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The Appeal of New Zealand.

        

Cruise ships are coming to New Zealand in increasing numbers. The total tally of tourists is mounting by leaps and bounds. These and other indications supply ample proof that the appeal of this Dominion to travellers is becoming greater as knowledge of its advantages is more widely spread.

        
The factors that go to make up the total appeal of New Zealand are so many and varied that their mere catalogue would tend to be voluminous, but a glance at some of the more outstanding should serve as a reminder of how goodly is the land of our heritage.

        
The country's comparative isolation helps it to be a haven of peace in a world of turmoil, and its climatic range from sub-tropical through temperate to semi-arctic gives it variety not possessed by any other country of comparable size.

        
The geological formation runs from the oldest to the youngest of the stages in the world's development. The native flora is of a most distinctive quality and is almost infinite in its variety. The native fauna is a source of endless delight.

        
From the comfort and conyenience of our modern cities the visitor may pass through places which are in every stage of development, right back to the free-and-easy-do-little-and-care-less conditions of primitive existence.

        
With good and frequent steamer services between New Zealand and the countries lying east, west and north, means of access for visitors are exceptionally favourable, while regular air services are just in the offing. Within the country, train, road and air routes bring every part within easy reach.

        
The weather is of the kind that is health-giving and invigorating. The ample sunshine is not so persistent as to be monotonous; the rainfall is plentiful without being super-ample; and the goodness of the country as a place to live in is seen in its mortality statistics, with the world's lowest death-rate and the world's highest expectation of life. With a population 93 per cent. of which is British stock, it is natural that the tendencies of life, the ideals and outlook, should be typically British, but there is piquancy for the traveller in the incidence of racial settlement. The predominantly Scottish touch to the tongue of residents in Otago and Southland, and the typically English characteristics of Canterbury, give cause for interesting comparison with the good heather mixture of the British races in other parts of the Dominion.

        
Of course, further racial interest is lent by the districts on the East Coast of the North Island, in Rotorua and in Northland, where the Maori is found most plentifully. In those favoured districts they have not only their own native charm with which to entertain and delight the traveller, but they have also influenced the pakehas who live amongst them to something of their own philosophy of life, which includes finding the joy of existence in each day as it passes without too much thought for the morrow, a liking for community life, high spirits, good fellowship and a genuine love of nature.

        
When all this is found in a land almost wholly covered with the green grass carpet for which New Zealand is famed, its unfailing attractiveness can well be understood. But with this said, the list of things that make the place so dearly liked has only been begun.

        
Not only is sport within the Dominion of a kind to please all the disciples of rod and gun, but the best sporting fish find their happy hunting grounds in the temperate waters that wash these shores. New Zealand is a base for whalers making south, as well as for those that seek the well-armed sword fish and the monstrous mako in the warmer eastward seas off Tauranga and the Bay of Islands.

        
The good earth of our country produces record crops when it is not engaged in raising prime Canterbury lamb, general utility wool, dairy products, and beef for chilling, freezing, or just plain eating on the premises. The part of our earth that is not so good, usually carries our finest forests and finds room for magical lakes and fiords, great glaciers and playing fields for skiing, hot baths and mineral waters for healing, mountains for climbing, and an inexhaustible supply of surprises and excitements that make the appeal of New Zealand an irresistible lure to those who love a full, free life.
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Railway Progress in New Zealand.


General manager's message.


Responsibility.

        

With the approach of the busy season it may not be inappropriate for me to make a few comments on the subject of responsibility, further consideration of which, as the range and volume of our business increases, should be helpful to the public and staff alike.

        
Every member of the service has the obvious responsibility of serving to the best of his ability both the Department and those whom the Department is called upon to cater for, and while some members carry a greater share of responsibility than others there are certain responsibilities that all share equally. For instance, every member shares on common ground the responsibility to give the best he can to the job upon which he is engaged, and every member is equally responsible to ensure that courtesy and consideration is extended towards others.

        
The ability to see the other's point of view is, as we know, always helpful to both parties and productive of tolerance.

        
If a customer of the Department makes a request or lodges a complaint, the natural and immediate reaction should be, “How would I feel or act if I were in the same position as the customer?” If that thought occurs to you, as I hope it always does, then you must be assisted to deal in the pleasantest and most efficient way possible with the customer's representations.

        
If I, as General Manager, make some decision directly affecting another member of the Service, it will help that member to understand and appreciate the decision if he endeavours to decide for himself what he would have done had he been permanent head of the Department carrying full personal responsibility for the decision. On the other hand, it is also my great responsibility to think of how any such decision will affect the member or members concerned, and to consider the justness of it and how I would accept it if I were that member.

        
The more any member understands responsibility in this sense the greater will be his tolerance towards others and the happier will be his mutual relations with those inside and outside the Service. It is the ready and natural acceptance and recognition of responsibility in this way which helps the member himself to qualify for positions of greater responsibility.

        
I am well aware that environment has something to do with the attitude taken up by employees of the Department towards others, and much has been done in recent years to improve the general environment of members, by providing better buildings, facilities and equipment for the performance of their work. And this progressive programme of improvement has undoubtedly helped in the drive towards better service. But every member has some share in the making of his own environment, and if he regards his work as an opportunity to make others more contented and happier, which can often best be done by paying due regard to the other fellow's point of view, he will find his own lot increasingly pleasant.

        

          

[image: ]
        

        
General Manager.
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The Glory of Gardens

 
And Their Meaning


 Our Immigrant Friends of Flower and Tree
          
        

        

          
(By 
O. N. 
Gillespie
.)
        

        

          
I would like to form a small cavalcade of the explorers and geographers of the past. I would have Walter Raleigh and Captain Cook, Marco Polo and the Cabots, but I would add to the company, the old Elizabethan poet Andrew Marvell, who wrote of Phillida and English gardens; Francis Bacon, and perhaps Samuel Johnson who hated Scotsmen and Americans with abundant heartiness. I would like them to see New Zealand where Maori and pakeha live in amity and a common culture, but, most of all, I would like them to see English trees and Devonshire violets, Kentish lilacs and lake country daffodils, living in friendship with the scarlet rata, the yellow kowhai and the dropping green foliage of the rimu. I would like them to see that the work of men's hands and hearts, has made in every nook and clearing throughout New Zealand, a happy marriage of blossom and leaf from old lands and the new. They would recognise, at once, that this feature of our country's panorama was the final and conclusive proof of our purely British origins and our love of things English.
        

        

I was explaining at length to my fellow passenger in the New Plymouth express that we were officially proud of all the wrong things. I had not cited Rugby, of course, but I had mentioned with some emphasis our prowess in butter production and our hot springs as subjects that could be conveniently dropped for quite awhile.

        
As the train slipped out of the Stratford Station, there was on the left a tiny formal garden, bordering a clear mountain stream. It had neat paths, shrubberies, and there was a splash of colour here and there where beds of bulbs were breaking into bloom. Our sightseeing had been dominated by Mount Egmont up till then, and there was no gainsaying the flawless beauty of that towering snow-white cone in its serene symmetry. It seemed to me that the exquisite little park that thus slipped by our carriage window had a meaning worth explaining and elaborating.

        
New Zealand is known all over the world as a pocket universe of natural wonders. Our caves, lakes, fiords, mountains, and thermal regions parallel anything of the same sort anywhere else in the world. Here they are packed into so small a compass as to make possible the seeing of a compendium of scenic marvels in a few days' journey.

        
We have let the world know all about these in no uncertain manner and our enormous trout and eighteen point stags are pictured everywhere. I have never seen anywhere that New Zealand has got due credit for the possession of a unique array of formal parks and gardens. It is not generally known that the smallest of our scores of boroughs has at least one exquisite recreation ground, the work of human devising, and the joy of enthusiastic garden lovers.

        
Places of three or four thousand folk will often have three or four, ranging from an acre or two of parterres, formed paths and flower-decked shrubbery, to areas of fifty acres or more with native bush interspersed with decorative, planned gardens.

        
It is certainly a delight to live in a natural wonderland where Nature displays with prodigal richness every purely beautiful or strangely weird vision. But listen to John Ruskin in “The Two Paths.”

        
“As I passed, last summer, for the first time through the North of Scotland, it seemed to me that there was a peculiar painfulness in its scenery,


[image: (Rly. Publicity photo.) A glimpse of Naumai Park, Hawera, North Island, New Zealand.]

(Rly. Publicity photo.)


A glimpse of Naumai Park, Hawera, North Island, New Zealand.


caused by the non-manifestation of the powers of human art…. Nor though I had passed much of my life amidst mountain scenery in the South, was I aware before how much of its charm depended on the little gracefulnesses and tendernesses of human work.”

        
I am glad to be able to claim that New Zealand, still less than a century old, would entirely satisfy John Ruskin in this regard. In the most remote spots in our lake lands or our mountain regions we find dainty and carefully tended ornamental gardens where alien flowers fly their many coloured ensigns in the midst of our ancient Polynesian flora, and their delicate blooms face the untouched wildernesses of rock and snow, of high cliff and still waters. To take at random, I mention Pembroke,
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Hamilton Railway Station in its setting of palms and shrubs, North Island, New Zealand.


Franz Josef, and the otherwise prosaic hydro-electric works at Waikaremoana.

        
But it is possibly in our smaller settlement centres that the devotion of New Zealanders to park and garden planning has reached its unique distinctiveness.

        
I have it on the authority of a Dublin University expert on horticulture that nowhere on the earth's surface is there a relative number of pretty pleasure grounds, catering to tiny populations. “A place that is barely visible unless the day is clear and the car going slow will prove to have at least one well-kept, well-designed and attractive pleasaunce,” he said.

        
There is no fear of a bad Sunday morning, becalmed in any New Zealand hamlet. There will be at least one public garden worth a visit, with picturesque qualities and something new to show.

        
Let us examine the causes of this distinguishing characteristic of New Zealand; they are natural and logical having regard to the underlying structure of our settlement history. First of all, our people almost wholly came from “England's green and pleasant land” and her sisters, Ireland and Scotland.

        
The first thing that strikes every New Zealand visitor to London is not the fact that it justifies the name of the “Big Smoke.” A percentage of the buildings are black and soot-stained, but everywhere there are parks, gardens, and flower-filled enclosures. A few steps from a teeming street, roaring with traffic, takes one to an old-world “place” in which in the springtime, daffodils and jonquils star the neat plots, and lacy shrubs flower in ancient peace.

        
All England, as well, is full of “Grantchesters” where green fields are bordered by quiet streams and where there may be

        
The little high-walled garden that encloses

        
Lawns white with dew, a crimson snare of roses

        
The deep-grassed fields where cows, with serious eyes

        
Watch the blue dance of Devon butterflies.

        
The people from the small towns of England formed the larger proportion of our forebears. It is not at all strange that they set about, as a first task, making the garden that reminded them of Home. Any family records are filled with reminders about seed to be sent out, thanks for slips of rosemary sent or rose cuttings carefully tended all those weary months. How anxiously those little plots were watched and what joy there was when the pansy leaf showed or the primrose could be


[image: (Rly. Publicity photo.) The Station Garden at Rakaia, South Island, New Zealand.]

(Rly. Publicity photo.)


The Station Garden at Rakaia, South Island, New Zealand.


really identified. And here is the second reason for this feature of New Zealand life. English, Scottish and Irish flowers, plants and shrubs found friendly soil here. They seemed to want to help to recreate the sweet scents and garden sights beloved by these pioneer folk.

        
The English habit of surrounding its playing fields with flowers and trees has reached intense development in New Zealand. I wonder what would have happened to cricket in England without the village green. Did you know that in Christchurch there is a village green which is known wherever cricket is played and has even attained that final cricketing triumph, mention in Wisdens? Its history is so typical of what New Zealanders do so as to unconsciously prove their sheer Britishness, that I give it shortly.

        
Some few miles from Christchurch there was a level small paddock at the foot of the Cashmere Hills. A few enthusiasts among theatre employees conceived the idea of making a cricket pitch, and, week after week, the little band journeyed out there and went to work. You may have heard of the artless American lady who asked the gardener of a Cambridge College how the lawns got their emerald green. “Well, Miss,” he said “We rolls ‘em and mows ‘em for a thousand years.”

        
The years are not needed in New Zealand. The magic of sunny hours and warm rainfalls produces growth of grass and creeper that invests places with an air of centuries of existence, in a very short space of time. The cricket ground was drily named the “Valley of Peace,” as no feminine foot was allowed to tread the sward. A few years have worked magic. To-day there
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Victoria Park, Stratford, North Island, New Zealand.


is a perfect cricket pitch, with an outfield of green velvet. Prize shrubs adorn the grounds, immaculate paths line the banks of the stream and tall trees ring the whole ground. There are picturesque pavilions and there are gaily coloured deck chairs as beloved by cricketers almost as gaudy blazers. All the visiting teams, English, South African and Australian have played there. Hammond and other great ones have their names on the Honours Board and I have seen Woolley giving priceless instruction to a young theatre hand on how to deal with an “inswinger.”

        
There is a direct connection between the game of cricket and the creation of a garden. It is another game altogether in such a setting, and becomes the emanation of the essential Englishman who loves the things of the open air in a sense that neither he nor any man of any other race understands.

        
We have faithfully followed this quality of English sport in New Zealand. But before I pass to that feature, I recall the enthusiast who established Kowhai Day in Feilding. With eyes glowing he buttonholed for years citizens at every corner and handed them his precious kowhai seeds. To-day the pretty town in October is showered with golden blossom from Square to farthest boundary.

        
But Feilding is useful as an illustration of another phase of the New Zealanders passion for gardens. There is, of course, the municipal park, and the racecourse, too, has a proud show. New Zealand has been defined as a string of magnificent racecourses with nice country towns attached. The courses themselves would well be described as a string of ornamental gardens with race tracks attached. From Riverton to Waterlea, from Otaki to Te Aroha, the local racecourse has a glory of garden or shrubbery. Who has not heard of the superb Rose Avenue of the Whangarei Racing Club, or the botanical wonders of Tauherinikau, with its trees named and described.

        
The facetious visitor might easily talk of “Hacks among the Hydrangeas,” “Pacers mid the Primroses,” or “Racehorses and Roses.”

        
At many metropolitan courses it would be safe to say that more patrons visit the flower beds than the loose boxes.

        
Similarly in other branches of sport, the New Zealander has invested his grounds for playing games with garden settings. At random I mention, neat
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A corner of the Botanical Gardens, Wellington, New Zealand.


Rangiora where there is a small paradise for bowls, tennis, and croquet, and a rich show of flower beds. That prosaic word “Domain” or the worse phrase “Recreation Reserve” in such places as Temuka or Otautau describe what is in point of fact a miniature parkland full of surprise beauties. The main point of many of these elaborate gardens is that they are maintained with care and devotion though they may only be visited by the public once or twice a year. I instanced the beauties of the elaborate gardens of the Hawke's Bay Show Grounds.

        
Perhaps old Francis Bacon would have been most interested of all in this garden planning love in New Zealand—its universal hold on every man and woman—its opulent results in the making of beauty. Hear him about gardens and you will get a glimmering as to how long this British love of gardens has been in existence.

        
“God Almighty first planted a garden; and, indeed, it is the purest of human pleasures, it is the greatest refreshment to the spirit of man; without which buildings and palaces are but gross handy-works; and a man shall ever see that, when ages grow to civility and elegancy, men come to build stately, sooner to garden finely; as if gardening were the greater perfection.”

        
By many he is counted as the world's greatest intellect “to claim undisputed empire over men's thought” and yet what a mass of garden lore is mingled with that enormous store of classic erudition.

        
“For March there came violets, especially the single blue which are the earliest.”

        
“Roses, damask and red are fast flowers of their smells”; “Strawberry
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leaves dying with a most excellent cordial smell.”

        
And here's a panorama of spring flowers:

        
“The double white violet, the wall-flower, the stock-gilliflower, the cowslip, flower de luces, and lilies of all natures, rosemary flowers, the tulip, the double peony, the pale daffodil, the French honeysuckle, the cherry tree in blossom, the damascene and plum-trees in blossom, the white thorn in leaf and the lilac-tree.”

        
It is a strangely sweet truth that all the flowers in his list, or for that matter in English prose or poetry, all the owners of lovely flower names that have earned the benison of the makers of English rhymes or the weavers of English romances are here in New Zealand. Why, old Sir Francis would find a goodly sprinkling of them in the Hawera and Rakaia Railway Station gardens, to take a random pair.

        
Our soil suits them; our skies please them; they smile from our garden beds with supreme happiness; they are at home. It is the same with English trees. They nestle into our landscape with an air of comfort and quiet content.

        
And so I finish with a line or two from Iris Wilkinson's lovely verses, “The English Trees.”

        
“But on our shore

        
The English trees are stranger trees no more

        
The golden youth that signed our fathers' page

        
Won all green England for our heritage.”

        
What's this? Nearly 50 per cent, of smokers in the Old Country being slowly poisoned by nicotine? That's what a Harley Street specialist says anyhow, and if it's true of England it's true of other parts of the world because tobacco loaded with nicotine is found everywhere, although there is far less evidence of it in New Zealand than in other countries, for most smokers here now-a-days smoke “Toasted” which, grown and manufactured within the Dominion, contains less nicotine than any other tobacco in the world for the simple reason that the manufacturers' own toasting process—the only one, remember—so neutralises the nicotine in the leaf that most of it vanishes. There's no “bite” left in it. Does toasting do anything more than purify? Most assuredly it does! The peculiarly delicious bouquet of these blends as well as their unforgettable flavour are largely due to toasting. Hence the ever increasing demand for Cut Plug No. 10 (Bulls-head), Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Cavendish. Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold. There are no tobaccos in the very least like them.
*
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A scene in the Botanical Gardens, Wellington, North Island, New Zealand.
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Forgotten River and the Olivine Ice Plateau
          
        

        

          
(Written and Illustrated for “The New Zealand Railways Magazine,” by 
E. H. 
Sealy
.)
        

        

The two gorges of the Olivine River have stood through countless ages untraversed by the foot of man, and have now no intention of submitting easily to such indignity. Deep down in that river bed are piled in awful confusion huge masses of jagged rock, wrenched and torn from the mountains above and hurled down long years ago into the narrow gut through which the river forces its way, completely lost at times, and at times gushing out again in a turmoil of whirling spray and seething foam, with here and there a stretch of deep, green, swift-flowing water—a desolate and terrible place. Yet, as the bright sunshine of early morning lies just beyond the blackness of the night, so beyond these Gorges of the Damned lies the beautiful Valley of Forgotten River; its grassy flats gaily decked with flowers, and the river, so terrible when confined, meandering quietly and peacefully through it.

        
Towards evening on a day in February of this year, as the setting sun was tinting with pink and gold the tall snow peaks which towered about them, two men came at last to rest in this lovely valley, and dropped to earth their weary packs. Fading daylight saw them snugly bedded in their tiny tent, sleeping the sleep that can only be slept “out there,” while the glowing embers of their fire died with the dying day. Many a mile had they traversed since leaving Dunedin long weeks before—weary weeks of toil and hardship, exposure, cold and wet. They had come from Queenstown and the head of Lake Wakatipu, making their base originally at Paradise. They had tried the western tributaries of the Dart one by one in unsuccessful attempts to cross the rugged barrier of mountains which stood between them and the unknown land beyond, but always, forced at last to admit defeat, they had returned to Paradise to replenish supplies and renew the attack once more. At last after anxious days amid the avalanches and crevasses of the Margaret Glacier—long days of heavy ploughing through unending fields of deep, soft snow—days when step by step, an inch at a time, they slowly and carefully belayed themselves down the steep descents on the western side—at last, tired, sore, and hungry, they had forced their way through the narrow belt of bush, and had found themselves in the river valley they called Forgotten. Theirs were the first human feet to tread that land, theirs the first human eyes to see its beauty.

        
And a beautiful land it is. There is good reason, too, for its having remained completely unknown for so long. It is the real “hidden valley” of romance. Three thousand feet of forbidding rock, sheer in many places, hem it in on every side. The exit of the river itself being made through the terrible gorges called “The Damned.” Within these circling walls all is pleasant and beautiful. The floor of the valley is flat and grassy, with flowers, white and gold, growing wild upon it. For perhaps five miles this meadow stretches to where, sloping upwards, it gives place to pale-leafed ribbon-wood, and then to the dark beech forest. Above this sombre belt rise grim and dark the rocky buttresses of the valley wall, guarding with a jealous eye the loveliness of their forgotten gem; while still beyond and reaching ever higher stand, tall and stately, the pure white mountain tops draped in their eternal snow.

        
For several days the two men wandered in this strange and fascinating place, but longer they could not stay for their destination was still further on. At its source, Forgotten River issues from a huge circ of rock, up which the little party found its way one early morning, to stand at sunrise upon the pure white surface of the Olivine Ice Plateau. Flat, smooth, and unblemished by even so much as a windruffle, this remarkable plateau stretches for some five or six miles in length and three or four in width. It lies high above the surrounding country, but, higher still, the great snow peaks tower round it, closing it in on every side and dwarfing its great expanse until it seems but a tiny basin tucked away among the feet of the giants above. Proud and arrogant they stood that brilliant summer morning. Climax, Destiny and Arc, the long ridge of Intervention, Gable, Blockade and Passchendaele its glistening ice-falls streaming from its sides, the pure white slopes of Pic d'Argent beside the black and frowning crags of Darkness and the Furies. Breathless awhile the two men waited on the brink of that lake of white, and gazed at the sunlit mountain tops whose outlines, now grown familiar, had so often held their gaze before, as through the long days of the past two months they had toiled slowly towards them. Here at last they stood right in their very midst.

        
As the sun, mounting ever higher, struck across the level of the plateau, two small black specks moved slowly



over its smooth whiteness, crossed the rugged head of the Andy Glacier and then—climbed and climbed in a mountaineering paradise. Looking southward from the tops of these tall monarchs they could see the road upon which they had journeyed and the peaks they had climbed on the way. Somnus, Momus and Nerius, Nox, Chaos and the black head of Poseidon, with the red face of little Fiery glowing against the white of the snow beyond. Closer still lay Irvine and Mallory with the Bride-burn Peaks behind them; Possibility Col, by means of which, from the Margaret Glacier, they had crossed the formidable Dart Barrier Range; and, reaching down below it, the perilous descent into Forgotten River. Away to the south-west they could see the way they would return, through the dread Gorges of the Damned, down the Olivine River and the Pyke to the Hollyford, and so away to the far horizon where stood Christina, Barrier and Crosscut, almost on the shores of Milford Sound. To the north, range upon range of snow-capped peaks lay stretched out before them in endless array. From Eros and Ionia, Cloud-maker, Moonraker and Skyscraper, to distant Aspiring, tall and slender, standing head and shoulders high above its neighbours, while, low upon the skyline and yellow with the distance, the giants of the Mt. Cook group could be just distinguished.
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A triumphant time was that for those two men, and long they stood and gazed, but at last, contented now that


[image: ]
their goal was attained, they made their slow way down from those dizzy heights, down from the plateau of ice, and into the garden of the valley below, passed among its flowers, and plunged into the dark bush beyond, to emerge again long days later on the road which leads from the Upper Hollyford to civilisation and the busy world again.
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Railways Made Tour a Pleasure for Springboks

        
The tour of the 1937 Springboks through New Zealand was a fairly strenuous one so far as travelling was concerned, and an important factor in the smooth manner in which the big party was transported around the Dominion was the splendid organisation of the Railways Department (states S. V. McEwen in “New Zealand Sporting Life.”)

        
The Springboks and the supporters travelling with them speak highly of the service, comfort and efficiency of the New Zealand railways, and as one of the newspaper correspondents travelling with them throughout the tour I can endorse their remarks.

        

          
Everything possible was done by the department to ease the burden of heavy travel by the players. Throughout the tour they were accompanied by Mr. Roy Reisor, business agent of the Auckland Commercial Branch of the service, who fulfilled the duties of guide, philosopher and friend so capably that no one in the party had the slightest cause for worry.
        

        
The Springboks had special day cars allotted to them, and where night travel was necessary there was ample sleeping accommodation In some cases, to avoid long delays that might prove trying to the players, special trains comprising an engine, two cars and the baggage van made fast runs all designed to reduce to a minimum the time the South Africans would spend a-wheel.

        
The feeding of the party en route was another triumph for the Department's organisation.

        

          
The elimination of those irritating experiences which usually befall strangers in a strange land made travel in New Zealand very pleasant for the South Africans who have expressed their grateful thanks for the splendid way in which they were catered for.
        

        
This acknowledgment would not be complete without a word of thanks to Mr. J. Curran, the department's official baggage man with the party—a man with a well-planned schedule that never seemed to go astray. His work made usually boresome travel a pleasure.

        
Eager were they to tell their fellows, of the wonderful place they had found; to tell the deer-stalkers of the great herds that roam the Forgotten River valley—have roamed it for years in absolute peace and security, undisturbed by the sight of man; more eager still were they to tell the ski-runners of the unrivalled possibilities of the Olivine Plateau as a future winter sports ground. Even in February those two men had longed to feel the run of ski beneath them, when they saw those perfect down-hill runs. From high up the sides of the encircling peaks clean, smooth snow-slopes come swiftly down on every side, flattening as their height decreases, finally to run out onto the dead level of the plateau—a ski-ing ground to dream of—and even in the middle of summer the snow conditions were almost perfect.

        
The way is difficult as yet, but time will make it easier. Tracks and roads will be made (indeed, a road is even now well on its way down the Hollyford Valley, where, but a short time ago, none but the most hardy would enter), and the distance will be gradually shortened, until in the end the way will be opened to all, and a paradise indeed provided for the tramper, the deerstalker, the ski-runner, and the climber—a paradise which in time is certain to become one of New Zealand's most popular holiday resorts.
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On the summit of the Brideburn Peak.
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On Secret Service

 

Cameron's Canoe Scout. An Old-time Adventure on the Waikato
.
        

        

          
(By 

James Cowan.)
        

        

          

The sun was just coming up over the foggy ranges, one morning in November, 1862, when Lieutenant Henry Bates, of Her Majesty's 65th. Regiment, left his raupo-thatched hut at the Queen's Redoubt, on the Pokeno Flat, and embarked in his redpine-tree canoe for a lone-hand mission to the Waikato river villages. The 
waka was the simplest kind of dug-out, about twenty-four feet long and two feet in beam, chopped out from a rimu log. He carefully stowed in the bottom of the canoe his double-barrel muzzle-loading shotgun—a much valued Joe Manton—and ammunition, his blankets, and some packets of food in a flax basket. The young officer's costume was as primitive as his river-boat—a cabbage-tree hat, a Crimean shirt, and a kilt mat of woven flax belted round his waist. “A very convenient dress for canoe work,” he wrote in his diary about that time, “where one had often to jump overboard to shove the 
waka off shoals, and where one ran frequent risk of being capsized and having to swim for it. And quite enough, too, for a summer day's work in the lovely New Zealand climate.”

          
The creek which flowed below the small plain on which the Queen's Redoubt stood (the place is near the present Pokeno railway station) was just large enough to take the canoe down into the Mangatawhiri River. Entering this winding, sluggish stream through the flax swamps, Bates paddled down to Te Ia, where it discharged into the broad Waikato. Now a long day's work was before him, and problems of frontier diplomacy exercised his mind as he plied a vigorous paddle up stream. Toilsome, but delightful. The young officer's spirits bounded; this was the joy of life, a sufficiently dangerous job of secret service work, in the glorious summer weather and the freedom of the river road.

          
Lieutenant Bates, though still in his twenties, was a soldier of wide experience; he had served in the Taranaki War of 1860–61; he knew the bush and the rivers, and rough travel ways, and he knew the Maoris. He was one of the few British officers who had become a proficient speaker of the Maori tongue and qualified as an interpreter. He was a staff interpreter for General Cameron. Besides acquiring a knowledge of the native tongue he had acquired also a wife of beauty and high degree. She was a daughter of Manihera Matangi, one of the Atiawa chiefs, from Taranaki, who sold the site of Wellington City to the New Zealand Company in 1839. “Te Peeti” (pronounced Pay-tee), “The Bates,” as the Maoris called him, was not only a good soldier and skilled linguist. He was an artist in watercolour, and he could write something better than official memos. Some of his manuscript diary notes of military life were given to me by his half-caste son (the late “Rewi” Bates, an old friend of mine). From these notes I reconstruct this narrative of a special service expedition on the Waikato River in the critical days just before the war.

          
The young lieutenant of the “Royal Tigers” was ostensibly bound on a duck-shooting trip up the river, to the creeks and great lagoons about Rangiriri. His real object was to obtain information for the General on tracks and waterways of communication, river landing places, likely sites for fortifications, Maori supplies of arms and ammunition, and other notes which would be useful in the event of the troops invading the Waikato. The situation was tense; pakehas were not welcomed in the Waikato, and those
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Old Ngaruawahia: the Maori King's headquarters in 1862, before the Waikato War.


known to be connected with the Government were specially undesirable to the Kingites. On a previous spying-out expedition Bates had to lie concealed under shawls and blankets in the bottom of a friendly Maori's canoe when two large war-canoes, with fifty or sixty men in each, hove in sight coming down the river. There were some places where he was very welcome a few months back; now he was under suspicion as a spy. The shrewd Maori leaders knew that the Government intended to invade the Waikato sooner or later; it only awaited a pretext for setting in motion the troops encamped along the Great South Road. To obtain any information the intelligence officer had to go to work in the most cautious and circumspect manner.

        

        

          
Paddle and Song.

          
The river fogs of early morning were quickly licked up by the mounting sun, and a hot day's work lay ahead for our canoe man. The current was smooth but strong. The surface of the river shimmered and sparkled. Bates kept close in to the east bank to avoid the greatest strength of the stream. He passed the place where Mercer township now stands, and a little way above the mouth of the Whangamarino he crossed to the opposite side of the river. He called in at Te Kohekohe to see the chief Te Wheoro and picked up there a young fellow to help him in paddling along as far as the Opuatia Creek mouth, eight miles higher up on the west side.

          
Now and again the hard-toiling pair met a canoe full of Maoris floating easily downstream, the crews singing as they leisurely dipped their paddles. When these canoe-folk came close enough to recognise the pakeha, they usually began to chant with great animation and good humour a little song about Bates himself that was well
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On the broad Waikato River.


known all along the river:—

          

            
“Kei taku pikitanga


            
Ki runga o Peowhairangi,


            
Te rongo o Te Peeti


            
E aki ana-e.


            
O-hinawa!”


            
(“On my coming southward


            
From the Bay of Islands


            
I heard the fame of Te Peeti


            
Dashing like a wave


            
Upon the coast.”)
          

          
The heat of the day and the toil of paddling against a strong current presently oppressed the pakeha. His shoulders ached for a rest, the light was dazzling on the smooth waterway; he wanted to shut his eyes and doze awhile. So, soon after passing a sleeping village called Te Takinga Wairua (after some old legend about a man meeting a spirit of the dead) he lay down with a flax mat around him in the bottom of the canoe, and left his Maori mate, Hami, to keep the dugout moving.

        

        

          
Under Surveillance.

          
He was just dropping off to sleep when he heard someone asking Hami who the white man was. He threw off his flax covering and saw that there was a canoe alongside, with a man and two girls in it. The man, a big tattooed truculent-looking fellow, one Te Waka, was very inquisitive about Bates and his excursion. When he heard that the pakeha was bound to Tupekerunga village, he instantly turned his canoe about—he was going downstream with a cargo of dressed flax packed in baskets—and set off up the river, alongside Bates' 
waka.


          
His sleepy fit gone, and feeling annoyed and a trifle anxious about this meddlesome flax-trader on his trail, the pakeha took up his paddle again. Te Waka steadily kept pace with the scout's canoe. Bates landed his lad Hami at Opuatia, where a dark slow creek came out from the secret places of the forest on the west. Dipping his blade steadily, he paddled on, presently passing the wooded island of Tarahanga, on which he saw the remains of the palisading of an abandoned pa. The island was a tapu burying place.

          
The blazing sun went down at last; cool breaths came from the broad riverway and the fragrant bush. A large village lay straggling along the west bank; beyond the thatched houses were potato-gardens and fruit trees. This was Tupeke-runga, a kainga where one of Bates' trusted secret agents lived.

        

        

          
Te Peeti's “Tupara.”

          
Very weary, after more than twelve hours' canoe work, Bates tied up his dug-out at the bank, and placed his gun and blankets in a hut. He walked through the 
kainga to look up Haré Mokena (Harry Morgan), the man on whom he relied in his intelligence work.

          
In his absence Te Waka quietly made off with his gun and ammunition and paddled three miles up the river to a village called Horahora, where the Kingite 
runanga, or council of the district chiefs, was sitting. He declared that he had found a pakeha carrying a gun into the country, and therefore he had confiscated it, and he laid it before the Council.

          

            

[image: (From a sketch by Lieut. H. S. Bates, 65th Regiment.) Fort Britomart, Auckland, 1863.]

(From a sketch by Lieut. H. S. Bates, 65th Regiment.)


Fort Britomart, Auckland, 1863.


          

          
Meanwhile there was turmoil in Tupeke-runga. Bates, very indignant, demanded that the people should recover his valuable 
tupara (double-barrel) from the thief. It was a matter involving principle of much greater importance than the value of the gun. The prestige of the pakeha was at stake. It would never do to let Waikato boast that they had taken a gun from a Government officer, a soldier of the Queen.

          
Haré Mokena and an old chieftainess named Te Raro set out in the darkness to follow Te Waka and regain the confiscated 
tupara. Meanwhile Bates slept in Mokena's whare. “Leave it to us,” said Mokena, as he went out into the night, “we shall return with the gun.”

          
Here it should be explained that since Bates' first cruise along the Waikato, a law had been made by the Kingites that no pakeha should bring a gun up the river. They professed to fear that King Tawhiao—he was at this time usually called Matutaera (Methusaleh), his missionary name—would be shot by order of the Government There was also the desire to assert native independence, for, said they, the Maori was not allowed to carry guns about Auckland and other pakeha towns, therefore any European carrying firearms into Kingite territory should forfeit his weapon.

        

        

          
The Lady and the Gun.

          
How the white scout's friends contrived to recover the now-famous double-barrel made a long and eloquent story in the meeting-house later on. It was attributed by Mokena to the old dame's vigorous and tireless tongue. The Kingite chiefs yielded from sheer fatigue; she threatened, rated and coaxed; until in sheer sleepy despair they said, “Oh, take your accursed gun, take it to Te Peeti and tell him to shoot himself with it!”

          


          
The first thing the wise old woman did was to draw the charges from the double-barrel. (Bates wrote in his journal: “Now, I ask, would an old English lady have had so much sense and foresight?”). On general principles a gun was safer unloaded.

          
Te Waka was greatly disgusted when he saw that the gun he had confiscated was to be returned to the white man. He was an excitable, dangerous fellow, given to furious fits of anger. Leaving his flax-laden craft tied up, he took a light canoe and paddled off downstream, shouting threats of vengeance on the pakeha. Mokena and Te Raro followed him, and there was a frenzied race for the 
kainga.


        

        

          
Te Waka on the War-path.

          
In the first dim light of dawn Bates was startled by Te Waka bursting into his hut. The Maori was armed with a 
tewhatewha, a wooden weapon shaped like a battleaxe, with a long handle, and a plume of hawk's feathers just below the blade. Bates was quite unarmed. Te Waka danced about, threatening him with death if he did not leave the village at once and return to the Mangatawhiri. The soldier hastily wrapped a blanket round his left arm to ward off the expected blow.

          
The maddened Maori's shouted threats brought the whole village out. Everyone was eager to see how the pakeha dealt with the Kingite champion. The wild man stood in the doorway brandishing his 
tewhatewha and yelling. One of the young women made a taunting remark. Te Waka struck her with the weapon. Next moment Haré Mokena jumped in and dealt him a blow with his fist.

          
“Run, run for your life!” cried a Maori, rushing and seizing Bates by the hand. He was not inclined to run; nevertheless he went with the Maori to a house where most of the women were gathered. There they begged him to wait till the mad fellow had cooled off. Meanwhile Te Waka was dashing about the place, striking viciously here and there with his 
tewhatewha. The sun rose, and with its coming, a complete change seemed to pass over the savage.

          
“Where is Te Peeti?” he asked quite mildly. “My anger is done. I am sorry I took his gun. I must make amends for it.”

          
Bates walked out to the village green. He distrusted the big warrior,
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and he kept the blanket on his left arm to take the first blow.

          
At the moment the pakeha appeared, Te Waka went mad again. He leaped into the air, his battleaxe thrust at arm's length above his head. He slapped his tattooed thigh, he went jumping to and fro uttering short, sharp sentences, his eyes glittering, glaring.

          
“You tell me!” he yelled, “that I have behaved treacherously! Yes, treacherously!” He charged up to Bates as if he were about to strike him down, then stopped short and slapped his thigh. He turned and trotted back, then ran forward again, whirling his weapon with its dancing plumes. “You call me treacherous! Yes, you have asked for satisfaction, for 
utu! Oh, yes, I'll give you satisfaction!”

          
“Now,” thought Bates, “it's coming! What a fool I am to stand here without a weapon to defend myself. Oh for my gun!” But he braced himself to look cool and keep on the alert for a lightning blow. The gun? Wise old Te Raro had hidden it until the trouble was over.

        

        

          
Utu!

          
Te Waka came dashing towards him again, his face distorted, his frame quivering. He yelled at the top of his voice: “Payment! Yes, indeed, I'll give you payment! I'll give you satisfaction. That 
tupara of yours that I took is the weapon of your ancestors. This 
tewhatewha”—and he shook it above his head—“is the weapon of my ancestors. Take it as 
utu for my offence!”—and he flung it at the pakeha's feet.

          
Anti-climax? At any rate a tremendous relief. Bates had quite anticipated a desperate tussle. He was enormously pleased to see that 
tewhatewha lying at his feet. It meant that not merely was
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he saved the threatened rough-and-tumble on the green but his calm unruffled attitude had won the day, the 
mana of the 
pakeha was unimpaired. Thus the news would go from end to end of the Waikato that Te Peeti, without a weapon, had triumphed over the Maori warrior.

          
Bates said, with an air of cool dignity: “That is well! You have done the right thing,” and, stooping slowly, he took up the 
tewhatewha, which now was his. It was a treasured weapon of polished hardwood. He knew what an effort it must have been for Te Waka to surrender it. It was the act of a chief. Te Waka, said the soldier to himself, was rough stuff but a gentleman.

          
* * *

          
In his red-pine canoe again, his recovered gun in his hands, Bates was presently enjoying himself among the grey duck in a lagoon reached by a slow creek from the main stream. With him were Haré Mokena and the old dame Te Raro, paddling while the pakeha potted the 
parera. The intelligence officer, having given out that his expedition was for sport, must keep up appearances.

          
At a camp they made for a meal and rest he noted down certain things Mokena told him, heard at the Kingite villages, and he made a sketch map. Two days later when he was back in camp, he had more than a bag of wild duck and his hardwood trophy to show for his river excursion. He had all the data he needed for his report, which presently lay before the general of the Queen's troops. And the “rongo o Te Peeti,” in the words of the song—the fame of The Bates—was higher than ever along the Waikato.
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[section]



          

The sun was just coming up over the foggy ranges, one morning in November, 1862, when Lieutenant Henry Bates, of Her Majesty's 65th. Regiment, left his raupo-thatched hut at the Queen's Redoubt, on the Pokeno Flat, and embarked in his redpine-tree canoe for a lone-hand mission to the Waikato river villages. The 
waka was the simplest kind of dug-out, about twenty-four feet long and two feet in beam, chopped out from a rimu log. He carefully stowed in the bottom of the canoe his double-barrel muzzle-loading shotgun—a much valued Joe Manton—and ammunition, his blankets, and some packets of food in a flax basket. The young officer's costume was as primitive as his river-boat—a cabbage-tree hat, a Crimean shirt, and a kilt mat of woven flax belted round his waist. “A very convenient dress for canoe work,” he wrote in his diary about that time, “where one had often to jump overboard to shove the 
waka off shoals, and where one ran frequent risk of being capsized and having to swim for it. And quite enough, too, for a summer day's work in the lovely New Zealand climate.”

          
The creek which flowed below the small plain on which the Queen's Redoubt stood (the place is near the present Pokeno railway station) was just large enough to take the canoe down into the Mangatawhiri River. Entering this winding, sluggish stream through the flax swamps, Bates paddled down to Te Ia, where it discharged into the broad Waikato. Now a long day's work was before him, and problems of frontier diplomacy exercised his mind as he plied a vigorous paddle up stream. Toilsome, but delightful. The young officer's spirits bounded; this was the joy of life, a sufficiently dangerous job of secret service work, in the glorious summer weather and the freedom of the river road.

          
Lieutenant Bates, though still in his twenties, was a soldier of wide experience; he had served in the Taranaki War of 1860–61; he knew the bush and the rivers, and rough travel ways, and he knew the Maoris. He was one of the few British officers who had become a proficient speaker of the Maori tongue and qualified as an interpreter. He was a staff interpreter for General Cameron. Besides acquiring a knowledge of the native tongue he had acquired also a wife of beauty and high degree. She was a daughter of Manihera Matangi, one of the Atiawa chiefs, from Taranaki, who sold the site of Wellington City to the New Zealand Company in 1839. “Te Peeti” (pronounced Pay-tee), “The Bates,” as the Maoris called him, was not only a good soldier and skilled linguist. He was an artist in watercolour, and he could write something better than official memos. Some of his manuscript diary notes of military life were given to me by his half-caste son (the late “Rewi” Bates, an old friend of mine). From these notes I reconstruct this narrative of a special service expedition on the Waikato River in the critical days just before the war.

          
The young lieutenant of the “Royal Tigers” was ostensibly bound on a duck-shooting trip up the river, to the creeks and great lagoons about Rangiriri. His real object was to obtain information for the General on tracks and waterways of communication, river landing places, likely sites for fortifications, Maori supplies of arms and ammunition, and other notes which would be useful in the event of the troops invading the Waikato. The situation was tense; pakehas were not welcomed in the Waikato, and those


[image: (From a sketch by Lieut. H. S. Bates, 65th Regiment.) Old Ngaruawahia: the Maori King's headquarters in 1862, before the Waikato War.]

(From a sketch by Lieut. H. S. Bates, 65th Regiment.)


Old Ngaruawahia: the Maori King's headquarters in 1862, before the Waikato War.


known to be connected with the Government were specially undesirable to the Kingites. On a previous spying-out expedition Bates had to lie concealed under shawls and blankets in the bottom of a friendly Maori's canoe when two large war-canoes, with fifty or sixty men in each, hove in sight coming down the river. There were some places where he was very welcome a few months back; now he was under suspicion as a spy. The shrewd Maori leaders knew that the Government intended to invade the Waikato sooner or later; it only awaited a pretext for setting in motion the troops encamped along the Great South Road. To obtain any information the intelligence officer had to go to work in the most cautious and circumspect manner.
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Paddle and Song



          
Paddle and Song.

          
The river fogs of early morning were quickly licked up by the mounting sun, and a hot day's work lay ahead for our canoe man. The current was smooth but strong. The surface of the river shimmered and sparkled. Bates kept close in to the east bank to avoid the greatest strength of the stream. He passed the place where Mercer township now stands, and a little way above the mouth of the Whangamarino he crossed to the opposite side of the river. He called in at Te Kohekohe to see the chief Te Wheoro and picked up there a young fellow to help him in paddling along as far as the Opuatia Creek mouth, eight miles higher up on the west side.

          
Now and again the hard-toiling pair met a canoe full of Maoris floating easily downstream, the crews singing as they leisurely dipped their paddles. When these canoe-folk came close enough to recognise the pakeha, they usually began to chant with great animation and good humour a little song about Bates himself that was well
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On the broad Waikato River.


known all along the river:—

          

            
“Kei taku pikitanga


            
Ki runga o Peowhairangi,


            
Te rongo o Te Peeti


            
E aki ana-e.


            
O-hinawa!”


            
(“On my coming southward


            
From the Bay of Islands


            
I heard the fame of Te Peeti


            
Dashing like a wave


            
Upon the coast.”)
          

          
The heat of the day and the toil of paddling against a strong current presently oppressed the pakeha. His shoulders ached for a rest, the light was dazzling on the smooth waterway; he wanted to shut his eyes and doze awhile. So, soon after passing a sleeping village called Te Takinga Wairua (after some old legend about a man meeting a spirit of the dead) he lay down with a flax mat around him in the bottom of the canoe, and left his Maori mate, Hami, to keep the dugout moving.
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Under Surveillance



          
Under Surveillance.

          
He was just dropping off to sleep when he heard someone asking Hami who the white man was. He threw off his flax covering and saw that there was a canoe alongside, with a man and two girls in it. The man, a big tattooed truculent-looking fellow, one Te Waka, was very inquisitive about Bates and his excursion. When he heard that the pakeha was bound to Tupekerunga village, he instantly turned his canoe about—he was going downstream with a cargo of dressed flax packed in baskets—and set off up the river, alongside Bates' 
waka.


          
His sleepy fit gone, and feeling annoyed and a trifle anxious about this meddlesome flax-trader on his trail, the pakeha took up his paddle again. Te Waka steadily kept pace with the scout's canoe. Bates landed his lad Hami at Opuatia, where a dark slow creek came out from the secret places of the forest on the west. Dipping his blade steadily, he paddled on, presently passing the wooded island of Tarahanga, on which he saw the remains of the palisading of an abandoned pa. The island was a tapu burying place.

          
The blazing sun went down at last; cool breaths came from the broad riverway and the fragrant bush. A large village lay straggling along the west bank; beyond the thatched houses were potato-gardens and fruit trees. This was Tupeke-runga, a kainga where one of Bates' trusted secret agents lived.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 12, Issue 8 (November 1, 1937)

Te Peeti's “Tupara.”



          
Te Peeti's “Tupara.”

          
Very weary, after more than twelve hours' canoe work, Bates tied up his dug-out at the bank, and placed his gun and blankets in a hut. He walked through the 
kainga to look up Haré Mokena (Harry Morgan), the man on whom he relied in his intelligence work.

          
In his absence Te Waka quietly made off with his gun and ammunition and paddled three miles up the river to a village called Horahora, where the Kingite 
runanga, or council of the district chiefs, was sitting. He declared that he had found a pakeha carrying a gun into the country, and therefore he had confiscated it, and he laid it before the Council.
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Fort Britomart, Auckland, 1863.


          

          
Meanwhile there was turmoil in Tupeke-runga. Bates, very indignant, demanded that the people should recover his valuable 
tupara (double-barrel) from the thief. It was a matter involving principle of much greater importance than the value of the gun. The prestige of the pakeha was at stake. It would never do to let Waikato boast that they had taken a gun from a Government officer, a soldier of the Queen.

          
Haré Mokena and an old chieftainess named Te Raro set out in the darkness to follow Te Waka and regain the confiscated 
tupara. Meanwhile Bates slept in Mokena's whare. “Leave it to us,” said Mokena, as he went out into the night, “we shall return with the gun.”

          
Here it should be explained that since Bates' first cruise along the Waikato, a law had been made by the Kingites that no pakeha should bring a gun up the river. They professed to fear that King Tawhiao—he was at this time usually called Matutaera (Methusaleh), his missionary name—would be shot by order of the Government There was also the desire to assert native independence, for, said they, the Maori was not allowed to carry guns about Auckland and other pakeha towns, therefore any European carrying firearms into Kingite territory should forfeit his weapon.
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The Lady and the Gun



          
The Lady and the Gun.

          
How the white scout's friends contrived to recover the now-famous double-barrel made a long and eloquent story in the meeting-house later on. It was attributed by Mokena to the old dame's vigorous and tireless tongue. The Kingite chiefs yielded from sheer fatigue; she threatened, rated and coaxed; until in sheer sleepy despair they said, “Oh, take your accursed gun, take it to Te Peeti and tell him to shoot himself with it!”

          


          
The first thing the wise old woman did was to draw the charges from the double-barrel. (Bates wrote in his journal: “Now, I ask, would an old English lady have had so much sense and foresight?”). On general principles a gun was safer unloaded.

          
Te Waka was greatly disgusted when he saw that the gun he had confiscated was to be returned to the white man. He was an excitable, dangerous fellow, given to furious fits of anger. Leaving his flax-laden craft tied up, he took a light canoe and paddled off downstream, shouting threats of vengeance on the pakeha. Mokena and Te Raro followed him, and there was a frenzied race for the 
kainga.
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Te Waka on the War-path



          
Te Waka on the War-path.

          
In the first dim light of dawn Bates was startled by Te Waka bursting into his hut. The Maori was armed with a 
tewhatewha, a wooden weapon shaped like a battleaxe, with a long handle, and a plume of hawk's feathers just below the blade. Bates was quite unarmed. Te Waka danced about, threatening him with death if he did not leave the village at once and return to the Mangatawhiri. The soldier hastily wrapped a blanket round his left arm to ward off the expected blow.

          
The maddened Maori's shouted threats brought the whole village out. Everyone was eager to see how the pakeha dealt with the Kingite champion. The wild man stood in the doorway brandishing his 
tewhatewha and yelling. One of the young women made a taunting remark. Te Waka struck her with the weapon. Next moment Haré Mokena jumped in and dealt him a blow with his fist.

          
“Run, run for your life!” cried a Maori, rushing and seizing Bates by the hand. He was not inclined to run; nevertheless he went with the Maori to a house where most of the women were gathered. There they begged him to wait till the mad fellow had cooled off. Meanwhile Te Waka was dashing about the place, striking viciously here and there with his 
tewhatewha. The sun rose, and with its coming, a complete change seemed to pass over the savage.

          
“Where is Te Peeti?” he asked quite mildly. “My anger is done. I am sorry I took his gun. I must make amends for it.”

          
Bates walked out to the village green. He distrusted the big warrior,
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and he kept the blanket on his left arm to take the first blow.

          
At the moment the pakeha appeared, Te Waka went mad again. He leaped into the air, his battleaxe thrust at arm's length above his head. He slapped his tattooed thigh, he went jumping to and fro uttering short, sharp sentences, his eyes glittering, glaring.

          
“You tell me!” he yelled, “that I have behaved treacherously! Yes, treacherously!” He charged up to Bates as if he were about to strike him down, then stopped short and slapped his thigh. He turned and trotted back, then ran forward again, whirling his weapon with its dancing plumes. “You call me treacherous! Yes, you have asked for satisfaction, for 
utu! Oh, yes, I'll give you satisfaction!”

          
“Now,” thought Bates, “it's coming! What a fool I am to stand here without a weapon to defend myself. Oh for my gun!” But he braced himself to look cool and keep on the alert for a lightning blow. The gun? Wise old Te Raro had hidden it until the trouble was over.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 12, Issue 8 (November 1, 1937)

Utu!



          
Utu!

          
Te Waka came dashing towards him again, his face distorted, his frame quivering. He yelled at the top of his voice: “Payment! Yes, indeed, I'll give you payment! I'll give you satisfaction. That 
tupara of yours that I took is the weapon of your ancestors. This 
tewhatewha”—and he shook it above his head—“is the weapon of my ancestors. Take it as 
utu for my offence!”—and he flung it at the pakeha's feet.

          
Anti-climax? At any rate a tremendous relief. Bates had quite anticipated a desperate tussle. He was enormously pleased to see that 
tewhatewha lying at his feet. It meant that not merely was
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he saved the threatened rough-and-tumble on the green but his calm unruffled attitude had won the day, the 
mana of the 
pakeha was unimpaired. Thus the news would go from end to end of the Waikato that Te Peeti, without a weapon, had triumphed over the Maori warrior.

          
Bates said, with an air of cool dignity: “That is well! You have done the right thing,” and, stooping slowly, he took up the 
tewhatewha, which now was his. It was a treasured weapon of polished hardwood. He knew what an effort it must have been for Te Waka to surrender it. It was the act of a chief. Te Waka, said the soldier to himself, was rough stuff but a gentleman.

          
* * *

          
In his red-pine canoe again, his recovered gun in his hands, Bates was presently enjoying himself among the grey duck in a lagoon reached by a slow creek from the main stream. With him were Haré Mokena and the old dame Te Raro, paddling while the pakeha potted the 
parera. The intelligence officer, having given out that his expedition was for sport, must keep up appearances.

          
At a camp they made for a meal and rest he noted down certain things Mokena told him, heard at the Kingite villages, and he made a sketch map. Two days later when he was back in camp, he had more than a bag of wild duck and his hardwood trophy to show for his river excursion. He had all the data he needed for his report, which presently lay before the general of the Queen's troops. And the “rongo o Te Peeti,” in the words of the song—the fame of The Bates—was higher than ever along the Waikato.
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Kawhia by the Sea — A Place of History and Romance





        

          
            
Kawhia by the Sea

 
A Place of History and Romance

          
        

        

          
(By 

Joyce West.)
        

        

Witty people sometimes refer to Kawhia as the “Jumping-off Place.” … the idea being, of course, that when you reach there you can go no farther. In all fairness it must be added that very often you have no wish to go farther.

        
The township of Kawhia is built upon a narrow sandy spit of land lying between the almost land-locked waters of the Kawhia and Aotea Harbours. The days are filled with the lap of the incoming or outgoing tide, the nights with the murmur of the surf upon the bar to north or south. The houses straggle between the sand-dunes and the shining tide-flats, and the launches tie up at the end of the main street, and the seagulls come in to mew and quarrel on the footpaths. There are no impressive public buildings, no concrete esplanade, or palm trees. In fact the style of town-planning is a little unconventional, not to say peculiar. The tide comes up around the County Council Chambers, and cows graze by the post office, and the roads lose themselves in the sea or in the sand-dunes. The cottages of the summer colony straggle out along the shore toward the entrance, and the track leads by the tide-wet beach past the drying nets of the fishermen, and upturned boats, and coils of rope, under the pohutukawa trees, and through the sea-grass and the lupins where the cicadas sing their never-ending summer song.

        
Looking back we find that Kawhia entered very early into New Zealand history …. almost from the beginning of things, one might say. For it was in these waters that the canoe “Tainui” sought harbourage after the long journey from Hawaiki. On the shore at Maketu, between the entrance and the point where Kawhia now stands, the weary mariners came to land, and beneath the matted sea-grass of the peaceful beach, so tradition has it, the stern-posts of the great canoe lie buried to this very day.

        
In the early part of the last century, the shores of the two harbours were intensively settled. The waters teemed with fish; there were birds in the forest; the soil was easily cultivated. Each bay and beach and river had its own small settlement. Then the great warlord, Te Rauparaha, swept ruthlessly through the land leaving a bloody trail behind him. The population of the harbour shores was decimated; many of the villages were entirely wiped out. In the burial caves along the harbour the bodies of men, women, and children were laid together, and to this day no Maori will penetrate the dark entrances between the tide-washed boulders.

        
In the ‘sixties those dark days were forgotten, and peace and prosperity once more reigned beside the Kawhia shores. The Maoris owned their own small schooners and cutters, and traded between the port and Onehunga, selling wheat and maize, fruit and pigs, and large quantities of dressed flax.

        
Then the sound of the war-conch was once more heard through the country, and this time it was war between white and Maori. Rewi Maniapoto marched out to the coast, with a war-party, on his way to Taranaki, and, when he passed through Kawhai, the men left their tools in the field, and their boats in the water, and followed him. There were left only the old men and the women and children. The sails of the
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Waipukurau Railway Concert Party.


Back row, left to right: G. Hart, G. Scoggins, W. Foley, J. Seabrook, G. Noble, C. Harrington, A. Paterson. Centre row: M. Phillipps, R. Hepburn, R. Nicholson, Organiser; G. Wiggins, D. Moffatt. Front row: N. Hwenricksen, R. McGregor, F.


old mills ceased to turn, and the weeds ran waist-deep in the wheat-fields. The canoes rotted in the water. The small settlements of the bays were deserted. The days of prosperity were never more to return to the shores of Kawhia harbour.

        
White settlement was difficult, for Kawhia lay within the bounds of the King Country inviolacy. There was no connection with the outside world but by the sea. The trading ships had ceased to ply. Even as the years passed, the plentiful rainfall, the tidal creeks, and the heavy forest that grew inland all tended to retard road-making. It was a long, long time before a coaching-road connected the coast with Hamilton. Some time after the beginning of the present century, a sudden wave of interest was awakened in Kawhia. The Main Trunk Railway had been completed, and there was talk of building a branch line to the coast, and making Kawhia the seaport for Australian trade. However, the scheme never got beyond the talking stage, and the investors who had made a rush to speculate in sections were left disconsolate.

        
As time passed, the service-car road between the Main Trunk and the coast was completed, and Kawhia became what it is now…. One of the most charming, leisurely, and happy-go-lucky holiday resorts in New Zealand.

        
The traveller of to-day may approach Kawhia by sea, or overland by service-car from Hamilton or Te Awamutu, or




[image: ]






[image: (W. W. Stewart Collection.) A special train from New Plymouth approaching Auckland.]

(W. W. Stewart Collection.)


A special train from New Plymouth approaching Auckland.


over the new motor road, through the bush, from Raglan. Still another route is from the south, leaving the railway at Hangatiki, and travelling by way of the Waitomo Caves to Kinohaku, on the southern shores of the harbour, and thence by launch to Kawhia.

        
Here I add a word of reservation. If you are looking for cabarets and midnight bathing and Lido parades…. in short, if you want to be really fashionable …. then Kawhia is not the place for you to spend a holiday. But Kawhia will give you a leisurely few days or weeks with the sea at your door, the safest boating and swimming in New Zealand, splendid fishing, warm-spring bathing, surfing on the ocean beach, launch trips unparalleled for odd and beautiful scenery.

        
The warm shallow beaches of the inlets make a children's paradise. For the more adventurous there is the tramp across the sand-dunes to the ocean beach, and, a choice of lying luxuriously in the warm springs that well surprisingly out of the sand, or of more strenuous surfing in the long foaming breakers that roll in from the thundering might of the Tasman.

        
But the crown of Kawhia is its launch trips. The shortest outing is to Te Maika, on the other side of the entrance, a narrow strip of sandhills lying between the mirror waters of Te Maika Bay and the breakers of the ocean beach. All day long the cicadas keep up their monotonous chirping in the lupin bushes, and the air is full of the honey scent of the flowers and the long crooning murmur of the breakers.

        
At Te Waitere you may see the remains of the old mission station, the outpost of Rev. John Whitely, who was later murdered by the Maoris at Pukearuhe. There is nothing left of the garden but two lemon trees, gnarled and bent and stubborn, more than a century old. They must have seen a strange, colourful, and bloody pageant, but they look out now, crouched and patient, above the mirror waters of the peaceful inlet.

        
Somebody has called the trip to Rakanui the strangest trip in the world. The launch heads purposely for the apparently unbroken line of the hills, and, at the last minute, the bluffs swing aside like stage curtains, disclosing the narrow river mouth. In a second the harbour is gone, and there is left nothing but the tortuous curves of the deep little river, the strange grey rock pinnacles like monuments, and the sound of the launch engine ringing back from the seemingly impenetrable bush on every side. All sense of direction is immediately and entirely lost. Surely the designer of Hampton Court Maze must first have seen this river!

        
Farther on, the locked bush bends give way to tide swamps, where there
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Whangamomona Station, on the Stratford Main Trunk Line, North Island, New Zealand.


is no movement but that of wild duck rocking in the wake of the boat to break the monotony of the miles of red-brown sea-weeds. The river still winds, and doubles back on itself, and winds again, with the obvious intention of being lost for ever in the maze of the hills, until, surprised at its own cleverness, it discovers a tiny settlement, and a store, built like a wharf, on piles above the water.

        
So you may keep up your outings, with a fresh trip on the water for every day of the week. If you are fond of tramping, you must not miss seeing the strange lake that lies deep in the sand-dunes of the peninsula between the two harbours. It is supposed to be volcanic in origin, but the Maoris say that it is haunted by a vengeful spirit. Certainly it would be a bold swimmer that would test the story by plunging into its black and sinister depths. The waters are said to be bottomless, and I quite believe it, for it is the darkest, quietest, and most sinister strip of water I have ever seen.

        
A few minutes by car takes you across the narrow peninsula to the Aotea harbour, but the ideal way to see the Aotea is on horse-back, so that you may venture out across the tidal track. The Aotea harbour has a character all its own; it is narrower-mouthed, and shallower, so that the ebb and flow of the tides is amazingly swift. Woe betide the unwary horseman who is overtaken half-way across the track, for he will most assuredly have to swim his horse out! The shores of the Aotea harbour are less deeply indented than those of Kawhia, and are lined, mile after mile, with the great gnarled pohutukawa trees that lean to the water's edge.

        

          
(Continued on p. 
24).
        

        


        
The dominant note of the scene is Mount Kariori, whose blue cone rises steeply above the hills to the north.

        
If the waters of the Kawhia harbour teem with fish, then the waters of the Aotea are thick. The incoming tide, pouring through the narrow harbour entrance, brings shoals of fish, flounder, and the silvery herring, and the agile kahawai, surging stirrup-deep around your horse, leaping and flickering and flashing, sending showers of diamond brightness in rings across the full-breasted water.

        
Where the fish are, the sea-birds follow, and the tide-flats teem with gulls and sand-pipers and long-necked shags, while predatory kingfishers flash like jewels above the shoreward creeks. In winter the black swans come to the harbour, flocks upon great flocks of them, flying with flash of black-and-white wings against the sand-dunes and the sky, or riding tranquilly in the pale cold water.

        
But if you go to the Aotea harbour in the season of the flowering of the pohutukawa, you will see something you will never forget. There is a ride of six miles on the tidal path under the glowing crimson trees where the fallen blossom lies like spilled blood on the rocks and in the water. The harbour is lonely; the Maori settlements are almost deserted. You will pass white shell banks and mossy apple trees that are the remains of dead villages since Te Rauparaha ravaged the land, villages that were young and filled with life when the strange prow of Cook's “Endeavour” first clove the stormy waters about the islands.

        
Returning to Kawhia, you pause at one point, and look down to Aotea on your right and Kawhia on your left. The harbours are half-full, channels glistening like silver in the evening light, the pale water creeping across the wet grey tide-flats. Kariori is hazed with summer mist, withdrawing into itself.

        
Back to Kawhia in the lingering warmth of the summer dusk, and you find that the slow spring tide has filled the beaches where the seagulls pace sedately. The fishermen are hanging their nets to dry, and the glass balls of the floats gleam like bubbles of the sea. By the wharf the launches ride at anchor, double, real boat merging into mirrored boat. The track along the shore under the giant pohutukawa smells of salt and fish and lupin-flowers, and it is growing dusk. The first star rims the misty grape-blue of the over-harbour hills.

        
Night has come, leisurely as everything else, to Kawhia.
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Escape to Beauty and Old Adventure

 
A Caroline Bay Sketch

          
        

        

          
(By 

Bernice Shackleton.)
        

        

          

            
He will never, never, never sail to ‘Frisco,
          


          

            
The Golden Gate is very far away, They caught him, and they caged him like a squirrel.
          


          

            
He is totting up accounts and going grey.
          
          —Alfred Noyes.
        

        

          
But…‥
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Christchurch—Dunedin Express passing Caroline Bay, Timuaru, South Island, New Zealand.


          

          

There are streets like close canyons, that press their busy sides together in a narrowing world; there are streets that bring one home to hedges and the soft, familiar garden seclusion; and there are a few others that carry one away to mysterious distances.

          
The northern crest of Stafford Street, Timaru, is like the last. People on the footpath loiter there, leaning on the rails to watch a fleck of smoke grow large upon the shimmering waters; motorists slow down, and when the train passes in that clay drop below the street, passengers in the carriages lean over towards the seaward windows and say, “It is the Bay.”

          
In that brief few minutes of view from the train, which is the same as the view from the street, there may be a traveller or two, who, like the child that puts a shell to his ear to hear in the pearly chamber the ocean's reverberations, will recall a depth of pleasure cupped in the sweep of beach and harbour.

          
Caroline Bay curves round like a shell, and in the winter it is beautiful with a shell's colours. It is opal in that vague shore towards the Rangitata where the dark blur of pines beyond the sea's blue plain, melts into the horizon cloud. It is mother of pearl in the jagged line of the westward gleaming Alps, and under the cliffs, of dashing rocks it is iris shadowed, like the rippled cave of a pawa shell.

          
The cat's-eye shell, the limpet, the ram's horn and the screw shell; the pipi, the scallop, the homely mussel and the nymph are common in most places in New Zealand. But at Timaru you may find one other, the New Zealand olive shell, Ancilla Australis. Ancilla is a maid-servant, a southern maidservant. And although the tawny Olive is not a beach beauty, her presence in the bay might be given a quaint significance. For ever since the early ships anchored here, the beach and the harbour have been hand-maids of the south, serving its health and its wealth.

          
On a still winter's day a quiet, grey man looked along the sweep of the bay and let his eyes rest once more in its
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A harvesting scene near Timaru, South Island, New Zealand.


beauty. The scalloped line of spume crumbled over the beach with a soft crushing sound. Gulls circled there in hungry quest. Women knitted in the sun traps among the trees below the yellow cliffs, and in the shelter sheds veteran pensioners gossiped and scraped the shingle with their sticks. A laughing child ran away from the waves and hurled himself against the thin hand of his grandfather. It was a day for children. From the swings their voices piped above the soughing of the sea.

          
For a week the quiet grey man had walked every day along the southern esplanade that runs out into the sea like a peer. He had a look like one who sees and hears with inner, keener senses. Perhaps the sun on the water had dazzled him or played a trick with the eyes of his mind, for he told me that sometimes he saw no longer the modern beach with its gardens and fine pavilions, and all the facilities for hot salt baths, sea bathing, sun bathing, for dancing,
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beach concerts and tennis and motorists' parties. All these melted into the wilderness that had been, the rough beach, the wild cliffs and the boiling down pots of a whaling station.

          
He said it was like a bequeathed memory, and I noticed that although his hair was touched with frost, he was not old enough to have seen all the rugged past before steam had superseded the sailing ships, or the immigrant ships had displaced the whaling boats that had come almost in the wake of visiting war canoes.

          
The old cob and shingle town he spoke of, with its few houses and couple of stores, were beyond the span of his recollection, as was the bullock track that was its street, the forest of cabbage trees through it, and even the Rhodes's first wool shed.

          
But he had some memory from childhood's stories. Wild pig, he had heard, supplemented provisions. Mr. Lough, who made a rough sketch of the town to be—Rhodestown, they thought they would call it then—had hunted pigs on the post office site.

          
He saw sailing ships in the bay and the beauty of their wings against the sky. There were whale boats carrying out the wool and bringing in supplies. LeCren's store had a shipping service with small surf, boats wound in by a capstan. The capstan also hauled in pioneers. The dialects of Britain spread out over the plain. From the 
Echunga the Cornishmen of Penzance and Truro waded through the surf and went inland to the edge of the hills. The women talked of saffron cakes in those days in the little settlement of Waimate.

          
There were wrecks; one almost on the Timaru railway station site. The 
Benvenue was driven ashore to the north of the bay and the 
City of Perth with her, but the 
City of Perth was refloated. At Whale Creek the shingle holds the last of a derelict.

          
LeCren's capstan grew into wharves and the rope into railway lines. In these years the virgin curve of the bay was cut in two and divided between industry and beauty.

          
The quiet man pondered this—a brief tale of many years, months, weeks and days of adventure. And thinking of the present serene progress of industry and pleasure, it occurred to him that the modern form of the bay was like a bivalve or hinged shell. The empty wing was the beach for rest and recreation. In the other wing where the shellfish lay, was the dark mollusc of man's industry, the harbour proper, the wharves and the railway. The esplanade where he stood was the hinge of the shell.

          
Old men nod in the sun here, drugged with age or air and some perhaps with beauty. For Caroline Bay is most beautiful in the winter when fewest see it. The almost empty sands have the calm grace of a woman in repose. It ought to be a winter resort, he said, a resort not in the tone of summer posters, but with soft cadences. For a resort is a haunt, a refuge, and here it is at once a place of ethereal loveliness and homely interest.

          
And artists, I agreed with him, should set their easels here as naturally as fishermen hang their nets over the white rails to dry.

          
The Concarneau fisherfolk, I added, may wear brighter blouses and have a foreign savour, and the streets of that other much painted fishing village of Newlyn, may be crazy with cobbles and quaint houses, but in the picturesque Old World, art is often served in spite of the stink.

          
Timaru is clean, and the sunlight, from which the artist wins his colours, will vie with any Continental tones.

          
Trawlers unload their freight at steps enamelled with sea growth, and small boys, hauling in their lines from an under platform on the wharf, flash their catches on a crater made of brown rope. The dredge in the harbour makes a constant iron protest, and foreign cargo boats bring their colour and their human types within the speculation of the casual stroller. The water is a red reflected crimson lake about the hulls.

          
Timaru, of course, is not a major port. It does not overwhelm. But the slightly acrid smell of pitch is just sufficienty pungent of untold stories.

          
It is the esplanade, running along the protective works, then, that gives Caroline Bay a unique interest, not because it has any special decorative merits—in itself it is no more than it was meant to be, a breakwater, or harbour protection and a place for old men to sit in the sun and for boys to fish from—but it is a frontier between two countries. It touches the tranquil pleasure ground of a bastioned bay and the region of the hardier romance which clings to ships and trains.

          
It is better to come down to this esplanade than to stay in the street, much better to be near the swish and chant of the sea and to feel the tang of its breath.

          
After we had talked there awhile the quiet, grey man saw the train's smoke through the yellow clay cutting. He turned and went back to an inland town.

          
I am certain that through the bars of his cage the bay glittered. As he picked up his pen he would smile like a wanderer come home with his eyes full of old horizons and his heart close to beauty.

        

        

          

British Industries Fair


New Zealand's Representation.

          

            
New Zealand is again taking space at the British Industries Fair which is being held from February 21 to March 4 in London and Birmingham next year. She will be represented in the Empire section in the great new building at Earls Court.
          

          

            
Textiles, furniture, foodstuffs and the products of the British Empire are to be shown at Earls Court, with its two floors, where there is room for 40,000 people to move along the gangways with ease.
          

          

            
Among the exhibits at Olympia will be jewellery, pottery and glassware, toys and games, fancy goods, scientific instruments, leather goods, stationery and printing, chemicals and sports goods, and a number of the “Iighter” trades of the United Kingdom.
          

          

            
At Castle Bromwich, Birmingham, engineering and metal manufactures will be displayed in what is believed to be the world's largest permanent exhibition building, which has a gross area of 694,000 square feet and an actual exhibiting area of 305,000 square feet.
          

          

            
By the beginning of July more than seven-eighths of the space occupied this year in the Fair as a whole had already been booked for 1938.
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Timaru, of course, is not a major port. It does not overwhelm. But the slightly acrid smell of pitch is just sufficienty pungent of untold stories.
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Our London Letter

 Britain's Streamlined Flyers.
        

        

          
by 
Arthur L. Stead

        

        

          

For many years prior to the Great War, the fastest train in the British Empire was the 61.7 miles per hour express of the North Eastern Railway between Darlington and York. This relatively brief “spurt” was rightly considered a wonderful performance, but fast running such as this is to-day quite outshone by our streamlined flyers. Curiously enough, the honour of operating the Empire's fastest daily passenger service has again fallen to the North Eastern line—or, at least, to the London & North Eastern, to give our second largest group undertaking its full title. The new record-breaker is the “Coronation Express,” running daily in either direction between King's Cross Station, London, and Edinburgh.

          
The “Coronation Express” covers the 392¾ miles between the English and Scottish capitals in exactly six hours, including one intermediate stop of three minutes. On the “Down” journey, an average speed of 71.9 m.p.h. is maintained over the 188 miles section between London and York, this representing the fastest regular daily steam train service in the Empire. The throughout average speed of this wonder train for the 392¾ miles is 66.02 m.p.h.

          
The streamlined locomotive “Dominion of New Zealand,” with its four fellow engines, employed for hauling the “Coronation Express,” is a 4–6–2 locomotive having leading dimensions as follows:—Length, 71 ft.; weight in working order, 167 tons; boiler pressure, 250 lbs.; diameter of driving wheels, 6 ft. 8 in.; cylinder diameter, 18½ in.; stroke, 26 in.; tractive effort, 35,500 lbs. The tender, with its corridor to enable engine crews to be changed without stopping, carries 8 tons of coal and 5,000 gallons of water. The locomotives are finished in Garter blue, with dark red wheels, and the armorial bearings of each country concerned are displayed on the cab.

          
The “Coronation Express” is composed of eight articulated carriages and a streamlined “tail car.” The latter vehicle is reversed at the end of each trip and placed at the rear of the train to serve as an observation saloon. Seats are provided in the eight carriages for 48 first-class and 168 third-class passengers. The first-class cars are divided into sections, each accommodating four passengers. Ornamental screen wings divide each section into two alcoves, each accommodating two people. The swivel chairs are so arranged that passengers when dining are facing diagonally towards the windows. Electricity is employed in the two kitchens, with power supplied by axle-driven generators. The exterior of the “Coronation Express” is painted Marlborough blue above the waist, and Garter blue below, with stainless steel mouldings. It might well claim to be the handsomest train in the world.

        

        

          
Some Record-breaking Runs.

          
The gradual speeding-up of passenger trains services is a feature throughout the whole world of railways. Actually, Germany to-day possesses the world's fastest train, the record run being that of a Diesel railcar between Hamm and Hannover, the 110 miles being covered at an average speed of 85.7 m.p.h. The second fastest run in the world is on
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Streamlined end, 4–6–2 locomotive “Dominion of New Zealand,” in L. & N.E.H. “Coronation Express” service, carrying New Zealand armorial bearings on cab.


the Atchison, Topeka & Santa Fe Company, U.S.A., with a Diesel railcar run of 202 miles between La Junta and Dodge City, at an average speed of 83.7 m.p.h. Next to the German Hamm-Hannover achievement in Europe, comes a record run on the French State Railways, where a railcar maintains an average speed of 73.2 m.p.h. over the 55-mile section Havre-Rouen, This is followed in the speed table by the L. & N.E. “Coronation Express” 71.9 m.p.h. dash over the 188-mile London-York section; and by our old friend the “Cheltenham Flyer,” of the Great Western system, with its 71.4 m.p.h. run for the 77 miles separating Swindon and Paddington Station, London, Fast running, of course, is by no means the only criterion by which railway efficiency should be judged. Because one particular line happens to introduce a specially fast train, it does not necessarily follow that other systems are lacking in efficiency, although it does indicate that a real endeavour is being made to meet public requirements. Another point worth noting is that it is impossible to operate high-speed services unless the track, signalling arrangements, locomotives and rolling-stock are of a very high standard. As a general indication of railway progress, therefore, passenger train accelerations are to be welcomed.

          

            
Loading Road Motors for City delivery, Camden Town Goods Station, London, L.M. & S. Railway.
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Electric Services in Britain.

          
While the Southern Railway provides us with no spectacular express runs, remarkable work is being accomplished on this line in the field of electrification. The recent commencement of regular electric services on the main-line to Portsmouth brought the total Southern electrified lines up to 539 miles. Of this, over 200 miles is main-line electrification, linking London with the south coast. Brighton and Worthing were the first resorts to be linked with the metropolis by electric trains, in 1933. The Eastbourne and Hastings connections date from 1935, and now the direct line between London and Portsmouth, via Guildford and Haslemere, has been converted from steam to electric traction.

          
Entirely new, rolling-stock has been provided for the new electrification. In all, 48 new 4-coach corridor motor units have been constructed in the railway shops at Eastleigh, as well as a number of 3-coach and 2-coach motor units. Portsmouth is served by a fast train every hour from Waterloo Station, London, together with two stopping trains every hour, and an additional hourly train during the business period. The new carriages forming the electric trains provide luxurious accommodation, the upholstery being in tasteful shades of blue, green and fawn. A special feature is an improved system of air-conditioning. The cooking is all-electric, electric refrigeration also being installed.

        

        

          
Combined Rail and Road Services.

          
Door-to-door transport in the completest sense of the term is a feature of goods department working at Home. Over increasingly wide areas combined rail and road service is being provided and within the past year the number of railheads in country districts from which railway-owned road services are operated has grown from 1,750 to 2,680. Inclusive rates are quoted to cover combined rail and road haulage, and the road services are so arranged as to connect with the appropriate rail service. Station-to-station traffics constitute a large proportion of railway business, but so convenient are the road motor services of the railways proving, that more and more traders are arranging their transport upon an inclusive basis, by taking advantage of the elaborate collection and delivery services of the four group lines.
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Freight traffic of every kind may now be handled by railway-owned road service, for the stock of road vehicles maintained by the groups includes every conceivable type, ranging from light delivery vans to special floats for machinery, plate-glass, and so on. There are specially-designed road motors for cattle conveyance and for the movement of valuable racehorses, while the ordinary road motors are supplemented by “mechanical horses” and other ingenious appliances for particular purposes.

        

        

          
The Railways and Safety.

          
In Britain the railways, like those of New Zealand, make a wonderful showing from the viewpoint of safety. The report of the Ministry of Transport upon railway accidents in 1936 has recently been issued, and very creditable reading this makes. Summarised, the liability among passengers to mishap was one killed in every 582,000,000 conveyed; and one injured in every 3,500,000 carried. Three passengers were killed and 497 injured in train accidents. When one considers the continual slaughtering on the roads, small wonder the knowing traveller pins his faith to the safe an speedy “Iron Horse.”
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The “Coronation Express” covers the 392¾ miles between the English and Scottish capitals in exactly six hours, including one intermediate stop of three minutes. On the “Down” journey, an average speed of 71.9 m.p.h. is maintained over the 188 miles section between London and York, this representing the fastest regular daily steam train service in the Empire. The throughout average speed of this wonder train for the 392¾ miles is 66.02 m.p.h.

          
The streamlined locomotive “Dominion of New Zealand,” with its four fellow engines, employed for hauling the “Coronation Express,” is a 4–6–2 locomotive having leading dimensions as follows:—Length, 71 ft.; weight in working order, 167 tons; boiler pressure, 250 lbs.; diameter of driving wheels, 6 ft. 8 in.; cylinder diameter, 18½ in.; stroke, 26 in.; tractive effort, 35,500 lbs. The tender, with its corridor to enable engine crews to be changed without stopping, carries 8 tons of coal and 5,000 gallons of water. The locomotives are finished in Garter blue, with dark red wheels, and the armorial bearings of each country concerned are displayed on the cab.

          
The “Coronation Express” is composed of eight articulated carriages and a streamlined “tail car.” The latter vehicle is reversed at the end of each trip and placed at the rear of the train to serve as an observation saloon. Seats are provided in the eight carriages for 48 first-class and 168 third-class passengers. The first-class cars are divided into sections, each accommodating four passengers. Ornamental screen wings divide each section into two alcoves, each accommodating two people. The swivel chairs are so arranged that passengers when dining are facing diagonally towards the windows. Electricity is employed in the two kitchens, with power supplied by axle-driven generators. The exterior of the “Coronation Express” is painted Marlborough blue above the waist, and Garter blue below, with stainless steel mouldings. It might well claim to be the handsomest train in the world.
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Some Record-breaking Runs.

          
The gradual speeding-up of passenger trains services is a feature throughout the whole world of railways. Actually, Germany to-day possesses the world's fastest train, the record run being that of a Diesel railcar between Hamm and Hannover, the 110 miles being covered at an average speed of 85.7 m.p.h. The second fastest run in the world is on
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Streamlined end, 4–6–2 locomotive “Dominion of New Zealand,” in L. & N.E.H. “Coronation Express” service, carrying New Zealand armorial bearings on cab.


the Atchison, Topeka & Santa Fe Company, U.S.A., with a Diesel railcar run of 202 miles between La Junta and Dodge City, at an average speed of 83.7 m.p.h. Next to the German Hamm-Hannover achievement in Europe, comes a record run on the French State Railways, where a railcar maintains an average speed of 73.2 m.p.h. over the 55-mile section Havre-Rouen, This is followed in the speed table by the L. & N.E. “Coronation Express” 71.9 m.p.h. dash over the 188-mile London-York section; and by our old friend the “Cheltenham Flyer,” of the Great Western system, with its 71.4 m.p.h. run for the 77 miles separating Swindon and Paddington Station, London, Fast running, of course, is by no means the only criterion by which railway efficiency should be judged. Because one particular line happens to introduce a specially fast train, it does not necessarily follow that other systems are lacking in efficiency, although it does indicate that a real endeavour is being made to meet public requirements. Another point worth noting is that it is impossible to operate high-speed services unless the track, signalling arrangements, locomotives and rolling-stock are of a very high standard. As a general indication of railway progress, therefore, passenger train accelerations are to be welcomed.

          

            
Loading Road Motors for City delivery, Camden Town Goods Station, London, L.M. & S. Railway.
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Electric Services in Britain.

          
While the Southern Railway provides us with no spectacular express runs, remarkable work is being accomplished on this line in the field of electrification. The recent commencement of regular electric services on the main-line to Portsmouth brought the total Southern electrified lines up to 539 miles. Of this, over 200 miles is main-line electrification, linking London with the south coast. Brighton and Worthing were the first resorts to be linked with the metropolis by electric trains, in 1933. The Eastbourne and Hastings connections date from 1935, and now the direct line between London and Portsmouth, via Guildford and Haslemere, has been converted from steam to electric traction.

          
Entirely new, rolling-stock has been provided for the new electrification. In all, 48 new 4-coach corridor motor units have been constructed in the railway shops at Eastleigh, as well as a number of 3-coach and 2-coach motor units. Portsmouth is served by a fast train every hour from Waterloo Station, London, together with two stopping trains every hour, and an additional hourly train during the business period. The new carriages forming the electric trains provide luxurious accommodation, the upholstery being in tasteful shades of blue, green and fawn. A special feature is an improved system of air-conditioning. The cooking is all-electric, electric refrigeration also being installed.
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Combined Rail and Road Services.

          
Door-to-door transport in the completest sense of the term is a feature of goods department working at Home. Over increasingly wide areas combined rail and road service is being provided and within the past year the number of railheads in country districts from which railway-owned road services are operated has grown from 1,750 to 2,680. Inclusive rates are quoted to cover combined rail and road haulage, and the road services are so arranged as to connect with the appropriate rail service. Station-to-station traffics constitute a large proportion of railway business, but so convenient are the road motor services of the railways proving, that more and more traders are arranging their transport upon an inclusive basis, by taking advantage of the elaborate collection and delivery services of the four group lines.

          

            

[image: Southern Railway new London-Portsmouth Electric Express.]
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Freight traffic of every kind may now be handled by railway-owned road service, for the stock of road vehicles maintained by the groups includes every conceivable type, ranging from light delivery vans to special floats for machinery, plate-glass, and so on. There are specially-designed road motors for cattle conveyance and for the movement of valuable racehorses, while the ordinary road motors are supplemented by “mechanical horses” and other ingenious appliances for particular purposes.
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The Railways and Safety.

          
In Britain the railways, like those of New Zealand, make a wonderful showing from the viewpoint of safety. The report of the Ministry of Transport upon railway accidents in 1936 has recently been issued, and very creditable reading this makes. Summarised, the liability among passengers to mishap was one killed in every 582,000,000 conveyed; and one injured in every 3,500,000 carried. Three passengers were killed and 497 injured in train accidents. When one considers the continual slaughtering on the roads, small wonder the knowing traveller pins his faith to the safe an speedy “Iron Horse.”
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Wanaka

 
Lake of Dreamy Beauty

          
        

        

          
(By 

Nora Elliot.)
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Lake Wanaka, seen from Pembroke, South Island, New Zealand.


        

        

It was a description overheard in a hotel lounge last year that gave me the urge to visit Lake Wanaka.

        
A superb lake lying almost in the heart of majestic mountains, and girded by snow powdered foothills—a lake of many delightful bays, seen through the delicate tracery of willows and populars—a lakeside with groves of English trees, a deserted garden, rich with roses in summer-time and carpeted with daffodil's gold in spring—a place where lacy snowflakes gently fell in late autumn, winter and early spring.

        
It sounded like a dream-place, especially to a being who had spent practically all her life in a seaside North Island town, where a fall of snow went down in the town's history, and, longing for mountain scenery, had to be satisfied with—on clear days only—distant views of solitary Mount Egmont.

        
My opportunity of visiting Lake Wanaka came in early winter. When I voiced my intention of going south, my friends shuddered, drew their chairs closer to the fire, and uttered loud and forcible protests against such folly. Undaunted, however, I set out and after a very comfortable and interesting journey through Canterbury and unique Central Otago, I stepped off the train at Cromwell, the busy little town associated so much with New Zealand's own romantic gold, fresh from the bowels of Mother Earth. There I joined a service car and in “no time” was spinning along a broad highway lined with stately poplars. For thirty miles I purred along beside rich undulating pasture-land, and, 
en route, crossed mountain streams and the beautiful Clutha River—a ribbon of blue gracefully threading its way over the smiling countryside. Lastly, the car glided down a gentle incline, and there immediately before me in breath-taking loveliness reposed Lake Wanaka. In a second I was standing on the lake's very shore, realising the place I looked upon was even more beautiful than the place I had dreamed about for a whole twelve months.

        
For, although it was mid-afternoon on that winter's day, the little paradise lay bathed in golden sunshine. The lake sparkled like an immense sapphire—a gem zealously guarded by ranges of magnificent glistening snow-covered mountains appearing to commune with the very heavens. Purple hued foothills besprinkled with snow, nestled beneath the inspiring mountains, and closer at hand was the charming, sight of noble oaks, giant forests, birches, and sedate poplars. Weeping willows dipped their leafless tresses in the crystal clear waters, and in the distance a mountain stream burbled merrily. And all the time tui, bell-bird, thrush, blackbird, and warbler, sang with all their springtime rapture, the gentle lapping of Wanaka's water making a perfect accompaniment for such classical singers.

        
Feeling my cup of joy was filled to overflowing, I wandered up to the beautiful hotel, built almost on the lake's shore. Mrs. Mann accorded me a most friendly welcome. Tiny birds of exquisitely tinted plumage fluttered in the glassed-in porch, and gay coloured pot-plants and geranium flowers tapped their pretty heads on the sun-kissed panes.

        
My bedroom opened on to a balcony commanding a divine view of



mountains, lake, and sky. And it was from that balcony that I daily watched night close on Lake Wanaka. Each evening King Sol—in golden splendour—sank down behind the mountains, leaving in the western sky a trail of multi-coloured glory. Under the sunset spell the lake looked like a fiery opal, mountains changed to an ethereal blue, and delicate pink and lilac hues tinged the entire landscape. Each evening I gazed enrapt, asking myself, “Can there be a more heavenly world than this?”

        
The air at Pembroke—the picturesque little hamlet built on the shore of Lake Wanaka—is wonderfully invigorating. It miraculously drives the lassitude out of the human frame wearied with toil or weakened by illness. The peace that enfolds the haven is soothing to ragged nerves and balm to aching hearts.

        
It was on a morning soon after my arrival at Lake Wanaka that I fully realised what a truly great artist Jack Frost is. After an early breakfast a fellow guest and I scaled Mount Iron, less than an hour's easy climb. A white mantle lay over the landscape, and, as we ascended the springy track, we frequently paused to admire the exquisite sight of dainty wild flowers, some pale green, others lavender and pink, all wearing fairy-like frockings of silver frost. The ferny glades were silvered, too, and lifeless branches and twigs were transformed into things of sparkling beauty. At the summit a magnificent view awaited us. Long white clouds rested half-way down the mountain sides, a silver mist hovered over the lake which on that crisp morning looked as smooth as a sheet of glass and pale as mother of pearl. Turning from that sublime picture we looked down on the fertile Cadrona and Clutha valleys where flourished some of the finest stations in the district.

        
On a lovely day some tourists motored me to Lake Hawea—Wanaka's sister lake. Hawea is just a pleasant run from Pembroke, and is a perfect little jewel set in the heart of the hills. Palely shaded stones cover the lake's shore, and from a distance give the effect of a decorative band of mosaic work. But most fascinating at Lake Hawea are the wonderful reflections of the distant mountains. As the shadows lengthen one could easily mistake the reflection for the reality.

        
I enjoyed golf at Pembroke on the fine links commanding superb views of the lake and mountains. I went for a delightful launch trip to Pigeon Island. This verdure clad island is situated on lake Wanaka just twelve miles from the shore. It rises 480 feet above lake level and has the unique feature of a lakelet a few feet below the summit. The lakelet is known to Europeans as Paradise lake.

        
In a little boat we floated to Ruby Island, and there peeped at the log cabin cabaret set in forest loveliness where the light-hearted dance the happy hours away. At Glendhu Bay—a delightful half hour's drive through shady avenues, and beside blue lagoons wreathed with golden rapu—we stretched out on the white sands, yes, it was warm enough for that, while the male members of the party trod the wooded glades and valleys, and at dusk returned triumphantly swinging ducks and quail. I daydreamed in the old-world garden of the hotel, got on friendly terms with the rare animals in the miniature zoo, but most alluring of all to me were
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Lake Wanaka—“walled about by hills majestic—stately trees and peaks superme.”


the winding roadways lined with hedgerows of birch, hawthorn, or barberry, one and all possessing the unspoiled beauty of the English lane. Then, “last, loneliest, loveliest,” was the deserted garden, and magnificent grove of beautiful English trees on the Sargood station terminating on the water's edge.

        
But one cannot dwell in Arcady for ever, and the morning came when I had to take my leave of Lake Wanaka—the lake of quiet, dreamy beauty. I did it reluctantly, but with the firm determination to return as soon as possible and visit fresh scenes in the lovely land of cold lake and mountain. And from choice it will be winter time when I go there, for to a North Islander, ice covered ponds, snow-flakes gently falling, must ever hold much of the enchantment of fairyland.
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Mangonui

 
A Big Shark

          
        

        

          
(By 

Hori Makaire.)
        

        

The day was hot and I had dozed, leaving my fishing line conveniently tied to a row-lock as the boat rose and fell to the gentle motion of a calm summer sea. It happened too suddenly to prevent. Out went the line at a furious rate, and there was a sudden snap, as the cord broke. Disgusted, I drew in the fragment, and looked to my Maori companion for some explanation.

        
“A big shark,” volunteered Tamati. “This place is noted for them, and you may be sure that the other fish will not bite while our visitor is about. Over towards the coast there is the small island of Mangonui. While we smoke until the shark has gone, I will tell you the story of the early history of the place, of the strong 
pa it once held (that was eventually reduced by Hongi of Ngapuhi with the muskets of the pakeha) and how originally it came by the name.

        
“In the days of which I speak Ngati-Enoa, a comparatively strong tribe, had taken advantage of the natural features of the island to make it an impregnable fortress. They were not a very warlike people, and took no part in the incessant raiding and killing practised by the mainland tribes. Many were the attempts made to invest them, but always were the invaders sent away, defeated and broken. Food supplies in the way of kumaras and birds were obtained regularly in trade from across the mile-wide passage, but the chief diet of the people was fish, with which the surrounding waters teemed, and in the taking and curing of which they had become expert. And so, for many years, prosperity smiled upon them.

        
“There came a time when, one after the other, several of the leading warriors mysteriously disappeared. In each case, the missing one had taken his canoe in the early morning to do some fishing, and that was the last that had been seen of him. At first it was thought that the men were visiting a friendly tribe on the opposite shore, but enquiry showed that none of them had called there. The mystery grew as the mainland people themselves reported the loss of two of their people who had been fishing in the bay nearby. There had been no stormy weather, and the missing ones themselves were proficient in the handling of the canoe. Some days later, a much battered canoe was washed ashore below the 
pa of Ngati-Enoa, and loud was the lamentation when it was discovered that it had belonged to the chief's only son, who had left a week previously to seek a bride amongst the northern tribes.

        
“The following morning, a frightened warrior who had been keeping watch from the high cliff above dashed into the village. Tremblingly he told his story. Looking over the passage, he had been following the progress of a
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large trading canoe, making for the island. A few hundred yards off the shore, there had been a great upheaval of the water. He had had a vision of an enormous tail which had risen in the air above the frightened occupants. The next minute the boat had been splintered to pieces, and one by one the rowers had disappeared.

        
“A meeting of the elders of the tribe was at once called, and the watchman repeated his story. There was much questioning, and much debate. At length the Tohunga, a man of great wisdom, arose and commanded silence.

        
“‘Oh Rangatira,’ he said, ‘I have considered this matter deeply, and can now explain to you all what the terror is that seems to haunt us. It is not a taniwha, as some of your warriors have suggested, but only Mango, the shark, grown to enormous size. I shall proceed to prove my words. Let that war canoe on the beach be filled with our older slaves, and sent across the passage. We can all watch the water to see if anything happens. In any case, the slaves are more or less useless to us, and whether Mango finds them useful, or whether they succeed in reaching freedom on the far shore will not make much difference.’

        
“The now-frightened slaves, twelve in number, were marshalled together, armed with paddles, and set adrift. The whole tribe lined the cliffs to applaud their frenzied effort to reach the sanctuary on the mainland. It seemed they would get over safely. They had almost reached the outer fringe of rocks, and had even ceased their paddling to wave derisively to their late masters, when what seemed to be a large wave overturned the canoe, and left them struggling in the water. In twos and threes they were pulled under, until none were left. As the last man disappeared, Mango's tail showed momentarily above the surface and then his fin, leaving no doubt as to his identity.

        
“Days went by, and the position on the island became acute. A few daring ones who, seeing the food supplies running low had ventured out, found Te Reinga through Mango's maw, and one man was even seized while fishing from the rocks. The mainland people were unable to assist. One night, cries were heard from the blackness beyond the beach and a large canoe, much broken, was washed ashore next day. Two others, similarly shattered, followed. It was not until long afterwards that Ngati-Enoa learned of the fate of the big war party from the north that had planned to raid them. Many of the young children died of hunger. For a time, the older people managed to subsist on shellfish, but the demands were heavy, and the supplies of these threatened to give out.

        
“It was then that the Tohunga, following a passionate appeal to his patron gods, was shown a way out of the trouble. He called the tribe together and, working himself with a feverish energy, set all the people to making long nets of unusual width and thickness. Within a few days, these were completed. It was then that the chief led his men in the fierce haka that invariably prefaced any dangerous expedition. The Tohunga spoke thus:

        


        
” ‘Oh Rangatira and brave warriors,’ he said, ‘if we stay upon this island while Mango awaits us outside, we will all die of starvation like our beloved tamariki (children). We will man the canoes, towing these nets behind us in a way I will show you. My wisdom has told me that when the big fish attacks us, we must draw in a circle about him. He must in some way become entangled in the nets, which will hold him strongly, while we exact the vengeance that is rightly ours.’

        
“Feeling that they were going to certain death, yet brave withal, the tribesmen entered the canoe, and worked their way into the deep water as they had been directed. It followed just as the Tohunga had predicted. Mango arose from the depths and made for the leading canoe, to immediately run into the net that towed behind it. With a shout, the other rowers drew in, trailing their nets over the spot. Fiercely Mango fought, his struggles causing big waves that nearly swamped several of the boats; but the more he threshed about, the deeper he became entangled. When at length he was helpless, the warriors drew closer, and fiercely attacked him, so that, a lifeless mass, he was soon floating belly upwards. There was a roar of victory, wildly echoed from the mainland shore, where hundreds had gathered to watch the battle.

        
“Now, pakeha, follows the strange part of the story. It was an accepted thing that some offering be made to the gods which had so befriended Ngati-Enoa. The Tohunga had a long, sharp knife which he had secured from a visiting whaleship. Boldly, he stepped upon the carcass, and made a long gash thereon, so that the big entrails floated out in the water. This was the offering, and suitable incantations were muttered over it. Then, the nets were cut away, and the dead shark floated free. But, did I say the big fish was dead? To the great amazement of the onlookers, he appeared to come to sudden life again. He took no notice of the canoes but, seeing his entrails floating in the water, made a quick dash, and swallowed them. Of course, they came away—through the opening the knife had made. Mango turned in his headlong rush and again engulfed them, with similar result.

        
“Thus, my friend, did the tribe achieve great prestige. … It is many years since the deed was done…‥ It is said that these big fish live long… To-day, there are many descendants of the conquerors of Mango who maintain that, as the result of a curse laid by Tohunga, the monster shark is still somewhere in the ocean depths …. still playing, what you sporting pakeha folk would term: ‘The same old game.’”
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(
By 

Ernest E. Bush, B.A., Dip. Educ.)
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How many city residents, reading with interest the fact that a rich strike of gold has been made at X, or that gold has attained its peak price, know just how that gleaming metal is won from the earth? Even many folk who tour through the gold districts know little of the process of gold-mining.

          
This article deals exclusively with mining in Otago Central. There are several rich fields in Central Otago, Naseby, Kyeburn Diggings, and Cromwell being centres of great activity. Where a company has the working, the claim is attacked by means of a dredge. The individual miner, however, has not the advantage of this large scale apparatus. He has the choice of three methods, his choice depending largely upon the nature of his claim, the amount of water he has at his disposal, and the general topography of the locality. He may sluice, cradle, or work with the shovel.

          
Let us examine each method in turn, taking first the shovel-method. This is the “hard-labour” method, and is used in flat areas. The necessary apparatus and requirements are: a “box,” shovel (and pick, sometimes), prospecting dish, and, last, water, without which the miner could not work. Before proceeding to describe the process, let me sketch the “box” and the prospecting dish. This latter is the miners' inseparable companion. The dish is an ordinary tin dish, very strongly made. The edge is rolled, and, an inch below the edge, for half the circumference, on the innerside, is a groove in the dish. The object of this will be revealed when we take a prospect (below).

        

        

          
The Box.

          
This consists of a bottom usually two and a-half feet by four feet. The two sides are about eight inches in height. The front is left open, while a board at the back, about six inches in height, forms the third side. Thus there is a bottom, two sides, a third side being only half (approximately) the height of the other two, the fourth side being open. There is no top. On the floor of the box is placed sacking, and on this, cocoanut matting. Perforated iron plates are next laid on, their edges resting on ledges on the sides. Thus there is a clearance between the plates and the mats.
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A goods train crossing Flat Stream Viaduct, Otago Central Railways, South Island, New Zealand.


          

          
The box is now ready for work. This is used either for shovelling or sluicing.

          
Let us now find a spot, and set in our box.

          
Shovelling is done where the ground is fairly level. To find a suitable spot, we must take some prospects and decide whether they are sufficiently promising. We proceed to a likely spot (all miners are able to pick out likely spots). Most likely we shall be in the river-bed, or in a fairly wide gully. Knowledge of the behaviour of gold will cause us to take a prospect just where the bed widens, having come through a narrower part, or at the edge of the swifter part.

        

        

          
To Prospect

          
Gold deposited usually sinks to a “wash,” that is some conglomerate that will hold it. Silt will not hold it, so we dig a hole until we come to the “wash,” sometimes grey, sometimes yellow, sometimes blue. Twelve to eighteen inches in depth will suffice. We fill our dish with wash, and take it to the nearest stream. Here we carefully wash off all the stones and
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silt. The gold being the heaviest will sink to the bottom. Gold will not stay on wet surfaces, so it goes into the dish as we wash out the sand and stones. Careful washing leaves our prospect in the dish. According to the number and nature of the colours we decide whether it is a payable place.

          
So the prospector seeks until he finds a suitable place. No place is suitable unless it can be supplied with water, either by a race, or by river or stream or burn.

          
The first process is the setting-in of the box. The box is placed so that the water can flow over the iron plate. There must be sufficient fall in the situation for the water to wash out the silt and smaller rubble. Having set his box to his satisfaction, the miner sets to work in earnest. This is where the real shovelling comes in. He shovels the dirt and stones from his “paddock,” on to the iron plate. The water running over the plate washes the gold from the dirt; the gold sinks through the holes in the plate, on to the matting and sacking. The stones are removed from the plate when they are sufficiently washed. Thus he toils, removing yards of stone and silt, ever hoping for reward, ever thinking and talking in terms of “wash” and gold.

        

        

          
Sluicing.

          
This method requires not such hard labour as does shovelling. Sluicing is adopted usually in areas where there is a face commanded by a water supply that will give an adequate pressure. There must be a slope or “fall” at the base, to allow the tailings and water to run off. The usual system adopted is to bring the water, by race, to a point above the claim. This water is brought to the required point by a hose with a nozzle attached. The water, forced through the nozzle and directed towards the face breaks down the wash, which is forced by the water (extra water flowing in from the race if required) down to and over the box. It is obvious that much more wash will be worked with the nozzle, and that it will be put through at a faster rate than by the manual method. The actual work required, after the preparatory work of race-making and setting-in, is in keeping the “tail-race” clear, and in keeping the nozzle directed. It is somewhat monotonous work in the winter (when one has the water) as actually the miner usually has to stand by the nozzle.

          
One ingenious miner suggested to me the building of a cage, large enough to sit in; a heater would be installed and hey presto! sluicing was a gentleman's job.

        

        

          
Cradling.

          

            
The method adopted by some miners, usually when water is short, is that of cradling. The principle is similar to that of the box. A cradle consists of a box (a kerosene case is about the size) in which is fitted, on angles set obliquely to the sides, layers covered with matting. An iron perforated plate is set in the top. A projecting handle allows the cradle to be “rocked.” The rubble is wheeled to the cradle in a barrow (if the “paddock” is not at the water) and put on to the iron plate. Water is poured over the rubble, from a cannister, the cradle being rocked during this process. The gold and silt are washed through the plate, on to the matting, and the tailings are removed. Thus it
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The Hurunui River Gorge, on the way to Lake Summer. South Island, New Zealand.


is apparent that this is the slowest method.

          

          

            
Washing-Up.

            
This is the most interesting part to the miner, because now he will see the result of his period of labour. A bath is filled with water, and the mats are carefully removed from the box. These mats, together with the silt on the floor of the box, are transferred to the bath. Here, the mats are beaten on the water, and the gold forced from the weaves. The resulting debris in the bottom of the bath is poured off into the prospecting dish, where it is panned, just as a prospect. More care, of course, is taken. The final course is one of choice, sometimes dependent on the nature of the
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Crossing the Manuherikia River, Otago Central Railway, South Island, New Zealand.


          

          

How many city residents, reading with interest the fact that a rich strike of gold has been made at X, or that gold has attained its peak price, know just how that gleaming metal is won from the earth? Even many folk who tour through the gold districts know little of the process of gold-mining.

          
This article deals exclusively with mining in Otago Central. There are several rich fields in Central Otago, Naseby, Kyeburn Diggings, and Cromwell being centres of great activity. Where a company has the working, the claim is attacked by means of a dredge. The individual miner, however, has not the advantage of this large scale apparatus. He has the choice of three methods, his choice depending largely upon the nature of his claim, the amount of water he has at his disposal, and the general topography of the locality. He may sluice, cradle, or work with the shovel.

          
Let us examine each method in turn, taking first the shovel-method. This is the “hard-labour” method, and is used in flat areas. The necessary apparatus and requirements are: a “box,” shovel (and pick, sometimes), prospecting dish, and, last, water, without which the miner could not work. Before proceeding to describe the process, let me sketch the “box” and the prospecting dish. This latter is the miners' inseparable companion. The dish is an ordinary tin dish, very strongly made. The edge is rolled, and, an inch below the edge, for half the circumference, on the innerside, is a groove in the dish. The object of this will be revealed when we take a prospect (below).
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The Box.

          
This consists of a bottom usually two and a-half feet by four feet. The two sides are about eight inches in height. The front is left open, while a board at the back, about six inches in height, forms the third side. Thus there is a bottom, two sides, a third side being only half (approximately) the height of the other two, the fourth side being open. There is no top. On the floor of the box is placed sacking, and on this, cocoanut matting. Perforated iron plates are next laid on, their edges resting on ledges on the sides. Thus there is a clearance between the plates and the mats.
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A goods train crossing Flat Stream Viaduct, Otago Central Railways, South Island, New Zealand.


          

          
The box is now ready for work. This is used either for shovelling or sluicing.

          
Let us now find a spot, and set in our box.

          
Shovelling is done where the ground is fairly level. To find a suitable spot, we must take some prospects and decide whether they are sufficiently promising. We proceed to a likely spot (all miners are able to pick out likely spots). Most likely we shall be in the river-bed, or in a fairly wide gully. Knowledge of the behaviour of gold will cause us to take a prospect just where the bed widens, having come through a narrower part, or at the edge of the swifter part.
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To Prospect

          
Gold deposited usually sinks to a “wash,” that is some conglomerate that will hold it. Silt will not hold it, so we dig a hole until we come to the “wash,” sometimes grey, sometimes yellow, sometimes blue. Twelve to eighteen inches in depth will suffice. We fill our dish with wash, and take it to the nearest stream. Here we carefully wash off all the stones and
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silt. The gold being the heaviest will sink to the bottom. Gold will not stay on wet surfaces, so it goes into the dish as we wash out the sand and stones. Careful washing leaves our prospect in the dish. According to the number and nature of the colours we decide whether it is a payable place.

          
So the prospector seeks until he finds a suitable place. No place is suitable unless it can be supplied with water, either by a race, or by river or stream or burn.

          
The first process is the setting-in of the box. The box is placed so that the water can flow over the iron plate. There must be sufficient fall in the situation for the water to wash out the silt and smaller rubble. Having set his box to his satisfaction, the miner sets to work in earnest. This is where the real shovelling comes in. He shovels the dirt and stones from his “paddock,” on to the iron plate. The water running over the plate washes the gold from the dirt; the gold sinks through the holes in the plate, on to the matting and sacking. The stones are removed from the plate when they are sufficiently washed. Thus he toils, removing yards of stone and silt, ever hoping for reward, ever thinking and talking in terms of “wash” and gold.
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Sluicing.

          
This method requires not such hard labour as does shovelling. Sluicing is adopted usually in areas where there is a face commanded by a water supply that will give an adequate pressure. There must be a slope or “fall” at the base, to allow the tailings and water to run off. The usual system adopted is to bring the water, by race, to a point above the claim. This water is brought to the required point by a hose with a nozzle attached. The water, forced through the nozzle and directed towards the face breaks down the wash, which is forced by the water (extra water flowing in from the race if required) down to and over the box. It is obvious that much more wash will be worked with the nozzle, and that it will be put through at a faster rate than by the manual method. The actual work required, after the preparatory work of race-making and setting-in, is in keeping the “tail-race” clear, and in keeping the nozzle directed. It is somewhat monotonous work in the winter (when one has the water) as actually the miner usually has to stand by the nozzle.

          
One ingenious miner suggested to me the building of a cage, large enough to sit in; a heater would be installed and hey presto! sluicing was a gentleman's job.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 12, Issue 8 (November 1, 1937)

Cradling



          
Cradling.

          

            
The method adopted by some miners, usually when water is short, is that of cradling. The principle is similar to that of the box. A cradle consists of a box (a kerosene case is about the size) in which is fitted, on angles set obliquely to the sides, layers covered with matting. An iron perforated plate is set in the top. A projecting handle allows the cradle to be “rocked.” The rubble is wheeled to the cradle in a barrow (if the “paddock” is not at the water) and put on to the iron plate. Water is poured over the rubble, from a cannister, the cradle being rocked during this process. The gold and silt are washed through the plate, on to the matting, and the tailings are removed. Thus it
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This is the most interesting part to the miner, because now he will see the result of his period of labour. A bath is filled with water, and the mats are carefully removed from the box. These mats, together with the silt on the floor of the box, are transferred to the bath. Here, the mats are beaten on the water, and the gold forced from the weaves. The resulting debris in the bottom of the bath is poured off into the prospecting dish, where it is panned, just as a prospect. More care, of course, is taken. The final course is one of choice, sometimes dependent on the nature of the
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New Zealand Verse
        

        

          

            

Wellington at Night.
          

          

            
The hills my stronghold—silence, rich and wise,


            
To spill a golden wisdom in the grass;


            
The harbour, polished by the moonlight, lies


            
Amid those myriad scintillating eyes,


            
And dreams of winds that pass.


            
Oh, silver moon, know you my heart is tired?


            
Oh, golden city-lights that gently quiver,


            
See, a low mist is gathering on the water,


            
And on my soul, as the creeping breezes shiver.


            
And hark! The bells….


            
The calm is broken by their sudden pealing.


            
The chiming swells;


            
Now rises with the wind, is stealing


            
To fall and echo into silence pale.


            
They stir the hush of evening,


            
Brake and clang in chaos, trail


            
And tumble, fade, and weep into the bosom


            
Of the wind. They burst and break their bond,


            
And dance upon the hilltops,


            
Mingle with the air, and sweep beyond


            
Into the pine trees, croon


            
Sigh and bury themselves


            
In the silver of the moon.


            
Below, the eye of the carillon glows,


            
In watchfulness o'er those who might have sinned.


            
The soul of the bells has left its dwelling-place,


            
To be laid at rest, by a kobold of a wind.
            —(Miss) 
Vivien Fairhall.
          

        

        

          

            

The New Zealand Warbler.
          

          

            
Methinks there is one way


            
To render back your song,


            
To set beside your lay


            
The racked world's clamant wrong.


            
As he who once invoked his Philomel


            
Within a Hampstead casement, I might sing


            
Of labyrinthine horrors, and the knell


            
That bruited forth the passing of a king;


            
But let me praise your lyric if I can,


            
Without the old device of contrast drear.


            
It was as if swift healing fingers ran


            
Along a dreamy flute, how far how


            
near I cannot tell. Your limpid song pervades


            
Like fountain melody the listening shades.


            
Your brittle chant has kin


            
To song of Ariel,


            
Disturbing from within


            
The pleasuance where you dwell.


            
Not yours the housled happiness that seems


            
The English blackbird's reverie to inform.


            
You are interpreter of restless dreams.


            
Not as the sea-birds you announce the storm,


            
But with an urgent sweetness do you make


            
Your premonition in the sunlight seem


            
Like sudden ripples on a silver lake.


            
Yet while you sing we are sustained in dream


            
Then with the storm you wilt, and Lo! there comes


            
Again the menace of Pan's bitter drums.
            —
C. R. Allen.
          

        

        

          

            
              

                
“The New Land.”
              
            
          

          

            
You made a grotto by the sea


            
Because you loved your English land,


            
You planted flowers for you—for me


            
You planted fern-roots in the sand.


            
But you were lonely by the sea


            
Because your eyes with love were blind,


            
You did not see the tussock-land


            
But lovely England—left behind.


            
I waited—hoping you would turn


            
And hear the bush songs tempting thee,


            
And answer them with joyous shout


            
And leave the cold unhappy sea.


            
I laughed with joy to see you start


            
When from the misty bush there fell,


            
A roving warbler's song of Spring


            
As clearly sweet as crystal bell.


            
A gleaming kowhai lit the gloom


            
And led the way from weeping sea,


            
New Zealand found your heart—and so


            
You tread the bushland tracks with me.
            —
Roma M. Hoggard.
          

        

        

          

            

The Sheep Dog.
          

          

            
His baby plume would wave in glee


            
When on our walks we chanced to see


            
Some timid, noisy flock.


            
He was a scrap of tan and black—


            
His sire, they said, was Ayrshire Mac,


            
Of ancient, noble stock.


            
I housed him in my garden small;


            
At first he did not mind at all


            
The tameness of his home.


            
But as he grew in powerful grace


            
He grew in boredom of the place


            
And longed for hills to roam.


            
He dreamed of dogs and shouting men—


            
Of wise and wily sheep to pen—


            
Of action all the day.


            
Until, with bitter tear and ache,


            
His heritage I let him take;


            
He wanted it that way.
            —M. D.

          

        

        

          

            

              
                

                  
Comfort
                
              
            

            

              
Oh, warm little hands of the sun!


              
Feeling your touch and your soft caresses,


              
I can forget all that man has done—


              
Forget the pain and the swift distresses


              
Thronging the path of the luckless one;


              
Nor heed the world, if it scorns or blesses.


              
Oh, soft little hands of the wind!


              
Brushing my cheeks like remembered kisses,


              
Breathing of love in a world unkind,


              
Yours is the magic of all earth's blisses,


              
Thrilling with music the troubled mind,


              
Wak'ning to beauties the sad heart misses.


              
Oh, cool little hands of the rain!


              
Stilling the fever of vain desire,


              
Freeing the heart from despair and pain,


              
Rouse me from grief, let my soul aspire,


              
That in my spirit may shine again,


              
Heatless and pure, the celestial fire.
              —
J. H. Mather.
            

          

          
          



            
Gold Mining in Central Otago.

            
(Continued from page 
39.)

            
gold. The sand may be blown off, or the sand and gold separated by means of mercury. In this latter course the mercury is introduced into the pan. Mercury possesses the peculiar property of amalgamating with, and collecting the gold. Thus, if the pan is shaken and stirred to allow the mercury to penetrate the silt, small globules of “loaded” mercury gather, and all the gold is thus rescued. To separate the gold from the mercury, an evaporation process is required. Here again several methods are open, viz., by a retort, by a potato, by paper; with all of these, of course, heat is essential. The mercury-gold conglomerate is gathered together (usually spooned out of the pan) and put into a rag. This is rolled, and all the water squeezed from the mercury mixture. Let us use paper, as the simplest and most expedient method. The block of mercury-gold conglomerate is wrapped in a piece of paper, and put into a tin match box, in the top of which is a hole (for the double purpose of providing a grip for a poker, and of providing a vent for the evaporating mercury).

            
The closed tin is then put bodily into a red fire, where it remains for several minutes, after which it is removed and the gold extracted. We now examine interestedly this lump of dirty-yellowish matter. Gold!

            
Now is the moment when the miner excitedly dances a jig, smiles with philosophic calm, or with disdainful or despairing grimace, reveals the innermost reflections on this visible sign of the reward of his labours.

            
Please be it understood that this is a description of the means adopted by the individual miner in certain parts of Central Otago. There are other forms of mining—quartz reef crushing is a notable example.

            
On a larger scale, mining here is carried on by dredging, by elevating, by large power sluicing. But for the individual, the above descriptions cover the existing means.

            
You will soon know when you are in a mining area. You will see large heaps of stones—“tailings” is their name. You will see the hillsides marked and scarred with tiers upon tiers, and miles upon miles of water-races. You will see an old sod hut here, a derelict cottage there, a ruined pipe line, falling into disrepair. And should you enter into a group of miners you will at once hear such remarks as: “How was So-and-So's wash-up?” “How are you off for water?” and so on.

            
By their speech shall ye know them.
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gold. The sand may be blown off, or the sand and gold separated by means of mercury. In this latter course the mercury is introduced into the pan. Mercury possesses the peculiar property of amalgamating with, and collecting the gold. Thus, if the pan is shaken and stirred to allow the mercury to penetrate the silt, small globules of “loaded” mercury gather, and all the gold is thus rescued. To separate the gold from the mercury, an evaporation process is required. Here again several methods are open, viz., by a retort, by a potato, by paper; with all of these, of course, heat is essential. The mercury-gold conglomerate is gathered together (usually spooned out of the pan) and put into a rag. This is rolled, and all the water squeezed from the mercury mixture. Let us use paper, as the simplest and most expedient method. The block of mercury-gold conglomerate is wrapped in a piece of paper, and put into a tin match box, in the top of which is a hole (for the double purpose of providing a grip for a poker, and of providing a vent for the evaporating mercury).

            
The closed tin is then put bodily into a red fire, where it remains for several minutes, after which it is removed and the gold extracted. We now examine interestedly this lump of dirty-yellowish matter. Gold!

            
Now is the moment when the miner excitedly dances a jig, smiles with philosophic calm, or with disdainful or despairing grimace, reveals the innermost reflections on this visible sign of the reward of his labours.
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The closed tin is then put bodily into a red fire, where it remains for several minutes, after which it is removed and the gold extracted. We now examine interestedly this lump of dirty-yellowish matter. Gold!

            
Now is the moment when the miner excitedly dances a jig, smiles with philosophic calm, or with disdainful or despairing grimace, reveals the innermost reflections on this visible sign of the reward of his labours.

            
Please be it understood that this is a description of the means adopted by the individual miner in certain parts of Central Otago. There are other forms of mining—quartz reef crushing is a notable example.

            
On a larger scale, mining here is carried on by dredging, by elevating, by large power sluicing. But for the individual, the above descriptions cover the existing means.

            
You will soon know when you are in a mining area. You will see large heaps of stones—“tailings” is their name. You will see the hillsides marked and scarred with tiers upon tiers, and miles upon miles of water-races. You will see an old sod hut here, a derelict cottage there, a ruined pipe line, falling into disrepair. And should you enter into a group of miners you will at once hear such remarks as: “How was So-and-So's wash-up?” “How are you off for water?” and so on.

            
By their speech shall ye know them.
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Ngawha Hot Springs

 
Healing Waters

          
        

        
(
By 
Jean Boswell
)

        

          

The old Maori regarded me with commiserative eyes.

          
“You got te rheumatics?” he asked. “Why you no go Ngawha? Py korry! Ngawha—he cure him orright!”

          
“But it isn't rheumatics—“ I began

          
You got te neuritis?” he interrupted. “Never mind! You go Ngawha! He cure him—“

          
“But I haven't neuritis,” I interrupted in my turn. “I've only a relaxed throat.”

          
“You got te sore t'roat? Never mind! He all te same t'ing. You go Ngawha! He cure him orright.”

          
I became impatient of old Kaka's insistence.

          
“I suppose Ngawha would cure a wooden leg, eh, Kaka?” I said flippantly, and was immediately ashamed for the old fellow took me seriously. He puffed at his pipe reflectively.

          
“No,” he said at last. “He no cure a wooden leg, but he make you feel so good you no notice te wooden leg.”

          
After that, what to do but go to Ngawha!

          
On enquiring the state of the roads —a necessary preliminary to any projected trip in a small car in the north —we are assured that they are “not too bad.” Our pedagogic passenger, who even during week-ends thinks in terms of “two-times and parsing and capes,” speaks his piece between jolts.

          
“Cha-cha-change one abverb and you've got it,” he stutters, and certainly, “just too bad!” would be a more apt descriptive phrase, for the several miles of pot-holed corrugations that passes muster for a road. It is as though some mammoth monster, whose favourite diet is roads, has pounded heavily along, taking great bites with every leap, and an hour on his trail, in a baby-car makes the prospect of a hot mineral bath trebly attractive.

        

        

          
A Desolate Region.

          
Ngawha Springs are situated in a wide, shallow valley, a few miles from the main highway between Ohaeawai and Kaikohe, and a more desolate tract of country would be hard to find. Absolutely treeless, the sullen soil gives grudging sustenance even to its covering of ti-tree and heath, as their stunted growth eloquently testifies. The few small huts scattered around, erected for the accommodation of patients, appear strangely alien, so completely out of harmony are they with the stark austerity of the surroundings, and the little patches of gardens, with their depressed-looking vegetables and struggling flowers, only serve to accentuate the incongruity. It is as though ugliness, baring savage teeth, should say: “This is my demesne. Beauty shall not enter here.”

        

        

          
Where Forest Flourished.

          
And yet this waste was once the mother-earth of a mighty forest. Majestic kauris rose, here, not in isolated grandeur, but in groves and assemblies of unparalleled splendour, and so shallow their grave that almost any handful of soil, sifted through the fingers, yields leaves and cones—some in perfect form—of the buried trees. Adjacent to the valley of the springs are several small lakes of mineral water, each perhaps a couple of acres in extent. One of these, known as the Soda Lake—an apparently shallow sheet of dirty-yellow water heavily charged with mineral alkali—must have been a close-pillared temple of Tane, for its entire surface is broken by the gnarled roots, the shattered trunks and the scattered limbs of the dead giants of the forest. What a day must have been that when fickle nature, with fiery sword and thunderous cannonade, laid low at one swoop the glorious results of her centuries of quiet building! What catac
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A recent view of the Ngawha Hot Springs. North Auckland, New Zealand.


lysmal force must the upheaval have assumed to so shatter these huge boles, some of which are splintered into matchwood, and who knows what animate—perhaps human—life went down in this orgy of destruction to share the honoured dust with the monarchs of the forest.

        

        

          
Nature's Compensations.

          
Yet, though she snatches greedily with one hand, Nature bestows generously with the other, and in this valley of death she has planted her miracle-working wells—gushing springs of living waters for the restoration of ailing humanity. The soil in the immediate vicinity of the pools is a slate-coloured clay, of a “rubbery” consistency, dimpled with tiny depressions caused by escaping gas, the continuous gentle hissing of which reminds one of the scuttling of millions of tiny crabs on a sandy shore. The springs are in two groups, one at each end of the valley. The lower baths are being commercialised on a small scale by private enterprise. An accommodation house has been established, and there are cubicles, with a communal kitchen, for those who prefer to cater for themselves. A dressing-shed is provided for the use of casual visitors—a garish little structure, this, in its striped coat of blue and yellow, utterly inconsonant with, but boldly defying, the grim bleakness of its environs. The upper pools, known as the “Maori Baths,” are, under the will of the great chief who owned them, free to all. No charge may he made for use of the baths and dressing sheds—the latter in very indifferent repair—but a small rental is derived from the huts. Here is located the famous “Bull-dog” pool, getting its name from the barking
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sound which accompanies the pumping of the water up through a neighbouring rock-like mineral deposit. We are told that, originally, the bark was much more realistic, until some vandal, with a scientific-inquiry turn of mind, took a pick-axe to satisfy his curiosity. In discovering the cause, he spoiled almost entirely the effect. He is not a popular figure of memory, that psuedo-scientist! It was the water from this source that was recommended for “te sore t'roat,” and the gargling chorus rivals the bull-dog in resonance. The water in the pools is dark, rubbling and bubbling with gas-bubbles like boiling cauldrons, with an uninviting oily scum. It is declared, by local authoritative statement, that the water contains in solution and suspension no less than eleven different minerals, chief of which is cinnabar (red sulphide of mercury). The whole of the valley, indeed, is impregnated with mercury, and at the top of the hill may be seen the old building of Imperial Chemicals, Ltd., which firm, during the war, exploited the soil of its rich deposits. The end of the great conflict apparently said “Good-bye to all that!”

          
The bottoms of the springs are inches deep in oily ooze, said also to have exceptional curative properties. A returned soldier is busy plastering this slime on an obstinate old wound, and tells us that a month of this treatment enables him to spend the rest of the year in comparative comfort. It costs the neophyte an effort to descend into these revellent pools, but, once in, all repugnance vanishes in a flood of sensuous ecstasy as the soothing water works its relaxing magic on tense and tired bodies. Its healing properties, especially in skin diseases, are undoubted, and hakihaki, the bugbear of teachers of native and mixed schools, yields immediately to its cleansing agency. Local natives point with pride to the unpitted skins of those who, afflicted with the alleged small-pox in 1913, were regular habitues of the baths, contrasting them with the scarred faces of those sufferers to whom the springs were not accessible.

        

        

          
Camaraderie of the Baths.

          
This is everyman's land, where nationals of every country join hands in the common bonds of human suffering, the most pathetic of all human relationships. Racial and national enmities and prejudices dare not raise their shamed heads here, for in the brotherhood of bodily agony every man is “his brother's keeper,” and where such responsibility is recognised, there broods the gentle spirit of true fellowship. It is a jolly little community, too, in spite of its background of pain, and good-humoured jest and badinage pass from bath to bath. To listen to some of the arguments between patients, especially those in broken English, is sheer delight. One huge Maori, his bronzed torso gleaming wetly in the winter sun, is engaged in wordy warfare with a fellow-bather—a Dalmatian whose distorted, pain-wracked body has obviously embittered his mind. The Maori is shocked at his neighbour's blasphemies and lack of' faith.
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On our pointing out his own inconsistency, in that while he preached faith-healing, he himself was practising a rational method of treatment, the big Maori burst into a gust of sonorous laughter.

          
“Me!” he exclaimed, derisively. “I no come for te sickness! I come for te enjoy!”

          
Thankfully we reflect that we, too, are able to come primarily for “te enjoy,” but it is on account of those others, disease-wracked and tortured, to whom the measure of their enjoyment must ever be the extent of the relief they experience, that our hearts are lifted up in gratitude to the memory of the noble chief, who, in his wisdom and beneficence, decreed that these Bethesdas should be free, to Maori and pakeha alike, “for ever and ever and ever.” Te Reinga rest his great spirit—ake! ake! ake!

          
And “te sore t'roat?” Py korry, yes! Ngawha—he cure him orright!
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Tobaccos that burn the tongue and irritate the throat? Why, they are as common as house-flies in summer! What's wrong with them? That's an easy one! Full of nicotine, so they may not only burn the tongue, but wreck the nerves, affect the heart, attack the throat and play up with you generally. Give them a miss if you value your health. Why smoke them, anyway, when you can gg et the genuine toasted for the same (or less) money? Toasting, the manufacturers' complex and unique process, eliminates the poisonous nicotine, while at the same time enhancinflavour and aroma, and you not only get a thoroughly enjoyable smoke but a harmless one. Toasted possesses that clean, pure, sweet and fragrant quality you'll look for in vain in other tobaccos. There are only five brands of the genuine article, remember: Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), Cavendish, Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold. The two latter make the finest cigarettes money can buy! And once you change over to toasted you'll never want anything else.
*
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Among the Books

 A Literary Page or Two
          
        

        
(
By “

Shibli Bagarag.”)

        

          

From the point of view of the bibliophile, which is the most artistic book produced in New Zealand? No doubt many people will immediately point to the de luxe edition of “Legends of the Maori,” the first volume of which was published by Fine Arts (New Zealand) Ltd., now defunct, and the second volume by Harry H. Tombs, of Wellington. Undoubtedly a beautifully produced work although the manner of binding the first volume did not allow it to open well. At the same time it must be remembered that the publishers had money to spend, the books selling at four guineas each. A much less elaborate, and yet an artistically satisfying job, was “The Years Go Round,” by R. A. Singer (Whitcombe & Tombs). Also I admire greatly the format of Johannes Andersen's “Maori Music,” published by Thomas Avery of New Plymouth.

          
A wee book, that is typographically perfect was produced recently by Ronald Holloway, a young printing genius of Auckland. It is a small book of prayers —a gem of artistry. The Unicorn Press of Auckland, the Caxton Press of Christchurch, also show a fine appreciation for the art of typography in the booklets they produce from time to time. A scheme is now under way to publish in artistic limited editions the best poems of our leading New Zealand versifiers.

          
* * *

          
One of the most authoritative houses in the second-hand book world in England is Maggs Bros. of Conduit Street, London. This firm has produced many notable book catalogues, some of them large volumes full of rare illustrations in black and white. While most of these catalogues are sent free on application to recognised collectors, several of the older issues command a fair price. Recently Maggs Bros. produced the first three volumes of “Three Centuries of English Literature,” a valuable record full of interesting illustrations. The prices of the books listed range from a few shillings to two or three hundred pounds.

          
One of the most prolific book-plate designers in New Zealand is Louis Bensemann, a young Nelson artist. One of his latest designs is reproduced in this issue. His style is rather Aubrey Beardlish and reminiscent of R. S. Sherriffs of the same school, although Bensemann stoutly holds that his style “shows a large difference in spirit.” Shortly the Caxton Press will be publishing a book of Bensemann's black and white drawings. I have seen “pulls” of some of the drawings and certainly they have great artistic and imaginative merit. Four of the pictures are illustrative of Marlowe's “Faust” of “The Arabian Nights” and several other fantastic pieces. Certainly Bensemann has a future.

          
* * *

          
The veteran of New Zealand women journalists, Mrs. Katrine J. Mackay, recently arrived in Wellington to take up press work. She commenced on the inky way at the beginning of the century on the “N.Z. Herald.” At that time the powers were very dubious about the “innovation” of a lady reporter. After five years with “The Herald,” Mrs. Mackay accepted an offer from the “New Zealand Times”
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to edit the woman's page. Later she was lady editor of “The Weekly Press,” and later was engaged by “The Sun” to do special articles. She has published a record selling cookery book and had a novel serialised in “The Australian Journal.”

          
* * *

          
There are certain novels that are written with such powerful sincerity that we feel we can never forget them. We feel we must tell our friends about them—that here is a book worth reading. I would unhesitatingly place Dr. A. J. Cronin's “The Citadel” in this class. A friend obligingly lent me a copy. He told me he wanted it back in a few days, and although it is a very long novel I had no difficulty in complying with the request. I read it in three sittings. To the reader of “The Citadel” is opened the side door of the dispensary, the surgery and the operating theatre. Many will realise for the first time that there are doctors and doctors. The story is of a young Scots doctor who commenced in his profession with burning enthusiasm to do the best for his patients but who, because of his success, later transferred his enthusiasm to his bank account. A surgical tragedy causes him to realise his own professional villainy, and later makes him the scourge of his unscrupulous brothers in medicine. Through his life runs the golden thread of the influence of his wife—a beautiful and enduring figure in fiction. Yes—a great story this, and, many doctors won't like it. Its sales have already run into tens of thousands.

          
* * *

          
With its latest issue, “Art in New Zealand,” celebrates its ninth birthday. “Without peevishness,” the promoters confess to a very substantial loss in
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curred over the period of the magazine's existence. Indeed, the magazine has reason to be proud over its persistence and prouder still of a fine record of issues. Untold good has been done by this magazine in the encouragement and development of the arts in the Dominion and in the way of help and stimulus given to New Zealand writers. Now is the opportunity for the public to show its appreciation by subscribing to the admirable quarterly. The annual subscription is only 12/6, and may be forwarded to the publisher, Harry H. Tombs, Wingfield Street, Wellington.

        

        

          

Reviews.

          
“Best Australian One-Act Plays” edited by William Moore and T. Inglis-Moore (Angus & Robertson, Sydney) is the first comprehensive collection of plays published in Australia.

          
The editors have done well. From nearly two hundred plays submitted they have selected twenty-one plays, each of unusual and distinctive merit. Of course William Moore is one of the greatest play enthusiasts in Australia and his fine judgment coupled with the keen critical ability of Inglis Moore has resulted in the admirable selection made. Tragedy, fantasy and humour are represented in a collection of remarkably diversified range of theme. We find pages from the past turned over in an ingenius play, “The Fourposter,” by Dora Wilcox, we hear the plants whispering their fear of garden slugs in the verse play, “Garden Fantasia,” and then we plunge deep into tragedy in the radio play, “Murder in the Silo.” Many of Australia's leading writers are represented in the book, Vance Palmer, Louis Esson, Katherine Susannah Prit
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chard, Bernard Cronin, Miles Franklin, etc. Play writing has been called “the Cinderella of Australian literature,” but judging by this collection, the Fairy Godmother has, of late, been very diligent in the bestowal of her favours.

          
* * *

          
“A Murder in Sydney,” by Leonard Mann (Angus & Robertson, Sydney) brought enthusiastic reviews from the English critics when it was published in London recently. The Australian edition has naturally been awaited with great interest. Certainly it is a most unusual story. The souls and passions of the principal characters are ruthlessly analysed. Although there is a murder, there is no mystery, yet the story does not lose interest on this account. I must confess that although the book held me it depressed me. The over-powering atmosphere of sex annoyed me. It is certainly a remarkable yarn and Leonard Mann is a remarkable writer.

          
* * *

          
Perhaps it is rather late in the day, but even now I think a saleable and certainly a most interesting volume could be linked together by quoting poems and paragraphs from the host of digger journals published in camp, on troopship, or in the trenches, during the Great War. Hundreds of such magazines were issued by Australian and New Zealand soldiers and while much of the material is either poor in content or devoid of general reading interest, much grain might be sifted from the chaff.

          
* * *

        

        

          
“
Shibli” Listens In.

          
A limited edition of 1000 copies is to be published in England of “England and the Maori Wars,” by A. J. Harrop.

          
“The Whalers,” by Dr. Felix Maynard, edited by Alexandre Dumas and translated by F. W. Reed of Whangarei, has been enthusiastically received by “Time and Tide” (London). “It has the authentic feel of far-off oceans and countries,” writes the reviewer, “that old sea-tangle of romance and realism.”
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From the point of view of the bibliophile, which is the most artistic book produced in New Zealand? No doubt many people will immediately point to the de luxe edition of “Legends of the Maori,” the first volume of which was published by Fine Arts (New Zealand) Ltd., now defunct, and the second volume by Harry H. Tombs, of Wellington. Undoubtedly a beautifully produced work although the manner of binding the first volume did not allow it to open well. At the same time it must be remembered that the publishers had money to spend, the books selling at four guineas each. A much less elaborate, and yet an artistically satisfying job, was “The Years Go Round,” by R. A. Singer (Whitcombe & Tombs). Also I admire greatly the format of Johannes Andersen's “Maori Music,” published by Thomas Avery of New Plymouth.

          
A wee book, that is typographically perfect was produced recently by Ronald Holloway, a young printing genius of Auckland. It is a small book of prayers —a gem of artistry. The Unicorn Press of Auckland, the Caxton Press of Christchurch, also show a fine appreciation for the art of typography in the booklets they produce from time to time. A scheme is now under way to publish in artistic limited editions the best poems of our leading New Zealand versifiers.

          
* * *

          
One of the most authoritative houses in the second-hand book world in England is Maggs Bros. of Conduit Street, London. This firm has produced many notable book catalogues, some of them large volumes full of rare illustrations in black and white. While most of these catalogues are sent free on application to recognised collectors, several of the older issues command a fair price. Recently Maggs Bros. produced the first three volumes of “Three Centuries of English Literature,” a valuable record full of interesting illustrations. The prices of the books listed range from a few shillings to two or three hundred pounds.

          
One of the most prolific book-plate designers in New Zealand is Louis Bensemann, a young Nelson artist. One of his latest designs is reproduced in this issue. His style is rather Aubrey Beardlish and reminiscent of R. S. Sherriffs of the same school, although Bensemann stoutly holds that his style “shows a large difference in spirit.” Shortly the Caxton Press will be publishing a book of Bensemann's black and white drawings. I have seen “pulls” of some of the drawings and certainly they have great artistic and imaginative merit. Four of the pictures are illustrative of Marlowe's “Faust” of “The Arabian Nights” and several other fantastic pieces. Certainly Bensemann has a future.

          
* * *

          
The veteran of New Zealand women journalists, Mrs. Katrine J. Mackay, recently arrived in Wellington to take up press work. She commenced on the inky way at the beginning of the century on the “N.Z. Herald.” At that time the powers were very dubious about the “innovation” of a lady reporter. After five years with “The Herald,” Mrs. Mackay accepted an offer from the “New Zealand Times”
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to edit the woman's page. Later she was lady editor of “The Weekly Press,” and later was engaged by “The Sun” to do special articles. She has published a record selling cookery book and had a novel serialised in “The Australian Journal.”

          
* * *

          
There are certain novels that are written with such powerful sincerity that we feel we can never forget them. We feel we must tell our friends about them—that here is a book worth reading. I would unhesitatingly place Dr. A. J. Cronin's “The Citadel” in this class. A friend obligingly lent me a copy. He told me he wanted it back in a few days, and although it is a very long novel I had no difficulty in complying with the request. I read it in three sittings. To the reader of “The Citadel” is opened the side door of the dispensary, the surgery and the operating theatre. Many will realise for the first time that there are doctors and doctors. The story is of a young Scots doctor who commenced in his profession with burning enthusiasm to do the best for his patients but who, because of his success, later transferred his enthusiasm to his bank account. A surgical tragedy causes him to realise his own professional villainy, and later makes him the scourge of his unscrupulous brothers in medicine. Through his life runs the golden thread of the influence of his wife—a beautiful and enduring figure in fiction. Yes—a great story this, and, many doctors won't like it. Its sales have already run into tens of thousands.

          
* * *

          
With its latest issue, “Art in New Zealand,” celebrates its ninth birthday. “Without peevishness,” the promoters confess to a very substantial loss in
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curred over the period of the magazine's existence. Indeed, the magazine has reason to be proud over its persistence and prouder still of a fine record of issues. Untold good has been done by this magazine in the encouragement and development of the arts in the Dominion and in the way of help and stimulus given to New Zealand writers. Now is the opportunity for the public to show its appreciation by subscribing to the admirable quarterly. The annual subscription is only 12/6, and may be forwarded to the publisher, Harry H. Tombs, Wingfield Street, Wellington.
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Reviews.

          
“Best Australian One-Act Plays” edited by William Moore and T. Inglis-Moore (Angus & Robertson, Sydney) is the first comprehensive collection of plays published in Australia.

          
The editors have done well. From nearly two hundred plays submitted they have selected twenty-one plays, each of unusual and distinctive merit. Of course William Moore is one of the greatest play enthusiasts in Australia and his fine judgment coupled with the keen critical ability of Inglis Moore has resulted in the admirable selection made. Tragedy, fantasy and humour are represented in a collection of remarkably diversified range of theme. We find pages from the past turned over in an ingenius play, “The Fourposter,” by Dora Wilcox, we hear the plants whispering their fear of garden slugs in the verse play, “Garden Fantasia,” and then we plunge deep into tragedy in the radio play, “Murder in the Silo.” Many of Australia's leading writers are represented in the book, Vance Palmer, Louis Esson, Katherine Susannah Prit
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chard, Bernard Cronin, Miles Franklin, etc. Play writing has been called “the Cinderella of Australian literature,” but judging by this collection, the Fairy Godmother has, of late, been very diligent in the bestowal of her favours.

          
* * *

          
“A Murder in Sydney,” by Leonard Mann (Angus & Robertson, Sydney) brought enthusiastic reviews from the English critics when it was published in London recently. The Australian edition has naturally been awaited with great interest. Certainly it is a most unusual story. The souls and passions of the principal characters are ruthlessly analysed. Although there is a murder, there is no mystery, yet the story does not lose interest on this account. I must confess that although the book held me it depressed me. The over-powering atmosphere of sex annoyed me. It is certainly a remarkable yarn and Leonard Mann is a remarkable writer.

          
* * *

          
Perhaps it is rather late in the day, but even now I think a saleable and certainly a most interesting volume could be linked together by quoting poems and paragraphs from the host of digger journals published in camp, on troopship, or in the trenches, during the Great War. Hundreds of such magazines were issued by Australian and New Zealand soldiers and while much of the material is either poor in content or devoid of general reading interest, much grain might be sifted from the chaff.

          
* * *
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“
Shibli” Listens In.

          
A limited edition of 1000 copies is to be published in England of “England and the Maori Wars,” by A. J. Harrop.

          
“The Whalers,” by Dr. Felix Maynard, edited by Alexandre Dumas and translated by F. W. Reed of Whangarei, has been enthusiastically received by “Time and Tide” (London). “It has the authentic feel of far-off oceans and countries,” writes the reviewer, “that old sea-tangle of romance and realism.”
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She got rid of Dizziness and Fat


Housework is No Longer a Trouble to Her.


Kruschen Made Her a Changed Woman.
        

        
Dizziness and overweight almost made this woman give up—and at 59 she has a nine-roomed house to run! But one day, her husband brought home a bottle of Kruschen Salts. Today, a changed woman, she writes:—

        
“I suffered from dizziness for years. I never thought of taking Kruschen Salts, but one day my husband brought home a bottle and asked me to give Kruschen a fair trial. I began with a very small dose which I increased to a level coffee-spoonful. Result, I got rid of surplus fat which I could well do without, and I am quite cured of my awful dizziness. Best of all, housework is no longer a burden—and at 59 I have a nine-roomed house to run, doing the cooking and small laundry. A few months ago I was thinking of giving in, but Kruschen has made all this work seem light.”—(Mrs.) M.S.

        
Dizziness is a common symptom of impurities in the blood-stream, harmful poisons which sluggish body organs are failing to expel from the system. If these poisons are allowed to accumulate, they are often converted by the body's chemistry into layers of ugly fat.

        
Kruschen Salts is Nature's recipe for maintaining a condition of internal cleanliness. The six salts in Kruschen stimulate the liver, kidneys and bowels to function properly, so that all blood impurities and fat-forming waste matter are regularly and completely eliminated from the system. Then pure, refreshed blood goes coursing through your veins, carrying new health and energy to every part of the body.

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

        
Henry J. Kelliher's “New Zealand at the Cross-Roads,” has run into a third edition with a most interesting epilogue.
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Golden Bay

 
A Scenic Gem in Nelson Province

          
        

        
(
By 

Katherine Keddell.)

        

          

Golden Bay! The very name is full of promise. Golden Bay fulfils the promise, for it holds both beauty and peace, surely two lovely gifts for tired man!

          
One can go to Golden Bay direct from Wellington, in a boat within sight of land almost all the time, landing at either Waitapu, the lovely harbour of Takaka township, or that deserted village, Collingwood. Most people, however, prefer to go to Nelson, and thence overland. One arrives at Nelson in the early morning, when the world is a world of blues and silver, for the waters of Tasman Bay are blue, while over all is a soft silver haze.

          
When motoring through the first miles of the long journey, those who have read H. V. Morton's “In Search of England,” must surely feel that they are seeing all the lovely things he writes of. “Peace comes dropping slow” as it does in the warm English Southern counties he so loves.

          
The road passes through the little villages of Stoke and Richmond with tree and hedge-bordered roads, creeper covered houses, set in tangled, luxuriantly blooming gardens and field after field of rye, barley, maize, lucerne, and sweet-scented, bee-haunted clover.

          
The road then winds through rolling downs, the fruit lands of Moutere. The whole of this district is one vast orchard, the only buildings in sight being the houses of orchardists and an occasional packing shed. A lovely sight this district must be in spring, with the pink and white of fairy fruit blossom, and the tender promise of summer green.

          
As the road ascends it leads to the Motueka and Riwaka district, where fruits of all kinds are grown. Hops, too, are plentiful, and a hop garden, with its tall supports wreathed by the friendly and profitable climber is indeed a picturesque sight.

          
From Motueka the road rises higher and still higher on its way up the Takaka hills. One looks back and sees mile upon mile of patchwork fields in greens, browns and duns, stretching from steep hills on one side to the placid sparkling waters of Golden Bay on the other. Up and up the road goes. The hills we are ascending have in themselves, little beauty to offer, for towards the summit, they are rough and craggy. The Takaka hills contain marble and it is from the Kaiumu quarries nearby that the marble of which the Parliamentary Buildings is made was obtained.

          
From the crest of the hill we see the Takaka Valley sweeping to the bay. On this side the hills have none of the cragginess of the other side. The shade of noble beech trees as one descends, gives a refreshing coolness after the glare of grey-white rocks and yellowish grass, where the only light shadows are those of billowing, fleeting clouds. The road winds in and out and round about, under lofty trees, draped with creepers, past banks of cool, soft pendant ferns, down to the valley, which from the summit looks like a toy model village. Protected by range upon range of hills the Valley shows more patchwork fields, straggling fences, tiny groves of trees with the twin threads of river and road winding through them all.

          
It is a run of a few miles only, along the flat, to Takaka, through sheep and dairy farming lands. Takaka is the centre of a district that offers many attractions to those who want a holiday that is “different,” that can be taken calmly. There is no need for rush or hurry, although there is much worth while to see. First are the
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A tranquil scene at Golden Bay, Nelson Province, New Zealand.


Rawhiti Caves, privately owned, though open to the public. There are the Pupu Springs, the harbour of Waitapu and the truly beautiful Poharo Beach. It is almost impossible to exaggerate the beauty of this spot. A lovely curve of golden sands, from which rise bush-clad hills. The road has been cut out of the hillside. On one side the hill rises steeply with nikau palms and glossy leaved karakas softening the face of the steep hill, and on the other side, still fern-draped and karaka-shaded, the hill drops to the golden sands which slope almost imperceptibly to the clear sparkling waters of Golden Bay.

          
The whole Bay is before one lying in one sweeping curve with a pale shore line backed with range upon range of hills, blue and purple in the distance, and beyond all the open sea stretching to a far sharply defined horizon. In a sheltered spot among the hills, near the roadside, are the Golden Bay Cement Works, near which is the jetty, alongside which an occasional boat waits for its cargo.
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From this jetty one can gaze through many feet of water to the clear sands of Golden Bay. Yes, Poharo district is a lovely spot in a beautiful district, where time seems almost to stand still, so far does one feel from the haunts of strenuous life.

          
The Papu Springs, near Takaka, are usually interesting, though at first sight, disappointing, for they are approached through Manuka scrub-land, and at first seem to be no more than a pool in somewhat swampy ground. When, however, the small platform at the side has been ascended, one well understands why these springs have been so much discussed.

          
The spring is a large pool in a dead crater (there are many such craters in other parts of the district). From this funnel-shaped crater the water incessantly bubbles. The pool is deep, the water marvellously pure, while such is the effect of light on and through the water, that, on a fine day especially, the limestone rocks at the bottom of the deep, soundless, unchanging pool, glow-like jewels, hugh vivid jewels, blue of sapphire, yellow of topaz. While one looks, there is a quivering, then a blurring of the surface as an uplift of water comes from far below. Then again is seen the funnel-shaped opening, studded on the bottom with what seems to be glowing gems.

          
From the pool itself comes a nut-brown stream, clean with a warm, glowing clearness, not the icy clearness seen in a mountain stream. Day after day, year after year, the springs bubble and gleam, mysterious, fascinating, sending forth, so it is said by those who know, four and a half million gallons a day. Pupu Springs do indeed make one realise with our own Thomas Bracken “How small is man,” and that we “shrink to nothingness” when compared with the silent mysteries of Nature.

          
From the placid lonely harbour of Takaka, named Waitapu, one may cross Golden Bay to Collingwood, or continue by car, through farming land and another stretch of Manuka scrubland past Omakaka to Collingwood, a tiny picturesque hamlet at the mouth of the Aorere River.

          
Collingwood nestles at the foot of the hills, straggles along a small portion of river-bank and sandy shell strewn shores of Golden Bay. There is, indeed, very little to indicate that
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this tiny village was once the centre of a teeming goldfield. An hotel or two, a garage, a few shops and houses—that is all at first glance. But later one discovers a church and its accompanying vicarage, among the pines on the hillside, and of course a school. But so tucked away are they and so peaceful their surroundings of garden and tree that at first sight one is quite unaware of their existence.

          
Collingwood breathes peace and tranquility. It is, as if, after the fever of gold-seeking days with the mingled hopes and fears of light-hearted, generous-handed adventures, the tiny town is glad to be at rest, left with its memories of the past, and contented with its uneventful present, as placid, seemingly, as the waters of Golden Bay.
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One the Takaka—Golden Bay road, Nelson Province, New Zealand.


          

        

        

          

            

A Cold Rhyme.


            
Mary had a little cold, but wouldn't stay at home,


            
And everywhere that Mary went, the cold was sure to roam;


            
It wandered into Molly's eyes and filled them full of tears,


            
It jumped from there to Bobby's nose, and thence to Jimmie's ears.


            
It painted Anna's throat bright red, and swelled poor Jennie's head,


            
Dora had a fever, and a cough put Jack to bed.


            
The moral of this little tale is very quickly said—


            
She could have saved a lot of pain with just one day in bed!
            —Lucy Thibault.
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When motoring through the first miles of the long journey, those who have read H. V. Morton's “In Search of England,” must surely feel that they are seeing all the lovely things he writes of. “Peace comes dropping slow” as it does in the warm English Southern counties he so loves.
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As the road ascends it leads to the Motueka and Riwaka district, where fruits of all kinds are grown. Hops, too, are plentiful, and a hop garden, with its tall supports wreathed by the friendly and profitable climber is indeed a picturesque sight.
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A tranquil scene at Golden Bay, Nelson Province, New Zealand.


Rawhiti Caves, privately owned, though open to the public. There are the Pupu Springs, the harbour of Waitapu and the truly beautiful Poharo Beach. It is almost impossible to exaggerate the beauty of this spot. A lovely curve of golden sands, from which rise bush-clad hills. The road has been cut out of the hillside. On one side the hill rises steeply with nikau palms and glossy leaved karakas softening the face of the steep hill, and on the other side, still fern-draped and karaka-shaded, the hill drops to the golden sands which slope almost imperceptibly to the clear sparkling waters of Golden Bay.

          
The whole Bay is before one lying in one sweeping curve with a pale shore line backed with range upon range of hills, blue and purple in the distance, and beyond all the open sea stretching to a far sharply defined horizon. In a sheltered spot among the hills, near the roadside, are the Golden Bay Cement Works, near which is the jetty, alongside which an occasional boat waits for its cargo.





[image: ]



From this jetty one can gaze through many feet of water to the clear sands of Golden Bay. Yes, Poharo district is a lovely spot in a beautiful district, where time seems almost to stand still, so far does one feel from the haunts of strenuous life.

          
The Papu Springs, near Takaka, are usually interesting, though at first sight, disappointing, for they are approached through Manuka scrub-land, and at first seem to be no more than a pool in somewhat swampy ground. When, however, the small platform at the side has been ascended, one well understands why these springs have been so much discussed.

          
The spring is a large pool in a dead crater (there are many such craters in other parts of the district). From this funnel-shaped crater the water incessantly bubbles. The pool is deep, the water marvellously pure, while such is the effect of light on and through the water, that, on a fine day especially, the limestone rocks at the bottom of the deep, soundless, unchanging pool, glow-like jewels, hugh vivid jewels, blue of sapphire, yellow of topaz. While one looks, there is a quivering, then a blurring of the surface as an uplift of water comes from far below. Then again is seen the funnel-shaped opening, studded on the bottom with what seems to be glowing gems.

          
From the pool itself comes a nut-brown stream, clean with a warm, glowing clearness, not the icy clearness seen in a mountain stream. Day after day, year after year, the springs bubble and gleam, mysterious, fascinating, sending forth, so it is said by those who know, four and a half million gallons a day. Pupu Springs do indeed make one realise with our own Thomas Bracken “How small is man,” and that we “shrink to nothingness” when compared with the silent mysteries of Nature.

          
From the placid lonely harbour of Takaka, named Waitapu, one may cross Golden Bay to Collingwood, or continue by car, through farming land and another stretch of Manuka scrubland past Omakaka to Collingwood, a tiny picturesque hamlet at the mouth of the Aorere River.

          
Collingwood nestles at the foot of the hills, straggles along a small portion of river-bank and sandy shell strewn shores of Golden Bay. There is, indeed, very little to indicate that
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this tiny village was once the centre of a teeming goldfield. An hotel or two, a garage, a few shops and houses—that is all at first glance. But later one discovers a church and its accompanying vicarage, among the pines on the hillside, and of course a school. But so tucked away are they and so peaceful their surroundings of garden and tree that at first sight one is quite unaware of their existence.

          
Collingwood breathes peace and tranquility. It is, as if, after the fever of gold-seeking days with the mingled hopes and fears of light-hearted, generous-handed adventures, the tiny town is glad to be at rest, left with its memories of the past, and contented with its uneventful present, as placid, seemingly, as the waters of Golden Bay.
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One the Takaka—Golden Bay road, Nelson Province, New Zealand.
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A Cold Rhyme.


            
Mary had a little cold, but wouldn't stay at home,


            
And everywhere that Mary went, the cold was sure to roam;


            
It wandered into Molly's eyes and filled them full of tears,


            
It jumped from there to Bobby's nose, and thence to Jimmie's ears.


            
It painted Anna's throat bright red, and swelled poor Jennie's head,


            
Dora had a fever, and a cough put Jack to bed.


            
The moral of this little tale is very quickly said—


            
She could have saved a lot of pain with just one day in bed!
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Hobbies for Hubbies


(
Perpetrated and Illustrated by 
Ken. Alexander.)



The Show goes on.

        

          
It's a great show if you learn your lines.

          

            
In this giddy vale of gears


            
There is laughter mixed with tears,


            
There is hope and there is sorrow


            
In the everlasting Morrow;


            
There is toil and there is play,


            
Memories of yesterday,


            
All the light and life of 
Now,



            
While we make our little bow,


            
On the coloured stage of life—


            
Mr. Man and Mrs. Wife!


            
Life's a patterned pantomime,


            
Organised by Father Time,


            
Tragedy and Comedy,


            
Earnest acting, fancy free,


            
Clowns who toss a quippy quirk,


            
Drama where the shadows lurk,


            
Tumblers with their agile pranks,


            
Saints and sinners, crabs and cranks,


            
Juveniles and ancient mummers,


            
Heroes, cravens, dames and drummers,


            
And the plot, the range and rhyme?


            
There is none in pantomime.


            
But, for this, the play's no duller,


            
There is contrast, change and colour;


            
When we look for plot we're gone—


            
Bang the drum! The show goes on!
          

        

        

          
The Pant in Pantomime.

          
And how it goes on! The acts change with lightning rapidity, the clown trips over Yorick's skull, the ghost walks arm in arm with Falstaff, the infant Samuel teaches his teacher, the poet blows coloured bubbles, and when the pork butcher catches them and fills them with sausage-meat they are still coloured bubbles; the pantomime elephant runs away from the mouse, the tight-rope walker falls off the step-ladder, the comedian cries over Little Nell and Little Nell laughs because he cries. Logic goes on a jag and Improvidence is married to Prudence. The dunce preaches wisdom and wise men play noughts and crosses on their diplomas. Forethought gazes through his telescope while Destiny nibbles at his heels. There is madness in earnestness and sanity in the maddest acts.

          
It's a great play if you don't insist on sense; for the climax is locked in a box and the key is held by old Uncle Ultimate. You take the show on trust or you don't take it at all. The brothers Why and Wherefore are dumb, and Ballyhoo is an auctioneer selling hot air in coloured bottles.

          
Nothing adds up right and the useless things are the most useful. Men become childish to maintain their wisdom. They hit little white balls round big green paddocks with hanks and shanks of metal; they belt hard lumps of leather with slabs of willow for no apparent reason, they dive into large sheets of water irrespective of whether it's Friday night or not; they walk when they don't have to,


[image: “Solving the Riddle of the Universe.”]
“Solving the Riddle of the Universe.”


they run when there's nothing to catch, they collect anything from beetles to bottle-tops, they argue as to whether Queen Elizabeth was her brother and if Shakespeare brought home the Bacon. The wiseacre asks why; the fool has the answer. Einstein says there is no such thing as time, the wise fool knows there is no such thing as Reason and that Inanity is the father of Sanity.

        

        

          
The Unimportance of Earnestness.

          
Men do foolish things to keep themselves sane. They make work of a hobby lest they make a hobby of work. A man from Mars, suddenly coming on a football match, might imagine that such fervent energy must be aimed at some sublime end. If he were to watch a golfer in a bunker he might think that the unfortunate one was there to expatiate some nameless sin or to solve the riddle of the universe. And he would be right, although he would-not know it.

          


          
For, to get the mind off the mind is the first step to supreme wisdom. Hence the hobby—the apparently mild mania that drives men to drive from the tee and dive in the sea; to stick stamps in books and brood over them like a clucky hen with an everlasting egg.

        

        

          
The Hobbyous Corpus Act.

          
A hobby is something upon which he can get a grip when his feet slither on the greasy-pole of existence. He clings to his hobby with the tenacity of a fly to a ceiling. Derision only makes it dearer. Opposition fans the flame of fervour. Whether his particular mild mania be collecting Victorian whiskers or woofit's eggs, whether his interest is concentrated on flinging a large wooden ball at other large wooden balls, or whether he prefers to do things with his feet that motor cars can do far better, the hostile hoot and the snooky sniff only add to his addled ardour.

          
Should he be a collector of tin tacks the scornful scowl will drive him on to lead-headed nails and then to six-inch bolts. If pushed to the wall he might get down on second-hand sections of railway line or even shop-soiled girders.

          
He may be a collector of matchbox lids. One wifely sniff of derisatory doubt will be sufficient to set him off on dust-bin lids. The sterner the opposition the bigger he goes; and he'd never regret it. He'd find adventure and interest enow in creating the only collection of dust-bin lids extant. For people harbour a strange aversion from having the lids of their bins pilfered. He might covet his neighbour's socks or his axe or anything that is his, and get away with it as a spot of playful larceny; but let him rattle a dust-bin lid and the neighbour opens the window and flings a boot last at him.
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The Way of a Dust-bin.

          
Perhaps a man becomes unreasonably attached to his dust-bin because he is usually doing something with it. If he isn't clamping a new bottom on it he is trying to discover where the dustman flung it. If the cats are not upending it, the wind is rolling it down the garden path. If the children are not using it as a wicket he is searching through it for his collar studs or the toast rack. It is ad endearing domestic emblem like the crack in the bathroom window that he promised to rectify in nineteen-fifteen, the tapping downpipe, the door handle that has fallen off twice a day for twelve years and all the other dear deficiencies that make for homely comfort and conversation. We recommend a dust-bin-lid collection to anyone who desires to combine the aesthetic with the athletic and the splenetic. The horticultural hobbyist whose most treasured cabbage wouldn't get a consolation prize at a noxious weed display gets more kick out of crooning “The Heart Bowed Down” to it in the twilight than the market gardener gets out of ten acres of dedicated drumheads. The home carpenter thinks more of the cot he made out of a cheese crate and the hind legs of the step-ladder than Chippendale did of his chippiest chip. The shelf that father put up was dear to his heart even if it did fall down when mother breathed heavily on it. In such things lurks sanity, forgetfulness of the moribund motto that “life is realty, life is earnings.”

          
Hobbies for hubbies is the clarion cry even if, carried away in the heat of the moment, men seem to slip back to the careless days of childhood.
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It's a great show if you learn your lines.

          

            
In this giddy vale of gears


            
There is laughter mixed with tears,


            
There is hope and there is sorrow


            
In the everlasting Morrow;


            
There is toil and there is play,


            
Memories of yesterday,


            
All the light and life of 
Now,



            
While we make our little bow,


            
On the coloured stage of life—


            
Mr. Man and Mrs. Wife!


            
Life's a patterned pantomime,


            
Organised by Father Time,


            
Tragedy and Comedy,


            
Earnest acting, fancy free,


            
Clowns who toss a quippy quirk,


            
Drama where the shadows lurk,


            
Tumblers with their agile pranks,


            
Saints and sinners, crabs and cranks,


            
Juveniles and ancient mummers,


            
Heroes, cravens, dames and drummers,


            
And the plot, the range and rhyme?


            
There is none in pantomime.


            
But, for this, the play's no duller,


            
There is contrast, change and colour;


            
When we look for plot we're gone—


            
Bang the drum! The show goes on!
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The Pant in Pantomime.

          
And how it goes on! The acts change with lightning rapidity, the clown trips over Yorick's skull, the ghost walks arm in arm with Falstaff, the infant Samuel teaches his teacher, the poet blows coloured bubbles, and when the pork butcher catches them and fills them with sausage-meat they are still coloured bubbles; the pantomime elephant runs away from the mouse, the tight-rope walker falls off the step-ladder, the comedian cries over Little Nell and Little Nell laughs because he cries. Logic goes on a jag and Improvidence is married to Prudence. The dunce preaches wisdom and wise men play noughts and crosses on their diplomas. Forethought gazes through his telescope while Destiny nibbles at his heels. There is madness in earnestness and sanity in the maddest acts.

          
It's a great play if you don't insist on sense; for the climax is locked in a box and the key is held by old Uncle Ultimate. You take the show on trust or you don't take it at all. The brothers Why and Wherefore are dumb, and Ballyhoo is an auctioneer selling hot air in coloured bottles.

          
Nothing adds up right and the useless things are the most useful. Men become childish to maintain their wisdom. They hit little white balls round big green paddocks with hanks and shanks of metal; they belt hard lumps of leather with slabs of willow for no apparent reason, they dive into large sheets of water irrespective of whether it's Friday night or not; they walk when they don't have to,


[image: “Solving the Riddle of the Universe.”]
“Solving the Riddle of the Universe.”


they run when there's nothing to catch, they collect anything from beetles to bottle-tops, they argue as to whether Queen Elizabeth was her brother and if Shakespeare brought home the Bacon. The wiseacre asks why; the fool has the answer. Einstein says there is no such thing as time, the wise fool knows there is no such thing as Reason and that Inanity is the father of Sanity.
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The Unimportance of Earnestness.

          
Men do foolish things to keep themselves sane. They make work of a hobby lest they make a hobby of work. A man from Mars, suddenly coming on a football match, might imagine that such fervent energy must be aimed at some sublime end. If he were to watch a golfer in a bunker he might think that the unfortunate one was there to expatiate some nameless sin or to solve the riddle of the universe. And he would be right, although he would-not know it.

          


          
For, to get the mind off the mind is the first step to supreme wisdom. Hence the hobby—the apparently mild mania that drives men to drive from the tee and dive in the sea; to stick stamps in books and brood over them like a clucky hen with an everlasting egg.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 12, Issue 8 (November 1, 1937)

The Hobbyous Corpus Act



          
The Hobbyous Corpus Act.

          
A hobby is something upon which he can get a grip when his feet slither on the greasy-pole of existence. He clings to his hobby with the tenacity of a fly to a ceiling. Derision only makes it dearer. Opposition fans the flame of fervour. Whether his particular mild mania be collecting Victorian whiskers or woofit's eggs, whether his interest is concentrated on flinging a large wooden ball at other large wooden balls, or whether he prefers to do things with his feet that motor cars can do far better, the hostile hoot and the snooky sniff only add to his addled ardour.

          
Should he be a collector of tin tacks the scornful scowl will drive him on to lead-headed nails and then to six-inch bolts. If pushed to the wall he might get down on second-hand sections of railway line or even shop-soiled girders.

          
He may be a collector of matchbox lids. One wifely sniff of derisatory doubt will be sufficient to set him off on dust-bin lids. The sterner the opposition the bigger he goes; and he'd never regret it. He'd find adventure and interest enow in creating the only collection of dust-bin lids extant. For people harbour a strange aversion from having the lids of their bins pilfered. He might covet his neighbour's socks or his axe or anything that is his, and get away with it as a spot of playful larceny; but let him rattle a dust-bin lid and the neighbour opens the window and flings a boot last at him.
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The Way of a Dust-bin.

          
Perhaps a man becomes unreasonably attached to his dust-bin because he is usually doing something with it. If he isn't clamping a new bottom on it he is trying to discover where the dustman flung it. If the cats are not upending it, the wind is rolling it down the garden path. If the children are not using it as a wicket he is searching through it for his collar studs or the toast rack. It is ad endearing domestic emblem like the crack in the bathroom window that he promised to rectify in nineteen-fifteen, the tapping downpipe, the door handle that has fallen off twice a day for twelve years and all the other dear deficiencies that make for homely comfort and conversation. We recommend a dust-bin-lid collection to anyone who desires to combine the aesthetic with the athletic and the splenetic. The horticultural hobbyist whose most treasured cabbage wouldn't get a consolation prize at a noxious weed display gets more kick out of crooning “The Heart Bowed Down” to it in the twilight than the market gardener gets out of ten acres of dedicated drumheads. The home carpenter thinks more of the cot he made out of a cheese crate and the hind legs of the step-ladder than Chippendale did of his chippiest chip. The shelf that father put up was dear to his heart even if it did fall down when mother breathed heavily on it. In such things lurks sanity, forgetfulness of the moribund motto that “life is realty, life is earnings.”

          
Hobbies for hubbies is the clarion cry even if, carried away in the heat of the moment, men seem to slip back to the careless days of childhood.
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Wellington by Night An Impression
          
        

        
(
By 

Warren Green.)

        

          

            
Like a green-waving meadow, lies the bay,
          


          

            
With blossom-sails and flower-wavelets flecked.
          


          

            
Elate she stands; her brown and wind-blown hair
          


          

            
Haloes a face with virgin freshness fair,
          


          

            
As she receives, exuberant, erect,
          


          

            
The stubborn homage that her sisters pay.
          
          —
Arthur H. 
Adams
.
        

        

There is something which Wellingtonians could be more mindful of than they are, something which should more frequently arouse in them their civic pride, something which is greater than any one building in Wellington because it is the massed effect of them all, and which transforms their city into one of mystic beauty. It is the view of Wellington by night.

        
Leading up from Salamanca Road and around the back of Victoria University is a by-path frequently used by foot passengers from Kelburn. Walk up there on a storm-tossed night and you will see Wellington—Wellington as it really is, with that distinctive individuality which places it apart.

        
* * *

        
It is the eve of a great sporting event. A south-easterly wind has whipped up suddenly from Cook Strait bringing with it rain, and despondency for all sports enthusiasts. As the wintry sun sinks below Tinakori the great stream of visitors for the match commences to flow into the city. Now it is quite dark. The southerly wind is more squally and it has broken the cloud into great dark banks fringed with light. Behind them a great half-moon on her back scuds through the sky like a speedboat in a choppy sea. Turning towards the harbour I behold a vision greater than Khubla Khan, because it is a reality.

        
The harbour is a blank—a great black patch completely blotted out in a rain squall. The blood red sign of the radio station on Mount Victoria hangs suspended in the velvety darkness. The tiny glow-worm lights of the Hutt Valley with a blinking green one in their midst lie like star dust, seven miles away, and these are joined to the city by a living string of light fringing the harbour, made up of hundreds of motor cars all moving into Wellington along the Hutt Road.

        
Wellington may not boast the extensive vistas of great buildings which some of her Australian sisters display, but here in this small space is a whole world of cities. Broadway is shown in the line of Manners Street and Courtenay Place with its Neon signs and flashing theatre lights. Arrows of light shoot up and burst into bunches of stars, liquid light pours from a bottle which never empties, a multi-coloured flag waves in the breeze, and a hurtling railway train complete with smoke and steam travels at fifty miles an hour and never falls into the street below.

        
Piccadilly is depicted in Willis Street where the concentrated traffic makes a band of light in the dark.

        
A reminder of Buenos Aires is found in Lambton Quay with its storied buildings dimly seen, flood-hit towers, and wide thoroughfares.

        
To the north-east, at Lambton, is the new Railway Station. The long wings are illuminated in a warm brick-red floodlight. The massive central colonnade is bathed in yellow picked out by white lights, and one has a dim glimpse of the massive chandelier in the Booking Hall inviting one inside and giving depth to the scene. The effect is that of some great ballroom in Paris.

        
At the wharves great ships are outlined in white and yellow incandescence and the gaunt arms of the cranes and the plumes of white steam disappear suddenly into the blackness above.
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A view of Wellington by night as seen from the hills above Oriental Bay.


        

        
Turning to the south I see the great basin of Newtown lined with lights and—silent above them all—the Light of Remembrance on the War Memorial Carillon with the flood-lit frontage of the National Art Gallery behind.

        
I gaze awhile and then look straight above me. There, is a sight which transcends all this man-made glory. Have you ever seen a cloud mist so thin that the feeble stars shine through it? A cloud mist shot with silver, fringed with gold, and in a background of the infinite sky where the lanes of stars stretch out into the eternal?

        
In a moment it was all gone and a biting rain squall drove me reluctantly home.

        
* * *

        
A hundred years ago the south wind rushed up from the Straits as it does to-day, and the moon dashed through the cloud flecks as it does on any wind-swept night. A hundred years ago the great shape of Tinakori dominated the waters of “Te-Whanganui-a-Tara” even as it does to-day. To the astronomer a hundred years is but a tiny cycle in the sweeping journeys of the stars. To the geologist it is but a moment. Only when it is measured against the lives of human beings does a century become an appreciable length of time.

        
So then, in what short time has the change from “Te-Whanganui-a-Tara” to the throbbing bustling city of Wellington taken place, but how many hopes, struggles, and dreams of a lifetime have gone into the making of it.

        
As the centenary of this city approaches, its citizens would do well to ponder on these things and remember, when they walk some night out of a darkling labyrinthine street into all the glory and poetry of light which is Wellington by night, that it is only a step back to the dark bush-clad hills and cold bottomless waters of “Te-Whanganui-a-Tara.”

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 12, Issue 8 (November 1, 1937)

New Zealand's Latest Locomotive — The “G” Class





        
New Zealand's Latest Locomotive



The “G” Class
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One of the new “G” Class Locomotives described on this page.


        

        

The three “Garratt” locomotives imported into New Zealand in 1929 were exceedingly powerful machines. Each locomotive comprised two independent sets of six driving wheels, each set driven by three cylinders and each set developing more tractive force than the largest engine in use at the time in New Zealand. Each set was carried on an independent swivelling frame similar to a bogie and the superstructure was carried on the centres or swivelling points of these bogies. This super-structure carried the large single boiler and the double tenders; these, to equalize the weight, being arranged one in front of and one behind the boiler.

        
These extremely powerful machines proved too cumbersome for conditions in New Zealand where traffic requirements and restricted marshalling yards and crossing loops prevented full use being made of the tractive force the engines could develop. Certain phases of the design also proved to be troublesome, particularly that of firing. The engines were too large for hand firing and the automatic stoker fitted proved unsuitable for use with New Zealand coal, since the coal mines in New Zealand, and Australia, are not equipped with machinery to grade coal to regular size as are mines in England and America. It was soon recognised that a locomotive of about half the power would be more suitable for New Zealand conditions, and as the Garratt type lent itself to a fairly cheap modification whereby such engines would be obtained this course was decided on.

        
The outcome was the six new “G” class locomotives, one of which is featured on this page. The first of these engines has just been turned out of Hillside shops, and the six will soon be working on the section between Springfield and Arthur's Pass, where heavy coal traffic has to be handled over heavy grades.

        
The sketch gives the main dimensions of the reconstructed engines, and from these and the photograph it can be seen that the locomotive is virtually an enlarged AB type. The three cylinders, which are set at crank angles of approximately 120°, are 16½” diameter by 24″ stroke, and develop a tractive force of 25,800 lbs. with the 4′-9″ driving wheels as against 20,000 lbs. of the AB and 30,815 lbs. of the K, both with 4′-6″ drivers. The cylinders are each fitted with 8½” piston valves, the two outside valves being moved directly by ordinary Walschaert gear, while the valve of the centre cylinder is driven by a system of levers worked off the tail rods attached to the outside valves. This system of valve gear for three cylinder engines is that invented by the well-known English locomotive engineer and is known, therefore, as the “Gresley” gear. The box shown in the photograph under the smokebox door is simply the protection cover for the lever system mentioned.

        
The other larger box on the side running board above the cylinder is a cover for the steam pipes from the smokebox to the cylinders.

        
The boiler is practically the AB boiler with a slightly larger firebox,


[image: ]
and the superheater is the same volume as that used on the AB.

        
The driving wheels are 4′-9″ diameter and provide an adhesive weight of 7 tons each of 42 tons total. This gives a higher proportion of adhesive weight to tractive force than is provided in the AB type and the tendency to slip on greasy rails with heavy goods loads should be substantially reduced in the new engine.

        
The bogies are fitted with roller bearings, the advantage claimed being that the danger of hot boxes is entirely overcome.

        
The photograph, shows the long outside connecting rods and the side rods all fitted with “bushed” ends and grease lubrication.

        
An exhaust steam injector is fitted and the recovery of the heat in the steam which will be put back into the boiler instead of being wasted up the funnel should result in a substantial saving of fuel and water.

        
Locomotive men will realise that a very economical and satisfactory solution has been arrived at of the problem of the best use to make of the Garratt locomotives and render them more suitable for Dominion conditions.
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Our Women's Section


Timely Notes and Useful Hints.
        

        

          
By 

Helen.
        

        

          

Make-Up.

          

The show girls know how to do it. Even though they have the advantage of footlights and distance, the members of the ballet would not dream of scamping their preparation and giving a few last-minute dabs to their complexions. How much less can those of us who receive close scrutiny in street and office, afford to be careless with make-up.

          
* * *

          
Of course, those who belong to the sporty, open-air, down-with-frills-and-furbelows school can get by with the aid of a three-minute patting in of vanishing cream and dabbing of powder—or not even that. But those who believe appearance is important don't usually begrudge time spent in producing an effect, and are willing to learn from the girls whose calling requires artistic appearance as well as artistic talent.

          
* * *

          
The first essential, as most of us know, is a healthy skin. Make-up cannot be successfully applied over skin blemishes. The “beauty” girls, therefore, diet and exercise for the sake of complexion as well as of figure.

          
Back-stage, the ladies of the chorus are supplied with good mirrors and lighting. Half-an-hour is adequate for the application of make-up, and the girls would not dream of skimping the time.

          
* * *

          
First comes a thorough cleansing of face and neck with plenty of cream and a generous use of face tissues. The foundation cream is well smoothed in. The rouge, applied high on the cheekbones and away from the nose, is blended so that it fades naturally into the whiteness of the cheek. Eye-shadow, necessary on the stage, is an exotic in every-day life, though many women use it effectively for evenings. Never apply shadow 
below the eye, as it gives a pouched and elderly look. If eyes are not as wide apart as could be wished, add width by applying shadow only to the outer edge of the lid, and remember to lengthen the eyebrow.

          
Powdering is an art in itself—first a lavish dusting, and then a gentle patting and brushing until the surface is satin-smooth.

          
Mascara application requires time. Each lash should be treated separately and curled upward.

          
Study lips. Over-full ones can be restrained, and thin ones pencilled a little wider.

          
So, with time, care and the hand of an artist, the perfect picture is painted. And the most important ingredient is time.

          
* * *

        

        

          

After Spring-Cleaning.


The Compost Heap.

          
This is not a dissertation on Dusters, disposal of, but on Weeds, non-wasting of. My spring-cleaning this year extended to the garden, the house, on warm days, being left severely alone. After the usual weeding, working-up of the soil and preparing of seed-beds, my eye ranged round in search of further tasks. The brown pile of lawn-clippings near the back gate occupied ground I coveted for a lettuce bed. Refuse from the corner cleared for hydrangeas was pushed back, untidily, near the hedge, where I now wanted to raise cinerarias. But what to do with the rubbish?
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I asked John. John, my friend Celia's brother, is a busy and solemn young man. You get nowhere with him in ordinary conversation, but if you hint that something is wrong with the carburettor or that a board in the verandah needs replacing, he sparks up immediately. If you haven't the necessary tools, John sprints home for them, and you and he become quite friendly as he works and you admiringly watch.

          
Yes, John likes being asked things, so I asked him. He took a long look round and a gleam came into his eye. “What you want,” he announced firmly, “is a compost heap.”

          
“A compost heap? You mean a rubbish heap? But I've got those, two or three of them.”

          
“No. A compost heap is a means of making use of your garden refuse; kitchen refuse, too. How about those planks under the house? Do you want them? And the space by the wash-house. You won't be using that, will you?

          
I gave John the freedom of the garden, and went in to prepare lunch.

          
When I went out again he had knocked up a neat, oblong wooden frame, and, with a spade, was marking out the area it covered. Removing the frame, he proceeded to dig a neat grave by removing the sods and then the loam, down to the subsoil.

          
“Now, where are your rubbish heaps? Those woody hedge-clippings will have to be burnt. Put them separate. That heap of weeds, the dead leaves and the grass clippings can go in now—about six inches of them. Hey! Not that one. You pulled up that plant because it was diseased. Add that to the bonfire. Now several cans-full of water. Yes, the hose is better. The stuff will rot quicker if wet. Throw the sods on now—turn them up. Help me put the frame over. That's it. You haven't any chemical decomposer, have you? You'll want some; it's a help. Now the loam goes on”—and John patted it down and stood back to survey the job.

          
“And now we'll have lunch,” said I.



“Here's a towel and there's the bathroom.”

          
In the midst of his salad John fixed me with an accusing eye. “What did you do with the outside leaves of the lettuce?”

          
“Rubbish-bin,” said I.

          
“Waste!” said John. “All your kitchen peelings can go on the compost heap. Over each new layer of refuse, garden, lawn and kitchen, sprinkle a little chemical decomposer. Remember to wet the pile—liquid manure if you like. Scatter a little lime and super-phosphate occasionally. If your heap grows too high just add another frame; some of that timber is left; or ask me, and I could add it for you.”

          
“Thank you, John,” said I.

          
I can see John mowing my lawn and weeding my garden to feed the compost heap, which he assures me will supply me with marvellous loam next spring, when he has promised to mix it up and perhaps sieve it for me. Yes, my garden in future will be swept and garnished, not to mention trowelled and raked, in the interests of refuse collection, with tidiness a close second. I most ask John about that bonfire.

          
* * *

        

        

          

Swimming Season.

          
Did you have your first swim during Labour Day week-end? And, if so, did your swim-suit appear far more faded than it did when you put it away at the end of last season? Also, last year you thought it fairly skimpy, but find you are surprisingly well covered for the new season. All of which has decided you to invest in a new suit. Anyway, as you tell yourself, two are really necessary.

          
In New Zealand, when you swim you sun-bathe, and usually vice-versa, so your swim-suit must be for the water. Therefore, a wool jersey fabric is advisable. Perhaps you don't remember the days of cotton bathing-suits? Well, wool feels ever so much better. And nowadays it is produced in so many weaves. Your swim-suit may even have a cloque effect.

          
If you are slender and well-formed, choose a gaily-patterned jersey cloth. Some of the most charming fabric designs I have seen this season are those used for swim-suits. If you are not so young, and (or) not so slender, a more conservative fabric will be your choice. As to style, choose one for comfort. To secure adequate length and well-fitting shoulder straps, it is advisable to try on a suit before buying.

          
Styles vary greatly from brassiere and trunks, to the complete suit with skirt. Most suits this year have the brassiere front fitting. A charming style has a detachable skirt that forms a capelet for protection when sunbathing.

          
Did I mention tartans? A diagonal tartan gives a fluidity to the young figure.

          
Of course a swim-suit alone is not enough. Cap, yes, and shoes, yes, and even bathing-bag, yes. But most important is a wrap. Of course it depends on your kind of holiday. If you are expected to dress up (a little) and be respectable (fairly) for lunch, come up from the beach at the last minute and pull on a loose-fitting linen blouse and slacks (dusty pink, and butcher blue formed one unusual combination) or slip into a frock, short-sleeved or sleeveless, and wide-revered, of cretonne or printed cotton. Button it down the front, and there you are!

          
* * *

        

        

          

Health Notes.

          
Most of us are looking forward to the summer months with pleasurable anticipation. Old and young have their own ideas of what constitutes the enjoyment obtainable during the hot weather, and there is probably not one person here who would like to sleep through the summer and come out as a Rip Van Winkle next June.

          
The winter games are put aside and the young folk are all ready to indulge in tennis, swimming, etc., while the older ones seek less strenuous forms of enjoyment. The housewives—old and young—are glad that there are no more fires, cooking is easier, and life generally seems to have taken on a brighter outlook. The children are looking forward to the longer days for outdoor play and also to the holidays which are coming alarmingly close for the adults.

          
How are we at the end of the season? Have we taken too much advantage of the hot weather and been reckless in regard to sun-bathing and games during the hottest hours of the day? Are we tired and languid and looking forward to the invigorating winter days to build up our depleted vigour? Have we benefited by the wonderful climate that New Zealand enjoys, or have we been reckless, and all our swimming, sun-bathing, etc.,
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been a liability instead of an asset? Adults must balance their own accounts, and if we come out at the end of the season with a deficit in the matter of health, well, we ourselves have to draw on our own reserves—if we have any—to settle the account.

          
It is a different matter with the children. They are not in the position to realise that it is dangerous to go out in the sunshine without their hats, or to play around during the hottest part of the day. Summer sickness, sunstroke—or even the dreaded infantile paralysis—can be attributed to the effects of the sun's rays on the unprotected skin. We need a “Hats On” brigade, and it would be a pleasing sight to see the youngsters fully protected against any possible harm that could come to them during the forthcoming summer months.

          
* * *

        

        

          
“
The Scrap Book.”

          
If your hair is lifeless and uninteresting, don't depend on a tricky coiffure to conceal its shortcomings. Get busy with the hairbrush, shampoo and tonic, and cajole it into condition.

          
Study the back of your hair as carefully as the front. A frowsy-looking neck can very easily spoil the whole picture.

          
* * *

          
A tidy gardener never leaves the tools out overnight, but cleans them carefully (wipes them with an oily rag if necessary) and puts them where they belong.

          
* * *

          
For elbows which have become discoloured, take the pulp from half a lemon, place it in the palm of one hand, and “cup” the elbow of the other in the palm.

          
* * *

          
A little talcum powder sprinkled into the feet of stockings will protect the feet from over-tiredness.

          
* * *

          
To keep the curtains fresh and new-looking, use the vacuum tools regularly on them, even on the washing ones. If you haven't a cleaner, take down the curtain rods occasionally and shake the curtains in the open air. This takes only a few minutes as there is no need to remove the curtains from the rods.

          
* * *

          
Wash blankets before putting them away for the summer. By the way, if any of the family will be going camping, leave the washing of dark blankets until after the Christmas vacation. The easiest method I have discovered for blanket-washing is the cold-water process.

          
Cut up good laundry soap (two or three cakes for four or five blankets) into a fairly large pot of cold water



and boil until dissolved. Half fill each tub with cold water, and add half the quantity of soap jelly and about two tablespoons of Scrubb's ammonia to each. Knead the blankets in the first tub; wring them through a loose wringer into the second tub and again knead. Rinse in at least two lots of cold water until the water is clear. Wring again and hang on the line. When dry, brush lightly with a soft brush to raise the nap slightly.

          
* * *

        

        

          

Recipes.

          

            
Vegetarian Dishes.


Creamed Onions Espagnol.

            
Onions in Spanish fashion provide a splendid dish, easy to make and cheap. First peel enough onions and cook them till tender in good white stock, then drain and keep hot in a vegetable dish. Add a little milk to the stock and thicken it with cornflour blended with milk. Boil for a few minutes, add seasoning and a lump of butter. Pour the sauce over the onions and send to table sprinkled with chopped parsley. This can be served with thin brown or wholemeal bread.

          

          

            
French Onion Au Gratin.

            
Grease a pie-dish, then fill it with alternate layers of cooked onion, grated cheese, and white sauce. Season well and sprinkle the top with grated cheese. Bake in a sharp oven till nicely browned, then serve as quickly as possible.

          

          

            
Danish Onion En Casserole.

            
Put about a pound of small onions in a casserole with a little butter, then add pepper and salt, and cover closely. Cook very slowly until tender when touched with a fork. Shake the onions now and again during the cooking process to prevent sticking. Serve with a white sauce.

          

          

            
Norwegian Baked Onions.

            
Peel and slice thinly, say, four large onions, then line a pie-dish with breadcrumbs, put in a layer of onions, pepper and salt, and a little chopped parsley, and continue until the dish is full. Now pour over a teacupful of milk, cover with breadcrumbs, and a few pieces of butter here and there, and bake until nicely brown. Serve at once.

          

          

            
Breton Onions in Batter.

            
Take 2 small onions, 1 oz. dripping, 1 egg, ½ lb. flour,½ pint of milk, with pepper and salt to taste. Peel the onions and boil for an hour in salted water. Now strain and put into a fireproof dish with the dripping, and bake for thirty minutes. Put the flour and about a-quarter teaspoonful of salt into a bowl with the egg in the centre, then gradually stir in half of the milk. Beat well before adding the remainder of the milk. Pour the batter around the onions, then bake them for about three-quarters of an hour in a moderate oven. Serve quickly once they are cooked.

          

          

            
German Stuffed Onions.

            
Take three small onions, peel evenly so as not to damage the outer skin, then scoop out the core. Blanch them in water for five minutes. When blanched enough remove and fill up the cavities with minced kidney or sausagemeat. Now put in a piece of short paste over the hole to prevent the juice escaping, and bake in a tin containing some stock. Baste frequently to prevent burning. Remove when you can run a meat skewer through each onion and its contents.

          

          

            
Spanish Marrow Casserole.

            
Half pound tomatoes ⅓ lb. onions, 1 marrow, 1 teaspoon marmite, 1 oz. butter, salt and pepper to taste, 1 or 2 egg yolks. (Two green olives, garlic, green pepper and two tablespoons olive oil may also be added to procure the genuine Spanish flavour).

            
Slice the onions and tomatoes, mince the garlic and fry them slowly in the oil. Add the sliced green pepper, and the stoned chopped olives, the butter and half a cup of water. Peel the marrow, halve, remove the seeds and cut into pie pieces. Add these and let
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simmer gently for forty-five minutes. Strain off a little of the liquor, cool and blend with the beaten egg yolk. Return to the pan. Heat gently without boiling and serve.

            
The onions and tomatoes may be fried in the butter (2 ozs.) instead of the oil, and the olives, etc., included or eliminated, according to taste.

          

          

            
Cottage Cheese Croquettes.

            
One pound cheese, 3 eggs, 6 ozs. wholemeal breadcrumbs, 1 teaspoon ground almonds, milk to moisten, pinch of salt, sugar and ground nutmeg to taste, flour. Butter for frying. Cream the cheese with a little milk. Add the beaten eggs, seasonings, breadcrumbs, and sufficient flour to make a workable paste. Roll into pieces the size of a walnut, flatten these into little cakes, dip in flour, and fry brown in hot butter. Serve hot, garnished with parsley, or cold, with a salad.

          

          

            
Vegetarian Pie.

            
1 cauliflower, carrot, turnip and onion, 4 oz. lima beans, chopped parsparsley, seasoning, sauce—curry or plain—flaky pastry.

            
Cook the vegetables until tender. Cut into dice and arrange in a pie-dish with the sauce poured over. Cover with pastry and bake in a hot oven until golden brown.
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Make-Up.

          

The show girls know how to do it. Even though they have the advantage of footlights and distance, the members of the ballet would not dream of scamping their preparation and giving a few last-minute dabs to their complexions. How much less can those of us who receive close scrutiny in street and office, afford to be careless with make-up.

          
* * *

          
Of course, those who belong to the sporty, open-air, down-with-frills-and-furbelows school can get by with the aid of a three-minute patting in of vanishing cream and dabbing of powder—or not even that. But those who believe appearance is important don't usually begrudge time spent in producing an effect, and are willing to learn from the girls whose calling requires artistic appearance as well as artistic talent.

          
* * *

          
The first essential, as most of us know, is a healthy skin. Make-up cannot be successfully applied over skin blemishes. The “beauty” girls, therefore, diet and exercise for the sake of complexion as well as of figure.

          
Back-stage, the ladies of the chorus are supplied with good mirrors and lighting. Half-an-hour is adequate for the application of make-up, and the girls would not dream of skimping the time.

          
* * *

          
First comes a thorough cleansing of face and neck with plenty of cream and a generous use of face tissues. The foundation cream is well smoothed in. The rouge, applied high on the cheekbones and away from the nose, is blended so that it fades naturally into the whiteness of the cheek. Eye-shadow, necessary on the stage, is an exotic in every-day life, though many women use it effectively for evenings. Never apply shadow 
below the eye, as it gives a pouched and elderly look. If eyes are not as wide apart as could be wished, add width by applying shadow only to the outer edge of the lid, and remember to lengthen the eyebrow.

          
Powdering is an art in itself—first a lavish dusting, and then a gentle patting and brushing until the surface is satin-smooth.

          
Mascara application requires time. Each lash should be treated separately and curled upward.

          
Study lips. Over-full ones can be restrained, and thin ones pencilled a little wider.

          
So, with time, care and the hand of an artist, the perfect picture is painted. And the most important ingredient is time.

          
* * *
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After Spring-Cleaning.


The Compost Heap.

          
This is not a dissertation on Dusters, disposal of, but on Weeds, non-wasting of. My spring-cleaning this year extended to the garden, the house, on warm days, being left severely alone. After the usual weeding, working-up of the soil and preparing of seed-beds, my eye ranged round in search of further tasks. The brown pile of lawn-clippings near the back gate occupied ground I coveted for a lettuce bed. Refuse from the corner cleared for hydrangeas was pushed back, untidily, near the hedge, where I now wanted to raise cinerarias. But what to do with the rubbish?

          

            

[image: ]
          

          
I asked John. John, my friend Celia's brother, is a busy and solemn young man. You get nowhere with him in ordinary conversation, but if you hint that something is wrong with the carburettor or that a board in the verandah needs replacing, he sparks up immediately. If you haven't the necessary tools, John sprints home for them, and you and he become quite friendly as he works and you admiringly watch.

          
Yes, John likes being asked things, so I asked him. He took a long look round and a gleam came into his eye. “What you want,” he announced firmly, “is a compost heap.”

          
“A compost heap? You mean a rubbish heap? But I've got those, two or three of them.”

          
“No. A compost heap is a means of making use of your garden refuse; kitchen refuse, too. How about those planks under the house? Do you want them? And the space by the wash-house. You won't be using that, will you?

          
I gave John the freedom of the garden, and went in to prepare lunch.

          
When I went out again he had knocked up a neat, oblong wooden frame, and, with a spade, was marking out the area it covered. Removing the frame, he proceeded to dig a neat grave by removing the sods and then the loam, down to the subsoil.

          
“Now, where are your rubbish heaps? Those woody hedge-clippings will have to be burnt. Put them separate. That heap of weeds, the dead leaves and the grass clippings can go in now—about six inches of them. Hey! Not that one. You pulled up that plant because it was diseased. Add that to the bonfire. Now several cans-full of water. Yes, the hose is better. The stuff will rot quicker if wet. Throw the sods on now—turn them up. Help me put the frame over. That's it. You haven't any chemical decomposer, have you? You'll want some; it's a help. Now the loam goes on”—and John patted it down and stood back to survey the job.

          
“And now we'll have lunch,” said I.



“Here's a towel and there's the bathroom.”

          
In the midst of his salad John fixed me with an accusing eye. “What did you do with the outside leaves of the lettuce?”

          
“Rubbish-bin,” said I.

          
“Waste!” said John. “All your kitchen peelings can go on the compost heap. Over each new layer of refuse, garden, lawn and kitchen, sprinkle a little chemical decomposer. Remember to wet the pile—liquid manure if you like. Scatter a little lime and super-phosphate occasionally. If your heap grows too high just add another frame; some of that timber is left; or ask me, and I could add it for you.”

          
“Thank you, John,” said I.

          
I can see John mowing my lawn and weeding my garden to feed the compost heap, which he assures me will supply me with marvellous loam next spring, when he has promised to mix it up and perhaps sieve it for me. Yes, my garden in future will be swept and garnished, not to mention trowelled and raked, in the interests of refuse collection, with tidiness a close second. I most ask John about that bonfire.

          
* * *
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Swimming Season.

          
Did you have your first swim during Labour Day week-end? And, if so, did your swim-suit appear far more faded than it did when you put it away at the end of last season? Also, last year you thought it fairly skimpy, but find you are surprisingly well covered for the new season. All of which has decided you to invest in a new suit. Anyway, as you tell yourself, two are really necessary.

          
In New Zealand, when you swim you sun-bathe, and usually vice-versa, so your swim-suit must be for the water. Therefore, a wool jersey fabric is advisable. Perhaps you don't remember the days of cotton bathing-suits? Well, wool feels ever so much better. And nowadays it is produced in so many weaves. Your swim-suit may even have a cloque effect.

          
If you are slender and well-formed, choose a gaily-patterned jersey cloth. Some of the most charming fabric designs I have seen this season are those used for swim-suits. If you are not so young, and (or) not so slender, a more conservative fabric will be your choice. As to style, choose one for comfort. To secure adequate length and well-fitting shoulder straps, it is advisable to try on a suit before buying.

          
Styles vary greatly from brassiere and trunks, to the complete suit with skirt. Most suits this year have the brassiere front fitting. A charming style has a detachable skirt that forms a capelet for protection when sunbathing.

          
Did I mention tartans? A diagonal tartan gives a fluidity to the young figure.

          
Of course a swim-suit alone is not enough. Cap, yes, and shoes, yes, and even bathing-bag, yes. But most important is a wrap. Of course it depends on your kind of holiday. If you are expected to dress up (a little) and be respectable (fairly) for lunch, come up from the beach at the last minute and pull on a loose-fitting linen blouse and slacks (dusty pink, and butcher blue formed one unusual combination) or slip into a frock, short-sleeved or sleeveless, and wide-revered, of cretonne or printed cotton. Button it down the front, and there you are!

          
* * *
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Health Notes.

          
Most of us are looking forward to the summer months with pleasurable anticipation. Old and young have their own ideas of what constitutes the enjoyment obtainable during the hot weather, and there is probably not one person here who would like to sleep through the summer and come out as a Rip Van Winkle next June.

          
The winter games are put aside and the young folk are all ready to indulge in tennis, swimming, etc., while the older ones seek less strenuous forms of enjoyment. The housewives—old and young—are glad that there are no more fires, cooking is easier, and life generally seems to have taken on a brighter outlook. The children are looking forward to the longer days for outdoor play and also to the holidays which are coming alarmingly close for the adults.

          
How are we at the end of the season? Have we taken too much advantage of the hot weather and been reckless in regard to sun-bathing and games during the hottest hours of the day? Are we tired and languid and looking forward to the invigorating winter days to build up our depleted vigour? Have we benefited by the wonderful climate that New Zealand enjoys, or have we been reckless, and all our swimming, sun-bathing, etc.,


[image: ]
been a liability instead of an asset? Adults must balance their own accounts, and if we come out at the end of the season with a deficit in the matter of health, well, we ourselves have to draw on our own reserves—if we have any—to settle the account.

          
It is a different matter with the children. They are not in the position to realise that it is dangerous to go out in the sunshine without their hats, or to play around during the hottest part of the day. Summer sickness, sunstroke—or even the dreaded infantile paralysis—can be attributed to the effects of the sun's rays on the unprotected skin. We need a “Hats On” brigade, and it would be a pleasing sight to see the youngsters fully protected against any possible harm that could come to them during the forthcoming summer months.

          
* * *
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“
The Scrap Book.”

          
If your hair is lifeless and uninteresting, don't depend on a tricky coiffure to conceal its shortcomings. Get busy with the hairbrush, shampoo and tonic, and cajole it into condition.

          
Study the back of your hair as carefully as the front. A frowsy-looking neck can very easily spoil the whole picture.

          
* * *

          
A tidy gardener never leaves the tools out overnight, but cleans them carefully (wipes them with an oily rag if necessary) and puts them where they belong.

          
* * *

          
For elbows which have become discoloured, take the pulp from half a lemon, place it in the palm of one hand, and “cup” the elbow of the other in the palm.

          
* * *

          
A little talcum powder sprinkled into the feet of stockings will protect the feet from over-tiredness.

          
* * *

          
To keep the curtains fresh and new-looking, use the vacuum tools regularly on them, even on the washing ones. If you haven't a cleaner, take down the curtain rods occasionally and shake the curtains in the open air. This takes only a few minutes as there is no need to remove the curtains from the rods.

          
* * *

          
Wash blankets before putting them away for the summer. By the way, if any of the family will be going camping, leave the washing of dark blankets until after the Christmas vacation. The easiest method I have discovered for blanket-washing is the cold-water process.

          
Cut up good laundry soap (two or three cakes for four or five blankets) into a fairly large pot of cold water



and boil until dissolved. Half fill each tub with cold water, and add half the quantity of soap jelly and about two tablespoons of Scrubb's ammonia to each. Knead the blankets in the first tub; wring them through a loose wringer into the second tub and again knead. Rinse in at least two lots of cold water until the water is clear. Wring again and hang on the line. When dry, brush lightly with a soft brush to raise the nap slightly.

          
* * *
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Recipes.

          

            
Vegetarian Dishes.


Creamed Onions Espagnol.

            
Onions in Spanish fashion provide a splendid dish, easy to make and cheap. First peel enough onions and cook them till tender in good white stock, then drain and keep hot in a vegetable dish. Add a little milk to the stock and thicken it with cornflour blended with milk. Boil for a few minutes, add seasoning and a lump of butter. Pour the sauce over the onions and send to table sprinkled with chopped parsley. This can be served with thin brown or wholemeal bread.

          

          

            
French Onion Au Gratin.

            
Grease a pie-dish, then fill it with alternate layers of cooked onion, grated cheese, and white sauce. Season well and sprinkle the top with grated cheese. Bake in a sharp oven till nicely browned, then serve as quickly as possible.

          

          

            
Danish Onion En Casserole.

            
Put about a pound of small onions in a casserole with a little butter, then add pepper and salt, and cover closely. Cook very slowly until tender when touched with a fork. Shake the onions now and again during the cooking process to prevent sticking. Serve with a white sauce.

          

          

            
Norwegian Baked Onions.

            
Peel and slice thinly, say, four large onions, then line a pie-dish with breadcrumbs, put in a layer of onions, pepper and salt, and a little chopped parsley, and continue until the dish is full. Now pour over a teacupful of milk, cover with breadcrumbs, and a few pieces of butter here and there, and bake until nicely brown. Serve at once.

          

          

            
Breton Onions in Batter.

            
Take 2 small onions, 1 oz. dripping, 1 egg, ½ lb. flour,½ pint of milk, with pepper and salt to taste. Peel the onions and boil for an hour in salted water. Now strain and put into a fireproof dish with the dripping, and bake for thirty minutes. Put the flour and about a-quarter teaspoonful of salt into a bowl with the egg in the centre, then gradually stir in half of the milk. Beat well before adding the remainder of the milk. Pour the batter around the onions, then bake them for about three-quarters of an hour in a moderate oven. Serve quickly once they are cooked.

          

          

            
German Stuffed Onions.

            
Take three small onions, peel evenly so as not to damage the outer skin, then scoop out the core. Blanch them in water for five minutes. When blanched enough remove and fill up the cavities with minced kidney or sausagemeat. Now put in a piece of short paste over the hole to prevent the juice escaping, and bake in a tin containing some stock. Baste frequently to prevent burning. Remove when you can run a meat skewer through each onion and its contents.

          

          

            
Spanish Marrow Casserole.

            
Half pound tomatoes ⅓ lb. onions, 1 marrow, 1 teaspoon marmite, 1 oz. butter, salt and pepper to taste, 1 or 2 egg yolks. (Two green olives, garlic, green pepper and two tablespoons olive oil may also be added to procure the genuine Spanish flavour).

            
Slice the onions and tomatoes, mince the garlic and fry them slowly in the oil. Add the sliced green pepper, and the stoned chopped olives, the butter and half a cup of water. Peel the marrow, halve, remove the seeds and cut into pie pieces. Add these and let


[image: ]
simmer gently for forty-five minutes. Strain off a little of the liquor, cool and blend with the beaten egg yolk. Return to the pan. Heat gently without boiling and serve.

            
The onions and tomatoes may be fried in the butter (2 ozs.) instead of the oil, and the olives, etc., included or eliminated, according to taste.

          

          

            
Cottage Cheese Croquettes.

            
One pound cheese, 3 eggs, 6 ozs. wholemeal breadcrumbs, 1 teaspoon ground almonds, milk to moisten, pinch of salt, sugar and ground nutmeg to taste, flour. Butter for frying. Cream the cheese with a little milk. Add the beaten eggs, seasonings, breadcrumbs, and sufficient flour to make a workable paste. Roll into pieces the size of a walnut, flatten these into little cakes, dip in flour, and fry brown in hot butter. Serve hot, garnished with parsley, or cold, with a salad.

          

          

            
Vegetarian Pie.

            
1 cauliflower, carrot, turnip and onion, 4 oz. lima beans, chopped parsparsley, seasoning, sauce—curry or plain—flaky pastry.

            
Cook the vegetables until tender. Cut into dice and arrange in a pie-dish with the sauce poured over. Cover with pastry and bake in a hot oven until golden brown.
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Vegetarian Dishes.


Creamed Onions Espagnol.

            
Onions in Spanish fashion provide a splendid dish, easy to make and cheap. First peel enough onions and cook them till tender in good white stock, then drain and keep hot in a vegetable dish. Add a little milk to the stock and thicken it with cornflour blended with milk. Boil for a few minutes, add seasoning and a lump of butter. Pour the sauce over the onions and send to table sprinkled with chopped parsley. This can be served with thin brown or wholemeal bread.
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French Onion Au Gratin.

            
Grease a pie-dish, then fill it with alternate layers of cooked onion, grated cheese, and white sauce. Season well and sprinkle the top with grated cheese. Bake in a sharp oven till nicely browned, then serve as quickly as possible.
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Danish Onion En Casserole.

            
Put about a pound of small onions in a casserole with a little butter, then add pepper and salt, and cover closely. Cook very slowly until tender when touched with a fork. Shake the onions now and again during the cooking process to prevent sticking. Serve with a white sauce.
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Norwegian Baked Onions.

            
Peel and slice thinly, say, four large onions, then line a pie-dish with breadcrumbs, put in a layer of onions, pepper and salt, and a little chopped parsley, and continue until the dish is full. Now pour over a teacupful of milk, cover with breadcrumbs, and a few pieces of butter here and there, and bake until nicely brown. Serve at once.
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Breton Onions in Batter.

            
Take 2 small onions, 1 oz. dripping, 1 egg, ½ lb. flour,½ pint of milk, with pepper and salt to taste. Peel the onions and boil for an hour in salted water. Now strain and put into a fireproof dish with the dripping, and bake for thirty minutes. Put the flour and about a-quarter teaspoonful of salt into a bowl with the egg in the centre, then gradually stir in half of the milk. Beat well before adding the remainder of the milk. Pour the batter around the onions, then bake them for about three-quarters of an hour in a moderate oven. Serve quickly once they are cooked.
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German Stuffed Onions.

            
Take three small onions, peel evenly so as not to damage the outer skin, then scoop out the core. Blanch them in water for five minutes. When blanched enough remove and fill up the cavities with minced kidney or sausagemeat. Now put in a piece of short paste over the hole to prevent the juice escaping, and bake in a tin containing some stock. Baste frequently to prevent burning. Remove when you can run a meat skewer through each onion and its contents.
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Spanish Marrow Casserole.

            
Half pound tomatoes ⅓ lb. onions, 1 marrow, 1 teaspoon marmite, 1 oz. butter, salt and pepper to taste, 1 or 2 egg yolks. (Two green olives, garlic, green pepper and two tablespoons olive oil may also be added to procure the genuine Spanish flavour).

            
Slice the onions and tomatoes, mince the garlic and fry them slowly in the oil. Add the sliced green pepper, and the stoned chopped olives, the butter and half a cup of water. Peel the marrow, halve, remove the seeds and cut into pie pieces. Add these and let
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simmer gently for forty-five minutes. Strain off a little of the liquor, cool and blend with the beaten egg yolk. Return to the pan. Heat gently without boiling and serve.

            
The onions and tomatoes may be fried in the butter (2 ozs.) instead of the oil, and the olives, etc., included or eliminated, according to taste.
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Cottage Cheese Croquettes.

            
One pound cheese, 3 eggs, 6 ozs. wholemeal breadcrumbs, 1 teaspoon ground almonds, milk to moisten, pinch of salt, sugar and ground nutmeg to taste, flour. Butter for frying. Cream the cheese with a little milk. Add the beaten eggs, seasonings, breadcrumbs, and sufficient flour to make a workable paste. Roll into pieces the size of a walnut, flatten these into little cakes, dip in flour, and fry brown in hot butter. Serve hot, garnished with parsley, or cold, with a salad.
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Vegetarian Pie.

            
1 cauliflower, carrot, turnip and onion, 4 oz. lima beans, chopped parsparsley, seasoning, sauce—curry or plain—flaky pastry.

            
Cook the vegetables until tender. Cut into dice and arrange in a pie-dish with the sauce poured over. Cover with pastry and bake in a hot oven until golden brown.
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Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 12, Issue 8 (November 1, 1937)

Wit and Humour





        

          
Wit and Humour
        

        

          
Some Speed.

          
A man was driving a big car at fast speed along a wide road when a very small car appeared alongside, as if trying to pass him. The driver of the big car wouldn't let a small car pass him, not even a new one. He went faster still — sixty — sixty-five miles an hour—but still the small car kept beside him. Suddenly the driver of the small car opened his window and shouted. “Do you know anything about these cars?”

          
“Why?” asked the other driver, “I can't shift the thing into top gear,” was the reply.

          
* * *

        

        

          
The Jew's Creditors.

          
A foreign Jew who had gone bankrupt, was attending before the official receiver for his first examination. Only six creditors were present.

          
“Now, Mr. Isaacs,” said the official receiver, “what have you to say about your position?”

          
The Jew looked round the room, and noticing the small number of creditors present, said: “Vell, gentlemen, in the circumstances, I intend to make all of my creditors who are present this morning preferential creditors.”

          
“What do you mean by that?” said the receiver.

          
“Vell,” answered the Jew, “they vill know this morning that they will get nothings, and the others will not know till the next meeting.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
This Wonderful Age.

          
The fond wife of the costing clerk watched him gazing down at their first-born in his new cot. An expression of wonder, admiration, and incredulity passed across his face. “Tell me your thoughts, darling,” said his wife. “Well, Mary,” he replied, “I'm blowed if I can see how anyone can make a cot like that for fifteen bob.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Universal Kindness.

          
“Be kind to insects,” says a writer. We never lose an opportunity of patting mosquitoes on the back.

        

        

          
Unexpected.

          
Two men at a picture theatre were sitting just in front of two women, whose continuous chatter they stood as long as they could. One of them turned round and said: “Pardon me, madam, but my friend and I can't hear.”

          
Whereupon came the unexpected reply:

          
“You're not supposed to. This is a private conversation.”

        

        

          
Consolation.

          
It is better to have a morning-after than never to have had a night-before.
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“Perhaps, madam, you'd find it easier if yon allowed me to put one of those on your shoulder.”


          

        

        

          
Follow the Band.

          
“Have you brought many people to your way of thinking?”

          
“No,” answered the great Sorghum. “Public opinion is something like a mule I owned when I was a boy. In order to keep up the appearance of being driver I had to watch the way he was going and follow on behind.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Tactless.

          

            
“He's the image of his mother,” said the proud father, exhibiting his first-born.

            
“Yes,” agreed the visitor, absent-mindedly. “Nothing could be plainer.”

          

          

            
Official Protection.

            
A little boy came running round the corner of the street and pulled up beside a policeman. “What's all this abotst?” asked the constable gruffly.

            
“I say,” said the boy, “if you saw a little boy getting hurt, would you interfere?”

            
The policeman looked very important. “Of course, my lad,” he said quickly.

            
“Well, will you come along with me, please?” said the boy. “Dad is waiting for me at the front door with a stick.”

          

        

        

          
Not in the Inner Circle.

          
The very voluble Missus, in support of her application to the Magistrate that her husband should be “bound over,” was explaining her woes at express speed.

          
“According to you,” interrupted the S.M., “he struck you over the head with the lawn-mower. What did he do that for?”

          
“Well, y'r Worship, he is a very unsociable man.”

          
“It would seem so,” said the S.M. drily.

          
“Too right, y'r Worship. He's a snob.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
A Stranger Identified.

          
“Who is that fellow with the long hair?”

          
“He's a fellow from Yale.”

          
“Oh, I've often heard of those Yale locks.”

        

        

          
Refuge.

          
It was a dramatic moment in the play when, with fiery denunciation, the hard-hearted father was about to thrust his erring daughter out of the house for ever.

          
“What can I do? Where can I go?” sobbed the girl.

          
There was a tense silence. Then, amid the sobs, rose the shrill voice of a woman in the gallery:—.

          
“Come home with me. lass!”
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Some Speed.

          
A man was driving a big car at fast speed along a wide road when a very small car appeared alongside, as if trying to pass him. The driver of the big car wouldn't let a small car pass him, not even a new one. He went faster still — sixty — sixty-five miles an hour—but still the small car kept beside him. Suddenly the driver of the small car opened his window and shouted. “Do you know anything about these cars?”

          
“Why?” asked the other driver, “I can't shift the thing into top gear,” was the reply.

          
* * *

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 12, Issue 8 (November 1, 1937)

The Jew's Creditors



          
The Jew's Creditors.

          
A foreign Jew who had gone bankrupt, was attending before the official receiver for his first examination. Only six creditors were present.

          
“Now, Mr. Isaacs,” said the official receiver, “what have you to say about your position?”

          
The Jew looked round the room, and noticing the small number of creditors present, said: “Vell, gentlemen, in the circumstances, I intend to make all of my creditors who are present this morning preferential creditors.”

          
“What do you mean by that?” said the receiver.

          
“Vell,” answered the Jew, “they vill know this morning that they will get nothings, and the others will not know till the next meeting.”

          
* * *
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This Wonderful Age.

          
The fond wife of the costing clerk watched him gazing down at their first-born in his new cot. An expression of wonder, admiration, and incredulity passed across his face. “Tell me your thoughts, darling,” said his wife. “Well, Mary,” he replied, “I'm blowed if I can see how anyone can make a cot like that for fifteen bob.”

          
* * *

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 12, Issue 8 (November 1, 1937)

Universal Kindness



          
Universal Kindness.

          
“Be kind to insects,” says a writer. We never lose an opportunity of patting mosquitoes on the back.
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Unexpected.

          
Two men at a picture theatre were sitting just in front of two women, whose continuous chatter they stood as long as they could. One of them turned round and said: “Pardon me, madam, but my friend and I can't hear.”

          
Whereupon came the unexpected reply:

          
“You're not supposed to. This is a private conversation.”
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Consolation.

          
It is better to have a morning-after than never to have had a night-before.
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Follow the Band.

          
“Have you brought many people to your way of thinking?”

          
“No,” answered the great Sorghum. “Public opinion is something like a mule I owned when I was a boy. In order to keep up the appearance of being driver I had to watch the way he was going and follow on behind.”

          
* * *
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Tactless.

          

            
“He's the image of his mother,” said the proud father, exhibiting his first-born.

            
“Yes,” agreed the visitor, absent-mindedly. “Nothing could be plainer.”

          

          

            
Official Protection.

            
A little boy came running round the corner of the street and pulled up beside a policeman. “What's all this abotst?” asked the constable gruffly.

            
“I say,” said the boy, “if you saw a little boy getting hurt, would you interfere?”

            
The policeman looked very important. “Of course, my lad,” he said quickly.

            
“Well, will you come along with me, please?” said the boy. “Dad is waiting for me at the front door with a stick.”
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Not in the Inner Circle.

          
The very voluble Missus, in support of her application to the Magistrate that her husband should be “bound over,” was explaining her woes at express speed.

          
“According to you,” interrupted the S.M., “he struck you over the head with the lawn-mower. What did he do that for?”

          
“Well, y'r Worship, he is a very unsociable man.”

          
“It would seem so,” said the S.M. drily.

          
“Too right, y'r Worship. He's a snob.”
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“Who is that fellow with the long hair?”

          
“He's a fellow from Yale.”

          
“Oh, I've often heard of those Yale locks.”
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Refuge.

          
It was a dramatic moment in the play when, with fiery denunciation, the hard-hearted father was about to thrust his erring daughter out of the house for ever.

          
“What can I do? Where can I go?” sobbed the girl.

          
There was a tense silence. Then, amid the sobs, rose the shrill voice of a woman in the gallery:—.

          
“Come home with me. lass!”
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Variety in Brief
            
          
        

        
To-day, even though I am of the feminine sex, and in the “middle forties,” a railway engine still has an attraction for me. Many years ago my father was the driver of the Waihi Goldmining Company's quartz train between Waihi and Waikino, and as there was no railway nearer than Paeroa, I was the envy of all the children in the settlement, as I often rode on the engine (sometimes all day) and pulled the whistle long and loud. I was envied by the children for another reason, too, as I was often the possessor of broken steam gauges. These same trifles often made me the recipient of sundry tit-bits, such as a stick of peppermint, a half-penny, or a bite of an apple in return for a small length of the glass tubing. I also had an uncle a driver on the Auckland-Waikato run. As many of these children had never seen or been on a passenger train, I used to recite all the imaginary hair-breath encounters that he had with ghosts when thundering along on his engine in the dead of night past Taupiri Mt. and the broad Waikato.—Helena M.

        
* * *

        
New Zealand seems too young a country to be associated with hidden treasure or anything of the kind, but hidden treasure there certainly is—in two places at least. Somewhere near the old Poronu Redoubt, a few miles inland from Whakatane, is what is still referred to as “The Frenchman's Gold.” The story of its origin brings back memories of what James Cowan, in his history of the Maori Wars, rightfully refers to as one of the most heroic acts in old New Zealand history—the defence of Poronu from Te Kooti's raiders. In those troublesome times, the small fort adjoined a mill, run by one Jean Guerren. Under his capable management, the mill had proved a prosperous little concern.


[image: ]
When the siege commenced, Jean proved his ability as a soldier also. He had with him only four Maoris, two of them women, yet, with their assistance he inflicted such heavy punishment on the enemy that they were led to believe a force, many times the size opposed them. The brave Frenchman was eventually killed in the doorway of the Redoubt fighting desperately against overwhelming odds. With him died the secret of his money, for it was well-known that Guerren had a hiding place near by which he regularly used for the safe keeping of the not inconsiderable sums of gold which passed through his hands. Following the taking of the Fort, Peka (Baker), Te Kooti's most bloodthirsty henchman, is said to have ordered a thorough search for the hoard, and that his rage at the failure to find anything at all was not altogether a pleasing spectacle. On many occasions since that tragic day the sites of both Mill and Redoubt have been “investigated”—with every likely implement from spade to gum spear. But the cache has never been discovered…‥

        
The western end of Kapiti Island, where traces of the old - time whalers may still be seen, holds another secret. It was in the days when Te Rauparaha was at the height of his power, and the many visiting whalers were encouraged to make Kapiti a base for their operations. Following a successful cruise, there would be much revelry on the beaches, where huge fires had been kindled, and much gold (and much rum) would be passed about. On one such night there was a great deal of gambling amongst the crews ashore. A seaman from an American ship met with a most stupendous run of luck, the result being that he found himself the owner of all the gold the gamblers had. It is stated that the winnings “filled a small pot.” The story has it that “with the help of a comrade” the seaman carried the winnings along the beach outside the ring of firelight. The two were away for a time, and then returned—with an empty pot. A few days later, both the sailor and his mate were drowned during a clash with a wounded whale. Diligent but unsuccessful search was afterwards made for the hiding place, and for years afterwards the crew of each visiting whaleship wasted much time and energy in combing that part of the Island. No trace has ever been found. The suggestion is that the gold lies under one or other of the beaches, deeply and more deeply buried by each high tide that has passed over it since its burial in those hectic days of long ago. I heard the tale first of all from an old Maori who lived near the Otaki Beach. He assured me that in his younger days, the facts stated were common property with his people. None of them, however, had ever attempted a treasure hunt, the reason being that in some way they regarded the hidden gold as much accursed.

        
—Hori M.

        
* * *

        
In the usual rush for a drink of tea at a railway tea-rooms, I happened to be speaking to one of the Springboks. He commented on the prevalence of the tea drinking habit in New Zealand, stating that it was by no means the same in Africa where coffee, and even cocoa, were definite rivals. Also some local drink, the name of which I have forgotten.

        
“I hear that in New Zealand,” the South African commented, “you have even named an island after your national beverage.” I told him I had never heard of the place.

        
“You must know it,” he insisted. “It's a bird sanctuary up the coast from Wellington; ‘Cup-o-Tea Island.’” And then, of course, I recognised “Kapiti Island.”

        
—(By 
Katiti.)
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Panorama of the Playground

 The Rules and the Game
          
        

        

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

        

          

An object lesson in good sportsmanship was given by Alex. Murray, who was disqualified in the New Zealand Open golf championship last month after leading the field home by two strokes. Murray's offence was to have a practice putt at the eighth hole. When this act was reported by his companion, J. P. Horna-brook, disqualification came automatically.

          
There were more than a few of the spectators at the championship meeting at Hamilton, who deplored Horna-brook's action more than they did the breach of the rules by Murray, but, to the credit of the champion of two seasons ago, Murray took up a totally different attitude.

          
He had committed a breach—unintentionally—but the punishment was provided for in the book of rules.

          
To have won a championship only to lose it for what some may call a trivial technicality would upset the unruffled temperaments of most sportsmen, but it failed to disturb Murray, who has been the first to come out in defence of Hornabrook's action, in reporting the breach. Rules are made to be observed and this point was never more clearly made than by Walter Travis, an American golfer, who was almost ostracised in England because he insisted in the rules being carried out to the letter. At the time he was most unpopular but, to-day, he is remembered as the one golfer who did more than any other to see that the rules were carried out if they deserved a place on the book or abolished if they were not serving any useful purpose.

          
In most branches of athletic endeavour we find rules which do not seem to serve any useful purpose but, almost without exception, there is good reason for the rules being included in the book. Incidents forgotten by those who criticise have, more often than not, been responsible for the drafting of this or that rule and, as sure as night follows day, the rule will one day serve to remind a competitor that “it's not done.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
The Royal and Ancient Game.

          
Perhaps in no other sport than golf is there such a keen interest displayed by people who have never seen the game played. I refer to the ultimate result of the Open, amateur and professional golf championships recently contested at Hamilton.

          
Few of the many thousand newspaper readers in New Zealand have ever seen any of the players in action; few would even deign to take the trouble to walk around the links to see the players in action in the big events, but it would surprise even the golfers to know just how their play was followed through the columns of the daily press.

          
When it became known that Alex. Murray had been disqualified for an unintentional breach of a rule and that Hornabrook, Shaw and Moss would fight out an extra round of golf, interest reached a fever height.

          
In a similar degree, the doings of the women golfers at Napier gave New Zealanders something sporting to discuss—and it must be admitted that sporting conversation became a little difficult after die defeat of New Zealand in the third Test against South Africa!

          
Mrs. Hollis (nee Oliver Kay) came right back into the sporting limelight
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to defeat Miss S. Tolhurst (Australia) in the women's championship and fully endorsed her claim to being the outstanding woman golfer in Australia or New Zealand at the present time.

        

        

          
Rugby Union Football in New Zealand.

          
All is not well with Rugby football in New Zealand! This assertion may be proven by a search through the files of any newspaper published in New Zealand during the past six weeks. Perhaps the greatest good done to New Zealand football was the defeat of our representatives in the third Test at Auckland, when the Springboks won by 17 points to 6. For too long we have lived in the atmosphere of smug complacence; we have imagined that our footballers were the best on earth and we have been content to let posterity take care of itself.

          
Of course the blame is attached on the New Zealand Rugby Union, 
but the public cannot escape its share of criticism. It is the public which dictates the style of football played in any country—not the player nor the official! Dull, prosaie Rugby football will soon drive the public to seek other forms of amusement and to keep that public interest New Zealand players have been forced to alter the style of their play. Along came a team of players who played the game we had known in 1928—they admitted they had learned from Maurice Brownlie's team of that season—and they, the Springboks, showed us how football should be played.

          


          

            

[image: (W. W. Stewart Collection.) Arrival in Auckland of a special train from Wellington.]

(W. W. Stewart Collection.)


Arrival in Auckland of a special train from Wellington.


          

          
The Rugby public should remember, too, that it has a big voice in the election of the New Zealand Rugby Union and if individuals refuse to assert their rights they should not have any redress.

          
Readers might ask just what say they have in the election of the N.Z.R.F.U.? Their voice in the Rugby world comes through the affiliated clubs. Any citizen of New Zealand may link up with a football club and vote at the annual meeting at which delegates to the Rugby Union are elected. These club delegates in turn elect a delegate who attends the annual meeting of the New Zealand Rugby Football Union, at which meeting the principal officials for the year are appointed. It is, therefore, an easy matter to trace the connection between the individual supporter and the council officers of the New Zealand Rugby Football Union.

          
Because New Zealand has struck a lean period in football—something that comes along in cycles in every sport and in every country—there is an element crying for the heads of the officials. Truly the sporting world is a peculiar one and a forgetful one!

        

        

          
Trials for the Empire Games.

          
Next month will see the leading amateur track and field athletes of New Zealand in action at the Basin Reserve track, Wellington, to justify their inclusion in the team to represent this Dominion at the Empire Games in Sydney early next year.

          
It is a wise move on the part of the New Zealand Amateur Athletic Association and should settle many little differences which arose over the suggestion that the team should be chosen from nominations and not from competitive performances.

          
There has been comment that the New Zealand amateur championship meeting, to be held in March, is set too far back on the calendar, but athletes should remember that they, as well as others, must occasionally make sacrifices. If an athlete is keen to win an Empire title surely he should not cavil at having to get fit for that event and so jeopardise his chances of winning the New Zealand title a few months later? Far better to train for one event than to be greedy and train for both and get none.

        

        

          
New Zealand Amateur Wrestler.

          
Although there has been considerable praise given to the performances of the amateur wrestlers who won the New Zealand amateur wrestling titles at Wellington recently, I am not one who thought the standard up to that of the previous two seasons. Apart from Nolan, who won his matches with ridiculous ease, I do not consider the standard to be high. Anderson and Godfrey, who retained their titles, were definitely below their best form, while the absence, through injuries, of Hutchison and Bradley, former title-
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A Railways Department ‘bus on one of the popular sight-seeing of Wellington city and environs.


holders, gave some of the competitors an easy time. If New Zealand is to be represented by wrestlers at the Empire Games it is essential that only the best men—not necessarily the champions—be sent away.

        

        

          
Losses to New Zealand Sport.

          
New Zealand sport lost two valued officials and supporters a few weeks ago, when Messrs. Earl Stewart and A. W. O. Travers passed away with tragic suddenness. Of the two men, Mr. Stewart was better known to the sporting public because of his connection with boxing. As a referee he stood above any other “third man” in New Zealand, and although at times his decisions were questioned it was significant that the losing boxer would ask that “Mick” Stewart be the referee in future bouts, A great man, his loss will be felt for many a year.

          
For authoritatively written sporting information, there is no better value in the Dominion than “N.Z. Sporting Life and Referee.” A carefully selected staff of sporting writers—all experts in their respective branches of sport—weekly place before the paper's large army of readers the very latest and best in sporting news and comment. Whether it's racing, trotting, wrestling, boxing, athletics, cricket, swimming, or yachting it is just the same. Accuracy and brightness are the paper's guiding principles and on those solid foundations its Dominion-wide popularity has been built.

          
Every sportsman who knows his sport buys “Sporting Life and Referee” and makes a close study of its contents. It is the paper that materially helps to make racing a payable proposition. “Fourpence and well worth it,” is the public's verdict.
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Few of the many thousand newspaper readers in New Zealand have ever seen any of the players in action; few would even deign to take the trouble to walk around the links to see the players in action in the big events, but it would surprise even the golfers to know just how their play was followed through the columns of the daily press.
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to defeat Miss S. Tolhurst (Australia) in the women's championship and fully endorsed her claim to being the outstanding woman golfer in Australia or New Zealand at the present time.
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All is not well with Rugby football in New Zealand! This assertion may be proven by a search through the files of any newspaper published in New Zealand during the past six weeks. Perhaps the greatest good done to New Zealand football was the defeat of our representatives in the third Test at Auckland, when the Springboks won by 17 points to 6. For too long we have lived in the atmosphere of smug complacence; we have imagined that our footballers were the best on earth and we have been content to let posterity take care of itself.

          
Of course the blame is attached on the New Zealand Rugby Union, 
but the public cannot escape its share of criticism. It is the public which dictates the style of football played in any country—not the player nor the official! Dull, prosaie Rugby football will soon drive the public to seek other forms of amusement and to keep that public interest New Zealand players have been forced to alter the style of their play. Along came a team of players who played the game we had known in 1928—they admitted they had learned from Maurice Brownlie's team of that season—and they, the Springboks, showed us how football should be played.
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The Rugby public should remember, too, that it has a big voice in the election of the New Zealand Rugby Union and if individuals refuse to assert their rights they should not have any redress.

          
Readers might ask just what say they have in the election of the N.Z.R.F.U.? Their voice in the Rugby world comes through the affiliated clubs. Any citizen of New Zealand may link up with a football club and vote at the annual meeting at which delegates to the Rugby Union are elected. These club delegates in turn elect a delegate who attends the annual meeting of the New Zealand Rugby Football Union, at which meeting the principal officials for the year are appointed. It is, therefore, an easy matter to trace the connection between the individual supporter and the council officers of the New Zealand Rugby Football Union.

          
Because New Zealand has struck a lean period in football—something that comes along in cycles in every sport and in every country—there is an element crying for the heads of the officials. Truly the sporting world is a peculiar one and a forgetful one!
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Trials for the Empire Games.

          
Next month will see the leading amateur track and field athletes of New Zealand in action at the Basin Reserve track, Wellington, to justify their inclusion in the team to represent this Dominion at the Empire Games in Sydney early next year.

          
It is a wise move on the part of the New Zealand Amateur Athletic Association and should settle many little differences which arose over the suggestion that the team should be chosen from nominations and not from competitive performances.

          
There has been comment that the New Zealand amateur championship meeting, to be held in March, is set too far back on the calendar, but athletes should remember that they, as well as others, must occasionally make sacrifices. If an athlete is keen to win an Empire title surely he should not cavil at having to get fit for that event and so jeopardise his chances of winning the New Zealand title a few months later? Far better to train for one event than to be greedy and train for both and get none.
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Although there has been considerable praise given to the performances of the amateur wrestlers who won the New Zealand amateur wrestling titles at Wellington recently, I am not one who thought the standard up to that of the previous two seasons. Apart from Nolan, who won his matches with ridiculous ease, I do not consider the standard to be high. Anderson and Godfrey, who retained their titles, were definitely below their best form, while the absence, through injuries, of Hutchison and Bradley, former title-


[image: (Railway Publicity photo.) A Railways Department ‘bus on one of the popular sight-seeing of Wellington city and environs.]

(Railway Publicity photo.)


A Railways Department ‘bus on one of the popular sight-seeing of Wellington city and environs.


holders, gave some of the competitors an easy time. If New Zealand is to be represented by wrestlers at the Empire Games it is essential that only the best men—not necessarily the champions—be sent away.
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New Zealand sport lost two valued officials and supporters a few weeks ago, when Messrs. Earl Stewart and A. W. O. Travers passed away with tragic suddenness. Of the two men, Mr. Stewart was better known to the sporting public because of his connection with boxing. As a referee he stood above any other “third man” in New Zealand, and although at times his decisions were questioned it was significant that the losing boxer would ask that “Mick” Stewart be the referee in future bouts, A great man, his loss will be felt for many a year.

          
For authoritatively written sporting information, there is no better value in the Dominion than “N.Z. Sporting Life and Referee.” A carefully selected staff of sporting writers—all experts in their respective branches of sport—weekly place before the paper's large army of readers the very latest and best in sporting news and comment. Whether it's racing, trotting, wrestling, boxing, athletics, cricket, swimming, or yachting it is just the same. Accuracy and brightness are the paper's guiding principles and on those solid foundations its Dominion-wide popularity has been built.

          
Every sportsman who knows his sport buys “Sporting Life and Referee” and makes a close study of its contents. It is the paper that materially helps to make racing a payable proposition. “Fourpence and well worth it,” is the public's verdict.
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PUBLIC BUILDINGS
GARAGES, &c.
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THE 1936 CENSUS
states that the population of the seven counties north

of Wellsford in North Auckland is

— 61,770
The spending power of llm population is at least

annum,
The “ NOR‘I‘HERN ADVOCATE ” is delivered daily
in everv one of these counties and from Mangawai
to Awanui, a distance of 150 miles.

Use this Medium to Convey Your SALES Message.
THE NORTHERN ADVOCATE

P.O. Box 210 : Phone 2399 : Whangarei
connects all depts.






etexts/Gov12_08Rail/Gov12_08Rail030c(h280).jpg
EXCESSIVE OIL  CONSUMPTION
DEFINITELY CURED BY FITTING

“FISHER”
CHANNELSLOT OIL_CONTROL
PISTON RINGS.

E i Suckits 1d Gunes s o N2

D. P. FISHER LTD.
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Technical Books Cost Money

But for £1 a year you

can get individual advice, jow,{:’;ﬁlrd:;::
up - to - date information, Wi on e
markets, helps, news, and Land”

recreation, etc., etc.

New Zealand Farmer Weekly

Published by N.Z. Newspapers Ltd., Auckland and Christchurch.
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FIRST IN CIRCULATION
FIRST IN FEATURES
FIRST IN RESULTS

The Yress

South Island’s Leading Newspaper,
logical first choice of the adve;
A steadily increasing number of thoroughly
satisfied advertisers have definitely proved
that advertising in “ The Press” is a highly
profitable investment.
“The Press,” the home newspaper—
The people’s first choice—
Cathedral Square, Christchurch, N.Z.
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Start the Year Right
By Subscribing To

“New Zealand Golf Nllustrated”

The offcil argan of he N.Z. Golf Asociation and the L.G.U.
Monthly iastructional aticles  feature.
Club Notes from all over the Dominion.
Fall of interest and information.

Price 12/6 p.a, postage paid, issued monthly.

Write and add your name to our ever grouwing list of subscribers
dis: “N.Z. GOLF ILLUSTRATED,”

P.O. Box 1136 - - Auckland, C.1.
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THE PROVINCIAL DAILY
WITH A NATIONAL APPEAL

Sooner or Later Rotorua
says HAEREMAI ! to
Everyone of Importance
And Everyone of Import-
ance says HAEREMAI !

to the...

ROTORUA
MORNING POST
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The Southland Times

THE ONLY MORNING PAPER PUBLISHED
IN SOUTHLAND.

Audited Net Circulation, 9,421,
Largest Circulation ontsido the four Chief Centres.

As approved by Association of N.Z. Advertisers.

Branch Office: Head Office:
Mersey St, GORE. Esk St, INVERCARGILL.

London Office: 56 Fleet Street.
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NEW ZEALAND'S
LEADING DAILY NEWSPAPER

The New Zealand Herald

SANSTSUURVEATSN (5 (jCKLAND) MINATHETIR

Guaranteed Net Daily Sales Exceed

68,000 o

Proprietors:
WILSON & HORTON LID.
Queen Street, Auckland,
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Truth About Your

Railways !

O OO S OO0 R

e —

The More you Ride by Rail the More
You Save.

Going by Rail gives You Pocket
Money for Holidays.

Inter-Island Booking by Rail banishes
Bugbears of Transport.

Your Railways take the Fright out
of Freight.

Your Railways offer Cheap, Safe
Delivery for Parcels.
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@Tle W aitkato Times

HAMILTON

The Times has an intensive circulation
throughout the Waikato District
—the richest Dairying District
of the Dominion.
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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
f

COALBROOKDALE COAL

It is Clean, Pure Coal that minimises clinker.
Tt bums brighter and much longer.
It radiates a cheerful comfort.

Specify Coalbrookdale!

The Westport Coal Co. Ltd. %3
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When you Travel by Car—

TRAVEL WHITE STAR

Daily 8 a.m.: AUCKLAND to NEW PLYMOUTH.
Daily 745 am.: NEW PLYMOUTH to AUCKLAND.

Phones: Auckland 41-000, 44-656  : New Plymouth: 357, 1117

GIBSONS MOTORS LTD.

PASSENGER TRANSPORT SPECIALISTS - - NEW PLYMOUTH
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WHITE STAR SERVICES. Telephone 2161
Marton Junction: Dep. Wanganul: 4.15 a.m.t, 6.15 p.m.%, 9.16 p.m.* *Connects with

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

Palmerston N.: Dep. Wanganul: 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 Napler Express Palm. N.

SUNDAY TIME TABLE: Palmerston N., via Marton: Dep. Wanganul: 1115 a.m., 4.30
p.m. Cars connect with services to Napler and Masterton. Marton Junction: 9.16
p.m.t tConnects with Auckland Express. MARTIN & VERNON.
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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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(From a drawing by Lieut. . §. Bates, 1862.)
the bisad Wallate River.






etexts/Gov12_08Rail/Gov12_08Rail050a(h280).jpg
by Railways!






etexts/Gov12_08Rail/Gov12_08Rail062a(h280).jpg
OEDO SHD OSID 0-SH:0 S 04SP OG-0 SO Sl O SHID-O D O-SHD-0< 250 S O S <

e The BEST Mouth Organ in the World — The “BOOMERANG o

Do not buy inferior instruments but insist ona

o BOOMERANG—the BEST. Made in 11 sizes: OBTAINABLE

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

Price, 12/6 — Posted, 18/ Send for Catalogue to EVERYWHERE.

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

I L P PR L ——
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For FLAVOUR... *

..and ECONOMY

F
THE DUST-FREED TEA
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Striking
Service . .

All Bryant & May matches offer a
striking service.
You cn be sure of getting the
utmost  satisfaction out of every
box you purchase
BRYANT & MAY, BELL
& CO., LTD.
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% 4y SUITS TO MEASURE
V/), /e " SUITS READY-TO-WEAR
S el072e  Trousis To MeAsiRe

TROUSERS READY-TO-WERR

UNDERWEAR BLANKETS RUGS

Ask your Clothier to show you the * PETONE"
Book of new Super-Worsted and Tweed Patterns.
Design, Quality, Style and Value are pre-eminent.
All of New Zealand Wool.

o i
LOOK FOR

THE LABEL /e
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A view from the Merkl Glacler.
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DURO ... Gools of Progress

Ideal for e parrERN MaKER
THE MAN WITH A HOBBY

!

Suwn, Jig Saws, Belt Sanders,
Jointers, SpindTe Shapen.
Woodworking Lathes, ete

Weitefor Deseriptive. Catelogue 0
JOHN CHAMBERS & SON LTD.

Auckland,  Wellingion,  Cheitchurch,  Dunedin and_Invercargill
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FOR ALL SPORTING MEN! ’%
|

N.Z. SPORTING LIFE
,)and RﬁFEREE
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|NEW ZEALAND WOMAN'S WEEKLY

“ Something Fresh Each Week."” [
j Closing on November 6th

[
Entries for CUBE-WORDS 1
A new competition game |
carrying £50 in cash prizes.

| In the N.Z. Woman's Weekly

| there is now more variety than ever.

| Each week your choice of several FREE patterns.

1 da

| AT ALL BOOKSTALLS and sTATIONERS. 3 |
L, ]
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Leatherfold Mats i m S5 m o

“ Leatherfold lasts a lifetime ™

No more beating and shaking endeavouring to remove dirt.
Leatherfold can be made in any size and shape, from
Door Mats to Carpets.

GUARANTEE.

Al Leatherfold Mats carry a Warranty against any defects
in workmanship and a 10-year Guarantee of complete
satisfaction and service.

Made in New Zealand by

LEATHERFOLD LTD.

WELLINGTON.
P.O. Box 21, Te Aro. ‘Phone 53-207

O O OO OO OO O O A O O RO AR A
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ASEA
PLANT has been used in

for over 35 years by Publie
and Private users.

ASEA

give you service at all times.

WHEN BUYING YOUR
NEXT ELECTRIC MOTOR
WHY NOT BUY THE
BEST?
ASEA MOTORS ARE

Head Office—
ASEA ELECTRIC (NZ) LTD.
P.O. Square, WELLINGTON

Tow
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(From o sketoh by Leut. 5. 5. Botes, 6500 Bepimant.)
08 Ngaraawahis: the Maort King’s headquarters in 1883, before the Walkate War.
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Streamlined, 4-6-2 locomotive “ Dominion of New Zealand,” in L. & N.E.R. “ Coronation
Express ” service, carrylng New Zealand armorial bearings on cab.
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Reduce your Fuel Bill & usine
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The CRITERION PRIVATE HOTEL
DANNEVIRKE.
Refined, Central and Splendid Service.
Tariff: 9/- per day; Dinner, Bed and Breakfast, 7/-;
Weekly, £2/2/-.
R. A. NICOL, Proprietor.

R e e b e i e

PRI OO
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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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AN
GRAND HOTEL

One of Wanganui's Leading Hotels.

Barthquake and fireproof. H. and c. running water in all

bedrooms. Abundance of bathing accommodation. Best of
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.
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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 & Edmunds’ Motor Garage opposite.
Key kept by Night Porter. E. L. BARNES, Proprietor.
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THE COUNTY, Emerson Street, NAPIER.

The most modern unlicensed Hotel in Hawke’s Bay. i

Central, fireproof, moderate tariff, excellent cuisine.

#*AA, PSA., Thos. Cook & Sons, Govt. Tourist |
by appointment, C.T. concessions.

Telephone 1407. P.O. Box 191.
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‘Where to Spend a Holiday when Visiting Helensville:

HINEMOA HOUSE

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

Ladies New Baths (Plunge and Roman).
First-class Accommodation and Every Attention,
Tariff: £5/10/- per week; 11/- per day.
Extensive Balconies, Croquet Lawn and Wireless,
Motor Garage, Tennis Cour, Dancing Hall,
Billiard Table, Electric Light.

Phone 47. Mrs. T. KEANE, Proprietre:

B e e R S i S
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MASTERTO.

PRINCE OF WALES
PRIVATE HOTEL :: MASTERTON
Good Accommodation,
Concessions to C.Ts. and Motorists. Garage next door.
Tariff: 10/- per day. 'Phone 1524.
3 G. PRIME, Proprietor.
STs Tt
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i EAMEILTON s

HOTEL CAISTOR
* 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.

= TARIFF, 6/6. MISS L. WHITE, Hostess. =
IO ont bl B T yrery - T

I
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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 Furmshmgs

Proprietress, MISS L. SMITH - Phone 4
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Otago Iron Rolling Mills Co. Ltd.
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Your Next “Refresher™

The Little " reak” that Mewds You.
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N.Z. CHIR][ST}M[AS ANNUALS

...are now on sale !

AUCKLAND WEEKLY NEWS NZ. FREE LANCE
BRETT'S ANNUAL ©TAGO WrTNESS
LUSTRATED Tur
2/- EACH

A Large Selction of NZ. and Local View Calendars and Chrisemss Cards in Stock.

FERGUSON & OSBORN LTD.

202 LAMBION QUAY. weLLNoTON |
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A WIDOW, BUT
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The SPORTING
& DRAMATIC
REVIEW - Every Week

FULLY INDEXED GUIDE TO FORM,
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QUEENSLAND Private Hotel, Rotorua. !

Bxcellent Table and Service. Garage and Parking-area Free. |
Concesslon to Civil Servants.
Summer Tariff: 10/- daily; £3 weekly.
Winter Tariff: 8/- dally, £2/10/- weekly.
E. BERGE, Proprietress.
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Where to stay

THE GRANGE,

in Rotorua!
Opposite Railway-station. Centrally Situated.
Good Accommodation. Excellent Cuisine,

A Home Away From Home.
Tariff: 10/— per day; £3 per week.
Under new management. Mrs. G. SAVAGE, Proprietress.
- ST 08 OG0
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Phone 205. P.0. Box 173.

“ARMIDALE ” Private Hotel, Rotorua.

“Home Away From Home.”
. { Summer: 11/- per day—£3/10/- per week.
TARIFF: | Winter:  10/- per day—£3/3/- per week.
Mrs. A. W. SHEPHERD, Proprietress.
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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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INVERCARGILL.’

HOTEL DESCHLERS,
ESK STREET  ::  INVERCARGILL.

Three minutes' walk from Rallway-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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0o CHRISTCHURCH 2F05
The Leading Hotel of Christchurch, N.Z.

HOTEL FEDERAL

(Overlooking Victoria Square).
Excellent Cuisine, and Service Second to Nome 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 Concesslons to Rallway Servants.

Phone 32-920. - - - P.0. Box 532
T. G. LEWIS, Proprietor.
When Visiting_Christchurch Always Stay at the
HOTEL FEDERAL.
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THE EMPIRE HOTEL, Wellington. |
RENOVATED and MODERNISED

from basement to roof I
Telephones and Hot and Cold Water in Every Room. i

Luzurious Lounges Planned for Convenient Partition for
Privato Parties. !
Pleasant Places to Foregather for Morning or Atternoon |
Tea, Cocktalls, or & Resttul Half Hour !
The Culslne, famous throughout the Dominion and Abroad, |
Will be Maintained at its Present Surpassing Standard. = 3
The Bmpire is the Distinctive Wallington Venue for Bvery |
Type of Social Function, from the Formal Banquet to “Tea
£or o from Woedding Broxkfust ts tho Birthdsy Dinnr |
Atmosphere of Dignity and Comfort, Hospitality and Service,
Spacious Alry Fooms.
Telegrams:  Empire,” Wellington.
Management: M. A. Carr, late of Hotel Cargen
Grand Hotel, Auckland,
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Hend of the Margaret Glacier, traversed on the routa to the Forgotten Riv
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Transport Wisdom

Commonsense for National Welfare !
-

YOUR RAILWAYS FOR YOUR WELFARE
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QUEENSTOWN.
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When on holiday in the South Island, break your
journey at the HENLEY HOTEL.,
Special Concessions to Railway Employees.
A. T. ROSS, Proprietor.

MRS VDL ER At IIENI,EY-_n-u-u—_n—»-n-‘

T S
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From Station to Steamer !

SAFE_GHECKING OF LUGGAGE

I ® When you are about to travel by rail
from any officered station to a main port

you can check your luggage right through

to your ship for your overseas voyage.

HAND Take the casy way to avoid bother with luggage.

YOUR WORRIES /o YOUR RAILWAYS!
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WANGANUL

The Tourist Hotel
or Wangans » .e  NEW RUTLAND
Situated opposite Post Office, this Hotel offers visitors a dignified atmosphere

of Comfort and Service combined with a Reasonable Tariff.
J. P. HOARE, Proprietor.
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THE HUMEN TOUCH AT THE HEW WELLWGTON
- ELE
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FRANK PETRIE LTD, For SUITS, OVERGOATS and SPORTS WEAR

LONDON'S LATEST SUITINGS AND STYLES.
39 WILLIS STREET, Civil Servants — Terms by Arrangement.
WELLINGTON. PHONE 42-389,
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RAMS:
“HOTEL CECIL"

P.0. BOX 312
TELEPHONE 42190

Write, _telephone I‘ Appointed  Auto-

or wire your mobile_ Association
reservations.

“The Gecll " Is synonymous With comfort, courtesy and contentment. J;
Wellington's wonderful new Rallway Station you will sea the Hotel Cec
ton's Station Hotel. Nearby aro the berthing placos of ferry and oversea steamers,
Parliament Bulldings, and most of the leading contrea of lnterest of the Capital

" THE HOTEL CECIL

Lambton Quay, WELLINGTON. Proprictor: Robt. T. M. Edmonds.
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I

The GOOd ’ Known to every tongue
the world over as

Old Brandy— THE BEST.

O 0

)
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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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You are entitled to

DURABILITY
‘when you use good paint.
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A soods trin ceosing Fiat Strea Viadet Otago Centesl Rallways, Sonh Idand,
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 The N Zed |
National Review

v fates CURRENT APFALRS
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RALPH’S RELIABLE
REMEDIES

PROMPT MAIL ORDER CHEMIST
DEPT. R.

RALPH SANFT
201 Symonds Street, Auckland, C.8.
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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 Clocks, ete.? :: ::

H. H. LANE

The Official Civil Service Jeweller
HEREFORD COURT, CHRISTCHURCH
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Big Coloured
Relief Maps of
North and
South Tands
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or LADIES
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Full Serviee at
it Offrred
Stason.
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Gy, Puatiity photo.)

Hamilton Eallway Station In ity setting of palms and shrabs, North Tnland,
Aoy P ¥ g
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"Fhones 19 and 253. Wires: * Motoco,” Rotorus.

R.M. TRANSPORT Co.

TRAVEL ROYALLY: Royal Services, Safety, Comfort, Cleanliness.
First-class Cars, driven by First-class Men,

CIVILITY  :: RELIABILITY :: PUNCTUALITY

DAILY SERVICES

TAURANGA, WHAKATANE, OPOTIKI, GISBORNE, WAIRAKEI, TAUPO, NAPIER.

DAILY EXCURSIONS TO ALL SIGHTS.
Information Bureau. Fleet of 20 Cars rendy Day or Night.
Agents for Thos. Cook and Soms. We advise In Tourlsts' Interests
New concrete Garage. i Private Lockers.
Most up-to-date Sample Rooms in New Zealand.

We are Experts in Our Business —— Our Business Requires It.
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without tho bother of reloading.
An attractive, effclont, LIGHT
pertectly bulanced, gusranteed
mochanical pencil for 1/9! (or
with 12 extra 47 H.B, Leads

8/3 complete). Speciai quan-

tity prices for Ofoes

From Stationers—or Arnold Harrison,
DAl Aibact Bisest. ndhina





etexts/Gov12_08Rail/Gov12_08Rail022a(h280).jpg
@ for Trips and Freight
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SEND FOR
A

FREE

COPY
of
New Zeclani's
LaRcesT
AND BEST
Trade Journat!

Th Ner Zosod
Bakers’ & Grocers’
Review.

EVIEW PUBLISHING Co.
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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.
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300,000 SECONDHAND BOOKS.
From 1500 to 1937, carefully classified.
Correspondence and enquirles heartily

welcomed. NEWBOLDS,

289 George Street, DUNEDIN, C.1.
Largest Secondhand Booksellers in
Australasia.

(Please send us your name for our
Catalogue, ready soon.)
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