spectre of loneliness and isolation, that same bread would have taken just a fortnight to deliver!
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The ride from Cron's over the Maori Saddle and into the Mahitahi was the most beautiful portion of the hundred and fifty mile ride from Makarora up to Weheka, in South Westland. Here were marvellous panoramas of ocean, forest, mountain, lake and river, a track that literally hung to the rim of dizzy precipices, where waterfalls came crashing down into pools through which we rode, and the river thundered and roared in foaming cataracts two hundred feet below. Past Blue River we rode, past lovely Lake Paringa, through the level forest glades, and so at last to the Mahitahi, which we crossed just twelve hours after starting. Tired? … Yes! One does not ride in electric cars and sit in office chairs for eleven months out of twelve without feeling tired after twelve hours in the saddle! Stiff? … No! Quite surprisingly, no! The Daily Dozen had triumphed after all! …

        
Bruce Bay, with its busy mill, driven by' electricity provided an interesting day's outing, and next day we set out again, on the last lap of thirty miles or so to Weheka. A day of violent rain storms, rainbows that bent their lovely shining arcs right down from the grey, veiled mountains to our feet—but the pot of gold was always just a little farther on. Afternoon tea
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and a change of horses at Scott's, Karangarua, then eight miles on to the Cook River, which we crossed just before sunset. A motor car was waiting on the other side of the river, and ten minutes later I was at the Fox Hostel.
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The great ride was over! For nearly ten years I had thought of it, dreamed of it, feared it, because of the stories I had been told. And now it was behind me, to think of, dream of, but never again to fear! It was even more lovely than I had hoped it might be, the most beautiful riding track, with one single exception, in all New Zealand. That high honour must be given to the Lower Hollyford track, which wanders down a narrow valley from the Hollyford Divide to Lake Alabaster, then on to Lake McKerrow and through to Martin's Bay on the West Coast.

        
Now they are talking of roading the Hollyford Valley also. That means the fall of another of our lovely outposts of the wild. The Haast roaded—the Hollyford roaded—two magnificent riding trips gone forever! But South Westland says it must get its butter-box timber out to the markets, and a thousand tourists will go chugging and roaring up and down through the mountains where to-day less than a score go riding, with only the song of the river and the call of the birds to break the silence.

        
But, after all, none may impede the great March of Civilisation—and, after all, Richard Seddon did promise his loyal Westlanders that road!
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The 
Thirteenth Clue

 or the Story of the Signal Cabin Mystery

          
        

        
(By 
J. 
Wilson Hogg
.)


These incidents are complete in themselves, but the characters are all related.

        

          
Chapter IV.

          

In common with Napoleon and other great men, Impskill Lloyd was able to sleep at any moment and for any duration of time. And now, as he and Gillespie left the police-station and climbed into the Hespano-Suiza, he uttered a typical sentence or group of words containing a verb: “Signal-C.P.B.Q. Sleep six and a half minutes,” and immediately plunged into a profound slumber. He had wanted to say S.C. for SignalCabin, but preferred not to tax unduly, his chauffeur's intelligence. By P.B.Q. he inferred that speed was essential, and, as the traffic problem in Matamata is not acute, Impskill Lloyd well knew that the journey would take precisely six and one half minutes.

          
No sooner had Gillespie pulled up at the Signal Cabin (which was already surrounded by that atmosphere of horror associated with places-where dark and grim deeds have recently been perpetrated) than Lloyd awoke, clear in brain and fresh in body. He had a system of auto-suggestive dreaming in which he compelled himself to dream he was asleep, and in that dream-sleep to dream again he was asleep, and so on to the power of seven. In this way he could gain the vigour of a night's rest in a few moments.

          
“Come, Gillespie,” he barked, “there is work for us to do,” and he dashed up the steps of the Signal Cabin and entered the Death Room. Everything was as they had left it. The corpse had not moved. The signal lever, which had been pulled forward to warn Thursday week's train not to dash thoughtlessly past Matamata, had not been shifted. Impskill Lloyd, whose visual acutcness would have made an average eagle seem almost painfully near-sighted, examined the room minutely at a glance. Suddenly he ran towards the corpse, and, bending over it, whipped out his magnifying glass and peered closely at the proboscis, strikingly handsome even in death. Presently, with a sigh of satisfaction, he rose to his feet.

          
“Gillespie,” he said, shaking his head reprovingly, “that theory of yours was wrong. A11 wrong.”

          
“Theory, chief?” he asked bewildered.

          
“Your theory of death by burning, Gill. Wrong, All wrong.”

          
“But, chief, I only agreed ….”

          
“Theories which you unreservedly accept become your own,” said Impskill severely. “Never mind, Gill,” he added more kindly, for there was a softer side to his nature, “you did your best.”

          
“Thanks, chief,” began Gillespie gratefully, but Impskill waved aside the fellow's protestations of gratitude, and, with a return of his natural keenness cried, “Look for yourself, Gillespie.”

          
“Where?”

          
“At his nose.”

          
“Must I?”

          
“Of course. Examine the small group or outcrop of hairs in the nasal orifice.”

          
Gillespie peered through the glass with concentrated ferocity.

          
“Those hairs mean anything to you, Gill?” asked his chief.

          
“Hair can mean so many things,” he replied guardedly.

          
With an exclamation of impatience Impskill Lloyd pointed through the glass.

          
“
Those hairs,” he said slowly and in italics, like this, 
are clean! What does that mean?”

          
A light came into Gillespie's eyes.

          
“The deceased blew his nose immediately before death,” he replied, smiling happily.

          
“Oaf!” exclaimed the great detective imparting to each, letter of the word a scalding scorn. “It suggests this—that smuts and signs of smoke are absent, and 
that means that his braces were burned 
after, and not, mark you, 
before, the deceased stopped breathing; and that means that death was not caused, as you suggested, by burning but by some other factor. Again, Gillespie, I ask you this: would a murderer leave the weapon of assault lying beside the body? I say, no; a thousand times, no!”

          
Where a lesser person might have repeated “no” a thousand times, Lloyd contented himself with simply stating the number necessary for a decided negative. He continued. “This lighter, with the inscription. ‘To Horsey, from his Racecourse Pals,’ was left as a blind; the braces burnt as a blind And where,” he went on, seizing the other's shoulder in a vice-like grip “was he burned?”

          
Without giving his chauffeur, whose jaw was opening and shutting spasmodically, time to form a coherent reply, Imp. answered his own question. “He was burned on the chest and back. And that was to divert our attention from elsewhere. Now, where else was he injured? On the face?



No. On the head? No. But—turn him over, Gill. —there, a frightful wound on the back of the neck. A blow or kick caused that, Gill; a blow or kick sufficiently ferocious to sever the spinal cord. Now, say the first word that comes into your mind in answer to my prompts. Reply without thought.”
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“Anything,” said Gill, worshipping the master with his eyes. Impskill Lloyd proceeded to put his chauffeur through a test of his own invention since adopted by many psychologists.

          
“Horsey!” Lloyd shot the word at Gillespie.

          
“Pony!” he replied immediately, a glazed look coming into his eyes.

          
“Pony!” prompted Lloyd.

          
“Small glass of beer,” Gill answered, his face becoming, for the moment, almost ethereal.

          
It was useless. The man's mind was so obviously, what the Freudians call “Tankard-conscious.”

          
“To me,” said Impskill heavily, “Horsèy suggests horse. Horse suggests 
kick, kick suggests this wound. This “wound means Death! Gillespie, the cause is established. Now, 
how did he die? It is our duty to discover that. A murder has been committed. No matter how unworthy, how low, how degraded the victim, he must be avenged.”

          
“Even a crooner?”

          
“Even a crooner,” repeated the great man firmly, but with a slight shudder. “Now,” he went on, more briskly, “Observe. Heavy bruises are apparent at the nape of the neck, the contusions becoming less pronounced towards the base of the skull. That suggests that the blow was downward inflicted. Notice, too, a half-moon shaped row of seven reddish eruptions on the skin. These, to the casual observer, would be taken for manifestations of the common pimple, wen or hickie. But to me they indicate the seven nail-holes in a horse-shoe. I know, therefore, that a horse-shoe was the Death Weapon. Now, Gill, does a horse kick up or down?”

          
“You mean its leg, chief?” asked Gillespie, sparring for time.

          
“Of course, of course.”

          
“Up and down,” said Gill, carefully.

          
“Fool! The horse's kick is an upward blow. This wound was caused by a downward blow. Another blind, Gillespie. I suggest that a horseshoe was attached to a stick or club and the blow inflicted by a human, not an equine, agency.”

          
“Yes and no,” said his companion guardedly.

          
“How do you mean, ‘Yes and no.’” cried Impskill Lloyd, almost pruple with exasperation over his chauffeur's slowness, triumph over his own discovery, and a twenty-four hours' growth of beard.

          
“I meant,” replied Gill, still carefully “Yes, a human agency, no, not an equine agency.”

          
“Bah!” exploded the famous sleuth so loudly that a flock of ewes grazing in a field fifty yards from the signalcabin raised their heads simultaneously and looked expectantly in its direction.

          
“Come, Gillespie,” said Lloyd, dismissing from his mind the contretemps, “There is much to do. I must immediately learn the whereabouts of this fellow Stuart. Ring Harris at the Police Station, ask him for Stuart's address—it can be at a not far distant place, for you remember Harris said Stuart was ‘coming over to do for him.’ Now, one only ‘comes over’ from a reasonably adjacent spot.”

          
“You come over from Sydney,” said Gill, cleverly.

          
Imp. disregarded this remark. “To your duty, my man,” he ordered briefly.

          
While Gill was telephoning, Impskill Lloyd subjected the back of Pat Lauder's neck to an intensive scrutiny. To the layman the back of the neck presents no great field of enquiry or interest. Of all parts of the head it is, to us, perhaps the least interesting. Few of us, except leading members of the acrobatic profession, have ever seen our own, and so it remains as merely a place difficult to reach with the face cloth, useful only to hang a collar on. But to Impskill the back of Pat Lauder's neck was an open book, and from it he collected the following data which he jotted down with the pencil he used especially for jotting down data. In moments of rare relaxation Lloyd often averred that “When we know the character of the victim, we narrow the field of motive.” He wrote thus:-

          
(a) A certain looseness of the skin, tending to folds, indicates the 
bon vivant, running slightly to seed.

          
(b) A deep lateral line, half an inch above the seventh vertebra, or 
vertebra prominens shows the slightly backward and sideway pressure of the head which indicates the inveterate crooner.

          
(c) A circular discolouration shows that deceased was in the habit of wearing metal, not bone, collar studs, indicating the dandy.

          
(d) The shaved back of the neck and head shows that Lauder favoured the “skull-cap” hair-cut, popular with the smarter set of Matamata — more evidence of dandyism.

          
(e) A general dingyness indicates that deceased possessed a strong mind not easily swayed by the most persuasive and nerve-racking advertisements.

          
These things Impskill Lloyd observed in the back of Lauder's neck, and duly noted down, and hardly had his jotting ceased when Gillespie lumbered across the room to him, gave a slovenly salute, and reported, “The address is, Paupau Stables, Paupau.”

          
“Type of stables?”

          
“Racing.”

          
“Distance?”

          
“Ten miles.”

          
“Road?”

          
“Good.”

          
“Smart work, Gillespie,” cried Imp., showing again that softer side. “Now, do you remember those lines of verse from the May ‘N.Z.R.M.’, heavily underscored with human blood?”

          
(Continued on page 
49.)
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 No. 43

 
John Webster, of Hokianga.

 The Adventures of a Pioneer.
          
        

        
(Written for the “New Zealand Railways Magazine” by 

James Cowan.)

        

          
John Webster, the grand old man of Opononi, Hokianga, was one of those adventurqus Scotsmen who sought their fortunes in the wildest parts of the earth, and distinguished themselves as pioneers of enterprise, self-reliance and cool courage. Into his early years in Australia, New Zealand and the South Sea Islands were crowded incidents of peril and combat, narrow escapes, and strange experiences such as fell to few men even in those stirring times. As a cattle drover on the “Great Overland” in Australia, a fighter ih the Maori Wars, and a rover among the cannibal islands in the Pacific, he faced hardships and hazards and enjoyed free-lance life gloriously. He saw California in the roaring goldrush days of 1850; he was concerned in a romatitic tropic islands Republic scheme somewhat resembling Rajah Brooke's enterprise in Borneo. Mr. Webster was a great comrade of the famous “Pakeha-Maori,” Judge Waning; the two men of many adventures lived near each other at Hokianga.
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The Story on the March.

          

John Webster, born in Montrose, Scotland, in 1818, was a man of eighty when I first met him, yet like many another old colonial hand who had seen much of wild and hard conditions in his time, he still relished the joys of life, he was always ready to see what fortune lay just round the corner. It was in 1898, when there was a little Maori rebellion in the North—it was Hone Toia's armed rising at Waima—and the Government had sent a military force of 120 to deal with the trouble. John Webster had come to Rawene to offer his help and his influence with the Mahurehure tribe in the effort to prevent bloodshed. His niana was considerable; he had been the friend of the fathers and grand-fathers of the restless young riflemen of Waima.

          
So he arid one of his sons saddled up and joined Colonel Newall's column on the march over the hills to the valley of discontent. I had talked with the veteran when we met at Rawene, and we rode together to Waima (my mission was to report events for the Auckland “Star” and the Press Association, a job of work that kept me in the Hokianga country for a fortnight). The quiet-mannered compact-framed little Scots settler with the wise old eyes that always held a glint of humour, was one of the most wonderful men I ever met. I listened enthralled to the story he told of the last cruise of the schooner 
Wanderer about which I had asked him at Rawene. It was a slow journey, that muddy march to Waima, and I heard much of the story of his life; much, too, later on in his beautiful old home at Opononi.

        

        

          
Maoris in Ambush.

          
The Maoris were in cover in the bush somewhere ahead, on the hill of the Puku-o-te-Hau, so we heard, but not a Maori was to be seen. “Will they tire on us?” was the question everyone asked, or thought. “Absurd,” said some knowing ones. Wise old John Webster did not say much, but he did not dismiss the idea as ridiculous. “You never know,” he said to me, “these Mahurehure have always been a touchy people; they still have the old warrior spirit, and they resent any injustice.”

          
Then he returned to the story of the Wanderer, and he was describing the fight for life that red morning when the savages killed Ben Boyd, its owner, and attacked the schooner—then in Webster's charge—when there was an interruption that quite dramatically fitted the moment—

          
Bang! A thunderous crash it made— then another, loaded with ball, too, made a noise like a young cannon. That Maori had put heavy charges of powder into his old 
tupara. It was Wiremu Makara; I saw him next day at Waima when he surrendered; a thorough-going old warrior with a perpetual grin. He had been stationed there in the fern above the road to give the signal to Hone Toia's seventy men when the pakeha column had marched into the ambush.

          
All this, of course, we did not know ac the time.

        

        

          
A Tense Moment.

          
“Now we're in for it!” said John Webster to me, quietly, and I declare he was smiling in his cool, wise old way. Well, the Maoris were not likely to fire at their old friend—but you never know. And what of the hapless riflemen with us, targets for the hidden Maoris? Not a sign of them but those bangs at us from the fern above the road-cutting. The next few moments would tell.

          
But not another shot was fired. A mounted Maori messenger, at peril of his life—for many a rifle was pointed at him by “rattled” recruits in Newall's column—came galloping along, Hone Toia's messenger. He was shouting to the hidden Maoris not to fire. “No fighting—no fighting! Hone Hcke is here! Don't fire!”

          
Indeed it was only the arrival just in the nick of time, of Mr. Hone Heke, the Ngapuhi member of Parliament, that prevented a battle in the bush that day. There was more than a touch of comic-opera in that march to
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Waima; but tragedy often treads on the heels of comedy; and it was only next day, and later when I explored the fern and bush above the road, and saw the log breastworks and the skilful way in which the Maoris prepared their ambuscade, that I realised how narrowly the Government column had come to real battle that day.

        

        

          
In the Opononi Home.

          
However, that is not my present story. John Webster said no more of the 
Wanderer that day; there were other more pressing matters for us all; but after all the 
raruraru was over (excellent Maori word that, it covers ail manner of bobbery, trouble, business, discussion), and Hone Toia and his fellow-leaders of the little rebellion were in the arms of the Law at Rawene, I had another quieter talk about the wonderful days when all the world was young and new. That was in the old adventurer's home in the’ shade of the Opononi groves, behind the sea-wall with its guns poking their iron muzzles through the square embrasures.

          
It was a delicious nest of warmth and sweetness, Opononi by the sea, winch had been Webster's home since the ‘Sixties. The garden, sheltered by tall and spreading pohutukawa trees, was filled with trees and plants from many lands. Bananas ripened there, under the Hokianga sun, in that garden cf repose within the fort-like beachfront wall. Those old ship's guns in the embrasures, the yellow sands, the murmurous wash of the tide, brought a touch of the sea-warrior's life and a salty suggestion of Kingsley's “Last Buccaneer.” A proper retreat for an old adventurer, and a writer, too— Robert Louis Stevenson would have delighted in such a home, with its parapeted garden plantation bathed in the golden light and the sound of the trampling surf at the Heads borne on the western breeze. As you walked up to the broad verandah, you would have seen tuatara lizards, those spiney relics of a lost world, blinking from great sea-shells of the tropic islands. Those guns gave the proper spirit to the place. If you were a Governor, maybe, or a Naval commander, John Webster himself would load and fire a round or two of blank in your honour.

        

        

          
Overbading in Australia.

          
Here, in hospitable old Opononi, let us begin at the beginning. John Webster told me how he was half a sailor already by the time he, at the age of twenty, landed from the ship Portland at Sydney, in the last month of 1838. The “first sight and sound he met on stepping ashore in the new land were the shuffling steps of the convict gangs and their leg chains; they worked on the roads in irons. That convict life and atmosphere filled him with dislike, or something stronger, for Australia. Still, he determined to see something of the great back country and the free adventurous life there. After some adventures—the first was being bailed up by bushrangers and robbed—he joined an expedition at the Murrumbidgee to take a large mob of cattle through the vast all but unknown territory to Adelaide. In August, 1839, the party began their long droving journey, driving a thousand head of cattle. The leader was Mr. Howe. There were innumerable little skirmishes With the natives, and the twenty men of the expedition suffered greatly from thirst. One of the whites was speared and killed by the blackfellows, and three hundred head of cattle were lost, mostly speared. But the expedition got through, a really wonderful exploit in such a country under the most unkindly circumstances. That was young Webster's first great adventure, rough and hard beyond description, but a glorious life to the youngster who had begun his working career in, a merchant's office in Scotland.

        

        

          
Trading at Hokianga.

          
John's brother, William Webster, had already come to New Zealand, and our young cattle-drover determined to join him in a more promising and congenial land than Australia. In 1841 he took ship to the Bay of Islands, and walked across the island by the bush track to Hokianga. There he took up his quarters with William at Wairere, and the two brothers carried on a trade with the Maoris. It was there that he first met Sir John Logan Campbell (then Dr. Campbell), who had gone there from Auckland to procure a cargo of kauri spars to fill a barque commanded by Captain Oaldy for England. Presently John went up to Herekino trading; there he saw much of the primitive Maori life, in more secluded surroundings than in busy Hokianga.
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On the Maori Battlefield.

        

          
In 1845, John Webster and his friend, F. E. Maning, from Onoke, Hokianga, and another white freelance from Hokianga, William Munro. joined Tamati Waka's force, which took the field against Hone Heke in the Bay of Islands war. There was much skirmishing around Lake Omapere and the neighbouring hills. Webster was armed with a rifle and a supply of 200 cartridges when he entered joyfully into the guerilla warfare. He described to me the chivalrous game of war as he witnessed and shared in it there.
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The Maori Tournament.

          
“When either side wished to spend a day fighting,” Webster narrated in his reminiscences, “they went to the challenge hill Taumata-Karamu, near Omapcrc's shores, and fired off a musket. The challenge was always accepted. One morning William Munro and I, and some of Nene's men, went to the challenging hill and were soon in the thick of it. On the side facing Heke's 
pa some trenches had been dug. I got into one of them. The near bullets were spitting past us as we lay in the holes, exposing our heads only.

          
“As a compact had been made between Nene and Heke that they were to cease fighting at sundown, and
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it was getting on to that time, a distant cry arose of ‘Ka po te ra!’ (‘The sun is setting'). Immediately some hundreds of men seemed to rise out of the ground, with a great roar of ‘Kua po te ra!’ (‘The sun has set'). The two armies gathered together, for there was not a shot in anger after the sun had gone down, but still it was quite light. Each party was about ten yards from the other. Two men (one from each side) would meet half way and, after rubbing noses, would make enquiries as to the casualties of the day.

          
“Then both messengers returned to their respective armies, and first one and then the other gave a great hart (war dance). It was a grand sight, and set one's blood boiling and made the ground shake.

        

        

          
“Off to California.

          
Webster was by this time a man of experience in Maori business. He had learned the native tongue, and he was well skilled in trading, and in buying kauri timber and kauri gum. He assisted his friend Dr. Campbell in Auckland in the Maori trade, and then, when the great gold-diggings rush in California created a demand for foodstuffs, he sailed as supercargo in the barque Noble, carrying a cargo of flour and potatoes for San Francisco. It was in 1850, when all the sailormen were singing: —

          
“There's plenty of gold, so I've been told,

          
“On the banks of the Sacramento.”

          
Life in the raw, new gold-city was lively in the extreme and often extremely perilous. Dr, Campbell was with Webster in the Noble. The two saw the great fire which swept San Francisco. They remained more than a year in California, in business, and acquired some of its teeming wealth for themselves.

        

        

          
A Cruise in the “Wanderer.”

          
Then, in 1851, Webster, having had enough of commerce for a while, was attracted by “the bright eyes of Danger” once more, and joined the schooner yacht 
Wanderer for a cruise which proved the greatest adventure of his roving life.

          
The 
Wanderer, a beautiful topsail schooner of 240 tons—about the size of that handsome little New Zealand craft the Hula, the last topsail schooner in these sea;—was owned by Mr. Benjamin Boyd, a rich Australian settler who was a man of wealth and of considerable celebrity in Britain, a cultured and daring fellow, always ready for a new adventure. Webster and he were congenial spirits. They had met in New Zealand and warmly renewed the friendship in San Francisco, and Webster welcomed the invitation to give up prosaic trading and sail for the South Seas.

          
The 
Wanderer was just the vessel to take his fancy. She was built for pleasure cruising; she belonged to the Koyal Yacht Squadron and had been cruising in the Mediterranean before Boyd bought her and took her out to Sydney. She was quite a little man-o'-war; she had ten brass guns mounted on the main deck and a 12-pounder gun called a “long Tom,” mounted on a swivel aft. Plenty of ammunition, round shot and grape, was carried for these guns; and besides the
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The valley of the Kakaia River, South Island, New Zealand.


schooner's crew were well supplied with muskets, boarding-pikes, and tomahawks for close-quarters. There were boarding-nettings for tricing up all round above the bulwarks, to prevent the vessel being taken by a rush. All these methods of defence were needed in the South Seas in that era when a cruise among the cannibal islands was always an enterprise calling for continual vigilance and readiness to fight. Ben Boyd was in command; he had a. sailing master, and Mr. Webster, by virtue of his sailoring experience, was Boyd's lieutenant. The crew for the cruise were Kanakas, all good boatmen for landing work, from Western Pacific islands. Besides Boyd and Webster, there were only three white men on board.

        

        

          
In the Solomon Islands.

          
In May, 1851, the 
Wanderer was at Honolulu, and by October she was cruising in the Western Pacific, visiting the New Hebrides and the Solomon Islands. From San Christoval, Boyd sailed for the great mountainous island called Guadalcanar; it was one of the southern islands of the Solomons. Its lofty ranges, everywhere densely covered with forest, rose into cloudy peaks. One of the danger islands where the mountain tribes were always at war with the shore dwellers, and where the “man-a-beach” usually sent, or tried to send an arrow into any white target within range; the white man in his turn had musket or pistol always ready. It was seldom safe to venture on shore. But the white men, for all the warning? they received, were sometimes caught off their guard, and the owner of the 
Wanderer was one of them.

        

        

          
The Disappearance of Ben Boyd.

          
The Wanderer lay at anchor in a sheltered inlet of Guadalcanar now marked on the chart as Wanderer Bay. Early on the morping of October 15, 1851, Mr. Boyd had a dinghy lowered and with a Kanaka sailor went on shore to shoot pigeons; he had been on shore with his gun on the previous day. There was some sporting rivalry between him and Webster, and he got up early to anticipate his friend: When Webster went on deck he saw his friend half way to the shore, and he hailed him. Boyd had taken a powder-flask and sholbelt which Webster had left handy on the cabin table intending to go on shore himself that morning. Boyd, laughing, held up the flask and belt, and called out that he would lie back to breakfast with some birds. “That,” said Webster, “was the last I ever saw of my friend Ben Boyd.”

          
The 
Wanderer's owner went round a wooded point, intending to go up a valley near the landing. Shortly afterward's those on board the schooner heard two shots fired at short intervals. They thought Boyd was using his double-barrel gun on the pigeons. But nothing more was heard.

        

        

          
The Schooner Attacked: A Desperate Fight.

          
Then, to their horror, the yacht's people saw a flotilla of war-canoes sweep round the point and dash towards them under the impulse of scores of paddles. The canoes were packed with savages yelling their fighting cries, and there was a hideous bellow and roar from conch-shells, the war-trumpets of the Solomons.
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Webster was in command of the yacht. It was a fearful moment, when he suddenly realised that the guns were not loaded. Out with your muskets, ye Wanderers, all hands! The first weapons to hand were snatched up. Tomahawks, pikes, guns, pistols—not a second to lose, for the warriors arc already boarding the schooner. Some of them climbed on board, plying spears and clubs, and showers of arrows flew from the canoe crews. Several natives were killed on the deck; after a desperate fight the other boarders were hurled back into their canoes. Fortunately they boarded on only one side. Had they attacked on both sides of the schooner simultaneously the Wanderers would all have been slaughtered. By this time the long Tom and the other guns had been loaded, and charges of grapeshot were fired into the canoes. Webster, who had shot down two natives on the deck, took charge of the long Tom and laid and fired it. Some canoes were sunk or shattered, and others drew off. It was probably the first time those savages had encountered artillery.

          
The shore was bombarded, and then the 
Wanderer's largest boat was lowered, and with a strong armed crew and a two-pounder gun in the bow, Webster landed and searched vainly for his missing friend.

          
The Wanderers scoured all the shore and burned the native villages. Boyd's sword belt was found, and part of the skull of the native sailor with him, but that was all. Without a doubt the bodies of both men had been carried off for a cannibal feast.
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In 1845, John Webster and his friend, F. E. Maning, from Onoke, Hokianga, and another white freelance from Hokianga, William Munro. joined Tamati Waka's force, which took the field against Hone Heke in the Bay of Islands war. There was much skirmishing around Lake Omapere and the neighbouring hills. Webster was armed with a rifle and a supply of 200 cartridges when he entered joyfully into the guerilla warfare. He described to me the chivalrous game of war as he witnessed and shared in it there.
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The old Webster home at Opononi, Hokianga, showing the saluting guns In the wall embrasures.
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The Maori Tournament.

          
“When either side wished to spend a day fighting,” Webster narrated in his reminiscences, “they went to the challenge hill Taumata-Karamu, near Omapcrc's shores, and fired off a musket. The challenge was always accepted. One morning William Munro and I, and some of Nene's men, went to the challenging hill and were soon in the thick of it. On the side facing Heke's 
pa some trenches had been dug. I got into one of them. The near bullets were spitting past us as we lay in the holes, exposing our heads only.

          
“As a compact had been made between Nene and Heke that they were to cease fighting at sundown, and
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it was getting on to that time, a distant cry arose of ‘Ka po te ra!’ (‘The sun is setting'). Immediately some hundreds of men seemed to rise out of the ground, with a great roar of ‘Kua po te ra!’ (‘The sun has set'). The two armies gathered together, for there was not a shot in anger after the sun had gone down, but still it was quite light. Each party was about ten yards from the other. Two men (one from each side) would meet half way and, after rubbing noses, would make enquiries as to the casualties of the day.

          
“Then both messengers returned to their respective armies, and first one and then the other gave a great hart (war dance). It was a grand sight, and set one's blood boiling and made the ground shake.
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“Off to California.

          
Webster was by this time a man of experience in Maori business. He had learned the native tongue, and he was well skilled in trading, and in buying kauri timber and kauri gum. He assisted his friend Dr. Campbell in Auckland in the Maori trade, and then, when the great gold-diggings rush in California created a demand for foodstuffs, he sailed as supercargo in the barque Noble, carrying a cargo of flour and potatoes for San Francisco. It was in 1850, when all the sailormen were singing: —

          
“There's plenty of gold, so I've been told,

          
“On the banks of the Sacramento.”

          
Life in the raw, new gold-city was lively in the extreme and often extremely perilous. Dr, Campbell was with Webster in the Noble. The two saw the great fire which swept San Francisco. They remained more than a year in California, in business, and acquired some of its teeming wealth for themselves.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 11, Issue 7 (October 1, 1936)

A Cruise in the “Wanderer.”



          
A Cruise in the “Wanderer.”

          
Then, in 1851, Webster, having had enough of commerce for a while, was attracted by “the bright eyes of Danger” once more, and joined the schooner yacht 
Wanderer for a cruise which proved the greatest adventure of his roving life.

          
The 
Wanderer, a beautiful topsail schooner of 240 tons—about the size of that handsome little New Zealand craft the Hula, the last topsail schooner in these sea;—was owned by Mr. Benjamin Boyd, a rich Australian settler who was a man of wealth and of considerable celebrity in Britain, a cultured and daring fellow, always ready for a new adventure. Webster and he were congenial spirits. They had met in New Zealand and warmly renewed the friendship in San Francisco, and Webster welcomed the invitation to give up prosaic trading and sail for the South Seas.

          
The 
Wanderer was just the vessel to take his fancy. She was built for pleasure cruising; she belonged to the Koyal Yacht Squadron and had been cruising in the Mediterranean before Boyd bought her and took her out to Sydney. She was quite a little man-o'-war; she had ten brass guns mounted on the main deck and a 12-pounder gun called a “long Tom,” mounted on a swivel aft. Plenty of ammunition, round shot and grape, was carried for these guns; and besides the
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The valley of the Kakaia River, South Island, New Zealand.


schooner's crew were well supplied with muskets, boarding-pikes, and tomahawks for close-quarters. There were boarding-nettings for tricing up all round above the bulwarks, to prevent the vessel being taken by a rush. All these methods of defence were needed in the South Seas in that era when a cruise among the cannibal islands was always an enterprise calling for continual vigilance and readiness to fight. Ben Boyd was in command; he had a. sailing master, and Mr. Webster, by virtue of his sailoring experience, was Boyd's lieutenant. The crew for the cruise were Kanakas, all good boatmen for landing work, from Western Pacific islands. Besides Boyd and Webster, there were only three white men on board.
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In the Solomon Islands.

          
In May, 1851, the 
Wanderer was at Honolulu, and by October she was cruising in the Western Pacific, visiting the New Hebrides and the Solomon Islands. From San Christoval, Boyd sailed for the great mountainous island called Guadalcanar; it was one of the southern islands of the Solomons. Its lofty ranges, everywhere densely covered with forest, rose into cloudy peaks. One of the danger islands where the mountain tribes were always at war with the shore dwellers, and where the “man-a-beach” usually sent, or tried to send an arrow into any white target within range; the white man in his turn had musket or pistol always ready. It was seldom safe to venture on shore. But the white men, for all the warning? they received, were sometimes caught off their guard, and the owner of the 
Wanderer was one of them.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 11, Issue 7 (October 1, 1936)

The Disappearance of Ben Boyd



          
The Disappearance of Ben Boyd.

          
The Wanderer lay at anchor in a sheltered inlet of Guadalcanar now marked on the chart as Wanderer Bay. Early on the morping of October 15, 1851, Mr. Boyd had a dinghy lowered and with a Kanaka sailor went on shore to shoot pigeons; he had been on shore with his gun on the previous day. There was some sporting rivalry between him and Webster, and he got up early to anticipate his friend: When Webster went on deck he saw his friend half way to the shore, and he hailed him. Boyd had taken a powder-flask and sholbelt which Webster had left handy on the cabin table intending to go on shore himself that morning. Boyd, laughing, held up the flask and belt, and called out that he would lie back to breakfast with some birds. “That,” said Webster, “was the last I ever saw of my friend Ben Boyd.”

          
The 
Wanderer's owner went round a wooded point, intending to go up a valley near the landing. Shortly afterward's those on board the schooner heard two shots fired at short intervals. They thought Boyd was using his double-barrel gun on the pigeons. But nothing more was heard.
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The Schooner Attacked: A Desperate Fight.

          
Then, to their horror, the yacht's people saw a flotilla of war-canoes sweep round the point and dash towards them under the impulse of scores of paddles. The canoes were packed with savages yelling their fighting cries, and there was a hideous bellow and roar from conch-shells, the war-trumpets of the Solomons.
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Webster was in command of the yacht. It was a fearful moment, when he suddenly realised that the guns were not loaded. Out with your muskets, ye Wanderers, all hands! The first weapons to hand were snatched up. Tomahawks, pikes, guns, pistols—not a second to lose, for the warriors arc already boarding the schooner. Some of them climbed on board, plying spears and clubs, and showers of arrows flew from the canoe crews. Several natives were killed on the deck; after a desperate fight the other boarders were hurled back into their canoes. Fortunately they boarded on only one side. Had they attacked on both sides of the schooner simultaneously the Wanderers would all have been slaughtered. By this time the long Tom and the other guns had been loaded, and charges of grapeshot were fired into the canoes. Webster, who had shot down two natives on the deck, took charge of the long Tom and laid and fired it. Some canoes were sunk or shattered, and others drew off. It was probably the first time those savages had encountered artillery.

          
The shore was bombarded, and then the 
Wanderer's largest boat was lowered, and with a strong armed crew and a two-pounder gun in the bow, Webster landed and searched vainly for his missing friend.

          
The Wanderers scoured all the shore and burned the native villages. Boyd's sword belt was found, and part of the skull of the native sailor with him, but that was all. Without a doubt the bodies of both men had been carried off for a cannibal feast.
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The Wreck of the “Wanderer.”

        
That was the tragic end of the South Sea pleasure cruise. The 
Wanderer sailed for Sydney, but there was tragedy for the pretty schooner herself, for on December 12th, she was totally wrecked in a gale near Port Macquarric, New South Wales. All hands reached the shore safely. At the sale of the wreck the “Long Tom,” which had done its part in the defence of the schooner was bought by a Mr. Samuel Browning. It had a history long before the 
Wanderer's day, for it was a French gun captured at Waterloo, and it had been presented to Boyd by the British War Office. It was used, after the wreck, on board one of the ships trading between Australia and London, for the protection of the shipments of gold against possible pirates. Later it was presented by Mr. Browning's relatives, after his death, to the City of Auckland, and to-day it is preserved there. It lies in the Albert Park with the two Russian guns captured at Sebastopol (presented to Auckland by the British Government) at the foot of the flagstaff.
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A South-Sea-Bubble Republic,

        
Here I must explain that one of Ben Boyd's bright ideas was a quixotic kind of scheme for a South Sea Republic. A proposal had been made to form a South Sea Islands Confederation, political and commercial. Boyd's untimely death disposed of this; but about 1855 the scheme was revived, a federation of Western Pacific Islands under the protectorate of the Government of Hawaii, then more generally called the Sandwich Islands. The Solomon Islands were, to be the nucleus of the State. Mr. Webster was appointed “Sovereign Chief” of Eastern San Christoval; Mr. Charles F. Julian, of New South Wales, Chief of Marau, and Mr. C. G. de Ross Reeves ruler of Malo. King Kamehameha, of Hawaii, created Webster a “Knighf Commander” of some nebulous order. There were flags and gorgeous seals, all very fine and beautiful. The Confederation remained a castle in the air. Boyd was in a way a Cecil Rhodes of the Pacific, but a less practical and less fortunate Rhodes. It was just as well the rulers of the fantastic sub-kingdom never attempted to put their Honolulu-made authority to the test. The spearsmen and tomahawk-wielders of the Solomon Islands would have had a short way with it. Mr. Webster never took the Rajah Brooke-like scheme very seriously; still it was all in the way of adventure, and that is the salt of life.

        
After the wreck of the 
Wanderer, Mr. Webster went to England, taking with him his series of sketches depicting the Pacific cruise of the schooner, and he had the honour of showing them to Queen Victoria. She was interested in hearing about Boyd. and his tragic end; he was High Steward of Scotland at the ceremony of Her Majesty's Coronation.

        
Louis Napoleon of France, who had been a guest of Ben Boyd when in exile in England, was also concerned about his old friend's fate, and being now in power in his country offered to send a French warship to the Solomon Islands to clear up the mystery of his death and deal out punishment to the natives. However, this was not necessary; the British Naval authorities in the Pacific were already investigating the circumstances.

        
“The Last Cruise of the Wanderer,” a now very rare little book written by Webster and illustrated by himself, preserves the story of the pleasure cruise that ended in tragedy. In his old age he put together his reminiscences, and these were published in a limited edition.
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Home to Hokianga.

        
On returning to New Zealand, in 1855, Webster married the eldest daughter of his old friend, Mr. G. F. Russell, who was dying at Kohukohu. After Russell's death he carried on his timber business at Kohukohu. Kauri cargoes were shipped to all parts of the world. Kohukohu was then the largest settlement on Hokianga Harbour, as it is to-day. It was always the most favoured loading place in the North; the harbour entrance was far safer” than that of the Kaipara. One has seen large barques loading sawn kauri and great logs for Australia and more distant parts. Vanished ships! Never a square-rigger ties up at old Timber-Town to-day.

        
Then, that serene loophole of retreat, Opononi. There, after disposing of his Kohukohu business, the hero of so many strange hazards which had left him unscathed disposed himself amidst his treasures. With his sons and daughters about him his books and pictures, his trees and flowers, he was content. There, retaining to the last his enjoyment of the bright world about him, he lived to his nineties, the grand old figure of the North.
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A scene in the New Railway Goods Yard at Wellington.
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The Wisdom of the Maori

 
A Father's Tangi for his son.
          
        

        
(By 

Tohunga.)

        

          

Maori lore, written and unwritten, is rich in beautiful and touching laments for the dead. This is an all but forgotten 
waiato tangi, composed and chanted by the chief Hone Mohi Tawhai (ex-M.H.R.), of Waima, Hokianga, on the death of his son, Graham (Kereama) Tawhai, in 1886. Graham was a promising young man. who was educated in Auckland and was studying law in Whitaker and Russell's office when he suddenly became ill, and was taken home only to die shortly after he reached his Waima birthplace. The following is a translation of the principal part of the elegiac chant: —

          

            
Alas! my son! In boyhood thou hast gone


            
Thy way, nor waited till the moon in fullness


            
Graced the sky. Thou didst not seek


            
Men's admiration, yet thou wert prized,


            
And precious as a greenstone jewel


            
To thine own people; for thou wert worthy


            
Of that renowned ancestral name Rahiri.
          

          
* * *

          

            
The tribe, in sorrow bowed,


            
Weep for thee in their distant homes.


            
The lightning flashes through the darkened sky,


            
And strikes the sacred height of Whakatere,


            
A sign of death. Thou wert too quickly snatched away


            
To rest among thy forefathers,


            
Who have slept so long in Okahu's red sands


            
Where all are now alike.


            
Rise up, O son, that we may stand together,


            
That by some magic power thy eager step


            
May pace our home again;


            
And let thy voice, which moved each heart, be lifted up,


            
That thousands may give ear.
          

          
* * *
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Daughters of Kiri! Once ye dandled Graham


            
In your arms, as though he were a poi,


            
And bore him in the great canoe


            
To Rangitoto, there to gaze around


            
Upon the little hills of Tamaki,


            
The land and waters of thy ancestors.
          

          
* * *

          

            
Let the moaning sea around Taranga's isle


            
Hear our lament; lei the sound of grief be borne away


            
To Kokako and all the mainland heights.
          

          
* * *

          

            
Whakamautara stood forth to greet thee


            
At Kaikohe and take thce home to Hokianga,


            
To thy childhood's valley, there to rest for aye.


            
We took thee to our loving home,


            
Yet thou did'st, linger with us, O my son,


            
But one short night, and now thou sleepest,


            
O thou prized jewel of the tribe,


            
The last and quiet sleep.


            
Who is there now among us


            
To carry out thy mission, take up thy work of love!


            
Shall it be left to Wi, or to Hand,


            
Or perish in the sighing winds of death?
          

        

        

          
Kumara: A Question of Pronunciation.

          
A correspondent, Mr. W. G. Whitton, writing from Ohura, raises the question of the pronunciation and meaning of the name, Kumara, in Westland. He mentions that he travelled through Kumara in 1872, four years before the gold rush there, when he was driving from Hokitika to Greenstone. “What is now the main street,” he narrates, “was then a lovely avenue of tall rima from Sandy's Hill to the old Zigzag. In 1876, when I revisited the place, it was a lively town with a population of 5,000, and forty-nine pubs., most of them just dance houses. Many of the buildings were only calico on frames. Now the population is about 250, with four or five pubs.” Regarding the place-name, Mr. Whitton says:

          
“Kumara was not named after the sweet potato of the Maori, but after the native clematis, which grew very plentiful there, and the old residents always stressed the second syllable.”

          
“Tohunga's” reply is as follows: In the absence of Maoris of Westland who could be questioned about these names, it is not possible to endorse my correspondent's version of namemeaning and pronunciation. Pakeha residents, unless they are Maori linguists, cannot be depended on for the correct pronunciation of a name; they usually stress the wrong syllable. I do not think 
Kumara was used to signify anything but the sweet potato. But there are various plant-names of which 
Kumara forms the first part. There is 
Kumara-hou (“New Kumara”), which is applied to four different plants in various districts, i.e., the shrub Pomaderris elliptica; the small tree Quintinia serrata; the shrub Olearia Colensoi, and the herb Angelica Rosaefolia.

          
There arc also 
Kumara-kai-torouka, the shrub Olearia furfuracea; and the 
Kumara-rau-nui (large-leaved kumara), the shrub Qlearia Colensoi. None of these names is accented on the second syllable.

          

Kumara (sweet potato) and 
Kumarahou are accented on the first syllable. The others are not particularly stressed; all syllables are given the same value.

          
It does not appear that Kumara is anywhere a name for the clematis. The words for that plant are 
pikiarero and 
pua-wananga. Possibly the flowers of the 
Kumara-hou shrub were confused with those of the clematis by some of the early pakehas.

        

        

          
The Southern Lakes.

          

            
Manapouri:
          

          
This euphonious name of New Zealand's most beautiful lake is really a corruption of the original Maori and is also misplaced, through a pioneer map-maker's error. It is from 
manavia-popore, meaning “throbbing heart,” which is one of the Mavora lakes, in the ranges near Wakatipu. The ancient and very appropriate name of 
Manapouri is Motu-rau, meaning “Hundred Islands,’ or “Many Islands,” This information was given to me by old Maoris of Southland in 1903.
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Maori lore, written and unwritten, is rich in beautiful and touching laments for the dead. This is an all but forgotten 
waiato tangi, composed and chanted by the chief Hone Mohi Tawhai (ex-M.H.R.), of Waima, Hokianga, on the death of his son, Graham (Kereama) Tawhai, in 1886. Graham was a promising young man. who was educated in Auckland and was studying law in Whitaker and Russell's office when he suddenly became ill, and was taken home only to die shortly after he reached his Waima birthplace. The following is a translation of the principal part of the elegiac chant: —

          

            
Alas! my son! In boyhood thou hast gone


            
Thy way, nor waited till the moon in fullness


            
Graced the sky. Thou didst not seek


            
Men's admiration, yet thou wert prized,


            
And precious as a greenstone jewel


            
To thine own people; for thou wert worthy


            
Of that renowned ancestral name Rahiri.
          

          
* * *

          

            
The tribe, in sorrow bowed,


            
Weep for thee in their distant homes.


            
The lightning flashes through the darkened sky,


            
And strikes the sacred height of Whakatere,


            
A sign of death. Thou wert too quickly snatched away


            
To rest among thy forefathers,


            
Who have slept so long in Okahu's red sands


            
Where all are now alike.


            
Rise up, O son, that we may stand together,


            
That by some magic power thy eager step


            
May pace our home again;


            
And let thy voice, which moved each heart, be lifted up,


            
That thousands may give ear.
          

          
* * *
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Daughters of Kiri! Once ye dandled Graham


            
In your arms, as though he were a poi,


            
And bore him in the great canoe


            
To Rangitoto, there to gaze around


            
Upon the little hills of Tamaki,


            
The land and waters of thy ancestors.
          

          
* * *

          

            
Let the moaning sea around Taranga's isle


            
Hear our lament; lei the sound of grief be borne away


            
To Kokako and all the mainland heights.
          

          
* * *

          

            
Whakamautara stood forth to greet thee


            
At Kaikohe and take thce home to Hokianga,


            
To thy childhood's valley, there to rest for aye.


            
We took thee to our loving home,


            
Yet thou did'st, linger with us, O my son,


            
But one short night, and now thou sleepest,


            
O thou prized jewel of the tribe,


            
The last and quiet sleep.


            
Who is there now among us


            
To carry out thy mission, take up thy work of love!


            
Shall it be left to Wi, or to Hand,


            
Or perish in the sighing winds of death?
          

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 11, Issue 7 (October 1, 1936)

Kumara: A Question of Pronunciation



          
Kumara: A Question of Pronunciation.

          
A correspondent, Mr. W. G. Whitton, writing from Ohura, raises the question of the pronunciation and meaning of the name, Kumara, in Westland. He mentions that he travelled through Kumara in 1872, four years before the gold rush there, when he was driving from Hokitika to Greenstone. “What is now the main street,” he narrates, “was then a lovely avenue of tall rima from Sandy's Hill to the old Zigzag. In 1876, when I revisited the place, it was a lively town with a population of 5,000, and forty-nine pubs., most of them just dance houses. Many of the buildings were only calico on frames. Now the population is about 250, with four or five pubs.” Regarding the place-name, Mr. Whitton says:

          
“Kumara was not named after the sweet potato of the Maori, but after the native clematis, which grew very plentiful there, and the old residents always stressed the second syllable.”

          
“Tohunga's” reply is as follows: In the absence of Maoris of Westland who could be questioned about these names, it is not possible to endorse my correspondent's version of namemeaning and pronunciation. Pakeha residents, unless they are Maori linguists, cannot be depended on for the correct pronunciation of a name; they usually stress the wrong syllable. I do not think 
Kumara was used to signify anything but the sweet potato. But there are various plant-names of which 
Kumara forms the first part. There is 
Kumara-hou (“New Kumara”), which is applied to four different plants in various districts, i.e., the shrub Pomaderris elliptica; the small tree Quintinia serrata; the shrub Olearia Colensoi, and the herb Angelica Rosaefolia.

          
There arc also 
Kumara-kai-torouka, the shrub Olearia furfuracea; and the 
Kumara-rau-nui (large-leaved kumara), the shrub Qlearia Colensoi. None of these names is accented on the second syllable.

          

Kumara (sweet potato) and 
Kumarahou are accented on the first syllable. The others are not particularly stressed; all syllables are given the same value.

          
It does not appear that Kumara is anywhere a name for the clematis. The words for that plant are 
pikiarero and 
pua-wananga. Possibly the flowers of the 
Kumara-hou shrub were confused with those of the clematis by some of the early pakehas.
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The Southern Lakes.

          

            
Manapouri:
          

          
This euphonious name of New Zealand's most beautiful lake is really a corruption of the original Maori and is also misplaced, through a pioneer map-maker's error. It is from 
manavia-popore, meaning “throbbing heart,” which is one of the Mavora lakes, in the ranges near Wakatipu. The ancient and very appropriate name of 
Manapouri is Motu-rau, meaning “Hundred Islands,’ or “Many Islands,” This information was given to me by old Maoris of Southland in 1903.
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Our London Letter
            
          
        

        
by 
Arthur L. Stead


        

          

            
Some Notable Non-Stop Runs
          

          

Speeding up of main-line passenger trains continues apace in Britain. Following on the acceleration of the London, Midland & Scottish “Mid-day Scot” service, referred to last month, there must now be recorded even more striking Anglo-Scottish running, on both the L.M. & S., and London & North Eastern routes.

          
Commencing 6th July, the “Royal Scot” express out of Euston terminus, London, was accelerated so as to reach Glasgow in 7 ½ hours—the shortest regular journey time on record over the 401 ½ miles between the two cities. This run is non-stop from Euston to Carlisle (301 miles), where enginemen are changed. No stops whatever are made for passenger purposes, and the same locomotive is employed throughout

          
The “Flying Scotsman” expresses between King's Cross, London, and Edinburgh, now perform the world's record, daily non-stop runs of 392 ¼ miles in exactly 7 ¼ hours—faster than any previous regular schedule. This non-stop service is only made possible by the utilisation of giant locomotives fitted with corridor tender, enabling enginemen to be changed en route without stopping. Long non-stop runs are growing in favour on the Home lines. One regular non-stop journey is that of 188 ¼ miles between King's Cross and York. On the L.M. & S. the longest non-stop runs include London-Carlisle previously referred to; Holyhead (263 ¾ miles); and Colwyn Bay (219 ½ miles).

        

        

          
Features of New Rolling Stock.

          
Low-waisted windows, arm-rests and shoulder reading-lights are being standardised as permanent features of passenger coaches for long-distance services on the L.M. & S. line, which, in addition to building 687 new. carriages this year, is carrying out an extensive modernisation programme of its existing stock. During the past six years a total of over 3,580 new passenger carriages have been introduced on the L.M. & S., representing over twenty per cent, of the total stock.

          
The modernisation of the restaurant car and sleeping car stock (the company has 200 diners and 232 sleeping cars) is also proceeding. In 1933, a five-year plan was begun for the replacement of 70 of the older diningcars, with the result that 42 new cars have been placed in service, while the remaining 28 will be built this year or in 1937. In addition, 7 new diners are being provided for service locally in Scotland, while 20 more kitchencars are to be introduced for excursion trains. During the past three years the L.M. & S. has provided 26 entirely new and 64 modernised firstclass sleeping cars; and 13 new and 12 modernised combined first and third-class sleepers, giving a total of 115 new or renovated cars. Altogether the company owns nearly 17,000 passenger carriages, as well as over 6,400 vehicles used for parcels and other traffic conveyed by passenger train.

        

        

          
Development of the Rail-Car.

          
Extended employment of the railcar for both long and short-haul passenger work is a feature throughout Europe. In particular, we find increasing attention being paid to the development of the fast streamlined railcar, of which the German “Flying Hamburger” was probably the first outstanding example. The very latest development is the pneumatic-tyred rail-car, various types of which are being run both in France and at Home.
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The Flying Scotsman speeding northwards from King's Cross station, London.


          

          
Five years ago, the French State Railways placed in service an experimental pneumatic-tyred rail-car developed by the Michelin Company. So successful did this prove, that the stock of such cars has gradually been increased to between seventy and eighty, these mostly being 56 and 100. seater units. At Home, the L.M. & S. authorities are at present trying out two pneumatic-tyred rail-cars of new design. Each of the cars is carried on 16 pneumatic-tyred wheels, accommodates 56 passengers, seated, and has a cruising speed of 60 m.p.h., with a maximum of about 75 m.p.h. Each rail-car is driven by a 275 h.p. petrol engine with self-changing gearbox, and can run with equal facility in either direction. Silent and smooth running is a feature of the pneumatictyred rail-car. Another distinct advantage
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Diesel-electric, Streamlined Ball-cars, Netherlands State Rallways.


is that the pneumatic tyre presents a high co-efficient of friction in contact with the rail, this giving acceleration and braking greatly in excess of the rates possible with steeltyred cars.

        

        

          
Efficient Shunting Locomotives.

          
Diesel-electric shunting locomotives perform, to-day, useful service in many lands. A new design is incorporated in a shunting locomotive recently put into service on the Great Western Railway. The engine is of the six-cylinder vertical type, the cylinders having a bore of 10 inches, and a stroke of 12 inches, and develops 350 B.H.P. at 68o r.p.m. The compression pressure is about 450 lbs. per sq. in., and the maximum normal explosion pressure 600 to 700 lbs. per sq. in. The engine is water-cooled. Both fuel and air supplies are carefully filtered on their way to the cylinders. The lubrication system includes a safety device whereby the engine is shut down should the oil pressure fail. The transmission equipment comprises a self-ventilated main generator of 230 k.w. continuous capacity directly coupled to the engine. The current is fed to two motors driving on to the end axles, and coupling rods are employed to transmit the drive to the centre axle. Either traction motor may be cut out of the circuit should a defect arise, and the remaining motor used for hauling half the load. Simplicity of control is a feature of the locomotive. The revolutions of the engine, output from the generator, and speed of the locomotive are all controlled by a single lever.

        

        

          
International Railway Conferences.

          
The Home railways, apart from carrying enormous quantities of freight arising in the country itself, are intimately concerned in the movement of traffic between Home centres and all parts of Europe. Some time ago, reference was made in these Letters to the activities of the International Railway Conference which arranges through passenger movement across the continent. It will, perhaps, come as a surprise to many readers to learn that almost all the principal European railways, including the Home lines, are members of yet another international body, known as the Freight Train Time-Table Conference, which is responsible for the drawing-up of the international freight train timetables covering the continent from east to west.

          
There are 31 member-administrations of this conference, and the meetings, conducted in French and German, are held at selected continental centres in March and November each year. At the November meetings questions mainly of principle are discussed. At the March gatherings effect is given to the decisions reached, and the freight train time-tables corrected and approved for issue. The international freight train time-table is published in May each year. It runs to more than 300 pages, in French, German and Italian, and contains about 500 international freight train time-tables.
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One of the Railway Department's new 40-ton cranes in operation at Wellington, New Zealand.
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The modernisation of the restaurant car and sleeping car stock (the company has 200 diners and 232 sleeping cars) is also proceeding. In 1933, a five-year plan was begun for the replacement of 70 of the older diningcars, with the result that 42 new cars have been placed in service, while the remaining 28 will be built this year or in 1937. In addition, 7 new diners are being provided for service locally in Scotland, while 20 more kitchencars are to be introduced for excursion trains. During the past three years the L.M. & S. has provided 26 entirely new and 64 modernised firstclass sleeping cars; and 13 new and 12 modernised combined first and third-class sleepers, giving a total of 115 new or renovated cars. Altogether the company owns nearly 17,000 passenger carriages, as well as over 6,400 vehicles used for parcels and other traffic conveyed by passenger train.
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is that the pneumatic tyre presents a high co-efficient of friction in contact with the rail, this giving acceleration and braking greatly in excess of the rates possible with steeltyred cars.
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Diesel-electric shunting locomotives perform, to-day, useful service in many lands. A new design is incorporated in a shunting locomotive recently put into service on the Great Western Railway. The engine is of the six-cylinder vertical type, the cylinders having a bore of 10 inches, and a stroke of 12 inches, and develops 350 B.H.P. at 68o r.p.m. The compression pressure is about 450 lbs. per sq. in., and the maximum normal explosion pressure 600 to 700 lbs. per sq. in. The engine is water-cooled. Both fuel and air supplies are carefully filtered on their way to the cylinders. The lubrication system includes a safety device whereby the engine is shut down should the oil pressure fail. The transmission equipment comprises a self-ventilated main generator of 230 k.w. continuous capacity directly coupled to the engine. The current is fed to two motors driving on to the end axles, and coupling rods are employed to transmit the drive to the centre axle. Either traction motor may be cut out of the circuit should a defect arise, and the remaining motor used for hauling half the load. Simplicity of control is a feature of the locomotive. The revolutions of the engine, output from the generator, and speed of the locomotive are all controlled by a single lever.
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The Home railways, apart from carrying enormous quantities of freight arising in the country itself, are intimately concerned in the movement of traffic between Home centres and all parts of Europe. Some time ago, reference was made in these Letters to the activities of the International Railway Conference which arranges through passenger movement across the continent. It will, perhaps, come as a surprise to many readers to learn that almost all the principal European railways, including the Home lines, are members of yet another international body, known as the Freight Train Time-Table Conference, which is responsible for the drawing-up of the international freight train timetables covering the continent from east to west.

          
There are 31 member-administrations of this conference, and the meetings, conducted in French and German, are held at selected continental centres in March and November each year. At the November meetings questions mainly of principle are discussed. At the March gatherings effect is given to the decisions reached, and the freight train time-tables corrected and approved for issue. The international freight train time-table is published in May each year. It runs to more than 300 pages, in French, German and Italian, and contains about 500 international freight train time-tables.
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The Movement of Live Stock.

        
Livestock handling provides profitable business for the Home railways. In a single year the four group railways transport over 10 ½ millions head of livestock, sheep and lambs constituting about two-thirds of this movement. The mountainous districts of Scotland, northern England and Wales are the principal rearing grounds where lambs are bred. These areas, however, do not provide extensive feeding-grounds, so the young sheep are moved by rail in large numbers to central and southern England to be prepared for market. Cattle, produced as “store” animals in Ireland and Wales, move later into central England for feeding. Pigs are bred and reared in all the principal agricultural districts.

        
For the conveyance of livestock by train, the Home railways have developed and maintain large numbers of specially constructed trucks. At-the, majority of stations, pens and other accommodation are provided. The whole of the livestock accommodation is most scrupulously cleansed and disinfected in accordance with the carefully detailed regulations of the Government departments. Unceasingly on the look-out for new ideas likely to prove of material advantage to the livestock trade, the Home lines some time ago successfully introduced a comprehensive insurance scheme for livestock in transit.
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New Zealand Verse
        

        

          

            
              

Contrast.
            
          

          

            
On the ship they were talking and praising the English country,


            
Green as a garden lawn, and kind,


            
With ordered hedgerows, and gray towns keeping sentry,


            
And old towers where the ivies bind.


            
Peaceful waters in low gray valleys,


            
And thickets of gentle thorn,


            
And blackbirds singing in misty alleys


            
Their clear song to the morn.


            
And I thought of your wild blue mountains and white snow splashes,


            
And the shingle rivers racing down,


            
And the haze of heights where the wild hawk flashes


            
Over the rugged island crown.


            
I saw your lakes in their mountain setting,


            
Silver and sapphire and emerald green,


            
And their strange shores where the wind waves are fretting,


            
And casting their spray-broken sheen.


            
I thought of your wide sweet plains and the blue haze flowing,


            
And the misty white of moving sheep,


            
And the wind from the mountains coming and blowing


            
Keenly from the tussock steep.


            
Blue gentle seas, and your white shell beaches,


            
And the white gulls drifting down,


            
And the white ribbed sand where the spring tide reaches


            
The grass by the sea-winds mown.


            
I thought of it all, and the lavish golden spending


            
When summer is gone, and winter still not,


            
And the harvest moon is red at the long day's ending,


            
And the scent of the hayfields sweet and hot.


            
Remember! O strange, dim, restless fever


            
That wakes in my veins at morn…


            
A burning sickness that binds me for ever


            
To that land where I was born.
            —
Joyce T. West.
          

        

        

          

            
              

The Rain is Gone.
            
          

          

            
Look up, oh sorrowful eyes,


            
That wept through a weary night,


            
Hope smiles in the brightening skies,


            
And joy in the morning light.


            
Would you conquer the tyrant care,


            
And banish her doleful train?


            
Let nature with promise fair


            
Speak peace to the heart again.


            
Ah! tears may have fallen fast


            
O'er faces furrowed and wan,


            
But, lo! the winter is past


            
The rain is over and gone.


            
While deep in the forest thrills


            
The pulse of a fuller life,


            
Far out on the breezy hills


            
Sweet murmur and song are rife.


            
It is well if we likewise learn


            
To join in the hymn of praise,


            
And well if we trusting turn


            
Our thoughts to the brighter days,


            
Through clouds that were broadly cast


            
The covenant bow has shone,


            
And, lo! the winter is past


            
The rain is over and gone.


            
And even in dismal homes


            
That streets of the cities gird,


            
A breath of the country comes,


            
An echo of spring is heard.


            
In the flower-shops tenderly lie


            
Pale blossoms from field and dell,


            
And many who hasten by Will smile at the tale they tell,


            
Rejoicing that earth at last


            
Her raiment of light puts on,


            
For, lo! the winter is past,


            
The rain is over and gone.
            —
J. R. Hastings.
          

        

        

          

            
              

Egmont.
            
          

          

            
High into the morning air,


            
Blushing with a sunrise red,


            
Mid the ever restless clouds


            
Taranaki lifts her head,


            
While the glistening feet of day


            
Swiftly from the summits height


            
Down a dancing path of gold


            
Chase the eerie mists of night.


            
In the blaze of heated noon


            
Still she lifts her stately cone,


            
Cool in regal majesty,


            
Reigning lofty and alone,


            
Or when angry storm clouds blow


            
And the snow comes drifting down,


            
Swings a sheltering veil of mist


            
Round her ancient hoary crown.


            
Silent in the cool of night


            
Yet she keeps her lofty pride,


            
Framed in boundless starlit space


            
Where the mystic moonbeams glide,


            
And across the plains below,


            
Save where faint the night wind weeps,


            
Creeps a gentle brooding peace


            
Whispering, “Taranaki sleeps.”
            —
Les. R. Hill.
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Romany Kiss.
          
        

        

          
When you were in your cradle,


          
A Romany passed by.


          
She kissed your lips—your lips, my son;


          
(And I am like to die!)


          
But, go where winds are calling,


          
Go where lands are wide.


          
Go where ships are beating out


          
Against an adverse tide.


          
I would never hold you


          
Tamely to my side.


          
She was dark, the gipsy woman—


          
Oh, dark as Egypt's night!


          
She fondled you with witching hands—


          
(Her rings were burnished bright!)


          
Son, should the winds keen over you


          
Requiem, where lands are wide;


          
Should the ships beat no more home


          
Against an adverse tide;


          
Then, though I weep, son, son! for you,


          
They shall be tears of pride.


          
But—God grant the gipsy woman


          
May know no rest, but roam


          
Forever up and down the earth,


          
Until my son comes home.
          —
E. Mary Gurney.
        

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 11, Issue 7 (October 1, 1936)

Our National Treasure House of Wonders. — Astounding Variety… Amazing Achievement





        

          
            
Our National Treasure House of Wonders.

 
Astounding Variety… Amazing Achievement

          
        

        
(By 
O. N. 
Gillespie
). 
Sir Joshua Reynolds to Phar Lap's Skeleton.
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“The opening of the National Art Gallery and Dominion Museum must be regarded as an event of outstanding significance in the cultural development of this Dominon. In this building have been gathered together examples of art and craftsmanship from the earliest ages to the present time.”
        

        

          
The Prime Minister, the Rt. Hon. M. J. Savage.
        

        

The National Art Gallery and Dominion Museum is a long, arduous and expansive title. However, it is a fitting designation for the wondrous architectural pile that houses a univers of wonders, situated on the Mount Cook site in the City of Wellington. The title “Mount Cook” has caused some trouble overseas, as innocent and unsuspecting Cockney journalists have visualised in print that New Zealand has once more broken new revolutionary ground, and erected its main temple of the arts among the alpine snows of our largest mountain giant. The fact seems to have escaped them that even the sturdy New Zealanders would find it inconvenient to have to reach their Acropolis on skis and snowshoes.

        
The fact is that the erection of an Art Gallery on this site in the Capital City not only marks our cultural coming of age as a nation, but represents a mighty change of heart. Mount Cook was originally selected by our hardy forbears as a gaol site. There, they estimated, would its charm of outlook, its piquant peeps at free skies and blue seas have the best results and be best appreciated by that portion of the community who had broken the laws. The first exhibit seen by the incoming tourist, its grim fortress-like structure dominated the city for many years, the epitome of an age that was care-free, utilitarian, cheerily ruthless and engaged in the task of “getting on.” Our great Prime Minister, Richard John Seddon, suggested to those interested in the inception of Victoria College, that Mount Cook was the ideal site, and that for a while, even these dungeons could be utilised for classrooms. The idea was ridiculed, even reaching the depths of becoming the subject of a capping day song, “Just Because—because It Happened to be There.”

        
As it happened, the “Old Clay Patch” turned out to be a better site for the University, and the march of time has given us this ideal position for the noble buildings that now crown it. In searching for the pioneers of the idea, the efforts of one man seem to have been forgotten. This was the late James McDonald, painter, scientist, Maori scholar, photographer and journalist. He was assistant Director of the Museum at the time when Sir Francis Bell was Minister of Internal Affairs. Our first Rhodes Scholar, Allan Thomson, was the Director. While the latter was engaged on the researches which were to be of such enormous value in the study of evolution, James McDonald was ceaselessly pleading the cause of better quarters for the priceless treasures of the museum. It was a long siege.

        
However, when the attack was altered to the Mount Cook site proposal, the Minister capitulated, and the project was born. It is pleasant to know that portraits both of James McDonald (painted by himself) and Sir Francis Bell hang in the Gallery whose first conception was of their fashioning. They did not visualise the campanile, for with all its slender beauty, it hardly fits the picture, and the music of its bells in our windy air is of doubtful value. To me, the noble shrine now standing there is a symbol. Through our gifts of genial skies, warm and tender rains and rich soil, and our direct heritage of the British capacity for forthright practical action, we quickly reached a standard of material comfort which has no parity in the ancient or modern world, in its widespread incidence and almost universal diffusion. In older lands, where squalor



sits by beauty and the dirt of slums is relieved by objects of surpassing loveliness, there is a tendency to charge us with a forgetfulness of the things of the spirit. I remember one silver-tongued young Englishman who pointed out that there was an elevation about the Hau Hau religion that was lacking in the worship of half-backs; and he found that after a service car journey with a farmer who had improved a milking machine, that his sympathies were definitely with the cow. It is just possible that there is a mite of jealousy in some of this.

        
In Middle Europe to-day the possession of a cow and six sheep, along with one spare holiday suit and a meagre collection of household “sticks” marks a man of moderate riches. On statistics, each family of four in the Dominion owns eighty sheep, five cows, three-fourths of a motor-car, and countless household treasures and luxuries. There is a school of thought that holds that too much comfort is an unmitigated evil. They are mostly folk who have never lacked anything themselves, but I must admit that it was competent for observers to say that New Zealanders were too exclusively occupied with material things. We were inclined to look upon progress as a matter of more bathrooms, telephones, paved roads, motor cars and a variety of things for breakfast. We handed out more money in racing stakes than the British Isles, we reckoned that our Rugby was the best in the world, we counted lakes and rivers as places from which to extract enormous fish, and got far more thrills from a new liver-coloured cinema than an exquisite ornamental fountain. A miracle such as the Turnbull Library had a handful of visitors now and again, and the ecstatic raptures of world scholars and awe-stricken globe-trotters about it, caused us mild surprise. However, let it be said that we share this range of obsessions with plenty of other countries; and it is not, either, just the lands that were emulating us in a rising standard of living. Even in the cities of the most awe-inspiring culture, where futurist art can be seen in elaborate galleries, we find folk attending in scores of thousands at football games, horse carnivals, dog races and other amusing but definitely “lowbrow” pursuits.

        
New Zealanders should now rise and firmly point out that for four successive week-ends, ten to twelve thousand people visited the National Art Gallery and that during the week the attendance, daily, was in the thousands every afternoon and evening. The building project was the work of enthusiasts who were dedicated to the cause of raising the standard of cultural taste of their fellow countrymen; every country has its select company of art-lovers, and of people who are interested in science, literature, painting, sculpture and other higher branches of human endeavour. Their fate is to meet mostly with indifference and cheerful disregard of any such boring duties. This reproach cannot be levelled any more at New Zealanders. In the first month of the life of this institution, more than half of the total population of the capital city will have attended.

        
Let us make a half day pilgrimage through the splendid edifice. The elevation is so handsome and the sweep of entrance drives, massive steps and stone balustrades so imposing, that the most irreverent caller is impressed, and consequently enters the portals in the right frame of mind, almost in spite of himself. The direct route on the ground floor leads to the Maori House. This is the central hall, as it were, of the museum which is therefore H shaped. The attitude is that of the whole building, so that the roof is a vision of sublime loftiness. The size of the chamber dwarfs even the colossal form of the war canoe, Teremoe, the actual Maori war vessel used as a raider on the Wanganui River, in 1865. Its ingenuity of construction shows that our native pioneers were naval engineers of no mean order.

        
Here also are splendid and varied examples of the decorated prows and sternposts of both fishing and war canoes. The graceful spiral which the Maori artist loved is in evidence, and the work is of
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incredible finish and harmony. The “tauihu” or figureheads, are quaint human caricatures, plain on the fishing boats and highly decorative on the war canoes, but always with pawa shell eyes to guide the steersman. The construction of paddles, oarrests, rowing seats, and the general mechanical ingenuity shows what good, railwaymen those old warriors would have been. In the first place, the hollowing out of that enormous trunk is alone a work of technical achievement. I was interested, too, in the Chatham Island vessels. No trees of any real size grow in that little land, so the islanders fashioned their canoes from tightly woven bundles of reeds. In these flimsy contraptions they voyaged ocean wastes, and did their fishing and fighting.

        
The vast chamber contains also a full life-sized exhibition of Maori social life. There is a dwelling-house, a food store-house, the Pataka, raised on carved piles. These are actual specimens that have been in use. There are scores of fine examples of grotesque but somehow fascinating carvings for all manner of uses as interior and exterior embellishments. The Maori had reached a high state of development in the art of carving, as anyone who has done any whittling with a pocket knife will readily appreciate. This intricate work was done with tools made of stone and wood, ground and shaped with endless industry. This one impressive court devoted to the large-scale depiction of Maori culture will be a revelation increasing in interest all the time for our people and those from overseas.

        
I suppose the single most valuable and unique exhibit in the who'e museum, is the array of feathered cloaks from Hawaii. These were presented to Captain Cook and taken by him to England. In some way, not yet ascertained, they became the property of an institution known as the London Museum, and, when the latter was broken up, the St. Oswald family acquired these treasures. In 1912, Lord St. Oswald presented them to our Government. No one should miss seeing these, and the many other exquisite garments made by the Maoris. Delicate colourings, intricate patterns, fairy-like tracery of design and materials deftly and closely woven, make many of our modern fabrics look coarse and bizarre by comparison. They were very great artists, those ancient Polynesian folk, as witness the shapeliness of their steering and rowing paddles, the aesthetic delight of their carven foodbowls and richly adorned musical instruments. They were ingenious artificers as well. Crowds daily stand admiring the “trough” snares made for the pigeons at miro berry time. This is a deep wooden drinking trencher, laced with neat slip snares of flax filament; death to thirsty, plump birds.
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The craftsmanship and complex efficiency of the circular nets and traps for all varieties of fish from the gargantuan sunfish to the fresh-water crayfish are proof that scientific observation was far advanced in those far off days. The late Augustus Hamilton builded better than he knew when he founded, as Curator, this great Maori collection.

        
Please, however, do not imagine that the whole Museum is devoted to relics of early history. Phar Lap's skeleton is not mounted yet, but it soon will be, and it is fitting that the greatest horse ever bred in the Southern Hemisphere should have his bones resting in the land of his birth. As one leaves the fine picture of Abel Tasman, there appears a magnificent model of one of the “Rangi” boats, and show-case after show-case of priceless china, Sevres, Dresden, Venetian, Chinese and more. By one shining glass cabinet of magnificent tall Sevres vases, two old ladies remarked, “Fancy having to dust them of a morning!”

        
Cabinets of modern design display a bewildering array of birds (one of
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The New Zealand section of the Art Gallery.


the best in the world), and many of the names are strange and new; their colours run from the sombre huia to the brilliant little jewels of humming birds. Here also I met my first chipmunk and know now what a grey squirrel and an armadillo actually look like. I do not propose to make a catalogue, but there are precious things of other kinds by the thousand.

        
Now that there exists a national repository for every kind of treasure, an embarrassment of riches is on its way, and the Director is continually at a loss in deciding on acceptance or otherwise. Still, gifts of national interest are continually arriving. The other day a Russian exile called with priceless Russian gold coins, saying he wanted to make the gift as a token of thanks for the kindness shown him in our country. I can foresee the time when this Museum will be one of the show places of the world. It has a natural lode of pure ore of wonders to exploit and its treasure already won is of amazing richness.

        
By the way, attached to the Museum is a lecture theatre with a complete talkie plant. It is a modern theatreette with a lecture dais and rostrum fitted with apparatus for scientific demonstration of all kinds.

        
Up noble stairways, where some genius thought of kiwi figures as supports for the balustrades, the first floor houses the Art Gallery. Its long colonnades take the breath away. The serene simplicity, the stately purity of wall and line, set off the coloured magic on the walls. It is a day's walk to go round slowly. The display of the Empire loan collection was of tremendous importance. It was a spectacular event that the National Gallery and the Tate Gallery should have sent to New Zealand, first of all, a selection of the world's greatest paintings. At random, Turner and Constable, Reynolds and Gainsborough can be noted among the early great ones, Orpen and Augustus John among the moderns. There is one by Samuel Butler. There is Lander's great portrait of the late King. It is idle to say any more on this point, but that it marks an epoch in our history. The mountain came to Mahomet.

        
There are nine large galleries from which open spacious annexes. The Murray Fuller exhibition was a panorama of modern art. In times to come, the proper tribute will be paid to the genius of these great personalities, the late Murray Fuller and his wife, who, year alter year, brought to these distant lands the best work of every artist of distinction in the British art world. It is an achievement whose merit will only be seen in the perspective of history. There is also the notable assembly of the permanent possessions of the National Board. These include a room filled with fine portraits of our great men, past and present. There is an annex devoted to our architecture, and a series of galleries of our own achievement whose standard is most comforting. Before this temple of art and science had come into being, Mr. F. S. Markham, the distinguished secretary of the Museums Association, reported to the Carnegie Trust that New Zealand ranked highest in this regard, proportionately to population of all British Dominions and colonies; no doubt due to Ijie notable Auckland, Christchurch, Dunedin and Wanganui institutions. Now with our National Gallery and Museum in being, We must lead. We have never so far been charged with a lack of sticking power, and we have a flying start here.
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For a country of less than a hundred years of existence as a social unit, this great edifice is a giant achievement. It is our greatest deed of symbolism so far. Along with our steady work of social reconstruction, must go the important study of what to do with increased leisure and better economic conditions. On the Mount Cook site in our capital city stands a shrine that should be, a permanent reminder of the need to worship right things. It is our duty to give it of our best in everv way.
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The Queen's Earrings may be found to-day within half a mile of the spot where deeptoned whistles chime, and express trains sweeping up. the valley momentarily light with the glare of their head-lamps, the white-painted cattle stops on the road to Te Marae.

          
The jewels, once worn by Mary Stuart, were presented by her to Malcolm Lenzie, Laird of Glemnayne Priory in Renfrewshire, who aided her escape to England after the disastrous battle of Langside in 1568. They remained at Glenmayne until 1857 when Ardoch Lenzie, finding himself on the death of his father dispossessed of the house and estate by a moneylender named McWhin, resolved, at the suggestion of his wife Catherine to seek new lands and fortune in New Zealand.

          
So it came about when the ship “Druimuachdar” sailed from the Clyde in October, 1857, she carried as passengers, Ardoch and Catherine and an old woman, Mrs. McBride, who had been Catherine's nurse, and whose devotion was so great that nothing could prevent her from following her mistress to live “heels ower gowdie” amongst heathen savages at the bottom of the world.

          
They brought with them several bulky cases containing household effects of no very great value, and one small package that represented a modest fortune in the shape of the Queen's Earring.

          
The knowledge that these jewels were aboard had come to the ears of a certain undesirable waterfront character whose partner, in crime was Mr. Holloway, a seafaring man whom chance had made at the eleventh hour mate of the “Druimuachdar.”

          
However, the jewels were apparently safe enough, since the ship was commanded by Captain Charles Barcle, Catherine's brother, and all went well, until, within a week's fair sailing of the New Zealand coast, the ship was struck by a cyclonic storm and Captain Barcle swept overboard.

        

        

          
Chapter IX.

          
The bow-legged man ran sideways like a crab. He leaped fences and ditches, and no matter how fast Frewan ran he was always there, just behind, wringing his hands and pointing to his mouth which hung open like a black cavern in the red immensity of his face.

          
Frewan gasped and struggled and suddenly found himself feverishly awake with the moon shining full upon his face. He was not altogether free of the superstition implanted in him years ago by old Nàn McBride that there was madness in the light of the moon. Certainly it seemed to have the power to resurrect childish fantasies.

          
Queer, he thought sitting up in bed and listening to the familiar night-sounds of the house; the clicking of the iron roof contracting in the cool of the hour before the dawn, the scratching of the clematis vine as it rubbed against the outside wall. Queer how that old dream of the bow-legged man had come back to him down the years, it gave him the feeling that somewhere deep down inside him there still lived as separate entities, the baby, the boy, and the youth who had all played their parts in moulding the wayward rebellious character of the young man Frewan Lenzie.

          
Frewan, now eighteen, was ten years younger than his half brother Robert, and this disparity in their ages was in part responsible for the sense of frustration which had dominated his life. Partly, but not wholly. To understand Frewan, and to explain the defections in his character not yet ripened to badness, one has to go back to the time when he was still a member of that backyard fraternity which comprised an ancient collie, a yellow cat, numerous crumb scratching fowls and his sister Mary.

          
Even in those far-off days he was a romanticist in search of colour, who, suddenly tiring of play, would go and beg a story of old Nan McBride. And Nan, busy with the bottling or the ironing, or one or other of the hundred and one duties that made up her life would chase him out again. But later on she would relent and then he would hear about the Tailor o’ Killiekrankie or the Dwarfie Stone.

          
One day, when he was seven, and Father was away after cattle, Nan took him into the big room with the leather chairs and books all round the walls, and showed him a stone sunk in the floor in front of the fireplace, and told him that beneath it were some precious jewels. Then she took off her apron andv sat down in one of the leather chairs, an unusual thing for Nan to do, and Frewan heard for the first time of his ancestor Malcolm Lenzie and the Queen, hunted like a hare, from her own country. Ever after that the stone in the library seemed to him like the live heart of Te Marae, a heart beating with the rich blood of adventure and romance.

          
The Tailor and the bogies and fairies were forgotten, always now when he came to Nan for a story it must be about the Queen and her jewels, and the hardy men and women who had guarded them for her through the centuries in an old stone house lashed by the bitter lowland rains. They were like Robert and Father, those people of the old house, grey-eyed and sandy-haired and tremendously practical and serious—all except his grandfather, for whom Frewan, catching sight of his own brown eyes and black hair in the polished backs of the stewpans around the kitchen walls, felt a certain rebellious sympathy.

          
Grandfather it seemed had done something foolish, and Father and Robert's mother were not able to live in the old stone house any more. So they had taken the jewels and old Nan with them and gone to sea in a ship, which so Nan said, looked something like the one that they were throwing Jonah out of in the big illustrated Bible on the library table, and right at the end of their journey they were struck by a terrible storm and the captain was washed overboard. And three days afterwards Robert had been born and a man called Mr. Hoiloway



had taken command of the ship and had tried to steal the jewels, pretending he knew nothing about them.

          
Lenzie, which was the name by which Nan called Father, had been all for making trouble, but Nan had said no, not yet, because Robert had only just been born and his mother was very ill, and if there was trouble she might die. And that night Nan had waited up until the middle watch when Mr. Holloway was supposed to be in bed and asleep, and then she fastened
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a thread of cotton knee-high across the floor of the main cabin and tied the end of it to her finger while she sat with Robert and his mother. She thought she must have dozed off for a minute or two, but all of a sudden she was wide awake with the feel of a tiny tug at her finger and the cotton was broken, although there were no footsteps to be heard. Then Nan got up and blew out the night light and Very cautiously peeked out of the cabin door and saw Mr. Holloway lighting a signal lantern at the pantry hatch and he bad no boots on.

          
“Eh!” said Nan, “I was scairt—but I kenned then he had the jewels, for why would he he traispin' aboot at deid o' night wi' oot his buits?”

          
She waited until he had got the lantern fairly alight and snapped the shutter over it, and then she followed him. He went through the pantry hatch into the lazarette, which was a kind of store-room filled with casks and barrels of ship's biscuit arid boxes of better-class provisions for the cabin, and there he pushed back the shutter of the lantern and Nan had to squeeze out of sight among the casks while he raised the lid of a manhole in the floor, and flashed the light about looking for the rope ladder to lower down through it.

          
He swung his legs over the edge of the hole and the light went flickering and bobbing out of sight, and presently when the hooks which held the ladder to the lip of the man-hole stopped clicking (by which Nan knew that lie had got to the bottom), she came out of her hiding place and peered over the edge after him. It appeared to be the after part of the hold that Mr. Holloway had let himself down into, and he was climbing over the top of the cargo toward the ship's side. He carried an auger in his free hand, and when he came to the ship's side he set down the lamp and began to bore a hole in one of the ribs of the ship. He worked away for a while lifting the lantern now and again and blowing into the hole until it semed to be deep enough, when he took something from his pocket and pushed it into the hole with the handle of the auger. He drove a cork in on top of it and smeared the cork over with lamp black, and Nan had to take a hurried bearing, counting the number of ribs from the edge of the manhole, so that she would know which one it was, as Mr. Holloway turned to come up.

          
“An’ a michty long time he took,” she said, “to pull up the ladder after him and put the lid back on the manhole. Whistlin' atween his teeth a' the time softly like a man groomin' a horse an' dustin' his claes, an' me so close a' could ha' tagget his red bull neck if a'd no' been hauf dead wi' fright, and fuffed wi' wantin' toe sneeze.”

          
But he went back to his cabin at last and Nan stayed on in the lazarette for near an hour listening to the creaking of the ship and the scurrying of the rats about her, and praying that wee Robert might not wake and cry out or his mother have a bad turn. She came out of her hiding place as “stiff as a crutch,” and stole softly back to the cabin where she lit a candle and then listened awhile in the hope of hearing some sound of snoring from Mr. Holloway's cabin. But there was nothing except the plaint of wookwork and the gentle hiss of the sea.

          
So she went back to the lazarette and raised the manhole and lowered the rope ladder down through it and went down into the hold. She counted up the ribs of the ship and ran her hands over them until she struck lamp black, and then she had to work with a knife at the cork until she prised it loose. Sure enough it was the jewels that were hidden in the hole, but no sooner had she pulled them out than footsteps came running overhead and she could hear the mate shouting orders and the watch stamping their feet as they hauled on the braces swinging the yards to meet a change of wind. And Nan got a scare and upset the candle which went out and rolled away amongst the crates and she crouched there in the dark, thinking that Mr. Holloway would come back and maybe pull up the rope ladder and put the lid back on the man-hole and that would be the end of Nan McBride.

          
But the noise died down at last and she struck a lucifer and found the candle. She pushed the cork back in the hole and climbed back up the ladder and a waesome journey it was for an “auld woman wi’ bones in both her laigs,” but she got back to the cabin safe at last. Wee Robert had not so much as moved and his mother was sleeping with a smile on her face, so Nan sat down there and sewed the jewels into the lining of the baby's cloak and said no word of what she had clone until they were all safe ashore in Wellington.

          
Nan had remained with Robert and his mother a little more than a year in Wellington, while Lenzie went several long journeys in search of a block of land suited to the limitations of his somewhat attenuated purse. First by ship to Canterbury; then after he had returned, over the mountains to the Wairarapa, and lastly up the coast to Foxton, and from there into the Rangitikei district. The Te Marae block was his final selection because of its promise of rich pasture
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and because, being at that time situated on the very edge of civilisation and amongst Maoris none too friendly, cheap.

          
Robert's mother lived only a few months in her new home. The heart that had so bravely planned this adventure and been its inspiration
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and driving force throughout, had never really recovered from the strain of her long illness, following Robert's birth, and proved unable to stand the rigours of the journey which ended in near disaster.

          
Lenzie, in order to spare her as many as possible of the hardships of settling in, had made ready against her arrival by clearing a quarter acre of his section and erecting on it a three-roomed house. Then he returned to Wellington, and about the middle of March when it was hoped that they might enjoy a spell of fair autumn weather, chartered a small schooner to convey them to the Wanganui River. The journey overland was to be made as far as possible in a bullock waggon.

          
For two days all went well. The waggon rolled with a pleasant undulating motion not unlike that of a ship, and crushed with its broad tyred wheels, sweet scented juices from the manuka scrub. The cracking of the bullockcy's whip made heroic music as the patient team toiled up the winding Turakina Valley.

          
The morning of the third day dawned without sunshine, and heavy clouds massed overhead. They were traversing a heavily timbered ridge, beyond which flowed the creek that formed the western boundary of Te Marae. The pleasant motion was gone from the waggon; it jerked and strained, and lurching heavily over fallen tree trunks threatened to spill its occupants and their belongings. At the top of the ridge they halted and the bullockey came back to sprag the wheels for the descent. He swore at the lowering sky, slapping the flies from his arms, aijd said they'd be lucky to get over the creek.

          
“Noble! Bosker!” he sent his long lash curling at the leaders, but the crack of it was drowned in the crash of thunder as the team strained forward, and the rain came sighing down over the bush with a sound like the steady rush of escaping steam.

          
By the time they reached the creek it was yellow with flood water—the bullockey refused to attempt a crossing. Lenzie argued, pleaded and threatened him, then he offered him five pounds, and he said he'd give it a go.

          
The bank caved as he swung the leaders across, and the nearside wheels sank down. The animals struggled belly deep in swirling water; the waggon sank lower and the water flowed over the floor boards, like a ship grounding on a sandbank, the waggon settled slowly over on its side.

          
Early next morning the sorry halfdrowned company arrived at the Te Marae homestead to find the door burst in, and the provisions that Lenzie had stored there against their arrival trampled and stolen.

          
Frewan was blooded, as it were, by these recitals in the history and traditions of his family, and by reason of the very sensitiveness of his nature, they fired him with the spirit of emulation. He was unable to accept them unconditionally as did Robert, or even his sister Mary, who was a year older than he, but must be for ever dreaming and romarrcing about them within himself. It was therefore a grievous hurt to discover as he grew old enough to understand, that in the eyes of his father, he was scarce.lv to be considered a Lenzie at all.

          
He knew that Robert, almost as soon as he was able to walk, had been hoisted up in front of his father's saddle, had been taught to split, with a little tomahawk, the totara chips to boil the billy, and afterwards sat listening to the growling talk of the men at dinner lirne. The whole range of rolling hills had been his playground, the crashing fall of tall timber, the showers of sparks and the dun clouds of smoke at the burningoff had been things to laugh and clap his hands at. Robert had never been ignored or suffered the indignity of a backyard graduation within reach of Nan's apron strings—rather his growing up had been a triumphant progress that had culminated in his being sent to college.
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There was no one that Frewan could turn to with his secret trouble except Nan, and one day when a holiday from the newly-opened school which he attended found him wandering aimlessly about the empty barns, he returned suddenly to the kitchen and broached the subject to her. At first she was non-committal.

          
“It's juist that Lenzie has too much in his heid a'ready,” she said, “what wi' no' bein' able to sell his cattle and the bad seed they sold him for the burn. I'm thinking Rob will hae' to finish his schoolin' airly to help aboot the place.”

          
“I could help about the place.” said Frewan, “only they don't seem to want me—Nan—” he reiterated passionately, “why should I be different from Rob? or even-Mary?”

          
“Mary's a woman,” old Nan began—then she took her spectacles and wiped them and regarded Frewan closely.

          
“Ye'll be eleven years old in a few weeks noo,” she mused, then, “it's a graun shame,” she said. “Laddie dae ye remember yer mither at a'?”

          
Frewan shook his head, “Hardly at all,” he said, “did she die, Nan?”

          
“She's no' deid. She went away, back tae the town where she came from. She was a feckless wumman, as pretty and gay as a picture. She liked music and dancin' and folks paying her court,” old Nan sighed, “she was no' for the bush life.”

          
So that was it. Frewan had turned away white-faced in silence and watched his dreams dissolve one by one as though they were vapours licked up by the hot sunshine of the stableyard.
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From that time on he sought a life of his own; smarting with the overwhelming sense of injustice that only childhood can suffer, he reasoned that if he was not to be considered a true Lenzie he would not live as one; if his dreams and aspirations were to be thrown in his face, then he would not abide by the traditions of his family. He grew to dislike the very precincts of Te Marae, persuading himself that its life was narrow and dull and without colour. He bowed to his father's will only when it was absolutely necessary, and wandered frequently down to the 
pa, which sprawled along the shores of a lagoon a mile beyond the eastern boundary. Here he could wrestle with brownskinned youngsters of his own age, and swim in the lagoon and lie naked in the sun and burn himself brown, while the pukeko flirted their tails among the reeds and Taipua, the old blind 
tohunga, spun one of his interminable yarns about Te Rangihaeta, his voice quavering through the hot summer afternoons until it broke on a frenzied recital of valour that left him trembling and foaming a little at the corners of his mouth.

          
Thus, Frewan, the boy and the youth, paved the way for Frewan the young man, a debonair and apparently carefree rascal destined to bring dishonour upon his father's name.

          
If the irresistible impulse to wander, to get up and ride forth without thought of direction or consequence be madness, then there was madness in the light of the moon that morning. Frewan dressed himself quickly, arranging the collar of his shirt with some care and donning a pair of tight-fitting moleskin trousers over which he laced knee boots. Then, leaving the room by the window, crossed the yard to the stables. Here he saddled a roan mare, hill-bred, and the apple of Robert's eye, and leading her out of the yard mounted and turned her head upon the track that led through tall bush south and west. Mid-day found him in open country, riding the crest of a high ridge with the river murmuring through a deep canyon on his left hand and blue smoke rising from a slab-whare on his right.

          
Frewan sniffed at the smoke and turned the mare's head toward the whare; when he was within a hundred yards of it, a man came out to draw water at a spring.

          
“G'day,” he called and waited till Frewan reached his side, “that's a sight for sore eyes,” he said appraising the mare, “want to sell ‘er?”

          
“Could you buy her?” asked Frewan with a grin.

          
“Could if I ‘could have a crack at the Mawhio races with her first,” the man replied.

          
“D'you think she'd win?” asked Frewan.

          
“Sure of it.”

          
“Then what a fool I'd be to sell her, for if I raced her I should both win the prize money and have the mare.”

          
“Are y'goin’ to?” asked the man eagerly, “I'd like to be on y'know.”

          
“I'll have to think about it.” Frewan swung out of the saddle and dropped the reins over the mare's head.

          
The man turned away to the spring. “Where're ye from?” he asked when he had filled the billy.

          
“Te Marae, if you know where that is.”

          
“Cripes—that's a long way from here. I was bush whackin’ on that block in ‘66, can y’ go a feed?”

          
Frewan sniffed the air again and nodded, and the man grinned, “Ah!” he said, “rabbit stoo. I'm the rabbit king round here that's why I have me tea in the middle of the day. Work all night y'see settin' and takin' up traps, skin in the mornin's and sleep in the afternoon.”

          
Frewan left the rabbiter after a rich two hours, in which he ate a generous portion of rabbit stew and learned that Mawhio, in addition to being a place where they held races down the main street, was also a railhead, and a place that promised all kinds of dubious entertainment.

          

            

[image: The Taihape Railway Ambulance Division, which was established in April, 1936. Back row (from left): Messrs. H. B. Berry (Hon. Sec.), S. W. McPhail, C, D. Petrie, M. Organ, M. R. McGuinness, G. Cook, A. E. Rowley, A. K. Hickman and H. B. Cooper. Front row: G. A. Wilsher, Div. Supt. (pro tem), C. W. Newport, S. M. Geddess. Dr. Hay (lecturer), E. E. Bueck, G. F. Tregowth, W. A. Edwards, First Officer (pro tem), and G. G. Parkin. Absent member, Cadet Supt. J. E. Welton, of Wanganui (Practical Instructor).]
The Taihape Railway Ambulance Division, which was established in April, 1936. Back row (from left): Messrs. H. B. Berry (Hon. Sec.), S. W. McPhail, C, D. Petrie, M. Organ, M. R. McGuinness, G. Cook, A. E. Rowley, A. K. Hickman and H. B. Cooper. Front row: G. A. Wilsher, Div. Supt. (pro tem), C. W. Newport, S. M. Geddess. Dr. Hay (lecturer), E. E. Bueck, G. F. Tregowth, W. A. Edwards, First Officer (pro tem), and G. G. Parkin. Absent member, Cadet Supt. J. E. Welton, of Wanganui (Practical Instructor).


          

          
“A man can get a drink there,” said the rabbiter licking his lips, “or a bit of a game, and if you've a mind y' can ride in a train clear to Wellington. Though there's not many that do, I reckon Weliington'd be a bit slow after Mawhio. Cripes boy,” he cried, in sudden excitement, “I've been around a bit—I've been in Sydney and the Queen City and all them big towns, and I say, give me the old up and comin’ shanty town if y' want to see a bit o' life.”

          
The high ridge on which the rabbiter's whare was situated gave way to rolling downs, here and there a homestead showed white against the inevitable clump of shelter bush. The drowsy peace of autumn lay over the hills, and the mare slowed to a walk so that the sun was already set when, rounding a spur which jutted like a promontory into a swampy flat. she encountered the monster. With open draincocks and clashing couplings it was backing down a rake of ballast trucks. The mare rose on her hind legs at the sight of it, she shed the weariness of her long day like a loose shoe and “went to market” with such a will that work ceased abruptly at the rail-head, and navvies and platelayers, and the grimy engine crew gathered round and made the sombre hills echo with shouts of delight as Frewan's girth parted at the buckles and he catapulted through the air to land sitting perilously close to the edge of a ballast dump.

          


          
“Not every day does one have the honour to be butchered to make a Roman holiday,” said a cultured voice behind him, “as Ihe Bard once said, ‘talk not of standing: Publius, good cheer, there is no harm intended to your person'!”

          
A strong hand helped him to his feet, and Frewan found himself confronted by a tall man, bearded and so grimed with dust and sweat that it was difficult to say where his clothes which consisted solely of a suit of thick woollen underwear left off and his skin began. “I'll buy that mare from you for fifty pounds,” he added.

          
“That's the second offer I've had for her to-day,” said Frewan as he rubbed himself ruefully, “this time I've almost a mind to accept.”

          
“Well, we'd better do something about catching her, or she'll be anybody's bet,” said the tall man.

          
With some difficulty Frewan and his new acquaintance cornered the mare against a pile of sleepers, and the tall man passed knowing hands over her heaving flanks, “I take it,” he said, “that you are going to Mawhio.”

          
“I suppose I am,” replied Frewan, “if only to buy a new girth.”

          
“One doesn't buy girths in Mawhio, one grows lean there and evilly disposed towards one's fellowmen. We are slaves of the whistle, neophytes dancing before our lord, the bottle. Here, have you a knife? I guess a piece of flax will mend that girth better than any buckle you could buy in Mawhio.”

          
The tall man selected a leaf, from a nearby plant and, plaiting it, cunningly contrived a cinch which he rove through the ring of Frewan's girth. “There,” he said, drawing it tight, “that's a cinch-knot. Now I must leave you or the gent in the billycock hat down there who is the captain of my soul, will dock me an hour's pay. I should lead the mare past the engine if I were you, you will find Mawhio a mile beyond the bend. You will meet me there within the hour.”

          
Prevvan rode on past the engine, which now it was at rest, the mare regarded with less terror. Frewan looked back at it wondering how it and its train of ballast waggons contrived to keep on the narrow rails. Past a metal pit where men hung like flies from the safety ropes and the stone came crashing down as they pried it loose with their bars, and then, following the railway lines through a curved cutting, Frewan arrived at the “up and coming shantytown” of Mawhio.

          
(
To be continued)
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The Queen's Earrings may be found to-day within half a mile of the spot where deeptoned whistles chime, and express trains sweeping up. the valley momentarily light with the glare of their head-lamps, the white-painted cattle stops on the road to Te Marae.

          
The jewels, once worn by Mary Stuart, were presented by her to Malcolm Lenzie, Laird of Glemnayne Priory in Renfrewshire, who aided her escape to England after the disastrous battle of Langside in 1568. They remained at Glenmayne until 1857 when Ardoch Lenzie, finding himself on the death of his father dispossessed of the house and estate by a moneylender named McWhin, resolved, at the suggestion of his wife Catherine to seek new lands and fortune in New Zealand.

          
So it came about when the ship “Druimuachdar” sailed from the Clyde in October, 1857, she carried as passengers, Ardoch and Catherine and an old woman, Mrs. McBride, who had been Catherine's nurse, and whose devotion was so great that nothing could prevent her from following her mistress to live “heels ower gowdie” amongst heathen savages at the bottom of the world.

          
They brought with them several bulky cases containing household effects of no very great value, and one small package that represented a modest fortune in the shape of the Queen's Earring.

          
The knowledge that these jewels were aboard had come to the ears of a certain undesirable waterfront character whose partner, in crime was Mr. Holloway, a seafaring man whom chance had made at the eleventh hour mate of the “Druimuachdar.”

          
However, the jewels were apparently safe enough, since the ship was commanded by Captain Charles Barcle, Catherine's brother, and all went well, until, within a week's fair sailing of the New Zealand coast, the ship was struck by a cyclonic storm and Captain Barcle swept overboard.
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Chapter IX.

          
The bow-legged man ran sideways like a crab. He leaped fences and ditches, and no matter how fast Frewan ran he was always there, just behind, wringing his hands and pointing to his mouth which hung open like a black cavern in the red immensity of his face.

          
Frewan gasped and struggled and suddenly found himself feverishly awake with the moon shining full upon his face. He was not altogether free of the superstition implanted in him years ago by old Nàn McBride that there was madness in the light of the moon. Certainly it seemed to have the power to resurrect childish fantasies.

          
Queer, he thought sitting up in bed and listening to the familiar night-sounds of the house; the clicking of the iron roof contracting in the cool of the hour before the dawn, the scratching of the clematis vine as it rubbed against the outside wall. Queer how that old dream of the bow-legged man had come back to him down the years, it gave him the feeling that somewhere deep down inside him there still lived as separate entities, the baby, the boy, and the youth who had all played their parts in moulding the wayward rebellious character of the young man Frewan Lenzie.

          
Frewan, now eighteen, was ten years younger than his half brother Robert, and this disparity in their ages was in part responsible for the sense of frustration which had dominated his life. Partly, but not wholly. To understand Frewan, and to explain the defections in his character not yet ripened to badness, one has to go back to the time when he was still a member of that backyard fraternity which comprised an ancient collie, a yellow cat, numerous crumb scratching fowls and his sister Mary.

          
Even in those far-off days he was a romanticist in search of colour, who, suddenly tiring of play, would go and beg a story of old Nan McBride. And Nan, busy with the bottling or the ironing, or one or other of the hundred and one duties that made up her life would chase him out again. But later on she would relent and then he would hear about the Tailor o’ Killiekrankie or the Dwarfie Stone.

          
One day, when he was seven, and Father was away after cattle, Nan took him into the big room with the leather chairs and books all round the walls, and showed him a stone sunk in the floor in front of the fireplace, and told him that beneath it were some precious jewels. Then she took off her apron andv sat down in one of the leather chairs, an unusual thing for Nan to do, and Frewan heard for the first time of his ancestor Malcolm Lenzie and the Queen, hunted like a hare, from her own country. Ever after that the stone in the library seemed to him like the live heart of Te Marae, a heart beating with the rich blood of adventure and romance.

          
The Tailor and the bogies and fairies were forgotten, always now when he came to Nan for a story it must be about the Queen and her jewels, and the hardy men and women who had guarded them for her through the centuries in an old stone house lashed by the bitter lowland rains. They were like Robert and Father, those people of the old house, grey-eyed and sandy-haired and tremendously practical and serious—all except his grandfather, for whom Frewan, catching sight of his own brown eyes and black hair in the polished backs of the stewpans around the kitchen walls, felt a certain rebellious sympathy.

          
Grandfather it seemed had done something foolish, and Father and Robert's mother were not able to live in the old stone house any more. So they had taken the jewels and old Nan with them and gone to sea in a ship, which so Nan said, looked something like the one that they were throwing Jonah out of in the big illustrated Bible on the library table, and right at the end of their journey they were struck by a terrible storm and the captain was washed overboard. And three days afterwards Robert had been born and a man called Mr. Hoiloway



had taken command of the ship and had tried to steal the jewels, pretending he knew nothing about them.

          
Lenzie, which was the name by which Nan called Father, had been all for making trouble, but Nan had said no, not yet, because Robert had only just been born and his mother was very ill, and if there was trouble she might die. And that night Nan had waited up until the middle watch when Mr. Holloway was supposed to be in bed and asleep, and then she fastened
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a thread of cotton knee-high across the floor of the main cabin and tied the end of it to her finger while she sat with Robert and his mother. She thought she must have dozed off for a minute or two, but all of a sudden she was wide awake with the feel of a tiny tug at her finger and the cotton was broken, although there were no footsteps to be heard. Then Nan got up and blew out the night light and Very cautiously peeked out of the cabin door and saw Mr. Holloway lighting a signal lantern at the pantry hatch and he bad no boots on.

          
“Eh!” said Nan, “I was scairt—but I kenned then he had the jewels, for why would he he traispin' aboot at deid o' night wi' oot his buits?”

          
She waited until he had got the lantern fairly alight and snapped the shutter over it, and then she followed him. He went through the pantry hatch into the lazarette, which was a kind of store-room filled with casks and barrels of ship's biscuit arid boxes of better-class provisions for the cabin, and there he pushed back the shutter of the lantern and Nan had to squeeze out of sight among the casks while he raised the lid of a manhole in the floor, and flashed the light about looking for the rope ladder to lower down through it.

          
He swung his legs over the edge of the hole and the light went flickering and bobbing out of sight, and presently when the hooks which held the ladder to the lip of the man-hole stopped clicking (by which Nan knew that lie had got to the bottom), she came out of her hiding place and peered over the edge after him. It appeared to be the after part of the hold that Mr. Holloway had let himself down into, and he was climbing over the top of the cargo toward the ship's side. He carried an auger in his free hand, and when he came to the ship's side he set down the lamp and began to bore a hole in one of the ribs of the ship. He worked away for a while lifting the lantern now and again and blowing into the hole until it semed to be deep enough, when he took something from his pocket and pushed it into the hole with the handle of the auger. He drove a cork in on top of it and smeared the cork over with lamp black, and Nan had to take a hurried bearing, counting the number of ribs from the edge of the manhole, so that she would know which one it was, as Mr. Holloway turned to come up.

          
“An’ a michty long time he took,” she said, “to pull up the ladder after him and put the lid back on the manhole. Whistlin' atween his teeth a' the time softly like a man groomin' a horse an' dustin' his claes, an' me so close a' could ha' tagget his red bull neck if a'd no' been hauf dead wi' fright, and fuffed wi' wantin' toe sneeze.”

          
But he went back to his cabin at last and Nan stayed on in the lazarette for near an hour listening to the creaking of the ship and the scurrying of the rats about her, and praying that wee Robert might not wake and cry out or his mother have a bad turn. She came out of her hiding place as “stiff as a crutch,” and stole softly back to the cabin where she lit a candle and then listened awhile in the hope of hearing some sound of snoring from Mr. Holloway's cabin. But there was nothing except the plaint of wookwork and the gentle hiss of the sea.

          
So she went back to the lazarette and raised the manhole and lowered the rope ladder down through it and went down into the hold. She counted up the ribs of the ship and ran her hands over them until she struck lamp black, and then she had to work with a knife at the cork until she prised it loose. Sure enough it was the jewels that were hidden in the hole, but no sooner had she pulled them out than footsteps came running overhead and she could hear the mate shouting orders and the watch stamping their feet as they hauled on the braces swinging the yards to meet a change of wind. And Nan got a scare and upset the candle which went out and rolled away amongst the crates and she crouched there in the dark, thinking that Mr. Holloway would come back and maybe pull up the rope ladder and put the lid back on the man-hole and that would be the end of Nan McBride.

          
But the noise died down at last and she struck a lucifer and found the candle. She pushed the cork back in the hole and climbed back up the ladder and a waesome journey it was for an “auld woman wi’ bones in both her laigs,” but she got back to the cabin safe at last. Wee Robert had not so much as moved and his mother was sleeping with a smile on her face, so Nan sat down there and sewed the jewels into the lining of the baby's cloak and said no word of what she had clone until they were all safe ashore in Wellington.

          
Nan had remained with Robert and his mother a little more than a year in Wellington, while Lenzie went several long journeys in search of a block of land suited to the limitations of his somewhat attenuated purse. First by ship to Canterbury; then after he had returned, over the mountains to the Wairarapa, and lastly up the coast to Foxton, and from there into the Rangitikei district. The Te Marae block was his final selection because of its promise of rich pasture
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and because, being at that time situated on the very edge of civilisation and amongst Maoris none too friendly, cheap.

          
Robert's mother lived only a few months in her new home. The heart that had so bravely planned this adventure and been its inspiration

          
(
Continued on page 
41)
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and driving force throughout, had never really recovered from the strain of her long illness, following Robert's birth, and proved unable to stand the rigours of the journey which ended in near disaster.

          
Lenzie, in order to spare her as many as possible of the hardships of settling in, had made ready against her arrival by clearing a quarter acre of his section and erecting on it a three-roomed house. Then he returned to Wellington, and about the middle of March when it was hoped that they might enjoy a spell of fair autumn weather, chartered a small schooner to convey them to the Wanganui River. The journey overland was to be made as far as possible in a bullock waggon.

          
For two days all went well. The waggon rolled with a pleasant undulating motion not unlike that of a ship, and crushed with its broad tyred wheels, sweet scented juices from the manuka scrub. The cracking of the bullockcy's whip made heroic music as the patient team toiled up the winding Turakina Valley.

          
The morning of the third day dawned without sunshine, and heavy clouds massed overhead. They were traversing a heavily timbered ridge, beyond which flowed the creek that formed the western boundary of Te Marae. The pleasant motion was gone from the waggon; it jerked and strained, and lurching heavily over fallen tree trunks threatened to spill its occupants and their belongings. At the top of the ridge they halted and the bullockey came back to sprag the wheels for the descent. He swore at the lowering sky, slapping the flies from his arms, aijd said they'd be lucky to get over the creek.

          
“Noble! Bosker!” he sent his long lash curling at the leaders, but the crack of it was drowned in the crash of thunder as the team strained forward, and the rain came sighing down over the bush with a sound like the steady rush of escaping steam.

          
By the time they reached the creek it was yellow with flood water—the bullockey refused to attempt a crossing. Lenzie argued, pleaded and threatened him, then he offered him five pounds, and he said he'd give it a go.

          
The bank caved as he swung the leaders across, and the nearside wheels sank down. The animals struggled belly deep in swirling water; the waggon sank lower and the water flowed over the floor boards, like a ship grounding on a sandbank, the waggon settled slowly over on its side.

          
Early next morning the sorry halfdrowned company arrived at the Te Marae homestead to find the door burst in, and the provisions that Lenzie had stored there against their arrival trampled and stolen.

          
Frewan was blooded, as it were, by these recitals in the history and traditions of his family, and by reason of the very sensitiveness of his nature, they fired him with the spirit of emulation. He was unable to accept them unconditionally as did Robert, or even his sister Mary, who was a year older than he, but must be for ever dreaming and romarrcing about them within himself. It was therefore a grievous hurt to discover as he grew old enough to understand, that in the eyes of his father, he was scarce.lv to be considered a Lenzie at all.

          
He knew that Robert, almost as soon as he was able to walk, had been hoisted up in front of his father's saddle, had been taught to split, with a little tomahawk, the totara chips to boil the billy, and afterwards sat listening to the growling talk of the men at dinner lirne. The whole range of rolling hills had been his playground, the crashing fall of tall timber, the showers of sparks and the dun clouds of smoke at the burningoff had been things to laugh and clap his hands at. Robert had never been ignored or suffered the indignity of a backyard graduation within reach of Nan's apron strings—rather his growing up had been a triumphant progress that had culminated in his being sent to college.
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There was no one that Frewan could turn to with his secret trouble except Nan, and one day when a holiday from the newly-opened school which he attended found him wandering aimlessly about the empty barns, he returned suddenly to the kitchen and broached the subject to her. At first she was non-committal.

          
“It's juist that Lenzie has too much in his heid a'ready,” she said, “what wi' no' bein' able to sell his cattle and the bad seed they sold him for the burn. I'm thinking Rob will hae' to finish his schoolin' airly to help aboot the place.”

          
“I could help about the place.” said Frewan, “only they don't seem to want me—Nan—” he reiterated passionately, “why should I be different from Rob? or even-Mary?”

          
“Mary's a woman,” old Nan began—then she took her spectacles and wiped them and regarded Frewan closely.

          
“Ye'll be eleven years old in a few weeks noo,” she mused, then, “it's a graun shame,” she said. “Laddie dae ye remember yer mither at a'?”

          
Frewan shook his head, “Hardly at all,” he said, “did she die, Nan?”

          
“She's no' deid. She went away, back tae the town where she came from. She was a feckless wumman, as pretty and gay as a picture. She liked music and dancin' and folks paying her court,” old Nan sighed, “she was no' for the bush life.”

          
So that was it. Frewan had turned away white-faced in silence and watched his dreams dissolve one by one as though they were vapours licked up by the hot sunshine of the stableyard.
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From that time on he sought a life of his own; smarting with the overwhelming sense of injustice that only childhood can suffer, he reasoned that if he was not to be considered a true Lenzie he would not live as one; if his dreams and aspirations were to be thrown in his face, then he would not abide by the traditions of his family. He grew to dislike the very precincts of Te Marae, persuading himself that its life was narrow and dull and without colour. He bowed to his father's will only when it was absolutely necessary, and wandered frequently down to the 
pa, which sprawled along the shores of a lagoon a mile beyond the eastern boundary. Here he could wrestle with brownskinned youngsters of his own age, and swim in the lagoon and lie naked in the sun and burn himself brown, while the pukeko flirted their tails among the reeds and Taipua, the old blind 
tohunga, spun one of his interminable yarns about Te Rangihaeta, his voice quavering through the hot summer afternoons until it broke on a frenzied recital of valour that left him trembling and foaming a little at the corners of his mouth.

          
Thus, Frewan, the boy and the youth, paved the way for Frewan the young man, a debonair and apparently carefree rascal destined to bring dishonour upon his father's name.

          
If the irresistible impulse to wander, to get up and ride forth without thought of direction or consequence be madness, then there was madness in the light of the moon that morning. Frewan dressed himself quickly, arranging the collar of his shirt with some care and donning a pair of tight-fitting moleskin trousers over which he laced knee boots. Then, leaving the room by the window, crossed the yard to the stables. Here he saddled a roan mare, hill-bred, and the apple of Robert's eye, and leading her out of the yard mounted and turned her head upon the track that led through tall bush south and west. Mid-day found him in open country, riding the crest of a high ridge with the river murmuring through a deep canyon on his left hand and blue smoke rising from a slab-whare on his right.

          
Frewan sniffed at the smoke and turned the mare's head toward the whare; when he was within a hundred yards of it, a man came out to draw water at a spring.

          
“G'day,” he called and waited till Frewan reached his side, “that's a sight for sore eyes,” he said appraising the mare, “want to sell ‘er?”

          
“Could you buy her?” asked Frewan with a grin.

          
“Could if I ‘could have a crack at the Mawhio races with her first,” the man replied.

          
“D'you think she'd win?” asked Frewan.

          
“Sure of it.”

          
“Then what a fool I'd be to sell her, for if I raced her I should both win the prize money and have the mare.”

          
“Are y'goin’ to?” asked the man eagerly, “I'd like to be on y'know.”

          
“I'll have to think about it.” Frewan swung out of the saddle and dropped the reins over the mare's head.

          
The man turned away to the spring. “Where're ye from?” he asked when he had filled the billy.

          
“Te Marae, if you know where that is.”

          
“Cripes—that's a long way from here. I was bush whackin’ on that block in ‘66, can y’ go a feed?”

          
Frewan sniffed the air again and nodded, and the man grinned, “Ah!” he said, “rabbit stoo. I'm the rabbit king round here that's why I have me tea in the middle of the day. Work all night y'see settin' and takin' up traps, skin in the mornin's and sleep in the afternoon.”

          
Frewan left the rabbiter after a rich two hours, in which he ate a generous portion of rabbit stew and learned that Mawhio, in addition to being a place where they held races down the main street, was also a railhead, and a place that promised all kinds of dubious entertainment.
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“A man can get a drink there,” said the rabbiter licking his lips, “or a bit of a game, and if you've a mind y' can ride in a train clear to Wellington. Though there's not many that do, I reckon Weliington'd be a bit slow after Mawhio. Cripes boy,” he cried, in sudden excitement, “I've been around a bit—I've been in Sydney and the Queen City and all them big towns, and I say, give me the old up and comin’ shanty town if y' want to see a bit o' life.”

          
The high ridge on which the rabbiter's whare was situated gave way to rolling downs, here and there a homestead showed white against the inevitable clump of shelter bush. The drowsy peace of autumn lay over the hills, and the mare slowed to a walk so that the sun was already set when, rounding a spur which jutted like a promontory into a swampy flat. she encountered the monster. With open draincocks and clashing couplings it was backing down a rake of ballast trucks. The mare rose on her hind legs at the sight of it, she shed the weariness of her long day like a loose shoe and “went to market” with such a will that work ceased abruptly at the rail-head, and navvies and platelayers, and the grimy engine crew gathered round and made the sombre hills echo with shouts of delight as Frewan's girth parted at the buckles and he catapulted through the air to land sitting perilously close to the edge of a ballast dump.

          


          
“Not every day does one have the honour to be butchered to make a Roman holiday,” said a cultured voice behind him, “as Ihe Bard once said, ‘talk not of standing: Publius, good cheer, there is no harm intended to your person'!”

          
A strong hand helped him to his feet, and Frewan found himself confronted by a tall man, bearded and so grimed with dust and sweat that it was difficult to say where his clothes which consisted solely of a suit of thick woollen underwear left off and his skin began. “I'll buy that mare from you for fifty pounds,” he added.

          
“That's the second offer I've had for her to-day,” said Frewan as he rubbed himself ruefully, “this time I've almost a mind to accept.”

          
“Well, we'd better do something about catching her, or she'll be anybody's bet,” said the tall man.

          
With some difficulty Frewan and his new acquaintance cornered the mare against a pile of sleepers, and the tall man passed knowing hands over her heaving flanks, “I take it,” he said, “that you are going to Mawhio.”

          
“I suppose I am,” replied Frewan, “if only to buy a new girth.”

          
“One doesn't buy girths in Mawhio, one grows lean there and evilly disposed towards one's fellowmen. We are slaves of the whistle, neophytes dancing before our lord, the bottle. Here, have you a knife? I guess a piece of flax will mend that girth better than any buckle you could buy in Mawhio.”

          
The tall man selected a leaf, from a nearby plant and, plaiting it, cunningly contrived a cinch which he rove through the ring of Frewan's girth. “There,” he said, drawing it tight, “that's a cinch-knot. Now I must leave you or the gent in the billycock hat down there who is the captain of my soul, will dock me an hour's pay. I should lead the mare past the engine if I were you, you will find Mawhio a mile beyond the bend. You will meet me there within the hour.”

          
Prevvan rode on past the engine, which now it was at rest, the mare regarded with less terror. Frewan looked back at it wondering how it and its train of ballast waggons contrived to keep on the narrow rails. Past a metal pit where men hung like flies from the safety ropes and the stone came crashing down as they pried it loose with their bars, and then, following the railway lines through a curved cutting, Frewan arrived at the “up and coming shantytown” of Mawhio.

          
(
To be continued)
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The People of Pudding Hill

 No. 10.

 “
The Ghost of Pudding Hill.”
          
        

        
(By 

Shiela Russell.) [All Rights Reserved.]

        

One evening, Johnny Black and the Sparrowdenes were sitting up in the Macrocarpa Tree on Pudding Hill. Summer was nearly gone and the birds were chattering away together before they settled down for the night. The Sparrowdenes had left their home under the eaves of the cottage, because the young Sparrowdenes had grown so big that there was not enough room for them all, and Mrs. Sparrowdene was telling Johnny Black how it worried her when they went off by themselves and did not come back until it was dark.
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“Ah,” said Johnny, “that's a way that young people have you know, and sometimes they need a lesson to show them, how dangerous it is.”

        
“Ha! Ha! ha!” laughed the young Sparrowdenes, who thought Johnny Black was funny. “What is there to be afraid of in the dark?”

        
“Ghosts,” said Johnny Black, in a hollow voice.

        
The young Sparrowdenes huddled together at this, although Harold who was the biggest and boldest of them said that he didn't believe there were such things.

        
“Well,” said Johnny Black, “I'll tell you a story, a true one, about a Ghost my grandmother had to do with.

        
“In the days before she was married,” he went on, “she used to look after an old Owl. The Honourable Hoot his name was, and he was so old he couldn't look after himself properly or go out any more at night to get his supper. My grandmother had to go up every evening to his home, which was in the fork of a dead pine tree. I can remember her saying that it looked so ghostly in the moonlight with its bare branches and not the sign of a leaf or a bit of a greenery about it, that often she had to screw up all her courage to go there at all after dark.

        
“But she was a brave young bird, and once she got there it was not so bad because the Honourable Hoot kept a very comfortable house and all my grandmother had to do was to get him up out of bed and sit him in his chair with a bowl of bread and milk and a cup of cocoa. After that she could go to sleep if she liked, but the job got on her nerves because the old gentleman had a habit of thinking he was young again, and he would shout out, in the middle of the night, ‘Yoicks’ and ‘Tally Ho,’ as though he were out hunting, and once or twice he fell out of his chair.”

        
Johnny Black paused, and at that moment Joe the Morepork flew down from his hole in the old gum tree; “Whooo, whooo,” he cried, and although it was only his way of saying “Good-evening,” it sounded to the Sparrowdenes so very much like the sound old Honourable Hoot might have made in the middle of the night, that they shivered and huddled closer together still.

        
“As I was saying,” Johnny Black cleared his throat with a croaking sort of sound, “one, cold winter's evening, ray grandmother set off for the pine tree. It was a terrible night, with the rain coming down in torrents, and the wind made a moaning sound in the dead branches, and from the Honourable Hoot's window there shone a light. Now this was very strange, because the Honourable Hoot's candle was never lit until my grandmother got there, and stranger still when she reached the front door she could smell bread and milk and cocoa being cooked Very cautiously she opened the door, and what she saw gave her such a turn that you could have knocked her over with a feather, so she said, for instead of the Honourable Hoot lying tucked up in his bed as he should have been, there he was rummaging about the place seemingly young and strong again, complaining that it wasn't the proper kind of food at all for a man to eat. He was all white, and when he turned round to look at my grandmother, she said his eyes glared something awful.

        
“‘Hullo,’ he said, ‘who are you?'

        
“‘Please sir,’ she answered, ‘I've come to get the Honourable Hoot's supper.'

        
“‘Well,’ he shouted, ‘I'm the Honourable Hoot, and for my supper I want roast beef and greens and Yorkshire pudding.'

        
“‘Oh, but sir,’ my grandmother said, ‘the Honourable Hoot is a very old gentleman and he always has bread and milk for his supper.’ She was going to say more when the owl moved in front of the candle and the light shone right through him as though he had not been there at all, and then my grandmother knew it was the Honourable Hoot's ghost she was talking to, and she threw her apron over her head and ran out of the door as fast as she could go, and never looked behind until she was safe home again.”

        
“Ho!” said Harold Sparrowdene, “I wouldn't have been frightened of that.”

        
“Ah.” Johnny Black replied, “but that's not all, for àlways after that, on dark and stormy nights, the Honourable oots' ghost would be seen flying round the old pine tree. At least, so my grandmother said. I never saw it, which perhaps, was lucky for me.”

        
“Why?” asked Harold Sparrowdene.

        
(
Continued on p. 
48.)
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“Because,” said Johnny Black, “anybody who did see it had something nasty happen to them. Let me see,” he went on, “there was Mr. Wattle, the Turkey. He saw it a few days before Christmas and he disappeared on Christmas Eve and was never seen any more. There was Mrs. Mallard, the Duck. She saw it one night in April and was never seen again after the first of May. Then there was a cousin of mine, William Black, he was very friendly with a man who had some fruit trees, oh, and a lot of other birds, it really is most unlucky to see a white bird with fiery eyes after dark —it might be the Honourable Hoot's ghost!”

        
The Sparrowdenes were all very quiet after Johnny Black had finished his story; they listened to the little creepy sounds that trees make at nightfall and shut their eyes tight—even Harold.

        
“Oh, well,” said Johnny Black presently, “it's nearly bedtime. Let's go down to the drying-green and see if there is a snack for supper.” But the Sparrowdenes thought they would stay where they were, and Johnny Black flew off by himself.

        
When he got to the drying-green he ate a few crumbs which he found lying about, and was about to set off home again when he spied a tin standing by the wall of the cottage. It was an interesting looking tin, and being by nature very inquisitive he wanted to know what was inside. It was too dark to see by flying over the top of it, so he settled on the edge, and the next thing he knew it had overbalanced and he was floundering in a big puddle of whitewash.

        

          

[image: ]
        

        
‘There's a trick to play on a poor innocent bird!” he cried in disgust. “Now I'll have to go to bed all wet.” He shook himself and flapped his wings and took a turn or two round the drying green, but it being so dark he bumped into the clothes prop, which made him very angry.

        
It was while he was flying up and down trying to get himself dry, that young Harold Sparrowdene up in the Macrocarpa Tree decided it was silly to sit there with his eyes shut just because Johnny Black had told them a ghost story, especially if you weren't sleepy. So he opened his eyes and the first thing he saw was a terrible white bird flying up and down the drying grèen.

        
“Oo-er!” he gasped, “it's the Honourable Hoot!” and he began to shiver and shake so much that he woke up his brother Spencer.
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“L-l-look,” he cried, “it's the Honourable Hoot.”

        
“I won't look,” said Spencer, “I don't want to disappear.”

        
But he did look all the same and the pair of them saw the white bird stop suddenly in mid-flight and then turn towards the old Macrocarpa Tree, and as he came they saw his eyes flashing angrily in the darkness.

        
“Oh, Honourable Hoot,” they cried, “we didn't mean to see you. We don't want to disappear on Christmas Eve, and we don't know anyone with fruit trees.”

        
Their cries woke the other Sparrowdenes up, and they all flew out of the tree when they saw the white bird, and fluttered up and down in the darkness in a great state of excitement.

        
But the white bird settled on a branch and shook himself, scattering drops of whitewash in all directions.'

        
“It's all right,” he called, “it isn't the Honourable Hoot, it's me, Johnny Black, I found a tin of whitewash!”

        
So the Sparrowdenes came back to the Macrocarpa Tree and settled down again, but they were very nervous all night, and ever after that the young Sparrowdenes came home before dark, which is one of the reasons why they have grown up to be such fine birds as they are to-day.

        
Amongst the many wedding presents received by a certain happy pair in Auckland recently was a huge tin of cigarette tobacco, and as both the young people adore cigarettes, this very unconventional bridal gift was greatly appreciated by them. It was something new in wedding presents, which too often consist of things the recipients don't care a button for, and could very well do without. The accompanying card read: “May all your troubles end in smoke!” And, to cap all, the contents of the tin proved to be Riverhead Gold—the finest cigarette tobacco money can buy! It's one of the five famous “toasted” brands so popular with smokers of both sexes. Another very choice cigarette tobacco is Desert Gold, while the three other genuine toasted brands. Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), Cavendish and Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog) are unequalled for the pipe. All are practically harmless—that's what toasting does! —and for flavour and bouquet their equals have not yet been manufactured. But take care when you buy! Several worthless imitations are about. Give them a miss!
*
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The Thirteenth Clue
        

        
(
Continued on page 
15.)

        
Gillespie said he did.

        
“They fit in. Another important blind, Gill; another false clue to delude us. But I feel at last we are unravelling these false clues more quickly than the murderer is laying them. The lines, you remember, were:

        
The belfry bats knelt to a passing dray

        
While Sense and System slyly slunk away.'

        
“Now, Gill, what do you think he meant us to infer from that first phrase—The belfry bats'?”

        
“Pat Lauder, the crooner.”

        
“Right; absolutely right. How did you manage it?” There was a hint of sarcasm in the tone. The best of us are not entirely free from professional jealousy. Gill waved his hand vaguely

        
“It just sort of came to me,” he said, and added modestly, “things do, sometimes, you know.”

        
“And the second phrase, ‘knelt to à passing dray'?” There was a perceptible sneer now.

        
But Gill's mind had done its dash. He was mute. Imp's face cleared. He said more cheerfully, “Well, I'll tell you. It is an attempt to make us believe that Lauder was in some way involved in a road accident with a dray—that some heartless hit-and-run dray-driver had carried the body into this lonely cabin and gone on his way. This false clue fits in with the entire horsemotif I have been working on. It remains for us to find the Death Weapon, the club with a horse-shoe nailed upon it.”

        
“But, chief, the last line of verse?”

        
“Oh, you mean ‘Sense and System?’ That's I.” (He never said ‘That's me'). “But I shall not slink slyly away. Oh, no! The murderer has much to reckon with yet.”

        
“Sure,” said Gill obediently.

        
“Come,” cried Impskill Lloyd, and, repacking his brief-case as he went, he dashed out the door, down the steps, and made for a point one hundred and fifty feet from the Signal Cabin. He was closely followed by his companion whose stertorious breathing soon broke in upon the country calm. At exactly a hundred and fifty feet from the Signal Cabin he stopped so abruptly that Gill, who had considerable way on, almost ran him down.

        
“I suspect,” said Imp, “that the murderer threw the weapon from the Signal Cabin window. It could not have gone more than one hundred and fifty feet. Therefore, from here,” he went on, “I am going to travel in ever decreasing circles with the Cabin as my ultimate centre. You will double back and travel from the Cabin in ever increasing circles until you meet me. Our primary object is to find the horse-shoe mailed club, but bring in anything else you may find.” With these brief but concise directions Impskill made off at a slow jog-trot, taking with his left leg a stride two and one-half inches shorter than with his right, thus causing himself to describe an accurate circle about the Signal-box. Meanwhile Gill hurried to the Cabin and proceeded, with cruder judgment, to circle the place. Fourteen minutes later they met.

        
“Let us line up the finds,” suggested Impskill.

        
“Two sheep got away from me, chief,” Gillespie reported penitently.

        
“Of no material importance,” said Lloyd brusquely, surveying the evidence of their search. Aloud he ran over the objects in his typically brisk way:

        
“Item. One bath-plug suitable for plug-hole. Dismissed.

        
Item. One set of uppers, in disrepair, the eye teeth missing. Hold pending further enquiry.

        
Item. An intimate garment. Feminine. Probably blown from passing train. Dismissed.

        
Item. One piece of blotting paper used. Hold.

        
Item. One mangle-wurzle. Chewed. Dismissed.

        
Item. Handle of an axe. Nail holes near base. Of vast importance.

        
Item. A sheep's skull. Dismissed.

        
Item. One draught horse. Immensely important.”

        
As Impskill Lloyd's keen eyes found this last, he cried out, “Gillespie, where did you find this?”
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“Tied up, chief, on the other side of the cabin.”

        
“It fits in!” cried the detective gleefully, “It all fits in. Gill, hold up its near hind leg. I must see its shoe.”

        
Gillespie, grasping the leg indicated, leaned heavily against the draught horse, which staggered slightly and then obediently lifted a ponderous foot. Impskill studied the shoe minutely with the aid of his powerful lens. At last he straightened himself and with an air of triumph said, “Gillespie, upon this shoe are signs of blood. The murderer, cunning beyond belief, took this means to dispose of the most valuable evidence in a murder case, the weapon of assault. At the same time he attempted to move the blame upon this innocent animal, by leaving the series of clues we have discovered. He removed the shoe from this draught horse, nailed it to the axe handle, committed the crime, and then replaced the shoe. Gill, we have a genius with whom to deal! I reason that the man who could do all this in all probability owns the animal, and it is this noble beast which is about to take us to him. Now that he is no longer tethered he will wander to his home and there we may hope to find invaluable clues. Perhaps even the murderer. Come, Gill.” With that he leapt lightly upon the broad and glossy back. Gillespie, with a supreme effort, jumped up behind him. When the horse recovered its feet they remounted more carefully, and the animal began to move slowly towards the Signal Cabin.
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Myths, Madness, and Motives of Music
            
          
        

        
(Perpetrated and Illustrated by 

Ken Alexander.)

        

          
Soil and Soul.

          

Any instrumental or vocal agitation of the atmosphere can be called music provided it is proclaimed to be music by any section of humanity. The fact that one man's melody is another man's misery matters not a hoot nor a toot. It matters not that one nation's inspiration is another's consternation. For all brands of harmonic uproar reflect the mental peculiarities of the peoples who produced them. National music is as much a product of soil and soul as are speech and spuds. The sadness of Scotland found expression in the bagpipes, and the rest of the world has been sad ever since. Irishmen sing of shamrocks and sentiment because these are the only two things Irishmen can agree upon. England is the place where you can listen to the music of all nations—except the English. Germany's speciality used to be patriotic songs about beer and blood, but now all their “blowing” is done through big bassoons and propaganda, it having been discovered that the human voice is inadequate to express their opinion of themselves. Germans love to give themselves national “airs.” The music of America is a sort of seismic seizure in the “red-hot Momma” mode, embracing all departments of sound—except music. Darkest Africa, in its lighter moments, found surcease from sorrow in tradegin and the tintinnabulation of the tom-tom. Wales wails. Switzerland yodels because tourists expect it. The French composed the Marseillaise and the mayonnaise, and then devoted their attention to “The Watch on the Rhine.” Russian music is produced solely by peasants blowing through the icicles on their whiskers, while they pull each other up and down the Volga.

        

        

          
Commotion and Emotion.

          
Anything is music so long as 
someone says it is. Jazz has been described as music. People have even tried to explain why. Others have described it as hip-disease in a tin-factory. The saxophone is capable of music—in spite of what the neighbours say about it. The human voice can convey music—except when it is used for singing or raising a loan.

          
Music is claimed by musicians to be an aesthetic exercise which soothes the soul and titillates the intellect; but the average low-brow listener expects it to be even more; he expects music to do something to him which even beer is incapable of doing. He expects the highest promotion of emotion. He expects music to soothe, excite, incite, and delight. He thinks that it should “touch” him from neck to knee. He wants to feel music, not to 
think it.

          

            

[image: “Jazz-hip-disense in a tin factory.”]
“Jazz-hip-disense in a tin factory.”


          

          
But the high priests of decorated commotion claim that no music is music if it has a tune, and the worse it sounds to the ear the better it is for the mind. They say that “Home, Sweet Home” is not music because it takes the mind off the music.

          
They are right, but so is the Homesweet-homer. For the one considers music from the angle of Cause and the other from the point of Effect. To the one it is a question of Devotion, to the other a matter of Emotion. Both forget that music moves from composer to consumer in three stages, e.g.: (1) The composer conceives his musical images in heart and mind (a combination known as Imagination).



(2) The skilled musician interprets the composer's conception with technical skill (a compound of knowledge and feeling). (3) The listener absorbs the result through the sound-screen of 
emotion. The composer and the interpreter have used their 
heads. To the listener 
hearts are trumps. Why should he have to sacrifice his emotion on the altar of Pizzicato and Accelarando?

        

        

          
Home-brewed Harmony.

          
In spite of radio, there are omens of the return of home-fire harmony. Once more the young are waking the welkin with scales and quavers and quivers and crochets. The borer has packed his bràce-and-bit and departed from the old piano. Once more are heard the homely cries of maddened mothers exhorting their young to wrestle with “The Harmonious Black-smith,” and get the low-down on “The Dance of the Fairies.”. After many moons and moans we have the pleasant picture of Little Letitia kicking the front off the piano in baffled rage. But it's all to the good, for it's better for the music to go round and round than to stay in the studio and go to pot. Soon we may see the return of the old “musical” evening when everybody “did” something. Soon we may re-gather round the piano and uncork the week's repressions until all the pictures go crooked and father puts wedges in the windows. Mr. Strongly, fifteen stone two in his socks, may sing “Tinklebell,” and Mrs. Tot may sing “I Strike Again My Tuneful Lyre,” while Mr. Tot looks apprehensive in the corner. Little Winnie Woop may fascinate us again with her loose front tooth which waggles while she recites “The Death of Sir John Moore” with suitable—and unsuitable—actions.

          
And nobody will think it necessary to say, “What perfect rendition of the subtler sublimity,” or “How ineffably inchoate,” or even “My dear, did you


[image: “Small men with elephant fiddles which look like baby ears in their singlets, and large men with flutes on their hips.”]
“Small men with elephant fiddles which look like baby ears in their singlets, and large men with flutes on their hips.”
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ever hear anything so perfectly 
triste?” No, sir. You will merely say, “Thanks, Mr. Gurgle. That was 
great,” and the next performer will throw in the clutch and step on the gas. Large florid men will arrive with a flute on the hip, and small bald men will stagger in with those elephant fiddles which look like baby-cars in their singlets. It will be great to get back to home-brew harmony.
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Soil and Soul.

          

Any instrumental or vocal agitation of the atmosphere can be called music provided it is proclaimed to be music by any section of humanity. The fact that one man's melody is another man's misery matters not a hoot nor a toot. It matters not that one nation's inspiration is another's consternation. For all brands of harmonic uproar reflect the mental peculiarities of the peoples who produced them. National music is as much a product of soil and soul as are speech and spuds. The sadness of Scotland found expression in the bagpipes, and the rest of the world has been sad ever since. Irishmen sing of shamrocks and sentiment because these are the only two things Irishmen can agree upon. England is the place where you can listen to the music of all nations—except the English. Germany's speciality used to be patriotic songs about beer and blood, but now all their “blowing” is done through big bassoons and propaganda, it having been discovered that the human voice is inadequate to express their opinion of themselves. Germans love to give themselves national “airs.” The music of America is a sort of seismic seizure in the “red-hot Momma” mode, embracing all departments of sound—except music. Darkest Africa, in its lighter moments, found surcease from sorrow in tradegin and the tintinnabulation of the tom-tom. Wales wails. Switzerland yodels because tourists expect it. The French composed the Marseillaise and the mayonnaise, and then devoted their attention to “The Watch on the Rhine.” Russian music is produced solely by peasants blowing through the icicles on their whiskers, while they pull each other up and down the Volga.
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Commotion and Emotion.

          
Anything is music so long as 
someone says it is. Jazz has been described as music. People have even tried to explain why. Others have described it as hip-disease in a tin-factory. The saxophone is capable of music—in spite of what the neighbours say about it. The human voice can convey music—except when it is used for singing or raising a loan.

          
Music is claimed by musicians to be an aesthetic exercise which soothes the soul and titillates the intellect; but the average low-brow listener expects it to be even more; he expects music to do something to him which even beer is incapable of doing. He expects the highest promotion of emotion. He expects music to soothe, excite, incite, and delight. He thinks that it should “touch” him from neck to knee. He wants to feel music, not to 
think it.
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But the high priests of decorated commotion claim that no music is music if it has a tune, and the worse it sounds to the ear the better it is for the mind. They say that “Home, Sweet Home” is not music because it takes the mind off the music.

          
They are right, but so is the Homesweet-homer. For the one considers music from the angle of Cause and the other from the point of Effect. To the one it is a question of Devotion, to the other a matter of Emotion. Both forget that music moves from composer to consumer in three stages, e.g.: (1) The composer conceives his musical images in heart and mind (a combination known as Imagination).



(2) The skilled musician interprets the composer's conception with technical skill (a compound of knowledge and feeling). (3) The listener absorbs the result through the sound-screen of 
emotion. The composer and the interpreter have used their 
heads. To the listener 
hearts are trumps. Why should he have to sacrifice his emotion on the altar of Pizzicato and Accelarando?
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Home-brewed Harmony.

          
In spite of radio, there are omens of the return of home-fire harmony. Once more the young are waking the welkin with scales and quavers and quivers and crochets. The borer has packed his bràce-and-bit and departed from the old piano. Once more are heard the homely cries of maddened mothers exhorting their young to wrestle with “The Harmonious Black-smith,” and get the low-down on “The Dance of the Fairies.”. After many moons and moans we have the pleasant picture of Little Letitia kicking the front off the piano in baffled rage. But it's all to the good, for it's better for the music to go round and round than to stay in the studio and go to pot. Soon we may see the return of the old “musical” evening when everybody “did” something. Soon we may re-gather round the piano and uncork the week's repressions until all the pictures go crooked and father puts wedges in the windows. Mr. Strongly, fifteen stone two in his socks, may sing “Tinklebell,” and Mrs. Tot may sing “I Strike Again My Tuneful Lyre,” while Mr. Tot looks apprehensive in the corner. Little Winnie Woop may fascinate us again with her loose front tooth which waggles while she recites “The Death of Sir John Moore” with suitable—and unsuitable—actions.

          
And nobody will think it necessary to say, “What perfect rendition of the subtler sublimity,” or “How ineffably inchoate,” or even “My dear, did you
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ever hear anything so perfectly 
triste?” No, sir. You will merely say, “Thanks, Mr. Gurgle. That was 
great,” and the next performer will throw in the clutch and step on the gas. Large florid men will arrive with a flute on the hip, and small bald men will stagger in with those elephant fiddles which look like baby-cars in their singlets. It will be great to get back to home-brew harmony.
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Natures Notes.

        
There is more music in heaven and earth than ever musicians dreamt of. You need not know a note to tune into the bell-bird's symphony. You don't need thirty years in Vienna to appreciate the burble of a brook. All you need is a microphone heart and an ear to hear. For—

        

          
Music, gentle music,


          
All is music to the ear


          
That can titillate emotion,


          
Or invite an arrant tear.


          
There is music in the lowing


          
Of a cow at eventide,


          
There is music in the lapping


          
And the whisper of the tide,


          
There is music in the gurgle


          
Of a bottle—that is if


          
It's accompanied by a soothing


          
Soporific sort of whiff.


          
There is music all about you,


          
In the tree-top, in the grass,


          
In the rattle of the rain-drop,


          
In the vagrant winds that pass;


          
In the sobbing of a fiddle,


          
In the beating of a drum,


          
In the purring of an engine,


          
In a bee's ecstatic hum.


          
There is music in the rattle


          
Of a tea-cup—or a coin,


          
There is music when emotion


          
And association join.


          
There is music full and plenty,


          
That the sea and earth compose,


          
Where the sea birds soar and tumble,


          
Or the mountain matai grows;


          
In the wailing of the bagpipes,


          
In the piping of the breeze,


          
In the booting of a morepork,


          
In a concertina's wheeze.


          
There is music in all sound notes,


          
That can soothe or bring a tear,


          
To the mutely music-minded


          
With a comprehending ear.
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(By 

Tangiwai.)

        

          
The Story of the Priest's Bath.

          

The deliciously soft and soothing thermal waters of the Priest's Bath at the Rotorua Spa are famed in many countries besides New Zealand. Thousands of people have found relief and healing in the warm baths fed by the great spring in the Sanatorium gardens. But the why and wherefore of the name has puzzled everyone. Who was the priest, and what was the story of the spring? “Aua!” as the Maori says— “don't know.” That is the usual reply you will get at Rotorua.

          
The origin of the name dates back seventy years, long before there was a State township at Rotorua. Hot-Spring-Land was then a purely Maori region, and thickets of manuka covered most of the present beautiful park land on the shore of the lake. At that period, about 1865, there was a certain Father Mahoney living at Tauranga, the priest of that pakeha-Maori parish. He suffered severely from rheumatism, and as he had heard from the Maoris that there was a marvellous healing hot-spring at Rotorua he decided to travel to the Lake country and try the mineral waters for his complaint. As soon as he was able to walk, he set out on foot.

        

        

          
Father Mahoney's Journey.

          
There were no roads, simply narrow and difficult bush tracks. He struggled slowly along with a heavy swag on his back, containing some provisions, a small tent and his portable altar. In great pain the good Father tramped through forest and scrub. He was several days in the wild lone country, and at last, in despair of ever reaching Rotorua, he was about to turn back, when in the distance he saw a lake, the blue waters of Rotorua. With that cheering sight before him, he trudged on and at last came to the Maori villages and the hot springs. The Maoris guided him to the wonderful geyser-pool called Te Pupunitanga.
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He pitched his tent there, beside the steaming pool, and for some days he bathed there, in the water issuing from the sandy ground; he almost lived in the bath. Daily he improved; in about a week he was free of pain and perfectly cured of his rheumatism. He returned thankfully to Tauranga and he spread the story of his wonderful cure. From that day to this the spring in which he found healing and new life has been called the Priest's Bath.

          
Te Pupunitanga, the Maori name of this pool in the manuka, means “The Ambush”; there is a tradition of an olden battle there, in which two of the Rotorua tribes met in combat in the lakeside manuka.

        

        

          
Passengers Came Last.

          

            
Here is a report of shipping movements at the Port of Russell, Bay of Islands, published in an Auckland paper, November, 1863:

          

          

            

Entered Inwards.

            
October 31—Sylph, 70 tons, Norris, from Auckland, with general cargo, 1 passenger

            
November 4—Sea Breeze, 70 tons, Fernandez, from Auckland, with general cargo, 7 passengers.

            
November 6—Addison, barque, 426 tons, Pierce, New Bedford, from the Whaling Grounds, with 600 barrels sperm, 260 barrels whale oil.

          

          

            

Cleared Outwards.

            
October 28—Sea Breeze, 70 tons, Fernandez, for Auckland, with 26 head cattle, 15 cwt. honey, 2 passengers.

            
November 3—Sylph, 70 tons, Norris. for Auckland, with 25 head cattle, 24 sheep, 4 tons kauri gum, 5 kegs tobacco, 7 passengers.

            
November 7—Sea Breeze, 70 tons, Fernandez, for Auckland, with 25 head cattle, 1 dog cart, 1 passenger.

            
Observe the relative order of the items carried along the coast by those old-time schooners, the Sylph and Sea Breeze. The passengers were very small beer indeed; they not only came after the cattle in the list, but after the kauri gum, the honey, and the dogcart.

            
I knew those two skippers, Gregory Norris and Tom Fernandez, in their later years; they were perfect sailormen, with a taste for a bit of sport, and many a time they cracked on every bit of sail and some more, racing their smart little craft in and out of Auckland harbour. There was stuff for a book in Captain Fernandez's adventures in the South Sea Islands.

          

        

        

          
Over the Range.

          
Tirohanga-Kawhia— “The View of Kawhia” —is the very appropriate name of the point from which you gain your first view of the beautiful harbour of the West, should you approach it by land. It is high up on this part-wooded shoulder of Pirongia Mountain which divides the Waipa and the Waikato from the tidal waters of Kawhia. By the motor road to it from Te Awamutu you pass the old military township of Pirongia—it was called Alexandra when it was founded in 1864—and the farm which was once the Maori thatched town of Whatiwhatihoe (“The Place of Broken Paddles”), where once King Tawhiao and his chiefs ruled in primitive dignity. Then up into the hills until at Tirohanga-Kawhia there is the first glimpse of the western harbour. It is luxurious motoring now. For myself I prefer my memories of old-time, the ride across country to Oparau, the head of navigation on Kawhia, from the King Country township of Otorohanga.
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Among the Books

 A Literary Page or Two
          
        

        
(By “

Shibli Bagarag.”)

        

Important developments of interest to the literary and art world have taken place of late. We have a new Director of Broadcasting, a literary medium as powerful as the most impressive newspaper combine in this country. He is a man of culture and of obvious understanding as to the wants of the listening public of New Zealand. Coupled with the earlier appointment of a highly qualified writer and journalist in charge of talks, the radio fans of this country may feel satisfied that they will be well looked after. Then we have the advent of a New Zealand novel, serialised, with great beating of the drums of publicity, in “New Zealand Truth”; the finalisation of a big #50 Radio Play competition; the ever-growing enterprise of such monthlies as this magazine and “The Mirror” in the encouragement of literary enterprise; the acceptance by big London publishing houses of more novels, biographies, etc., than ever before in our history, and finally the great success earlier in the year of New Zealand Authors' Week.

        
Indeed we may claim that the New Zealand literary renaissance is taking place in 1936.

        
* * *

        
It is rather late in the day to give a review of John Guthrie's second novel, “So They Began.” All I will do is to tell those who have not read this book that it proves conclusively, in atmosphere, plot, construction and brisk dialogue, that Guthrie, or John Brodie to give him his real name, has justified the glowing promise held out in his first book. In short, this country has produced another worthwhile novelist. It is almost uncanny to note the marvellous development in this young writer. If I were in the proud position of being one of the leading reviewers for, say, the London “Times,” I would declare unhesitatingly, as I do now, that in his first, and now in his second book, John Brodie has displayed the art and the ability to place him on a high plane among modern day novelists. Sad to say, I don't think he will remain an essentially New Zealand novelist, for he has already become immersed in England. However, with other plots and other atmosphere he will interest and arouse the enthusiasm of a wider audience.

        
* * *

        
To compress into forty thousand words a remarkably complete history of New Zealand is in itself an achievement. In his short history of this country, recently published by Allen & Unwin (London), Dr. J. C. Beaglehole, with literary polish, colour, and a keen, penetrating analysis of people and problems, tells us the history of our own country, and brightens his story with a touch of humour, at times cynical and at times good-humoured. With vivid, arresting sentences, the author sums up the leading figures of our island history, even to those of the present day. If I have a word of criticism it is that the author, in the full glory of his command of our mother tongue, is at times forgetful of the great task of epitomisation facing him and is wont to indulge in needless displays of verbal acrobats.
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Writers and speakers who are fearful of the manifold difficulties of our language will be grateful to Professor Arnold Wall for his valuable little manual, “The Mother Tongue In New Zealand.” Professor Wall is no harsh pedant. His judgments on numerous words will ease the minds of many who are constantly troubled as to whether they are speaking or writing correctly. The great majority of the words on which he gives judgment are those most frequently in use and therefore most frequently abused. The publishers (A. H. & A. W. Reed) have produced the book in compact pocket size.

        
* * *

        
Of the many historical works written by Mr. T. Lindsay Buick, C.M.G., none has aroused more interest than his “The Treaty of Waitangi.” Until four years ago, the first edition of this book could be purchased occasionally at auction sales or perhaps a rare copy might be found in a second-hand book shop. Small wonder was it that the second edition, published in 1932, sold out very quickly. Within a year of publication it was selling at a premium. Now Thomas Avery & Sons (New Plymouth) have shown enterprise, and also, no little thought for the general reading public of New Zealand, by issuing a third edition at the moderate price of 15/-. The new edition is in a more compact form and at the same time contains a valuable appendix telling the story of the great gift of the Waitangi Estate to the people of the Dominion by Viscount and Viscountess Bledisloe.

        
* * *

        
The other day I came across this delightfully humorous paragraph from a very old number of the Sydney “Bulletin”: —

        
“Reka”: I was up at Waikaretemarama last week, and called at the local newspaper office for a copy of its latest issue. The proprietor, who wore blue dungarees and a green flannel shirt, handed me the sheet, and said confidentially: “See here, the girl lost the box of s's the other day, and we've had to use o's instead. It looks

        
(
Continued on page 
60.)

        


        

          

[image: ]
        

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 11, Issue 7 (October 1, 1936)

Our Women's Section — Timely Notes and Useful Hints





        

          
            

              
Our Women's Section

 Timely Notes and Useful Hints.
            
          
        

        
Timely Notes and Useful Hints. 
By 
Helen
.

        

          

Which Blouse for What?

          

Mary and I were absorbed in blouses. Not that either of us wanted one, but the shop window was interesting. Small as it was, the variety of blouses shown, both in style and material, was amazing. Here were varied effects in locknit, plain and striped, in sports style or fussily feminine; the colourful Hungarian peasant blouses worked on white or pastel-tinted voile; organdie blouses and waistcoats, sprigged or dotted; beautiful examples of hand embroidery on silk and satin.

          
One model had a draped and clipped neckline; another a round knife-pleated collar which aped simplicity; a third was lent interest by a panel of pleats down the front. A tailored blouse in striped silk had its yoke and pocket tabs with stripes horizontal. In contrasting style were blouses featuring a Juliet frill or a wide softly-gathered ruff.

          
* * *

          
Mary and I, sorry that we did not need blouses, finished our gazing and walked on. A woman ahead swung shapely shoulders; her tailored suit was trim.

          
“What sort of blouse?” said Mary.

          
“Frilly,” I hazarded.

          
“Wrong,” said Mary. “Hurry, and we'll look.”

          
A little brisk walking and we had passed our lady; were, in fact, half turned from a shop window as she passed us. And her blouse was tailored, definitely tailored.

          
“How could you tell, from the back?” I asked Mary.

          
“My dear Watson, the clue was there. Did you see her hat? A Breton sailor, shiny straw, but rather severe. She wouldn't contrast that hat with a fussy blouse.”

          
“Mm! Maybe. You win this time.”

          
* * *

          
But I wasn't satisfied. The next tailored figure we chased had a small black hat wisped with veiling. The crown seemed to go high in front and there was a peep of flower decoration.

          
“Frilly?” said Mary.

          
“Frilly!” said I.

          
It was, and we shook hands on it.

          
“But I'm still not satisfied. 1 want another plain hat.”

          
It wasn't until a good deal later, after afternoon tea and odd shopping, that we came up behind a woman in a navyblue tailleur and a shiny navy straw hat with a neat double roll brim.

          
“Tailored again, of course,” said Mary.

          
“I'm not so sure,” said I.

          
After our little chase and pause ahead of her, I was the one to sinile. Organdie the blouse was, with a frilly plastron effect in front. Mary had to admit it looked well, smarter even than the tailored blouse of the first woman we had seen.

          
The foregoing is related merely to stress the ubiquity of the blouse—the effect of contrast may be obtained by style as well as by material and colour.

          
* * *

          
Contrast, again, was the style notes of a pinafore frock I saw the other day. The woollen frock attested the continuance of chill winds, but the soft shining satin of the blouse was a bow to spring.

          
Striped frocks iti cotton and silk, usually in shirtwaist syle, arc trimmed by their own stripes. Even short sleeves have their stripes in two directions.
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Jackets and skirts contrast with each other, one plaid and the other plain. Patch pockets break the line of a straighter swagger. Jackets top formal evening gowns. Wide sleeves, beaded, embroidered or appliqued, contrast with the slim lines of hostess frocks. Hanging sleeves with contrasting lining are gaiiiing in popularity.

        

        

          

Lovely Lingerie.

          
During September the big stores have been making a special feature of lingerie, imported and “made in our own workrooms.”

          
A night-gown of shell-pink satin has a yoke, with captlets, of oyster lace; another, with an appliqued lace edging at the V neckline, has a six-inch band of lace at the hem. A charming robe has neck and armholes banded with a fold of bias georgette (an easy style, this, to copy). A flower-sprigged crepe de chine has a frilled hem and rows of frilling for the cape shoulders. Another gown is softly shirred at neck and waist. A backless nightgown has a cape fastening with a self-fabric flower under the chin.

          
Pyjamas, tòo, are more feminine this season. Silks and satins arc the usual fabrics, lace and frilling the daintiest trimmings. Tops are neat, interest centering in the neck finish, a cape sleeve, a pocket or a sash belt. Trouser legs are fairly wide, and many boast a lace or frilled finish.

          
Slips, vest and panties match nightgowns for daintiness. Bias cut is usual, these days, for slim-fitting undies.

          
Dressing-gowns are interesting in many styles and in lengths from midcalf to ankle. Of the négligée type I noticed one model in tea-rose satin with écru lace trimming. Another in oyster satin had a full pouched blouse top and voluminous s'eeves gauged into the wrist. The skirt was slimfitting.

          
Charming, but for more everyday wear, are tailored examples in satin with lining of a contrasting colour or



of flower-sprigged crepe de chine with satin lining. The reversible type of dressing-gown allows for two colour schemes, and as dressing gowns have to be lined anyway, why not have them made to wear with lining side out on occasions? For the summer holiday most of us are planning, what more useful—and decorative—than a dressing gown in printed linen—anti-crease of course?

        

        

          

Distant Fields are Greener.

          
I like these old sayings. In the impatience of youth one can condemn them as a clutter of clichés, but with increase in experience one modifies one's attitude, accepts them first with tolerance, and later greets them with a warm feeling as expressions of (he homely wisdom of past generations, almost a handclasp from those who have lived, weighing life and testing it against their changing philosophy, even as we are doing.

          
“Distant fields are greener.” Of course they are. The cracks, the patches of dull earth, the yellowishbrown of dying plants are unseen in the general emerald effect. The larger vision is the truer one. The more we can comprehend, the better can we judge.

          
Unfortunately, we are so placed in our own lives that it is difficult to obtain that comprehensive view. We are so surrounded by the cracks, the bare patches, that often we do not realize the verdure of our state. Instead of enjoying the healthy growths we are absorbed in the barren places.

          
The farmer who wishes to improve his pastures uses the scientific knowledge of the pasture specialist and the “bug” hunter. The experts have studied at close range the faulty growths, and delved for tire insects which batten on grass roots, but although the scientists have their attention fixed on a few inches of pasture, they arc aiming at the improvement of the pastoral industry of the world.

          
Even if we do fix our attention on the unsatisfactory places in our lives, it should be only to find out why they are barren. Our main interest is the encouragement of the healthy growths, the live interests which can eliminate the bare spots.
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The students of the social sciences may be compared with the pasture experts in that their aim is to improve the living conditions of their fellow humans. We employ doctors and psychologists in the endeavour to keep our individual bodies and minds healthy, and the administrators, with their staffs of experts in various fields, to provide a suitable environment for those minds and bodies.

          
Whenever one reads the phrase “distant fields” one is jolted afresh into realizing the adequacy of one's own life. There is enough verdure in it to make the bare patches negligible; enough, with cultivation, to overgrow almost all the unsatisfactory bits. It all depends on what sort of a cultivator one is, on how much energy and enthusiasm one. brings to the task

        

        

          

Health Notes.

          
From the start, let us be optimistic and imagine that we are going to have a really fine summer! This brings before us all sorts of delightful expectations with hope for realisation, so let us all be prepared to answer the “call of the open” when that call comes.

          
With the hours of sunshine lengthening, and the rays of the sun strengthening, one of the pleasures to which we look forward is

          

            
Sun-bathing:
          

          
In an earlier, issue of this journal we drew your attention to the dangers in over-exposure to the sun's rays. At the beginning, let the exposure be limited to ten minutes each for the front and for the back of the body, taking care to keep the head and back of the neck protected. Gradually extend this time allowance, and in due course you will acquire that coveted sun-tan of the “he-man” without incurring risk or discomfort.

          
Another joy to which we look forward is the

          

            
Sea-bathing:
          

          
Don't go in too soon after a meal—allow at least one hour's interval—and don't stay in too long at the first. Don't take risks. Even although you are a strong swimmer, don't strike out to sea as though you intend to cross the straits—you can get just as wet and have just as good a swim within a safe margin from the shore. Remember, that if you get into difficulties, some other life or lives may be lost in attempting to save yours. If you are not a good swimmer, go out in depth to your chest and then swim parallel with the shore.

          
Don't force vour timid child into the water. Let it play at the water's edge as it wishes, and before long you will find it taking to the water, like the proverbial duck.

          
If river-bathing, beware of undercurrents in pools, and always be sure that there are no “snags” before you take a dive. Don't overdo the diving, as there is risk of it lighting up ear trouble. And now, just a word about the shower-bath. Don't rush under this, all in a sweat, the moment you have finished your game, for if you do, you will just resume sweating after you dry yourself as the skin glands will still be active. Instead, put on your cardigan or other wrap, until you cool down a little, then make for the shower, and you will be surprised how much more comfortable you will be after. Be careful not to overdo your



games at the start—get gradually into form, thus avoiding muscle strain and stateness.

          
You will also be looking forward to 
Picnicing:


          
In arranging the food for this outing, avoid tinned foods where possible and don't fill your hamper with rich things.

          
If motoring to your picnic ground, remember not only the rules, but also the courtesies of motoring. Most cars of to-day are good, but don't try to demonstrate to the public that yours is the best. Do all you can to prevent accidents and show full consideration not only for your fellow-motorist, but also for the pedestrian.

          
On arrival at yotir picnic spot, park your car carefully and if necessary, protect your tyres from the sun.

          
Above all, be careful where you light your fire, and sec that it is black-out before leaving. Don't hack the trees and shrubs or tear up ferns—your car looks better when not adorned by the products of acts of vandalism. Be sure to close all gates through which you pass, and if negotiating fences be carèful not to damage them. On leaving for home, see to it that all litter is cleared away and above all, do not leave tinr. or broken bottles lying about.

          
In this country we enjoy the privilege of access so kindly granted by most of the farmers, and it behoves us to show our appreciation of their kindness.

          
Should you be camping, carefully attend to all sanitary requirements, and remember, someone else may want to occupy the same position when you vacate it. Burn all discarded food substances, and thus lessen the number of breeding grounds for the dangerous fly.

          
Don't trust any water other than spring water. Boil all river water, as with so much farm drainage, there is always the possibility of it containing disease-producing germs.

        

        

          
“
Mrs. Beeton's Everyday Cookery.”

          

            
The following excerpts taken from “Mrs. Beeton's Everyday Cookery” are as applicable to-day as they were when the publication came forth as “a boon and a blessing” to all interested in the everyday science of cooking:

            
“The two most common faults with amateur cooks are not giving sufficient time and attention to the details of preparation, and ignorance of the varying action of heat. It is admitted that the making of soups and sauces is a test of a good cook. Now, both soups and sauces (with a few exceptions, which prove the rule) require very careful preliminary preparation and close attention during cooking. The time devoted to planning, cleaning, chopping, paring, as the case may be, is not lost. The actual process of cooking is immensely facilitated, and success half assured, if everything has been properly prepared beforehand.”
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“All things likely to be wanted should be in readiness: sugars of different sorts, currants washed, picked, and perfectly dry …”

            
“Much waste is always prevented by keeping every article in the best place suited to it.”

            
Here are a few recipes, slightly modified, taken from this estimable book of 752 pages:

          

          

            
Maids of Honour.

            
Puff paste, 4oz. castor sugar, 2oz. ground almonds, ½oz. flour, 2 yokes eggs, 2 tablespoons cream, essence to flavour. Mix almonds with the sugar and add the yokes of eggs one at a time; mix in flour, cream and essence. Line pattypans with puff pastry, fill them with mixture and bake in moderate oven.
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Time. —To bake, about 15 minutes. Average cost 8d., exclusive of the paste. Sufficient for 8 or 9 tartlets.
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Which Blouse for What?

          

Mary and I were absorbed in blouses. Not that either of us wanted one, but the shop window was interesting. Small as it was, the variety of blouses shown, both in style and material, was amazing. Here were varied effects in locknit, plain and striped, in sports style or fussily feminine; the colourful Hungarian peasant blouses worked on white or pastel-tinted voile; organdie blouses and waistcoats, sprigged or dotted; beautiful examples of hand embroidery on silk and satin.

          
One model had a draped and clipped neckline; another a round knife-pleated collar which aped simplicity; a third was lent interest by a panel of pleats down the front. A tailored blouse in striped silk had its yoke and pocket tabs with stripes horizontal. In contrasting style were blouses featuring a Juliet frill or a wide softly-gathered ruff.

          
* * *

          
Mary and I, sorry that we did not need blouses, finished our gazing and walked on. A woman ahead swung shapely shoulders; her tailored suit was trim.

          
“What sort of blouse?” said Mary.

          
“Frilly,” I hazarded.

          
“Wrong,” said Mary. “Hurry, and we'll look.”

          
A little brisk walking and we had passed our lady; were, in fact, half turned from a shop window as she passed us. And her blouse was tailored, definitely tailored.

          
“How could you tell, from the back?” I asked Mary.

          
“My dear Watson, the clue was there. Did you see her hat? A Breton sailor, shiny straw, but rather severe. She wouldn't contrast that hat with a fussy blouse.”

          
“Mm! Maybe. You win this time.”

          
* * *

          
But I wasn't satisfied. The next tailored figure we chased had a small black hat wisped with veiling. The crown seemed to go high in front and there was a peep of flower decoration.

          
“Frilly?” said Mary.

          
“Frilly!” said I.

          
It was, and we shook hands on it.

          
“But I'm still not satisfied. 1 want another plain hat.”

          
It wasn't until a good deal later, after afternoon tea and odd shopping, that we came up behind a woman in a navyblue tailleur and a shiny navy straw hat with a neat double roll brim.

          
“Tailored again, of course,” said Mary.

          
“I'm not so sure,” said I.

          
After our little chase and pause ahead of her, I was the one to sinile. Organdie the blouse was, with a frilly plastron effect in front. Mary had to admit it looked well, smarter even than the tailored blouse of the first woman we had seen.

          
The foregoing is related merely to stress the ubiquity of the blouse—the effect of contrast may be obtained by style as well as by material and colour.

          
* * *

          
Contrast, again, was the style notes of a pinafore frock I saw the other day. The woollen frock attested the continuance of chill winds, but the soft shining satin of the blouse was a bow to spring.

          
Striped frocks iti cotton and silk, usually in shirtwaist syle, arc trimmed by their own stripes. Even short sleeves have their stripes in two directions.

          

            

[image: ]
          

          
Jackets and skirts contrast with each other, one plaid and the other plain. Patch pockets break the line of a straighter swagger. Jackets top formal evening gowns. Wide sleeves, beaded, embroidered or appliqued, contrast with the slim lines of hostess frocks. Hanging sleeves with contrasting lining are gaiiiing in popularity.
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Lovely Lingerie.

          
During September the big stores have been making a special feature of lingerie, imported and “made in our own workrooms.”

          
A night-gown of shell-pink satin has a yoke, with captlets, of oyster lace; another, with an appliqued lace edging at the V neckline, has a six-inch band of lace at the hem. A charming robe has neck and armholes banded with a fold of bias georgette (an easy style, this, to copy). A flower-sprigged crepe de chine has a frilled hem and rows of frilling for the cape shoulders. Another gown is softly shirred at neck and waist. A backless nightgown has a cape fastening with a self-fabric flower under the chin.

          
Pyjamas, tòo, are more feminine this season. Silks and satins arc the usual fabrics, lace and frilling the daintiest trimmings. Tops are neat, interest centering in the neck finish, a cape sleeve, a pocket or a sash belt. Trouser legs are fairly wide, and many boast a lace or frilled finish.

          
Slips, vest and panties match nightgowns for daintiness. Bias cut is usual, these days, for slim-fitting undies.

          
Dressing-gowns are interesting in many styles and in lengths from midcalf to ankle. Of the négligée type I noticed one model in tea-rose satin with écru lace trimming. Another in oyster satin had a full pouched blouse top and voluminous s'eeves gauged into the wrist. The skirt was slimfitting.

          
Charming, but for more everyday wear, are tailored examples in satin with lining of a contrasting colour or



of flower-sprigged crepe de chine with satin lining. The reversible type of dressing-gown allows for two colour schemes, and as dressing gowns have to be lined anyway, why not have them made to wear with lining side out on occasions? For the summer holiday most of us are planning, what more useful—and decorative—than a dressing gown in printed linen—anti-crease of course?
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Distant Fields are Greener.

          
I like these old sayings. In the impatience of youth one can condemn them as a clutter of clichés, but with increase in experience one modifies one's attitude, accepts them first with tolerance, and later greets them with a warm feeling as expressions of (he homely wisdom of past generations, almost a handclasp from those who have lived, weighing life and testing it against their changing philosophy, even as we are doing.

          
“Distant fields are greener.” Of course they are. The cracks, the patches of dull earth, the yellowishbrown of dying plants are unseen in the general emerald effect. The larger vision is the truer one. The more we can comprehend, the better can we judge.

          
Unfortunately, we are so placed in our own lives that it is difficult to obtain that comprehensive view. We are so surrounded by the cracks, the bare patches, that often we do not realize the verdure of our state. Instead of enjoying the healthy growths we are absorbed in the barren places.

          
The farmer who wishes to improve his pastures uses the scientific knowledge of the pasture specialist and the “bug” hunter. The experts have studied at close range the faulty growths, and delved for tire insects which batten on grass roots, but although the scientists have their attention fixed on a few inches of pasture, they arc aiming at the improvement of the pastoral industry of the world.

          
Even if we do fix our attention on the unsatisfactory places in our lives, it should be only to find out why they are barren. Our main interest is the encouragement of the healthy growths, the live interests which can eliminate the bare spots.
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The students of the social sciences may be compared with the pasture experts in that their aim is to improve the living conditions of their fellow humans. We employ doctors and psychologists in the endeavour to keep our individual bodies and minds healthy, and the administrators, with their staffs of experts in various fields, to provide a suitable environment for those minds and bodies.

          
Whenever one reads the phrase “distant fields” one is jolted afresh into realizing the adequacy of one's own life. There is enough verdure in it to make the bare patches negligible; enough, with cultivation, to overgrow almost all the unsatisfactory bits. It all depends on what sort of a cultivator one is, on how much energy and enthusiasm one. brings to the task
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Health Notes.

          
From the start, let us be optimistic and imagine that we are going to have a really fine summer! This brings before us all sorts of delightful expectations with hope for realisation, so let us all be prepared to answer the “call of the open” when that call comes.

          
With the hours of sunshine lengthening, and the rays of the sun strengthening, one of the pleasures to which we look forward is

          

            
Sun-bathing:
          

          
In an earlier, issue of this journal we drew your attention to the dangers in over-exposure to the sun's rays. At the beginning, let the exposure be limited to ten minutes each for the front and for the back of the body, taking care to keep the head and back of the neck protected. Gradually extend this time allowance, and in due course you will acquire that coveted sun-tan of the “he-man” without incurring risk or discomfort.

          
Another joy to which we look forward is the

          

            
Sea-bathing:
          

          
Don't go in too soon after a meal—allow at least one hour's interval—and don't stay in too long at the first. Don't take risks. Even although you are a strong swimmer, don't strike out to sea as though you intend to cross the straits—you can get just as wet and have just as good a swim within a safe margin from the shore. Remember, that if you get into difficulties, some other life or lives may be lost in attempting to save yours. If you are not a good swimmer, go out in depth to your chest and then swim parallel with the shore.

          
Don't force vour timid child into the water. Let it play at the water's edge as it wishes, and before long you will find it taking to the water, like the proverbial duck.

          
If river-bathing, beware of undercurrents in pools, and always be sure that there are no “snags” before you take a dive. Don't overdo the diving, as there is risk of it lighting up ear trouble. And now, just a word about the shower-bath. Don't rush under this, all in a sweat, the moment you have finished your game, for if you do, you will just resume sweating after you dry yourself as the skin glands will still be active. Instead, put on your cardigan or other wrap, until you cool down a little, then make for the shower, and you will be surprised how much more comfortable you will be after. Be careful not to overdo your



games at the start—get gradually into form, thus avoiding muscle strain and stateness.

          
You will also be looking forward to 
Picnicing:


          
In arranging the food for this outing, avoid tinned foods where possible and don't fill your hamper with rich things.

          
If motoring to your picnic ground, remember not only the rules, but also the courtesies of motoring. Most cars of to-day are good, but don't try to demonstrate to the public that yours is the best. Do all you can to prevent accidents and show full consideration not only for your fellow-motorist, but also for the pedestrian.

          
On arrival at yotir picnic spot, park your car carefully and if necessary, protect your tyres from the sun.

          
Above all, be careful where you light your fire, and sec that it is black-out before leaving. Don't hack the trees and shrubs or tear up ferns—your car looks better when not adorned by the products of acts of vandalism. Be sure to close all gates through which you pass, and if negotiating fences be carèful not to damage them. On leaving for home, see to it that all litter is cleared away and above all, do not leave tinr. or broken bottles lying about.

          
In this country we enjoy the privilege of access so kindly granted by most of the farmers, and it behoves us to show our appreciation of their kindness.

          
Should you be camping, carefully attend to all sanitary requirements, and remember, someone else may want to occupy the same position when you vacate it. Burn all discarded food substances, and thus lessen the number of breeding grounds for the dangerous fly.

          
Don't trust any water other than spring water. Boil all river water, as with so much farm drainage, there is always the possibility of it containing disease-producing germs.
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“
Mrs. Beeton's Everyday Cookery.”

          

            
The following excerpts taken from “Mrs. Beeton's Everyday Cookery” are as applicable to-day as they were when the publication came forth as “a boon and a blessing” to all interested in the everyday science of cooking:

            
“The two most common faults with amateur cooks are not giving sufficient time and attention to the details of preparation, and ignorance of the varying action of heat. It is admitted that the making of soups and sauces is a test of a good cook. Now, both soups and sauces (with a few exceptions, which prove the rule) require very careful preliminary preparation and close attention during cooking. The time devoted to planning, cleaning, chopping, paring, as the case may be, is not lost. The actual process of cooking is immensely facilitated, and success half assured, if everything has been properly prepared beforehand.”
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“All things likely to be wanted should be in readiness: sugars of different sorts, currants washed, picked, and perfectly dry …”

            
“Much waste is always prevented by keeping every article in the best place suited to it.”

            
Here are a few recipes, slightly modified, taken from this estimable book of 752 pages:

          

          

            
Maids of Honour.

            
Puff paste, 4oz. castor sugar, 2oz. ground almonds, ½oz. flour, 2 yokes eggs, 2 tablespoons cream, essence to flavour. Mix almonds with the sugar and add the yokes of eggs one at a time; mix in flour, cream and essence. Line pattypans with puff pastry, fill them with mixture and bake in moderate oven.
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Time. —To bake, about 15 minutes. Average cost 8d., exclusive of the paste. Sufficient for 8 or 9 tartlets.
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Maids of Honour.

            
Puff paste, 4oz. castor sugar, 2oz. ground almonds, ½oz. flour, 2 yokes eggs, 2 tablespoons cream, essence to flavour. Mix almonds with the sugar and add the yokes of eggs one at a time; mix in flour, cream and essence. Line pattypans with puff pastry, fill them with mixture and bake in moderate oven.
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Time. —To bake, about 15 minutes. Average cost 8d., exclusive of the paste. Sufficient for 8 or 9 tartlets.
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French Pancakes.

        

          
Two ounces flour, 2oz. butter, 2oz. castor sugar, 4 tablespoons jam, 2 eggs, ½ pint milk.

          
Heat the milk in a saucepan. Cream the butter and sugar together until smooth, beat in the eggs, and stir in the flour lightly. Now add the warm milk, which will slightly curdle the mixture, beat well, then cover and let it stand for an hour. Have ready six buttered saucers, put an equal quantity of batter in each, bake quickly until the batter rises, then more slowly for about ten minutes. Spread half with jam, which should be warm, cover with plain pancake, and dredge well with castor sugar. Serve quickly.

          
Time. —About 1 ¾ hours. Averàge cost 8d. Sufficient for five or six persons.

          


          
(
Continued from page 
55).

          
a bit queer at first, but you soon get used to it. “The first item to puzzle me was,” Septimuo Smith, who wao arreoted laot Saturday, wao found to have oevcral opuriouo coino in hio poooeooion.” I puzzled that out, and was confronted with: “The Shakeopeare feotival wao otarted at Stratford-on-Avon yeoterday, oixty-oix flago being unfurled. Seventeen of Shakeopeare'o playo will be preoented.” When I found something about “An actreoo'o oucceoo,” I took the sheet to the office and requested my money back on the ground that the rag was printed in a foreign language. The proprietor seemed hurt, but gave me the thruppence. By the way, the paper printed a warning of its peculiarity that week; but as they had no “s's,” they could only hint darkly at the disappearance of “a certain letter,” which had to be nameless.

        

        

          

Reviews.

          
“Dirk Spaanders,” by Ernest Wells (Angus & Robertson, Sydney), is described by the publishers as the author's best novel. Although I have fond memories of his other novels, particularly “Brave Music,” I am inclined to agree with his publishers in their placing of “his latest book.
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“Caribbean Interlude,” by Frank Dalby Davison (Angus & Robertson, Sydney) has on its title page the following appropriate lines by Ambrose Pratt: —

          
* * *

          

            
“To every man his ship of dreams


            
When young and blythe and fain


            
To swagger down the Orient


            
And sweep the Spanish Main.”
          

          
Davison has already proved he can write entertainingly in his “Man Shy” and other books. Now he tells of his adventures ashore and afloat with his mate, Marshall O'Brien. They embark in the ship pf reality and sweep the Caribbean Sea finding many adventures, all of which are delightfully told. Racy and enjoyable reading.

          
* * *

          
“The Emancipist,” by Major-General J. M. Antill and his daughter, Rose Antill-de-Warren (Angus & Robertson, Sydney) is an historical drama in three acts. Apart from the special interest in the fact that the male author of the play is a grand nephew of the hero, Surgeon William Redfern, the action of the drama centres round the Macquarie period in Australian history. Redfern is a surgeon in the Navy, and because he champions the cause of the men for better food he is court-martialled and ultimately transported to N.S.W. How he is later pardoned and secures the respect and admiration of his fellows, although “an emancipist” forms the basis of a thrilling and moving drama.

          
* * *

          
“Clansmen,” by Ethel Boileau (Hutchinson, London; Whitcombe & Tombs, Ltd., New Zealand agents), is a long new novel of life in the Highland countryside by the writer of those two fine novels, “Turnip Tops” and “When Yellow Leaves.” The canvas is peopled with a long line of the Stewarts of Ardbreck from the year 1747 to the year 1935, but mostly with the period of 1914 when the old fighting blood of the Stewarts is drawn irresistibly into the Great War. The love of life, of women and of strong liquors, permeates the lives of the Stewarts. Mrs. Boileau handles her characters with womanly understanding, yet as forcibly as a male writer. Her sense of humour is as delightful as it is unusual. Quite an outstanding book.

          
“The Shearer's Colt,” by A. B. (“Banjo”) Paterson (Angus & Robertson, Sydney), is another example of the amazing versatility of the veteran Australian writer. Here is a racing novel, packed with excitement, humour and good writing. The adventures of Red Fred, one time shearer, then mine owner and millionaire, with his thousand-a-year secretary, his mortal enemy “Jimmy the Pat,” and other egregious characters of the turf, comprise over 200 pages of excellent reading.

        

        

          
“
Shibll” Listens In.

          
The forthcoming publicaion of “Let's Go Home,” by Dr. R. Noble Adams, is announced by H. Duckworh, an enterprising bookseller in Blenheim. It is described as “The Journal of a Jubilee Journey,” and takes the reader from New Zealand on a tour around the globe.

          
Will Lawson's latest novel, “Old Man River,” will be published next month.

          
“Murphy's Moa,” a collection of short Christmas sketches by Pat Lawlor will be published this month. It will be available in time for overseas Christmas mails. Gordon Minhinnick supplies most of the illustrations

          
Writing to me recently, Miss Nelle Scanlan stated that her latest novel, “The Marriage of Nicholas Cotter,” would be published shortly. Her next “already buzzing in her head” would “take her home again.”

          
Kealy's Ltd., the well known Auckland booksellers, have just issued another interesting catalogue from their secpnd-hand book department. The catalogue is supplied free’ on request.
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Two ounces flour, 2oz. butter, 2oz. castor sugar, 4 tablespoons jam, 2 eggs, ½ pint milk.

          
Heat the milk in a saucepan. Cream the butter and sugar together until smooth, beat in the eggs, and stir in the flour lightly. Now add the warm milk, which will slightly curdle the mixture, beat well, then cover and let it stand for an hour. Have ready six buttered saucers, put an equal quantity of batter in each, bake quickly until the batter rises, then more slowly for about ten minutes. Spread half with jam, which should be warm, cover with plain pancake, and dredge well with castor sugar. Serve quickly.

          
Time. —About 1 ¾ hours. Averàge cost 8d. Sufficient for five or six persons.
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“Caribbean Interlude,” by Frank Dalby Davison (Angus & Robertson, Sydney) has on its title page the following appropriate lines by Ambrose Pratt: —

          
* * *

          

            
“To every man his ship of dreams


            
When young and blythe and fain


            
To swagger down the Orient


            
And sweep the Spanish Main.”
          

          
Davison has already proved he can write entertainingly in his “Man Shy” and other books. Now he tells of his adventures ashore and afloat with his mate, Marshall O'Brien. They embark in the ship pf reality and sweep the Caribbean Sea finding many adventures, all of which are delightfully told. Racy and enjoyable reading.
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“The Emancipist,” by Major-General J. M. Antill and his daughter, Rose Antill-de-Warren (Angus & Robertson, Sydney) is an historical drama in three acts. Apart from the special interest in the fact that the male author of the play is a grand nephew of the hero, Surgeon William Redfern, the action of the drama centres round the Macquarie period in Australian history. Redfern is a surgeon in the Navy, and because he champions the cause of the men for better food he is court-martialled and ultimately transported to N.S.W. How he is later pardoned and secures the respect and admiration of his fellows, although “an emancipist” forms the basis of a thrilling and moving drama.
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“Clansmen,” by Ethel Boileau (Hutchinson, London; Whitcombe & Tombs, Ltd., New Zealand agents), is a long new novel of life in the Highland countryside by the writer of those two fine novels, “Turnip Tops” and “When Yellow Leaves.” The canvas is peopled with a long line of the Stewarts of Ardbreck from the year 1747 to the year 1935, but mostly with the period of 1914 when the old fighting blood of the Stewarts is drawn irresistibly into the Great War. The love of life, of women and of strong liquors, permeates the lives of the Stewarts. Mrs. Boileau handles her characters with womanly understanding, yet as forcibly as a male writer. Her sense of humour is as delightful as it is unusual. Quite an outstanding book.

          
“The Shearer's Colt,” by A. B. (“Banjo”) Paterson (Angus & Robertson, Sydney), is another example of the amazing versatility of the veteran Australian writer. Here is a racing novel, packed with excitement, humour and good writing. The adventures of Red Fred, one time shearer, then mine owner and millionaire, with his thousand-a-year secretary, his mortal enemy “Jimmy the Pat,” and other egregious characters of the turf, comprise over 200 pages of excellent reading.
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Panorama of the Playground

 
Notable New Zealand Sportsmen

          
        

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

        

          

New Zealand, far removed from the scenes of the greatest sporting encounters, has made some notable contributions to world-sport, but it is an unfortunate fact that our sportsmen must leave their own land and live abroad before they may secure a place in the headlines in the world's sports press.

          
No participant in sport has had more publicity in recent years than has our New Zealand-born and bred Jack Lovelock, yet he never won a New Zealand track and field title. All his success came when abroad.

          
Clarrie Grimmett, recognised as the master of the batsmen when he bowls the “wrong ‘un” in cricket, is just another New Zealander who had to shake the dust of his own land off his boots before he could get a footing in international sport. The world now knows of Grimmett and his deadly bowling, but few sporting papers chronicle the place of his birth—he is invariably recognised as an Australian.

          
And writing about cricket and cricketers, brings forward comment that Stewart Dempster, New Zealand's dashing batsman, has been doing a mighty fine piece of work in the Old Land. Figuring sixth in the batting honours with an average of 45.7 at the end of August, Dempster has brought distinction to New Zealand. In like manner, the all-round ability of a former team-mate, Ken James, has caused much favourable comment in England. James is recognised as a most capable wicket-keeper in a land where there are several fine “Aunt Sallys.” Not much has been heard, recently, of Bill Merritt, who went to England with two New Zealand cricketing teams and then returned to take part in League Cricket. In his first two seasons he established new records or broke old ones. The nature of cricket in which he participated called for all-rounders, and he was a distinct success.
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Giants of the Ring.

          
In boxing circles New Zealand has supplied more than one boxer who has won acclaim abroad. Tom Heeney, who fought Gene Tunncy in a world's heavyweight title bout a few years ago, did much to advertise the big-hearted type of athlete produced in the Dominion. “The Hard Rock From Down Under,” “Honest Tom” —these were the “titles” conferred on him. And to-day, a comfortably retired ringster, Heeney is a much-respected citizen in an exclusive New York district.

          
Before Heeney carried the New Zealand colours into the ring in America, several other boxers from these shores had made invasions, and to one of them, Billy Murphy, fell the distinction of being the only New Zealander to win a world's professional boxing title. This veteran of another era is still alive in Auckland. A “grossly exaggerated” report a few months ago stated that he had died as the result of a motor accident but, from his hospital bed old Billy gave a vehement denial. He had “taken a count,” but it was not a “knock out.” American sporting papers, on learning of his “death,” published eulogies of the man who came from “Down Under” and won the world's featherweight title.

          
Dan Creedon, at the time of writing a very ill man in Melbourne, is another New Zealander who went abroad to gain ring fame.

          
It is to the credit of New Zealanders that they have never claimed Bob Fitzsimmons as one of their own stars. Fitzsimmons, one of the ring's greatest champions in three weights, was born in Cornwall but came to New Zealand when less than five years old and was bred in these Isles. He had his first boxing or fighting matches in Canterbury, where he came under the eye of the famous Jem Mace who was touring New Zealand. Mace was responsible, in a way, for setting Fitzsimmons's feet in the direction of world's championships.

        

        

          
A Great Track Walker.

          
In a previous issue of the “Railways Magazine” reference was made to the sensational career of Joe Scott, the youthful “midget” who beat the best walkers in the world and emerged unbeaten in a tour of England. There is another New Zealand walker who has won recognition abroad, too. To-day this athlete takes a prominent part in amateur sport in Auckland. His name—Sammy Gudsell. Gudsell was originally a harrier at Wanganui but later took to track walking and was successful in winning the New Zealand mile walk championship in the 1928–29 season. Following this he went abroad and before long had been selected to represent Canada against America in a walk of 50,000 metres. He filled fourth place, and his time was better than most of the placed men in the Olympic walk of the same distance a few years later. It is unfortunate for him that long distance walking has not been encouraged in New Zealand—he had all the makings of a real champion, but like many others he had to go abroad to get recognition.

          


          
E. G. (“Buz”) Sutherland did not gain selection as a New Zealand representative at the Olympic Games, but the honour of representing a country at that great international gathering was bestowed on him by South Africa when he was residing over the waters. It is more than likely that Sutherland would have eventually been selected by New Zealand had he not gone to South Africa, but he was just one more of a band of New Zealanders who have done better abroad than at home.

        

        

          
Commemorating Lovelock's Victory.

          
There have been suggestions that Lovelock's great victory at the Olympic Games should be commemorated in New Zealand in a manner befitting the occasion. With a National Art Gallery now available for the housing of national treasures, there is a suitable niche in the hall of fame for a bronze statuette of the “world's greatest luiler.” Lovelock has been acclaimed as the world's greatest miler, and also the most perfect runner. Surely a statuette of him in action would tend to instill enthusiasm into the minds of the young citizens of New Zealand.

          
Then there is, too, the possibility of inaugurating a “Sports Section” in tlie National Art Gallery and Museum at Wellington. There must be numerous fine trophies hidden away in private homes—trophies which testify to the skill of New Zealanders in overseas sport. What better resting place could be found for them than a sports section in the Capital City? With a statuette of Lovelock as the centrepiece and a collection of sporting trophies, too, such a section would attract the youths of the nation.

          
When a. dock labourer appeared before a Whitechapel magistrate charged with assaulting his wife the poor woman pleaded for him. “He's a good husband,” she told his Worship, “as long as he ‘as his pipe, but it won't always run to it, and then he sometimes loses “is temper.” The magistrate nodded understandingly. He evidently knows the value of tobacco as a peacemaker. It certainly makes for domestic happiness, as a famous novelist told us long ago, and probably does more to prevent “angry passions” from rising than all the drugs in a chemist's shop —always provided that it's as pure and good as it ought to be. If it isn't it may play up with you! The safest of all tobaccos arc the genuine toasted brands, Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Cavendish. Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold. The toasting they get at the factory (the manufacturer's exclusive process) absorbs the nicotine, while for flavour and aroma there's no other tobacco to approach them. Connoisseurs say they compare favourably with anything from overseas.”
*
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New Zealand, far removed from the scenes of the greatest sporting encounters, has made some notable contributions to world-sport, but it is an unfortunate fact that our sportsmen must leave their own land and live abroad before they may secure a place in the headlines in the world's sports press.
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Variety in Brief
            
          
        

        
In the early days of settlement in Hawke's Bay there were few, if any, people who had not heard of Te Hapuku. Many were the stories of his ferocity and prowess in the days gone by. His own particular “hapu” resided at Te Hauke on the present Napier-Wellington line, and even to this day many of them believe that he was undoubtedly possessed of more than natural powers.

        
However, many years ago, a day arrived when after months of work and preparation, which greatly interested the local Maori population, the first railway line in the district was completed, and a train loomed into sight.

        
“Auc!” gasped the Maoris in astonishment. Truly, the pakeha must be greater even than Te Hapuku, and the old chief was grim and silent. This challenge to his authority could not be allowed to pass unanswered. For a long time he remained deep in thought and communing with his ancient gods, when an idea came to him which made him smile. That evening, when all of the people were gathered in the meeting house, the old man arose and, after reciting the deeds of his ancestors, and reminding them of his own illustrious past, he asserted that his influence was still greater than that of this pakeha monster which puffed fire and smoke. He assured them that all he had to do was to call on his personal deities and put up his hand and the train would not proceed until he permitted it to do so.

        
Great was the excitement next time the train was due to appear, and the Maoris from all around had assembled to witness the great event. The train duly showed up in the distance, and all eyes gazed towards it expecting, they hardly knew what. Te Hapuku sat calmly by until the train was a few chains away, when he slowly walked on to the rails and stood there, reciting his incantations and brandishing his ancestral “mere.”
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The engine let out a shriek and belched forth steam, but its rival still stood his ground though slightly shaken and pale underneath his lines of tattoo. The train slowed down gradually, and some little distance from the now highly excited Maori, came to a standstill. “Marvellous,” said the people, and their chief then walked off the line and motioned the train to proceed.

        
“There are no men born like Te Hapuku these days,” said my Maori friend seriously after relating the above story —S.J.

        
In his excellent article on Gisborne in the April issue, O. N. Gillespie omitted to mention the remarkable number of literary lights the town has produced. In fact, I am sure that no other town of Gisborne's size in New Zealand has produced as many. The list includes Dr. Merton Hodge (author of “The Wind and the Rain”); Rosemary Rees, the well-known novelist and actress; Lilla Gormhuille Mackay, who writes first quality verse; Phillip T. Kenway, the author of “Sheep Farming in Poverty Bay”; Mrs. Douglas Blair, who has had a volume of verse and a book of short stories printed; and that fine poet, the late David M. Ross (“Darius”). And there are also quite a number of lesser lights helping to brighten Gisborne's “Inky Way.”

        
—O.W.W.

        
“Jasmine's” mention of the Rev. William Gittos (N.Z.R.M. May issue) awakened memories. Thirty-five years ago he lived at Devonport, Auckland, within a few doors of my home. As a boy I was attracted to the venerable old man, as, indeed, everyone was. Behind his house stood a field with a large pond, which was the delight of all boys in the neighbourhood. It was here we played our games and frequently Mr. Gittos was the sole spectator. I can see him now, a tall, white-haired, dignified figure, applauding the victor and consoling the vanquished. Our chief delight was to hear him tell stories of the Maoris and of the stirring days on the Mission field. Sometimes we were invited to the house, where from the verandah overlooking the Waitemata, he would describe the harbour as he first knew it. He would point out the places where the Maori settlements stood and tell how the natives paddled their canoes to what had become the city. The pond has long since been filled in, and two streets intersect a block of houses built on the paddock, but I never pass the spot without recalling the old times.

        
—C.R.G.
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Wit and Humour
        

        

          
Last be First.

          
Pat worked at a factory where they encouraged the staff to think of ideas for the smoother running of the business.

          
One morning he was shown into the chairman's office and announced that he had thought of a way of ensuring that no one would be late in future.

          
That sounds good,“said the Chairman. “How do you propose to do it?”

          
“Sure, that's aisy, sir,” said Pat; “the last man in blows the whistle.”

        

        

          
High Finance.

          
After walking a long distance Pat was feeling very dry, when he saw a milkman in the street and asked the price of milk.

          
“Sixpence,” replied the milkman.

          
“Then give us a quart in pints,” said Pat.

          
After drinking one pint, Pat asked, “How do we stand?”

          
“I owe yer a pint,” said the milkman.

          
“And I owe you one,” said Pat, “so we're quits.”

        

        

          
There Ought to Be a Law.

          
Mistress (discovering butler helping himself from cellarette): “Robert, I am surprised.”

          
Butler: “So am I, ma'am. I thought you was out.”

        

        

          
His Little Lapse.

          
“How did Brown's wedding go off?”

          
“Fine, until the parson asked the bride if she'd obey her husband.”

          
“What happened then?”

          
“She replied, ‘Do you think I'm silly?' and the groom, who was in a sort of daze, replied: ‘I do.”

        

        

          
A Benefactor.

          
Graduate: “Professor, I have made some money, and I want to do something for my old college. I don't remember what studies I excelled in, if any.”

          
Professor: “In my classes you slept most of the time.”

          
Graduate: “Fine! I'll endow a dormitory.”

        

        

          
Too Helpful.

          
Following a local race meeting three farmers in rather merry mood were seen by the porter to be lounging in the country railway station.

          
The last passenger train for the day was about to depart when the porter remembered the men.

          
Dashing in, he hustled them on to the platform and did his best to get them into the already slowly moving train. He succeeded in getting two aboard, but the third was left behind.

          
“There,” he said, “now what are you going to do?”

          
“Oh, it don't matter,” was the answer, “they only came to sec me off.”

        

        

          
Her “Declining” Years.

          
Molly: You may not believe it, my dear, but during the past month I have said “No!” to about a dozen men.

          
Polly: Really? Those hawkers are a nuisance, aren't they?

        

        

          
Maybe He Saw a Robin.

          
“My dear,” said the loving wife, “the doctor says I must have a change of climate.”

          
“Well, cheer up,” replied her fond spouse, “spring will soon be here.”
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Father Investigates.

          
From the bedroom of the twin boys came the mingled sounds of loud weeping and hearty laughter, so Father went up to investigate.

          
“What's the matter tip here?” he inquired.

          
The joyous twin indicated his weeping brother. “Nothing,” he chuckled, “only Nurse has given Alexander two baths and hasn't given me any.”

        

        

          
Mutual Affection.

          
“My rose,” he whispered tenderly, as he pressed her velvet cheek to his.

          
“My cactus,” she murmured, as she dodged his whiskers.

        

        

          
Streamline.

          

            
When George and Robert Stephenson


            
Were laying mile on mile


            
Of unexpected railway track


            
Across our lovely isle,


            
Their chief concern in those far days


            
Was “will the darned thing 
go”;


            
They didn't worry much for shape


            
While trains ran to and fro.


            
To-day, with schedules hotted up


            
And C.M.E.'s at rest,


            
The Great God Streamline holds domain


            
And governs with a zest.


            
“Less Air Resistance” is his creed;


            
“Delete all jultings out;


            
Fit roller bearings; rolling stock


            
Must taper to a snout.”


            
The craze runs rife throughout the land,


            
Remoulding engine, car,


            
And even fashions (streamlined ties


            
Are very la-di-da).


            
Who knows—perhaps this book of ours,


            
Infected by the germ.


            
Will cast all precedent aside


            
Arid emulate the worm.
          

        

        

          
As “Punch” Sees It.

          
A train which should have stopped at Queen's Road, Peckhara, the other evening, went on to Peckham Rye instead. The driver seems to have had ideas bevond his station.
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Streamline



          
Streamline.

          

            
When George and Robert Stephenson


            
Were laying mile on mile


            
Of unexpected railway track


            
Across our lovely isle,


            
Their chief concern in those far days


            
Was “will the darned thing 
go”;


            
They didn't worry much for shape


            
While trains ran to and fro.


            
To-day, with schedules hotted up


            
And C.M.E.'s at rest,


            
The Great God Streamline holds domain


            
And governs with a zest.


            
“Less Air Resistance” is his creed;


            
“Delete all jultings out;


            
Fit roller bearings; rolling stock


            
Must taper to a snout.”


            
The craze runs rife throughout the land,


            
Remoulding engine, car,


            
And even fashions (streamlined ties


            
Are very la-di-da).


            
Who knows—perhaps this book of ours,


            
Infected by the germ.


            
Will cast all precedent aside


            
Arid emulate the worm.
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As “Punch” Sees It



          
As “Punch” Sees It.

          
A train which should have stopped at Queen's Road, Peckhara, the other evening, went on to Peckham Rye instead. The driver seems to have had ideas bevond his station.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 11, Issue 7 (October 1, 1936)

Familiar Ships in New Zealand Waters T.S.S. “Wahine”





        

          
            
Familiar Ships in New Zealand Waters T.S.S. “
Wahine”
          
        

        
(
By 
J. H. 
Kemnitz

).

        

          

The Union Steamship Company's turbine steamer Wahine, a glamorous and wonderful vessel, has acquired a warm spot in the hearts of New Zealanders.

          
Built in 1912, by the famous Clyde firm of Denny Bros., the 
Wahine, a triple-screw turbine steamer of 4,436 tons, proceeded to New Zealand to enter the Cook Strait service. On the voyage out her speed and complete seaworthiness were impressive, and on arrival she promptly broke all existing records for the Cook Strait crossing. The 
Wahine's reputation and renown soon spread throughout the country, and it was with surprise that the travelling public learnt, in July, 1915, that the Union Co.'s “flier” had disappeared from the Wellington-Lyttelton service. From that time, till the cessation of hostilities, the 
Wahine, played no inconsiderable part in the Great War, first as a dispatch ship in the Gallipoli Campaign, and later us a mine-layer. A new ship of a handy size, with a speed of 22 knots, it was scarcely likely that the Naval Authorities would overlook her in their quest for auxiliary craft.

          
The ship's withdrawal from the Wellington-Lyttelton service was a dramatic one, as no indication whatever had been given that she was ahout to go overseas. She left Wellington one night on the usual trip, with a large number of passengers, arrived at Lyttelton the following morning, discharged her mails, landed the passengers, and departed an hour after arrival, for Port Chalmers, At 6 o'clock the came night, she was being floated into dry dock at Port Chalmers, where two days were spent in cleaning and painting, and in loading stores and coal. The familiar red and black funnels were painted grey. Before daylight on the. morning of July 20th, 1915, she put to sea en route for England, and was well on her voyage to the other side of the world before the people of New Zealand were aware of her departure. Such secrecy was preserved, that the departure did not appear in the shipping news in the Otago newspapers. Until her return, in 1919, with the exception of a little unconfirmed news that trickled through, no one knew exactly on what work she was engaged, although current rumours were many and varied. Her running in the Wellington-Lyttelton service was taken for a few days by the 
Pateena, then later by the old 
Monowao, and in September, 1915, by the 
Mararoa, which continued in the service until the 
Wahine's return.

          
At Port Chalmers a new crew had been signed on, but Captain A. E. Edwin and most of the officers and engineers were retained. A popular fallacy has it that the 
Wahine, proceeding through Panama, broke and still holds the record for the fastest passage to England by completing the journey from Port Chalmers to Southampton in 19 ½ days. Such, however, is not the case. She could not carry sufficient coal to make full use of her steaming powers. The voyage, via Suez, actually took seven weeks, calls being made at Fremantle, Colombo, Port Said and Gibraltar. On arrival at London, the Dliip was adapted for service as a dispatch ship under the Vice-Admiral of the Eastern Mediterranean, and armed with two 4-inch guns, which had originally been manufactured in England for a Turkish warship, but had been taken over by the Navy at the outbreak of the War. The 
Wahine's New Zealand officers and engineers were re-appointed to the vessel, being given R.N.R. ratings, Capt. Edwin being given the commission of Lieutenant R.N.R. H.M.S. Waliinc left London for Gibraltar, and became the dispatch ship to the Gallipoli Forces, running between Malta and Mudros.
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In the months that followed, the 
Wahine became famous for her speed and the clocklike regularity of her running, and even more so for her feats in speedy berthing and leaving harbour. At Malta, Capt. Edwin would take in the ship amidst all the craft there, stern first, to the bewilderment of all beholders. At Mudros, off which were anchored hundreds of craft of all descriptions, he would usually leave stern first. On the first occasion the 
Wahine performed this feat, there was considerable consternation among those in the vessels at anchor as the 
Wahine rushed stern-first towards them. The alarm turned to amazement as Capt. Edwin, with skill acquired by hundreds of such performances in the New Zealand service, steered the ship with unerring precision in and out of the maze of craft until he reached open water. Thereafter, the performance never lacked spectators, who would come on deck in hundreds to gaze at the masterly handling of the New Zealand vessel. Very few knew that the feat was rendered possible only by the use of the bow rudder, with which the 
Maori and 
Wahine, and the 
Rangatira are fitted. Even to-day, the berthing of these steamers at Wellington or Lyttelton is watched with appraising eye by the officers of overseas vessels which are in port.

          
The Mudros-Malta passage was a very risky one. Hostile submarines were always active, and many ships were being sunk. Zig-zag had to be carried out continuously night and day. After dark, the ship was steaming full speed without lights through the many islands



of the Grecian Archipelago. On one trip, a German submarine sighted the 
Wahine and, submerging, made in her direction, no doubt to launch a torpedo. But the commander of the U-Boat did not know that he had encountered the greyhound of the colonial service, for he underestimated her speed, and caime to the surface two miles astern. The 
Wahine's aft-gun was manned. The first shot went light over the enemy craft. The second fell short. The third shot was loosed, and registered a direct hit on the conning tower. Needless to say, the Wahine did not wait to see the result, but made her escape.

          
When the Hospital ship 
Marquette was torpedoed in the Mediterranean, the 
Wahine was en route from Malta to Mudros. Capt. Edwin immediately turned, and headed at full speed for the stricken ship. When he was within an hour and a halt of the 
Marqtietle, he received orders to resume his voyage to Motlros, as a destroyer would reach the spot a few minutes before the U'ahinc could.

          
On the evacuation of Gallipoli, the 
Wahine returned, early in 1916, to England, where grimmer work awaited her. At Millwall Dock she spent some weeks being converted into a mine-layer. The entire contents of Deck D, including cabins, lavatories, stewards' quarters, second class dining room, stairways, etc., were ripped out, and became a mine-chamber. A portion of the stern was removed for mine-dropping, and mine rails were laid along the length of the deck from stem to stern on both sides. On the rails ran the little trucks which carried the mines to the big opening at the stern, through which they were dropped. Half of Deck C was also stripped, and converted into a mine-room and workshops.

          
“Herb tobacco?” said the smoke merchant, contemptuously, “don't stock it. Myself I'd as soon smoke dried cow-droppings. Why don't you try the real thing, mister? Too strong? Not it, if you'll be guided by me. You sample Riverhead Gold, mild as milk, sweet as a nut, prize medal flavour and a bouquet you can't forget! Then there's Desert Gold—another tip-topper! Both make the finest cigarettes going, but go well in a pipe, too, if you're after smoking extra mild. When you're broken into smoking, change over to Cavendish or Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog). Both top-hole mediums. Later you can give Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead) a go. Full strength, and a fair knock out! —you ask any old smoker. Yes, they're all toasted. That's why they're almost free from nicotine. What's the difference ‘twixt toasted and ordinary baccy? Why, it's the difference 'twixt home-brew and 'bubbly. I'm talking of the brands I've named, mind you. The imitations are not worth talking about.” The novice is trying out Riverhead Gold. He'll like it.
*


          
As mine-laying is a highly technical operation, the 
Wahine was at this juncture manned by R.N. ratings, the New Zealand engineers, however, being retained. Under the White Ensign, the 
Wahine was engaged in mine-laying between Penzance and the Orkneys. Sometimes she worked in company with five or six other mine-layers, but for the most part she worked alone. She was always provided with a destroyer as an escort, and the actual laying of the mines was done at night, with lights out or masked. When her work was completed, she would rejoin the escort outside the mine-field.

          
Owing to the risk of the vessel's stern coming down on a mine before it was clear, mine-laying could be carried out only in a smooth sea. As it was, the 
Wahine had several narrow escapes through the premature explosion of some of the earlier types of mine. One such explosion shook the vessel so severely that three of her boilers were shifted. Clouds of coal-dust dislodged from the tups of the boilers threw into consternation the stoke-hold crew, who thought the vessel had been torpedoed, or mined. While mines were being handled, the whole of the crew were kept at stations, and doors to all compartments and all watertight doors kept locked.

          
For handling the mines, electric winches and electrical apparatus was used. So exact was it necessary to be, that an electric gong, which could be set to sound at any interval, was used to signal when each mine was to be dropped, and red and green indicator lights were used between the bridge and mine-chamber. All the mining crew had to stand by, as in the event of the failure of the electric power, the mines had to be dropped by hand and the schedule maintained.

          
On one occasion a feat of expert navigation was performed when the 
Wahine was allotted the task of filling in a gap of five miles between two sections of a mine-field previously laid. Leaving the Humber, at daybreak, the ship steamed on dead reckoning until 1.30 the following morning, when it was calculated she had arrived at the required position. Had the navigator made the slightest miscalculation, the 
Wahine would have been put among the mines already laid, but there was no mistake, and the work proceeded without mishap. The jast mine had scarcely been laid, when a fierce storm broke out, and the 
Wahine was an hour and a half late in meeting her escort at the appointed rendezvous. The escort had reported td the Admiralty that the 
Wahine was missing, and so grave a view did the authorities take, that she had actually been recorded as lost when she reported.

          
At no time were those on board given any information as to the ship's movements. Only the commander and navigator knew her destination and whereabouts, although the others often recognised parts of the coastline when working off the English coast. Not till after
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the Armistice did the crew know that the 
Wahine had made no less than thirteen trips to Heligoland Bight, to lay mines right at the enemy's door. The method was for the 
Wahine and her escort to remain out of sight until nightfall. The mine-layer would then make a fast dash in; lay the mines, and escape before daybreak.

          
When the Armistice came, the 
Wahine was present with the Grand Fleet in the Firth of Forth, and proudly took her place in line when the German High Seas Fleet, escorted on either side by the ships of the Grand Fleet, steamed in to surrender.

          
After proceeding to London to pay off, the 
Wahine sailed for the'Clyde, where, in the yards of her builders, she was refitted as a passenger ship. To restore the cabins and rcplate up the stern was the work of months, and the builders were hampered by the prevailing shortage of labour. So successfully was the work carried out, however, that it is hard to imagine that the vessel was one practically gutted out. In December, 1919, she left the Clyde, once again under the Red Ensign, arriving at Port Chalmers on February 12th, 1920. Just at this time, troiibh had been experienced with ths 
Maoris boilers, and after a hasty docking for cleaning and painting, the 
Wahine resumed her running in the ferry service, which she had left five year.; previously.

          
A memento of her war service is a handsome brass plate in the saloon vestibule, bearing the following inscription:

          

Record of War Service. H.M.S. Wahine.

          
13th October 1915 to 28th May 1916. Despatch Vessel to Gallipoli Forces. 22nd July 1916 to 2ist April 1919. Minelayer. Number of Mining Operations Carried Out, 76. Total Number of Mines Laid, 11,378. Presented by the Officers and Ship's Company, serving in H.M.S. 
Wahine on the Conclusion of Hostilities.

        

        

          

Scripto Pencils.

          
We wish to remove some confusion that may have arisen in the minds of our readers over the fact that in our September issue there were two advertisements in which the word “Scripto” was featured. The first advertisement referred to the wellknown “Scripto Pencil” for which Mr. Arnold Harrison of 9–11 Albert Street, Auckland, is the New Zealand Representative. This pencil has no connection whatsoever with the other advertisement a “Scripto-Sum” Competition.
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The Union Steamship Company's turbine steamer Wahine, a glamorous and wonderful vessel, has acquired a warm spot in the hearts of New Zealanders.

          
Built in 1912, by the famous Clyde firm of Denny Bros., the 
Wahine, a triple-screw turbine steamer of 4,436 tons, proceeded to New Zealand to enter the Cook Strait service. On the voyage out her speed and complete seaworthiness were impressive, and on arrival she promptly broke all existing records for the Cook Strait crossing. The 
Wahine's reputation and renown soon spread throughout the country, and it was with surprise that the travelling public learnt, in July, 1915, that the Union Co.'s “flier” had disappeared from the Wellington-Lyttelton service. From that time, till the cessation of hostilities, the 
Wahine, played no inconsiderable part in the Great War, first as a dispatch ship in the Gallipoli Campaign, and later us a mine-layer. A new ship of a handy size, with a speed of 22 knots, it was scarcely likely that the Naval Authorities would overlook her in their quest for auxiliary craft.

          
The ship's withdrawal from the Wellington-Lyttelton service was a dramatic one, as no indication whatever had been given that she was ahout to go overseas. She left Wellington one night on the usual trip, with a large number of passengers, arrived at Lyttelton the following morning, discharged her mails, landed the passengers, and departed an hour after arrival, for Port Chalmers, At 6 o'clock the came night, she was being floated into dry dock at Port Chalmers, where two days were spent in cleaning and painting, and in loading stores and coal. The familiar red and black funnels were painted grey. Before daylight on the. morning of July 20th, 1915, she put to sea en route for England, and was well on her voyage to the other side of the world before the people of New Zealand were aware of her departure. Such secrecy was preserved, that the departure did not appear in the shipping news in the Otago newspapers. Until her return, in 1919, with the exception of a little unconfirmed news that trickled through, no one knew exactly on what work she was engaged, although current rumours were many and varied. Her running in the Wellington-Lyttelton service was taken for a few days by the 
Pateena, then later by the old 
Monowao, and in September, 1915, by the 
Mararoa, which continued in the service until the 
Wahine's return.

          
At Port Chalmers a new crew had been signed on, but Captain A. E. Edwin and most of the officers and engineers were retained. A popular fallacy has it that the 
Wahine, proceeding through Panama, broke and still holds the record for the fastest passage to England by completing the journey from Port Chalmers to Southampton in 19 ½ days. Such, however, is not the case. She could not carry sufficient coal to make full use of her steaming powers. The voyage, via Suez, actually took seven weeks, calls being made at Fremantle, Colombo, Port Said and Gibraltar. On arrival at London, the Dliip was adapted for service as a dispatch ship under the Vice-Admiral of the Eastern Mediterranean, and armed with two 4-inch guns, which had originally been manufactured in England for a Turkish warship, but had been taken over by the Navy at the outbreak of the War. The 
Wahine's New Zealand officers and engineers were re-appointed to the vessel, being given R.N.R. ratings, Capt. Edwin being given the commission of Lieutenant R.N.R. H.M.S. Waliinc left London for Gibraltar, and became the dispatch ship to the Gallipoli Forces, running between Malta and Mudros.
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In the months that followed, the 
Wahine became famous for her speed and the clocklike regularity of her running, and even more so for her feats in speedy berthing and leaving harbour. At Malta, Capt. Edwin would take in the ship amidst all the craft there, stern first, to the bewilderment of all beholders. At Mudros, off which were anchored hundreds of craft of all descriptions, he would usually leave stern first. On the first occasion the 
Wahine performed this feat, there was considerable consternation among those in the vessels at anchor as the 
Wahine rushed stern-first towards them. The alarm turned to amazement as Capt. Edwin, with skill acquired by hundreds of such performances in the New Zealand service, steered the ship with unerring precision in and out of the maze of craft until he reached open water. Thereafter, the performance never lacked spectators, who would come on deck in hundreds to gaze at the masterly handling of the New Zealand vessel. Very few knew that the feat was rendered possible only by the use of the bow rudder, with which the 
Maori and 
Wahine, and the 
Rangatira are fitted. Even to-day, the berthing of these steamers at Wellington or Lyttelton is watched with appraising eye by the officers of overseas vessels which are in port.

          
The Mudros-Malta passage was a very risky one. Hostile submarines were always active, and many ships were being sunk. Zig-zag had to be carried out continuously night and day. After dark, the ship was steaming full speed without lights through the many islands



of the Grecian Archipelago. On one trip, a German submarine sighted the 
Wahine and, submerging, made in her direction, no doubt to launch a torpedo. But the commander of the U-Boat did not know that he had encountered the greyhound of the colonial service, for he underestimated her speed, and caime to the surface two miles astern. The 
Wahine's aft-gun was manned. The first shot went light over the enemy craft. The second fell short. The third shot was loosed, and registered a direct hit on the conning tower. Needless to say, the Wahine did not wait to see the result, but made her escape.

          
When the Hospital ship 
Marquette was torpedoed in the Mediterranean, the 
Wahine was en route from Malta to Mudros. Capt. Edwin immediately turned, and headed at full speed for the stricken ship. When he was within an hour and a halt of the 
Marqtietle, he received orders to resume his voyage to Motlros, as a destroyer would reach the spot a few minutes before the U'ahinc could.

          
On the evacuation of Gallipoli, the 
Wahine returned, early in 1916, to England, where grimmer work awaited her. At Millwall Dock she spent some weeks being converted into a mine-layer. The entire contents of Deck D, including cabins, lavatories, stewards' quarters, second class dining room, stairways, etc., were ripped out, and became a mine-chamber. A portion of the stern was removed for mine-dropping, and mine rails were laid along the length of the deck from stem to stern on both sides. On the rails ran the little trucks which carried the mines to the big opening at the stern, through which they were dropped. Half of Deck C was also stripped, and converted into a mine-room and workshops.

          
“Herb tobacco?” said the smoke merchant, contemptuously, “don't stock it. Myself I'd as soon smoke dried cow-droppings. Why don't you try the real thing, mister? Too strong? Not it, if you'll be guided by me. You sample Riverhead Gold, mild as milk, sweet as a nut, prize medal flavour and a bouquet you can't forget! Then there's Desert Gold—another tip-topper! Both make the finest cigarettes going, but go well in a pipe, too, if you're after smoking extra mild. When you're broken into smoking, change over to Cavendish or Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog). Both top-hole mediums. Later you can give Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead) a go. Full strength, and a fair knock out! —you ask any old smoker. Yes, they're all toasted. That's why they're almost free from nicotine. What's the difference ‘twixt toasted and ordinary baccy? Why, it's the difference 'twixt home-brew and 'bubbly. I'm talking of the brands I've named, mind you. The imitations are not worth talking about.” The novice is trying out Riverhead Gold. He'll like it.
*


          
As mine-laying is a highly technical operation, the 
Wahine was at this juncture manned by R.N. ratings, the New Zealand engineers, however, being retained. Under the White Ensign, the 
Wahine was engaged in mine-laying between Penzance and the Orkneys. Sometimes she worked in company with five or six other mine-layers, but for the most part she worked alone. She was always provided with a destroyer as an escort, and the actual laying of the mines was done at night, with lights out or masked. When her work was completed, she would rejoin the escort outside the mine-field.

          
Owing to the risk of the vessel's stern coming down on a mine before it was clear, mine-laying could be carried out only in a smooth sea. As it was, the 
Wahine had several narrow escapes through the premature explosion of some of the earlier types of mine. One such explosion shook the vessel so severely that three of her boilers were shifted. Clouds of coal-dust dislodged from the tups of the boilers threw into consternation the stoke-hold crew, who thought the vessel had been torpedoed, or mined. While mines were being handled, the whole of the crew were kept at stations, and doors to all compartments and all watertight doors kept locked.

          
For handling the mines, electric winches and electrical apparatus was used. So exact was it necessary to be, that an electric gong, which could be set to sound at any interval, was used to signal when each mine was to be dropped, and red and green indicator lights were used between the bridge and mine-chamber. All the mining crew had to stand by, as in the event of the failure of the electric power, the mines had to be dropped by hand and the schedule maintained.

          
On one occasion a feat of expert navigation was performed when the 
Wahine was allotted the task of filling in a gap of five miles between two sections of a mine-field previously laid. Leaving the Humber, at daybreak, the ship steamed on dead reckoning until 1.30 the following morning, when it was calculated she had arrived at the required position. Had the navigator made the slightest miscalculation, the 
Wahine would have been put among the mines already laid, but there was no mistake, and the work proceeded without mishap. The jast mine had scarcely been laid, when a fierce storm broke out, and the 
Wahine was an hour and a half late in meeting her escort at the appointed rendezvous. The escort had reported td the Admiralty that the 
Wahine was missing, and so grave a view did the authorities take, that she had actually been recorded as lost when she reported.

          
At no time were those on board given any information as to the ship's movements. Only the commander and navigator knew her destination and whereabouts, although the others often recognised parts of the coastline when working off the English coast. Not till after
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the Armistice did the crew know that the 
Wahine had made no less than thirteen trips to Heligoland Bight, to lay mines right at the enemy's door. The method was for the 
Wahine and her escort to remain out of sight until nightfall. The mine-layer would then make a fast dash in; lay the mines, and escape before daybreak.

          
When the Armistice came, the 
Wahine was present with the Grand Fleet in the Firth of Forth, and proudly took her place in line when the German High Seas Fleet, escorted on either side by the ships of the Grand Fleet, steamed in to surrender.

          
After proceeding to London to pay off, the 
Wahine sailed for the'Clyde, where, in the yards of her builders, she was refitted as a passenger ship. To restore the cabins and rcplate up the stern was the work of months, and the builders were hampered by the prevailing shortage of labour. So successfully was the work carried out, however, that it is hard to imagine that the vessel was one practically gutted out. In December, 1919, she left the Clyde, once again under the Red Ensign, arriving at Port Chalmers on February 12th, 1920. Just at this time, troiibh had been experienced with ths 
Maoris boilers, and after a hasty docking for cleaning and painting, the 
Wahine resumed her running in the ferry service, which she had left five year.; previously.

          
A memento of her war service is a handsome brass plate in the saloon vestibule, bearing the following inscription:

          

Record of War Service. H.M.S. Wahine.

          
13th October 1915 to 28th May 1916. Despatch Vessel to Gallipoli Forces. 22nd July 1916 to 2ist April 1919. Minelayer. Number of Mining Operations Carried Out, 76. Total Number of Mines Laid, 11,378. Presented by the Officers and Ship's Company, serving in H.M.S. 
Wahine on the Conclusion of Hostilities.
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Scripto Pencils.

          
We wish to remove some confusion that may have arisen in the minds of our readers over the fact that in our September issue there were two advertisements in which the word “Scripto” was featured. The first advertisement referred to the wellknown “Scripto Pencil” for which Mr. Arnold Harrison of 9–11 Albert Street, Auckland, is the New Zealand Representative. This pencil has no connection whatsoever with the other advertisement a “Scripto-Sum” Competition.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 11, Issue 7 (October 1, 1936)

Romance of Names



        
Romance of Names.

        
The “Railway Gazette” of the 7th August, has the following amusing comment upon the Maori meanings of railway station names, as given in the “Wisdom of the Maori” articles which appear regularly in this magazine: —

        
“According to a writer in the ‘New Zealand Railways Magazine,’ many station names on the Cantcrbury-Otago, Otago Central, and Dunedin-Invercargill lines are mis-spellings of the original Maori. Some of them are based on local legends or customs as for instance Kurow (properly Kohurau), meaning ‘many mists.’ The story goes that the name is derived from the resource of a retreating warrior chief, who, by his magical prayers conjured up a thick fog to conceal himself from his enemies. He might have achieved the same effect in Manchester without invoking the assistance of his tribal gods. The English genius, however, stops short of naming a town ‘Many Mists,’ and were the legend to be adapted for home consumption it is doubtful whether an unsuccessful cotton broker (if such things exist) would be a sufficiently picturesque substitute for the Maori chief.

        
We like Omakau—‘the place of the spouse’ —which has a comfortable, domestic ring, and was doubtless first coined by an aboriginal suburbanite. Mihiwaka is a more complicated compound, the first two syllables meaning ‘a poetic greeting, chant of salutation, affection, or sorrow.’ Waka is Maori for canoe, so that the two together evidently have something in common with ‘Any more for the Skylark!’ the ritual cry of native tribes around our British coasts.”

        

          

[image: ]
          

[image: ]
          

[image: ]
        

      



etexts/Gov11_07Rail/Gov11_07Rail011b(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov11_07Rail/Gov11_07Rail011a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov11_07Rail/Gov11_07Rail047d(h280).jpg
The “ Grepmouthy Star”

The largest paper published on

the West Coast (S.I.)—12to 16

pages daily —gives a complete

coverage of the prosperous West
Coast.

46 MACKAY ST. - GREYMOUTH.






etexts/Gov11_07Rail/Gov11_07Rail047a(h280).jpg
@be Timarn iﬁeralh"‘“—*——&:q
—SOUTH CANTERBURY'S MORNING DAILY.

® Now published in 8 columns—16 to 24
pages daily.

® Freely lllustrated with local pictures
(The ““Herald™ is the only Pro-
vincial Newspaper in New Zea-
land having its own photographic
and process engraving Depts.).

 ‘The “Herald” is a bright paper full of

interesting news and carrying

many first class features.






etexts/Gov11_07Rail/Gov11_07Rail059b(h280).jpg
WANGANUL

The Tourist Hotel
for Wangami s e NEW  RUTLAND
Situated opposite Post Office, this Hotel offers visitors a dignified atmosphere

of Comfort and Service combined with a Reasonable Tariff.
J. P. HOARE, Proprietor
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DIABETES
Sufferers write at once for FREE
BOOK describing proven home
remedy. Specialist’s amazing dis-
covery now offered for first time in
New Zealand. Wonderful results in
every case. No injections. fasting. or
dieting. Write at once. Kindly enclose

6d. stamps for handling.
MANAGER,
Box 1178 CHRISTCHURCH.
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The
Railway

Is
Your
Way
FOR BETTER
NOT WORSE

People of New Zealand, the railway is your way
because you are the owners, and you concrol the
policy.  All day and every day your railways offer
the bese possible service at the least possble cost
for the carriage of yourselves or goods. By using
Your own transport system you avoid worry, save
money and reduce taxation. The more you are loyal
0 your own enterprise, the more you will gain for
yourselves, from individual and national viewpoints.

YOUR RAILWAYS
FOR YOUR WELFARE
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GUARANTEED LAM Ps

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

A. & T. BURT, LTD.
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SARRRRRIRARRIRIRINRRIIIININNIRNNIIIReNISS
Now with Gift Pattern Designs in Colour
And published in one big National

Edition with all the Social News.

TR

“New Zealand
Woman’s Weekly”

o ——— .
The best companion for a railway journey.
64 pages. At all Railway Boskstalls.  Price 3d.
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cover.jpg
New Zealand’s
National
Monthly

THE NATIONAL
FAMOUS NEW

TH CLUE
Sport, Women's
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Magazine - - - New Zealand

NowTastomTy
Nutonal
Monthly.
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Another Railway Concession !
Meals Reduced to 2/-

Al Meals st Ry Refreiment
Room have been Reduced fram

I you bave ot et ordered 5 wel-
served by meal you are advied
1oty one, Enjormet s sred
Popala = Tes and Sundich (o
s combinaton), ooly 6

QUALITY, CLEANLINESS an COURTESY
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Get Down to
“IRON FACTS”

The depeadable Tron
o our moder il
i wed ey i
many of the bigees: and
o important contracts
today. Becase it s &
auscanee of fner semie
ander ol condiions; with-
tands time aad cormoinl

Otago Iron Rolling Mills Co. Lid.
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Do you Pl“‘l qolé?ﬁﬁéﬁﬁ

(OF gourse you do' or will be taking up the Royal and
Ancient game soon.
Well, you will be well advised o read—

“New Zealand Golf Tllustrated”

The official rgan of the N.Z. Golf Asaciation and the
The only golf magarine in the Dominion.

thly instructional articles a feature.

‘Golf news from all over the Dominion.

GOLFERS " SUPPORT_YOUR OWN_PUBLICATION |
Price 12/6 paa., postage paid, issued monthly.

Write and add your name to our ver grouing list of subscribers
dbes: “NZ. GOLF ILLUSTRATED,”

PO. Box 1136 - - Auckland, C.1.

L SRS 8EE8® @ﬁ@@@@ﬁ@ﬂ%

a
&

teeceeetee
wenm@@@ewcma
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The BEST Mouth Organ in the World‘ The “BOOMER ANG [ E
§
|

e e

Do not buy inferior instruments but insist ona

BOOMERANG—the BEST. Made in 11 sizes: OBTAINABLE

This Grand “ BOOMERANG » 1/- to 18/6 2 Keys A, B,C, D, E, F, G

Price, 12/6 — Posted, 13/~ Send 3d. for Free 'l‘l;lorytn : t EVERYWHERE

| Try KEY “B" for Mellowness.J. ALBERT & SON LTD., 4 Willis St., WELLINGTON

e e _S———

R
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IN 1760 LEWIS BERGERS DISCOVERIES

Paints twith a
Pedigree

S
S~ MADE BERGER THE BEST PAINT
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Old Brandy— e [EESE
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Corrosion by

METAL
SPRAYING |
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“Once or twice he fell out of his chair.”
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Comre your o vy s e ek of NEW ZEALAND by o v

Government Lice Insunance Depantment

CONSIDER s DEPENDENTS s pplmet soee SUPERANNUATION by » sbcton frm the
i T

ALL PROFTS pIVIDED AL Fovns awvesTe

AMONGST POLICYROLDERS. W ZEALAND.

POURAVERKLY (s f Avvt) PREMIUAS,dducle o iy o

CASH AMOUNT DIVIDED ANNUALLY AS PROFIT ka sy TRESLED i the gt TEN YEARS.
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LT

“
ROMANCE OF THE RAIL”  JOPULR
BOOKS

DRAMA OF DEVELOPMENT IN NEW ZEALAND.

T S T

Do you know your New Zealand thoroughly? 1If not, the two sixpenny
books, “ Romance of the Rail,” will help you. Mr. James Cowan gives
a very bright narrative—scenic and_historic—covering the _principal
places along the Main Trunk lines of each Island. Plenty of pictures
and large scale contour maps. A real New Zealand book for New
Zealanders—and others.

S T T S T T o s S T T

ON SALE AT PRINCIPAL RAILWAY STATIONS.
AT T TR
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Dear Sir, “The N.Z. Farmer” is the

Mr' Farmer, largest, oldest and best-produced Farm

and Live Stock journal published in New Zealand.
This fine paper is liberally illustrated and has gained
a high reputation for the reliability of its news and
the technical excellence of its pictorial sections. It
is the only journal of its kind in N.Z.

One piece of useful information from its pages
has often saved enough to cover the subscrip-
tion for several years. From all Booksellers.

15/- per annum (17/6 booked)

Published by New Zealand Newspapers Limited,
Auckland —————— and ————— Christchurch
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Qaaa eamf)am’ on
«Railuay Joutney

The N.Z.
SPORTING & DRAMATIC

REVIEW

On Sale Every Wednesday.

Now 34 EVERYWHERE  Now 34
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150,000 Travellers visit the
Thermal Wonder every year.
Here s a “quality” buylng public.
“THE ROTORUA
MORNING POST”
Greots them every day fn their
hotels and camps with the latest
nows of the world gleaned through

It also prosents the Trade
messages of discriminating
National advertisers.

“The Rotorua Morning Post”

A Provincial Paper with a National Appeal.
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] “TARANAKI HERALD”

(The oldest daily newspaper in New Zealand)

i Uekcablished 1852
Delivered each evening into 95 per

! cent. of the homes within the Bor-
ough of New Plymouth, and a large
proportion of the homes in Waitara,
Inglewood, Stratford, Eltham, Ka-
ponga, Opunake, and other surround-
ing districts.

The “Herald” holds pride of place as the
lending advertising medium in Taranaki by
virtue of its genuine sudited “Home” circu-
lation.
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From Station to Steamer.

SAFE CHECKING OF
LUGGAGE:::

Whea sou ae oot 0 tesel by sl from

[T P ———

i foe youe overses syage
PSPV p———
L]

HAND YOUR WORRIES TO
YOUR RAILWAYS!
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choice of the advertiser

CATHEDRAL SQUARE - - CHRISTCHURCH. NI
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WATCH AND CLOCK REPAIRS

Practical experlence in Anclent and
Modern Repairing gained by tralning in
London’s Repair Centre.

REPAIRS GUARANTEED

JEFFERIES
Practical Watchmaker & Jeweller
187 MANCHESTER STREET
CHRISTCHURCH.

Between (‘nullo! and Hereford Streets.
Opp. ress Co. Bldg.
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By Rail and Car.

The Southland Times

DAILY MORNING PAPER
reaches all parts of the Province of Southland
5 on the day of publication 5

Audited Circulation. Best Advertising Medium.

BRANCH OFFICE:
Mersey St, GORE.

Esk Street,
INVERCARGILL.
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NEW ZEALAND'S
LEADING DAILY NEWSPAPER

The New Zealand Herald

ERNCSERRN (A CKIAND) MUNEONEIRRRE

Guaranteed Net Daily Sales Exceed

65,000 Cor.

Proprietors:
WILSON & HORTON LTD.
Queen Street, Auckland.
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THE 1936 CENSUS
states that the population of the seven counties north
of Wellsford in North Auckland is

61,770
The spending power of "this population is at least
£3,000,000 per_annum.

The “NORTHERN ADVOCATE ” is delivered daily
in every one of these counties and from Mangawai
to Awanui, a distance of 150 miles.

Use this Medium to Convey Your SALES Message.
THE NORTHERN ADVOCATE {
P.0. Box 210 : Phone 2399 :  Whangarei |

!

connects_all_depts.
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HOTEL
CECIL
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What the RAILWAYS
do for the Public!
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NEW ZEALAND
LEAD WORKS, LTD,

ALY PROPERTY,

b SNUEAETORERS
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Travel Abroad

CANADIAN NATIONAL RAILWAYS
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ITSA HABlT

N.Z. OBSERVER

A Great 3. worth.
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A CASE OF SELF-INTEREST.

LET oI
RAILWAYS
HELP YOU
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Leatherfold Mats

* Leatherold lots o et

LEATHERFOLD LTD.
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We had a great Trip
thanks to

PICKFORDS

TRAVEL SERVICE
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LU
The Leading Hotel of Christchurch, N.Z.

HOTEL FEDERAL

(Overlooking Victoria Square).

Excellent Cuisine, and Service Second to None In New
Zealand. The bedrooms are large, well-ventllated, and
heated with Gas Fires. the majority being equipped with
hot and cold water. JAZZ Room included on premises.
Spectal Concessions to Rallway Servants.

Phone 32-920. P.0. Box 582.
T. G. LEWIS, Proprietor.
When Visiting Christchurch Always Stay at the
HOTEL FEDERAL.
O

NI
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HELENSVILLE,
Where to Spend a Holiday when Visiting Helensville: ‘

HINEMOA HOUSE

Mineral Baths on Premises—Best Waters in New Zealand.
Plunge, Swimming and Slipper Baths,

Ladies’ New Baths (Plunge and Roman).
First-Class Accommodation and Every Attention.
Tariff £3/3/- per week; 10/- per day.
Extensive Balconies, Croquet Lawn and Wireless,
Motor Garage, Tennis Court, Dancing Hall,
Billiard Table, Electric Light.

Phone 47. Mrs. T. KEANE, Proprietress.

G
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QUEENSTOWN.

HAMILTON HOUSE, QUEENSTOWN.
A comfortable home with all modern conveniences.
Ideal situation—close to the Government Domain.
Tariff on application. Telegrams: “Hamilton House.”
Phone 12s. The MISSES HAMILTON, Proprs.
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DUNEDIN

LEITH HOUSE (Private)
780 GEORGE STREET,
For Superior Accommodation at a Reasonable Tariff.
Special Concessions to Railway Servants.
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The Railway is the Safe Way.

Safe and comfortable transport
for passengers.

Sure services for goods.

20GHD € S S (S O S0 S_—(- G
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“GOLDEN TERRACE” TOURIST HOUSE

QUEENSTOWN.

Foremost in friendliness. Ideal location. Youwll like the
clean, bright rooms—good food—reasonable rates. Separate
Lock-up Garages.

Telegrams: ‘“Golden Terrace.”  Miss E. DAVIES, Manageress.
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TIMARU

BEVERLY HOUSE, Wai-iti Road.

When in Timaru surround yourself with a home-like atmo-
sphere and make your stay at this hotel.  Electric light
throughout and all modern conveniences.

Supper, 9 p.m.—separate tables.

Special concessions to Railwaymen.

’Phone 232 ::  Telegrams, “Beverley,” Timaru
Mr. and Mrs. W. J. HOGG, Owners and Manager:
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AINVERCARGIL]

HOTEL DESCHLERS
ESK STREET  ::  INVERCARGILL.

Three minutes’ walk trom Railway-station. A home away
from home. Tourists and travellera specially catered for.
Also Motor Union Hotel. Good .aole, good service.
Box 357, — Phone 300.
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DUNEDIN.

THE CITY HOTEL
45 PRINCES ST., DUNEDIN, N.Z.

THE LEADING HOTEL OF THE SOUTH ISLAND.
Close to Rallway Station and Post Office.
‘Phones: Office, 603; Upstairs, 2176.

L. F. McCORMACK, Proprietor.
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NEW PLYMO!

BRAEMAR GUEST HOUSE
185 Powderham Street  ::  NEW PLYMOUTH
Four minutes from Post Office.
Terms for Casuals, 10/~ per day; Pemanents by arrangement.
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TAURANGA.
Phone 378 HOTEL ST. ANNE S AL PRA
Tauran,

ga, N.Z.
The Most Comfortable Private Hotel in the Bay of Plenty.
Centrally Situated in Charming Grounds, Close to Tennis,
Croquet, Bowls, Bathing, Etc. ~ Exquisite Home Cooking.
30 Bedrooms (16 H. & C.W.), Private Sitting Rooms.

Separate Lock-up Garages.
Under the Management of the Proprietors:
CAPTAIN & MRS. P. B. HARNE.
Tariff: £3/3/- & £38/10/- per weel; 10/- & 10/6 per day.
Longer Periods by Arrangement According to Length of Stay.
Children under 13 years of age half tariff.
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HOTEL PARKVILLE

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

This Hotel is equipped with the Latest Refrigerator, which

ensures all foods served are under strictest hygienic conditions.

Tariff, 10/- per day £2/12/6 per week
Free Garage Parking for Guests’ Cars.  J. Hodson, Proprietor.
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PALMERSTON NORTH. T
GRAND HOTEL - - Palmerston North.
(C.T. and W.A. House, by appointment.)

Telephones 6228, 5701. P.0. Box 190.
Telegrams: Grand Hotel, Palmerston North.

Tariff: 18/6 per day :  Weekly Tarift by arrangement.
Justice & Edmunds’ Motor Garage opposite.

Key kept by Night Porter. E, L. BARNES, Proprietor.
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MASTERTON.

PRINCE OF WALES

PRIVATE HOTEL 33 MASTERTON
Good Accommodation.
Concessions to C.Ts. and Motorists. Garage next door.

Tariff: 10/- per day. ‘Phone 1524.
G. PRIME, Proprietor.
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DANNEVIRKE.
The CRITERION PRIVATE HOTEL
DANNEVIRKE.

Refined, Central, and Splendld Service.
Tariff, 9/- per day; Dinner, Bed and Breakfast, 7/-;
Weekly, £2/2/-.

R. NICOL, Proprietor.
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‘ROMA’ Tea can be bought in
“ ” beautiful 2Ib. Pickwick Caskets

brilliantly printed in 7 colours;

also in 2lb., 11b., 2Ib., Only

FOR YOUR

ively-coloured enamel

DRINK- canisters and #Ib. and

HEALTH’S SAKE 3lb. and 5lb. attract- 3,2
THE DUST-FREED TEA 1Ib. packets. per Ib,
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FERGUSON & OSBORN Ltd.

202 LAMBTON QUAY - - WELLINGTON
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WHITE STAR SERVICES. Telephone 2161
Marton Junction: Dep. Wanganul: 4.16 a.m.f, 6.15 p.m.*, 9.15 p.m.* *Connects with
Auckland Express. tConnects with Wgton. Express. Fares: Day 6/-, Night 8/6, Stngle.
Palmerston N.: Dep. Wanganui: 7.46 a.m., 10 a.m.t*, 12.16 p.m.*, 4 p.m.* fConnects
with Napier Express. *Cars via Marton. Fares: 10/- Single.

Napier: Dep. Wanganui: 10 a.m.?, 12.15 p.m., 4 p.m. *Connects Napler Express Palm. N.
SUNDAY TIME TABLE: Palmerston N., via Marton: Dep. Wanganui: 11.15 a.m.. 4.30
p.am. Cars connect with services to Napier and Masterton. Marton Junection: 9.15
p.m.t tConnects with Auckland Express. MARTIN & VERNON.
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When you Travel by Car—

TRAVEL WHITE STAR

Daily 8 am.: AUCKLAND to NEW PLYMOUTH.
Daily 745 a.m.: NEW PLYMOUTH to AUCKLAND.

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

GIBSONS MOTORS LTD.

PASSENGER TRANSPORT SPECIALISTS - - NEW PLYMOUTH
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Your Railways
and Yourselves ™

“ONE GOOD TURN ... DESERVES ANOTHER.”

'ROVERBS ar often unconviacig —idcd, some ar contaditory—
ot the e quoted i sight i ll especs. i he foundaion of the
st usiess and the fnebion of proper i candoct

Hovin, st sourslf that your ey trly sere you i ccond-
ance vl thie s of * Safly, Comfort, Econemy,” do ot bestat 1o
sread you sasfacion among your iadh. The more you are & ood
rend o the raways, he mare your ribays are able o be 3 g it
1o'you. Here i the rendl messge of the Ralways o the Public:—

“The More We Co-operate
The Better We Can Operate.”
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"Phones 19 and 253. ‘Wires: “ Motoco,” Rotorua.

R.M. TRANSPORT Co.

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

CIVILITY RELIABILITY ::  PUNCTUALITY
DAILY SERVICES:

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

DAILY EXCURSIONS TO ALL SIGHTS.
Information Bureau. Fleet of 20 Cars ready Day or Night.
Agents for Thos. Cook and Sons. We advise In Tourists’ interests.
New concrete Garage. i Private Lockers.
Most up-to-date Sample Rooms in New Zealand.

We are Experts in Our Business ——— Our Business Requires It.
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Stoking with a
‘WARM’ Smile

You'll be anxious to_cconomise on fuclling
bills this year. Then consider the
outstanding superiority

COALBROOKDALE COAL

It is Clean, Pure Coal that minimises clinker.
It bums brighter and much longer.
It radiates a cheerful comfort.
Specify Coalbrookdale!

The Westport Coal Co. Ltd. 45
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os AUCKRLAND.
THERE'S NOTHING LACKING AT—

HOTEL FERNLEIGH

28 SYMONDS STREET, AUCKLAND.

Ideal Situation. Close Proximity to University and
Beautiful Albert Park.

Trams Pass the Door.

You can rest assured that your stay at Hotel Fernleigh
will be a most enjoyable one. Modern Furnishings.

Proprietress, MISS L. SMITH - Phone 41-319
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SINGL! OR A 1000 TONS — WE CAN SUPPLY YOU PROMPTLY.

I:[l A .G. MCCLATCHIE & CO.LTD. | “Fifary,
COAL FlREWOOD & BRlQUETTE MERCHANTS o
USTOMHOUSE QUAY.

LEESTON & LINCOLN.
Wellington Agents:
MumummunummmlumﬂKHIlHIII!IIlI|||lIIllIIIIIlIIIHlIIlIlIIIIIIIIlIIIlHIH\Illl!IlIII\lIIIlIII|II\III\IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIllIIIIIIIlIIIlII[IIIIIIII|IIIlI|HIIllIIll||IlIIIl||l|||I1II|||||lII|lII[lIIlllIIlIIIlIlllllllmlllllllllllllllUIIHIIUIIHIIﬂl|HIII\IIUIIl\IIHIIHIIHIIHIIUIIIIIIHHﬂllm-

JOHN MILL & CO.
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FR ANK PETRIE LTD For SUITS, OVERCOATS and SPORTS WEAR
N * LONDON'’S LATEST SUITINGS AND STYLES.
25 WILLIS STREET (Opposite Grand Hotel) Civil Servants — Terms by Arrangement.
WELLINGTON. PHONE 42-389.
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RANDWICK Private Hotel
OA STREET, ROTORI
Tariff: 8/- per day; 52/7/8 per week
Reduced rates to membzrs of Civil Service.
Phone 108, Box 133.
Mr., and Mrs. J. STEWART SINTON, Proprietors.
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Where to sta:
n rororva: THE GRANGE,
Opposite Railway-station, Centrally Situated.
Good Accommeodation. Excellent Cuisine.
A Home Away From Home.
Tariff: 8/- per day; £2/8/- per week.
Under new management.  Mrs. G. SAVAGE, Proprietress.
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BELVEDERE GUEST HOUSE

King Street i HASTINGS

First-class Private Accommodation at a Moderate Tariff.
Permanents catered for.

MISS 1. BICKNELL, Proprietress.
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QUEENSLAND Private Hotel, Rotorua.

Bxcellent Table and Service. Garage and Parking-area Free. i
Concession to Civil Servants.
Summer Tariff: 10/- daily; £3 weekly. |
Winter Tariff: 8/~ daily; 22/10/- weekly.
D. E. BERGE, Proprietress. i
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THRILLS OF RACING

REFEREE
@
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ROTORUA.
WHEN IN ROTORUA

Make Your Stay at the

HOTEL AUSTRALIA

First House on left from Railway Station.
A High-class Private Hotel at a Reasonable Tariff.
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i HAMILTON BT

HOTEL CAISTOR (Private),
2 BRYCE STREET, HAMILTON.
First-class Accommodation in Beautiful Surroundings, Over-
looking Walkato River. Near Rallway-station and Business-
area. Tariff: 10/~ per day; longer or permanent by arrange-
ment. P.S. Concessions. Telephone 2271.

Hostess.
i

T i
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“ARMIDALE Private Hotel, Rotorua.

Houso and furnishings new throughsut,

Central, quict, and comfortable. A.A.A. and all Goncessions. |
Tarift: 10/- per day; £8/3/- per week.

Phone 205. Box 173. B. CARKEEK, Proprietress. i
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SURREY HOUSE, Rotorua ’
(Five minutes from Rallway Station, Post Office and

Sanatorium Grounds.)
Phone 217. All Home Comforts. P.O. Box 132.
Tariff: 8/6 per day; £2/10/- per week.
Mrs. DEVIN, Proprietress.

R R R Sy wul vy
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| BET HE KEEPS FIT ON - -

BOURNVILLE'
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NEW ZEALAND'S MOST BEAUTIFUL HOTEL

Every Confort that Science a3d Desgn
can provde—Shaded Balcnies overlok-

ing the Sea—Pefet. Caiine—A trdition

of Sevce and Courery. Moderte Tasifs

for short o g ey

iy

WATENATA

e e
b o
Ve wod
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Another Commu
C.0.D. by RAIL

“Cad on Delvry.”  Commision only 40 n £

ty Service

Linking buyess vty el the Roibray Deprtment etk devery
o g, from slles 10 bayers ~Cash on Delwers- 1 3 charge of only
73 th € o the el e (i charg, 6., in sckion o the
ndinary T <o,

Thi conceion s b gty g o o e v o £50, fo
which the Depiriment tskes Fll oponstilty.  Specal arangments iy
e mace for congnments excesding £50 i vlue s for Ine snimle
and i

This C.OLD. sevice s the e vide saage s the well caon * Throngh
Booking ™ e benween the Norh and South Isands,

Pass it on to Your Railways !
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RAILWAYMEN!

You want Boots at a working man’s price.
Rubber or Leather Chrome
‘Boots_ per pair. poat pald.. 13/6
Every Pair Guaranteed.
R. ADAMS
99 ADELAIDE ROAD, WELLINGTON
Every Palr Made on the Premises.
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Big Coloured Relief Maps
of North and South Islands.

No previously-issucd maps of the North and South Tsiands have
roved o Do han he Contour Maps i colpurs, publed by
e Pusiicy Branch of the Railways Depariment re as orma.
i e Ly aes ok, g hom Boprestivly s remarietie
Thysical features ‘of the Wonderland of the Baciic, Of course the
Tollway system, which Serves the principal scenic, health and. sporting
Tesorty, 1 ceatly indicated.

Many teachers have warmly praised these maps, which, th
declare, should be in every school and college. & =

No home should be without them.

The map of each Tsand is on & big scale, in. by Zin

Spocimens are on view ot sl offcered rivay. satons, wich

Reduced from 2/- to 1/6 each.
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CHINESE HERBAL REMEDIES.

No matter what your disease or com-
plaint, 1 can cure you Nature's way—
the HERBAL WAY. Write and tell me
your trouble. All correspondence strictly|
confidential.
CHAN TING MING

Chinese Herbllllt (K. H. Canton)

P.0. Box 896R CHRISTCHURCH
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ARMY STORES
No_other Address or Branches.
ST. GEORGE BUILDING,
BRANDON ST., WELLINGTON, C.1
Blankets, Underclothing, Riding Breeches,
Ladies Jodhpur Breeches, Lace-to-Knee
Boots, G/Coats, Ridge Tents, otc.
For full list send stamped addressed

envelope to
Capt. C. F. Bishop, above address.
All_Postage_included in_Prices.
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RAILWAY
BOOKING FACILITIES !

FULL SERVICE AT ALL
OFFICERED STATIONS.
All officered_stations, including
those beyond the cities, have
complete facilities for booking
tickets on all trains and on the
inter-island express steamers, and
for the reservation of seats,
sleepers and steamer berths. Any
intending passengers needs are

efficiently met
Take advantage of the satisfac-
tory service available at the sta-
tion in your town.
RELIABLE SERVICE AT
YOUR STATION!
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MARRIED PEOPLE.

Chemists’ Sundries—Sample 1/-.
Hygiene Health Sprays Double 12/6.
Antiseptic Tablets 2/6.

Send stamp for Free Catalogues of
all necessities—

MAILING SALES CO., Dept. “M”
P.O. Box 485, Christchurch.
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S0 MTRINg

have been sold. Their long FOUR
INCH ‘leads write' 22,000 words.

without the bother of reloading.  f1]
An attractive, oficiont, LIGHT

perfoctly balanced, gusranteed

mechanical poncil for 1/97 (or

With 13 extre &% KB Leads

8/3 complete). Spocial auan-

tity ‘prices for Offices.

From Stationers—_or Armold Harrison,
11 Albert Birest Amchiand
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RALPH’S RELIABLE
REMEDIES

PROMPT MAIL ORDER CHEMIST.
DEPT. R.

RALPH SANFT
201 Symonds Street, Auckland, C.3.
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KEALY’S Book Catalogue

No. 9, of Bargains in Second-hand
Books just 1ssucd Post free on

Request.

KEALY’S LIMITED,

21 Shortland St., Auckland, C.1.
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TR ARARRO AR

DON'T WEAR A
TRUSS!

The Mark Smith's Patent
Pneumatic Alr Cushion
glves Instant relief and
cure. Sizes and shapes
to suit every case. Two
days’ trial. Write or
call for catalogue.
4 Willis St., Wellington
(Late Brooks).
T T L R R
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The Complete Works
el
CHARLES DICKENS

A. H. REED,
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Ouly 2/6 Weeldy
For the ALTONA Sturdy
SCREW - CUTTING 3-inch
LATHE. Ensbles all those
diffcult jobs to be done with
LARGER SIZES—CHUCKS,
TOOLS, ete. Full particulars,
send for Catalogue. Post free.
“DEPT. RM!

OHNS LTD

VULCAN "LANE: AUCKLAND. Ci.
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Two men, but only.
ONE WisE

e






etexts/Gov11_07Rail/Gov11_07Rail028a(h280).jpg
ot Jotaceo






etexts/Gov11_07Rail/Gov11_07Rail001b(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov11_07Rail/Gov11_07Rail013c(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov11_07Rail/Gov11_07RailP002a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov11_07Rail/Gov11_07Rail037b(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov11_07Rail/Gov11_07Rail037a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov11_07Rail/Gov11_07Rail001a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov11_07Rail/Gov11_07Rail013b(h280).jpg
e s

+ Try It in the Train!

NI,
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Another Boon |
 for the Public!
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Foadies in
i _prace





