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“From its full laver, pours the white cascade;


And, babbling low amid the tangled woods,


Slips down through moss - grown stones with endless laughter…”


—Longfellow.


The Aniwanawa Falls, Lake Waikare-moana, North Island, New Zealand.


(
Rly. Publicity photo.)
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The Rail Brings Back Romance.

        

Settled in the snug routine of the daily round, and served as they are by all the modern means of transport, city dwellers may know nothing of that colourful romance in life that marks the first coming of the rail to new territory. But some of the elders, perhaps, remember the days when a train connection meant no less than the very breath of civilisation to the widely scattered and severely isolated communities that they in their youth assisted to settle.

        
That the coming of the rail can still arouse romance was vividly seen on the 29th June of this year, when on the Mohaka Viaduct the last rivet was hammered, and the last spike was driven on the track that brings into active being the portion of the North Island East Coast Railway between Napier and Wairoa.

        
There was an air of joyous expectancy about all the settlers—young, old and middle aged—who had gathered from miles around along the route of the new railway, at the temporary Wairoa terminus, and at all the new little stopping places on the way.

        
The rail-car Arai-te-uru, was the first passenger-carrying unit to make the through passage from Wellington to Wairoa. Many eyes watched the car, freighted with its fifty passengers, as it ran smoothly and steadily across the awe-inspiring height of the Mohaka Viaduct, on that narrow trail of steel above the delicate geometric tracery of those stupendous piers, which rise from the swift deeps of the Mohaka river, 315 feet below. And spontaneous bursts of cheering from Maori and pakeha alike greeted its arrival on the northern side of the great gulch, and again as it rolled to a stop at the Wairoa end of the line. It was thus, in circumstances of genuine and whole-hearted public rejoicing, that this modern means of contact and transport for the people as a whole, made its effective first appearance in the fertile hinterland of Poverty Bay.

        
Experience in New Zealand, as in all other countries suitably served by rail, shows clearly that progress and prosperity follow close on the trail of the iron horse; and the glamour of its coming owes much to the knowledge that the rich promise of better times the shrill train whistle brings, is usually fulfilled beyond the brightest expectations.

        
Another thing about the railway that aids romance is the fact that it represents the united effort of so many people. The greatest of all land transport services is no one-man affair. The running of a railway is only possible by the community effort of numbers of men, experts in the varied details of a large and complicated undertaking upon which heavy fixed capital investment has been made. Once laid and manned, the railway is ready for the transport of every kind of load, in mass quantities beyond the power of any other form of land transport.

        
Besides the benefits thus rendered for the development of the country and the extension of settlements throughout the newly-reached territory, there will be, after the official opening of the East Coast line to Wairoa, a new range of holiday resorts made easily available to the people of other districts; and this again helps to bring back for New Zealanders and visitors alike, the age of rail-made romance.
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Railway Progress in New Zealand.


General Managers's Message.


The Importance of Orderliness.

        

The rules of the Department place the safety of the travelling public as the first and most important duty of every railwayman. Whilst every member of the service must subscribe to this rule, proper care and thought should also be given to the question of how to make it most effective. Equipment and appliances of various kinds play their own particular part in association with the unremitting vigilance which is the price of safety, but there is another great aid that does not always get its full recognition. I refer to orderliness.

        
Some things have come under my observation recently which show that there are still some railwaymen who have not fully grasped the value of orderliness and thoroughness in the work they take in hand, and as this has been noticeable chiefly amongst some of those who have more recently joined the service, I wish to draw pointed attention to the matter for their good and that of the public whom we all serve.

        
Orderly habits and tidiness are the product of a well-ordered mind, and the more they are encouraged and cultivated the more abundant will be the advantages. Training in the many details of railway work is, of course, necessary, and in this the Management looks for the help and interest of the older members of the service, who should watch and check the work of newcomers and of each other to ensure that a high standard of orderliness may be maintained. After all, orderliness is just planning of some kind carried out effectively and brings with it its own immediate reward and pleasure.

        
I would like members to bear in mind always that just as every problem has to be reduced to order before it can be solved, so every piece of work has to be arranged in orderly fashion before it can be put through with satisfaction to all concerned.

        

          

[image: ]
        

        

          
General Manager.
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The Witchery of Waikaremoana

 Where Loveliness is Unspoiled.
        

        
(
By 
O. N. Gillespie
).

        
(Railway Publicity photos.)

        

          

[image: The Mohaka Viaduct on the East Coast Railway, North Island, New Zealand.]
The Mohaka Viaduct on the East Coast Railway, North Island, New Zealand.


        

        

Nowhere in the world can there be on show, as it were, two sharper contrasts in the conception of beauty than are provided by the modern majesty of the Mohaka Viaduct and the laughing loveliness of Lake Waikaremoana.

        
With all their differences they are closely connected, for Mohaka will act directly in bringing Waikaremoana to the knowledge and appreciation she has long lacked. Later in this article, the threads of cause and effect are fully unravelled.

        
The Mohaka Viaduct is an immense and complex tracery of steel and concrete, an intricate and mighty meccano work. From great concrete pylons, those giant but slender trestles of interlocking steel climb to the road-line from the riverbed. The roof of Parliament Buildings would reach less than halfway up the first cruciform trestle, and of these there are six. The height is 315 feet, rather more than three times as high as the tallest building in Auckland or Wellington. The length of the span is 911 feet. Nearly two thousand tons of steel have gone into its construction, and it is very easily the largest viaduct on the New Zealand Railway system, already famous the world over for the number and immensity of this type of structure.

        
It is all very well to be rightly proud that in New Zealand there is compressed a universe in miniature, but it entails gigantic difficulties for our engineers. However, where tasks are stupendous, mighty men arise to overcome them, and the Mohaka Viaduct is a case for self-congratulation for New Zealanders. Perhaps, there will some day come a time when the men who succeed in such a feat as this will receive public plaudits as hearty as those given for the folks selected to play against the Springboks.

        
There is a type of mind, turning perpetually to the poetic tradition of the misty past, which refuses to sec beauty in these vast creations of metal and stone. I suspect that the feelings of many of these are derived from the prosaic fact that such a structure as a viaduct is useful, and possesses workaday values.

        
Yet usefulness is integral in beauty; beauty is one facet of usefulness. Emerson, the great American visionary, said this: “It is a rule of largest application, true in a plant, true in a loaf of bread, that in the construction of any fabric or organism, any real increase of fitness to its end is an increase of beauty.”

        
The Greeks taught that all beauty must be organic—that outside embellishment was the deformity.

        
The Mohaka Viaduct fulfils all the laws of beauty. It is pleasing to the eye in its very grace of form; its massive symmetry fires the imagination; it is awe-inspiring as the work of fellow human beings; it is the very apotheosis of efficiency; but, perhaps, best of all, it is of its own essence, a swift road to further beauty.

        

          

[image: The beach below the Waikaremoana homestead, North Island, New Zealand.]
The beach below the Waikaremoana homestead, North Island, New Zealand.


        

        
This great span means that in a very little while, trains will run through to





[image: A scene near the head of lake Waikaremoana.]
A scene near the head of lake Waikaremoana.


Wairoa. It is no disrespect to that lovely little river city in miniature, that it has had the Cinderella feeling which characterises any place lacking railroad facilities.

        
It is forever a truth of our history that making the railways made New Zealand, and it will soon appear that the making of the railway to Wairoa will make Wairoa and its splendid hinterland.

        
I have been to a carnival week in this delectable centre, and like so many of the smaller towns of New Zealand, it has developed a personality that is all its own. With the spirit so characteristic of New Zealand provincial communities, the citizens realised early the aesthetic possibilities of the banks of their broad river, and they have been converted into panoramas of sloping green, of velvet turf, and of smooth lawns ornamented with shrubs and gay flowers. A thousand views of picturesque sweetness can be got of the neat town buildings from across the shining waters of the Wairoa. It is a noble stream, and it is fitting that the work of men should adorn it, and so increase its natural charm.

        
But Wairoa, pleasing as it is, is but a stopping place on the way to a scenic fairyland which even in our country of Elysium after Elysium, is wholly unique.

        
Lake Waikaremoana is the most unspoiled Eden in all New Zealand. Let us, however hear the flat facts first. In the cheerful but unpoetic prose of the geological surveys: “Lake Waikaremoana is the deepest lake in the North Island. It is 848 feet deep, but its surface is 2,015 feet above sea level.”

        
This is where this great lake differs from her southern sisters, for the beds of Wakatipu and Manapouri, for instance, are hundreds of feet below sea level.

        
The lake is 12 miles long, and 6¼ miles in breadth at its widest part.

        
However, facts about a land of enchantment are dull articles. I make the plain and sturdy statement that in all our bevy of lake maidens, in all our Pantheon of lake goddesses, in all our beauty chorus of ferny tarns and our galaxy of shining meres, Waikaremoana is the red-haired girl of them all.

        
There is no difficulty in going to see Waikaremoana once you have reached Wairoa. The road is a good one and the distance about forty miles. The first part of the journey is through the fertile reaches of the Upper Wairoa Valley, following the Waiau River to the lake, where the Waikaretaheke goes roaring down to join the main river. In these utilitarian days, the first thought that comes to everyone is the unique situation of this mass of water for the generation of hydroelectric power. Dammed up two thousand feet above sea level, and pouring a furious, huge, swift stream through sub-tunnels, it is a thing of joy for electrical engineers.

        
The underground water tunnels often take care of the whole outfall and the surface outflow stream bed runs dry.

        
At the power house at Tuai, a peep back at the Wairoa plain is worthwhile. A power house is a prosaic article and it seems a desecration to find it here. But, what new worlds of comfort and gracious amenities are granted to those fortunate dwellers in that wide reach of verdure, through the fact of the existence of that stolid building.

        
Now there is a steep climb through splendid bush until the Rotorua road junction is met and the Lake Hostel comes into view. It looks like a large and comfortable station homestead and lives up to its appearance. It is right in every respect for Lake Waikaremoana, and the greatest artistry will have to be used, when, as is inevitable now, it is rebuilt.

        

          

[image: View of Lake Waikaremoana, showing the new Waikaremoana-Rotorua road.]
View of Lake Waikaremoana, showing the new Waikaremoana-Rotorua road.


        

        
Now we are in the heart of fairyland. The hostel is situated on a headland covered with dense forest and below is a lovely little white beach with small huts, a toy pier, and the inevitable launches and row-boats.

        


        

          

[image: In the Wairau Moana Arm, lake Waikaremoana.]
In the Wairau Moana Arm, lake Waikaremoana.


        

        
My first glimpse of the lake waters made “mine eyes dazzle.”

        
Here was the first veritable liquid turquoise I had seen.

        
“Blue” is often carelessly applied to the waters of both oceans and inland seas. Waikaremoana's azure is the deep of a summer sky towards evening; it is often an eggshell blue; it shades to indigo, reddens here and there to purple; with a tiny riffle of wind in the sun it shimmers into “lapis lazuli”; in dead calms it softens to sapphire.

        
However often she changes her gowns, every new fabric is emblazoned with the true cerulean hue. If the present lovely name did not exist, she might well be called Lake Forgetme-not.

        
How sharp the contrast is between the scenes that ring this star-shaped sheet of water and the great lakes of the South! There are no minarets of snow in the distance. The forest is lacy, and the trees have a softer and more diversified green. Panekiri Bluff is almost as awe-inspiring as Mitre Peak. It rises in a sheer wall from the great water-mirror for two thousand feet. On its huge scarred face, game little shrubs, and gnarled valiant small trees cling, like alpinists making an ascent.

        
In some mystic fashion, however, it has a friendly look, and behind it are mountain tablehands with dense bush which again repeats in smoky blue the tone colouring we have learned to love.

        
The map of the lake resembles a starfish which joined the rebels and lost an arm or two.

        
There are dozens of minor inlets all decorated with tiny beaches, and islets that cluster like a constellation of gems. They seem to rest on the waters like floating Dorian tree groves. Each should have upon it a small secret temple. These islets stand at the entrances to little coves, or off the shore of miniature beaches, and dot the whole surface in the most irresponsible fashion. Some idea of the intricacy of tiny fiords and sounds, mysterious little bays and secret gulfs which enmesh the whole contour of the lake, can be got from the fact that the shore line is over 121 miles in length.

        
A journey from anywhere to anywhere gives one the joy of being an explorer without taking risks. The launch pulls in, stops, and, most times, you can say with reasonable betting certainty that yours is the first booted foot that has ever been placed on that particular spot. The islets have no names so you can show your esoteric knowledge of epithet and title by contriving appellations that suit the shape or distinctive beauty of each island gem. The last name bestowed is the “Isle of Capri” from one of the loveliest Mediterranean pleasure islands, which I am afraid is mostly known to New Zealanders through a musicianly and tuneful jazz song.

        
The foreshore changes as the boat meanders along. It takes fantastic shapes, drop scenes come and go, little harbours open and close, and beaches gleam and disappear.

        
A narrow passage between two jutting peninsulas admits to the wide arm known as Wairau Moana where beauty is heaped upon beauty with profligate profusion. This strait has the lovely name of Te Kaunga-o-Manaia… . “The Place of Manaia's Swimming.”

        
The isles here are if anything thicker and closer and in the far blue distance are the untamed eerie Ureweras. Again there are dozens of small sandy beaches, scores of tiny jutting headlands bushclad and verdant with changing greens. The tree varieties are bewildering, and the experienced tree lover from the South will be at a loss to name half of them.
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North of Wairau Moana is another great arm called Whanganui a Parua. Down to its winding shores again appear to roll mighty breakers of green foliage.
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Lake Tutira on the road between Napier and Wairoa.


        

        
The stately forest rollers are relieved by the intermittent white of limestone cliffs and the shimmering silver of the sands.

        
Waikaremoana inevitably leads to the quotation of poetry…, One of the best selections from Keats was made by James Cowan, and here it is:

        
It doth seem

        
A mossy place, a Merlin's Hall, a dream You know the clear lake and the little Isles

        
The mountains blue.

        
I do not know what Waikaremoana would have meant to Keats, but I do wonder if its ineffable beauty will ever give us a poet to do it justice in verbal music.

        
Everywhere there are waterfalls and to use Tennyson this is:

        
A land of streams—some like a downward smoke

        
Slow dropping veils of thinnest lawn did go

        
And some through wavering lights and shadows broke

        
Rolling a slumbrous sheet of foam below.

        
The Mokau Falls are famous. A great tumbling swirling mass of waters crashes over a cliff of a hundred feet, strikes like thunder against a huge out-jutting rock curve which fans the wide cascade into an immense boiling cloud of snowy spray.

        
The Aniwanawa Falls form a double fountain of superb beauty with the appearance of planned classic form. They are made by the stream that winds and plunges down from Waikareite. There are no words for this little lake—this secret treasure which if it were not so richly invested with its aeons of Maori tradition would do for a resting place for “Grey-haired Saturn quiet as a stone.” It would be the perfect green Valhalla for the dying sylvan gods of the long ago. I think that Keats would have felt supreme ecstasy in Waikareite. Line after line of his suits this mysterious lakelet so well:

        
Forest on forest hung about his head Like cloud on cloud … no stir of air was there

        
But where the dead leaf fell, there did it rest.

        
Waikareite means “The Little Lake of the Rippling Waters” and is only two miles each way in measurement, nevertheless bearing on its glassy surface seven little isles.

        
It is six hundred feet higher than its older sister and is reached by a narrow track. The feeling here is of remote antiquity. The silence is absolute. I saw it when the rata was in blossom, and their crimson reflections were like water colours on glass. The forest trees are gnarled and ancient giants, taking the queerest contortionist shapes, and are draped with lichen and feathery mosses.

        
Waikareite seems to brood in rapt contemplation of the sentinel troops of tall trees. Here again are small replicas of the odd inlets, miniature sounds, headlands and beaches, replete with fern, shrub and native flora.

        
It is no wonder that the Maoris believed that Waikareite lay under a “tapu” spell. The pakeha who does not feel its weird and inexplicable power of mystery is without imagination.

        
Withal, it is compact of sheer loveliness. I would like everyone in New Zealand to visit this wonderland, but it will be a sad day when a motor launch exhaust disturbs the placid sleep of this, the loveliest piece of jewelled water in all New Zealand.
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I should have mentioned that one feature of the ever-changing colour panorama of Waikaremoana's Falls is the red hue of the mosses on the water strewn rocks.
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To me, at any rate, Waikaremoana is the first scenic region that has given me the sense of an age old heritage of ancient pagan lore and the rites that go with the worship of nature.

        
Now I have been in danger of being too poetic and I hasten to state for the benefit of the lethal-minded that Waikaremoana teems with fish and game and is a sportsman's paradise.

        
I find it passing strange that more is not heard of this fascinating resort. In comparison with many of our other lovely places, it has inspired little literature.

        
This takes us definitely back to the residual fact that it is situated on a road without reasonable railway access.

        
When Wairoa is on the Iron Trail and a day's journey in comfort can be made from Auckland or Wellington, I expect to see Waikaremoana come into her deserved position of leadership.

        
She will make poets from the most prosaic money-makers. She will make nature worshippers out of engineers, or mathematicians. She will lift the eyes of bridge and chess players to the glories of tall tree, ferny dell and winding waters.

        
In any case, if our history has a meaning, we can look forward to the flowering anew of the whole East Coast as a result of the railroad.

        
It will bring a new life force to that whole vast fertile area from Napier to the East Cape, a distance, let it be remembered approximately equal to that between Wellington and New Plymouth.

        
The commercial and economic benefits so derived are important, obvious, and logically certain for the advance of both this district and the Dominion as a whole. But the new railroad will confer a community boon which will have a value almost infinite. Scenic wonder is an asset in human happiness. It is not the exclusive possession of any part of New Zealand, and this region, newly to be opened to modern transport methods can claim parity in this regard with any other part of New Zealand.

        
Thermal springs, delightful seaside resorts, sporting paradises, wonders of canyon, river, mountain and lake, and all the other varied heritage of New Zealand's Nature-given treasures, are here in rich profusion.

        
Tens of thousands of New Zealanders and overseas visitors will come to know them, and when they do, they will with one voice join in the praise of the flawless beauty of that jewel in our diadem of lakes—Waikaremoana.
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Ways of the North

 
Life In The Cabin Country
.
        

        
(
By “
Robin Hyde.”)

        

Russell I knew; tourists and stuffed swordfish; and Keri-Keri, which has more charm, but is rendered fantastic by ex-tropical civil servants of massive build skipping about its plantations in Baden Powell shorts, discussing tung oil. But Whangaroa—so far as one can see, nobody knows about Whangaroa. Nobody goes there; well, one swordfisherman did, some years ago, and was instantly bitten by a centipede. In Whangaroa, centipedes grow to a lusty length of ten inches, living in the great pink pile beneath the timbermill which is known to the Maoris as “That Sawdust.” In “That Sawdust” flourish Maori cabins and patches of Indian corn, canna lilies and wild ginger. Nobody seemed to mind the centipedes—except me, I minded the thought of them very much indeed, though the only one I actually saw was pickled in alcohol, and kept in a large glass jar on the counter of the store at Saies. Just another little idea of a tourist attraction.

        
Of course I'm exaggerating when I say nobody goes there; there are a sprinkling of summer cottages, round the harbour that is dark as greenstone and shaped like a heart. Quite handsome yachts and launches fuss in and out, and parties save up for a day's swordfishing—four guineas the day, and once you start out, no matter how seasick you are, no matter how much you may long to commit your soul as well as your dinner to the deep, it's against the canons of the swordfishers to put back, either for man or for woman. The strong survive and drink beer; the weak lie on the decks and moan. Half the secret of successful swordfishing is an unlimited capacity for swallowing down beer in grilling sunshine, without getting sunstroke.

        
The cabins should be drawn to be believed, but the theory behind their architecture is this. Get hold of some unpainted boards, bore a few holes (to allow easy ingress and egress of bugs, very plentiful in this district), and form into a narrow oblong. Leave nails sticking out—the cabin-dweller will like something on which to tear his pants. Add a tiny tin chimney, but put mason-bees inside it—they will live there very comfortably, and this also prevents the cabin-dweller from indulging in beefsteak orgies—he can't use his fire, and his kerosene stove upsets if he balances anything larger than a baby kettle over it. To give individuality to this bijou residence, supply sliding wooden panels instead of glass windows, and erect the whole cabin on stilts; long stilts; insecure stilts; stilts wobbling above the mangroves.

        
You mayn't believe in the existence of such a residence, but I ought to know. I lived alone in one for nearly a month, on the long spur where once Bishop Pompallier had his old mission station. No ghost of those pious days remains, except, forlorn in the scrub, two old carved totara tombstones, tipped on their backs, their inscriptions still quite legible. And there are also the castor oil plants, rather pretty, reputed to have been planted by the Bishop himself. If he did it, I say it was an unsportsmanlike way of civilising the heathen—this castor oil—but the bluish-green serrated leaves are handsome enough, and blended well with my ancient pohutukawas, whose rheumaticky grey limbs spread wide over the lip of foam just a few yards below my stilts.

        
And the cabin windows (not the sliding wood ones, at the sides, but the front one, which was real glass), was painted with a beautiful sea and sky in the cool autumn mornings. Just opposite lay Peach Island, which saw the Boyd float burning past in the sinful old days. Old men and women in Whangaroa still carry walking-sticks from the Boyd—not many made from her actual timbers, but more from the cargo of hardwood she was carrying when the Maoris attacked her. I've seen grapeshot, too, and odds and ends, and hair-raising tales which somehow blend peacefully enough into the background of this old world.
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Whangaroa—A gem of New Zealand's Northland, showing St. Paul's rock in the background.


        

        
Once all this country was heavily forested, mostly with kauri. One firm —Lane's, of the Sawdust—has milled fifteen million feet since the War, and milling is still in progress on the more distant hills. But the near-at-hand life of the old timber camps, where Maoris and whites bunked together in perfect equality, and men drank their tea out of huge earthenware bowls, the pannikin not yet having dawned on the horizon, has vanished away. There are relics; I saw ten of them, mild-eyed, great-horned, hauling cut manuka uphill from Campbell's place, their oddly shaped wooden yokes heavy on their necks. Bullocks are very wise. These would stop at a crack of the whip, without the ripe traditional bullocky curses, but at the shadow of a stranger they swerved, and were restless, trying to see out of the corners of their wrinkled eyes what foe was coming. Sometimes Mr. Campbell (whose bullocks have been as long engaged in hauling as any
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veterans in the district), takes them deep into the woods—“the sacred deep forest of Tane,”—where green kauri is cut, and the day of their dignity returns.

        
If you live in Whangaroa, semi-aquatic habits are expected of you. You take your launch, or your little flat-bottomed speedboat, which tears along the water like a zipp fastener coming undone, and head for the Mushrooms—the queerly shaped, large-headed rocks tottering on the outskirts of the harbour. Or, when the tide is full and gleaming, your launch plunges bodily through the famous Hole in the Wall, and the females aboard shriek, while the males look self-consciously heroic. Or you seek out the recently-discovered caves, where all sorts of odd fish-hooks and trundled skulls have been unearthed. Central Otago's black cliffs and lionpelt of tussock have more grandeur, but I have never seen more fantastic rocks than the great black and iron-grey masses hurled up around Whangaroa. The artist who made them was a specialist in lightning sketch and caricature. There is a remarkable Napoleon Bonaparte, glaring at an almost perfect Duke of Wellington. There are gods and brutes—rock faces, frozen black. Also there is Taratara.

        
You start from in among the brambles and manuka, and the trail is good, but you dodge the little cabins, with their thready smoke and fluttering bright flags of maize, because the Maori people are not too fond of watching whites climb Taratara. The mountain is 
tapu, an ancient burying-place. There is a cave there, full of the dead. Its exact entrance is either hidden or forgotten, but in Whangaroa I met one old lady whose best friend had been inside. The way up, it is said, was by the roots of an overhanging tree, which has rotted away and fallen from the cliff-face, leaving the dead to sit secretly for ever. I can believe it; halfway up Taratara, which is neither of an enormous height nor a dangerous climb, but weirdly majestic, with its grey chimneys and steeples and its dying forest beneath, one could believe almost anything.

        
This bush has never been burned or felled. So great puriris scatter their little rosy apples on the leaf-mould, supplejacks writhe like giant serpents, and there are many nikau palms. It is the fantastic forest of which one reads in early journals, but which is seldom enough seen to-day. Peach trees have forced their way in amongst the tumult of the native growers, and their fruit rounds honey-yellow and falls untouched. Above, the rock is bare; great shelves give foot hold to a tiny golden moss, and nothing else. The wind snatches a scarf and hurls it away—perhaps to the lips of the 
tapu cave, for it cannot be seen again. Below, another part of the forest is strange as a valley of the moon, for all its trees are dead, bleached like silver, shining in the noon-day; rough Maori cattle graze the thin grass in this forlorn world, lifting their sullen heads and shaking their horns when they see us. “
Tapu” they say.

        
All Whangaroa is full of the things remembered or half-forgotten. One old lady, Mrs. Sanderson, of the shells, (her collection is celebrated round about Auckland and the north, and many callers never think of visiting her without bringing her a new species of limpet, a green shell butterfly, an iridescent snail, or some papery beauty from the tropics), showed me a quaint treasure. Her late father knew that old Charles, Baron de Thierry whose career in New Zealand and elsewhere gave me material for a book. Charles, in his own papers, was always insisting upon himself as a musician—and in Mrs. Sanderson's Whangaroa house, which is seventy years old, if a day, I came across the visible proof of it—nothing less than the printed score of “The Waitemata Polka,” by Charles, Baron de Thierry. The Polka was played for me, then and there—and such a gay, sparkling little composition it seemed. So far as I know, there lies the one and only Baron de Thierry music sheet surviving in New Zealand. Waitemata should be quite proud of it, but I don't suppose Waitemata sets much store by the Polka, in these days of jazz ….

        
And I heard of how Nene used to walk the streets of Russell, buttoned up in a magnificent seal-skin coat, with cap to match, and with Ruti, his wife, padding along at his side. And the story of how a French sailor's ghost haunts that house in Russell where Bishop Pompallier lived, because one came in the night and slew the French sailor, in an attic room … and the story sounded likely enough, as ghost-stories go, being told by one who had had plaster thrown at him, and cuddled down terrified under the bedclothes, even if he hadn't actually set eyes on the ghost. But I also heard of the little old woman of Maori fairytales, who is like our version of the ogress, and of the she 
taniwha who follows along by the rear of the dead. And a white-moustached Whangaroa resident told me how down at the point where his cottage stood, all the land had been owned by a chief, so well-tattooed that one couldn't put a pinpoint between his markings; and this chief would sometimes go a-fishing with the white man, and always caught twice as many fish, because there was a Maori way of weighting the fish-hook which cleverly prevented the fish from wriggling free.
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And if I wanted ghosts in the vicinity (apart from those of William Hayes and Hugh McKinnon, the right ful owners of the two old carved totara tombstones), I had only to go to the end of my 
spur of land, when the moon was in the sky, and see the 
tapu tree, whose severed limb thrust out like a maimed hand. There were several legends about this tree. One was that it had been a gibbet for hanging white malefactors who needed that little disservice. But I got at the right story after some pains.
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The bough was used for holding and drying out the skulls of the dead, who were placed there until the time had come for oiling them and conveying them away to the caves. This confirms an account I had read in a pre-Waitangi manuscript of 
tapu groves round about North, where the corpse of a dead man would be placed in the trees until such time as he was considered fit for the further treatment of oiling, washing, and dressing in his fine raiment. A gruesome tree, I suppose; but stolid enough now, and the whole point a strangely lovely place, either at sunset, or when the moon lay across its thin grass and thin stems of manuka. The sunsets over the mangrove swamps are like a great flight of flamingoes, and all night long one can hear the popping of little olive-brown bubbles, swelling up out of the mud and exploding like miniature musketry. And besides these, the terns cry in the night, with such shrill fishwife voices, especially at the turn of the tide, that they wake you up. And then you can lie no longer in bed, but wander out, and see against the starry silver the huge black shape of something that might be a 
taniwha … but it turns out to be merely a grazing black horse. The last patch of light has died down in “That Sawdust,” and the shrill Maori laughter, turned in with a freight of guitar-music, no longer comes over the harbour. We all live by lamplight, and I know that the people on the other side of the water watch my lamp turn up and down, which is somehow a friendly idea.

        
And by the way; almost none of us have baths. I mean the true cabin-dwellers. If I wished to be free of paspalum, the sticky grass which ruins one's “longs” inside a week, and is a mortal enemy to canvas shoes, I had to go outside, and scrub at a tap under a tank. The show bath of the Whangaroa district belongs to a Maori convent a few miles away, down the road towards Kaeo. It's a new building on a hilltop, where young Maori girls are being trained as nuns and nurses, while below olive-cheeked Maori kiddies attend school, or pile by the score into some unseemly old motor-car, and squeal with delight as the thing belches and jerks forward. The soil around is thin, heartbreaking, devitalised. To make themselves patches of gardens where they can grow kail and a flower or two, the nuns carry up richer earth from down in the valleys. But miraculously their little chapel, with its quiet flame, has white branches of flowers around the altar.

        
But it is the cabin-folk who are Whangaroa. To talk about the Maori without sentimentalising him is a difficult business; but it is a wonder to me that some of the north-travellers, who harp on poverty, hunger and dirt, haven't even noticed the ease and the grace of these people. One can't visit such cabins without being offered a farewell gift, even if it is only a corn-cob or a Maori kit; and as corncobs and a broken fishing-net seem to constitute the total capital of many such little homes, perhaps that irregular generosity, not fitting into our economic schemes, has its value somewhere and somehow. It is a poor house but a gracious one.
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Mohaka Viaduct


Official Opening Ceremony


Last Rivet And Spike

        

          

What the official opening of the Mohaka Viaduct and the through railway line from Napier to Gis-borne meant to the people in a huge district could not fail to impress itself upon those visitors who attended the ceremony on 1st July, 1937. Isolation has been the blight of a very fine agricultural and pastoral expanse of New Zealand, and the carriage of tock, fertilisers, and farm implements has cost a good deal of money. Now, with concessions on through freights, settlers will have an easier time, and will be nearer the centres. The section of line opened on 1st July, is a direct link with the outside world, and was welcomed by the people concerned with the greatest enthusiasm.

        

        

          
Inspiring Structure.

          
The great spidery-looking structure of the viaduct is only a link in the line, but it is an engineering work which compels admiration, if not awe.

          
Seen from the road crossing down stream the huge engineering achievement robs the shaggy gorge of its dignity. It is only when nearing the viaduct from below that the great gash worn by the river in the sandstone during the centuries assumes its true proportions, and the eye, taking in the height of the structure, drives home to the mind the relative width of the bridged chasm. Wearing its bright reddish preliminary coat for the most part, with a few girders painted the final chocolate colour, the viaduct strikes the visitor's attention immediately, and the suddenness with which ++ springs into view and rivets the attention from either road or rail is arresting. To the rail traveller it is merely a continuation of the track, but the gorge below gives it its true importance. Looking up from underneath through the maze of girders and braces, he planks of the windscreen on the parapet look like a fringe of stubble, and everybody who walks up the riverbed to look upwards “stays put” until a stiff neck ends his absorption.

        

        

          
Ministerial Party.

          
There is a great hinterland, even in this one part of the district which the line will serve, and there were some 100 cars parked on the Wairoa side where the ceremony was held. Many came afoot and the large Maori population was well represented. The big wooden tower on this side built to support the travelling cables across the gorge, used to build the piers, was left for the occasion as offering a convenient arrangement for the official platform. From 10 a.m. onwards there was a growing crowd looking for the railcar bringing the Ministerial party from Napier. It made the run in an hour and fifty minutes, including a stop at Putorino, and the party was soon in position.
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Mr. E. L. Cullen, M.P. for Hawke's Bay, presided, and welcomed the visitors, who included the Minister of Railways (the Hon. D. G. Sullivan) and Mrs. Sullivan, the Minister of Public Works (the Hon. R. Semple) and Mrs. Semple, the Speaker of the House of Representatives (Mr. W. E. Barnard), Mr. E. P. Meachen, M.P. for Wairau, and co-opted with the Minister of Public Works, the Mayor of Napier (Mr. C. O. Morse), the Mayor of Wairoa (Mr. H. L. Harker), Mr. A. G. Nolan, chairman of the Wairoa
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Mr. E. L. Cullen, M.P. for Hawke's Bay, presided, and welcomed the visitors, who included the Minister of Railways (the Hon. D. G. Sullivan) and Mrs. Sullivan, the Minister of Public Works (the Hon. R. Semple) and Mrs. Semple, the Speaker of the House of Representatives (Mr. W. E. Barnard), Mr. E. P. Meachen, M.P. for Wairau, and co-opted with the Minister of Public Works, the Mayor of Napier (Mr. C. O. Morse), the Mayor of Wairoa (Mr. H. L. Harker), Mr. A. G. Nolan, chairman of the Wairoa
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Our London Letter


Light-Weight Excursion Trains.
        

        

          

            
by 
Arthur L. Stead

          
        

        

          

Passenger traffic now reaches peak point on the Home railways. August is the most popular holiday period of the whole year, and during the Bank Holiday millions of vacationists travel by rail between London and the other principal cities and the long chain of seaside resorts scattered among the four group systems. This year it was anticipated that, because of the tremendous rush to London for the Coronation, the seaside Bank Holiday bookings would be somewhat adversely affected. So far as advance bookings show, however, there will this summer again be witnessed an enormous Bank Holiday exodus, which will make tremendous demands upon the operating department.

          
Excursion travel is a feature at this season. While specially low fares are quoted for this class of transport, the carriage stock generally employed affords a very high standard of comfort, and the Home railways are constantly adding to the already very large stock of excursion train vehicles. The London, Midland and Scottish Railway has recently put into traffic eleven new light-weight excursion trains, in which the use of high-tensile steel, welding, and articulated bogies has effected a reduction of 55 tons in weight as compared with a standard ten-car train. Seating eighteen first-class and 511 third-class passengers, the new trains, also, are forty feet shorter overall than their predecessors. Each ten-car train is formed of five two-car units. By joining each pair of carriages together by means of a single four-wheel bogie, on which the ends of both carriages are mounted, there is a saving of five bogies, or twenty wheels per train. The body of each coach is built integral with the underframe, forming one structure. The complete train of ten carriages weighs only 245 tons, and this saving in weight naturally results in valuable operating economies. The saving of forty feet in length is of great advantage at busy periods, being of assistance in station working and in storage siding operation.

        

        

          
Comfortable Third-Class Travel.

          
It is significant that in these new Home railway excursion trains only eighteen seats are provided for first-class travel, as against 511 third-class. Broadly speaking, first-class travel is dying out. There are several reasons for this. One is the competition of the private motor car, and another that third-class travel now is as comfortable as anyone could wish for. First-class is a relic of the “good old days” of the stage coach, and it will probably disappear altogether as time goes on, just as the old second-class has been abandoned on most routes.

          
On the continent of Europe, first and second-class travel still flourishes in many lands, and third-class is often a very uncomfortable business, spelling wooden seats and similar hardships. In one or two European countries, however, third-class is almost universal, as in Britain. Sweden and Denmark are two cases in point. There is one snag associated with third-class travel in Denmark, a country formed of a number of islands, and employing train ferries for inter-communication. First and second-class carriages are usually run direct on to the ferry-boats, but third-class passengers generally have to alight from their carriages on one side of the water, and entrain again on the other side. Russia has replaced her first and third-class by a “soft” and “hard” classification. France has some very comfortable third-class stock, notably on the Northern and P.L.M. lines. Italy, in her desire to attract the foreign tourist, has made drastic cuts in first and second-class fares, so that the average traveller there will have no need to resort to third-class.

          

            

[image: (Photo., French Railway Collection.) A typical electric passenger train, Orleans-Midi Railways, France.]
(
Photo., French Railway Collection.)


A typical electric passenger train, Orleans-Midi Railways, France.


          

        

        

          
New Railcars in Italy.

          
Like most European countries, Italy has recently put large numbers of new railcars on the road. The latest units consist of novel streamlined three coach Diesels known as Fiat motor trains. The train is made up of three articulated coaches, carried on four bogies. Total length works out at
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about 197 feet. Two Fiat twelve-cylinder Diesel engines, developing 400 h.p. at 1,500 r.p.m., drive the train, power being transmitted to the wheels through a four-speed gear-box, a free-wheel device, a reversing pinion and reduction gear. The first car comprises a driving compartment, mail section, luggage compartment, kitchen and lavatory. The centre car seats thirty-six passengers, and the third car forty-two passengers. A restaurant section is included in the centre vehicle, and the third car embraces a rear driving compartment. Maximum speed of this new light-weight train is 100 m.p.h. At the outset, operation is being confined to the Turin-Milan-Venice section. From Turin to Venice is a distance of 260 miles. This is covered in 258 minutes, including a seven minutes' stop at Milan. The highest average speed is attained between Milan and Venice— 167 miles in 160 minutes.

        

        

          
Railway Operated Air Services.

          
Air services operated by the Home railways provide rapid communication between north and south, and between South Wales and western points. The services on the north to south route operate between Liverpool and Brighton, via Birmingham, Bristol, Southampton, and Ryde (Isle of Wight). The other route links Bristol and Plymouth, with intermediate stops at Cardiff and Exeter. Three planes are used to maintain the services, these covering 1,386 miles daily. The planes are the latest type multi-engined airliners, named after the Cities of Birmingham, Bristol and Cardiff. Each plane seats eight passengers in a well-ventilated cabin. Speeds of between 110 and 130 
m.

p.

h. are maintained. Each passenger is allowed up to 35 lbs. of hand-luggage free, and heavier luggage is collected, conveyed by rail, and delivered to destination, under the “Luggage in Advance” system, available for rail passengers. The planes also provide traders and others with an express service for the conveyance of perishable or urgent goods.

        

        

          
Travel to Ireland Increasing.

          
Travel between England and Ireland has increased considerably of late, and both the L.M. & S. and G.W. Railways report good business in this connection. One popular route to Erin's Isle is that operated by the G.W. Company, between Fishguard, in South Wales, and Rosslare, Ireland. This is a daily service, on which the G.W. Railway employ fine turbine steamers, with restaurant and sleeping-car trains running in connection. Leaving Paddington Station, London, at 7.55 
p.

m. each week-day, an arrival is given at Rosslare at 5.25 
a.

m. From Rosslare, the Great Southern Railway of Ireland operates breakfast-car trains to Wexford, Wicklow, Dublin, Limerick, Cork and Killarney. Especially useful is the Fishguard-Rosslare route for visitors to Southern Ireland, and particularly the beautiful Killarney lake country. The whole of this delectable slice of territory is served by the Great Southern Railway, the big transportation concern having its headquarters in Dublin.

        

        

          
Railway Commercial Methods.

          
In England, regulation of road transport by degrees has been installed, while the railroads themselves are engaging in this form of movement. One striking result of the changed conditions brought about by the development of the road motor is the modification which has been necessary in railway commercial practice. As is pointed out in a report prepared by Mr. Ashton Davies, chief commercial manager of the L.M. & S. Railway, for submission to the International Railway Congress in Paris, it is recognised that railways must maintain the closest possible contact with traders and potential passengers to ascertain, and be in a position to meet, as far as practicable, all their transport needs. To assist in achieving this objective, many railways have strengthened their commercial sections. On the L.M. & S., the chief commercial manager is responsible for the sales effort and results accruing therefrom for all descriptions of transport. He is, therefore, in effect, the company's public relations officer in a wide conception of the term, and holds the responsibility for ascertaining the requirements of the public and of traders, and of meeting such ascertained requirements in every possible way. Thus, the chief commercial manager decides what is necessary to secure the business, and the operating and technical officers cooperate with him in carrying the arrangements into effect.
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Important Electrification Works in France.

          
French railway receipts continue to show a steady improvement, and a noteworthy feature of French railway activity is main-line electrification. Two of the principal routes being converted from steam to electric traction are those between Paris and Le Mans, and Tours and Bordeaux. It is expected that the first-named work will be completed this year, while the Tours-Bordeaux project is due for completion next year. The Tours-Bordeaux electrification will enable through electric services to be run between Paris and the Spanish frontier at Irun, and so will play an important part in bettering international communications. The cost of the work is in the neighbourhood of £5,000,000, for in addition to the electrification equipment, it involves considerable track changes and new construction. Fourteen sub-stations are being installed, ten of the rotary converter type, similar to those already utilised on the Orleans-Tours electrified route; and four with rectifiers of similar design to those on the Montauban-Cette line. Through the recent amalgamation of the Orleans and Midi Railways, the common use of each of these system's electric power sources has become possible, thereby effecting marked savings.
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Passenger traffic now reaches peak point on the Home railways. August is the most popular holiday period of the whole year, and during the Bank Holiday millions of vacationists travel by rail between London and the other principal cities and the long chain of seaside resorts scattered among the four group systems. This year it was anticipated that, because of the tremendous rush to London for the Coronation, the seaside Bank Holiday bookings would be somewhat adversely affected. So far as advance bookings show, however, there will this summer again be witnessed an enormous Bank Holiday exodus, which will make tremendous demands upon the operating department.

          
Excursion travel is a feature at this season. While specially low fares are quoted for this class of transport, the carriage stock generally employed affords a very high standard of comfort, and the Home railways are constantly adding to the already very large stock of excursion train vehicles. The London, Midland and Scottish Railway has recently put into traffic eleven new light-weight excursion trains, in which the use of high-tensile steel, welding, and articulated bogies has effected a reduction of 55 tons in weight as compared with a standard ten-car train. Seating eighteen first-class and 511 third-class passengers, the new trains, also, are forty feet shorter overall than their predecessors. Each ten-car train is formed of five two-car units. By joining each pair of carriages together by means of a single four-wheel bogie, on which the ends of both carriages are mounted, there is a saving of five bogies, or twenty wheels per train. The body of each coach is built integral with the underframe, forming one structure. The complete train of ten carriages weighs only 245 tons, and this saving in weight naturally results in valuable operating economies. The saving of forty feet in length is of great advantage at busy periods, being of assistance in station working and in storage siding operation.
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Comfortable Third-Class Travel.

          
It is significant that in these new Home railway excursion trains only eighteen seats are provided for first-class travel, as against 511 third-class. Broadly speaking, first-class travel is dying out. There are several reasons for this. One is the competition of the private motor car, and another that third-class travel now is as comfortable as anyone could wish for. First-class is a relic of the “good old days” of the stage coach, and it will probably disappear altogether as time goes on, just as the old second-class has been abandoned on most routes.

          
On the continent of Europe, first and second-class travel still flourishes in many lands, and third-class is often a very uncomfortable business, spelling wooden seats and similar hardships. In one or two European countries, however, third-class is almost universal, as in Britain. Sweden and Denmark are two cases in point. There is one snag associated with third-class travel in Denmark, a country formed of a number of islands, and employing train ferries for inter-communication. First and second-class carriages are usually run direct on to the ferry-boats, but third-class passengers generally have to alight from their carriages on one side of the water, and entrain again on the other side. Russia has replaced her first and third-class by a “soft” and “hard” classification. France has some very comfortable third-class stock, notably on the Northern and P.L.M. lines. Italy, in her desire to attract the foreign tourist, has made drastic cuts in first and second-class fares, so that the average traveller there will have no need to resort to third-class.
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A typical electric passenger train, Orleans-Midi Railways, France.
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Like most European countries, Italy has recently put large numbers of new railcars on the road. The latest units consist of novel streamlined three coach Diesels known as Fiat motor trains. The train is made up of three articulated coaches, carried on four bogies. Total length works out at
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about 197 feet. Two Fiat twelve-cylinder Diesel engines, developing 400 h.p. at 1,500 r.p.m., drive the train, power being transmitted to the wheels through a four-speed gear-box, a free-wheel device, a reversing pinion and reduction gear. The first car comprises a driving compartment, mail section, luggage compartment, kitchen and lavatory. The centre car seats thirty-six passengers, and the third car forty-two passengers. A restaurant section is included in the centre vehicle, and the third car embraces a rear driving compartment. Maximum speed of this new light-weight train is 100 m.p.h. At the outset, operation is being confined to the Turin-Milan-Venice section. From Turin to Venice is a distance of 260 miles. This is covered in 258 minutes, including a seven minutes' stop at Milan. The highest average speed is attained between Milan and Venice— 167 miles in 160 minutes.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 12, Issue 5 (August 2, 1937)

Railway Operated Air Services



          
Railway Operated Air Services.

          
Air services operated by the Home railways provide rapid communication between north and south, and between South Wales and western points. The services on the north to south route operate between Liverpool and Brighton, via Birmingham, Bristol, Southampton, and Ryde (Isle of Wight). The other route links Bristol and Plymouth, with intermediate stops at Cardiff and Exeter. Three planes are used to maintain the services, these covering 1,386 miles daily. The planes are the latest type multi-engined airliners, named after the Cities of Birmingham, Bristol and Cardiff. Each plane seats eight passengers in a well-ventilated cabin. Speeds of between 110 and 130 
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h. are maintained. Each passenger is allowed up to 35 lbs. of hand-luggage free, and heavier luggage is collected, conveyed by rail, and delivered to destination, under the “Luggage in Advance” system, available for rail passengers. The planes also provide traders and others with an express service for the conveyance of perishable or urgent goods.
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Travel to Ireland Increasing.

          
Travel between England and Ireland has increased considerably of late, and both the L.M. & S. and G.W. Railways report good business in this connection. One popular route to Erin's Isle is that operated by the G.W. Company, between Fishguard, in South Wales, and Rosslare, Ireland. This is a daily service, on which the G.W. Railway employ fine turbine steamers, with restaurant and sleeping-car trains running in connection. Leaving Paddington Station, London, at 7.55 
p.

m. each week-day, an arrival is given at Rosslare at 5.25 
a.

m. From Rosslare, the Great Southern Railway of Ireland operates breakfast-car trains to Wexford, Wicklow, Dublin, Limerick, Cork and Killarney. Especially useful is the Fishguard-Rosslare route for visitors to Southern Ireland, and particularly the beautiful Killarney lake country. The whole of this delectable slice of territory is served by the Great Southern Railway, the big transportation concern having its headquarters in Dublin.
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Railway Commercial Methods.

          
In England, regulation of road transport by degrees has been installed, while the railroads themselves are engaging in this form of movement. One striking result of the changed conditions brought about by the development of the road motor is the modification which has been necessary in railway commercial practice. As is pointed out in a report prepared by Mr. Ashton Davies, chief commercial manager of the L.M. & S. Railway, for submission to the International Railway Congress in Paris, it is recognised that railways must maintain the closest possible contact with traders and potential passengers to ascertain, and be in a position to meet, as far as practicable, all their transport needs. To assist in achieving this objective, many railways have strengthened their commercial sections. On the L.M. & S., the chief commercial manager is responsible for the sales effort and results accruing therefrom for all descriptions of transport. He is, therefore, in effect, the company's public relations officer in a wide conception of the term, and holds the responsibility for ascertaining the requirements of the public and of traders, and of meeting such ascertained requirements in every possible way. Thus, the chief commercial manager decides what is necessary to secure the business, and the operating and technical officers cooperate with him in carrying the arrangements into effect.
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Important Electrification Works in France.

          
French railway receipts continue to show a steady improvement, and a noteworthy feature of French railway activity is main-line electrification. Two of the principal routes being converted from steam to electric traction are those between Paris and Le Mans, and Tours and Bordeaux. It is expected that the first-named work will be completed this year, while the Tours-Bordeaux project is due for completion next year. The Tours-Bordeaux electrification will enable through electric services to be run between Paris and the Spanish frontier at Irun, and so will play an important part in bettering international communications. The cost of the work is in the neighbourhood of £5,000,000, for in addition to the electrification equipment, it involves considerable track changes and new construction. Fourteen sub-stations are being installed, ten of the rotary converter type, similar to those already utilised on the Orleans-Tours electrified route; and four with rectifiers of similar design to those on the Montauban-Cette line. Through the recent amalgamation of the Orleans and Midi Railways, the common use of each of these system's electric power sources has become possible, thereby effecting marked savings.
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The Tongariro national Park
          
        

        
(By 
G. F. 
Hunt
.)
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The Chateau Tongario, with Mt. Ngauruhoe in the background.


        

        

With the introduction of the five-day, 40-hour week into our national life comes the necessity for something in the nature of moral, social and physical uplift to fill the idle hours—especially for the dwellers in our cities.

        
Like the Psalmist, David, to many of us come these words: “I will lift mine eyes unto the hills, from whence cometh my help.” Many eyes will be turned to the Tongariro National Park as a possible source of aid in this direction. The value of the park lies in its accessibility, as a week-end Mecca for the workers in the cities and main towns of the North Island. Tongariro National Park lies within a very few miles of the Main Trunk Line, and it is an easy matter for those who wish to visit this great pleasure ground to leave Auckland or Wellington by the “Limited,” on Friday evening and arrive at the Chateau for breakfast on Saturday. The return trip may be made in the same comfortable manner on the Sunday evening in ample time for the commencement of the week's work on Monday. Two whole days of glorious, care-free existence on the “Roof of the North Island!”

        
In brief, let me write of the joys of this alpine wonderland. The luxuriously appointed and friendly Chateau forms the base for numerous trips. Firstly, for those whose physical handicaps bar them from serious tramping, I might mention the Silica Springs —a delightful three-mile walk through grand tawhai (beech) forests and over flower-carpeted glens and sparkling alpine torrents with exquisite glimpses of majestic Ruapehu rearing her virgin snow peaks into the blue; Tawhai Falls and the Haunted Whare with its quaint legend of the dusky Maori maiden who peeps in at the window during the midnight hour; Taranaki Falls flashing an 83 feet of scintillating waters over the ancient lava flow; Matariki Falls, far below in the valley, a twinkling star in a setting of sombre green; the Tama Lakes, twin circlets of ultra-marine, nestling at the foot of brooding Ngauruhoe; Ketetahi Valley, on the northern slopes of Tongariro, a satanic gulch of blowholes, eerie mud-pools, boiling cauldrons, sulphur vents, geysers, and weird noises. I mention but a few of the many wonderful sights to be seen in this region.

        
For the more ardent climber the park offers the ascents of the main peaks. Tongariro, the mountain of contrasts, the lonely mountain tarn and the torn and jagged craters, belching sulphur from numerous vents. There are the alpine flower gardens, and, impressing most, the jumble of ancient lava flows, red and black, as if they had cooled but yesterday; the grim, sullen Ngauruhoe with its 5,000 feet of scrambling scoria screes which try the mettle of even the best of alpinists, the view into the crater, perhaps quiescent, perhaps venting forth poisonous vapours or billowing smoke, but always impressing with thoughts of the vast powers held in leash within its slumbering bosom. Lastly Ruapehu, the Queen of the Park, the playground of the gods, awaits the climber; 9,000 feet of rock climb, of virgin snowface, of lofty peak and minaret, of gleaming glacier, rent and plumbed by crevasse and ice-cave, and from the summit one of the finest views in the world—the Crater Lake, a lake of torrid heat in its frigid hollow of ice-cliff and glacier neve.

        
For the sports enthusiast the park caters liberally. Ski-ing, tobogganing and glissading on wonderful snow-fields, fishing in the finest trout waters in the world, deer-stalking within a mile of the Park boundary, and golf and tennis amidst such refreshing surroundings.

        
There is no feeling like that of complete healthy exhaustion, no thrill like that of conquest by one's own efforts and no fellowship to equal the goodwill of these uplands. To the seeker after recreation, inspiration or recuperation, the Tongariro National Park is the end of the Rainbow, Nature's answer to quest for peace in a turbulent world.
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The entrance foyer to the National Art Gallery, Wellington, New Zealand.


        

        

The Dominion has welcomed famous soldiers, scientists, musicians, explorers and a not inconsiderable number of men closely connected with English Letters during the past sixty or seventy years. With few exceptions, however, the literary luminaries we have had the honour to welcome to these shores have given little subsequent expression in their work of their observations and contact with us. It is true, Kipling in his “Song of the Cities,” remembered Auckland, and sang her beauties in his “Last, loneliest, loveliest, exquisite—apart.” In one line, perhaps, Auckland's beauty will never again be so epitomised.

        
It is also reputed that Kipling laid the scene of one of his stories in New Zealand. Domett, who came to the colony in the early days, became not only one of the minor Victorian poets, but one of our early Premiers. One of the earliest of our distinguished literary visitors was Anthony Trollope, who stayed with Sir George Grey at Kawau Island. Samuel Butler came to New Zealand in his mid-twenties and bought sheep country in Canterbury. His sojourn on the wild isolated run at “Mesopotamia” was certainly marked by definite literary output. He contributed freely to the Christchurch “Press.” The letters which he wrote home to his father were published (Book of the Canterbury Settlement). From a letter written later by Butler's father, it appears this little book by his brilliant and fearless son was the only one he ever acknowledged to have read. Such was the bigotry of the times, or at all events in such atmosphere as Butler was brought up—an English vicarage. Up in his lonely little farm-house facing the mighty Southern Alps, Butler, by the light of his kerosene lamp, first read Darwin. His vivid, fantastic imagination was stirred. At night as the winds swept down the mighty ravines his questioning spirit — his brilliant brain—began to bring reason and imagination to bear on “superstition, myth, and ritual.” In his brain were born the germs of that strange fantastic theme that was to ultimately develop into “Erewhon,” which has been described as “the finest piece of satire since Swift.” R.L.S. came to New Zealand on more than one occasion, passing through from “Valima” to Sydney. One can imagine him browsing among Auckland's then limited bookshops searching for “something new.” Rupert Brooke was here in 1912 or 1913, at Christmas time. He is reputed to have found Auckland “smug,” but enthused much over “strawberries and cream.” Alas, his laughter, his dreams were soon to be no more! Masefield, the poet laureate, and Galsworthy, were both in New Zealand, the latter about thirty-five years ago. And last, heralded, “featured” and lionised as all Shavian visits of the latter years, came George Bernard, the one and only Shaw. But we all remember his visit. We have been pretty fortunate in the matter of literary visitors, but if we want to see our own hill and dale, the streets we know so well and the folks we rub shoulders with, portrayed with deft artistry, with the sure hand of genius, we must turn to the pages of our own Katherine Mansfield, New Zealand's neglected genius.
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A view showing the lighting arrangement in the National Art Gallery, Wellington.
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The Story So Far:

          

            
McKinley, a constabulary officer, is sent to Fangaloa to confiscate a shotgun with which a trader (Alpheim) has been threatening the natives. Not knowing Alpheim, he endeavours to find out what sort of man he is; but the commanding officer gives curiously guarded answers. At Fangaloa McKinley meets a chief who tells him that he should have brought a gun. This ominous remark is followed by a gunshot from across the bay. McKinley borrows a canoe and reaches the far shore, where a Saraoan boy informs him that the “white man” has gone mad. McKinley walks up to the store alone. Alpheim adopts a hostile attitude, but the astute McKinley overcomes this with peace-offerings of books, eigars and gin. He is then claimed by the eccentrie Alpheim as the Fairy Prince for whom his daughter has been waiting; but there is no sign of the daughter. By playing on McKinley's confidence Alpheim induces him to stay the night. McKinley feels that he can humour his fantastic host, and leaves Alpheim in the store to go down to the village bathing-pool. While there he meets an old Samoan woman who reports that Alpheim quarreled with his native wife and killed his daughter. This story is corroborated by a girl who says that Elsa Alpheim has not been seen for three days; and that some boys who visited the stere to sell Alpheim a fish were fired upon and forced to run away. McKinley himself has seen this incident through his binoculars.
          

          

For the second time that day, I walked up to that store. The old woman had suggested that I take some men with me. But the Samoans are so excitable in any crisis that you don't know what they'll do.

          
I went around the front way, on the sand. Lamps had been lit in many of the 
fales, and the members of each household were at evening prayers.

          
This time, I made no noise at all.

          
My boots were tied together by the laces, and I had put on a pair of canvas shoes.

          
There was a certain savage humour in the notion that I was about to have dinner with a murderer who fancied that he had outwitted me.

          
Alpheim was sitting in an easychair; he had his back to me. There was a kerosene lamp on the table, and Alpheim was looking through one of the books I'd brought him.

          
The gun was in a corner by the door.

          
I dropped my heavy boots on the verandah, and strolled into the room.

          
Alpheim shot out of the chair and spun round. He still held the book open with his thumb, but he was trembling. He looked straight at my feet, to see how I had come so quietly.

          
“You make me jump!” he cried. He waved the book.

          
“Here is a murder story—and you frighten me like that.”

          
Then he became suspicious.

          
“But you are back already?”

          
“Yes,” I said. “There were some women at the pool.”

          
He gave me a sharp look, and laughed harshly.

          
“When I am young like you the women run from me, not I from them. Come, we have dinner. Do you like fish?”

          
“Why did he ask me that?” I thought.

          
I answered, “Yes. I'm very fond of it. It makes me thirsty, though.”

          
“It is a good way for a man to be,” said Alpheim with a chuckle. And he went out to the kitchen.

          
He had set the table, in the rough



way that a man has, with enamel plates and odds and ends of crockery, such as no woman would wish a guest to see. The milk was in a tin with two holes punched in it, and there was a newly-opened tin of butter with the jagged lid prised up at a sharp angle. You felt that it was likely to fall back again at any moment.

          
Then there were biscuits, salmon, and corned beef—also from tins; boiled taro, baked bananas, and fried breadfruit.

          
When Alpheim came back, he had a coffee-pot in one hand and two plates of fried fish in the other.

          
We started with the fish. (Everything else was cold.)

          
Alpheim ate it with a biscuit in one hand and a fork in the other; it was so hot that he blew on every mouthful.

          
“I get this fish for nothing,” he began. “Some boys come here to ask me do I want to buy it. But I know they only make a 
togafiti (trick). They come to quiz. So I say, ‘
Alu!’”

          
“Or,” I put in, “as they say in America: ‘Scram!’”

          
“Then they say I am 
manumanu (mean), and throw stones on the roof. I get my gun and fire it in the air, and coconuts fall down; and those boys drop the fish and run.”

          
“It was a good fish, anyway,” I said.

          
The man was trying to find out how much I knew.

          
We ate in silence for a while, but every time I looked down at my plate I could feel Alpheim watching me.

          
At last he came straight out with it: “And were you talking to those women at the pool?”

          
“Yes,” I said. “One of them asked me how the Mad One was.”

          
Alpheim grunted, laid down his fork, and proceeded to extract a fishbone from his moustache.

          
“They all think I am mad,” he went on gravely. “It is because I am too clever for them. For ten years I live in Fangaloa, and they all hate me. But this is the only store. They do not like to take their copra in boats to Falefa, because the trader there pays the same price as me.

          
“All day I think. I read a lot. But I am lonely. Now that I get old, I need a son. How is everyone in Apia?”

          
“About the same,” I said.

          
“For three years I do not go there any more. The last time is too much. You like some more coffee? It is Samoan coffee. But I tell you:

          
“One day Svenson comes to take stock. We drink whiskey and talk all night. Next day, a headache. So we finish all the whiskey and take stock. We have roast chicken and a sucking-pig. Then Svenson tells me, ‘Alpheim, why don't you come with me to Apia?’ I wonder has he found a shortage, but no. I do not like to leave the old woman in the store. She gives the Kanakas aitalafu (credit). But I go with Svenson.

          
“We get to Apia, and it is like New York or London. There is a big ship with tourists—people everywhere—so I feel in my pocket for my tie, and put it on. Then I meet Henry Arlington and he says, ‘Hullo, Alpy! When did you come over?' ‘I just get in,’ I tell him. So he says, ‘You're looking fine. When are you going back again?’ I tell him Friday. So we walk up the Beach, and Henry says, ‘Well, how about a drink?’

          
“There are some ladies from the tourist ship. One of the ladies says, ‘What ever is the matter with that old man's arm?’ I am pretending not to hear, but a man with horn spectacles comes up to me and says, ‘Good-day, old-timer!’ And when I stop, the lady takes a picture of my arm.”

          
Instinctively, I looked at Alpheim's arm.

          
“That day,” he said, “I finish. It is the strange people and the ship, like I leave home in when I am eighteen. I think if I go back some time nobody knows me, and the people put me in a circus, in a tent.”

          
He held out that awful arm of his as if he wanted me to bandage it. “Before, I play the violin,” he told me.

          
“Let's have a drink,” I said.

          
He tossed down half a tumblerful.

          
“So,” he went on, “it is too much. I have a drink with Henry. Then I think, ‘I go now to the office and talk with the manager.’ The boys say, ‘Have one more before you go.’ I have it.
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“I wake up in the morning when the sun is high. I wonder where I am. I do not know what day it is. The boys have gone to work. The manager is saying, ‘Where is Alp-heim? Find him!’ So Henry comes to find me. He has a bottle with, him. I have eye-openers on an empty stomach; and I am drunk again. Then Henry goes back to the manager and says, ‘I look everywhere for Alpheim, but I do not find him.’

          
“One night they put me on a boat. I have a life-belt for a pillow. In two minutes, I am fast asleep. I wake up when the engine stops, and I am here. It is like a dream. I leave my coat and tie in Apia. My hat is lost. And the old woman says, ‘Did you bring so-and-so?’ But I forget to buy it, and there is 
faalavelave (trouble). The captain says, ‘Hey, Alpheim! There is a parcel yet.’ Until they open it, I do not know it is a new dress that I buy for Elsa.”

          
We had another gin.

          
“You seem to be very fond of Elsa,” I remarked.

          
Alpheim burst into tears.
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“All right,” he said. “All right! For three days and two nights I have no sleep because of her. I tell you! We fight about the gramophone. I am a lover of good music. I have the best records in Samoa. That day I go to Samamea, to my shed there, to weigh copra. Elsa is by herself. The old woman I kick out before: she has too many natives here.

          
“I send a boy to Falefa to buy needles for the gramophone. At Samamea there is much copra; they are wanting money for the church; and the chiefs talk to me. When I come back it is already late. But I am thinking, ‘Ah, now I have some opera, some string-quartet.’ And I am very happy then.

          
“I come in. I see Elsa and the native boy with all my records on the table. And I say, ‘What have you done?’ Then she begins to cry, ‘Father, it was wound too tight. The spring is broken.’ So I am like a mad man, and the boy flies out the door. There are the needles. But what use are they?

          
“‘You fool,' I tell her. ‘How many times I show you that you wind the gramophone when it is running? Eh?’ I grab her by the dress. And she says, ‘Father, father, it was him!’

          
“ ‘What do you mean in having that Kanaka here?’ I shout at her. And then I think, ‘By God, I wonder if it 
is the spring that they look guilty for?'

          
“I rush over to the gramophone.”

          
Alpheim sprang up and began to re-enact it all.

          
“I have a canvas bag with money in my hand. When I let Elsa go, she runs. ‘A—ah,’ I think, ‘it is a trick. They make a fool of me. They had been on the couch, and now they run away together. All Samoa will laugh at me.’

          
“So I rush after her. She flies to the door there. She is too quick for me. She is outside already. So I throw the bag of money, and I knock her down. Then I am on her like a cat, and drag her back in here by the hair.”

          
He stood there panting, and the shadow of him filled the room.

          
“Yes?” I said.

          
“She screams. She fights. I am too strong for her.”

          
He sat down with his head between his hands.

          
“And afterwards, I think about the gramophone. I try it. It is broken!. It is broken like my heart. I kneel beside her on the floor, and I say, ‘Elsa! Elsa! Please forgive me!’ But there is no answer; so I leave her there.”

          
I noticed that my wristlet-watch was ticking very loudly.

          
“That night I walk the house. I drink pineapple gin. When the Kanakas come to look, I hunt them; and they run like 
pili (a large lizard). I think about the night that she is born, and I am there. I sit beside her bed when she is sick, and hold her hand. I see her when the time is by for her to be a woman, and the boys are there like 
pe'a (flying-foxes) in a mango-tree. Yes, all the years fly back again.”
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“You haven't told me what you did to her,” I said.

          
He groaned.

          
“You look! You look! I do what the Kanakas do.”

          
“Where is she?” I demanded.

          
He pointed to the store.

          
“Give me the key,” I said.

          
He groped into a trouser pocket.

          
“You take the lamp. There is no light.”

          
The store was very dark and stuffy; it smelt of soap, kerosene, and calico. There was a copra sack nailed up to screen the window. I put the lamp down on the counter.

          
Elsa was huddled on a sleeping-mat, face-down, her arms flung up around her head. Beside her was a cheap trade mirror—broken.

          
I unlatched the little gate at one end of the counter.

          
The girl sprang up and bolted into a far corner with her back to me.

          
“Leave me! Go away! Get out!” she moaned.

          
Alpheim had clipped her head all over, like a convict's. Her dark hair lay in coils on a white pillow.

          
“I thought that you were dead,” I stammered, backing out.

          
“I wish I was! I wish I was! If the Samoans see me, they will think it's true.”

          
I realised that she had heard it all. I closed the door and left her there.

          
Alpheim was huddled in an easy-phair, staring stupidly in front of him. He looked very old and haggard. When I put down the lamp he shivered.

          
“You fool!” I said. “You—fool!”

          
He whimpered like a child.

          
“I am her father,” he began.

          
I shut him up by saying, “Listen, Alpheim. To-night you told me that the natives hated you because you were too clever for them. You said that if any man laid hands on Elsa you would blow his brains out. You blubbered over her. And now you shame her; now you treat her like a wanton. Suppose somebody overheard you, some native who knows English. That story will go round the island like a hurricane. For years the natives in this place have waited for a chance to get you; and now the time has come.”

          
He lolled there like a rag doll, open-mouthed.

          
“The shame of it! The shame!”

          
“You should have thought of that before,” I said. “Now look. You can't keep the girl cooped up forever, like a fowl. The Company will want to know why no one can do business in the store, and you'll be emptied out. Where will you go? That boy is sure to have told someone in the village that there was a row that day; he may even say it was because he broke the gramophone. But who'll believe him? No one. And if one native woman gets a glimpse of Elsa's head, she's done for. You know what a shaved head means here: it's the trade-mark of a girl who's misbehaved herself.”

          
Alpheim rocked to and fro.

          
“My pride!” he wailed. “My pride!”

          
“Here,” I told him. “Pour this on your pride.”

          
I shoved a glass of gin into his hand.
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“We've got to get her out of here,” I said. “You know the old saying: ‘A lie is halfway round the world before the truth can get its boots on.’ And if the lie's about a woman—well, God help her! Tell me, has anybody
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seen that girl since you locked her in the store?”

          
“No, no one. They are all too frightened of the gun.”

          
“Right,” I went on. “To-morrow it is Sunday. In the morning, while the natives are at church, I'll borrow a canoe and go across to Musumusu. Then we'll walk to Falefa. Til get Herman Schwartz's car and drive Elsa into Apia. But where shall I take her to?”

          
Alpheim sat up and took notice.

          
“Come,” he said. “We go outside. She hears us here.”

          
We went outside. Alpheim talked rapidly.

          
“She has an aunt in Apia, a Samoan woman married to an overseer at Avolau; but that is far from Apia, in the bush, and Elsa does not like to live there any more than here. She wants all the time to go to Pago Pago, where the big ships come from Honolulu, and there are talking-pictures, and dances with the navy men. I tell her she stays first with her aunt, until her hair grows. Then she goes, maybe, to Pago. Eh?”

          
“All right,” I said. “You tell her now.”

          
I went down to the beach, where I could think.

          
There was a moon. Across the bay, behind the village of Salimu, was a mountain that went straight up in the air. The thatched huts of the village nestled underneath it like chickens underneath a hen. The bay was so calm and still that it looked as if you could have walked across it.

          
I wondered how Alpheim had come to know my name, and where he got that Fairy Prince stuff from. There is nothing more romantic or flattering to one's vanity than the thought that some girl you've never met is keen about you.

          
When I got back to the store, Elsa had made up a bed for me on the couch. The dirty dishes were no longer on the table.

          
“It is settled,” Alpheim said.

          
I undressed and crawled in under the mosquito-net.

          
Next day we got away. We took the best of Alpheim's two canoes. Elsa had made her hair into a plait and wore it underneath a scarf tied tightly on her head. She would not say good-bye to Alpheim.

          
He tried to make a little speech to me. He said, “Good-bye, McKinley. Maybe I never see your face again—”

          
“Oh, that reminds me,” I put in.

          
“I'm going to take that gun of yours.”

          
He handed it to me without another word.

          
We shook hands.

          
Alpheim did not come down to the beach.

          
When we had crossed the bay he was still standing on the front verandah with one hand above his eyes. He waved to us, and I waved back. He turned and went inside.

          
We climbed the steep track that goes up from Musumusu to the wooded promontory on the west side of the bay. I turned to have a last look at the store.

          
The place was locked up, and on fire.

          
“Elsa!” I said. “Look!”

          
Alpheim was paddling a canoe straight out to sea.

          
We ran down through the bush until we came to an open space beside an old chief's tomb. You can see that tomb from any passing ship.

          
I shouted and hallooed, but Alpheim took no notice. So I got out the binoculars and watched him.

          
He sat very straight and stiff, paddling like a machine. He steered a course dead in the centre of the pathway of the sun. I watched him till he was a black speck against the shimmer of the sea and his movements made him look like a beetle of some sort crawling on a burnished tray.

          
“Poor father!” Elsa said.

          
She crossed herself. And I took off my topee.

          
That was the end of Alpheim.

          
“But what happened to the girl?” somebody asked.

          
“She had no aunt at Avolau. I left her at the convent.”

          
McKinley got up and went out of the smoking-room.

          
Nobody spoke a word until he'd gone.

          
Then Crosby said, “You know, I like McKinley, but he's the biggest liar south of the Equator.”

          
That night, when I'd turned in, there was a knock outside my cabin door, and McKinley poked his head around the curtain.

          
“Oh,” I said. “Come in.”

          
I wanted to hear more about the story.

          
But all he said was, “I wondered if you'd ever read this—I just got it back from Crosby; it's not bad.”

          
He handed me a book.

          
“Good-night.”

          
“Thanks,” I said.

          
It was a copy of 
Green Mansions.

          
Written on the flyleaf were three names and a date:
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Elsa McKinley, Apia, 1934.
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The Story So Far:

          

            
McKinley, a constabulary officer, is sent to Fangaloa to confiscate a shotgun with which a trader (Alpheim) has been threatening the natives. Not knowing Alpheim, he endeavours to find out what sort of man he is; but the commanding officer gives curiously guarded answers. At Fangaloa McKinley meets a chief who tells him that he should have brought a gun. This ominous remark is followed by a gunshot from across the bay. McKinley borrows a canoe and reaches the far shore, where a Saraoan boy informs him that the “white man” has gone mad. McKinley walks up to the store alone. Alpheim adopts a hostile attitude, but the astute McKinley overcomes this with peace-offerings of books, eigars and gin. He is then claimed by the eccentrie Alpheim as the Fairy Prince for whom his daughter has been waiting; but there is no sign of the daughter. By playing on McKinley's confidence Alpheim induces him to stay the night. McKinley feels that he can humour his fantastic host, and leaves Alpheim in the store to go down to the village bathing-pool. While there he meets an old Samoan woman who reports that Alpheim quarreled with his native wife and killed his daughter. This story is corroborated by a girl who says that Elsa Alpheim has not been seen for three days; and that some boys who visited the stere to sell Alpheim a fish were fired upon and forced to run away. McKinley himself has seen this incident through his binoculars.
          

          

For the second time that day, I walked up to that store. The old woman had suggested that I take some men with me. But the Samoans are so excitable in any crisis that you don't know what they'll do.

          
I went around the front way, on the sand. Lamps had been lit in many of the 
fales, and the members of each household were at evening prayers.

          
This time, I made no noise at all.

          
My boots were tied together by the laces, and I had put on a pair of canvas shoes.

          
There was a certain savage humour in the notion that I was about to have dinner with a murderer who fancied that he had outwitted me.

          
Alpheim was sitting in an easychair; he had his back to me. There was a kerosene lamp on the table, and Alpheim was looking through one of the books I'd brought him.

          
The gun was in a corner by the door.

          
I dropped my heavy boots on the verandah, and strolled into the room.

          
Alpheim shot out of the chair and spun round. He still held the book open with his thumb, but he was trembling. He looked straight at my feet, to see how I had come so quietly.

          
“You make me jump!” he cried. He waved the book.

          
“Here is a murder story—and you frighten me like that.”

          
Then he became suspicious.

          
“But you are back already?”

          
“Yes,” I said. “There were some women at the pool.”

          
He gave me a sharp look, and laughed harshly.

          
“When I am young like you the women run from me, not I from them. Come, we have dinner. Do you like fish?”

          
“Why did he ask me that?” I thought.

          
I answered, “Yes. I'm very fond of it. It makes me thirsty, though.”

          
“It is a good way for a man to be,” said Alpheim with a chuckle. And he went out to the kitchen.

          
He had set the table, in the rough



way that a man has, with enamel plates and odds and ends of crockery, such as no woman would wish a guest to see. The milk was in a tin with two holes punched in it, and there was a newly-opened tin of butter with the jagged lid prised up at a sharp angle. You felt that it was likely to fall back again at any moment.

          
Then there were biscuits, salmon, and corned beef—also from tins; boiled taro, baked bananas, and fried breadfruit.

          
When Alpheim came back, he had a coffee-pot in one hand and two plates of fried fish in the other.

          
We started with the fish. (Everything else was cold.)

          
Alpheim ate it with a biscuit in one hand and a fork in the other; it was so hot that he blew on every mouthful.

          
“I get this fish for nothing,” he began. “Some boys come here to ask me do I want to buy it. But I know they only make a 
togafiti (trick). They come to quiz. So I say, ‘
Alu!’”

          
“Or,” I put in, “as they say in America: ‘Scram!’”

          
“Then they say I am 
manumanu (mean), and throw stones on the roof. I get my gun and fire it in the air, and coconuts fall down; and those boys drop the fish and run.”

          
“It was a good fish, anyway,” I said.

          
The man was trying to find out how much I knew.

          
We ate in silence for a while, but every time I looked down at my plate I could feel Alpheim watching me.

          
At last he came straight out with it: “And were you talking to those women at the pool?”

          
“Yes,” I said. “One of them asked me how the Mad One was.”

          
Alpheim grunted, laid down his fork, and proceeded to extract a fishbone from his moustache.

          
“They all think I am mad,” he went on gravely. “It is because I am too clever for them. For ten years I live in Fangaloa, and they all hate me. But this is the only store. They do not like to take their copra in boats to Falefa, because the trader there pays the same price as me.

          
“All day I think. I read a lot. But I am lonely. Now that I get old, I need a son. How is everyone in Apia?”

          
“About the same,” I said.

          
“For three years I do not go there any more. The last time is too much. You like some more coffee? It is Samoan coffee. But I tell you:

          
“One day Svenson comes to take stock. We drink whiskey and talk all night. Next day, a headache. So we finish all the whiskey and take stock. We have roast chicken and a sucking-pig. Then Svenson tells me, ‘Alpheim, why don't you come with me to Apia?’ I wonder has he found a shortage, but no. I do not like to leave the old woman in the store. She gives the Kanakas aitalafu (credit). But I go with Svenson.

          
“We get to Apia, and it is like New York or London. There is a big ship with tourists—people everywhere—so I feel in my pocket for my tie, and put it on. Then I meet Henry Arlington and he says, ‘Hullo, Alpy! When did you come over?' ‘I just get in,’ I tell him. So he says, ‘You're looking fine. When are you going back again?’ I tell him Friday. So we walk up the Beach, and Henry says, ‘Well, how about a drink?’

          
“There are some ladies from the tourist ship. One of the ladies says, ‘What ever is the matter with that old man's arm?’ I am pretending not to hear, but a man with horn spectacles comes up to me and says, ‘Good-day, old-timer!’ And when I stop, the lady takes a picture of my arm.”

          
Instinctively, I looked at Alpheim's arm.

          
“That day,” he said, “I finish. It is the strange people and the ship, like I leave home in when I am eighteen. I think if I go back some time nobody knows me, and the people put me in a circus, in a tent.”

          
He held out that awful arm of his as if he wanted me to bandage it. “Before, I play the violin,” he told me.

          
“Let's have a drink,” I said.

          
He tossed down half a tumblerful.

          
“So,” he went on, “it is too much. I have a drink with Henry. Then I think, ‘I go now to the office and talk with the manager.’ The boys say, ‘Have one more before you go.’ I have it.
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“I wake up in the morning when the sun is high. I wonder where I am. I do not know what day it is. The boys have gone to work. The manager is saying, ‘Where is Alp-heim? Find him!’ So Henry comes to find me. He has a bottle with, him. I have eye-openers on an empty stomach; and I am drunk again. Then Henry goes back to the manager and says, ‘I look everywhere for Alpheim, but I do not find him.’

          
“One night they put me on a boat. I have a life-belt for a pillow. In two minutes, I am fast asleep. I wake up when the engine stops, and I am here. It is like a dream. I leave my coat and tie in Apia. My hat is lost. And the old woman says, ‘Did you bring so-and-so?’ But I forget to buy it, and there is 
faalavelave (trouble). The captain says, ‘Hey, Alpheim! There is a parcel yet.’ Until they open it, I do not know it is a new dress that I buy for Elsa.”

          
We had another gin.

          
“You seem to be very fond of Elsa,” I remarked.

          
Alpheim burst into tears.
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“All right,” he said. “All right! For three days and two nights I have no sleep because of her. I tell you! We fight about the gramophone. I am a lover of good music. I have the best records in Samoa. That day I go to Samamea, to my shed there, to weigh copra. Elsa is by herself. The old woman I kick out before: she has too many natives here.

          
“I send a boy to Falefa to buy needles for the gramophone. At Samamea there is much copra; they are wanting money for the church; and the chiefs talk to me. When I come back it is already late. But I am thinking, ‘Ah, now I have some opera, some string-quartet.’ And I am very happy then.

          
“I come in. I see Elsa and the native boy with all my records on the table. And I say, ‘What have you done?’ Then she begins to cry, ‘Father, it was wound too tight. The spring is broken.’ So I am like a mad man, and the boy flies out the door. There are the needles. But what use are they?

          
“‘You fool,' I tell her. ‘How many times I show you that you wind the gramophone when it is running? Eh?’ I grab her by the dress. And she says, ‘Father, father, it was him!’

          
“ ‘What do you mean in having that Kanaka here?’ I shout at her. And then I think, ‘By God, I wonder if it 
is the spring that they look guilty for?'

          
“I rush over to the gramophone.”

          
Alpheim sprang up and began to re-enact it all.

          
“I have a canvas bag with money in my hand. When I let Elsa go, she runs. ‘A—ah,’ I think, ‘it is a trick. They make a fool of me. They had been on the couch, and now they run away together. All Samoa will laugh at me.’

          
“So I rush after her. She flies to the door there. She is too quick for me. She is outside already. So I throw the bag of money, and I knock her down. Then I am on her like a cat, and drag her back in here by the hair.”

          
He stood there panting, and the shadow of him filled the room.

          
“Yes?” I said.

          
“She screams. She fights. I am too strong for her.”

          
He sat down with his head between his hands.

          
“And afterwards, I think about the gramophone. I try it. It is broken!. It is broken like my heart. I kneel beside her on the floor, and I say, ‘Elsa! Elsa! Please forgive me!’ But there is no answer; so I leave her there.”

          
I noticed that my wristlet-watch was ticking very loudly.

          
“That night I walk the house. I drink pineapple gin. When the Kanakas come to look, I hunt them; and they run like 
pili (a large lizard). I think about the night that she is born, and I am there. I sit beside her bed when she is sick, and hold her hand. I see her when the time is by for her to be a woman, and the boys are there like 
pe'a (flying-foxes) in a mango-tree. Yes, all the years fly back again.”
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“You haven't told me what you did to her,” I said.

          
He groaned.

          
“You look! You look! I do what the Kanakas do.”

          
“Where is she?” I demanded.

          
He pointed to the store.

          
“Give me the key,” I said.

          
He groped into a trouser pocket.

          
“You take the lamp. There is no light.”

          
The store was very dark and stuffy; it smelt of soap, kerosene, and calico. There was a copra sack nailed up to screen the window. I put the lamp down on the counter.

          
Elsa was huddled on a sleeping-mat, face-down, her arms flung up around her head. Beside her was a cheap trade mirror—broken.

          
I unlatched the little gate at one end of the counter.

          
The girl sprang up and bolted into a far corner with her back to me.

          
“Leave me! Go away! Get out!” she moaned.

          
Alpheim had clipped her head all over, like a convict's. Her dark hair lay in coils on a white pillow.

          
“I thought that you were dead,” I stammered, backing out.

          
“I wish I was! I wish I was! If the Samoans see me, they will think it's true.”

          
I realised that she had heard it all. I closed the door and left her there.

          
Alpheim was huddled in an easy-phair, staring stupidly in front of him. He looked very old and haggard. When I put down the lamp he shivered.

          
“You fool!” I said. “You—fool!”

          
He whimpered like a child.

          
“I am her father,” he began.

          
I shut him up by saying, “Listen, Alpheim. To-night you told me that the natives hated you because you were too clever for them. You said that if any man laid hands on Elsa you would blow his brains out. You blubbered over her. And now you shame her; now you treat her like a wanton. Suppose somebody overheard you, some native who knows English. That story will go round the island like a hurricane. For years the natives in this place have waited for a chance to get you; and now the time has come.”

          
He lolled there like a rag doll, open-mouthed.

          
“The shame of it! The shame!”

          
“You should have thought of that before,” I said. “Now look. You can't keep the girl cooped up forever, like a fowl. The Company will want to know why no one can do business in the store, and you'll be emptied out. Where will you go? That boy is sure to have told someone in the village that there was a row that day; he may even say it was because he broke the gramophone. But who'll believe him? No one. And if one native woman gets a glimpse of Elsa's head, she's done for. You know what a shaved head means here: it's the trade-mark of a girl who's misbehaved herself.”

          
Alpheim rocked to and fro.

          
“My pride!” he wailed. “My pride!”

          
“Here,” I told him. “Pour this on your pride.”

          
I shoved a glass of gin into his hand.
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“We've got to get her out of here,” I said. “You know the old saying: ‘A lie is halfway round the world before the truth can get its boots on.’ And if the lie's about a woman—well, God help her! Tell me, has anybody
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seen that girl since you locked her in the store?”

          
“No, no one. They are all too frightened of the gun.”

          
“Right,” I went on. “To-morrow it is Sunday. In the morning, while the natives are at church, I'll borrow a canoe and go across to Musumusu. Then we'll walk to Falefa. Til get Herman Schwartz's car and drive Elsa into Apia. But where shall I take her to?”

          
Alpheim sat up and took notice.

          
“Come,” he said. “We go outside. She hears us here.”

          
We went outside. Alpheim talked rapidly.

          
“She has an aunt in Apia, a Samoan woman married to an overseer at Avolau; but that is far from Apia, in the bush, and Elsa does not like to live there any more than here. She wants all the time to go to Pago Pago, where the big ships come from Honolulu, and there are talking-pictures, and dances with the navy men. I tell her she stays first with her aunt, until her hair grows. Then she goes, maybe, to Pago. Eh?”

          
“All right,” I said. “You tell her now.”

          
I went down to the beach, where I could think.

          
There was a moon. Across the bay, behind the village of Salimu, was a mountain that went straight up in the air. The thatched huts of the village nestled underneath it like chickens underneath a hen. The bay was so calm and still that it looked as if you could have walked across it.

          
I wondered how Alpheim had come to know my name, and where he got that Fairy Prince stuff from. There is nothing more romantic or flattering to one's vanity than the thought that some girl you've never met is keen about you.

          
When I got back to the store, Elsa had made up a bed for me on the couch. The dirty dishes were no longer on the table.

          
“It is settled,” Alpheim said.

          
I undressed and crawled in under the mosquito-net.

          
Next day we got away. We took the best of Alpheim's two canoes. Elsa had made her hair into a plait and wore it underneath a scarf tied tightly on her head. She would not say good-bye to Alpheim.

          
He tried to make a little speech to me. He said, “Good-bye, McKinley. Maybe I never see your face again—”

          
“Oh, that reminds me,” I put in.

          
“I'm going to take that gun of yours.”

          
He handed it to me without another word.

          
We shook hands.

          
Alpheim did not come down to the beach.

          
When we had crossed the bay he was still standing on the front verandah with one hand above his eyes. He waved to us, and I waved back. He turned and went inside.

          
We climbed the steep track that goes up from Musumusu to the wooded promontory on the west side of the bay. I turned to have a last look at the store.

          
The place was locked up, and on fire.

          
“Elsa!” I said. “Look!”

          
Alpheim was paddling a canoe straight out to sea.

          
We ran down through the bush until we came to an open space beside an old chief's tomb. You can see that tomb from any passing ship.

          
I shouted and hallooed, but Alpheim took no notice. So I got out the binoculars and watched him.

          
He sat very straight and stiff, paddling like a machine. He steered a course dead in the centre of the pathway of the sun. I watched him till he was a black speck against the shimmer of the sea and his movements made him look like a beetle of some sort crawling on a burnished tray.

          
“Poor father!” Elsa said.

          
She crossed herself. And I took off my topee.

          
That was the end of Alpheim.

          
“But what happened to the girl?” somebody asked.

          
“She had no aunt at Avolau. I left her at the convent.”

          
McKinley got up and went out of the smoking-room.

          
Nobody spoke a word until he'd gone.

          
Then Crosby said, “You know, I like McKinley, but he's the biggest liar south of the Equator.”

          
That night, when I'd turned in, there was a knock outside my cabin door, and McKinley poked his head around the curtain.

          
“Oh,” I said. “Come in.”

          
I wanted to hear more about the story.

          
But all he said was, “I wondered if you'd ever read this—I just got it back from Crosby; it's not bad.”

          
He handed me a book.

          
“Good-night.”

          
“Thanks,” I said.

          
It was a copy of 
Green Mansions.

          
Written on the flyleaf were three names and a date:
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Elsa McKinley, Apia, 1934.
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On the playing fields of the Dominion may be seen many of the employees of the country's largest transport system engaged in the manly sport of cricket.

          
In the capital city a railway cricket club has been in existence for some years, and few, perhaps, fully appreciate the difficulties associated with this and other railway sporting clubs. The membership of these clubs is made up of men employed mainly on shift work, and in consequence, they have not the same opportunities for participation in their favourite recreation as those whose hours of employment are more regular. Nevertheless, the Wellington Railway Cricket Club has, during the past season, been successful in minimising those difficulties and two teams out of three concluded the season with championship honours.

          
Two years ago the Club celebrated its Jubilee with a similar victory. Such success after twenty-five years of patient endeavour is a fitting reward for the tireless efforts of those stalwarts who kindled and kept alight the flame of enthusiasm which is now promising to burn brighter than ever.

          
The performances of the teams during the season just concluded augur well for the future. Although games are, as a rule, not won by individual effort, the following averages will tend to give an indication of the calibre of some of our players:

        

        

          
Batting.

          

            

              

                
	12
                
	361
                
	32.81Innings.
                
	Aggregate Runs.
                
	Average.
              

              

                
	13
                
	608
                
	46.77
              

              

                
	14
                
	406
                
	33.83
              

              

                
	9
                
	303
                
	33.6
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Bowling.

          

            

              

                

                  
	224
                  
	52
                  
	11.34Overs.
                  
	Wickets.
                  
	Average.
                

                

                  
	98
                  
	37
                  
	7.75
                

                

                  
	60
                  
	19
                  
	7.78
                

              

            

            
In addition to playing competitive cricket the Club participated, during the season, in several friendly games, outstanding among which was the game played at Wanganui for the coveted Hayhow Cup. The Club is now the proud holder of that handsome trophy presented by a gracious donor for competition between teams representing the railwaymen of Wanganui and Wellington.

            
The final curtain of a successful season was rung down on Saturday, 1st May, when members and supporters of the Club attended a banquet held at the Empire Hotel.

            
A cordial invitation to join the Club is extended to all members of the Service located in Wellington. Given additional support the coming season can be made an outstanding one in the history of the Club.

          

          
          



            
Mohaka Viaduct—(Cont. from p. 
23)

            
County Council, Mr. C. C. Smith, acting chairman of the Hawke's Bay Cunty Council, Mr. John Wood, engineer-in-chief of the Public Works Department, Mr. A. Dinnie, district engineer, Mr. Newnham, assisting designing engineer, and Mr. G. H. Mackley (General Manager of the New Zealand Railways).

            
The first item on the programme was a welcome by the school children, the ranks of the Raupunga School being swelled by children from surrounding schools. It took the form of hakas depicting the growth of the bridge and the pleasure its completion gave. These were very well done, and were closely watched and appreciated.

          

          

            
Mr. Semple thanks the Builders.

            
Mr. Semple, who was greeted with applause, said that he had felt it incumbent upon him to attend, if only to say to the men who had built the viaduct, “Thank you, and well done, faithful servants.” Making special mention of the engineer in charge of the job, Mr. Haskell, he said that here was a case of a young New Zealander, who had never been out of the country, whose work would compare more than favourably with that of older engineers from other parts of the world. Under him there had been no troubles with the men; Mr. Haskell had merely appealed to the men to work with him. “I have come chiefly to thank them for their wonderful achievement,” he continued, “and I also want to express appreciation of the work of Professor Cull, the designing engineer, Mr. Newnham, the assistant designing engineer, Mr. G. A. Lindell, under whose supervision all the fabricating steel for the work was made, and the foreman of works, Mr. T. Robinson. The Chief Engineer of Public Works, Mr. John Wood, has a mighty task in charge of thousands of men. I am personally proud of the type of man associated with the public works of this country.”

            
Mr. Semple referred to the progress that had been made in the equipment, organisation, accommodation, and the type of work itself, in the last twelve months. In all this Mr. Wood had been the guiding spirit.

            
Not Profit-making.

          

          

            
Not Profit-making.

            
Mr. Semple had displayed great genius for organisation, said the Minister of Railways (the Hon. D. G. Sullivan). He was proud of him as a colleague, because of his vigour. With the young men who have gathered round him he had placed New Zealand on the map, from the point of view of the way in which business was carried out. Mr. Sullivan spoke of the new schedules which would be available with the opening of the line.

            
“There are some people who seem to think that the railways should be run in the same way as any ordinary private business,” said Mr. Sullivan. “We cannot judge the Railway Department on that basis. Railways are necessary for the development of the country, and cannot be looked on from the narrow accountancy sense. If it had been so in the past, the country would not have the population it has to-day. We must look on the railways as a national service. We cannot spend any amount of money on the job. We have to estimate how much we can afford, but we must look on this service as many people do on the education, health, and other services upon which money is spent, as a necessary service, in the production of national wealth.”

          

          

            
Closing Scenes.

            
The Mayors and heads of the surrounding towns and local bodies having added their quota to the general enthusiasm and appreciation of the occasion, Mr. Semple went out on the bridge, and, being handed a hot rivet from the forge, ran it home with a clattering racket and drove home the last spike in the sleepers, finishing a work manually that he had largely pushed along by his personality and personal interest. He was presented with a silver replica of the spike by Mr. Nolan.

            
It is interesting to note that the rail-car arrived driven over the viaduct by Mr. Sullivan himself.
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The railcar which conveyed the Ministerial party for the official opening ceremony, crossing the Mohaka Viaduct.


            

            
Extract from “Evening Post,” 1/7/37.
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The railcar which conveyed the Ministerial party for the official opening ceremony, crossing the Mohaka Viaduct.


            

            
Extract from “Evening Post,” 1/7/37.
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The railcar which conveyed the Ministerial party for the official opening ceremony, crossing the Mohaka Viaduct.


            

            
Extract from “Evening Post,” 1/7/37.
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A New Fairyland

 the “Sounds National Park”
          
        

        
(
By 

Ernest E. Bush, B.A., Dip. Ed.)
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Mt. Talbut from the Hollyford River, Eglinton Valley, South Island, New Zealand.


          

          

Where is it? Only Southerners seem to know. This enchanting fairyland, known topographically as the Eglinton Valley, or, more broadly, as the “Sounds National Park,” comprising, as it will some day, the vast expanse of mountain—and forest-land of Eglinton and Holly-ford Valleys, and the indescribable Sounds and Fiords, with which our West Coast abounds, is situated in the South-West corner of the South Island. Among the many gems of fairyland are places, some better-known than others, as Lakes Te Anau and Manapouri, the beautiful Waiau River, the enchanting Eglinton and Hollyford Valleys, Mt. Howden, and Lake How-den, Mt. Tutoko, Mt. Christina, Lakes Gunn, Fergus and Lochie. These are but a few of the wonderful places to visit.

        

        

          
Marvellous Four-day Cruise.

          
The Railways Department have now the catering for transport to this region. There is the choice of transport by rail and ‘bus, or by ‘bus alone. We chose the former, as providing more variety. The railway—cum—’bus journey is a week-end journey, leaving Dunedin on Friday morning, and returning on Monday night. To my mind this week-end cruise is the most inexpensive holiday offered in New Zealand, by our enterprising Railways Department. These cruises are run I from Dunedin, but this is not essentially the point of departure. Gore, Lumsden, Kingston or Queenstown, Invercargill, Waikaia—any of these points provides easy access to our new-found Wonderland—not, perhaps, so much “new-found,” as newly-adver-tised, for a ‘bus, and, previously, a coach-service from Lumsden inaugurated the trip to Manapouri and Te Anau many years ago, while access to Milford Sound, Martin's Bay, and the hinterland was available by boat.

          
But that it is newly-discovered and advertised is obvious when many people have never heard of Eglinton Valley, and but vaguely know that Lake Te Anau is somewhere in the South Island.

          
The Railways Department provide for the excursionists. One makes the arrangements in the office, and is handed one's ticket, which comprises the railway and ‘bus tickets, and accommodation at the Te Anau Hotel.

          
At the rear of, the Dunedin—Invercargill express, on the Friday morning, a special first-class carriage was attached, for the exclusive use of the excursionists. Thus for the first ninety miles, to Gore, each person surreptitiously eyed the remaining passengers, for were we not all in the next four days to be thrown together, with the common object of getting some fun out of life, and of seeing a beauty spot of New Zealand?

          
So here we were, each of us engaged only with his or her own friends, occasionally advancing a timid remark that may include or be directed towards a stranger. I noticed that at Milton no one seemed to be aware that there were Refreshment Rooms there, so I gathered that probably many of them were strangers, at least to that part of New Zealand, if not to New Zealand generally.

          
So at Clinton, I asked one or two of the elderly ladies if they would like a cup of tea. The magical words, “cup of tea,” spread through the carriage, and soon we men-folk were travelling down the platform, linked in the common obj ect of obtaining tea for ladies.

          
When the train left Clinton, gone was the wondering-atmosphere, and replacing it was general conversation, regarding the prospects of the trip. “By their tongues” we knew them, and I was both delighted and surprised to find that very few of us were New Zealanders—delighted because I had an opportunity of finding out just how New Zealand scenery appealed to folk from overseas and of finding out how our scenery compared with the famous scenic resorts—Switzerland, Denmark, Norway, France, and so on.

          
Arrived at Gore, we had lunch, while our carriage was detached from the express, and added to the local train, for Kingston. Our rail-destination was Lumsden, some miles from Gore. At Lumsden, after a pleasant journey, advancing into the hills, we were met by the ‘bus for Te Anau. By now we were a jolly party, much less reserved, and a spirit of camaraderie prevailed. The formality was lessened by the ‘bus-driver's remark that we were on a holiday-trip to holiday timetable (which, of course, meant no time-table at all), and we were at liberty to ask as many questions as we wished, being assured that they would be answered to the best of his ability (and that ability was considerable). The 'bus-driver deserves a sentence to himself (I mean a “sentence of words”). “Courtesy” was his middle name (I shall not disclose his other name, for he was modest as well). He was at great pains to point out features to us, and described everything fully, even supplying, on request, the meanings of the Maori names. His “visitors-passenger” book revealed, in its comments, that he had been popular with all whom he had driven.

          
So we left Lumsden, on the second stage of our journey. Leaving Lumsden, we saw at first only a hinterland



of mountains, but as we came to the Oreti River (which flows past Invercargill) we could see the valley and plain up which we were to travel, and Mr. Driver pointed out the gap in the mountains that was really Eglinton Valley. Immediately on our left was the Takitimu Range. (History recalls that one of the canoes of the Maori Fleet of 1350 bore that name). Standing out were several peaks, one lovely cone, Mt. Linton, having an interest for southern folk, because from, the south-eastern side the well-known Linton coal was mined.

          
To make the drive, which can become a little monotonous, for there are fifty-two miles, with practically the same scenery ahead all the while—to make the drive more intimate and interesting, Mr. Driver showed us his book of photographs of one of his service trips on this route during a heavy snowfall. The journey, which was for us a matter of hours, was for him at that time one of days. So we were interested in the parts where little episodes of his unforgettable journey had occurred. It speaks well for the service that they attempted to get through at all.
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The Hollyford Gorge, South Island, New Zealand.


          

          
As we j ourneyed on, we could see more clearly the mountains ahead. To the south-west was a beautiful mountain with a singularly appropriate name Titiroa, lying, as it did, a line of chalky mountain, stretching, rather reluctantly it seemed, down to its base. The mountains of Lake Manapouri and Lake Te Anau figured more prominently, and as we proceeded, loomed before us, until it appeared we were almost at their very base.

          
A side road leads to Manapouri, but we went straight on, as Manapouri was reserved for an afternoon trip for us. A little further on, as the road dipped, we saw before us the scene with which in a few days we were to become familiar—Lake Te Anau, with its background of beautiful mountains, bush-covered to the very shore.

          
A turn in the road brought us to the lakeside, and for half-a-mile we revelled in the glory of this mountain-lake, until a more interesting prospect—at that moment—was revealed; the hotel, our home for the next few days. We were greeted and shown to our rooms with just that courtesy and feeling of homeliness that helped to make our holiday so pleasant. Te Anau Hotel has excellent accommodation and fare, to which was added the novelty of sleeping in cubicles. The evening's exploratory walks along the lakeside enlarged that feeling of. peace which this remote spot encouraged.

          
We awoke in the morning to the sound of heavy rain. Our hopes were somewhat dashed—how little did we realise the beauty and freshness that would be revealed to us in the cleansing rain. At 9 a.m. we embarked on our voyage into Fairyland. The lunch was on board, and we were all in merry and expectant mood.

          
For some considerable distance our journey lay along the lakeside, and the pleasing prospect of bush-girt mountain and wind-tossed lake never failed to delight, monotony being relieved by new and more distant hills. Our way lay along a perfect road, newly constructed. At Te Anau Downs Station (which place, before the advent of the highway, had to send its wool by launch to the road-head) the road turns to the right, away from the lake. Passing the Redford Valley we come to the lower reaches of the pretty Eglinton River, hurrying and rushing with its increased volume of water (for it had been raining for some considerable time) to its mouth in Lake Te Anau. Nearer and nearer drew the hills, until we were amongst them, (“Reminds you of Switzerland, doesn't it?” remarked one much-travelled passenger to another equally travelled).

          
On our left was the valley with the river; above that—mountains. On our right—mountains. Covered as they were with bush and forest, these mountains were an interesting and restful prospect. As we advanced into the valley, these mountains contained for us another surprise. Since it had been raining, for a lengthy period (unusual even for the West Coast) constant streams were running from the mountain heights. Numerous cataracts had formed, and some of these waterfalls were very impressive, falling, ribbon-like and like a silvery wraith, for many feet, sometimes a hundred or more. Swollen as they were, the natural falls, which one sees at any time, were even more impressive. And so we realised that the rain was our friend. Each new waterfall evoked exclamations of surprise and wonder.

          
We stopped beside the East branch of the Eglinton, to gaze into the valley. Beside this river, are two tents, surrounded by a low rustic fence, enclosing a garden. The occupant of this lonely habitation is a lady who, for reasons of her own, prefers—or at least seeks—the solitude and beauty of the mountain region to the benefits and pleasures of city life. I rather envied her her mountain home, in its setting of exquisite beauty, and its atmosphere of eternal peace.

          
A little further on we plunged into the real glory of Eglinton—the uncleared land. On our right and on our left rose, tall and straight, the superb mountain-beech. We were in one of New Zealand's pleasantest and delightful vistas, a beech forest. On either side, and up to mountain tops the forest lay. Sometimes a cascade, or a mountain-stream would cleave the panorama. In its unending stretching it was glorious, and in its nearby splendour it was delightful. For some thirty miles we travelled through this fairyland.

          
On and on we travelled. At first we had glimpses of Lake Te Anau through the trees (for this lake—the largest of the lakes of New Zealand)—stretches for forty-four miles). Soon we came upon the emerald set in the hills—beautiful Lake Gunn. Seen through the trees, and through openings, it was a gem of exquisite beauty, in an appropriate
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propriate setting. On our right we came to Lake Fergus, equally beautiful and exquisite. On the distant shore espied rata in its crimson loveliness. Still another lake, Lochie, was there for our delectation. It is impossible to describe adequately these mountain lakes, in their cradles of wooded mountains; one soon descends to the hackneyed and stereotyped phrases and epithets.

          
We were now almost at the head of the Eglinton Valley. A track to the right leads to Lake Howden, and Mount Howden. Time and rain did not allow us to make the ascent. On the saddle between the Eglinton and Hollyford Valleys was our luncheon place. Here are Public Works huts, and here we obtained hot water for our billy. It was unfortunate that it was raining, for it would have been delightful to have sat under the beech trees, beside a mountain stream.

          
We did get out, however, and pluck some blossoms of the radiant ribbon-wood; the cherry-blossoms were much admired by the overseas visitors; the hillside was of beech interspersed with the ribbon-wood.

          
After luncheon, we proceeded into the Hollyford Valley, but here we suffered a slight disappointment, for, owing to a slip on the road, we had to make use of the only turning-point available, about a mile from the end of the road. It was far too wet for us to walk on, as we had still a fifty-four mile drive, and we did not wish to sit in wet clothing. However, we could look down into the Hollyford Valley, though we did not see the river, whose waters are a rich blue.

          
And so we had seen! Our drive back was equally interesting, for we were now viewing the valley from the opposite aspect; besides which, our sense of expectancy was now quite diminished, and we could sate ourselves with the glory we knew lay before us.

          
We arrived back at Te Anau at 5.30, well pleased with our trip. We learnt that the day was the roughest known there for many years, yet we did not in the least regret having gone.

        

        

          
Te Anau and Manapouri.

          
On the next day were provided two excursions—a launch trip on the South Fiord of Te Anau, and a ‘bus trip to Lake Manapouri. At 9.30 a.m. we assembled and embarked on the sturdy little motor vessel, for our sail into another province of the realm of Fairyland. On and on into the mountains we went, turning and twisting as the valley of the fiord delved into the hills. Bush-covered slopes descending to the water's edge, cataracts and waterfalls, mountain peaks—these were the sights to delight the eye. The sun shone and enhanced the glamour of the setting. On the hills rata blossomed in fiery crimson, while the white purity of the ribbonwood shone from the green of, the bush. Photographers were busy, and they were presented with views innumerable. Right to the very end we went, turning in a smooth stretch of water that was the very end of the fiord. Our return was over the same course, and our arrival was timed for I o'clock. For three and a-half hours we revelled in the magic of the scenery of a mountain lake, that would vie with any fiord of Norway.

          
In the afternoon we paid a visit to the Lake of a Hundred Isles, Manapouri. Our course lay along the lovely Waiau, the outlet of Te Anau. This river, running from Te Anau, flows into Lake Manapouri, and out again from the southern shore. Its course lies between hill and forest, and, sparkling in the sunshine of a clear summer day, it is a memorable sight. Our first view of Manapouri was from the eastern shore, and we could see its mountain-enclosed shores stretching away to the west, to lose themselves in the mountains to which they belonged. In the lake were numerous islands, studding the setting as innumerable rare emeralds.

          
James Cowan, the distinguished writer of New Zealand, has given pride of place to Lake Manapouri (Lake of a Hundred Isles we are told is the interpretation of the name). As one walks along the Waiau River, or through the forest of the lakeside, or gazes in awe at the mountains surrounding the lake, one appreciates his sentiments, and understands why he loses his heart so eloquently to this particular lake. For Manapouri is beautiful.

          
There is a spell about these lakes that draws and draws. I felt it, and I am sure many others must have. I am longing and planning for my return to these lakeland gems. One realises that New Zealand has much to offer, but one feels these lakes will rival many of New Zealand's scenic attractions.

          
As with our other journeys, our return lay along the same course. In no case was this a fault, for it did not by any means detract from the glory and splendour of the trip.

          
Thus did we cursorily explore Fairyland. On the morrow, we returned to our starting place—Dunedin.

          
As the ‘bus bore us homewards we cast longing eyes on the beauty that was behind us. The mountains were more real to us now, for we had not only learnt their names, but we had also lived in friendly contact with them. Each member of the party openly stated his or her appreciation of the trip, and, what was a greater test, expressed the intention to return at some other period.

          
For myself, I should like to return in the winter, to see those same mountains in the mantle of ermine. I am told that the winter is by no means severe, as the lake prevents hard frosts; while the road is in such excellent order that car or 'bus can go into the valley with very little risk.

          
I might add that, for those who prefer to camp, there are excellent camping grounds provided, with concrete fireplaces built in.
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Mt. Earnslaw from the Dart River, South Island, New Zealand.


          

          
The Railways and Tourist Departments are to be congratulated on their excellent service to this wonderland, and for their loud voice in opening up this new realm.
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Mt. Talbut from the Hollyford River, Eglinton Valley, South Island, New Zealand.


          

          

Where is it? Only Southerners seem to know. This enchanting fairyland, known topographically as the Eglinton Valley, or, more broadly, as the “Sounds National Park,” comprising, as it will some day, the vast expanse of mountain—and forest-land of Eglinton and Holly-ford Valleys, and the indescribable Sounds and Fiords, with which our West Coast abounds, is situated in the South-West corner of the South Island. Among the many gems of fairyland are places, some better-known than others, as Lakes Te Anau and Manapouri, the beautiful Waiau River, the enchanting Eglinton and Hollyford Valleys, Mt. Howden, and Lake How-den, Mt. Tutoko, Mt. Christina, Lakes Gunn, Fergus and Lochie. These are but a few of the wonderful places to visit.
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Marvellous Four-day Cruise.

          
The Railways Department have now the catering for transport to this region. There is the choice of transport by rail and ‘bus, or by ‘bus alone. We chose the former, as providing more variety. The railway—cum—’bus journey is a week-end journey, leaving Dunedin on Friday morning, and returning on Monday night. To my mind this week-end cruise is the most inexpensive holiday offered in New Zealand, by our enterprising Railways Department. These cruises are run I from Dunedin, but this is not essentially the point of departure. Gore, Lumsden, Kingston or Queenstown, Invercargill, Waikaia—any of these points provides easy access to our new-found Wonderland—not, perhaps, so much “new-found,” as newly-adver-tised, for a ‘bus, and, previously, a coach-service from Lumsden inaugurated the trip to Manapouri and Te Anau many years ago, while access to Milford Sound, Martin's Bay, and the hinterland was available by boat.

          
But that it is newly-discovered and advertised is obvious when many people have never heard of Eglinton Valley, and but vaguely know that Lake Te Anau is somewhere in the South Island.

          
The Railways Department provide for the excursionists. One makes the arrangements in the office, and is handed one's ticket, which comprises the railway and ‘bus tickets, and accommodation at the Te Anau Hotel.

          
At the rear of, the Dunedin—Invercargill express, on the Friday morning, a special first-class carriage was attached, for the exclusive use of the excursionists. Thus for the first ninety miles, to Gore, each person surreptitiously eyed the remaining passengers, for were we not all in the next four days to be thrown together, with the common object of getting some fun out of life, and of seeing a beauty spot of New Zealand?

          
So here we were, each of us engaged only with his or her own friends, occasionally advancing a timid remark that may include or be directed towards a stranger. I noticed that at Milton no one seemed to be aware that there were Refreshment Rooms there, so I gathered that probably many of them were strangers, at least to that part of New Zealand, if not to New Zealand generally.

          
So at Clinton, I asked one or two of the elderly ladies if they would like a cup of tea. The magical words, “cup of tea,” spread through the carriage, and soon we men-folk were travelling down the platform, linked in the common obj ect of obtaining tea for ladies.

          
When the train left Clinton, gone was the wondering-atmosphere, and replacing it was general conversation, regarding the prospects of the trip. “By their tongues” we knew them, and I was both delighted and surprised to find that very few of us were New Zealanders—delighted because I had an opportunity of finding out just how New Zealand scenery appealed to folk from overseas and of finding out how our scenery compared with the famous scenic resorts—Switzerland, Denmark, Norway, France, and so on.

          
Arrived at Gore, we had lunch, while our carriage was detached from the express, and added to the local train, for Kingston. Our rail-destination was Lumsden, some miles from Gore. At Lumsden, after a pleasant journey, advancing into the hills, we were met by the ‘bus for Te Anau. By now we were a jolly party, much less reserved, and a spirit of camaraderie prevailed. The formality was lessened by the ‘bus-driver's remark that we were on a holiday-trip to holiday timetable (which, of course, meant no time-table at all), and we were at liberty to ask as many questions as we wished, being assured that they would be answered to the best of his ability (and that ability was considerable). The 'bus-driver deserves a sentence to himself (I mean a “sentence of words”). “Courtesy” was his middle name (I shall not disclose his other name, for he was modest as well). He was at great pains to point out features to us, and described everything fully, even supplying, on request, the meanings of the Maori names. His “visitors-passenger” book revealed, in its comments, that he had been popular with all whom he had driven.

          
So we left Lumsden, on the second stage of our journey. Leaving Lumsden, we saw at first only a hinterland



of mountains, but as we came to the Oreti River (which flows past Invercargill) we could see the valley and plain up which we were to travel, and Mr. Driver pointed out the gap in the mountains that was really Eglinton Valley. Immediately on our left was the Takitimu Range. (History recalls that one of the canoes of the Maori Fleet of 1350 bore that name). Standing out were several peaks, one lovely cone, Mt. Linton, having an interest for southern folk, because from, the south-eastern side the well-known Linton coal was mined.

          
To make the drive, which can become a little monotonous, for there are fifty-two miles, with practically the same scenery ahead all the while—to make the drive more intimate and interesting, Mr. Driver showed us his book of photographs of one of his service trips on this route during a heavy snowfall. The journey, which was for us a matter of hours, was for him at that time one of days. So we were interested in the parts where little episodes of his unforgettable journey had occurred. It speaks well for the service that they attempted to get through at all.
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The Hollyford Gorge, South Island, New Zealand.


          

          
As we j ourneyed on, we could see more clearly the mountains ahead. To the south-west was a beautiful mountain with a singularly appropriate name Titiroa, lying, as it did, a line of chalky mountain, stretching, rather reluctantly it seemed, down to its base. The mountains of Lake Manapouri and Lake Te Anau figured more prominently, and as we proceeded, loomed before us, until it appeared we were almost at their very base.

          
A side road leads to Manapouri, but we went straight on, as Manapouri was reserved for an afternoon trip for us. A little further on, as the road dipped, we saw before us the scene with which in a few days we were to become familiar—Lake Te Anau, with its background of beautiful mountains, bush-covered to the very shore.

          
A turn in the road brought us to the lakeside, and for half-a-mile we revelled in the glory of this mountain-lake, until a more interesting prospect—at that moment—was revealed; the hotel, our home for the next few days. We were greeted and shown to our rooms with just that courtesy and feeling of homeliness that helped to make our holiday so pleasant. Te Anau Hotel has excellent accommodation and fare, to which was added the novelty of sleeping in cubicles. The evening's exploratory walks along the lakeside enlarged that feeling of. peace which this remote spot encouraged.

          
We awoke in the morning to the sound of heavy rain. Our hopes were somewhat dashed—how little did we realise the beauty and freshness that would be revealed to us in the cleansing rain. At 9 a.m. we embarked on our voyage into Fairyland. The lunch was on board, and we were all in merry and expectant mood.

          
For some considerable distance our journey lay along the lakeside, and the pleasing prospect of bush-girt mountain and wind-tossed lake never failed to delight, monotony being relieved by new and more distant hills. Our way lay along a perfect road, newly constructed. At Te Anau Downs Station (which place, before the advent of the highway, had to send its wool by launch to the road-head) the road turns to the right, away from the lake. Passing the Redford Valley we come to the lower reaches of the pretty Eglinton River, hurrying and rushing with its increased volume of water (for it had been raining for some considerable time) to its mouth in Lake Te Anau. Nearer and nearer drew the hills, until we were amongst them, (“Reminds you of Switzerland, doesn't it?” remarked one much-travelled passenger to another equally travelled).

          
On our left was the valley with the river; above that—mountains. On our right—mountains. Covered as they were with bush and forest, these mountains were an interesting and restful prospect. As we advanced into the valley, these mountains contained for us another surprise. Since it had been raining, for a lengthy period (unusual even for the West Coast) constant streams were running from the mountain heights. Numerous cataracts had formed, and some of these waterfalls were very impressive, falling, ribbon-like and like a silvery wraith, for many feet, sometimes a hundred or more. Swollen as they were, the natural falls, which one sees at any time, were even more impressive. And so we realised that the rain was our friend. Each new waterfall evoked exclamations of surprise and wonder.

          
We stopped beside the East branch of the Eglinton, to gaze into the valley. Beside this river, are two tents, surrounded by a low rustic fence, enclosing a garden. The occupant of this lonely habitation is a lady who, for reasons of her own, prefers—or at least seeks—the solitude and beauty of the mountain region to the benefits and pleasures of city life. I rather envied her her mountain home, in its setting of exquisite beauty, and its atmosphere of eternal peace.

          
A little further on we plunged into the real glory of Eglinton—the uncleared land. On our right and on our left rose, tall and straight, the superb mountain-beech. We were in one of New Zealand's pleasantest and delightful vistas, a beech forest. On either side, and up to mountain tops the forest lay. Sometimes a cascade, or a mountain-stream would cleave the panorama. In its unending stretching it was glorious, and in its nearby splendour it was delightful. For some thirty miles we travelled through this fairyland.

          
On and on we travelled. At first we had glimpses of Lake Te Anau through the trees (for this lake—the largest of the lakes of New Zealand)—stretches for forty-four miles). Soon we came upon the emerald set in the hills—beautiful Lake Gunn. Seen through the trees, and through openings, it was a gem of exquisite beauty, in an appropriate
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propriate setting. On our right we came to Lake Fergus, equally beautiful and exquisite. On the distant shore espied rata in its crimson loveliness. Still another lake, Lochie, was there for our delectation. It is impossible to describe adequately these mountain lakes, in their cradles of wooded mountains; one soon descends to the hackneyed and stereotyped phrases and epithets.

          
We were now almost at the head of the Eglinton Valley. A track to the right leads to Lake Howden, and Mount Howden. Time and rain did not allow us to make the ascent. On the saddle between the Eglinton and Hollyford Valleys was our luncheon place. Here are Public Works huts, and here we obtained hot water for our billy. It was unfortunate that it was raining, for it would have been delightful to have sat under the beech trees, beside a mountain stream.

          
We did get out, however, and pluck some blossoms of the radiant ribbon-wood; the cherry-blossoms were much admired by the overseas visitors; the hillside was of beech interspersed with the ribbon-wood.

          
After luncheon, we proceeded into the Hollyford Valley, but here we suffered a slight disappointment, for, owing to a slip on the road, we had to make use of the only turning-point available, about a mile from the end of the road. It was far too wet for us to walk on, as we had still a fifty-four mile drive, and we did not wish to sit in wet clothing. However, we could look down into the Hollyford Valley, though we did not see the river, whose waters are a rich blue.

          
And so we had seen! Our drive back was equally interesting, for we were now viewing the valley from the opposite aspect; besides which, our sense of expectancy was now quite diminished, and we could sate ourselves with the glory we knew lay before us.

          
We arrived back at Te Anau at 5.30, well pleased with our trip. We learnt that the day was the roughest known there for many years, yet we did not in the least regret having gone.
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Te Anau and Manapouri.

          
On the next day were provided two excursions—a launch trip on the South Fiord of Te Anau, and a ‘bus trip to Lake Manapouri. At 9.30 a.m. we assembled and embarked on the sturdy little motor vessel, for our sail into another province of the realm of Fairyland. On and on into the mountains we went, turning and twisting as the valley of the fiord delved into the hills. Bush-covered slopes descending to the water's edge, cataracts and waterfalls, mountain peaks—these were the sights to delight the eye. The sun shone and enhanced the glamour of the setting. On the hills rata blossomed in fiery crimson, while the white purity of the ribbonwood shone from the green of, the bush. Photographers were busy, and they were presented with views innumerable. Right to the very end we went, turning in a smooth stretch of water that was the very end of the fiord. Our return was over the same course, and our arrival was timed for I o'clock. For three and a-half hours we revelled in the magic of the scenery of a mountain lake, that would vie with any fiord of Norway.

          
In the afternoon we paid a visit to the Lake of a Hundred Isles, Manapouri. Our course lay along the lovely Waiau, the outlet of Te Anau. This river, running from Te Anau, flows into Lake Manapouri, and out again from the southern shore. Its course lies between hill and forest, and, sparkling in the sunshine of a clear summer day, it is a memorable sight. Our first view of Manapouri was from the eastern shore, and we could see its mountain-enclosed shores stretching away to the west, to lose themselves in the mountains to which they belonged. In the lake were numerous islands, studding the setting as innumerable rare emeralds.

          
James Cowan, the distinguished writer of New Zealand, has given pride of place to Lake Manapouri (Lake of a Hundred Isles we are told is the interpretation of the name). As one walks along the Waiau River, or through the forest of the lakeside, or gazes in awe at the mountains surrounding the lake, one appreciates his sentiments, and understands why he loses his heart so eloquently to this particular lake. For Manapouri is beautiful.

          
There is a spell about these lakes that draws and draws. I felt it, and I am sure many others must have. I am longing and planning for my return to these lakeland gems. One realises that New Zealand has much to offer, but one feels these lakes will rival many of New Zealand's scenic attractions.

          
As with our other journeys, our return lay along the same course. In no case was this a fault, for it did not by any means detract from the glory and splendour of the trip.

          
Thus did we cursorily explore Fairyland. On the morrow, we returned to our starting place—Dunedin.

          
As the ‘bus bore us homewards we cast longing eyes on the beauty that was behind us. The mountains were more real to us now, for we had not only learnt their names, but we had also lived in friendly contact with them. Each member of the party openly stated his or her appreciation of the trip, and, what was a greater test, expressed the intention to return at some other period.

          
For myself, I should like to return in the winter, to see those same mountains in the mantle of ermine. I am told that the winter is by no means severe, as the lake prevents hard frosts; while the road is in such excellent order that car or 'bus can go into the valley with very little risk.

          
I might add that, for those who prefer to camp, there are excellent camping grounds provided, with concrete fireplaces built in.
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Mt. Earnslaw from the Dart River, South Island, New Zealand.


          

          
The Railways and Tourist Departments are to be congratulated on their excellent service to this wonderland, and for their loud voice in opening up this new realm.
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New Zealand Erse
        

        

          

            
The Unseen Joys.
          

          
I know that the warmth of Heaven's bright sun gives fragrance to the rose,

          
That stately lilies bow their heads to the softest wind that blows;

          
I hear the notes of the songbird making music in the trees,

          
Keeping rhythm with the branches as they rustle in the breeze.

          
I have savoured the scent of the warm damp earth and touched the morning dew,

          
And know the feel of my garden flowers of every shape and hue;

          
I know the sunset glories when the wild harsh storm has gone,

          
And the shrill call of the wildfowl as they wing towards the dawn.

          
I love to hear the children, their laughter and their play;

          
I have heard a baby crooning and a tender mother pray;

          
I know the joy of a fond embrace and the warmth of a soft love kiss,

          
These joys of the world are still all mine—there's none that I'd care to miss.

          
So what care I for the world's mad noise or the crowds that go rushing by;

          
I would rather sit on a rock-bound coast and list to the sea birds cry,

          
And feel the urge of the mighty waves as they roll in their majesty;

          
And thank the Lord for the Joys He has given—the Joys I cannot see.

          
—H. F. Titchener.

          
New Zealand Institute for the Blind, Parnell, Auckland.

          
This is the prize-winning verse in the competition announced over 
1Zb. The entries, although very large in number, were rather disappointing in quality. Rules of rhyme and scansion must be reasonably adhered to if verse is to have value.—[Ed.]

          
* * *

        

        

          

            
Running Water.
          

          
Through the steep wooded valley clear it sings,

          
Leaping and gliding as it flows along,

          
Tender its crooning to all tender things Strong-voiced to lusty strong.

          
Cascading water shot with rainbow light,

          
Soft-slipping shadows where the burn trout lies,

          
Ever and ever, endless day and night, Voices of music rise.

          
What have you caught and held, to give again,

          
Oh, running water, by great mountains fed,

          
Patter on myriad leaves of summer rain,

          
The shy fawn's velvet tread.

          
Flutter of countless wings when dusk descends,

          
Morn—and the fluting tui's liquid call,

          
Whisper of breeze that soft the treetops bend;

          
Your heart has heard them all.

          
The mighty roll of thunder o'er the hill,

          
The roaring storm wind through the forest call;

          
Then, in the silence when his voice is still,

          
The old tree-giant fall.

          
The great stag's voice that bells the quiet night,

          
Wild rain that floods your breast and none can staunch,

          
And the grim warning from the mountain height

          
Of falling avalanche.

          
Leaping and gliding, singing endlessly, All this it hears, yet one thing never knows;

          
Oh, water running to the far-off sea—The silence of repose.

          
—A. Bowyer Poynter.

          
* * *

        

        

          

            
Suburban Picture Theatre.
          

          
In docile numbers, placidly, we sit,

          
With loosely folded hands and resting feet,

          
While for a quickened period we are quit

          
Of kitchen, door and wall in narrow street.

          
Of lines of washing, very often soiled By smoke from fact'ry chimneys much too near.

          
The quarries and the markets where we toiled

          
At last are gone, and now our eyes are clear.

          
To witness Beauty in a hundred ways Unfold before us. And we who have seen

          
The endless dun procession of the days Now see the joys and follies of a queen.

          
And, soon forgetful of our confining walls,

          
Behold in rapture terraces and trees, And marbled palaces and lofty halls, And lovely swaying women—all of these.

          
Bring to our world a world we cannot know.

          
Adds to the grey a scarlet and a gold.

          
Flashes of fire in realm of ice and snow—

          
These were our dreams before our dreams grew old.

          
Who then shall blame us if too oft we sit

          
With loosely folded hands and resting feet,

          
If, for a quickened period we are quit

          
Of kitchen, door and wall in narrow street? —Isobel Andrews.

          
* * *

        

        

          

            
Old Love, New Love.
          

          
I built my heart a temple, a temple for my new love

          
All set with stately candlesticks to light the evening gloom.

          
I swung the golden censers high and kneeling at the altar,

          
I waited for my love to come in that brave empty room.

          
I built my heart a temple, a temple for my new love

          
But through the silence white and cold, the little dew wet feet

          
Of my old love came running, there, above the gleaming altar

          
Her wild, wild eyes looked out at me, so strange, and dark and sweet.

          
I built my heart a temple, a temple for my new love

          
I laid my choicest lilies there to give her grave delight.

          
But when the morning blossomed pale their loveliness lay withered

          
And but a wild wet woodflower glimmered coldly on my sight.

          
—A. J. Diprose.
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Among the Books

 A Literary Page or Two
          
        

        
(
By “

Shibli Bagarag.”)

        

          

There is a young Wellington free lance enthusiast who has worked with quiet persistence over the last several years in the interests of the younger school of writers. He is Noel Hoggard, the indefatigable editor and publisher of “Spilt Ink.” With the most limited of funds, with the meanest of printing equipment (and I am sure Hoggard will not object to the adjective) he has pursued his course of assisting, by publicity and words of kind encouragement, the younger school of writers. In the first place the journal appeared in typescript form, then per medium of the shaky battered letters of a small printing plant that was possibly as old as our oldest resident. Once Hoggard was driven by force of circumstance to Upper Hutt. Here he discovered a possibly older plant. It reminded me in its type of the “Upper Hutt Independant,” published for many years by another indominitable printer, Angus McCurdy. Possibly it was the identical outfit. A few months ago “Spilt Ink” came out in more elaborate form. Still the crazy printing but still an interesting journal with the best of ideals—help for others. In fact I am sure that if ever Hoggard were forced to Ward Island he would produce a stone-age edition carved on rocks hewn from the rugged cliffs. It appears, however, that “Spilt Ink” is to have a new future under a new name. I hear that on the 20th of this month it will be published by a new printing plant under thq title of “The New Triad.” If this is so I suggest that it is up to everyone interested in writing in New Zealand to send along a subscription (3/- per annum) to the “Times” Building, Wellington, the headquarters of the new enterprise. I think that you will agree that Noel Hoggard deserves it.

          
* * *

          
For four weeks recently I was compelled to rely on the Sydney press for my daily news. I must confess that with the exception of the “Herald” I care neither for the quality of their news nor its manner of presentation. The Sydney newspapers appear to be composed of 50% of advertising, 25% of sporting news, 15% of sensation, and 10% of solid news. The last-mentioned is the most difficult to locate. And yet the Sydney public rush these papers and buy them by the hundred thousands every day. They think nothing of buying three or four editions in the one afternoon. I much prefer our own New Zealand press. This is not parochial prejudice, for it is admitted by world travellers that dailies such as the Christchurch “Press” and Auckland “Herald” and Wellington “Post” would be hard to improve on in any part of the world. Another thing that annoyed me in Sydney was the almost entire absence of New Zealand news. Over a period of four weeks the only New Zealand items I could find referred to such things as the Napier Hospital Inquiry, a half column about a scientific marriage bureau being established in the Dominion, and a half column about the New Zealand Government. This paucity of New Zealand news in the Sydney press is a constant source of annoyance to New Zealanders, and I am told there are 20,000 of them there.

          
In the latest number of “Art in New Zealand” is one of the most beautiful poems I have read from a New Zealand writer. It is entitled “The Poet” and the author is Mr. J. R. Hervey, of Christchurch. In awarding it first prize in the poem competition, the editor of the magazine commends it to those grown weary of “gracious trivialities.” Here are two verses—

          
He is not darkened by their idle rage, Whose feet espouse the perfect pilgrimage—

          
His tears anoint the way of beauty's birth,

          
While men throw dice and chatter round the earth.

          
He's pledged to wonder and to fantasy—

          
The cliffs of contemplation and her sea

          
Command him, and the dark, insistent wings

          
Of fancy speed him to immortal springs.

          
The poem holds all that “Art and New Zealand” is pledged to, and has worked so earnestly to give us in picture, poetry or prose during its several years of existence.
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As promised I am including in this issue the second of two recipes of interest to book and print collectors. This one will interest those of a botanical mind. It must be remembered that these methods are of ancient vintage as is evident from the flowing copperplate in which they were written when discovered by me. Here then is the method of “taking impressions of plants”:—

          
Take the green plant and spread it out upon paper, in such a manner as to display the proper character of the plant in the best manner that a plain surface will admit; then place it between the leaves of a book and leave it under a weight for some days. When it has become stiff and dry take it out and with a camel-hair pencil smear the whole of it with Indian ink; turn the painted side down upon a clean piece of paper which has been
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sponged with water at the back. Place a few leaves of paper upon it, and again leave it under a weight for about half an hour. In this manner impressions of plants may be taken which will have a soft and beautiful effect, and will characterize the plant with a degree of force not often observed in engravings. Care should be taken that the ink be not used so plentifully as to make the impression too black, or to press out beyond the limits of the specimen. Any slight deficiencies which appear may be applied with a pencil. It has been usually recommended to use a printer's ball and ink for taking impressions; but the effect in this way is not superior, the difficulty of managing the process is increased, and the conveniences required are not easily attainable.

          
* * *

        

        

          

Reviews.

          
“Mac's Memories,” by Dr. G. H. Cunningham (A. H. and A. W. Reed, Dunedin and Wellington), is the life story of a gallant gentleman, the late Squadron Leader McGregor. The book should have a big sale for three reasons. It is an authoritative account, written by a personal friend of one of our air heroes, it is a vivid and intensely interesting story, and, finally, all profits from the sale will be paid to the McGregor Memorial Fund for the support of the wife and family. In the opening pages the author gives an appealing personal picture of “Mac” with a word as to his parents and grandparents, “typical Scottish fighting stock.” Then he goes on to' trace his flying life, his experiences as a war pilot, his experiences in pioneer flying in this country, the story of the great international air race and finally “Mac's” part in commercial aviation in New Zealand. The book is interestingly illustrated and is published in two editions, one at 7/6 and a de luxe edition, signed by the author, at 20/-.
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“Mr. Jelly's Business,” by Arthur W. Upfield (Angus and Robertson, Sydney), should appeal to lovers of detective thrillers, even those whose tastes are catered for by the best English and Continental detective writers. If you have read “Wings above Diamantina” by the same author you will remember the appealing figure of Detective-Inspector Bonaparte, a half-caste sleuth. He appears once more in this latest book and in his very best form. “Bony's” part in this highly exciting story will place him as an enduring figure in your gallery of fiction detectives.

          
* * *

          
“The Glory Box Mystery,” by G. W. Wicking (Angus and Robertson, Sydney), also proves that these Australian writers can turn out detective fiction well up to the standard of other countries. A customer at a big furnishing emporium in Melbourne buys a glory box and in it is discovered the body of a partner in the firm. Here's where Detective Greenwood, a sleuth of bulldog tenacity, gets busy. Altogether there are three murders to unravel making things particularly enthralling for the reader.

          
* * *

          
“Everlasting Hurricane,” by R. W. Coulter (Angus and Robertson, Sydney), is an adventure-charged story concerning two escapees from New Caledonia. They escape from their island prison during a hurricane. The vivid descriptive powers of the author, particularly during the sea scenes, are reminiscent of Joseph Conrad. His is a somewhat new and arresting style. The love story of Peter Craig, one of the escapees, and Anne, the daughter of the master of an island schooner, completes the plot of this powerful romantic novel.

          
* * *

        

        

          

Shibli Listens in.

          
The New Zealand Ex Libris Society has decided to issue another of its artistic brochures.

          
John Barr, formerly of Wellington, is still an active and popular figure in the free lance world in Sydney. He contributes a weekly page, “The Shanty on the Rise” to “The World's News.”
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Lost So Much Fat


Friends Did Not Know Him

        
They knew him as a big man, weighing 17 stone 10 lbs. When they saw him again—a man of 12 stone 12 lbs.—they did not recognise him. 68 lbs. makes a lot of difference. Read how he rid himself of that excess poundage:—

        
“In one year I have succeeded in reducing myself from 17 stone 10 lbs. to 12 stone 12 lbs., largely by the regular use of Kruschen Salts. Friends who have not seen me in the intervening period fail to recognise me. I have dropped weight without any revolution of diet. I felt no weakness while losing weight; on the contrary, I became rapidly able to support physical strain such as would have been quite beyond me before taking Kruschen.”—L.G.M.G.

        
Kruschen keeps the system free from harmful toxins, it helps to re-establish normal and proper body functioning-it keeps you feeling fine and fit all the time. Energetic activity takes the place of sluggish indolence, whilst you lose excess fat gradually and without discomfort.

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

        
Free lance writers and cartoonists will be interested to know that “The Bulletin” is particularly keen on New Zealand contributions.

        
New Zealand journalists are holding down many of the more important newspaper jobs in Sydney.

        

          

[image: ]
        

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 12, Issue 5 (August 2, 1937)

Football Facts And Fancies





        

          
            

              
Football Facts And Fancies
            
          
        

        
(
Perpetrated and Illustrated by 

Ken Alexander.)

        

          
A Springbokian Spruik.

          

It is safe to say that New Zealand has donned psychological shorts and a spiritual football jersey. Its heart is a palpitating leather oval and its metaphysical feet are stowed in the studded boots of the modern Mercury whose motto is “a kick in time saves nine.” The thunder of the gods in acrimonious altercation on Olympus is as the growling of baby bears when compared with the exhortatory emotiveness of the champions of our leather-lambasters.

          
For national honour has been challenged by the sons of the sprightly Springbok. The shade of the mighty moa has risen from osseous extinction to crow a clarion cry of defiance over the field of football. Estimating one moa to equal three Springbok forwards, this ought to mollify our morale and take some of the spring out of the Springbok.

        

        

          
Patriotic Patter.

          
National pride, tradition, patriotism, demand that New Zealand uphold, with foot and mouth, the pride and prowess of all All-Blacks, past, present and yet on the bottle.

          
Patriotism! There are more brands of this superlative sentiment than there are of breakfast foods, psychology, floor-cleaners, peace-panaceas and ladies' head-gear. The chief patriotisms are national, territorial, parochial, local and personal. Their expression may be through shirts or shorts, jamborees or jerseys, killings or kilts, cheers or cheese, batter or butter. The Eskimo's emblem may be a frozen fish, the Hottentot's the tom-tom's tintinnabulation, the American's the Statue of Liberty or the statistics of lubra-cancy, the English, Commerce recumbent on a field of soccer; the French a franc frisky on the Bourse; the German and Italian, shirts and shouts— and so on ad noiseous.

          
Parochial patriotism may centre round the village petrol pump, personal patriotism may fructify in pumpkins or progeny, piano-playing or pigs.

        

        

          
Pig-skin Patriotism.

          
For patriotism is pride and pride, like ivy and adenoids, cannot prosper without something upon which to fasten. Thus it is that, within the mild oleaginous skin of Farmer Filigree's superlative porker, there reposes the fierce patriotism of a sturdy son of the soil. Unwitting of the torch of one man's faith and pride she bears this unconscious porkine patriot exhibiting her unblemished bodywork at agricultural shows—a champion and—yea!—the champion of one man's personal patriotism.

        

        

          
Pride of Progeny.

          
And thus, also, doth little Sebastian—all unsuspecting—keep alight within the tempestuous temple of his torso, the torch of parental patriotism. Neighbours may avidly favour the application of torches (or even blowlamps) to little Sebastian's exterior, but there are two beings who see within him the unflickering flame of their joint faith and pride—patriotism!

        

        

          
Pumpkins and Passion.

          
There are lesser men who give expression to the pride of place and possession in gargantuan growths above and below the soil. A colossal carrot or a preternatural pumpkin may mean to them what the “fleur de lys” means to Joan of Arc or a well-aimed lump of English soil meant to Queen Boa-dicea—patriotism! Just Patriotism! Something upon which to fasten the pangs of faith, something to exemplify personal pride, something of which to say, “Alone I grew it,” or “
My child,” “
My country,” “
My pumpkin”!
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A husky, healthy human sentiment—unless it grows aggressive and seeks to manifest itself in feats of arms. To cultivate a pumpkin that is kin to a pump in size and aquosity is a harmless development of ego, but to burst the said pumpkin over your neighbour's dome because he can't see in it the white flame of a splendid ideal is tantamount to an attack of the woofits.

        

        
        



          
Football for Peace.

          
But, as a vehicle for transporting passionate patriotism hither and whence, as a valve for blowing off the surplus steam of pride, football is supreme. By the time a game is ended in friendly mud, blood and bruises, the only sentient sentiment left is the desire to park the personal pronoun on something deep and downy.

          
If football were more plentiful than diplomacy there would be less war. It has been asserted that Waterloo was won on the playing fields of Eton. It's a great pity it wasn't. Had it been decided by football instead of cannon ball, by warm leather instead of cold steel, by booting instead of shooting, the face of History might have grown less grim. A report of the game might have read like this:

        

        

          
History at Eton.

          
“A hard, but clean and friendly game was played on the Playing Fields of Eton between The Iron Duke's Own and Bonaparte's Battlers. The Iron Duke's men looked fit and determined, but Bonaparte's battlers appeared slightly stale after a long campaign on the football fields of Europe. Bonaparte kicked off with the wind behind him and the Battlers opened with a smart attack by the front rankers. But the Duke's team remained steady and defended with deadly tackling and kicking. After fifteen minutes of stubborn attack Bonaparte snapped up the ball at half way and made a smart dash for the Iron Duke's line but was smartly grounded by Blucher. At half time there was no score. In the second half the Iron Duke's red jerseys attacked with spirit and ‘the thin red line’ proved irresistible. Bonaparte's Battlers played determinedly but were out-manoeuvred by the Duke's men. Two minutes before the final whistle the Iron Duke received the ball out of the ruck and dived over the line. The try was converted by the redoubtable Blucher and a spectacular game ended in a win for the home team by five points. The crowd surged onto the ground and, amidst the wildest enthusiasm carried both the Iron Duke and Bonaparte shoulder-high off the field. At a convivial gathering in the evening the Duke toasted the Battlers and complimented them on a splendidly sporting exhibition. Bonaparte, replying, said that the better team had won but he hoped that next year his Battlers would be able to reverse the decision. A happy evening terminated with a chorus of ‘ On the ball,’ sung to the combined tunes of ‘Rule Britannia’ and ‘The Marseillaise.’”
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There you are! If this had been thus, Bonaparte, instead of dying on St. Helena, might have lived to play at Olympia.

        

        

          
Geneva Without Bitters.

          
If the only battle-fields were football fields, Nationalism, Patriotism and all the other “isms” that simmer in the souls of nations, would be dissipated in the inspiration and perspiration of the football field. The League of Nations would be a referee's retreat, Geneva would be a place where nations could kick as much as they liked and no harm done. Stalin's Ogpushers and the Hitler-Mussolini fifteen would decide their differences and achieve their goals with boot and ball instead of blood and broil. All would be well with the world, and there would be no bitters in Geneva.

        

        

          
Africa Calling.

          
This is the spirit in which we gird up our slacks, tighten our kicking-straps and prepare to defend our patriotism against the friendly invasion of the Springbokian sprinters and seventeen-stoners. In our secret places, where the religion of Rugby is practised as a holy rite, the flawless flower of our football fields are pushing down brick walls, tackling charging steam-rollers, practising the cult of celerity in all its branches and generally preparing to defend our honour and glory with the oragious oval of bull's skin. There will be no moaning at the bar if we go down to Davy Jones. But there will be much “shouting” and tossing of the tocsin should we prove that we are even better than we suspected. “Up boys and at 'em!”
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A Springbokian Spruik.
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Variety In Brief
        

        
I was interested to read in a recent issue of the “Railways Magazine,” in O. N. Gillespie's article “A Cluster of Jewels,” that the settlement of Car-lysle still exists near Patea. Carlysle was the original name for the settlement there and later as the town developed away from the river, the name was changed and for a time, Carlysle went out of existence. It is appropriate that the name has been revived now that a few baches have been built there.

        
Quite a number of towns have changed their names, among which are Waitara, near New Plymouth, which was originally named Raleigh.

        
Petone also was formerly known as Britannia and, incidentally, this settlement antedated Wellington by a few years. Should Hutt and Petone boroughs combine under the new legislation, Britannia might prove a suitable name for the combined city. This would constitute an interesting historical link and would solve the difficulty of local jealousy fighting against the city having the name of either borough. If the amalgamation takes place in Coronation year, the name would be doubly appropriate.—Katiti.

        
* * *

        
In her article on Central Otago, “Old Days of Gold,” in the June “Railways Magazine,” “Robin Hyde” asks if any town, or townlet, in New Zealand, apart from Arrowtown, still depends on oil lamps as the sole means of street illumination. There is at least one other such town, and this also is in Otago. This is the town of Naseby, which lies in the shadow of the Kaka-nui Range to the north of the vast Maniototo plain. Electricity has not yet reached the Maniototo, and Naseby, for long proud of being the principal town of the county (an honour it held until 1936), upheld its dignity by illuminating its streets with oil lamps, and these are still in use. It is anticipated that electricity will be through to the Maniototo in two years' time, and when that happens Arrow-town may then have the distinction of being the only town in the Dominion where oil lamps are so used. It is interesting to note, in passing, that much of the paving and channelling laid down in the gold-digging era is still doing good service in Naseby streets.—C.H.F.

        
* * *

        
In a recent issue of the “Railways Magazine,” under the heading “Variety in Brief,” a writer, C.R.G., commenting on the report of the dates of the opening of the several sections of the Kaipara Railway, “finds it difficult to understand why such a piecemeal method was followed in the opening stages of our railways.”

        
Possibly I could throw some light on the subject.

        
“1875, October 29th, Helensville—Kumeu Railway opened” should read Helensville — Riverhead Railway opened.

        
The distance from Kumeu to River-head is about three miles, and was connected from Riverhead to Auckland by a small steamer, running to a regular timetable, to suit the trains.

        
On the completion of the railway, Kumeu—Henderson in July 1881, thus giving railway connection between Auckland and Helensville, the portion Kumeu—Riverhead, being no longer required, was taken up.—J.W.

        
* * *

        
The early locomotives attached to Wellington's first stations were painted green, picked out with thin black, white and red lines. Several of the smaller engines had names. Those I remember were “Belmont,” “Eel,” “Tui” and “Carrickfergus.” The first named was sold to the Manawatu Railway Co., and I believe was afterwards purchased for the Sandon railway. After leaving Lambton, the line kept close to the road now called Thorndon Quay. There was just room for the railway between the road and the sea. The Thorndon reclamation was not done till about 1883.

        
Maori passengers were much more in evidence in proportion to the pake-ha in the early days of Lambton Station. Their knowledge of English was not very good. Smoking on or about the platform was strictly prohibited. For the enlightenment of Maori travellers a large painted sign was hung from the roof of the station verandah. It bore these words: “Kaua i Kai paipa Kei Konei” (no food for the pipe at this place). I often wonder where that historic sign went to.—A.P.G.
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Our Women's Section

 Timely Notes and Useful Hints
          
        

        

          
By 

Helen.
        

        

          

            
Holidays In Winter?
          

          

            
“
Oh, no!” said Meriel. “Jim and I could easily get away for a few days now, but we prefer to add it on to our annual leave and have that in the good weather.”

            
I looked at Meriel. Her hair had lost some of its gloss—in fact her whole personality was lacking in its usual shine. I thought of Jim, who had just been dashing out to an evening meeting as I arrived. Jim was one of the “lean kine,” but to me, who had not seen him for several months, he looked too fine-drawn. I said as much to Meriel.

            
“Oh, do you think so? Of course, seeing him every day I can hardly notice it. He's been working too hard lately though—overtime, and that Secretaryship. Perhaps a break would be a good idea.”

            
Meriel is a sensible girl. She and Jim left last night for a short visit to Jim's parents. They'll come back refreshed, both of them. They'll have long, lazy days of do-as-you please in a home where breakfast in bed (real breakfast, not tea and toast) is a prerogative of guests; where, in winter, huge log fires are set and may be lit in early morning if one pleases; where the car is at one's service.

            
Jim will laze for a day or two, and then get his father out on the links for as much golf as the weather permits. Meriel will get up late, have long, comfy chats with her mother-in-law, read those books she has had by her for months. In the evenings there will be talk, with the party gathered round the fireside at home or in the home of an old friend.

            
Even if they stay for only a week, Meriel and Jim will come back keyed up, mentally and physically, for the rest of the winter.

            
Of course, they're exceptionally lucky in having such an ideal home to go to. But anyone who can manage a change of scene (and people) for even a short time in the middle of winter, should do so. Otherwise, there is the possibility of being so rundown at the end of the year that the annual holiday is enjoyed only towards its close.

          

          

            
Planning a Party.

            
Whether you are having a few friends to bridge, planning your parents' golden wedding or giving a birthday-party for the young son or daughter, your duties as caterer and organiser may tire you so much that you are unfit for your duties as hostess. Try not to let this happen. The best safeguard is planning—planning well in advance.

            
List your guests, trying to ensure that they will prove congenial; if a large party is planned check your seating accommodation, card tables, cutlery and crockery, making sure that you will have enough (your own, or borrowed) for your peace of mind and the comfort of your guests.

            
Have your invitations out well in advance. The planning of entertainment is fairly simple (if not, books to aid harassed hostesses can be procured) and should be decided early. Any necessary “properties,” such as cards, scorers, pencils, copies of competitions, apparatus for games, musical or elocutional performers, should be procured, or arranged for, at an early date.

            
Most hostesses' thoughts centre on supper. Plan your menu, and any extra dishes (or drinks) to be served during the evening. Write it out, check up again on necessary crockery, glasses, sweet-dishes, etc. List the food ingredients necessary.
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Sweets (of the confectionery kind), drinks and some of the foodstuffs (e.g., meringues) can be arranged for days in advance. If cakes are to be bought, matters are much simplified, but the preparation of a home-cooked supper need not be irksome. Your ingredients are already in the house. Sponge cakes for trifles, biscuits and cakes that last well, can be made two or three days beforehand. Remember to lay in necessary stocks of tinned goods (fruits, asparagus, etc.). Have nuts ready shelled for cooking or decorating purposes.

            
Most of the cooking can be done the day before, leaving for the day itself a few special dishes, the arranging of savouries and the cutting of sandwiches (with bread bought ready sliced).

            
The household cleaning has, of course, also been planned, leaving little to do, except dusting and arranging of flowers, on the day of the party.

            
The unruffled hostess, who obviously enjoys her own party, is the one who has planned everything so well in advance that all the worries have been overcome before the day.

          

          

            
Heel-less Bed Socks.

            
We women like bed-socks, or hot-water bags in winter. How about the men-folk? I think they'd rather give in to bed-socks than to hot-water bags. So, sister, wife or mother, if you have a cold-footed man in your home, get out your knitting-needles, even if you are not very good with them, and knit him a pair of heel-less bed-socks (which fit any size of foot) by the following simple pattern.

            
Materials required: Four ounces of four-ply wool; four No. 6 knitting needles with points at each end.

            
Cast on 48 st., 16 on each of 3 needles. Work, in rounds, in rib of k. 3, and p. 1 (i.e., 1st row k. 3, p. 1; 2nd row p. 3, k. 1), until 2 inches are worked.

            


            
In the next round, make the holes for the draw cord as follows: 
* k. 2, wool forward, k. 2 together, repeat from 
* to the end of the round.

            
Work again in the rib until the work measures 20 inches from the commencement.

            
Then work the remainder in plain knitting, shaping the toe as follows:

            
1st Round.—K. 2 together at the beginning of each needle.

            
Knit 2 rounds plain.

            
Repeat these 3 rounds until only 24 st. remain. Run a thread through these st. and fasten off very securely.

            
With the wool, crochet a length of ch. and thread it through the holes at the top of the sock. Finish off each end of the ch. with a small tassel.

          

          

            
The Swing of Dance Frocks.

            
Dance frocks lose none of their charm—and styles are so adaptable. You can emphasise your good points (a slim waist, graceful shoulders or a good back) and disguise your bad ones (if you admit to any).

            
First of all—waists. The Empire waist flatters slimness—and can give an illusion of it. Bare shoulders are demure above a dropped shoulder line, or sophisticated with a low decolletage. Shoulder straps are not conservative. Cross them, or have two on each side, clipping together at the shoulder line.

            
Some backs are best hidden. A charming frock I saw, in lace, had a definitely high neckline and swathed shoulders. Another smart fashion is the slit back.

            
Some backless gowns are so-“less” that one is surprised to find anything at the front.

            
Don't forget the dinner-suit in broadcloth or taffeta or what-you-will with crisp or gleaming vest—ideal for a cocktail party, for diner-a-deux, and on to a dance. The skirt will be slim, swinging a little to the hem, and slit for free movement.

            
I like junior frocks, for instance one with a front panel gradually losing itself in its own widening, and with the skirt widening with it to a swirl; short sleeves, puffed high.

            
If you catch your heel in your frock, the rip probably won't show, as more and more fulness is creeping into dance-frocks. The sway of them is accentuated by banding at the hem-line. Some filmy materials are tiered.

          

        

        

          

            
Health Notes.


Winter Chills.
          

          
This is the season of the year when the battalion of colds, coughs and influenza marches upon us. It finds some of us unprepared to withstand the onslaught, and we become victims through our own thoughtlessness. We have not attempted to build up resistance against the enemy. We have not even worn suitable clothing (warm but not stuffy), and most emphatically, we have not been tempted to exercise as much as possible out of doors. Perhaps, too, we have not maintained proper personal hygiene. We have not realised the importance of keeping away from infected persons—unless duty has ordained otherwise—and, if we are prone to infecton, even from hot stuffy rooms and crowded buildings.

          
Now that we have succumbed, we find it not so easy to regain our normal health. The heavy head, dry throat and cold shivery feeling all combine in causing a feeling of depression. We find nothing more comforting than a hot bottle and “so to bed” (with a hot water bottle). The next item on the programme is plenty of hot drinks—water or milk to which has been added a teaspoon of baking soda, or a lemon drink. This treatment should break up the cold. If, however, the infection is severe, it is necessary to keep to your bed for at least two or three days.

          
We do not realise how selfish it is not to take the necessary precautions to keep fit. We feel aggrieved because we have the heavy head, dry throat and shivery feelings, but it should be the one waiting on us who should feel aggrieved. What about the time devoted to preparing special drinks and milk foods, which are so often accepted grudgingly?

          
Another important point, do not hesitate about cancelling social engagements if suffering from a cold. Don't think how meticulous you are in fufilling your obligations, but consider what a source of danger you would be to a person prone to infection. For instance, the inconvenience caused by the postponement of a game of bridge is infinitesimal compared with the wrecking of a friend's health.

        

        

          

            
The Breath.
          

          
Breath daintiness is an essential attribute of a charming woman.

          
A disagreeable breath means internal disorders or decaying teeth, diseased gums or trouble in the region of the throat or mouth.

          
Brush the teeth after every meal. Rinse the mouth with half a glass of water in which a pinch of carbonate of soda has been dissolved. An ordinary salt mouth wash is very cleansing too. If necessary, rinse the mouth two or three times a day, otherwise a precautionary once a day would suffice.

          
We often light-heartedly read the advertisements depicting the handicaps of those afflicted with disagreeable breath, but it never occurs to us that we could be a source of annoyance to our friends in that direction.

          
If the affliction is not cured by these simple measures, then a call on a doctor is absolutely necessary, in order to find out the root of the trouble. No one should look on this trouble as a minor affliction.

        

        

          

            
Home Notes.
          

          

            
Home-made Cleaner.

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

            

Method: Dissolve Lux in boiling water. Then add crushed sandsoap and stir well.

          

          

            
Home-made Floor Polish.

            
One-quarter lb. beeswax, 1 oz. white soap, 1 pint turpentine, 1 pint boiled water.

            

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

          

          

            
To Clean Brooms and Household Brushes.

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

          

        

        

          

Recipes.

          

            
Savouries.

            
Four kidneys, 1 teaspoon each flour, onion, sauce, lump butter, bacon.

            
Mince kidneys, bacon and onion and stew gently with other ingredients in about three tablespoons of cold water. Serve on hot buttered toast.
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Tomato Cheese.

            
Three tablespoons grated cheese, II tablespoons tomato sauce, 1 oz. butter, cayenne and salt.

            
Melt the butter in a saucepan, add tomato sauce, then cheese. Mix well, add seasoning. When very hot pour on fried croutons or pieces of toast.

          

          

            
Cheese and Olive Savouries.

            
Six olives, 1 egg, plain biscuits, 1 tablespoon grated cheese, curry powder, salt and pepper.

            
Chop up olives with grated cheese, salt and pepper and a touch of curry powder. Mix all together with a tightly boiled egg and pile on plain biscuits. Garnish with slices of olives.

          

        

        

          

            
Better Than Bought Soaps.
          

          

            
Here is an easy way of saving ten shillings on every 20lbs. of soap that you use. The only ingredients required are 5lbs. fat and a 2s. 3d. packet of “Soap-save”—the wonder soapmaker. Add to one gallon water as directed on packet, and you have approximately 20lbs. of the finest household soap. In fact, a correspondent from Auckland states: “I have found soap made with Soapsave better than a great number of bought laundry soaps.” It not only lathers easily but protects delicate colours. It is also pleasantly perfumed. If unable to obtain “Soap-save” from your local store, send postal note and grocer's name to A. Murdoch & Co., Manufacturing Chemists, Dunedin.—A.M.C

          

          

            
Sardine Fingers.

            
Roll out pastry and cut into fingers. Place a small or half sardine on each piece of pastry, season with salt and pepper, cover with another piece of pastry and cook in quick oven.

          

          

            
Savoury Cream Puffs.

            
Very small cream puff cases filled with whipped cream flavoured with grated cheese and chopped parsley.
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Sandwich Recipes.
          

          

            
Asparagus Sandwiches.

            
Use the tips of either fresh or tinned asparagus. The tips should be removed from the coarse stems, the pulp beaten up and salt and pepper added. This mixture should then be spread on slices of thin buttered bread.

          

          

            
Beetroot and Egg Sandwiches.

            
Boil an egg hard, then crush up the yolk with a little grated cheese. Chop up three or four slices of cooked beetroot, quite small. Add it to the cheese and egg. Season with a pinch of salt. Then spread the mixture between thinly-cut bread and butter.

          

          

            
Celery and Walnut Sandwiches.

            
Select young shoots of celery and peel the walnuts. Have about equal quantities of both ingredients and chop them fairly fine. Then mix them into a paste by the addition of a little cream. Spread thickly on the buttered bread.

          

          

            
Curry Powder and Egg Sandwiches.

            
Boil an egg until it is hard; then mix in a small amount of dry curry powder and bind the two ingredients with butter.
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Fruit Sandwiches.

            
Peel and core an apple and pear; then chop fairly fine. Mix with the fruit some castor sugar and use this as a filling between slices of brown bread and butter.

          

          

            
Parsley Sandwiches.

            
Wash some parsley, pick off the fresh leaves and chop them fine. Then mix this evenly with butter and a squeeze of lemon juice. Spread this on thin slices of bread.

            
The experienced married lady who, when asked to reveal the secret of how to manage a husband tersely replied, “feed the brute.” Evidently believes that the way to a man's heart is via his tummy. But there's “another way,” as the cookery books have it. What about smoking? Wives who hate and detest tobacco, and there are still some who won't allow their husbands to smoke — at any rate in the house—make a great mistake. The wise wife knows full well what the weed can do and how under its beneficient influence irritability and temper generally vanish. Therefore, ladies, “feed the brute” if you like, but let him smoke when—and where—he will, and all will be well. Get him to smoke one or other of the famous toasted blends, Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Cavendish, Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold. They have a most delicious flavour and a beautiful aroma and are very pure because toasting eliminates the nicotine as nothing else does or can. These are the only toasted tobaccos manufactured.
*
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Holidays In Winter?
          

          

            
“
Oh, no!” said Meriel. “Jim and I could easily get away for a few days now, but we prefer to add it on to our annual leave and have that in the good weather.”

            
I looked at Meriel. Her hair had lost some of its gloss—in fact her whole personality was lacking in its usual shine. I thought of Jim, who had just been dashing out to an evening meeting as I arrived. Jim was one of the “lean kine,” but to me, who had not seen him for several months, he looked too fine-drawn. I said as much to Meriel.

            
“Oh, do you think so? Of course, seeing him every day I can hardly notice it. He's been working too hard lately though—overtime, and that Secretaryship. Perhaps a break would be a good idea.”

            
Meriel is a sensible girl. She and Jim left last night for a short visit to Jim's parents. They'll come back refreshed, both of them. They'll have long, lazy days of do-as-you please in a home where breakfast in bed (real breakfast, not tea and toast) is a prerogative of guests; where, in winter, huge log fires are set and may be lit in early morning if one pleases; where the car is at one's service.

            
Jim will laze for a day or two, and then get his father out on the links for as much golf as the weather permits. Meriel will get up late, have long, comfy chats with her mother-in-law, read those books she has had by her for months. In the evenings there will be talk, with the party gathered round the fireside at home or in the home of an old friend.

            
Even if they stay for only a week, Meriel and Jim will come back keyed up, mentally and physically, for the rest of the winter.

            
Of course, they're exceptionally lucky in having such an ideal home to go to. But anyone who can manage a change of scene (and people) for even a short time in the middle of winter, should do so. Otherwise, there is the possibility of being so rundown at the end of the year that the annual holiday is enjoyed only towards its close.

          

          

            
Planning a Party.

            
Whether you are having a few friends to bridge, planning your parents' golden wedding or giving a birthday-party for the young son or daughter, your duties as caterer and organiser may tire you so much that you are unfit for your duties as hostess. Try not to let this happen. The best safeguard is planning—planning well in advance.

            
List your guests, trying to ensure that they will prove congenial; if a large party is planned check your seating accommodation, card tables, cutlery and crockery, making sure that you will have enough (your own, or borrowed) for your peace of mind and the comfort of your guests.

            
Have your invitations out well in advance. The planning of entertainment is fairly simple (if not, books to aid harassed hostesses can be procured) and should be decided early. Any necessary “properties,” such as cards, scorers, pencils, copies of competitions, apparatus for games, musical or elocutional performers, should be procured, or arranged for, at an early date.

            
Most hostesses' thoughts centre on supper. Plan your menu, and any extra dishes (or drinks) to be served during the evening. Write it out, check up again on necessary crockery, glasses, sweet-dishes, etc. List the food ingredients necessary.
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Sweets (of the confectionery kind), drinks and some of the foodstuffs (e.g., meringues) can be arranged for days in advance. If cakes are to be bought, matters are much simplified, but the preparation of a home-cooked supper need not be irksome. Your ingredients are already in the house. Sponge cakes for trifles, biscuits and cakes that last well, can be made two or three days beforehand. Remember to lay in necessary stocks of tinned goods (fruits, asparagus, etc.). Have nuts ready shelled for cooking or decorating purposes.

            
Most of the cooking can be done the day before, leaving for the day itself a few special dishes, the arranging of savouries and the cutting of sandwiches (with bread bought ready sliced).

            
The household cleaning has, of course, also been planned, leaving little to do, except dusting and arranging of flowers, on the day of the party.

            
The unruffled hostess, who obviously enjoys her own party, is the one who has planned everything so well in advance that all the worries have been overcome before the day.

          

          

            
Heel-less Bed Socks.

            
We women like bed-socks, or hot-water bags in winter. How about the men-folk? I think they'd rather give in to bed-socks than to hot-water bags. So, sister, wife or mother, if you have a cold-footed man in your home, get out your knitting-needles, even if you are not very good with them, and knit him a pair of heel-less bed-socks (which fit any size of foot) by the following simple pattern.

            
Materials required: Four ounces of four-ply wool; four No. 6 knitting needles with points at each end.

            
Cast on 48 st., 16 on each of 3 needles. Work, in rounds, in rib of k. 3, and p. 1 (i.e., 1st row k. 3, p. 1; 2nd row p. 3, k. 1), until 2 inches are worked.

            


            
In the next round, make the holes for the draw cord as follows: 
* k. 2, wool forward, k. 2 together, repeat from 
* to the end of the round.

            
Work again in the rib until the work measures 20 inches from the commencement.

            
Then work the remainder in plain knitting, shaping the toe as follows:

            
1st Round.—K. 2 together at the beginning of each needle.

            
Knit 2 rounds plain.

            
Repeat these 3 rounds until only 24 st. remain. Run a thread through these st. and fasten off very securely.

            
With the wool, crochet a length of ch. and thread it through the holes at the top of the sock. Finish off each end of the ch. with a small tassel.

          

          

            
The Swing of Dance Frocks.

            
Dance frocks lose none of their charm—and styles are so adaptable. You can emphasise your good points (a slim waist, graceful shoulders or a good back) and disguise your bad ones (if you admit to any).

            
First of all—waists. The Empire waist flatters slimness—and can give an illusion of it. Bare shoulders are demure above a dropped shoulder line, or sophisticated with a low decolletage. Shoulder straps are not conservative. Cross them, or have two on each side, clipping together at the shoulder line.

            
Some backs are best hidden. A charming frock I saw, in lace, had a definitely high neckline and swathed shoulders. Another smart fashion is the slit back.

            
Some backless gowns are so-“less” that one is surprised to find anything at the front.

            
Don't forget the dinner-suit in broadcloth or taffeta or what-you-will with crisp or gleaming vest—ideal for a cocktail party, for diner-a-deux, and on to a dance. The skirt will be slim, swinging a little to the hem, and slit for free movement.

            
I like junior frocks, for instance one with a front panel gradually losing itself in its own widening, and with the skirt widening with it to a swirl; short sleeves, puffed high.

            
If you catch your heel in your frock, the rip probably won't show, as more and more fulness is creeping into dance-frocks. The sway of them is accentuated by banding at the hem-line. Some filmy materials are tiered.
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Whether you are having a few friends to bridge, planning your parents' golden wedding or giving a birthday-party for the young son or daughter, your duties as caterer and organiser may tire you so much that you are unfit for your duties as hostess. Try not to let this happen. The best safeguard is planning—planning well in advance.
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Have your invitations out well in advance. The planning of entertainment is fairly simple (if not, books to aid harassed hostesses can be procured) and should be decided early. Any necessary “properties,” such as cards, scorers, pencils, copies of competitions, apparatus for games, musical or elocutional performers, should be procured, or arranged for, at an early date.
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Sweets (of the confectionery kind), drinks and some of the foodstuffs (e.g., meringues) can be arranged for days in advance. If cakes are to be bought, matters are much simplified, but the preparation of a home-cooked supper need not be irksome. Your ingredients are already in the house. Sponge cakes for trifles, biscuits and cakes that last well, can be made two or three days beforehand. Remember to lay in necessary stocks of tinned goods (fruits, asparagus, etc.). Have nuts ready shelled for cooking or decorating purposes.
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The household cleaning has, of course, also been planned, leaving little to do, except dusting and arranging of flowers, on the day of the party.
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We women like bed-socks, or hot-water bags in winter. How about the men-folk? I think they'd rather give in to bed-socks than to hot-water bags. So, sister, wife or mother, if you have a cold-footed man in your home, get out your knitting-needles, even if you are not very good with them, and knit him a pair of heel-less bed-socks (which fit any size of foot) by the following simple pattern.

            
Materials required: Four ounces of four-ply wool; four No. 6 knitting needles with points at each end.

            
Cast on 48 st., 16 on each of 3 needles. Work, in rounds, in rib of k. 3, and p. 1 (i.e., 1st row k. 3, p. 1; 2nd row p. 3, k. 1), until 2 inches are worked.

            


            
In the next round, make the holes for the draw cord as follows: 
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The Swing of Dance Frocks.

            
Dance frocks lose none of their charm—and styles are so adaptable. You can emphasise your good points (a slim waist, graceful shoulders or a good back) and disguise your bad ones (if you admit to any).

            
First of all—waists. The Empire waist flatters slimness—and can give an illusion of it. Bare shoulders are demure above a dropped shoulder line, or sophisticated with a low decolletage. Shoulder straps are not conservative. Cross them, or have two on each side, clipping together at the shoulder line.

            
Some backs are best hidden. A charming frock I saw, in lace, had a definitely high neckline and swathed shoulders. Another smart fashion is the slit back.

            
Some backless gowns are so-“less” that one is surprised to find anything at the front.

            
Don't forget the dinner-suit in broadcloth or taffeta or what-you-will with crisp or gleaming vest—ideal for a cocktail party, for diner-a-deux, and on to a dance. The skirt will be slim, swinging a little to the hem, and slit for free movement.

            
I like junior frocks, for instance one with a front panel gradually losing itself in its own widening, and with the skirt widening with it to a swirl; short sleeves, puffed high.

            
If you catch your heel in your frock, the rip probably won't show, as more and more fulness is creeping into dance-frocks. The sway of them is accentuated by banding at the hem-line. Some filmy materials are tiered.
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Health Notes.


Winter Chills.
          

          
This is the season of the year when the battalion of colds, coughs and influenza marches upon us. It finds some of us unprepared to withstand the onslaught, and we become victims through our own thoughtlessness. We have not attempted to build up resistance against the enemy. We have not even worn suitable clothing (warm but not stuffy), and most emphatically, we have not been tempted to exercise as much as possible out of doors. Perhaps, too, we have not maintained proper personal hygiene. We have not realised the importance of keeping away from infected persons—unless duty has ordained otherwise—and, if we are prone to infecton, even from hot stuffy rooms and crowded buildings.

          
Now that we have succumbed, we find it not so easy to regain our normal health. The heavy head, dry throat and cold shivery feeling all combine in causing a feeling of depression. We find nothing more comforting than a hot bottle and “so to bed” (with a hot water bottle). The next item on the programme is plenty of hot drinks—water or milk to which has been added a teaspoon of baking soda, or a lemon drink. This treatment should break up the cold. If, however, the infection is severe, it is necessary to keep to your bed for at least two or three days.

          
We do not realise how selfish it is not to take the necessary precautions to keep fit. We feel aggrieved because we have the heavy head, dry throat and shivery feelings, but it should be the one waiting on us who should feel aggrieved. What about the time devoted to preparing special drinks and milk foods, which are so often accepted grudgingly?

          
Another important point, do not hesitate about cancelling social engagements if suffering from a cold. Don't think how meticulous you are in fufilling your obligations, but consider what a source of danger you would be to a person prone to infection. For instance, the inconvenience caused by the postponement of a game of bridge is infinitesimal compared with the wrecking of a friend's health.
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The Breath.
          

          
Breath daintiness is an essential attribute of a charming woman.

          
A disagreeable breath means internal disorders or decaying teeth, diseased gums or trouble in the region of the throat or mouth.

          
Brush the teeth after every meal. Rinse the mouth with half a glass of water in which a pinch of carbonate of soda has been dissolved. An ordinary salt mouth wash is very cleansing too. If necessary, rinse the mouth two or three times a day, otherwise a precautionary once a day would suffice.

          
We often light-heartedly read the advertisements depicting the handicaps of those afflicted with disagreeable breath, but it never occurs to us that we could be a source of annoyance to our friends in that direction.

          
If the affliction is not cured by these simple measures, then a call on a doctor is absolutely necessary, in order to find out the root of the trouble. No one should look on this trouble as a minor affliction.
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Home Notes.
          

          

            
Home-made Cleaner.

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

            

Method: Dissolve Lux in boiling water. Then add crushed sandsoap and stir well.

          

          

            
Home-made Floor Polish.

            
One-quarter lb. beeswax, 1 oz. white soap, 1 pint turpentine, 1 pint boiled water.

            

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

          

          

            
To Clean Brooms and Household Brushes.

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

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

          

            
Savouries.

            
Four kidneys, 1 teaspoon each flour, onion, sauce, lump butter, bacon.

            
Mince kidneys, bacon and onion and stew gently with other ingredients in about three tablespoons of cold water. Serve on hot buttered toast.
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Tomato Cheese.

            
Three tablespoons grated cheese, II tablespoons tomato sauce, 1 oz. butter, cayenne and salt.

            
Melt the butter in a saucepan, add tomato sauce, then cheese. Mix well, add seasoning. When very hot pour on fried croutons or pieces of toast.

          

          

            
Cheese and Olive Savouries.

            
Six olives, 1 egg, plain biscuits, 1 tablespoon grated cheese, curry powder, salt and pepper.

            
Chop up olives with grated cheese, salt and pepper and a touch of curry powder. Mix all together with a tightly boiled egg and pile on plain biscuits. Garnish with slices of olives.
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Tomato Cheese.

            
Three tablespoons grated cheese, II tablespoons tomato sauce, 1 oz. butter, cayenne and salt.

            
Melt the butter in a saucepan, add tomato sauce, then cheese. Mix well, add seasoning. When very hot pour on fried croutons or pieces of toast.
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Cheese and Olive Savouries.

            
Six olives, 1 egg, plain biscuits, 1 tablespoon grated cheese, curry powder, salt and pepper.

            
Chop up olives with grated cheese, salt and pepper and a touch of curry powder. Mix all together with a tightly boiled egg and pile on plain biscuits. Garnish with slices of olives.
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Better Than Bought Soaps.
          

          

            
Here is an easy way of saving ten shillings on every 20lbs. of soap that you use. The only ingredients required are 5lbs. fat and a 2s. 3d. packet of “Soap-save”—the wonder soapmaker. Add to one gallon water as directed on packet, and you have approximately 20lbs. of the finest household soap. In fact, a correspondent from Auckland states: “I have found soap made with Soapsave better than a great number of bought laundry soaps.” It not only lathers easily but protects delicate colours. It is also pleasantly perfumed. If unable to obtain “Soap-save” from your local store, send postal note and grocer's name to A. Murdoch & Co., Manufacturing Chemists, Dunedin.—A.M.C

          

          

            
Sardine Fingers.

            
Roll out pastry and cut into fingers. Place a small or half sardine on each piece of pastry, season with salt and pepper, cover with another piece of pastry and cook in quick oven.

          

          

            
Savoury Cream Puffs.

            
Very small cream puff cases filled with whipped cream flavoured with grated cheese and chopped parsley.
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Sandwich Recipes.
          

          

            
Asparagus Sandwiches.

            
Use the tips of either fresh or tinned asparagus. The tips should be removed from the coarse stems, the pulp beaten up and salt and pepper added. This mixture should then be spread on slices of thin buttered bread.

          

          

            
Beetroot and Egg Sandwiches.

            
Boil an egg hard, then crush up the yolk with a little grated cheese. Chop up three or four slices of cooked beetroot, quite small. Add it to the cheese and egg. Season with a pinch of salt. Then spread the mixture between thinly-cut bread and butter.

          

          

            
Celery and Walnut Sandwiches.

            
Select young shoots of celery and peel the walnuts. Have about equal quantities of both ingredients and chop them fairly fine. Then mix them into a paste by the addition of a little cream. Spread thickly on the buttered bread.

          

          

            
Curry Powder and Egg Sandwiches.

            
Boil an egg until it is hard; then mix in a small amount of dry curry powder and bind the two ingredients with butter.
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Fruit Sandwiches.

            
Peel and core an apple and pear; then chop fairly fine. Mix with the fruit some castor sugar and use this as a filling between slices of brown bread and butter.

          

          

            
Parsley Sandwiches.

            
Wash some parsley, pick off the fresh leaves and chop them fine. Then mix this evenly with butter and a squeeze of lemon juice. Spread this on thin slices of bread.

            
The experienced married lady who, when asked to reveal the secret of how to manage a husband tersely replied, “feed the brute.” Evidently believes that the way to a man's heart is via his tummy. But there's “another way,” as the cookery books have it. What about smoking? Wives who hate and detest tobacco, and there are still some who won't allow their husbands to smoke — at any rate in the house—make a great mistake. The wise wife knows full well what the weed can do and how under its beneficient influence irritability and temper generally vanish. Therefore, ladies, “feed the brute” if you like, but let him smoke when—and where—he will, and all will be well. Get him to smoke one or other of the famous toasted blends, Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Cavendish, Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold. They have a most delicious flavour and a beautiful aroma and are very pure because toasting eliminates the nicotine as nothing else does or can. These are the only toasted tobaccos manufactured.
*
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Pictures Of New Zealand Life


The Navy At Waireka.
        

        
(
By 

Tangiwai.)

        

          

News of the death in Auckland recently of an old acquaintance, Mr. George H. Powley, veteran of the Royal Navy, set me looking up some of my notes about H.M.S. Niger, the ship of his fighting youth. The name of the Niger is a notable one in our New Zealand story. She was a squarerigged craft with steam power, and she was a most useful vessel in the West Coast service when the first Taranaki war called for the frequent shipping of British soldiers from the Manukau to New Plymouth. Her captain, Peter Cracroft, was a sailor of the traditional bluff, downright school who won the hearts of the Taranaki settlers by his dashing capture in 1860 of the Maori 
pa at Kaipopo, above the Waireka beach, a few miles south of New Plymouth. The soldiers had marched back to camp from the battlefield, leaving the outnumbered settlers to fight it out, and Cracroft came in with his bluejackets from the Niger just in time to get the “embattled farmers” out of an awkward fix.

          
On that thrilling day in New Plymouth's history there were several lads serving in the Niger who had signed on in New Zealand. One of them was George Powley. He was not in the party that stormed the Maori 
pa, but he was one of the six young sailors selected by Captain Cracroft to carry the war-flag captured there when it was presented to Governor Gore Browne at Auckland, as a trophy of the battle.

        

        

          
The Ballad of the Nigers.

          
There was a jolly-tar song, one of the hearty “Come-all-ye's,” that some lower-deck rhymester composed in celebration of that set-to with the cutlass in the old Nelson way. It has never been published in New Zealand; my first reading of it was in a copy of the “Nautical Magazine” of the 'Sixties, which Mr. H. E. Fildes, of Wellington, bought in London some years ago, and which he lent me, knowing my interest in the New Zealand service of the Navy. The Chronicles of the Nautical Club included the song. George Powley knew the roughhewn ballad.

          
* * *

          
The Nautical Club was in session for story and song, one evening in the early 'Sixties. One of the master mariners begged leave to introduce a young sailor, a comrade of William Odgers, Captain Cracroft's coxswain, who won the Victoria Cross at Waireka, and this son of the sea, being invited to tell his story, trolled forth the doggerel epic of that glorious scrimmage with rifle and cutlass. It is not likely to find a place in our anthologies of New Zealand verse. Still, it has its rugged merits. Thus sang young “Jack Junk,” as the Club Chronicler nicknamed him:

          
“Now listen all ye Britishers As loves a jolly row, I'll tell ye of the Waireka, When it was fought, and how; And how those great big rascals The Maoris they did run; By Jove! It was a stunning lark, Though not to all good fun; For some they did get wownded And others they are dead, And I myself, to tell the truth, Got a crack across the head.”

          
The singing sailor went on to describe the march to the Waireka, where the Maoris had built a 
pa; and the Navy lads' doings when they came within fighting range. He continued:

          
“Directly that they see'd us Their balls they did let fly, The first one nearly ketch'd me A slap right in the eye; But two can play at that game. So we to fire begins; I saw my very fustest shot Knock a covey off his pins. When we had scrimmaged for a while They hooked it for the 
pa For all the world like innocents A-running to their Ma.

          
“No sooner had they done it Than thus the Captain says, 'Run down that 
Pa, my jolly lads, And mind you don't miss stays; I'll give ten pounds unto the chap Who first that craft will board!' And shiver all my timbers If he didn't draw his sword And run as fast as he could go, Like a ship before a gale, With half a hundred sailors All shouting at his tail.”

          
The hearty tar, having taken a long breath, proceeded to relate how the sailors scaled the palisade and put the Maoris to the right-about, except for those who perforce stayed there, laid out by bullet and cutlass. Having bawled out his ballad to the bitter end, Jack was rewarded with tremendous applause and a long glass of ale.

          
“Well done, my lad,” said the Commodore of the Club. “If all the Nigers were of your stamp Captain Cracroft was fortunate.”

          
“We were fortunate, sir,” the sailor replied, “to have such a captain. He was one of the right sort—a father to us all. I wish I could always sail with him.”

          
* * *

          
George Powley and another veteran of the Niger, R. B. Craven, of the Kaipara, from whom also I heard the story of Waireka, cherished a similar high regard for that gallant Captain of the Niger. It was not every Commander who was so admired and beloved by those who served under him.
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Wit and Humour
        

        

          
Another Fish Story.

          
A picture in an American paper shows Sir Harry Lauder laughing broadly at a big catch he had made while fishing.

          
It is believed that the picture was taken before he had fully realised that he would have to buy some more bait!

          
* * *

        

        

          
Resourceful!

          
“Were you annoyed because I sharpened a pencil with your razor?” asked the attractive wife.

          
“Twice,” replied the patient husband. “After I had given up trying to shave, I tried to write with the pencil.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Thought Better of It.

          
We were reading the other day about a girl who had a hitch-hike wedding. Just before the ceremony there was a hitch—the groom hiked.

          
* * *

        

        

          
The One Exception.

          
The applicant for a job as housemaid was being interviewed by the employment agent, and was asked if she had any preference as to the kind of family she would like to work for.

          
“Any kind,” she said, “except highbrows.”

          
“You don't like to work for highbrows?”

          
“You bet I don't,” she said. “I worked for a pair of 'em once—and never again. Him and her was fighting all the time, and it kept me running back and forth from the keyhole to the dictionary 'til I was worn to a frazzle.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
All Aboard!

          
Guard (to very festive gent going on long leave): “Your ticket is to Palmerston and this train is going to Auckland.

          
Festive Gent: “Hic, goodness grashus—does the driver know?”

          
* * *

        

        

          
The Appetizer.

          
Mistress: “I've asked Mr. and Mrs. Smith to dinner at seven, Mary, but I think we'll give them a quarter of an hour's grace.”

          
Mary: “Well, ma'am, I'm religious myself, but I think that's rather overdoin' it.”

        

        

          
Climbing Made Easy.

          
Policeman: “How did you get up that tree?”

          
Tramp: “Ain't you got no sense? I sat on it when it was an acorn.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
A Diplomatic Reply.

          
Wife: “Don't you think I have put too much salt in the soup, dear?”

          
Model Husband: “Not at all, darling. There is perhaps not quite enough soup for the salt, that's all.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Not Guilty.

          
A prisoner was being tried for misappropriating a pig, and a conscientious witness, to whom the accused was said to have confided, was being examined.

          
Counsel: “Can you repeat the exact words in which the prisoner confessed taking the pig?”

          
Witness: “He said, sir, he took the pig.”

          
Judge (trying to simplify the question): “Did the prisoner say, ‘He took the pig’ or ‘I took the pig’?”

          
Witness (shocked): “Oh, Your Honour, he said he took it. Your Honour's name wasn't even mentioned.”
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“What made them build the station such a long way from the town?”


“They 'ad to m'm, so as to be near the railway.”


          

        

        

          
Located.

          
The teacher had written 92.7 on the blackboard, and, to show the effect of multiplying by 10, had rubbed out the decimal point.

          
“Now, Alfred,” she said, “where is the decimal point?”

          
“On the duster,” replied Alfred, without hesitation.

          
* * *

        

        

          
The Barber's Tonic.

          
“Stop!” thundered the man in the barber's chair who was having his hair trimmed. “Why do you insist upon telling me these horrible, bloodcurdling stories?”

          
“I'm sorry, sir,” said the barber, “but when I tell stories like that, the hair stands up on end, and makes it much easier to cut, sir.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Her Heart's Desire.

          
Mrs. Smythe-Browne was making the, final arrangements for her elaborate reception.

          
“Bridget,” she said to her old servant, “for the first thirty minutes after six o'clock I want you to stand at the drawing-room door and call the guests' names as they arrive.”

          
Bridget's face lit up.

          
“Very well, ma'am,” she replied. “I've been wantin' to do that to some of your friends for years.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Figures and Facts.

          
Little George was asked a very simple sum. “If I had three glasses of beer on this table, and asked your father to come and drink one, how many would be left?”

          
“None,” came the prompt reply from Georgie.

          
“But you don't understand my question.” He repeated it again and again, but always received the same assurance, “None, Sir.”

          
“My boy, it's clear you don't know mental arithmetic.”

          
“But I know father,” said Georgie.

          
* * *

        

        

          
The Midnight Hour.

          
Husband (arriving home late): “Sorry, darling, I was detained at the office. I've been—hic—beerfully fizzy.”
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Panorama of the Playground

 
The Ranfurly Shield
.
        

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

        

          

Just what does the Ranfurly Shield mean to provincial Rugby? Financially, the shield is worth untold wealth—this fact will be vouched for by Napier shopkeepers who were indeed sorry when the shield was lost after a lengthy tenure.

          
But, finance aside, the shield has an invigorating effect on the standard of play. Contrast the calibre of the Hawke's Bay and Wairarapa players of to-day with the standard being displayed this season.

          
In 1924–25 Hawke's Bay had such renowned players as Maurice Brownlie, Cyril Brownlie, Jimmy Mill, George Nepia, Luis Paewai, Alec Kirkpatrick and “Bull” Irvine; while, during the period it held the shield, Wairarapa had such sterling players as Quentin Donald, C. Stringfellow and A. E. Cooke.

          
Apart from the fact that many good players will mysteriously find employment wherever the shield reposes, the local players, determined that the shield shall remain in their city, play superlative football. Then comes the loss of the shield. Mysteriously enough, a subsequent loss of form is immediately noted. Such is the power of the Ranfurly Shield!

        

        

          
A Famous Boxing Tournament.

          
The “Golden Gloves” boxing tournament, organised and staged by the “Chicago Tribune” is America's most amazing amateur boxing tournament. Thousands of young American boxers enter, each year, for this tournament and the winners receive miniature golden boxing gloves. Do they treasure these symbols of victory? Ask Joe Louis, present-day world's heavyweight boxing champion.

          
While employed at the Ford Motor works in Chicago, Louis entered the Golden Gloves tourney. It was the first stage of a boxing career full of sensation, incident and riches, but Louis still retains his “golden glooves”—his mascots!

          
Although boxing is controlled in America by the Amateur Athletic Union dispensation is granted to reputable newspapers who stage tourneys. International teams are invited annually, the latest being a European team including two Olympic champions. The Chicago boxers won four bouts and the European boxers a like number. A Chicago negro defeated the Olympic heavyweight champion.

          
The New Zealand Boxing Association might take a leaf from the American system and arrange for something of a similar nature being staged in New Zealand.

        

        

          
Played against the Springboks in 1921.

          
H. E. (“Ginger”) Nicholls, one of the best half-backs New Zealand has produced—he had the distinction of being chosen as the best player in the New Zealand team in the test against the Springboks in 1921, and was then omitted from the next test for some inexplicable reason—considers the test team to be one of the best ever fielded in New Zealand. The team included George Aitken, who later resided in England and Scotland but has returned to his native heath. Here is the team: Full-back: C. N. Kingston (Taranaki). Three-quarters: P. W. Storey (South Canterbury), G. G. Aitken (Wellington), captain, J. Steel (West Coast). Five-eighths: C. E. O. Badeley (Auckland), M. F. Nicholls (Wellington). Half-back: H. E. Nicholls. Wing-forward: J. G. Donald (Wairarapa). Forwards: E. E. Hughes (Wellington), W. D. Duncan (Otago), J. E. Moffitt (Wellington), J. Richardson (Otago), A. White (Southland), E. A. Bellis (Wanganui), R. Fogarty (Taranaki).

        

        

          
Work of the Rugby Football Coach.

          
A good coach of Rugby football is able to make good money in America, teaching American “grid iron” players some of the tactics employed in “Union” football. The University of Southern California has been in touch with a Canadian coach in the hope that the American players will become more proficient in the art of handling the ball on the run. The Canadian coach, Ernest Butterworth, using Rugby tactics, coached a little-known American side to victory over two of America's most famous university sides and attracted nation-wide attention by his methods.

          
With better opportunities New Zealand coaches should be more proficient than the Canadians, but distance is the great barrier.
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Learn to Swim.

          
The Minister of Transport, the Hon. R. Semple, has been drawing attention to the high ratio of motor accidents in New Zealand and has set about to



reduce the appalling list of accidents; but an amazing fact has been brought to light by others interested in statistics. During the summer months there are more people drowned in New Zealand than there are killed in road accidents!

          
The proportion of young New Zealanders who are unable to swim is alarming.

          
It has always been a matter of wonder to me that so many of Wellington's youngsters are able to swim at all.

        

        

          
Freak Contests in Sport.

          
In these enlightened days “freak” contests in sport crop up every now and then. Wheelbarrow races have had their day, but a recent contest in Sydney between a greyhound, cyclist and an athlete attracted much attention.

          
The greyhound started from the scratch mark on the 100-yard track, the cyclist and athlete were on 60 yds.

          
Although attracted by means of a “tin hare” on a wire, the dog could not bridge the gap, the athlete defeating the cyclist by a foot with the dog only inches away.

        

        

          
Visit of the Springboks.

          
“Our mission is to play football,” is the confirmed outlook of the Springbok Rugby players who will be spending much of their time in the comfortable carriages of the New Zealand Railways during the next few weeks. Those of us who might criticise the visitors for their attitude to the game should pause and consider! New Zealand has made a fetish of its Rugby and we have, in the past, imagined that our players are the best in the world. Recent tours of South Africa and Great Britain have done much to restore our true perspective but, naturally enough, the Springboks are keen to retain the proud position their country occupies in Rugby.

          
Australians confirm the opinion that the visitors are a team of sportsmen; that they play the game according to the rules, expecting no favours and giving none. They are assured of a hearty welcome throughout New Zealand—and record attendances, too!

          
“Some men will tell you that women can't tell good baccy from bad,” said the tobacconist, lighting a cheroot, “but I don't know so much about that, I've a lot of women customers and they seem to know what's what when they buy cigarettes, anyhow. But bless you, ready-mades are fast dying out, the roll-your-own brigade's seeing to that! Look at the run on Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold!—the two most popular cigarette tobaccos on the market. Yes, cigarettes are in huge demand, of course, but you take it from me, the pipe will never go out of fashion. Pipe tobaccos? Why, their mere names would fill a book! Which are the most fancied? Ask me another! But the three toasted pipe brands—Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead) Cavendish and Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog) sell like hot cakes! Customers used to ask me what toasting was supposed to do, but everybody knows now that it cleans up the nicotine and improves flavour and bouquet. What?—are you off? Well, tooraloo! Be good!”
*


        

        

          
An Amazing Coincidence.

          
Four years ago Al Foreman was one of the world's outstanding boxers. Then he met an “unknown” in Jimmy Kelso, an Australian who defeated him twice, and then amazed Australians by saying farewell to the ring after a few more ring battles. Foreman, who holds the record for the quickest knock-out, is contemplating a “comeback.” Foreman's brother, Maurice, was his guide and counsellor. I met Maurice in 1932, and in the meeting of him I encountered an amazing coincidence.

          
I was standing on the steps of the Wellington Town Hall, waiting for the custodian, “Dorrie” Leslie, the Olympic starter.

          
Two men came along, and one of them approached me and asked if I could direct him to the leading boxing promoter.

          
I replied that there were no promoters in New Zealand, but offered to take him to the boxing writer of a sports paper. He thanked me and then introduced himself as Maurice Foreman, and added: “George Simpson, our Olympic sprinter, gave me the addresses of three Wellington people, and asked me to look them up and give them his regards. Could you direct me to them?”

          
He produced a sheet of paper on which Simpson had written three names—“Dorrie” Leslie's, Stan Phil-potts (secretary of the Wellington Centre), and my own.

          
Imagine his surprise when I introduced myself, then turned around and introduced “Dorrie” Leslie! But his amazement was almost comical when, on observing Stan Philpotts on the other side of the road, I called and then introduced him to Foreman f The first three people he had spoken to after arrival in New Zealand were the three he had been asked to seek out! Truly an amazing coincidence!
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Just what does the Ranfurly Shield mean to provincial Rugby? Financially, the shield is worth untold wealth—this fact will be vouched for by Napier shopkeepers who were indeed sorry when the shield was lost after a lengthy tenure.

          
But, finance aside, the shield has an invigorating effect on the standard of play. Contrast the calibre of the Hawke's Bay and Wairarapa players of to-day with the standard being displayed this season.

          
In 1924–25 Hawke's Bay had such renowned players as Maurice Brownlie, Cyril Brownlie, Jimmy Mill, George Nepia, Luis Paewai, Alec Kirkpatrick and “Bull” Irvine; while, during the period it held the shield, Wairarapa had such sterling players as Quentin Donald, C. Stringfellow and A. E. Cooke.

          
Apart from the fact that many good players will mysteriously find employment wherever the shield reposes, the local players, determined that the shield shall remain in their city, play superlative football. Then comes the loss of the shield. Mysteriously enough, a subsequent loss of form is immediately noted. Such is the power of the Ranfurly Shield!
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A Famous Boxing Tournament.

          
The “Golden Gloves” boxing tournament, organised and staged by the “Chicago Tribune” is America's most amazing amateur boxing tournament. Thousands of young American boxers enter, each year, for this tournament and the winners receive miniature golden boxing gloves. Do they treasure these symbols of victory? Ask Joe Louis, present-day world's heavyweight boxing champion.

          
While employed at the Ford Motor works in Chicago, Louis entered the Golden Gloves tourney. It was the first stage of a boxing career full of sensation, incident and riches, but Louis still retains his “golden glooves”—his mascots!

          
Although boxing is controlled in America by the Amateur Athletic Union dispensation is granted to reputable newspapers who stage tourneys. International teams are invited annually, the latest being a European team including two Olympic champions. The Chicago boxers won four bouts and the European boxers a like number. A Chicago negro defeated the Olympic heavyweight champion.

          
The New Zealand Boxing Association might take a leaf from the American system and arrange for something of a similar nature being staged in New Zealand.
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H. E. (“Ginger”) Nicholls, one of the best half-backs New Zealand has produced—he had the distinction of being chosen as the best player in the New Zealand team in the test against the Springboks in 1921, and was then omitted from the next test for some inexplicable reason—considers the test team to be one of the best ever fielded in New Zealand. The team included George Aitken, who later resided in England and Scotland but has returned to his native heath. Here is the team: Full-back: C. N. Kingston (Taranaki). Three-quarters: P. W. Storey (South Canterbury), G. G. Aitken (Wellington), captain, J. Steel (West Coast). Five-eighths: C. E. O. Badeley (Auckland), M. F. Nicholls (Wellington). Half-back: H. E. Nicholls. Wing-forward: J. G. Donald (Wairarapa). Forwards: E. E. Hughes (Wellington), W. D. Duncan (Otago), J. E. Moffitt (Wellington), J. Richardson (Otago), A. White (Southland), E. A. Bellis (Wanganui), R. Fogarty (Taranaki).
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A good coach of Rugby football is able to make good money in America, teaching American “grid iron” players some of the tactics employed in “Union” football. The University of Southern California has been in touch with a Canadian coach in the hope that the American players will become more proficient in the art of handling the ball on the run. The Canadian coach, Ernest Butterworth, using Rugby tactics, coached a little-known American side to victory over two of America's most famous university sides and attracted nation-wide attention by his methods.
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In these enlightened days “freak” contests in sport crop up every now and then. Wheelbarrow races have had their day, but a recent contest in Sydney between a greyhound, cyclist and an athlete attracted much attention.

          
The greyhound started from the scratch mark on the 100-yard track, the cyclist and athlete were on 60 yds.

          
Although attracted by means of a “tin hare” on a wire, the dog could not bridge the gap, the athlete defeating the cyclist by a foot with the dog only inches away.
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“Our mission is to play football,” is the confirmed outlook of the Springbok Rugby players who will be spending much of their time in the comfortable carriages of the New Zealand Railways during the next few weeks. Those of us who might criticise the visitors for their attitude to the game should pause and consider! New Zealand has made a fetish of its Rugby and we have, in the past, imagined that our players are the best in the world. Recent tours of South Africa and Great Britain have done much to restore our true perspective but, naturally enough, the Springboks are keen to retain the proud position their country occupies in Rugby.

          
Australians confirm the opinion that the visitors are a team of sportsmen; that they play the game according to the rules, expecting no favours and giving none. They are assured of a hearty welcome throughout New Zealand—and record attendances, too!

          
“Some men will tell you that women can't tell good baccy from bad,” said the tobacconist, lighting a cheroot, “but I don't know so much about that, I've a lot of women customers and they seem to know what's what when they buy cigarettes, anyhow. But bless you, ready-mades are fast dying out, the roll-your-own brigade's seeing to that! Look at the run on Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold!—the two most popular cigarette tobaccos on the market. Yes, cigarettes are in huge demand, of course, but you take it from me, the pipe will never go out of fashion. Pipe tobaccos? Why, their mere names would fill a book! Which are the most fancied? Ask me another! But the three toasted pipe brands—Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead) Cavendish and Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog) sell like hot cakes! Customers used to ask me what toasting was supposed to do, but everybody knows now that it cleans up the nicotine and improves flavour and bouquet. What?—are you off? Well, tooraloo! Be good!”
*


        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 12, Issue 5 (August 2, 1937)

An Amazing Coincidence



          
An Amazing Coincidence.

          
Four years ago Al Foreman was one of the world's outstanding boxers. Then he met an “unknown” in Jimmy Kelso, an Australian who defeated him twice, and then amazed Australians by saying farewell to the ring after a few more ring battles. Foreman, who holds the record for the quickest knock-out, is contemplating a “comeback.” Foreman's brother, Maurice, was his guide and counsellor. I met Maurice in 1932, and in the meeting of him I encountered an amazing coincidence.

          
I was standing on the steps of the Wellington Town Hall, waiting for the custodian, “Dorrie” Leslie, the Olympic starter.

          
Two men came along, and one of them approached me and asked if I could direct him to the leading boxing promoter.

          
I replied that there were no promoters in New Zealand, but offered to take him to the boxing writer of a sports paper. He thanked me and then introduced himself as Maurice Foreman, and added: “George Simpson, our Olympic sprinter, gave me the addresses of three Wellington people, and asked me to look them up and give them his regards. Could you direct me to them?”

          
He produced a sheet of paper on which Simpson had written three names—“Dorrie” Leslie's, Stan Phil-potts (secretary of the Wellington Centre), and my own.

          
Imagine his surprise when I introduced myself, then turned around and introduced “Dorrie” Leslie! But his amazement was almost comical when, on observing Stan Philpotts on the other side of the road, I called and then introduced him to Foreman f The first three people he had spoken to after arrival in New Zealand were the three he had been asked to seek out! Truly an amazing coincidence!
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" THE HOTEL CECIL

Lambton Quay, WELLINGTON. Proprietor: Robt. T. M. Edmonds.
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Striking =
Service . .

All Bryant & May matches offer a
striking service.
You can be sure of getting the
utmost  satisfaction out of every
box you purchase.
BRYANT & MAY, BELL
& CO., LTD.
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LOST S0 MUCH FAT

Friends Did Not
Know Him
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39 WILLIS STREET, vil Servants — Terms by A
WELLINGTON. PHONE 42-389.

F ERCOATS
FRANK PETRIE LTD. [ 300 St sireives anb srvcas [
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KEALY’S Book Catalogue

No. 9, of Bargains in Second-hand
Books, just issued. Post free on
Request.

KEALY’S LIMITED,

21 Shortland St., Auckland, C.1.
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We’re All In It!

Success of Our Rail
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| A.E.W.—The Electric Furnace with a hundred and one uses.
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WHATS FRESH?

N.Z. OBSERVER

A Great 3. worth
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SSIVE OIL CONSUMPTION
DEFINITELY CURED BY FITTING
“FISHER”
CILANNELSLOT O, CONTHOL

PISTON RINGS,

D. P. FféHER LTD.
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e HENNESSY’S Kestmuito pre. ot
Old Brandy— THE BEST.
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WANGANUL

The Tourist Hotel
for Wanganui is the 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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Transport Wisdom
G

Commonsense for National Welfare !
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Your Next “Retre

The Litle “Break” that Mends You
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NEW ZEALAND LEAD WORKS, LTD.

(W. R _SWALES, Manager)
RAILWAY PROPERTY, NEWMARKET -  AUCKLAND
Telegraphic Address: “Leadworks,” Auckland.
Codes Used: Bentley's, Western Union, A.B. Telephone 42-535.

The High Quality of our Material and Work is evident from
the satisfaction expressed by our imposing list of customers.

l

Sheet Lead : Lead Strips : Tine Line Pipe : Lead Pipe : Lead Seals
Tin Pipe  : Lead Traps : LJ. Naills : Lead Camos
— LEAD MERCHANTS AND MAUFACTURERS OF
T LEAD AND PIPE FOR CHEMICAL WORK, PIG LEAD.

SHE]
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Your Motor Drive Must be Dependable!

As EA Electric Motors, Starters & Switchgear

STAND ABOVE ALL OTHERS FOR RELIABLE SERVICE

Agents carrying stocks at—
AUCKLAND HAMILTON L]
ROTORUA GISBORNE
) NAPIER HASTINGS ASEA Electric (NZ.) Ltd.
) PALMERSTON N. HAWERA

CHRISTCHURCH TIMARU Post Office Square, Wellington, C.1.
OAMARU DUNEDIN Telegrams : “ASEABURD ™
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Rail

For Trips & Freight
Saving Money and
Cutting Taxation.
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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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QUEENSTOWN
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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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When on holiday in the South Island, break your
journey at the HENLEY HOTEL.

Special Concessions to Railway Employees. l
A. T. ROSS, Proprietor. !
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INVERCARGILL.

HOTEL DESCHLERS,
ESK STREET  ::  INVERCARGILL.

Three minutes’ walk from Railway-station. A home away
from home. Tourists and travellers specially catered for.
Also Motor Union Hotel : Good Table, Good Service.
Box 357. Phone 300.
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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 i Telegrams, “Beverley,” Timaru.
Mr. and Mrs. W. J. HOGG Owners and Managers.

SOO000000000BO00K
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THE EMPIRE HOTEL, Welhnglon.
RENOVATED and MODERNISED
from basement to roof
Totoplimmes et Hot ek Gusd Wotes Ia Fvery B
B Sates P T Semvesr BReon bor
Erivers Pards
Plessant Piaces o, Foropather. for Mileatuy! e Attatpisn
Tea Gochtans or & Resttat Half “Hoor
Ty Ovaltg Tegts chrosnses the DoIon SUA. AN,
L e Seataiatts 3¢ 13 Boiath: Dursassing Biastiit
e e e 1hs bististive W igias Tonae fhr Bvore

| Type of Social Function. from the Formal Bunauet to “Ten

| for Two. trom Weading Breakfast to the Birthday Dinner
for Four.

| Atmosphere of Dignity and Comfort, Hospitality and Service.

] Spacious Alry Rooms.

: Telegrams: “ Empire,” Wellington.

] Management: M. A. Carr, late of Hotel Cargen and

4 Grana Hotel, Auckland.
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CHRISTCHURCH.
The Leading Hotel of Christchurch, N.Z.

HOTEL FEDERAL

(Overlooking Victoria Square).
Excellent Cuisine, and Service Second to None in New
Zealand. The bedrooms are large, well-ventilated, and
heated with Gas Fires, the majority being equipped with
hot and cold water. JAZZ Room included on premises.
Special Concessions to Railway Servants.

Phone 32-920. - - - P.0. Box 532
T. G. LEWIS, Proprietor.
When Visiting_Christchurch Always Stay at the
HOTEL FEDERAL.

s

i VIPEEONERNE0000000000000000000C

T
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THE COUNTY, Emerson Street, NAPIER.

The most modern unlicensed Hotel in Hawke's Bay.
ntral, fireproof, moderate tariff, excellent cuisine.
A., P.SA., Thos. Cook & Sons, Govt. Tourist
by appointment, C.T. concessions.
Telephone 1407 P.O. Box 191.

0!
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Where to Spend a Holiday when Visiting Helensvill

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.

e S S SN S ST A DS S SSEN S GRS SR IS O ST DO

P S T e G ——
) P YRS RSO I |
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NEW PLYMOUTH.

BRAEMAR GUEST HOUSE

% 185 Powderham Street NEW PLYMOUTH
2

Four minutes from Post Office.
Terms for Casuals, 10/- per day; Permanents by arrangement.

;

e
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Tariff: 9/- per day; Dinner, Bed and Breakfast, 7/-;

The CRITERION PRIVATE HOTEL
DANNEVIRKE.
Refined, Central and Splendid Service.
Weekly, £2/2/-.
R. A. NICOL, Proprietor.

VRTINS
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PRINCE OF WALES
PRIVATE HOTEL 32 MASTERTON
Good Accommodation,
Concessions to C.Ts. and Motorists. ~Garage next door.
Tariff: 10/- per day. "Phone 1524.
G. PRIME, Proprietor.

R

A o
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WANGANUIL,

GRAND HOTEL

g One of Wanganui’s Leading Hotels.

S Earthquake and fireproof. H. and c. running water in all
% bedrooms. Abundance of bathing accommodation. Best of
o

Cuisine and attention guaranteed.
Tariff: 15/- day; C.T. 12/- day. Speight's Ale only on tap.
Box 364, Wanganui; Tel. 3946.  Percy James, Proprietor.
O T RSy T AT e
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HOTEL PARKVILLE
RIDGWAY STREET, WANGANUI: One minute’s walk from
Railway Station and Post Office. Comfortable Lounges
and Commercial Rooms. Telephone 2505: P.O. Box 207.
Telegrams and Correspondence Promptly Attended to.
This Hotel is equipped with the Latest Refrigerator, which
ensures all foods served are under strictest hygienic conditions.
Tariff: 11/- per day; £2/16/- per week. P.S.: £2/12/6.
Free Garage Parking for Guests' Cars. J. Hodson, Proprietor.
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QUEENSLAND Private Hotel, Rotorua.

i Excellent Table and Service. Garage and Parkmh arca Free.

-

Co n to Civil Servants
Summer £3
Winter Tariff: 8/-

ly
E. BERGE, Proprictress.

K
|
|
155
137
Iz
I
|
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PALMERSTON NORTH.

GRAND HOTEL - - Palmerston North.

(C.T. and W.A. House, by appointment.)
Telephones 6223, 5701. P.0. Box 190.
Telegrams: Grand Hotel, Palmerston North.

Tariff: 18/6 per day; Weekly Tariff by Arrangement.
Justice & Edmnunds’ Motor Garage opposite.
Key kept by Night Porter. B. L. BARNES, Proprietor.
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“ARM[DALE anate Hotel Rotorua.

House and furnishings new thnrng‘hmlt

Central, quiet, and comfortable. A.A.A. and all concessions.
Tariff: 10/- per day; £3/8/- per week.

Phone 205. Box 173. E. CARKEEK, Proprietress.

|
[
|
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Wiere to s THE GRANGE,

Opposite Railway-station. Centrally Situated.
Good Accommodation. Excellent Cuisine.

A Home Away From Home.

Tariff: 9/- per day; £2/15/- per week.
Under new management. Mrs, G. SAVAGE, Proprietress.

RIO0VON,
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HOTEL CAISTOR
2 BRYCE STREET Telephone 2271
Speclalizes in accommodation for Bed and Breakfast only—
while retaining all comforts of a complete home—baths and
shower rooms. Abundant hot water. Comfortable lounge,
beautiful surroundings.

W TARIFF, 6/6. MISS L. WHITE, Hostess.
i
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Stoking with a
‘WARM’ Smile

You'll_be anxious to_economise on fuelling
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. 455753
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ROTORUA.
WHEN IN ROTORUA
Make Your Stay at the

HOTEL AUSTRALIA

First House on left from Rallway Station.
A High-class Private Hotel at a Reasonable Tariff.
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CROMPTON
GUARANTEED LAM PS

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

A. & T. BURT, LTD.
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WHITE STAR SERVICES. Telephone 2161
Marton Junction: Dep. Wanganui: 4.15 am.f, 9.15 p.m.* *Connects with
Auckland Expry tConnects with Wgton. Expr Day 6/-, Night 8/6, Single.
Palmerston N.: Wanganui: 7.45 a.m., 10 a.m.f* 12.15 p.m.* 4 p.m.* {Connects
with Napier Express. *Cars via Marton. Fares: 10/-, Single.

Napier: Dep. Wanganui: 10 a.m.*, 12.15 p.m., 4 p.m. *Connects Napier Express Palm. N.
SUNDAY TIME TABLE: Palmerston N., via Marton: Dep. Wanganui: 11.15 a.m., 4.30
p.mi. Cars connect with services to Napier and Masterton. Marton Junction: 9.15
p.m.t  fConnects with Auckland Express. MARTIN & VERNON.
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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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MASONIC HOTEL, NAPIER

NEW ZEALAND'S MOST BEAUTIFUL HOTEL

Every Comfont tha Scince snd Design

can provide—Shaded Balconies anelook-
s the Sea—Pesft Caine—A adion

and Conrtesy. Moderste Tarifs
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ones 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

. OPOTIKI, GISBORNE, WAIRAKEI, TAUPO, NAPIER.

DAILY EXCURSIONS TO ALL SIGHTS.
Tnformation Bureau. Fleet of 20 Cars ready Day or Night.
Agents for Thos. Cook and Soms. We advise in Tourists' interests.
New concrete Garage. : Private Lockers.
Most up-to-date Sample Rooms in New Zealand.

We are Experts in Qur Business ———— Our Business Requires It.
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The New Zeaand
National Review
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| The SPORTING

& DRAMATIC
REVIEW - Every Week
ULLY INDEXED GUIDE 10 FORM.
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Fire
Extinguishers

for all risks !
MOTOR VEHICLES

HOUSES
PUBLIC BUILDINGS
GARAGES, &c.

Richardson McCabe

& Co. Ltd, 136rey St. Wellington
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of British motor-bus-operating
municipalities operate
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(Photo, Prensh Radhosy Gotiection)
A typieal ciestete Jassengee train, Otfenns- M Mallways, France,
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FOR ALL SPORTING MEN!

I
N.Z. SPORTING LIFE
»)and REFEREE
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MOTOR CAR SPARE PARTS
(Good Used)
Our Prices are Right—And Our
Illustrated Pamphlet will establish
our claim to have
“LARGEST STOCKS IN N.Z.”
Send For One.

AUTO REPLACEMENTS LTD.
Frankton Junction. Estab. 1921.






etexts/Gov12_05Rail/Gov12_05Rail048e(h280).jpg
e Proof indeed of their
cfcloncy-cconamy—and - Smooth
rling quaites” Scipto Fenci

twelve 17 HL.B.
extra 3" M8
coloured lowds

erfect

NC

From Stationers—or Armold Iarrison, 01
Bt B Rahans






etexts/Gov12_05Rail/Gov12_05Rail036a(h280).jpg
SEND FOR

A
FREE

Now Zoatamls
LaRGEST
AND BEST

Trade. Journatt

Th N Zesed
Bakers’ & Grocers’

Review.

REVIEW PUBLISHING Co.
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“IDAKOL”
for Health.——

An organic composition of Yodine.
The combination is so perfect that

it is not toxle.

Full particulars from—
LONGSTEAD CHEMICAL COY.
Manufacturing Chemists,

P.0. Box 485 Christchurch.
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Truth About
Your Railways!
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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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y Price 3%

ON SALE AT ALL RAILWAY BOOKSTALLS
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“HEY FOLKS”!

Do you realise what fifteen per cent.
discount means to you—3/- in f—when
you require articles of Jewellery such
as  Engagement Rings, Watches,

iz iz Clocks, ete.? :: i

H. H. LANE

The Official Civil Service Jeweller
HEREFORD COURT, CHRISTCHURCH
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ARN 5/- to 10/- per hour Writing
Show Cards and Tickets. Easy work.
Learn quickly from a professional

display card artist, who guarantees big
results. New illustrated booklet sent to
you free. No obligation. Just send
your name and address to BERNARD
E. McKAY, Showcard Studios, Wanganui.






etexts/Gov12_05Rail/Gov12_05Rail010a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov12_05Rail/Gov12_05Rail034c(h280).jpg
BOOKS ON HEALTH

BETTER SIGHT WITHOUT GLASSES

P 516 P 3.
EVERYBODY'S GUIDE T0 NATURE. CURE

NATURES WAY.

A Newr of ks Wi Nedine

Prie 18, Pastae 10

Lp—
THE SCIENCE OF EATING
Pt 46, Posge

P 8. Psag 40

FERGUSON & OSBORN Ltd.

202 LAMBTON QUAY

. WELUINGTON.
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i Reduce your Fuel Bill! by wing §
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Get Down to
“IRON FACTS”
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from o modern malle
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|
Otago Iron Rolling Mills Co. Ltd.
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1
_ The BEST Mouth Organ in the World——']‘he“BOOMERANG ” I
Do not buy inferior instruments but insist on a !

|

|

BOOMERANG—the BEST. Made in 11 sizes: OBTAINABLE

This mnd « BOOMERANG 1/- to 18/6 2 Keys A, B, C, D, E, F, G.

Price, 12/6 — Posted, 13/- Send for Catalogue to EVERYWHERE-

The Solo Key—KEY “A.” J. ALBERT & SON LTD., 2-4 Willis St., WELLINGTON
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