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“Peace, and spark ling stillness, subtle sweet, Where fancy murmurs elfin councils meet.”


“Aladdin's Cave”—the crowning glory of the Orakei-Korako thermal wonderland, North Island, New Zealand.


(See article on p. 
32).
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On To 1940



        

On To 1940.

        
In all parts of this Dominion to-day, thoughts are turning increasingly towards 1940, the year of New Zealand's Centennial Exhibition.

        
Celebrations of the kind are becoming increasingly popular the world over, and Exhibitions are gaining a place in public esteem similar to that held by the fairs and circuses of older times. The art of combining entertainment and education has been seen in its highest development in the successful Exhibitions of recent years, and it is expected that the experience gained in the great European and American efforts of this kind will be applied to New Zealand's Centennial display.

        
Certainly the colourful romance of this Dominion's century of progress from the days of the earliest white settlers, and from the long period of highly developed native culture which preceded it, provides a background of unique interest for the display of steps along the forward march of development in primary and secondary production and in transport and commercial relations for which no other country can provide a counterpart.

        
The astounding uses to which electricity and other power-producing agencies have been put by the inventive genius, art and technical skill of those engaged in manufacturing and commercial pursuits have helped to change the whole tenor of life and will apparently continue to do so with increasing momentum.

        
How to keep pace with the latest artifices for ease and enjoyment in this good life is a problem which finds its answer in the modern Exhibition. And as there is no end of news in the world of applied invention, so the latest Exhibition should always be the best.

        
There was a time when public interest in this kind of display waned because the people came to feel about standardised shows as Kipling's soldier felt about route-marching in India, that

        
“Every blooming camping-ground's exactly like the last.”

        
But that phase has gone by, for besides the improvements in showmanship which distinguish the modern Exhibition from those which preceded it, there is an understanding of mechanical matters and an interest in seeing “the works,” particularly amongst the younger generation, which is much more widespread than in the past.

        
So New Zealand goes on to 1940 with confidence in her capacity to interest the world in the display of her Century's progress and to make that display outstanding among efforts of the kind.

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 13, Issue 2 (May 2, 1938.)

Railway Progress in New Zealand. — General Manager's Message. — Correspondence





        
Railway Progress in New Zealand.


General Manager's Message.



Correspondence.


        
Correspondence plays so important a part in business affairs that it has always received special attention from progressive business executives.

        
The attention devoted to the subject has been intensified of recent years until it has become practically a business science.

        
This is not surprising in view of the wide range covered by correspondence and its influence in the development of pleasant relationships and the promotion of business.

        
The President of an American railroad recently said: “Let us have letters that speed the business, win business friends, and stimulate teamwork among ourselves.” This objective could hardly have been better stated and will, I am sure, strike a responsive chord amongst our New Zealand railwaymen. I know it is always a pleasure for controlling officers to receive written communications—memoranda, reports and so on—which are aptly arranged, clearly expressed, and sufficiently comprehensive without being diffuse. Such communications assist in the prompt despatch of business. They often make it possible for decisions to be arrived at immediately, instead of being held up until further enquiries are instituted to elicit fuller information or to clear up possible misconceptions.

        
Similarly, controlling officers who make their meaning perfectly clear “on paper” are appreciated by those who have to carry out instructions.

        
Bearing these facts in mind, it is clear that no efforts should be spared in the preparation and despatch of correspondence.

        
Experience has shown that it pays to always keep in mind the possible effect upon the recipient of any letter you send out. You are known to many only by the correspondence to which you sign your name. Thus your letters are an important ingredient in your personal reputation. Also if you, as a railwayman, are writing officially to a member of the public it is well to remember that the good name of the Department for courtesy, goodwill and helpfulness is in your keeping.

        
Good correspondence, like genius, demands a capacity for taking pains, and the earlier in life this practice is followed the easier and more successful will it become as one advances in the service. Given this, and a proper appreciation of the recipient's viewpoint, the objective of letters to help further in the smooth-working of interdepartmental affairs and in the extension of pleasant business relationships is reasonably sure of attainment.

        

          

[image: ]
        

        

          
General Manager.
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The Town of Woburn

 A Place of Destiny

 
Marvel of the Hutt Valley

          
        

        
(
By 

Leo Fanning
)

        

          
(
Rly. Publicity photos.)
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One feels that if Gladstone had lived long enough to see Woburn in the Hutt Valley he would have said something very bright about it. Gazing from a hill, as the photographer did for the picture at the head of this article, one quickly believes that Woburn will never be woebegone, because—as a pardonable punster might remark—the woe has already gone. Gladly one sees houses set amongst shrubs and trees, a flank of wooded hill, a gleaming river and the laced skirt of the sea by Petone, a racecourse and golf-links.

        

        

          
An Ideal of Industry.

          
The great spread of railway workshops by Woburn has not the depressing features of old-time factories with their grim prison-like architecture and ever-smoking chimneys. Electricity is the clean magic servant of man in those well-lighted, well-ventilated buildings where about two thousand men—in different shifts—are busy in various occupations.

          
The glow of flowers at the main entrance makes no ironical clash with the industrial scheme of things. Indeed the gardens are an appropriate foreground for a model working place, where the right of man to healthy conditions in his toil is fully recognised. At Woburn men can be happy in their work, happy in their play, happy in their homes.

          
Those big workshops look like strong insurers and protectors of the community's welfare. They are like a benevolent giant trailing gently a host of homes.

          
The shops have various pleasant surprises for a visitor apart from the marvellous machinery and the well-planned operations. There is a social hall which can seat 200 folk, and a dining-room where 500 can be served comfortably.

          
There is smooth organisation for all manner of sports and social entertainment. Occasionally the large dining-room is used for dances. Life goes with a bright swing in and about Woburn.

        

        

          
Amenities? Yes, Plenty.

          
The word amenities has a savour of old-fashioned genteelness—especially the kind known as Victorian—but it remains a good word nevertheless. Some etymologists say that the root of it lies in the Latin for love—a passable opinion, for does not the word mean things lovable, agreeable, pleasant? The



city of Dunedin used to have an Amenities Society, and may still have it. I remember well the stones and arrows of wrath and scorn which came my way many years ago when, in a foolish mood, I made merry in print with the name of that excellent publicspirited society. Those dare-devil University students, whose capping-day playfulness led them to swathe a towel around the head of the statue of Robert Burns in Dunedin's octagon, were not more severely scolded than I was.

          

            

[image: Some happy homes of Woburn.]
Some happy homes of Woburn.


          

          
Well, Woburn has a wealth of amenities for body and soul—in the cosy homes which have space for gardens, the clean streets, the playgrounds, the facilities for that allroundness of life which is the ideal sought by reformers in many countries.

        

        

          
The Twain Do Meet.

          
Woburn merges into Moera (which must not be pronounced “Mo-ee-ra,” with accent on the “ee”). There is a line of division, but who could pick it? Such a line may be like Euclid's “length without breadth” or Euclid's “position without magnitude.” So Woburn is more or less Moera, and Moera is more or less Woburn.

          

            

[image: “Beauty Doctors” have been busy with the Waiwetu stream. Some of the new Government houses are on the right.]
“Beauty Doctors” have been busy with the Waiwetu stream. Some of the new Government houses are on the right.


          

          
Yet the streets of Moera have some distinctiveness, due to a town-planner. They curve about, and in and out, in a manner which rather fascinates a stranger, for he may wonder now and then whether he is going or coming. It is a plan which should promote sobriety, for one could well imagine a fuddled and muddled inebriate doddering and dithering for hours in the maze at midnight.

          
Together, Woburn and Moera have between 6000 and 7000 residents. In that locality the Government built more than 300 houses a dozen years ago. Later on, the Railways Department provided welcome help in home-making. It bought a large area of farmland, which it subdivided for dwellings. To-day the hand of the Government is again busy in the building of many houses in this locality.

          
Several streets have their wide footpaths planted with pohutukawas, which are already old enough to flash their crimson sprays in mid-summer. What a noble spread they will make as the years go on!

          
In another part of the Lower Hutt are streets which bear the names of native trees—Kowhai, Ngaio and others —and do not bear them in vain, for each road has its own lines of distinctive trees. Could there be a better way of showing a helpful interest in native trees? Evidently the residents take a pride in those tree-planted streets which are a joy to wayfarers, on foot or in vehicles.

          

            

[image: ]
          

        

        

          
An Educated Stream.

          
The Waiwetu Stream, which meanders through Woburn and Moera on the way to the Hutt River, is being educated. Of course there are plenty of streams in New Zealand which should be left in their natural wildness, but the Waiwetu is not one of them. This was a



kind of “bad boy of the family” that straggled about swampily, a dreary, dingy wanderer losing its way among dank weeds, where mosquitoes and other pests raised their big families. Therefore, the hand of training man stretched out to the Waiwetu, and made it mend its manners, so that now a part of it can claim kinship with the Avon of Christchurch—on a small scale, of course, but it is a good scale.

        

        

          
Sunny Young Folk.

          
It was delightful to chat with blithe young boys and girls who were frolicking homewards from the modern school of Woburn (or Moera). They had plenty of cheerful advice to offer when the photographer began to look about for subjects. They suggested various papers in which the pictures should be published. They had no shyness about facing the camera; it was all part of the day's fun. One felt that they belonged to the modern age, where miracles are every-day affairs, but they still had the fresh and buoyant spirit of youth, the carefree joy of living which the older folk envy. Well, they are lucky to be living in Woburn (or Moera).

        

        

          
Big Woburn of the Future.

          
Of course, not all of the Railway Workshops’ huge register live in Woburn. When the new enterprise took over the personnel of the old shops at Petone many of the men had made their homes in that town. Others reside in various parts of the Valley, and some belong to the city of Wellington, but about a thousand are in houses of Woburn and Moera and thereabouts. With the march of time many more will have homes in this area, for the workshops will continue to grow, and the industrial development nearer to the sea will expand.

          
The mind's eye can easily see very important functions of those well-equipped workshops in the defence of New Zealand. Think of that enormous gold-dredge which was made in sections at the Railway Workshops of Addington, Christchurch. About 3000 tons of steel were used for that dredge—as much as went into the structure of the U.S.S. Company's steamer “Maori.” If such a feat can be achieved at Addington, what about Woburn, which is planned for much bigger things? The Woburn workshops have already a very strong part in the foundation of modern New Zealand from various viewpoints, and the finger of destiny points to a larger place.

          
So one goes away from Woburn with a thoughtful mind.

          

            

[image: One of the streets flanked with pohutukawa trees.]
One of the streets flanked with pohutukawa trees.


            

[image: A well-equipped playing area for young folk.]
A well-equipped playing area for young folk.
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One feels that if Gladstone had lived long enough to see Woburn in the Hutt Valley he would have said something very bright about it. Gazing from a hill, as the photographer did for the picture at the head of this article, one quickly believes that Woburn will never be woebegone, because—as a pardonable punster might remark—the woe has already gone. Gladly one sees houses set amongst shrubs and trees, a flank of wooded hill, a gleaming river and the laced skirt of the sea by Petone, a racecourse and golf-links.
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An Ideal of Industry.

          
The great spread of railway workshops by Woburn has not the depressing features of old-time factories with their grim prison-like architecture and ever-smoking chimneys. Electricity is the clean magic servant of man in those well-lighted, well-ventilated buildings where about two thousand men—in different shifts—are busy in various occupations.

          
The glow of flowers at the main entrance makes no ironical clash with the industrial scheme of things. Indeed the gardens are an appropriate foreground for a model working place, where the right of man to healthy conditions in his toil is fully recognised. At Woburn men can be happy in their work, happy in their play, happy in their homes.

          
Those big workshops look like strong insurers and protectors of the community's welfare. They are like a benevolent giant trailing gently a host of homes.

          
The shops have various pleasant surprises for a visitor apart from the marvellous machinery and the well-planned operations. There is a social hall which can seat 200 folk, and a dining-room where 500 can be served comfortably.

          
There is smooth organisation for all manner of sports and social entertainment. Occasionally the large dining-room is used for dances. Life goes with a bright swing in and about Woburn.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 13, Issue 2 (May 2, 1938.)

Amenities? Yes, Plenty



          
Amenities? Yes, Plenty.

          
The word amenities has a savour of old-fashioned genteelness—especially the kind known as Victorian—but it remains a good word nevertheless. Some etymologists say that the root of it lies in the Latin for love—a passable opinion, for does not the word mean things lovable, agreeable, pleasant? The



city of Dunedin used to have an Amenities Society, and may still have it. I remember well the stones and arrows of wrath and scorn which came my way many years ago when, in a foolish mood, I made merry in print with the name of that excellent publicspirited society. Those dare-devil University students, whose capping-day playfulness led them to swathe a towel around the head of the statue of Robert Burns in Dunedin's octagon, were not more severely scolded than I was.

          

            

[image: Some happy homes of Woburn.]
Some happy homes of Woburn.


          

          
Well, Woburn has a wealth of amenities for body and soul—in the cosy homes which have space for gardens, the clean streets, the playgrounds, the facilities for that allroundness of life which is the ideal sought by reformers in many countries.
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The Twain Do Meet.

          
Woburn merges into Moera (which must not be pronounced “Mo-ee-ra,” with accent on the “ee”). There is a line of division, but who could pick it? Such a line may be like Euclid's “length without breadth” or Euclid's “position without magnitude.” So Woburn is more or less Moera, and Moera is more or less Woburn.

          

            

[image: “Beauty Doctors” have been busy with the Waiwetu stream. Some of the new Government houses are on the right.]
“Beauty Doctors” have been busy with the Waiwetu stream. Some of the new Government houses are on the right.


          

          
Yet the streets of Moera have some distinctiveness, due to a town-planner. They curve about, and in and out, in a manner which rather fascinates a stranger, for he may wonder now and then whether he is going or coming. It is a plan which should promote sobriety, for one could well imagine a fuddled and muddled inebriate doddering and dithering for hours in the maze at midnight.

          
Together, Woburn and Moera have between 6000 and 7000 residents. In that locality the Government built more than 300 houses a dozen years ago. Later on, the Railways Department provided welcome help in home-making. It bought a large area of farmland, which it subdivided for dwellings. To-day the hand of the Government is again busy in the building of many houses in this locality.

          
Several streets have their wide footpaths planted with pohutukawas, which are already old enough to flash their crimson sprays in mid-summer. What a noble spread they will make as the years go on!

          
In another part of the Lower Hutt are streets which bear the names of native trees—Kowhai, Ngaio and others —and do not bear them in vain, for each road has its own lines of distinctive trees. Could there be a better way of showing a helpful interest in native trees? Evidently the residents take a pride in those tree-planted streets which are a joy to wayfarers, on foot or in vehicles.

          

            

[image: ]
          

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 13, Issue 2 (May 2, 1938.)

An Educated Stream



          
An Educated Stream.

          
The Waiwetu Stream, which meanders through Woburn and Moera on the way to the Hutt River, is being educated. Of course there are plenty of streams in New Zealand which should be left in their natural wildness, but the Waiwetu is not one of them. This was a



kind of “bad boy of the family” that straggled about swampily, a dreary, dingy wanderer losing its way among dank weeds, where mosquitoes and other pests raised their big families. Therefore, the hand of training man stretched out to the Waiwetu, and made it mend its manners, so that now a part of it can claim kinship with the Avon of Christchurch—on a small scale, of course, but it is a good scale.
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Sunny Young Folk.

          
It was delightful to chat with blithe young boys and girls who were frolicking homewards from the modern school of Woburn (or Moera). They had plenty of cheerful advice to offer when the photographer began to look about for subjects. They suggested various papers in which the pictures should be published. They had no shyness about facing the camera; it was all part of the day's fun. One felt that they belonged to the modern age, where miracles are every-day affairs, but they still had the fresh and buoyant spirit of youth, the carefree joy of living which the older folk envy. Well, they are lucky to be living in Woburn (or Moera).
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Big Woburn of the Future.

          
Of course, not all of the Railway Workshops’ huge register live in Woburn. When the new enterprise took over the personnel of the old shops at Petone many of the men had made their homes in that town. Others reside in various parts of the Valley, and some belong to the city of Wellington, but about a thousand are in houses of Woburn and Moera and thereabouts. With the march of time many more will have homes in this area, for the workshops will continue to grow, and the industrial development nearer to the sea will expand.

          
The mind's eye can easily see very important functions of those well-equipped workshops in the defence of New Zealand. Think of that enormous gold-dredge which was made in sections at the Railway Workshops of Addington, Christchurch. About 3000 tons of steel were used for that dredge—as much as went into the structure of the U.S.S. Company's steamer “Maori.” If such a feat can be achieved at Addington, what about Woburn, which is planned for much bigger things? The Woburn workshops have already a very strong part in the foundation of modern New Zealand from various viewpoints, and the finger of destiny points to a larger place.

          
So one goes away from Woburn with a thoughtful mind.

          

            

[image: One of the streets flanked with pohutukawa trees.]
One of the streets flanked with pohutukawa trees.


            

[image: A well-equipped playing area for young folk.]
A well-equipped playing area for young folk.
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A Use for a Large Face.

        
Most of us know what to do with the face which Nature in a kindly or malevolent mood has endowed us. If this knowledge is lacking, no doubt some thoughtful and well-disposed person will some time or other give some sound advice as to its best employment—even if it may involve immersion in a useful culinary utensil. A most unfamiliar use for a man's most noble ornament was, however, recently revealed by a West of England paper, which caused consternation in local railway circles by gravely stating that “in our fastest streamlined expresses, touching 100 miles an hour, a passenger who puts his face out of the window increases the strain on the engine by 15 horse power.” Assuming therefore that the Coronation express is travelling at 90 m.p.h., how many faces, or in more scientific terms, how many square feet of face protruding from the windows would be necessary to bring the train to a standstill? Had the L.N.E.R. realised the braking potentialities of the human face—particularly the large wellfed variety possessed by the majority of the business men patronising the streamlined expresses—the safety measure adopted of signalling these trains two sections in advance might well have been dispensed with. Now this fact is generally known, it is fortunate perhaps that that part of the window which opens on the latest coaches affords too small an aperture to enable some overambitious individual to project some more massive portion of his anatomy and thus cause the locomotive to explode in a praiseworthy endeavour to overcome the suddenly increased air resistance.

        
(”
Railway Gazette,” 11th March, 1938).
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Dream Places
            
          
        

        
(
By 

Eric Bradwell.)

        

My name is Eugene Clinkerton-Hythe, and I never dream. That must be clearly understood, because some rather odd things happened yesterday which I really think I ought to tell you about. In fact, altogether it was a most peculiar day.

        
It began before I woke up—or, rather, when I woke up. You see, I thought it was the alarm clock, but it wasn't. It was the telephone. Why the telephone should ring when I set the alarm clock was a problem I was not prepared to wrestle with at such an early hour in the morning. Because, although it was five minutes past my usual time of waking, there had been no sound or movement from my three and elevenpenny alarm clock; it reposed in the tin bath by my bedside in the exact spot I had placed it the night before. Here I might mention that I find it necessary to place the clock in some sort of tin receptacle so that when it rings the vibration will cause it to dance around the tin and thus add to the general cacophony so that I am sure to wake. In comparison the sound of the telephone was but a mellow tinkle, yet it had been sufficient to arouse me.

        
As I placed the receiver to my ear a strange voice greeted me. “Good morning,” it said.

        
“Good morning,” I replied civilly—or at least as civilly as I could. I am never at my best in the morning.

        
It appeared that the person on the other end of the line was the Postmaster-General. He had heard, he told me, of my inability to wake, and was therefore instituting a new service to telephone subscribers. This was the official opening.

        
I thanked him, much cheered, and sauntered pleasantly into the bathroom. I turned the tap. Strangely enough the water was hot, and I revelled in the unaccustomed luxury for quite a while.

        
Returning to my bedroom I found further things to puzzle me. It may seem a trivial thing to you, but to me it was a matter of intense moment; it was more than peculiar—it was positively uncanny. My studs were in the exact place I had left them overnight! And my clothes, which in the morning I invariably find inside out, were neatly folded. It was a simple matter, then, to dress, and this I did, and made my way downstairs, three and a half minutes ahead of schedule for the first Monday morning on record.

        
There was a somewhat heavy mail on my plate, which in itself was surprising. I opened the first letter; it was from my landlord. It appeared he desired to reduce my rent some fifteen shillings a week, and enclosed a cheque for a hundred and twenty-three pounds since he wished to make the arrangement retrospective from the time I moved in. He added that he had been grossly overcharging me, and if there were any repairs, alterations, or additions I required he would be happy to place himself and his funds at my disposal. For a moment I toyed with the idea of throwing out a couple of new wings, but decided against it. After all, we Clinkerton-Hythes are not an ostentatious family.

        
I turned to the second letter. It was from the Income Tax Department, pointing out that their assessment of my income did not tally with my own figures. They very generously gave me the benefit of the doubt, remarked that obviously I was the best judge, and returned the sum of fourteen and a penny.

        
The third letter was from a man with whom I was involved in a motor smash. He wrote from hospital, deploring the unfortunate occurrence, hoping I was quite unhurt, and offering me any reasonable recompense for the inconvenience he had possibly caused me. I made a rapid mental calculation. Fifty pounds should be sufficient. After all, we Clinkerton-Hythes are not a mercenary family.

        
As I reached for my hat the telephone rang again. It was the manager of the cheese-paring factory where I work, an individual whom I had come to regard, in my kindlier moments, as a direct throwback to the days of the Spanish Inquisition.

        
“Hello, Clinky old, boy,” he said “have a good week-end?”

        
I gave a non-committal reply, and we chatted for some time along those lines.

        
“Well, well,” he said at last, “don't hurry down to the factory. There's very little to do this morning.”

        


        
I thanked him, and rang off. A kindly fellow. Maybe my judgment of him had been somewhat at fault. But I was not inclined to accept his friendly offer. My duty, I well knew, lay with a particularly fractious Stiltern, and we Clinkerton-Hythes are not the ones to shirk the stern call of duty. I caught my usual tram.

        
Now there is a person on my tram who invariably sits next to me. He has what the police, I believe, call a motive. Over my shoulder he reads my morning paper. He reads it avidly, and looks annoyed when, as I sometimes do, I turn over quickly to thwart him. He breathes heavily in my ear, too, which is merely an added discomfort.

        
Yesterday morning he sat next to me, as usual. I glowered at him. He responded with a smile, and cheery good morning. Out of his little attache case he produced two copies of the morning paper. One of them he handed to me; the other, with a word of apology, he commenced to read himself. A kindly fellow, you would say. Maybe I had misjudged him, too.

        
The morning frittered itself away pleasantly. The morning tea was hot, and there were cream biscuits instead of the usual water biscuits which I have been told on so many occasions that I can take or leave. Apart from this odd incident nothing of real moment happened until half past eleven, when the telephone rang again.

        
“Mr. Clinkerton-Hythe?” a voice enquired. I admitted the fact, whereupon the voice informed me that I had overdrawn my account at the bank by twenty-seven pounds eighteen shilling and elevenpence. I expressed my regret.

        
“Oh, tut tut,” said the voice pleasantly, “it's of no consequence. Not the slightest. We just thought you'd be interested to know. Our reserves are tremendous. We place them entirely at your disposal. Please continue to use them whenever you feel inclined.”

        
I thanked him. For a Monday morning things were going remarkably well. And then I remembered that I—had arranged to take my aunt to lunch—I do so once a year. We Clinkerton-Hythes stick together. Usually my aunt and I retire to a small vegetarian cafe where my aunt picks at nutty things and flourishes her ear trumpet at me. Usually she lectures me severely about my intemperance, my lack of steady friends, my excessive smoking, and my inordinate capacity for losing large amounts of money on horses that have a great deal of promise but no fulfilment. It is a trying hour. Usually she endeavours to persuade me (unsuccessfully, I admit) to join the Society of Indoor Amusements, Ludo Section.

        

          

[image: ]
        

        
I met my aunt. She had, I noticed, discarded the button boots and the ostrich feather in her hat, and was wearing a comparatively inconspicuous tailor made costume.

        
“Eugene,” she said, “I'm tired of nuts. Let's have a slap-up lunch at the Splendide.”

        
Over a couple of cocktails she told me a few racy stories, and gave me a tip for the fourth race which afterwards proved to be correct.

        
A kindly old lady.

        
In my excitement at seeing my aunt I had quite forgotten about my car, which I had left in the main street. After lunch we searched it out. It was just as I feared. The car was parked over a fire plug and a tram stop, opposite a cart entrance, and a full three feet from the kerb. Six traffic officers guarded it. They raised their hats as we approached, and one of them explained that my car was such a menace to navigation that they had hurriedly called out extra men to see that nothing untoward occurred. I thanked him, and asked if there was any charge for such service.

        
“Oh, no, no,” he replied, “none at all. That's what we're here for.”

        
By this time, of course, I had ceased to wonder at anything.

        
The rest of the day passed extremely pleasantly. I won six raffles, a lottery, and a sweepstake. I was very rude to a number of people I dislike intensely, and on each occasion they admitted the justice of my remarks.

        

          

[image: “Over my shoulder he reads my morning newspaper.”]
“Over my shoulder he reads my morning newspaper.”


        

        
In the evening I went to the theatre. Two people behind me commenced to talk rather loudly. On the arm of my chair was a button for such contingencies. I pressed it. Within a moment an attendant was by my side. I explained the position.

        
“Two muzzles? Certainly, Sir!”

        
Whereupon the two persons behind me were trussed to their seats unceremoniously. Gags were inserted in their mouths, and over each of their faces was placed a piece of chain mail which kept their features rigid.

        
From time to time I turned and nodded to them pleasantly. After all, we Clinkerton-Hythes are nothing if not courteous; we observe the manners of our times.

        
Yes; it was, without doubt, a most peculiar and a most enjoyable day. I could only wish there were more of them.

        
But that was yesterday. This morning I woke, as usual, to the tune of my dancing alarm clock. It was not until I reached my place of employment that I discovered it was still Monday.

        
Now, according to all the laws of Time, it should have been Tuesday. I can't understand it—can you?
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Backward Glances

 The Heady Brew of Memory.
        

        
(
Perpetrated and Illustrated by 

Ken Alexander.)

        

Memory is the essence of Experience mellowed in the vat of Time. It is not appreciated until the years have given it the zip and zest of age. It is not for the young who choose the rough-edged ale of Actuality. It is for palates sere and serene which sip and savour in the ingle-nook. When the flame of youth has been regulated by discretion; when Time nips at joint and tendon; when the mind begins its stock-taking and Ambition's tyranny is waning, then out comes the bottle of Memory. The cobwebs are brushed aside, the dust is blown off its neck and gently, almost reverently, the cork is eased out. A sip rolled on the tongue, insinuated over the palate, and allowed to trickle down the swallow, and up rise those vignetted visions which are Nature's compensation for bald heads, stiffening joints and a leaning towards upholstery.

        
The wise keep their visions under their hats but the unwise prattle of the Past and the young say: “Let's go; the old fellow's at it again.” Naturally the visions of departed youth, clarified and brightened by long and gentle fermentation, appear preferable to the unmatured product of the Present. Thinking of yesterday may breed dissatisfaction with to-day. The coloured motley of Retrospect may make the workaday garments of the Present look drab and dull. But, knowing all this, I yet admit that:-

        

          
As I grow older


          
And my blood runs colder,


          
I tire of the motor's hoot,


          
Of the raucous scream


          
Of the city stream,


          
And its rumble and rattle and toot.


          
I weary of dodging to save my bones


          
By leaping from curbs to safety zones.


          
I tire of the smell of the city flumes,


          
Of fish and bananas and petrol fumes,


          
Of rubber and dust and beer and smoke,


          
Of second-hand air that makes me choke.


          
I want to escape the howl of the street


          
And “beat it” to where the air is sweet—


          
Where there aren't any signs and there aren't any smells


          
And there aren't any toots or hoots or yells.


          
I dream of a place on a windy height,


          
Where there's never a street or a traffic light,


          
And I don't have to scoot like the very Divil,


          
With rolling eye and my neck on a swivel.


          
I know of a place where the air is good


          
And you walk as the good God said you should,


          
With your eye on the things that one should see—


          
The wind-blown grass and the crested tree,


          
The round green breast of recumbent Earth,


          
Where the “worthless” things are the only worth.


          
On a creaking saddle I want to ride,


          
With the friendly warmth of a horse's hide
        

        

          

[image: “With a derisive scream Hell's Bells pivots on his heels.”]
“With a derisive scream Hell's Bells pivots on his heels.”


        

        


        

          
Fanning my nostrils with odour sweet,


          
While I sway to the motion of iron shod feet.


          
I want to hear the sheep again,


          
Mooning their everlasting paean,


          
To watch the long grass toss and leap,


          
As its answers the warm nor'wester's sweep,


          
To lie on my back and, while I nod,


          
To hear the bell-bird strike his rod.


          
I want to feel lonely, with time to dream,


          
Away from the streets and the siren's scream—


          
To watch the hawk, as there I lie,


          
Weaving his pattern across the sky.


          
All these I had and I let them go


          
For rush and tumble, but now I know


          
The gifts of the gods are not in the street,


          
But up where the hills and the heavens meet.


          
As I grow old and my blood runs cold,


          
I yearn for the things Ambition took;


          
Forgetting the hoot of the motor horn,


          
I finger the pages of Memory's book.
        

        
And what do I find in Memory's book that's not in the Turf Guide or at the Squawkies?
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Mist of the Morning.

        
I see a hill-meadow on a misty morning and a bunch of horses, shadowy in the haze, standing head to tail and rolling restive eyes at the ominous bridles that swing in our hands. I see Hell's Bells, the rebel of the bunch, lift his tail and twitch a wary hock. I see the white of his walling eye as he pivots on his heels and, with a derisive scream, flings himself over the broken turf. I see him lead the bunch—tossing heads and streaming manes—into the mist of morning; brave, swift shadows, with the grace that makes you hold your breath. I see them next—bitted and saddled—docile yet proud. I see a cavalcade streaming up hill—leather creaking, bits rattling, hoofs pounding like the beating of muffled drums. Music? Symphony of Saddle, hymn of hoofs, march of freedom. Yes—or so it seems in retrospect.
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Bald-headed Joe



        
Bald-headed Joe.

        
It's sundown and a line of sheep trail over a hill in a moving white chain. Two magpies swoop back and forth over a weeping willow at the edge of the stream. The woolshed is beginning to blur and the old dray with its shafts turned up looks like a cat reaching for a bird. The cook-house looks warm with its square of illumination plastered on its darkening face. Bald-headed Joe stands at the door and bangs a tin plate with a fork. The angelus never sounded sweeter. A bull bellows dispiritedly from behind the homestead. Bald-headed Joe answers with a final tattoo. He is the original pattern from which have been cut all station cooks who ever turned a flap-jack that could be used as a saddle blanket. And when he dies, it will mean that sheep and cattle raising are being conducted from town by beam wireless. Euclid would have said that all Joes are the same Joe. He always comes from Bristol and has invariably been to sea. That is why he takes to the land. He never laces his boots and is ever tripping himself up on the tags. His trousers seem to hang to his hips mainly by accident and a piece of string. By some miracle, defying the laws of gravity and decorum, they never quite get the drop on him. He possesses the only bottle in the world that never becomes empty however much is taken out of it. He never hurries except when his “long-horn” moustaches catch fire over the stove and he dashes to the water barrel to submerge them. He is bald, bulbous and pontificial, and carries with him the autocratic dignity of “the last of the line.” Joe is a memory which will last until memory passes.
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Sailors and Gold-Diggers

 A Memory of the Old West Coast.

 
The Man Who Missed the 
Blue Jacket

.
        

        
(
By 

James Cowan.)

        

          

Many of the stout lads who took a hand in our pioneering toil in New Zealand thought nothing of a tramp of two or three hundred miles with swags on their backs. There was no chance of a motor-car lift in the days of the Sixties. There are men still living who can recall walking nearly the whole length of the South Island, in the days before roads existed. And there were hundreds of gold-hunters who swagged it across the Southern Alps even before the Arthur's Pass-Otira Road was made.

          
This story refers to a period of seventy years ago, soon after the Arthur's Pass road had been made, and when the Golden Coast was at the height of its treasure-hunting. The narrator was my old acquaintance the late James Capper, of Hiropi Street, Wellington; old sailor, soldier, digger, bushman, whale-hunter, bullock-puncher, and half-a-dozen callings besides. He had come out in the late Fifties from London in the ship 
Rose of Sharon—you can't imagine so sweet a name on the bows of a modern liner, luxury-cruiser, or tanker. Signed on then for the period of a cruise in a British brig-of-war, the 
Elk, to the South Seas. Next came some service in the Militia in the Maori War. He fought in the battle of Titi Hills, at the Mauku, and later transferred to the Land Transport Corps, in the march into the Waikato, as far as famous Orakau.

          
Well on to his nineties when he yarned of his early days, the oldtimer's memory was as keen and lively as ever. He took his two tots a day of good Jamaica—the best medicine in the world, he said—one in the forenoon “to steady me hellum,” the other in the afternoon “to keep me on me course.” He was short and stoutly built, sturdy and round, like Dickey Barrett, as described by Edward Jerningham Wakefield, or my old Whakatane acquaintance Ben Biddle, the New Zealand Cross man. When Capper died, his sons fulfilled with filial fidelity his last request to scatter his ashes on the waters of Cook Strait—a proper old sailor's grave.

          
The veteran's talk one day of our many 
koreros went back to an adventure of 1869, and the memory of that famous American-built clipper of the seas, the ship 
Blue Jacket. It began with the great rush to the West Coast diggings.

          
“When the news came of the rich goldfields at Hokitika in Sixty-five,” he said, “I was in a kauri timber felling camp on the Great Barrier Island, after a lot of soldiering and sailoring. The talk was all of the Coast and buckets of gold dust, and nuggets as big as your fist. So nothing would do me and a lot of other young chaps but we must set off for the diggings. Away we sailed in a cutter, forty of us, the Auckland cutter 
Eagle, built at Mahurangi. We went north-about, round the North Cape and sailed safely into the crowded river mouth at Hokitika. Very little luck about there for us. All the other fellows were picking up the gold, and it was going into the pubs and dance-halls of the gold town hand over fist. I went on to the Grey, and got a job there — a jolly wet one, too, poling boats with supplies up the river to its tributary, the Arnold, that comes out of Lake Brunner.
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“Well, there we were toiling hard in those heavy boats when word came along one day from the other side of the range that two wool ships at Lyttelton were waiting to get crews for London. Most of the sailors cleared out from their ships those days and made for the diggings, just as they did in California and Melbourne. They were so hard up for sailors, those ships, that they were offering £80 a man for the run to London. So I thought: ‘Here's big money offering, and it's years since I was home and saw my mother. I'll be off to Lyttelton and ship.'

        

        

          
Over the Range.

          
“There was another sailor chap, a mate I'd picked up—I've quite forgotten his name—and he, too, had had all the gold-digging he wanted. So we decided to go together and walk across the Southern Alps by the Otira Road and Arthur's Pass and across the Canterbury Plains to Lyttelton.

          
“Off we started with our blankets and gear and tucker for the big walk. On the way to the Taramakau River (the one that Tom Bracken used to call the ‘Terry McKow') we came up with a Scotsman who was driving two pack-horses. He packed supplies to the road camps along the track— they were finishing the road from Canterbury then. I remember we lived
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on wekas on that tramp to the mountains—knocked them over with sticks—wekas and damper. Scotty saw that I knew something about packing horses, and remarked on it. I ought to have known a bit about it considering that I'd been in the old Transport Corps up the Waikato in 1864.

        

        

          
Two Mates Drowned.

          
“At the Taramakau ford we came to grief. I lost my two poor mates, the sailor and the packer. We didn't reckon on any danger; the river was low, though very swift, and running in several streams. It was a dirty white, discoloured from the Alpine glacial ice and silt, you couldn't see the bottom in those snow rivers.

          
“The packer, Scotty, got on the bigger horse of the two, and took the sailor up behind him, and I followed on the pony. They were a few yards ahead of me, when, to my horror, their horse seemed to sit down—he'd slipped on a boulder. The sailor clutched the other man round the neck, and over both of them went and they were whirled away in a moment. I couldn't help them in the slightest.

          
“I got out of it safely by giving my wise little horse his head and letting him pick his steps through the swift current. Once over the river, I got to Blake's road-contract camp, and got some men, and we searched for our mates. We found their bodies four miles down the river. The curious thing about it was that their horse got out all right—he was quietly feeding on the river bank a little way down.”

          
Capper mourned deeply that tragic loss of his good mates. That wild bad river the Taramakau was accursed among the West Coasters. Many a swagger had gone to his death in its icy waters. But it was not often that horsemen came to grief. He continued his narrative:

          
“Well, I went on alone. At Kelly's camp, the next place, there was a little old foreigner, a Sardinian; he'd been an army bugler and fought in the times of Garibaldi—like my old friend Rowley Hill, of Auckland—and now that I think of it, he was very like Rowley—small, nuggetty and tough, and plucky as they make ’em. They called the little Sardinian ‘Tantara-ra-ra’ at the camp, because he still had his bugle and he kept tootling away on it at all hours. We chummed up and we went on together. We camped near where the Otira township is now, and went on up the Gorge. I remember to this day the freezing chill of the Otira River.

        

        

          
The Long Traverse.

          
“We tramped through the Gorge and over Arthur's Pass. Then down and across the big river, the Waimakariri. It was running in five streams, about a mile across the streams and shingle altogether. We camped in a bit of the mountain-beech bush near the Bealey, and trudged on down, up and down, down to the plains. We met the gold escort coming up from Christchurch—three or four mounted men, armed, and an express trap; coming over to carry the gold from Hokitika. They didn't keep the escort going very long, I believe. It was easier and quicker to send the gold away by sea.

          
“Every now and then on that long tramp we'd meet swaggers, sailors most of them, all bound for the diggings. And everyone that we met I'd ask about wool ships at Lyttelton and the pay. Soon the £80 we'd heard about on the Coast dwindled to £20. Well, I thought, even that will do; I want to get home to see my mother that I'd not seen or written to for so long.

          
“I tramped through Christchurch, very weary; didn't stop, but went right on over the Port hills by the Bridle Track to Lyttelton and straight to the wharf. Well, there a famous big wooden clipper ship was lying, the 
Blue Jacket, American-built and then under the Liverpool White Star flag. She was ready for sea, loaded with wool for London. I went on board and asked about signing on. But she had shipped all her crew a day or two before, and all they'd signed on for was £4/10/- a month. Well, says I, I wouldn't leave New Zealand for that pay anyhow, so here I stay. I saw the 
Blue Jacket go to sea. Then I went down to Pigeon Bay, on Banks Peninsula, back at bush work once more, for a sawmill. Later I shipped aboard a coasting ketch, and ran one on shares— and lost her, too, in a terrific gale in Lyttelton Harbour and was all but lost myself.
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Burning of the ship “Blue Jacket” homeward bound from Lyttelton, March 10, 1869.
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“Now, this is the curious part of it—it was jolly lucky for me I'd taken so long on that tramp across the West Coast, and was too late to ship in the 
Blue Jacket. For why? Because news came from London that she had been burned at sea that very voyage—burned off the Falkland Islands, and nearly all her crew were lost—adrift in boats and never heard of again. The captain's boat was picked up by the barque 
Pyrmont, after seven days; he had the 35 or 36 passengers with him, but the sailormen in the other boats perished— and I'd have been with them no doubt. Spontaneous combustion was the cause —some damp wool among the cargo. I was well out of that fine clipper, the 
Blue Jacket.”

        

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 13, Issue 2 (May 2, 1938.)

[section]



          

Many of the stout lads who took a hand in our pioneering toil in New Zealand thought nothing of a tramp of two or three hundred miles with swags on their backs. There was no chance of a motor-car lift in the days of the Sixties. There are men still living who can recall walking nearly the whole length of the South Island, in the days before roads existed. And there were hundreds of gold-hunters who swagged it across the Southern Alps even before the Arthur's Pass-Otira Road was made.

          
This story refers to a period of seventy years ago, soon after the Arthur's Pass road had been made, and when the Golden Coast was at the height of its treasure-hunting. The narrator was my old acquaintance the late James Capper, of Hiropi Street, Wellington; old sailor, soldier, digger, bushman, whale-hunter, bullock-puncher, and half-a-dozen callings besides. He had come out in the late Fifties from London in the ship 
Rose of Sharon—you can't imagine so sweet a name on the bows of a modern liner, luxury-cruiser, or tanker. Signed on then for the period of a cruise in a British brig-of-war, the 
Elk, to the South Seas. Next came some service in the Militia in the Maori War. He fought in the battle of Titi Hills, at the Mauku, and later transferred to the Land Transport Corps, in the march into the Waikato, as far as famous Orakau.

          
Well on to his nineties when he yarned of his early days, the oldtimer's memory was as keen and lively as ever. He took his two tots a day of good Jamaica—the best medicine in the world, he said—one in the forenoon “to steady me hellum,” the other in the afternoon “to keep me on me course.” He was short and stoutly built, sturdy and round, like Dickey Barrett, as described by Edward Jerningham Wakefield, or my old Whakatane acquaintance Ben Biddle, the New Zealand Cross man. When Capper died, his sons fulfilled with filial fidelity his last request to scatter his ashes on the waters of Cook Strait—a proper old sailor's grave.

          
The veteran's talk one day of our many 
koreros went back to an adventure of 1869, and the memory of that famous American-built clipper of the seas, the ship 
Blue Jacket. It began with the great rush to the West Coast diggings.

          
“When the news came of the rich goldfields at Hokitika in Sixty-five,” he said, “I was in a kauri timber felling camp on the Great Barrier Island, after a lot of soldiering and sailoring. The talk was all of the Coast and buckets of gold dust, and nuggets as big as your fist. So nothing would do me and a lot of other young chaps but we must set off for the diggings. Away we sailed in a cutter, forty of us, the Auckland cutter 
Eagle, built at Mahurangi. We went north-about, round the North Cape and sailed safely into the crowded river mouth at Hokitika. Very little luck about there for us. All the other fellows were picking up the gold, and it was going into the pubs and dance-halls of the gold town hand over fist. I went on to the Grey, and got a job there — a jolly wet one, too, poling boats with supplies up the river to its tributary, the Arnold, that comes out of Lake Brunner.
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“Well, there we were toiling hard in those heavy boats when word came along one day from the other side of the range that two wool ships at Lyttelton were waiting to get crews for London. Most of the sailors cleared out from their ships those days and made for the diggings, just as they did in California and Melbourne. They were so hard up for sailors, those ships, that they were offering £80 a man for the run to London. So I thought: ‘Here's big money offering, and it's years since I was home and saw my mother. I'll be off to Lyttelton and ship.'
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Over the Range.

          
“There was another sailor chap, a mate I'd picked up—I've quite forgotten his name—and he, too, had had all the gold-digging he wanted. So we decided to go together and walk across the Southern Alps by the Otira Road and Arthur's Pass and across the Canterbury Plains to Lyttelton.

          
“Off we started with our blankets and gear and tucker for the big walk. On the way to the Taramakau River (the one that Tom Bracken used to call the ‘Terry McKow') we came up with a Scotsman who was driving two pack-horses. He packed supplies to the road camps along the track— they were finishing the road from Canterbury then. I remember we lived
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on wekas on that tramp to the mountains—knocked them over with sticks—wekas and damper. Scotty saw that I knew something about packing horses, and remarked on it. I ought to have known a bit about it considering that I'd been in the old Transport Corps up the Waikato in 1864.
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Two Mates Drowned.

          
“At the Taramakau ford we came to grief. I lost my two poor mates, the sailor and the packer. We didn't reckon on any danger; the river was low, though very swift, and running in several streams. It was a dirty white, discoloured from the Alpine glacial ice and silt, you couldn't see the bottom in those snow rivers.

          
“The packer, Scotty, got on the bigger horse of the two, and took the sailor up behind him, and I followed on the pony. They were a few yards ahead of me, when, to my horror, their horse seemed to sit down—he'd slipped on a boulder. The sailor clutched the other man round the neck, and over both of them went and they were whirled away in a moment. I couldn't help them in the slightest.

          
“I got out of it safely by giving my wise little horse his head and letting him pick his steps through the swift current. Once over the river, I got to Blake's road-contract camp, and got some men, and we searched for our mates. We found their bodies four miles down the river. The curious thing about it was that their horse got out all right—he was quietly feeding on the river bank a little way down.”

          
Capper mourned deeply that tragic loss of his good mates. That wild bad river the Taramakau was accursed among the West Coasters. Many a swagger had gone to his death in its icy waters. But it was not often that horsemen came to grief. He continued his narrative:

          
“Well, I went on alone. At Kelly's camp, the next place, there was a little old foreigner, a Sardinian; he'd been an army bugler and fought in the times of Garibaldi—like my old friend Rowley Hill, of Auckland—and now that I think of it, he was very like Rowley—small, nuggetty and tough, and plucky as they make ’em. They called the little Sardinian ‘Tantara-ra-ra’ at the camp, because he still had his bugle and he kept tootling away on it at all hours. We chummed up and we went on together. We camped near where the Otira township is now, and went on up the Gorge. I remember to this day the freezing chill of the Otira River.
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The Long Traverse.

          
“We tramped through the Gorge and over Arthur's Pass. Then down and across the big river, the Waimakariri. It was running in five streams, about a mile across the streams and shingle altogether. We camped in a bit of the mountain-beech bush near the Bealey, and trudged on down, up and down, down to the plains. We met the gold escort coming up from Christchurch—three or four mounted men, armed, and an express trap; coming over to carry the gold from Hokitika. They didn't keep the escort going very long, I believe. It was easier and quicker to send the gold away by sea.

          
“Every now and then on that long tramp we'd meet swaggers, sailors most of them, all bound for the diggings. And everyone that we met I'd ask about wool ships at Lyttelton and the pay. Soon the £80 we'd heard about on the Coast dwindled to £20. Well, I thought, even that will do; I want to get home to see my mother that I'd not seen or written to for so long.

          
“I tramped through Christchurch, very weary; didn't stop, but went right on over the Port hills by the Bridle Track to Lyttelton and straight to the wharf. Well, there a famous big wooden clipper ship was lying, the 
Blue Jacket, American-built and then under the Liverpool White Star flag. She was ready for sea, loaded with wool for London. I went on board and asked about signing on. But she had shipped all her crew a day or two before, and all they'd signed on for was £4/10/- a month. Well, says I, I wouldn't leave New Zealand for that pay anyhow, so here I stay. I saw the 
Blue Jacket go to sea. Then I went down to Pigeon Bay, on Banks Peninsula, back at bush work once more, for a sawmill. Later I shipped aboard a coasting ketch, and ran one on shares— and lost her, too, in a terrific gale in Lyttelton Harbour and was all but lost myself.
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“Now, this is the curious part of it—it was jolly lucky for me I'd taken so long on that tramp across the West Coast, and was too late to ship in the 
Blue Jacket. For why? Because news came from London that she had been burned at sea that very voyage—burned off the Falkland Islands, and nearly all her crew were lost—adrift in boats and never heard of again. The captain's boat was picked up by the barque 
Pyrmont, after seven days; he had the 35 or 36 passengers with him, but the sailormen in the other boats perished— and I'd have been with them no doubt. Spontaneous combustion was the cause —some damp wool among the cargo. I was well out of that fine clipper, the 
Blue Jacket.”
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With the revival of active railway construction in New Zealand it is of interest to recall that half New Zealand's total mileage of railways was built between the beginning of the ’seventies and the middle ’eighties. It is of interest, too, to look back to that period of intense activity in railway building, remembering that, per head of population, New Zealand had a greater mileage of railways in the ‘eighties than it has to-day.

        

        

          
Early Provincial Railways.

          
Railway construction was commenced as early as 1850 in both New South Wales and Victoria.

          
In New Zealand, a railway to connect Christchurch with Lyttelton was mooted as far back as 1851. A battle of routes, however, occurred; and, when that was settled at long last, the Provincial Government's legislation called for validating General Government legislation, and that in turn had to await the Royal Assent. With all these delays it was 1860 before the Railway was commenced. In the ensuing years the Canterbury Province enjoyed so great a secondary prosperity as a result of the Otago gold rushes—then at their height—that it was able to write £50,000 off the £300,000 loan while the works were still in progress. The first, section from Christchurch to Heathcote (constructed by plant brought up the Heathcote River) was opened on 1st December, 1863, and the final section (including the 129 chain Lyttelton Tunnel) exactly four years later. The Christchurch-Selwyn line (commenced in May 1865) was also completed in 1867.

          
Many of the other provinces had grandiose schemes for railway construction. As early as 1862 the General Government had found it necessary to point out to the Marlborough Provincial Government that an ordinary revenue of £1,700 and a precarious land revenue of about £28,000 annually, scarcely justified the raising of at least a £60,000 loan for the purpose of building a Picton-Blenheim railway. In 1865 an Act was passed authorising the construction of this railway by private enterprise, but that project lapsed.

          
Even in Nelson, where the Provincial Government deservedly enjoyed a reputation for caution, the Provincial Council, in 1863, requested the Superintendent to apply for permission to borrow £300,000 for a railway to the South. The Nelson and Cobden Railway Act was passed in 1868, but here, again, it was found impossible to satisfy English capitalists as to the agricultural potentialities of the districts through which the line would pass en route from Nelson to Grey mouth.

          
In 1863 the necessities of the Maori wars (and in particular the need for prompt access to the Waikato River) led to the projection by the Auckland Provincial Government of the Auckland-Drury Railway (22 miles) with a branch to Onehunga.

          
As early as 1863 Southland, too, had sanctioned a quarter of a million loan for jetties, a Bluff-Invercargill Railway and an Invercargill-Winton “tramway” (i.e., a railway with wooden rails). After a temporary suspension of construction in 1864 owing to a shortage of funds, the Bluff line was completed on the 5th February, 1867, and the Winton project four years later.

          
By the end of 1863 provincial debentures had become unsaleable, except at a heavy premium as compared with General Government debentures. The Central Ministry recognised something would have to be done, and announced that any province wishing to borrow for railways and other purposes should first set aside portion of its waste lands sufficient for the ultimate paying off of the loan.
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Eventually the Consolidated Loan Act, 1867, was passed; which required all future loans for provincial purposes to be raised through the General Government and charged on the Consolidated Fund. As far as possible General Government loans were to be substituted for existing provincial loans; and in the future no loans at all were to be raised by Provincial Governments.

          
General Government action was certainly called for, as the organisation of the provinces was showing itself incapable of dealing with the railway construction problem. The failure of Otago to secure the co-operation of Canterbury in constructing a road bridge over the Waitaki River showed how difficult it was to carry out necessary work when more than one province was affected. There was also no comprehensive plan for the whole Colony on major issues; and Canterbury had adopted a 5 ft. 3 ins. gauge for its railway, while Auckland, Nelson and Otago were working on a 4 ft. 81/2 ins. gauge.

        

        

          
The Vogel Public Works Policy.

          
In 1870 New Zealand had a European population of just under 250,000, and there were only 46 miles of railway operating in the Colony. Then, on the 28th June, Mr. (later Sir) Julius Vogel proposed (and the House later embodied in the Public Works Act of that year) the construction over a period of about ten years of some 1,500 or 1,600 miles of railway at a cost of not more than £7,500,000, plus grants



of land amounting to not more than 2,500,000 acres. Legislation of 1870 and 1871 provided—following the recommendation of the London engineering firm of Sir Charles Fox and Sons—that all railways were in future to be on a 3 ft. 6 ins. gauge (with the proviso that Canterbury was permitted to retain her existing gauge, where it desired, along with the other; which it did till 1877). Thus New Zealand, by resolutely facing the gauge problem at the outset, spared herself the difficulties that confront the Australian States, each of which has its own separate gauge, so that, in general, interstate traffic is impossible without transhipment.
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Mr. Vogel suggested that a “betterment tax” should be levied on private properties benefitting by railway construction; but this idea, though it was revived from time to time, has always proved too unconventional for the Governments of the day. He also suggested—with almost equal lack of success—that the Crown Lands should be so administered (by lease or sale) as to pay a large part of the cost of the roads and railways.

          
The earlier railway authorisation Acts fixed a maximum cost per mile for most of the projected lines. The figure of £3,500 to £4,000 per mile (including rolling stock) appears to have been based on an estimate made for the New Zealand Government in 1870 by the London engineering firm of Sir Charles Fox & Sons; this covering the use of native materials for sleepers, bridges and buildings, 30-lb. per lineal yard iron rails, 350 ft. radius curves, 1 in 40 grades, six-wheeled locomotives with not more than six ton axle loads, 31 ft. long six-wheeled passenger carriages 8 ft. wide, four-wheeled 15 ft. long goods wagons 8 ft. wide, and a service speed of some 15 m.p.h. Actually, four-wheeled carriages 7 ft. wide, however, were constructed at first, and the first trucks were only 61/2 ft. wide.

          
The wisdom of this provision of a maximum cost per mile is highly debatable. Certainly on some routes it encouraged the engineers to find the most economical alignment. In other cases, however, it brought down the initial cost at some prejudice to subsequent quick and economical working: and on many routes carrying heavy traffic the capital sunk in these “surface” lines has had to be almost completely scrapped. The one in forty grades and the five chain radius curves due to the fewness of cuttings and embankments on the Auckland-Mercer line were levying so heavy a toll in operating costs that some of these curves had to be straightened and grades eased as early as 1885, while the question of improving the alignment and easing the grades throughout the whole of this route had to be faced up to in 1911. Similarly, the one in fifty grades on the Dunedin-Mosgiel portion of the Dunedin-Clutha Railway had, in the interests of quick and economical working, to be eased before 1914; and the narrow Otepopo tunnel, south of Oamaru, limits the width of rolling stock on the South Island Main Trunk Railway to this day. Official reports of 1871 and 1873 show that a governing gradient of one in forty— instead of one in fifteen (with operation by expensive Fell equipment) actually adopted—could have been used for the Wellington-Wairarapa line if it had not been necessary to keep down the cost within the limits set by the Act. Finally, an easing of the grades on the Auckland-Kaipara line (1 in 33) was undertaken in 1885, and a more complete easing in 1937, while a commencement of grade easements between Wanganui and Marton was made in 1936.
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Under the Railways Act of 1870, the cost of the Auckland-Tuakau Railway (36 miles)—with a ruling gradient of one in forty—was fixed at £4,000 per mile; that of the Dunedin-Clutha Railway (52 miles)—with a ruling gradient of one in fifty, but with two lengthy tunnels—at £5,000 per mile; and that of the Picton-Blenheim Railway (19 miles)—also on severe grades —at £3,500 per mile. At the same time the almost flat lines in Canterbury were authorised on a total appropriation basis and not a maximum cost per mile: viz., Addington-Rangiora (18 miles—£92,000); Selwyn-Rakaia (13 miles—£48,000); Timaru-Temuka (11 miles—£67,000). It is by no means clear why rather higher rates per mile should have been allowed in the comparatively easy Canterbury country than in the more difficult country already mentioned.

          
The following authorisations were made by the First Schedule of the historic Railways Act, 1871:—

          

            

              

                
	
                  
Railway
                
                
	
                  
Length in Miles
                
                
	
                  
Cost per Miles. £
                
              

              

                
	Kaipara-Riverhead
                
	221/2
                
	
              

              

                
	or Kaipara-Auckland
                
	37
                
	3,000(I)
              

              

                
	Auckland-Mercer
                
	47
                
	4,500(2)
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	Napier-Pakipaki
                
	57
                
	3.000
              

              

                
	Manawatu-Wanganui
                
	68
                
	2,000(3)
              

              

                
	Wellington-Masterton
                
	70
                
	5,000
              

              

                
	Nelson-Foxhill
                
	201/2
                
	3,800
              

              

                
	Picton-Blenheim
                
	20
                
	4,000
              

              

                
	Rangiora-Kowai
                
	15
                
	5,000
              

              

                
	Rakaia-Ashburton
                
	20
                
	3,250
              

              

                
	Moeraki-Waitaki
                
	401/2
                
	4,000
              

              

                
	Invercargill-Gore
                
	401/2
                
	2,750
              

              

                
	Winton-Kingston
                
	70
                
	2,750
              

              

                
	Tokomairiro-Lawrence
                
	20
                
	5,000(4)
              

              

                
	Ashburton-Temuka
                
	32
                
	2,280
              

              

                
	Waitara-Wanganui
                
	140
                
	4,500
              

              

                
	Kawakawa-Port
                
	8
                
	5,000(5)
              

              

                
	Brunner-Grey
                
	7
                
	3,750
              

              

                
	Mt. Rochfort-Westport
                
	12
                
	5,000
              

            

          

          
(1) Under Section 16 of the Railways Act, 1872, construction was not to be commenced on any new line until the Chief Engineer had reported that it was likely to pay working expenses from the date of completion. As the result of an adverse report under this section construction of the Auckland-Helensville line was discontinued from 1873 to 1876. The Helensville-River-head line—giving rail portage between the Kaipara and Waitemata Harbours— was completed in 1875, but the Helensville-Auckland line not till 1881, the Riverhead-Kumeu Section being closed in the same year.

          
(2) This had been substituted for the Auckland-Tuakau project of the previous year as giving better through transport to the Waikato—in its avoidance of certain navigation difficulties south of Tuakau and in providing a terminus at a point tapped by the main road.

          
(3) Originally a tramway with wooden rails was contemplated. The estimate allowed an insufficient amount for the crossing of the Oroua and Rangitikei Rivers—even with the wooden rails.

          
(4) High cost accounted for by heavy tunnelling in difficult country. The line was commenced just subsequent to the heyday of the Tuapeka gold rushes.

          
(5) Construction delayed till 1875. Additional lines commenced in 1871 under the authority of the Third Schedule of the 1871 Railways Act were:—

          
Rangiora and Kaiapoi to Oxford (31 miles)—to tap the only accessible timber in Canterbury.

          
Rolleston to Malvern (35 miles). Waimate Branch (4 miles). Racecourse-Southbridge (19 miles).

          
Under Section 11 of the Railway Act, 1872, the purchase of the Dunedin and Port Chalmers Railway from the Otago Provincial Government was authorised. This was carried out in 1873 at a price of £210,000 for eight miles of line. The line (which had originally been built by private enterprise) was then already in operation.

          
In the 1873 Railway Act there were authorised in addition to the lines already mentioned, the Mercer-Newcastle and southwards line; the Waitaki-Timaru line (42 miles) (£220,000); the Gore-Clutha (48 miles) (£260,000); and the Dunedin-Moeraki line (55 miles) (£430,000). Construction of the last mentioned line was held up till 1874 on account of the difficulty of finding, a suitable route out of Dunedin. At length a practicable route (with 71/2 chain curves as against 9 chains between Palmerston and Oamaru, and mostly 15 chains between Dunedin and Clinton) was found involving a 1,400 yard long tunnel at Mihiwaka, not to mention several other tunnels, one in fifty grades, and a difficult piece of sea-cliff excavation.
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The policy of fixing a maximum cost per mile also encouraged the use of very light rails (mostly 40 lbs. to the yard), very light bridges, four-wheeled trucks and carriages, and very light locomotives (mostly with an axle load of six tons or less—or only about two-fifths the present-day main line standar—with correspondingly low speeds.

          
The Railway Acts of the early ‘seventies also contained power for the letting of contracts for the construction and/or operation of Marlborough, Auckland and Otago provincial railways (with an interest guarantee of 51/2 per cent, per annum).

          
The Railway Act of 1871 (with its 1873 amendment) charged the costs of railway construction against the Provincial Lands Funds. In 1876 (when there were 718 miles open for traffic) the abolition of the provinces placed all the earlier constructed railways in the hands of the General Government

          
(To be continued.)
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With the revival of active railway construction in New Zealand it is of interest to recall that half New Zealand's total mileage of railways was built between the beginning of the ’seventies and the middle ’eighties. It is of interest, too, to look back to that period of intense activity in railway building, remembering that, per head of population, New Zealand had a greater mileage of railways in the ‘eighties than it has to-day.
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Early Provincial Railways.

          
Railway construction was commenced as early as 1850 in both New South Wales and Victoria.

          
In New Zealand, a railway to connect Christchurch with Lyttelton was mooted as far back as 1851. A battle of routes, however, occurred; and, when that was settled at long last, the Provincial Government's legislation called for validating General Government legislation, and that in turn had to await the Royal Assent. With all these delays it was 1860 before the Railway was commenced. In the ensuing years the Canterbury Province enjoyed so great a secondary prosperity as a result of the Otago gold rushes—then at their height—that it was able to write £50,000 off the £300,000 loan while the works were still in progress. The first, section from Christchurch to Heathcote (constructed by plant brought up the Heathcote River) was opened on 1st December, 1863, and the final section (including the 129 chain Lyttelton Tunnel) exactly four years later. The Christchurch-Selwyn line (commenced in May 1865) was also completed in 1867.

          
Many of the other provinces had grandiose schemes for railway construction. As early as 1862 the General Government had found it necessary to point out to the Marlborough Provincial Government that an ordinary revenue of £1,700 and a precarious land revenue of about £28,000 annually, scarcely justified the raising of at least a £60,000 loan for the purpose of building a Picton-Blenheim railway. In 1865 an Act was passed authorising the construction of this railway by private enterprise, but that project lapsed.

          
Even in Nelson, where the Provincial Government deservedly enjoyed a reputation for caution, the Provincial Council, in 1863, requested the Superintendent to apply for permission to borrow £300,000 for a railway to the South. The Nelson and Cobden Railway Act was passed in 1868, but here, again, it was found impossible to satisfy English capitalists as to the agricultural potentialities of the districts through which the line would pass en route from Nelson to Grey mouth.

          
In 1863 the necessities of the Maori wars (and in particular the need for prompt access to the Waikato River) led to the projection by the Auckland Provincial Government of the Auckland-Drury Railway (22 miles) with a branch to Onehunga.

          
As early as 1863 Southland, too, had sanctioned a quarter of a million loan for jetties, a Bluff-Invercargill Railway and an Invercargill-Winton “tramway” (i.e., a railway with wooden rails). After a temporary suspension of construction in 1864 owing to a shortage of funds, the Bluff line was completed on the 5th February, 1867, and the Winton project four years later.

          
By the end of 1863 provincial debentures had become unsaleable, except at a heavy premium as compared with General Government debentures. The Central Ministry recognised something would have to be done, and announced that any province wishing to borrow for railways and other purposes should first set aside portion of its waste lands sufficient for the ultimate paying off of the loan.

          

            

[image: (Photo., W. W. Stewart collection). The old station at Auckland. (From a photograph about 1894.]

(Photo., W. W. Stewart collection). The old station at Auckland. (From a photograph about 1894.


          

          
Eventually the Consolidated Loan Act, 1867, was passed; which required all future loans for provincial purposes to be raised through the General Government and charged on the Consolidated Fund. As far as possible General Government loans were to be substituted for existing provincial loans; and in the future no loans at all were to be raised by Provincial Governments.

          
General Government action was certainly called for, as the organisation of the provinces was showing itself incapable of dealing with the railway construction problem. The failure of Otago to secure the co-operation of Canterbury in constructing a road bridge over the Waitaki River showed how difficult it was to carry out necessary work when more than one province was affected. There was also no comprehensive plan for the whole Colony on major issues; and Canterbury had adopted a 5 ft. 3 ins. gauge for its railway, while Auckland, Nelson and Otago were working on a 4 ft. 81/2 ins. gauge.
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The Vogel Public Works Policy.

          
In 1870 New Zealand had a European population of just under 250,000, and there were only 46 miles of railway operating in the Colony. Then, on the 28th June, Mr. (later Sir) Julius Vogel proposed (and the House later embodied in the Public Works Act of that year) the construction over a period of about ten years of some 1,500 or 1,600 miles of railway at a cost of not more than £7,500,000, plus grants



of land amounting to not more than 2,500,000 acres. Legislation of 1870 and 1871 provided—following the recommendation of the London engineering firm of Sir Charles Fox and Sons—that all railways were in future to be on a 3 ft. 6 ins. gauge (with the proviso that Canterbury was permitted to retain her existing gauge, where it desired, along with the other; which it did till 1877). Thus New Zealand, by resolutely facing the gauge problem at the outset, spared herself the difficulties that confront the Australian States, each of which has its own separate gauge, so that, in general, interstate traffic is impossible without transhipment.
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Mr. Vogel suggested that a “betterment tax” should be levied on private properties benefitting by railway construction; but this idea, though it was revived from time to time, has always proved too unconventional for the Governments of the day. He also suggested—with almost equal lack of success—that the Crown Lands should be so administered (by lease or sale) as to pay a large part of the cost of the roads and railways.

          
The earlier railway authorisation Acts fixed a maximum cost per mile for most of the projected lines. The figure of £3,500 to £4,000 per mile (including rolling stock) appears to have been based on an estimate made for the New Zealand Government in 1870 by the London engineering firm of Sir Charles Fox & Sons; this covering the use of native materials for sleepers, bridges and buildings, 30-lb. per lineal yard iron rails, 350 ft. radius curves, 1 in 40 grades, six-wheeled locomotives with not more than six ton axle loads, 31 ft. long six-wheeled passenger carriages 8 ft. wide, four-wheeled 15 ft. long goods wagons 8 ft. wide, and a service speed of some 15 m.p.h. Actually, four-wheeled carriages 7 ft. wide, however, were constructed at first, and the first trucks were only 61/2 ft. wide.

          
The wisdom of this provision of a maximum cost per mile is highly debatable. Certainly on some routes it encouraged the engineers to find the most economical alignment. In other cases, however, it brought down the initial cost at some prejudice to subsequent quick and economical working: and on many routes carrying heavy traffic the capital sunk in these “surface” lines has had to be almost completely scrapped. The one in forty grades and the five chain radius curves due to the fewness of cuttings and embankments on the Auckland-Mercer line were levying so heavy a toll in operating costs that some of these curves had to be straightened and grades eased as early as 1885, while the question of improving the alignment and easing the grades throughout the whole of this route had to be faced up to in 1911. Similarly, the one in fifty grades on the Dunedin-Mosgiel portion of the Dunedin-Clutha Railway had, in the interests of quick and economical working, to be eased before 1914; and the narrow Otepopo tunnel, south of Oamaru, limits the width of rolling stock on the South Island Main Trunk Railway to this day. Official reports of 1871 and 1873 show that a governing gradient of one in forty— instead of one in fifteen (with operation by expensive Fell equipment) actually adopted—could have been used for the Wellington-Wairarapa line if it had not been necessary to keep down the cost within the limits set by the Act. Finally, an easing of the grades on the Auckland-Kaipara line (1 in 33) was undertaken in 1885, and a more complete easing in 1937, while a commencement of grade easements between Wanganui and Marton was made in 1936.
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Under the Railways Act of 1870, the cost of the Auckland-Tuakau Railway (36 miles)—with a ruling gradient of one in forty—was fixed at £4,000 per mile; that of the Dunedin-Clutha Railway (52 miles)—with a ruling gradient of one in fifty, but with two lengthy tunnels—at £5,000 per mile; and that of the Picton-Blenheim Railway (19 miles)—also on severe grades —at £3,500 per mile. At the same time the almost flat lines in Canterbury were authorised on a total appropriation basis and not a maximum cost per mile: viz., Addington-Rangiora (18 miles—£92,000); Selwyn-Rakaia (13 miles—£48,000); Timaru-Temuka (11 miles—£67,000). It is by no means clear why rather higher rates per mile should have been allowed in the comparatively easy Canterbury country than in the more difficult country already mentioned.

          
The following authorisations were made by the First Schedule of the historic Railways Act, 1871:—

          

            

              

                
	
                  
Railway
                
                
	
                  
Length in Miles
                
                
	
                  
Cost per Miles. £
                
              

              

                
	Kaipara-Riverhead
                
	221/2
                
	
              

              

                
	or Kaipara-Auckland
                
	37
                
	3,000(I)
              

              

                
	Auckland-Mercer
                
	47
                
	4,500(2)
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	Napier-Pakipaki
                
	57
                
	3.000
              

              

                
	Manawatu-Wanganui
                
	68
                
	2,000(3)
              

              

                
	Wellington-Masterton
                
	70
                
	5,000
              

              

                
	Nelson-Foxhill
                
	201/2
                
	3,800
              

              

                
	Picton-Blenheim
                
	20
                
	4,000
              

              

                
	Rangiora-Kowai
                
	15
                
	5,000
              

              

                
	Rakaia-Ashburton
                
	20
                
	3,250
              

              

                
	Moeraki-Waitaki
                
	401/2
                
	4,000
              

              

                
	Invercargill-Gore
                
	401/2
                
	2,750
              

              

                
	Winton-Kingston
                
	70
                
	2,750
              

              

                
	Tokomairiro-Lawrence
                
	20
                
	5,000(4)
              

              

                
	Ashburton-Temuka
                
	32
                
	2,280
              

              

                
	Waitara-Wanganui
                
	140
                
	4,500
              

              

                
	Kawakawa-Port
                
	8
                
	5,000(5)
              

              

                
	Brunner-Grey
                
	7
                
	3,750
              

              

                
	Mt. Rochfort-Westport
                
	12
                
	5,000
              

            

          

          
(1) Under Section 16 of the Railways Act, 1872, construction was not to be commenced on any new line until the Chief Engineer had reported that it was likely to pay working expenses from the date of completion. As the result of an adverse report under this section construction of the Auckland-Helensville line was discontinued from 1873 to 1876. The Helensville-River-head line—giving rail portage between the Kaipara and Waitemata Harbours— was completed in 1875, but the Helensville-Auckland line not till 1881, the Riverhead-Kumeu Section being closed in the same year.

          
(2) This had been substituted for the Auckland-Tuakau project of the previous year as giving better through transport to the Waikato—in its avoidance of certain navigation difficulties south of Tuakau and in providing a terminus at a point tapped by the main road.

          
(3) Originally a tramway with wooden rails was contemplated. The estimate allowed an insufficient amount for the crossing of the Oroua and Rangitikei Rivers—even with the wooden rails.

          
(4) High cost accounted for by heavy tunnelling in difficult country. The line was commenced just subsequent to the heyday of the Tuapeka gold rushes.

          
(5) Construction delayed till 1875. Additional lines commenced in 1871 under the authority of the Third Schedule of the 1871 Railways Act were:—

          
Rangiora and Kaiapoi to Oxford (31 miles)—to tap the only accessible timber in Canterbury.

          
Rolleston to Malvern (35 miles). Waimate Branch (4 miles). Racecourse-Southbridge (19 miles).

          
Under Section 11 of the Railway Act, 1872, the purchase of the Dunedin and Port Chalmers Railway from the Otago Provincial Government was authorised. This was carried out in 1873 at a price of £210,000 for eight miles of line. The line (which had originally been built by private enterprise) was then already in operation.

          
In the 1873 Railway Act there were authorised in addition to the lines already mentioned, the Mercer-Newcastle and southwards line; the Waitaki-Timaru line (42 miles) (£220,000); the Gore-Clutha (48 miles) (£260,000); and the Dunedin-Moeraki line (55 miles) (£430,000). Construction of the last mentioned line was held up till 1874 on account of the difficulty of finding, a suitable route out of Dunedin. At length a practicable route (with 71/2 chain curves as against 9 chains between Palmerston and Oamaru, and mostly 15 chains between Dunedin and Clinton) was found involving a 1,400 yard long tunnel at Mihiwaka, not to mention several other tunnels, one in fifty grades, and a difficult piece of sea-cliff excavation.
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The policy of fixing a maximum cost per mile also encouraged the use of very light rails (mostly 40 lbs. to the yard), very light bridges, four-wheeled trucks and carriages, and very light locomotives (mostly with an axle load of six tons or less—or only about two-fifths the present-day main line standar—with correspondingly low speeds.

          
The Railway Acts of the early ‘seventies also contained power for the letting of contracts for the construction and/or operation of Marlborough, Auckland and Otago provincial railways (with an interest guarantee of 51/2 per cent, per annum).

          
The Railway Act of 1871 (with its 1873 amendment) charged the costs of railway construction against the Provincial Lands Funds. In 1876 (when there were 718 miles open for traffic) the abolition of the provinces placed all the earlier constructed railways in the hands of the General Government

          
(To be continued.)
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Our London Letter


Suburban Electrification in Britain.
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Electrification of mainline railways is not proceeding very rapidly in Britain. For suburban operation, however, electricity is, by degrees, replacing steam. We were, by the way, privileged the other day to inspect new equipment intended for the Wellington-Paekakariki and Wellington - Johnsonville electrifications. This consisted of a complete electric locomotive, and seven sets of electrical equipment and material for the mechanical parts of similar locomotives to be built and erected in New Zealand; and (for the Johnsonville route) six two-coach electric trains. The English Electric Company is supplying the electrical equipment, and Robert Stephenson and Hawthorns Ltd. the mechanical parts of the locomotives. The High Commissioner for New Zealand recently travelled from London to Preston to inspect the work. The locomotives are designed to haul 250-ton passenger trains at speeds up to 55 m.p.h., and 500 ton freight trains up to a speed of 45 m.p.h. They are of 2-8-4 wheel arrangement, and, like the electric coaches, present a remarkably spick-and-span appearance.

          
Britain's latest electrification is that of the Newcastle and South Shields tracks of the London and North Eastern Railway, on the D.C. third-rail system, with eight-car electric trains worked on the multiple-unit principle. The Tyneside zone is one of our busiest industrial areas, and to facilitate traffic working, the routes lying alongside the River Tyne, on its northern bank, were electrified some years ago. Opportunity has now been taken to modernise the whole of the track equipment on these lines, and 132 new passenger cars have been provided. Train services, too, have been accelerated. In consequence of these efforts, the electrified tracks centred on Newcastle, rank as the most up-to-date in Britain. The new cars, of steel construction, set an entirely new standard of comfort for suburban travellers. They have a gay exterior finish in red and cream.

        

        

          
A Big Renewals Programme.

          
Permanent-way renewals on a huge scale are being undertaken by the Home lines. On the London, Midland and Scottish Railway, for example, £2,500,000 is being spent on track renewals, and, 96,000 tons of new steel rails are being purchased. Altogether, about 600 miles of track (including points and crossings) are being completely relaid. L. M. & S. engineers are studying amended designs of track components, and the use of mechanical appliances to facilitate the handling of the heavy material involved. They are also experimenting with new devices making for travel smoothness and quietness, one invention being a rail having a patent joint, with the ends of the rails fitting in each other and not abutting as in the standard type of track. Extended use is also being made of short two-hole fishplates, instead of the standard four-hole plate. By using the short plate, it is possible to place the sleepers supporting the rails much nearer to the rail ends, and by so doing obtain a shorter bearing at the joints.
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Automatic Train Control.

          
Great improvements have been made in recent years in automatic train control systems. In this effort, the Great Western is a pioneer among Home railways. Automatic control is already in operation on some 2,600 miles of track between London and Plymouth, and London and the Midlands, and extensions of the system are now in hand. On completion of these works, the whole of the company's 2,840 miles of trunk routes between London, Penzance, Fishguard and Chester will be equipped. So, too, will the 2,900 locomotives running over these routes. The G. W. automatic train control system was invented by members of the company's staff. The arrangement enables an engine-driver to receive an audible warning in his cab as to the position of each “caution” signal. If the line is clear, a bell rings by the driver's side. If not clear, and the signal is at “caution,” a siren blows and the brakes are automatically applied throughout the train. The device is operated by the signalman, who sends his sound message to the engineer via an electric wire connected to an iron ramp placed between the running lines near each “caution” signal; and an iron shoe, shaped like an inverted “T,” fitted under the engine so as to make contact with every ramp.
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Making Rail Travel Popular.

          
Clean and bright passenger stations can do a great deal to popularise rail-way travel. One way of adding to the attractiveness of stations consists in the cultivation of pleasing flower gardens, and the placing of flower boxes and hanging baskets full of gay plants on platforms and in other suitable positions. The Home railways encourage this activity by promoting each year prize contests for the best-kept stations, and with spring in the air the railroadmen's gardening activities are now in full swing. Another way in which the Home lines are popularising rail travel takes the form of providing special motor car parks at the principal city and suburban station. The daily charge for parking at stations in or near large towns or industrial areas in normally one shilling for motor cars and sixpence for motor cycles. In rural areas, Where space is usually less valuable, these charges are halved. The station car park has proved a great boon to the regular passenger, who drives to the station in the morning, leaves his car in the railway “park” all day, and picks it up again in the evening on his return. Seasn tickets are issued for this purpose at reduced rates.

        

        

          
An Interesting Competition.

          
We live in an age of competitions. A somewhat different contest from the station gardens effort is the “Sales Contest” recently introduced by the Southern Railway. With the idea of increasing passenger and freight revenues the various stations on the system have been grouped into leagues, and each station has been advised what revenue it will be expected to earn during the year so as to produce a total increase in railway earnings for 1938 of about £250,000. The scoring is based on percentage of increase, and silver cups and shields are to be presented to the winners in each of the company's six divisions. In addition, there are cash awards for the best sales efforts by individual members of the staff. An interesting feature is that each station displays a special calendar showing the progress made week by week.

        

        

          
Some Important Anniversaries.

          
The largest Home railway—the L.M. & S.—is this year to celebrate the one hundredth anniversary of the opening of one of its most important sections, between London and Birmingham. The earliest length of the London and Birmingham Railway — the first trunk line out of London — was opened from Euston to Boxmoor (242 miles) in July, 1837, but the line was not opened throughout to Birmingham until September 17, 1838. Another important centenary which falls this year is that of the opening of the North Union Railway, from Wigan (of music - hall fame) to Preston, in October, 1838. This opening established continuous railway communication between Euston Station, London, and Preston, in Lanca-shire, a distance of 216 1/2 miles. In May this year, also, there occurs the centenary of the opening of the Manchester and Bolton Railway, the first completed section of what later became the Lancashire and Yorkshire system, itself eventually swallowed up in the L. M. & S. group; while October will see the one-hundredth anniversary of the opening of the Sheffield & Rotherham Railway.
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The World's Longest Rail Journey.

          
Unsettled conditions to-day affect the running of that unique passenger train, the “Trans-Siberian Express,” although the through working is regularly set out in the official time-tables. This train, scheduled to travel halfway round the world, and occupying about a fortnight on the journey, actually affords the longest rail trip possible anywhere. With rail connections between London and Moscow, the throughout ride from the metropolis to Vladivostock is one of 7,719 miles. The ponderous locomotives mostly burn wood fuel. If you can afford it, you may secure really comfortable accommodation on the train. A restaurant car is carried, offering a light continental breakfast of coffee and rolls, and substantial mid-day and evening meals. Certainly, this must be the most novel, as well as the longest, of all railway rides!
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Automatic Train Control.
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An Interesting Competition.

          
We live in an age of competitions. A somewhat different contest from the station gardens effort is the “Sales Contest” recently introduced by the Southern Railway. With the idea of increasing passenger and freight revenues the various stations on the system have been grouped into leagues, and each station has been advised what revenue it will be expected to earn during the year so as to produce a total increase in railway earnings for 1938 of about £250,000. The scoring is based on percentage of increase, and silver cups and shields are to be presented to the winners in each of the company's six divisions. In addition, there are cash awards for the best sales efforts by individual members of the staff. An interesting feature is that each station displays a special calendar showing the progress made week by week.
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Some Important Anniversaries.

          
The largest Home railway—the L.M. & S.—is this year to celebrate the one hundredth anniversary of the opening of one of its most important sections, between London and Birmingham. The earliest length of the London and Birmingham Railway — the first trunk line out of London — was opened from Euston to Boxmoor (242 miles) in July, 1837, but the line was not opened throughout to Birmingham until September 17, 1838. Another important centenary which falls this year is that of the opening of the North Union Railway, from Wigan (of music - hall fame) to Preston, in October, 1838. This opening established continuous railway communication between Euston Station, London, and Preston, in Lanca-shire, a distance of 216 1/2 miles. In May this year, also, there occurs the centenary of the opening of the Manchester and Bolton Railway, the first completed section of what later became the Lancashire and Yorkshire system, itself eventually swallowed up in the L. M. & S. group; while October will see the one-hundredth anniversary of the opening of the Sheffield & Rotherham Railway.
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Electric Locomotive for the Wellington-Paekakariki service (North Island, New Zealand) outside English Electric Company's Preston Works.
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The World's Longest Rail Journey.

          
Unsettled conditions to-day affect the running of that unique passenger train, the “Trans-Siberian Express,” although the through working is regularly set out in the official time-tables. This train, scheduled to travel halfway round the world, and occupying about a fortnight on the journey, actually affords the longest rail trip possible anywhere. With rail connections between London and Moscow, the throughout ride from the metropolis to Vladivostock is one of 7,719 miles. The ponderous locomotives mostly burn wood fuel. If you can afford it, you may secure really comfortable accommodation on the train. A restaurant car is carried, offering a light continental breakfast of coffee and rolls, and substantial mid-day and evening meals. Certainly, this must be the most novel, as well as the longest, of all railway rides!
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History in an Old Church-Yard
          
        

        
(
By 
M. B. 
King

).
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Stories in stones
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The Memorial to Tamati Waka None.


        

        

Of all the historic spots in New Zealand, the Bay of Islands must, I think, take first place-especially Koro-rareka, or Russell, as it is now called. Here it was that the first Dominion capital was established; the notorious whaling station mentioned in so many of the old books-“The Cruise of the Cachalot,” for instance-and here were enacted so many of the events that live in New Zealand history. Old Russell does not forget its early life. The old bullet-riddled church, which has seen so much bloodshed and strife, and which claims to be the oldest church in New Zealand, lies sleeping tranquilly in the hot northern sunshine, surrounded by cool trees, flowery borders, grassy mounds and white headstones.

        
Death by drowning seems to have been the fate of many a brave seaman, for several places are indicated merely by the name of the victim, his ship, and the inscription, “The Sea Gave Up Her Dead.”

        
In another place a different story is told-that of the courage and patience of the pioneers who first came to the new colony. Here sleeps Hannah King Letheridge, the first white woman to be born in New Zealand. Through what experiences did she pass before reaching the ripe age of ninety-one? Little or no comfort was her lot, inadequate protection, and always the fear of the savage natives who might spring from the bush surrounding her home at Oihi Bay with the intent of murdering any white person in sight. Yet there is evidence of friendly natives here, too, in the big monument erected to Tamati Waka Nene, Maori chief, friend of the white man, who with his aid, greatly assisted in bringing the natives to regard the European people not as foes, but as friends. This stone towers above the smaller ones and bears the praise which he so justly deserves. Round about him lie other members of the Ngapuhi tribe, whose children's children inhabit the Bay to-day.

        
Children's graves there are in plenty-happily mostly old ones. One tells of a little Maori six-year-old, himself unable to swim, leaping into the tide to rescue his tiny white brother, and both perishing; another of an adventurous kiddy who met his death on the storm-beaten cliffs of Cape Brett, while chasing wild goats which were, alas! surer footed than he was; and yet another of the beloved daughter of a Maori chief whom Atua had called ere she had learned to toss her poi balls.

        
One finds a more recent date on the stone of Judge Martin, one of the greatest judges New Zealand has ever known, and at one time the youngest Crown Prosecutor in the British Dominions. I remember him well as one of the kindest and most understanding friends that a child, especially a boy fond of the sea, could ever wish for. Close by rests Captain Bert Cook, the last of the whalers, the tale of whose adventures on all the Seven Seas would fill more than one volume.

        
The oldest stone there-its date, 1836, just discernible-and some few others are made of soft sand stone; the lettering has been blurred, beaten off, and with the lettering has gone the stories. Men of the law, a naturalist, a United States Consul, fishermen, soldiers, sailors, and natives, lie side by side, their ranks all made equal in death.

        

          

[image: (Photo., M. B. Kins.) The peaceful old church at Russell, Bay of Islands, New Zealand.]
(
Photo., M. B. Kins.) 
The peaceful old church at Russell, Bay of Islands, New Zealand.



        

        
Near the gate the gallant sailors and marines of H.M.S. “Hazard” lie in their last sleep-the sailors who fought and died to protect the people of Korora-reka when the Maoris sacked and burned the little village on 11th March, 1845. Although the graves of these brave men are amongst the oldest in the churchyard, and little is written of them, they are not forgotten. Theirs is not one of those whose headstone let-tering has been smudged with the wind and rain of the passing years. Each time their annual cruise brings the ships of the New Zealand Division of the Royal Navy into port, seamen'are told off to go ashore and paint the simple white wooden slab and railing which mark the spot in the corner of the old churchyard where they all lie buried. A short distance away lies their commander, on the spot where he fell fighting half a dozen natives single-handed.

        
One passes out through the gate again with the verses on the “Hazard” memorial still running through one's mind:

        

          
“The warlike of the isles,


          
The man of field and wave,


          
Are not the rocks their funeral piles,


          
The seas and shores their grave?


          
Go, stranger, track the deep,


          
Free, free, the white sails spread,


          
Wave may not foam, nor wild winds sweep,


          
Where rest not England's dead.“
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Multicoloured Terraces across the Waikato River.


        

        

          
In the morning of the world the gay gods of the Polynesian pantheon had a high old time. After mighty Tane had rent apart Rangi and Papa-the Sea and the Sky, and laughing Maui had fished New Zealand up from the sea, these care-free titans set about making a pocket world of the new land. They modelled huge mountain masses, gouged out deep ravines and valleys, filled lakes with clear water and laid out courses for rushing rivers, made glaciers and snowy caps for towering peaks and packed them all close together. But when it came to the thermal regions they gave their wildest fancies full play. They left the primal engines that forge a world in throbbing action. They left a litter of boiling springs, spouting geysers, smoking terraces, and the whole blazing profusion of Nature's fireworks. But one of them was an artist, dreaming of colour-the first of the Impressionists. He was satisfied with the crazy quilt of steam and fire and eeriness the others had worked and he was delighted with the sylvan beauty of lake and forest in which they had set their fantastic handiwork. Still, he wanted a more scintillating display. He wanted a prodigal show of hues and tints, a riot of rich colour, a chromatic orgy. In this mood, he took a rainbow, broke it into its thousand colour-gems, splashed them all over a steaming valley of the green Waikato River and the place became Orakei-Korako.
        

        
A 
Trace of weariness, of the boredom of riches often enters the minds of tourists and holidaymakers. There is the good story of the little miss who was having her first joy-cruise in a pretty harbour. Soon she said: “I think we'll go back now, Mr. Boatman, after all, when you've seen one wave, you've seen them all.” I can imagine this feeling overtaking folks who are “doing” the Rotorua thermal wonderland; but I can promise a speedy cure. A visit to Orakei-Korako is a specific for sight-seeing repletion.

        
The two main ingredients in the magic philter of Orakei-Korako are these: first, the riot of colour; second, the ever-present soft-green waters of the bordering Waikato River. In no similar area on the whole surface of the earth can there exist such a comprehensive range of all the hues known to the eye of man. It is this prodigal display of colour riches that distinguishes newly opened up Orakei-Korako from all other thermal show places.

        
I always think that in much of the official publicity about the Rotorua region, too much stress is laid on geyser and fumerole and not enough on the woodland beauty of lake, road and mountain. The journey to Orakei-Korako is a panorama with cinematographic qualities. We had continual trouble with my trusty friend of the camera. It was difficult to keep him in
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The Tea House set in picturesque surroundings.


the can every bend provided a new picture and he was in a state of suppressed plate-changing all day. The journey takes an hour and a half of easy driving on a perfect road, and the motor services are plentiful and regular. Not the least interesting of the scenic offer-



ings
 is the big area at Horohoro where green fields, thick with cattle, and neat farm homesteads, have taken the place of scrub-covered downs. This is the land development scheme of the Native Lands Department. It is followed by the endless billowing miles of the exotic pine forests, here and there dotted with boards indicating the colossal figures of the acreages planted. Suddenly on the roadside looms in ogreish loneliness the famous Witch's Rock. Here the first acclimitisation expert of our primeval times, the chief, Hatupatu, took shelter from, the half-bird half-woman, Kuran-gaituku. The rock opened to receive him, and its surface still bears the marks of the furious claws of the pursuing harpy. We had taken a picture of the huge conical rock pile of Pahaturoa. This is shown from the Atiamuri Bridge where the roaring waters of the Wai-kato are compressed into a defile which could be jumped by the holder of any provincial broad jump championship. It is a huge rhyolite “plug” forced up by some gigantic upheaval in the dawn of time. It is interesting to note that the dun Glengarry cap it appears to wear is a plantation of nine acres of pines.

        

          

[image: At the base of Aladdin's Cave.]
At the base of Aladdin's Cave.


        

        
However, at the turn-off of the road one begins to see life in earnest. There is a long and gradual ascent of a hill to a place which really deserves its name of Inspiration Point. In our land of lovely prospects, this takes a high place.

        
Hundreds of feet below the road is the Waikato River, seen as a narrow-ribbon of changing greens, lightening from beryl to chrysolite, darkening from emerald to jade. To describe the vista is beyond the reach of any expert in adjectives. It has the values of an aerial “shot,” and distance is lost in the sweep of valley and hill and the endless rounded downs which are distinctive in regions of volcanic origin.

        
The next piece of excitement was the roadside pause at the Whakaheke rapids and the Aniwhaniwha Falls. This is a dress circle view of an exquisite rainbow cascade and tremendous and tumultuous rapids which are awe-inspiring in their majestic display of the force of foaming waters.

        
We pass close by many more spectacular cataracts and each the picturesquely situated tea-house at Orakei-Korako. We have arrived.

        
It was necessary for my friend of the camera to change plates as he had taken so many pictures already, and we went for a stroll on the near side of the river towards the house of the old chief Rameka whose native-built canoe was aforetime the only means of transit to the new wonderland. Since my return I have looked up Hochstetter and here is a brief excerpt from the words of that great old explorer:
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“In swift course, forming rapid after rapid, the Waikato plunges through a deep valley between steep-rising mountains … Along its banks white clouds of steam ascend from hot cascades falling into the river, and from basins full of boiling water shut in by white masses of stone.” He was only able to examine Orakei-Korako from one side, however, and the major wizardry of the place he never saw.

        
It is fitting though that the greatest hot pool of the place should be named after him. Its ultramarine waters are-enclosed in a formation which is a geometrically correct rectangle. Sceptics, will swear that tools have been used. I would like that great old man to come back now and go over on the roomy pontoon with its powerful cables which effortlessly carries a small army of sightseers across the swift waters. The-tea-house is backed by a grove of tall Lombardy poplars and a walk along the road here is recommended to see the coruscating display across the river.

        
Orakei-Korako is a blaze of colour, as I have said, and great terraced slopes of orange and blue, pink and mauve go-down to the water's edge. In some places they form gargantuan eaves where the multi-coloured hot deposits have reached the cold green torrent. The river provides a special magic. It is ever present. When the eye turns from some dazzling jewel of coloured sinter, its quiet green gives rest and: (Continued on p. 
35).
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contrast. That clear and cool tone underlies like a melodic theme of which the fantastic sights of Orakei-Korako are the jazz variation.

        
We did the sights methodically and the tour is a revelation. There is no monotony and replicas of other attractions are few and far between.

        
After an easy dozen or so steps the orchestra strikes up. The first item on the programme is Te Koro Koro o-te Taipo-“The Devil's Throat.” This is a forbidding crater with an underground geyser which ejects regularly. You can gaze down its horrible throat about thirty feet and the sinter deposit is of a reddish colour to add grimness to the scene. As you watch, the boiling flood rushes out, going on with its work of assembling the most amazing flesh-coloured terrace.

        
Then in quick succession come marvels in clusters all within half minutes of each other; the Royal Mint terraces; Cupid's Bath; a hot pool neatly christened “Man Friday Foot,” for its outline is exactly that of the chart of a chiropodist's advertisement; the Emerakl Isle Terraces, one part green, and the other orange, and as might be expected, fierce heat between; the Emerald Pool which deserves its pretty name, and for good measure there is a pool whose shape is a perfect heart.

        
Now we reach a flat piazza which makes an auditorium for the Diamond Geyser. This is situated half way up a cliff and shoots to the top a fountain whose waters are clear with a gem-like sparkle. Next door to it along the same ledge is the graceful geyser known as “My Lady's Lace,” which plays regularly and is forming a dropping veil of white and delicate Valenciennes of finest quality.

        
I should observe that part of the explanation of the reds and blues, the pinks and yellows, creams and purples, of these varying terraces is simply due to the reaction of the temperature on the mineral laden waters. The effect is bewildering because of the multitudinous variety of tint. The next surprise is the monotonous thudding, underground but woefully close, of “Queen Mary's Turbines,” but everything seen so far fades into the background of memory as a turn of the path brings the first glimpse of the greatest white silica terrace in the world.

        
A thousand similes occur to the mind. It is 200 feet long and 25 feet high and is fronted by a broad terrace, white also, but variegated with opaline pools and iridescent patches. The white of the big terrace is crystalline; it has the appearance of a frozen waterfall; a snow Niagara, but the fretted alabaster of its downfall, and the grace of festooned stalactites, the complex traceries of ivory and silver fretwork, invest this miracle of nature with its own loveliness; it is unique; it has no peer.

        
Out on the flat are two perpetually bubbling geyser pools neatly named Anthony and Cleopatra. A walk takes us to a look-out where both terraces can be seen in all their glory. The far one is called the “Artist's Palette,” and is a world sight.

        
A day could be spent gazing from here, for such a prodigious turmoil of colours, such a blazonry of brilliant hues has never before been assembled in one corner of the earth's surface. On the hillsides are Joseph's Coats, Harlequin costumes, gleaming slopes with purple backgrounds, greys, vermillions, and a main theme of white and yellow. The spangled mosaic of these silica floors would give Cezanne or Picasso a feeling or despair.

        
Put baldly, the scene makes one colour drunk and you take in your stride such strange curiosities as the Mushroom Pool, a veritable gigantic molten mushroom; the Meringue Pool producing faithful replicas of meringues in stone; The Wine Cup, a carven beaker of Grecian design; the perfect petrified Elephant; the Old Wahine; the Juliet Pool; the Mystery Pool (which has just arrived); and the homely hissing of the Henry Lawson Pool (While the Billy Boils). By way of colour contrasts you should see the Cardinal Pool which is apparently of red wine, and an unnamed terrace which is the exact colour of polished Aberdeen granite. Be reminded that the prevailing green of the pools chimes in with the river which, as the paths turn, you see below you now and again. Just as a gesture of riches to spare, there is here and there a flash of lapis lazuli, a blue as bright as the posters of the Mediterranean. That is the final effect of Orakei-Korako, the colours are those of the artist's tube and the lithograph; the brilliance is so dazzling that the result seems almost overdone, as if the stippling carried too much polychromatic pomp.

        
But, remember, there is always the quiet green of the river.

        
I have reserved for the last, the sight rather tritely called “Aladdin's Cave.” This is the crowning glory of Orakei-Korako. The entrance to this enormous wound in the surface of Mother Earth
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is veiled by columns of tree-fern and small familiar clan of matipo and akatea vines.

        
From the entrance the dimensions of this enormous cavern cannot be realised; but it is 160 feet from edge to floor, and rather more than 160 feet from floor to the great arching roof. An audience of a thousand could be comfortably housed and I can visualise this as the ideal temple-a natural Grand Opera House for the real music of the Maori race. From the top step of the first stairway, a figure at the bottom looks pigmy-like. But the descent does not seem long. Here in the depths lies the veritable “Place of Adorning,” a little lake of hot, clear green water. An annex leads to a vale of steam and dark mystery.

        
But the splendour of this great cave is in its walls and its enormous vaulted roof. Dark blues, grave purples, dazzling reds, yellows and greens, are patterned everywhere. Strangely tinted rocks and blocks of alum lie about the floor. No picture theatre architect in the States, or temple builder in the East ever conceived such extravagance of design or such peacock magnificence of ornamentation. Yet, in spite of the gorgeous decoration of this underground palace, its vast size and the remoteness of that lofty roof, give it dignity and regal spendour. “Aladdin's Cave” will not do as a name, the gems in the Ara bian legend were inferior.
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We cross to the comfortable teahouse, and my friend of the camera starts changing plates again. There is some daylight still, and certain views that he remembers simply must be got on the way home.

        
One rather pleasant phenomenon is recalled as we near Rotorua. There was none of the familiar sulphur odour at Orakei-Korako. The explanation is that it is much the oldest geological formation in the whole district and has entered upon a phase in which the yellow element has practically disappeared. As is a habit with facts, this rather spoils the plot of my legend with which this article begins, but it does not matter.

        
The chorus of the Rotorua Thermal Revue is a bevy of transcendent beauties, and Orakei-Korako is the red-haired girl of them all.

        
Mrs. Hills, an Auckland lady who not so long since celebrated her hundred and second birthday, doesn't seem to have much time for the modern girl. Interviewed by a pressman and asked what she thought of the cigarette habit for young ladies she replied: “The hussies! We didn't smoke when I was a girl- ’ cur mothers saw to that!” But girls didn't do lots of things when Mrs. Hills was young which they do now and think nothing of. As for cigarettes, the safe way is to follow the fashion and smoke either Riverhead Gold or Desert Gold, the two most popular brands with the “Roll-your-own” brigade. They are toasted, which remarkable process purges them effectually of excess nicotine, and at the same time greatly enhances their flavour and aroma. For men smokers who prefer the pipe to the cigarette there are three toasted blends of superlative excellence-Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), Cavendish and Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog). Smokers are invited to note that the five brands named are the only toasted ones manufactured.
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“New Zealand Railways Illustrated.”



Many Tributes


        
The colourful treatment of the Dominion in the big pictorial book, “New Zealand Railways Illustrated,” has been highly praised by many readers here and overseas.

        
Appreciation of the production by the general public has been shown in a large number of purchases at 5/-, so that the publication is practically free of cost to the Railways Department.

        
“The Railway Gazette,” which is recognised as the best authority on railways in the whole world, gives an extensive review in which the various features of the book are very favourably mentioned. Here are some extracts:-

        
“This collection of coloured illustrations of the beauty spots and other features of interest is the most remarkable publicity album produced by a railway administration that we have seen. It consists of no fewer than 80 full-page pictures, all in four colours, many of them depicting what must surely be some of the finest scenery in the world… . Altogether, the administration is to be congratulated on this fine production, the purpose of which, as Mr. Mackley states, ‘is to show how closely related are the scenic attractions of New Zealand to the National Transportation system.'”

        


        

          

[image: Mt. Cook For Your Holidays (South Island) Height of Delight for your Holidays. The cosy Hermitage (a fully-licensed hotel) is famous as the Alpine social centre. Take Nature's tonic in the Alpine Wonderland thousands of feet above worry level. Have the healthful happiness which lengthens life. See the greatest glaciers of the world's temperature zones. See the huge Hochstetter Ice-Fall. See the Marvellous Ice Caves which are like storied crystal palaces of fairyland. All manner of delightful side-trips amid enchanting scenes. Mount Cook, whose jawelled triple tiara gleams 12,349 ft. above the sea, one of the world's most majestic mountains, has a splendid retinue of noble peaks. Here, too, are stupendous glaciers far larger than the biggest “ice-rivers” of the Swiss Alps, and the way is easy to these huge courses of sparkling crystal. Everything in this bright realm of enchantment is on the gigantic scale : everything pleases; everything puts humanity on a high plane of exhilaration. Full details from Offices and Agenoies. Mt. Cook and Southern Lakes Tourist Coy.]

Mt. Cook For Your Holidays


(
South Island)


Height of Delight for your Holidays. The cosy Hermitage (a fully-licensed hotel) is famous as the Alpine social centre. Take Nature's tonic in the Alpine Wonderland thousands of feet above worry level. Have the healthful happiness which lengthens life. See the greatest glaciers of the world's temperature zones. See the huge Hochstetter Ice-Fall. See the Marvellous Ice Caves which are like storied crystal palaces of fairyland. All manner of delightful side-trips amid enchanting scenes. Mount Cook, whose jawelled triple tiara gleams 12,349 ft. above the sea, one of the world's most majestic mountains, has a splendid retinue of noble peaks. Here, too, are stupendous glaciers far larger than the biggest “ice-rivers” of the Swiss Alps, and the way is easy to these huge courses of sparkling crystal. Everything in this bright realm of enchantment is on the gigantic scale : everything pleases; everything puts humanity on a high plane of exhilaration.



Full details from Offices and Agenoies.




Mt. Cook and Southern Lakes Tourist Coy.
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Richard Barrett

 
Pakeha-Maori

          
        

        

          
(By 
A. J. 
Waldie
).
        

        

In a grassy reserve bordering the sea-shore at New Plymouth-near those queer conical mounds which guard the coast-stands an old gravestone. The inscription gives this as the last resting-place of one Richard Barrett. He was aged forty at the date of his death-in 1847.

        
It was with a thrill of emotion that one realised that here one had idly stumbled upon the grave of that great and jovial soul whose name is familiar to every student of early New Zealand history.

        
A pakeha-Maori, “Dicky” Barrett had lived in New Zealand for over ten years before his momentous meeting with Colonel Wakefield. Edward Jerningham Wakefield writes of him in his “Adventure in New Zealand” thus:-

        
“Dressed in a white jacket, blue dungaree trousers and round straw hat, he (Barrett) seemed perfectly round all over; while his jovial, ruddy face, twinkling eyes, and good-humoured smile could not fail to excite pleasure in all beholders.”

        
First flax-trader, then head-man of the Taranaki or Egmont whaling-station, Dicky lived with a small tribe of Ngatiawa Maoris near these same Sugar-Loaves on the Egmont coast. The weakness of the tribe tempted the Wai-kato chief, Te Whero Whero, to a siege. “But among the defenders,” says W. Pember Reeves, “were eleven white men, pakeha-Maori. They were Englishmen, and had four old ship's guns. Dicky Barrett was the life and soul of the defence, and he and his comrades kept anxious watch. The stormers came at dawn and were soon over the stockade. But after a desperate tussle, the assailants were cut down or driven out. With heavy loss the astonished Waikato recoiled in disgust and their retreat did not cease until they reached their own country.”

        
The Ngatiawa tribe decided to abandon their much-harried land, and with them went Dicky to Cook's Strait, where, in 1839, the Wakefields found him at a whaling-station at Te-awaiti. He it was who directed the “Tory” to the harbour known as Port Nicholson. In consequence of this, Barrett may be regarded as the guide who pointed out to the pioneers of the New Zealand Company the future capital of the Dominion.

        
“The acquaintance and assistance of Dicky Barrett promised to be most advantageous to us,” says Jemingham Wakefield, “as he was related by his wife to all the influential chiefs living in Port Nicholson. He was delighted at the prospect of a regular English Colony which might cherish and benefit the Maori.”

        
When Colonel Wakefield and his party followed Dicky into his house, or whare, “a superior edifice,” at Te-awaiti, they found a long room, half full of natives and whalers. “His wife Rangi, a fine, stately woman, gave us a dignified welcome; and his pretty half-caste children laughed and commented on our appearance in their own language. He had three girls of his own, and had adopted a son of an old trader and friend of his-Jacky Love-who was even then on his death-bed.”

        
Barrett agreed to act as interpreter, and explain the views of the New Zealand Company to the chiefs at Port Nicholson. How well he accomplished this is evidenced by the cordial reception these chiefs later accorded the settlers as they arrived.

        
The newcomers soon found that Barrett was respected by all-even by drunken whalers-and adored by the natives. “The friend of Maori and pakeha alike, he befriends all who seek bis aid, and has the largest heart of any man I know in New Zealand,” writes Mr. Partridge of him. “His house is always full of castaway sailors and fat-bellied Maoris who are snuffling the grateful smell from his iron pot.”

        
Greatly daring, Barrett, in 1840, bought and erected on the beach a large wooden building which Dr. Evans had brought out with him on the ship “Adelaide.” This historic house, erected on the present site of the Hotel Cecil, Wellington, immediately became the
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rendezvous for the principal residents of the new settlement. Within its hospitable walls were held banquets and balls. It contained a billiard-room and a Freemason's Hall. The upper story was later used by Sir George Grey as a Council Chamber. Up to the year 1853 the lower story constituted the general Government Offices of New Zealand, while the main building was used as the Supreme Court, etc. How many of us to-day, in passing, pause to think how much of New Zealand's history was made in the old hotel known as “Barrett's,” on this historic site?

        
But, as must happen to every public-spirited man, Dicky had his traducers. In 1843, he had been giving evidence before the Court of Lands Claims, and E. J. Wakefield records with some heat the treatment meted out to his old friend by Mr. Clarke, Jr., a youth of some twenty years of age, newly appointed as Protector of Aborigines. “I was much hurt,” says E. J. W., “by the pains which Mr. Clarke took to sneer at him and his unsophisticated narrative of his doings as interpreter at the different land sales. He was not an educated man, but had a broad honest way of speaking.”

        
This unfortunate incident seems to be the last we hear of Dicky. Perhaps confounded by the new way of life, by the bustle and progress which accorded ill with his increasing girth and easy habit of life; and longing again for his former home on the beloved Egmont Coast, the lovable and jovial Dicky seems to have retired to the shadow of the Sugar-Loaves.

        
And there, to-day, within sight and sound of the sea he loved, we find his simple monument.

        
Stressing nothing of his great heart and generous nature, nor of his strange and adventurous life, neglected and overgrown, the time-worn stone above his head nevertheless calls forth from those who carry into the affairs of today a thought for the stirring days that are past—a tribute of remembrance to a great and simple soul.
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The next day Monty caught the steamer to Auckland. He had asked Sergeant Kelly to tell Jim the full particulars of the Court proceedings. His first thought was to find his mother and Rex, and as Jim had given Monty their address, this did not take long.

        
Rex was working in the front garden and caught sight of Monty on the other side of the road.

        
“Hello!” he yelled.

        
The meeting between the two brothers was a very warm one, and his mother received him with open arms.

        
“By Jove, Monty! this is jolly—so unexpected, too. What brought you down?” asked Rex.

        
“I'll tell you later, Rex.”

        
After lunch Monty suggested to Rex to take a walk down town with him. “I want to go to my solicitor and you must come with me, Rex. There are matters to be fixed up, and I think you and mother will be satisfied to go back to Valley Road. The reason you went away need not bother you any longer. I have finished with the wretched business.”

        
“I'm terribly glad, old chap. You don't know how it worried me,” said Rex earnestly, “that my brother should be taking such risks and for such an object. You were sure to be found out some day.”

        
“Read this, Rex. The news must have come down by the steamer that brought me. The first thing I saw in the morning paper, in large headings was—

        

          
(Concluded).
        

        

          
The names used in this story are entirely fictitious. The incident described, however, and the method used for stealing sheep from the large mobs which were driven via the East Coast of the North Island, in the early days, may, perhaps, be recalled by many of the older generation.
        

        
“
Sheep Stealing On The


        

East Coast.

        
Arrest by Sergeant Kelly.

        
Insufficient Evidence.

        
Wealthy Pioneer Discharged.

        
Name Suppressed.”

        
Then followed a full account of the proceedings at the Magistrate's Court.

        
“Oh, just as I thought, Monty. What must you feel?”

        
“I feel,” replied Monty, “like not going back. In fact, I can't go back. It would kill me knowing everyone knew of my disgrace. The only thing is that I never intended to rob anyone. My conscience is quite clear on this point, but it's the disgrace I've brought upon you all. That almost drives me to distraction. No one would give a thought to motives in a case like this, Rex.”

        
Rex was too upset to speak.

        
“I've told Mabel, Jim, and Mr. Chad-wick. No one has said an unkind word to me, and that has made it harder. Anyhow, here we are at the solicitor's.”

        
They walked up the steps to the office in silence, and on giving their names to the office boy were shown in.

        

(By A. J. G. 
Schmitt).

        
“I am Monty Carden, and this is my brother Rex, Mr. Rushton. I will be pleased if you can spare us a little time.”

        
The pleasant-faced solicitor behind the desk looked up over his glasses. “Certainly! Do sit down gentlemen. Now what can I do for you?”

        
“Well,” began Monty, “some little time ago you transferred my brother Rex's share of the farm to me. I now want the whole estate transferred to him.”

        
“Hold on, Monty,” broke in Rex, “I haven't agreed to take it.”

        
“But you must, Rex. You place the amount I gave you for your share to my credit and for the goodwill of my remaining half, you can pay me 3 per cent. per annum. It can be made as a mortgage if you wish—then a mortgage of one quarter only of the value of the estate at 3 per cent.”

        
“But that's not a half, Monty!”

        
“It will be if you add to the one quarter your little home here, furniture included.”

        
“But that's not worth the other quarter by a £1,000.”

        
“Never mind, Rex, it will be a little wedding present when you marry Phil, and you won't want me around as a partner. Agree to this, Rex, and Mr. Rushton can get on to the business straight away.”

        
“All right, Monty. It's just like you—the most generous chap in the world.”

        


        
“Would you like me to draw out a preliminary agreement?” asked Mr. Rushton.

        
“Not necessarily. When you have the documents ready both of us will be at hand to sign. I think that is all, Mr. Rushton.”

        
“Very well,” said Mr. Rushton, rising to his feet, and extending a hand to each in turn, said, “I will get the documents ready for your signatures,” and he bowed them out.

        
* * *

        
Early the following week Rex and his mother departed for home by the scow 
Dawn, and Monty arranged that his housekeeper should come to Auckland by the return trip. In the meantime he found plenty to do. Following a long consultation with his banker, he decided to open an office.

        
A few days later an advertisement appeared in the paper setting forth his business—a Bureau of Information to Intending Farmers by a Farmer. Maps were not too easy to obtain, but with the assistance of some of his Auckland friends he soon made a fair showing, and had an imposing display of the surveyed lands of the Auckland Province on the walls of his office. He advertised in the southern papers and also in England.

        
Monty invested some of his money in sound undertakings, and bought sections in the city whenever he could get them at the right price.

        
Of the number of friends he had made during his many trips to Auckland he liked William O'Brien best. O'Brien was a happy-go-lucky Irishman, well educated, and the receiver of a fair remittance from Home. So as soon as the housekeeper arrived and things settled down O'Brien spent most of his evenings with Monty.

        
One evening O'Brien handed to Monty a cutting from a newspaper. “I only dropped on this a few days ago and thought it might interest you. It calls to my mind very forcibly a bet I made with you about two years ago, and begorra! I thought I had lost my bet.”

        
“I've seen this before, old chap. Supposing it referred to me would you have paid up the £100?”

        
“Well, seeing that the fellow got off and the evidence was only suspicion, by the powers that be I think I would be after paying up, Monty.”

        
“Then produce your cheque book and I'll produce the pen and ink. Make the cheque payable to Monty Carden. You know you bet me that it was impossible for anyone to steal sheep in fair numbers without getting caught. I very foolishly accepted so as to prove to you I could steal some hundreds of sheep without leaving evidence sufficient to convict me. To my cost, I succeeded. After all, though, I don't think I'll take the cheque, Bill. It feels too much like selling my honour for £100. We'll call quits, old chap.”

        
“There is one thing, however, that I haven't told you,” Monty went on, “and it was a greater incentive than our bet. It hasn't mitigated the offence from the public's point of view, but it has given me some satisfaction. It's a story that few, if any, know, because my father was one of those men who seldom talked of his own affairs. When he first came to New Zealand he had a letter of introduction to a man called Peter Lowney, a southern farmer.”

        
“While my father was in Hawke's Bay he happened to hear of a sheep farmer of almost the same name—the difference being Pete Lowney instead of Peter. My father, thinking this was the man, handed the letter to Pete. The letter stated that the bearer, who held the highest credentials, was investing some thousands of pounds in the Dominion, and asked Lowney to do his best to advise the bearer in regard to investments.

        
“Pete Lowney immediately saw his chance—gave my father a very good time, took him to his sheep farm, and by degrees obtained his confidence, and even friendship. When the time was ripe, he induced my father to invest £5,000 in a land syndicate of which he and a confederate were the company.

        
“The land comprised some thousands of acres which Lowney had purchased at 2/6 an acre—the land being absolutely worthless. There apparently was no redress, and my father, after giving Pete Lowney the soundest thrashing he had ever had in his life, swallowed his misfortune. His remaining capital was just sufficient to enable him to join up with his two friends, Chadwick and Jeffreys. Now practically all the sheep coming north are Pete Lowney's (I found that out from the Maoris). He rarely sends less than five or six thousand. How I managed to get hold of the sheep I am telling no one, but every one I obtained was, I considered, so much off the £5,000. Had things not gone wrong I would have continued until I had the whole of the swindled money from him.”
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O'Brien was dumbfounded and for a moment could say nothing. At last he ejaculated: “Well, Monty, me boy, forgive me!”

        
“There's nothing to forgive. I was the fool for taking it on. I have not said a word to anyone about the bet, because it looked as if I was excusing myself, and it also entailed too much explanation. The only two people I have told of the wretched business, but without mentioning the bet, are Jim Jeffreys and Mabel Chadwick.”

        
* * *

        
About a month had passed when
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Monty received a letter from Rex to say Jim's engagement to Mabel had been broken off. “What appears to be most strange,” wrote Rex in his letter, “is that nobody seems hurt about it. In fact, Mabel seems jollier than ever. I think, however, both have leanings in other directions. You will, I'm sure, congratulate me on my engagement to Phil. There are only two outcasts now—Mabel and you—and I don't think that is Mabel's fault. Everything is going on all right. I hate your beastly pigs. There are no more cull sheep about and the brutes eat about ten loads of turnips a day. Unless I can fatten about half of them off there won't be many swedes for the lambing season. Mother is well, but thinks there is something mysterious about your being away so long. By the way, Jim, Hilda and Mabel will be paying you a visit in the near future.”

        
Monty read Rex's letter with a feeling akin to joy! To think that he would soon see Mabel and that she was free! Then the sheep business obtruded. How could he ask her to share a name besmirched with the odium of felony. Yet, strangely enough, no one seemed to shun him. His friends were just the same and his business was thriving.

        
Oh! well, things must just take their course. If Mabel showed that she cared for him it would be with her eyes open. No one could ever tell what time the 
Dawn would arrive, so when an unexpected knock at the door interrupted Monty and O'Brien in the middle ofa game of chess, the sound of voices accompanied by further vigorous knocks told Monty that his Valley friends had arrived.

        
Surprise and pleasure rendered him almost speechless, but he managed to stammer out: “Welcome to you all,” but his eyes caught and held Mabel's.

        
O'Brien stood up as Monty ushered the visitors in.

        
“You have all met Mr. O'Brien, I think,” said Monty.

        
“Yes. I think I called you little Jim, you the saucy Miss Hilda, and you Miss Sobersides, Miss Chadwick. Don't stand gaping at your visitors, Monty! They'll be in need of tea and will want to get their things off. Where's that estimable housekeeper of yours?”

        
* * *

        
The week sped by only too quickly, The last evening they spent at Monty's and interest was centred on Jim's and Hilda's coming wedding.

        
“You're a good organiser, O'Brien. What would you suggest?”

        
“Sure it's an honour you're bestowing on me. O'Brien, a confirmed bachelor, called upon to help in arranging the suicide of two young people—a climax which they generally arrange themselves!”

        
“We didn't ask you to arrange it. We asked for a suggestion, Mr. O'Brien!” cried Mabel.

        
“Well, begorra! I would suggest that I take Jim's place.” At this there was a general laugh.

        
“Would you not be taking a big risk?” asked Mabel.
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“Oh, I don't mind a gamble now and again,” O'Brien answered, winking at Monty. “Anyhow, what do you say to this? Rex and Phil are contemplating suicide also, so why not have them do the deed the same day as Jim and Hilda? Charter the P.S. 
Cynthia to take all your friends, including William O'Brien, and the clergyman. Be married at one of the homes of your childhood; have a real old rosy time and return to Auckland the following day?”

        
“Al at Lloyds,” shouted Jim.

        
“Then when you get home put it to the parents,” O'Brien went on. “If they are agreeable write to Monty and he will fix things up at this end.”

        
It was a hard time for Monty. He was doing his best not to take advantage of the many times he and Mabel had been left by themselves. He endeavoured to conceal his feelings and succeeded fairly well, but when Mabel asked him if he would miss them, he answered that he wished she would stay once and for all.

        
At this Mabel caught his hand in both of hers and Monty thereupon covered them with kisses, but just then O'Brien put in an appearance. “You two are wanted in the drawing room,” he said.

        
Mabel, her face rosy red, made an excuse to stop and talk to O'Brien. “Well, Miss Mabel, it is an honour you're paying me?”

        
“I want you to look after Monty. He is getting thin, and he is not quite the Monty of old.” (Cont. on p. 
46).

        
As a man grows older his tastes usually change and things that formerly appealed to him somehow lose their attraction. He may, perchance, have cherished ambitions, dreamed dreams; or been keen on sport, the theatre, travel, reading, social intercourse. But when he enters upon the “sere and yellow leaf” stage of existence, he seldom cares much for “any of these things.” There is, however, a taste that once acquired, rarely deserts any man—his love of his pipe, frequently as greatly relished at eighty as it was at five-and-twenty. Unfortunately, however, many tobaccos are so full of nicotine they're unsafe to smoke at any age! The purest of all are the toasted ones—Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), Cavendish, Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold, which largely freed of nicotine by toasting (the manufacturers’ marvellous and unique process), are simply unequalled for flavour, bouquet, and the power to soothe and solace so highly appreciated by smokers. Buy any of the brands enumerated and you'll avoid rubbishy imitations. The genuine toasted can't be imitated.
*


        


        
“By my faith I will, for its partly my fault that he's in this town at all. If I should be after telling you why, you must keep it to your sweet self.”

        
So O'Brien told Mabel all about the bet and the way Pete Lowney had swindled Monty's father of £5,000, the loss of which had partly been the cause of Carden senior's death, and that when Monty saw an opportunity to get even with him he adopted the method which had caused all the trouble.

        
“So that is the way you lure your country cousins to destruction! But I'm very glad you told me, and you are quite forgiven,” said Mabel.

        
“Then forgive Monty, too, Miss Mabel.”

        
“He has been forgiven a long time ago, Mr. O'Brien, though after all there was not much to forgive, yet it was the most hideously foolish venture I ever heard of, and you might have had Monty in jail for ten or fifteen years. That would have been a nice ending to one of the finest men that ever lived.”

        
* * *

        
Monty had little chance of following up his advances to Mabel. His last words to her before the boat left were, “Please write to me, Mabel. I shall know by your letters what the world has opened up for me.”

        
“Never fear, old boy,” Mabel answered as the 
Dawn cast off. She stood in the stern and waved until he was out of sight.

        
The following week Monty received a letter from Mabel. It was very short but it made Monty's heart beat for joy.

        
“Dear Monty,” it ran. “I'm afraid of being the one old maid in Valley Road and suggest that another couple be added to Mr. O'Brien's list and one who will require the services of a clergyman also. It will save expense and take half an hour longer. Ever yours, Mabel.”

        
“P.S.—Tell Mr. O'Brien that all the parents have fallen in with the idea he suggested. He is to invite twenty-five ladies and ditto gentlemen, including the minister. We will send the names of the lady friends, and Jim and yourself are to invite the gentlemen. There will be a spring tide three weeks from to-day, so the boat will be able to come right up to the landing. The visitor I want most of all is a gentleman who is named Monty Carden.”

        

The End.
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West Coast Scene.
          

          

            
I saw the sea lean like a lovely girl, Her cheek against the land's maternal


            
breast


            
(Her smooth green cheek against that


            
golden breast).


            
And as she lay, her cool white feet


            
were pressed


            
Into the gleaming sandals of the sand,


            
While lupins dripped their honey in


            
her hair,


            
And grave gulls chained her whitely


            
to blue air …


            
And she slept on, abandoned to her


            
rest,


            
Like some young lovely girl of languid


            
grace


            
Who feels the sun upon her sea-green


            
eyes,


            
The fingers of the wind upon her face.
            —
Una Auld.
          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            

Invasion.
          

          

            
Must this war be?


            
And must we die so soon?


            
Must I go from you, leaving you


            
alone? …


            
Soon spring will bloom, but not for


            
you or me—


            
We will not see the sunlight at high


            
noon


            
Lighting the straight and gallant daffodils,


            
Nor stand together on the windy


            
hills… .


            
When we are gone, the sun will shine


            
the same


            
Joyous and gay: still will the moon


            
be cold.


            
But done for us is youth's sweet


            
thoughtless game,


            
Nor shall we know the peace of growing old.
            —
Stuart McCrae.
          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            

Here In This Lovely Place.
          

          

            
Here in this lovely place


            
Day breaks in music, the long fields lie


            
Friendly, and calm through the careful


            
rows


            
Of trees, like cool green flames that


            
pierce


            
The slow blue splendour of the sky.


            
And here the people know


            
The soft, kind speech of the simple


            
grass;


            
They walk their ways with the tall


            
straight trees;


            
And their songs are tuned to the sky's


            
blue dream


            
Where the silent white clouds stray


            
and pass.


            
Here in this lovely place


            
The white stars steal within your


            
breast


            
When day shuts softly like a flower.


            
Here surely may the young men find


            
Their dreams again: the old men, rest.
            —
A. J. Diprose.
          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            

Piha Beach.
          

          

            
We shall be home in the warm bed


            
soon, our lips will be crushed in


            
sleep;


            
But the wide grey mouth of this


            
beaten beach will be gaping to the


            
deep.


            
We shall be wrapped in peace and


            
love, we shall have food


            
and rest;


            
But you, O sand, are you tired, tired,


            
of the cold waves on your breast?


            
When the hurrying darkness frightens


            
day, there'll be dreams to close our


            
eyes;


            
But the weary shore is awake all


            
night for her vigil with the skies.


            
While the dull mist falls to hide the


            
sun we are going to warmth and


            
rest …


            
And the hungry beach is left alone,


            
with the cold waves on her breast.
            —
Betty Carr Rollett.
          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            

Elusive Thoughts.
          

          

            
Now summer braids her hair with


            
flowers


            
And through the meadow grass


            
Bright butterflies about my feet


            
Fly startled as I pass.


            
And in my mind a thousand thoughts—


            
Dream-shadows, half revealed—


            
Flit by like souls of butterflies


            
Across a moonlit field.


            
But never can my eager hand


            
Arrest them as they stray;


            
They flutter just beyond my reach,


            
And then—they fly away.
            —
Jean H. Mather.
          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            

Hole In The Wall.
          

          

            
Gold ran our dripping oar-blades


            
And swirled gold pools behind;


            
Gold was our wavering, shining wake


            
That trailed us like a jewelled snake;


            
Gold the sun's pathway on the lake.


            
In glory all combined.


            
Before our prow black ramparts


            
Of tall cliffs starkly rose;


            
Blocked the bright sky, cast shadow


            
down,


            
Leapt to one darkly-jutting crown—


            
A pinnacle whose glooming frown


            
Bade further passage close.


            
And you said—young Moana


            
Whose eyes the sun perplexed—


            
You said we should not longer steer


            
Our boat's course toward those ramparts


            
sheer—


            
Ramparts that towered nearer—near,


            
Whose feet the white surf vexed.


            
The lake, it seemed, was ended;


            
All we could do was turn;


            
When straight before our dazzled eyes


            
The cliffs fell back, and hidden-wise


            
Opened a gate for our surprise—


            
A gateway hung with fern.


            
So quietly we floated


            
The oars’ dip was too loud.


            
We floated through, and then there lay


            
And sought our gaze for miles away


            
Another lake as fair as day,


            
Dream-fair as any cloud.
            —
Phillis Garrard Rowley (Bermuda Islands).
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I saw the sea lean like a lovely girl, Her cheek against the land's maternal


            
breast


            
(Her smooth green cheek against that


            
golden breast).


            
And as she lay, her cool white feet


            
were pressed


            
Into the gleaming sandals of the sand,


            
While lupins dripped their honey in


            
her hair,


            
And grave gulls chained her whitely


            
to blue air …


            
And she slept on, abandoned to her


            
rest,


            
Like some young lovely girl of languid


            
grace


            
Who feels the sun upon her sea-green


            
eyes,


            
The fingers of the wind upon her face.
            —
Una Auld.
          

          
* * *
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Invasion.
          

          

            
Must this war be?


            
And must we die so soon?


            
Must I go from you, leaving you


            
alone? …


            
Soon spring will bloom, but not for


            
you or me—


            
We will not see the sunlight at high


            
noon


            
Lighting the straight and gallant daffodils,


            
Nor stand together on the windy


            
hills… .


            
When we are gone, the sun will shine


            
the same


            
Joyous and gay: still will the moon


            
be cold.


            
But done for us is youth's sweet


            
thoughtless game,


            
Nor shall we know the peace of growing old.
            —
Stuart McCrae.
          

          
* * *
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Here in this lovely place


            
Day breaks in music, the long fields lie


            
Friendly, and calm through the careful


            
rows


            
Of trees, like cool green flames that


            
pierce


            
The slow blue splendour of the sky.


            
And here the people know


            
The soft, kind speech of the simple


            
grass;


            
They walk their ways with the tall


            
straight trees;


            
And their songs are tuned to the sky's


            
blue dream


            
Where the silent white clouds stray


            
and pass.


            
Here in this lovely place


            
The white stars steal within your


            
breast


            
When day shuts softly like a flower.


            
Here surely may the young men find


            
Their dreams again: the old men, rest.
            —
A. J. Diprose.
          

          
* * *

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 13, Issue 2 (May 2, 1938.)

Piha Beach



          

            

Piha Beach.
          

          

            
We shall be home in the warm bed


            
soon, our lips will be crushed in


            
sleep;


            
But the wide grey mouth of this


            
beaten beach will be gaping to the


            
deep.


            
We shall be wrapped in peace and


            
love, we shall have food


            
and rest;


            
But you, O sand, are you tired, tired,


            
of the cold waves on your breast?


            
When the hurrying darkness frightens


            
day, there'll be dreams to close our


            
eyes;


            
But the weary shore is awake all


            
night for her vigil with the skies.


            
While the dull mist falls to hide the


            
sun we are going to warmth and


            
rest …


            
And the hungry beach is left alone,


            
with the cold waves on her breast.
            —
Betty Carr Rollett.
          

          
* * *
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Elusive Thoughts.
          

          

            
Now summer braids her hair with


            
flowers


            
And through the meadow grass


            
Bright butterflies about my feet


            
Fly startled as I pass.


            
And in my mind a thousand thoughts—


            
Dream-shadows, half revealed—


            
Flit by like souls of butterflies


            
Across a moonlit field.


            
But never can my eager hand


            
Arrest them as they stray;


            
They flutter just beyond my reach,


            
And then—they fly away.
            —
Jean H. Mather.
          

          
* * *
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Hole In The Wall.
          

          

            
Gold ran our dripping oar-blades


            
And swirled gold pools behind;


            
Gold was our wavering, shining wake


            
That trailed us like a jewelled snake;


            
Gold the sun's pathway on the lake.


            
In glory all combined.


            
Before our prow black ramparts


            
Of tall cliffs starkly rose;


            
Blocked the bright sky, cast shadow


            
down,


            
Leapt to one darkly-jutting crown—


            
A pinnacle whose glooming frown


            
Bade further passage close.


            
And you said—young Moana


            
Whose eyes the sun perplexed—


            
You said we should not longer steer


            
Our boat's course toward those ramparts


            
sheer—


            
Ramparts that towered nearer—near,


            
Whose feet the white surf vexed.


            
The lake, it seemed, was ended;


            
All we could do was turn;


            
When straight before our dazzled eyes


            
The cliffs fell back, and hidden-wise


            
Opened a gate for our surprise—


            
A gateway hung with fern.


            
So quietly we floated


            
The oars’ dip was too loud.


            
We floated through, and then there lay


            
And sought our gaze for miles away


            
Another lake as fair as day,


            
Dream-fair as any cloud.
            —
Phillis Garrard Rowley (Bermuda Islands).
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Among the Books

 A Literary Page or Two
          
        

        
(
By “

Shibli Bagarag.”)

        

          

I Have followed with interest a series of short articles in an Australian magazine giving the opinion of writers as to which are the twelve best Australian books. It would be interesting to apply the test to New Zealand literature. Bearing in mind that such a selection must be almost one hundred per cent. New Zealand, I would make the following choice: Samuel Butler's “Erewhon,” Guthrie Smith's “Tutira,” Eileen Duggan's Poems, Pember Reeves’ “Long White Cloud,” Elsdon Best's “The Maori,” Johannes Anderson's “Maori Life In Aotea,” Beagle-hole's “New Zealand, A Short History,” Cowan's “New Zealand Wars,” Buick's “Treaty of Waitangi,” Sat-chell's “Greenstone Door,” O. N. Gillespie's “Anthology of New Zealand Short Stories,” Quentin Pope's anthology, “Kowhai Gold.”

          
* * *

          
The awards in “Art in New Zealand's” annual short story competition are announced in the latest issue of that publication. The first prize goes to Miss Marguerite W. Crook's entertaining story, “Christmas Number,” and two other stories by Una Craig and Eve Langley are highly commended. In making the awards the editor of the quarterly remarks that in quality and quantity the entries are disappointing. “Our authors do not exactly lack opportunities to prove their worth,” he adds. “Even if the local market is not all it might be—and it could be worse—there is scope across the Tasman for those with the requisite talent. There is “The Bulletin,” for example, which is on the look out for good short stories, for which it pays well. How many New Zealanders have recently found a way into ‘The Bulletin'? The answer leaves us with a feeling of melan-choly.”
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There is featured in this latest issue of “Art in New Zealand” the art of Olivia Spencer Bower, two beautiful colour blocks and several in black and white being reproduced. The literary side is strong and includes an admirable essay by Stuart Perry on “Broadcasting as a Form of Artistic Expression.”

          
* * *

          
One of my readers wants to know which is the world's greatest news-paper. In sales and gross revenue I believe the honour rests with the London “Daily Express.” A recent audit disclosed a net sale of 2,389,532 sales per day. The Chicago “Tribune” is about next in the field.

          
* * *

          
A retired Wellington bookseller, Mr. H. W. McCarthy, was telling me recently that a long time ago he had the privilege of serving Mark Twain. He asked the famous author which of his books he considered the best. Mark Twain replied: “The one that brings me in the most money.”

          
* * *

          
There has been much protest lately over the manner in which the surface of Robert Louis Stevenson's tomb on Vaea Hill, Samoa, has been disfigured by tourists, many of whom have scarred the surface with their initials and names. We may now revise Stevenson's famous epitaph in fashion following:—
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A bookplate designed by G. McAuslan, a young Dunedin artist now in Sydney.


          

          
Under the wide and starry sky

          

            
Dig on my grave with bulging eye:


            
Carve on it deeply—eight inches high,


            
And flay my tomb as you will.


            
This be the worst, you grave o'er


            
me:


            
Here he lies—would he long to be,


            
Tortured by tourists from o'er the


            
sea,


            
A mere visitors’ book on the hill?
          

          
* * *

          
Years ago Tom Bracken's famous poem “Not Understood” was frequently heard in public by local and visiting elocutionists. It was a favourite item of Mel. B. Spurr's, and later of Blas-check's. The late Sir James Carroll did full justice to it in that fine rich dramatic voice of his. Probably no other poem originating from this land has achieved such world-wide celebrity. It was first printed, I think, in one of Bracken's early books of collected verse, “Lays of the Land of the Maori and Moa.” I have a copy of this book, an interesting feature of which is a printer's error which makes the last line of the poem read “Not Understood” instead of “And Understood.”

          
* * *

          
There is a grimly humorous story attached to this month's book plate. The present owner of the plate was about to go into hospital for a rather serious operation. The last letter he opened on the day before the operation contained some copies of this fearsome looking plate. One can imagine his concern, for the plate arrived unexpectedly. It was unasked—unsought. G. McAuslan, the artist, confessed later that he had designed it “just by way of a pleasant surprise”!

          
* * *

          
What is one to do in a case like this? Years ago I gave to a friend of mine a first edition of Conrad's “Victory.” A year or two later as he was short of funds he sold the same book to me, forgetting evidently that I gave it to him in the first place. Although I had not inscribed the book
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I had no difficulty in recognising it as my original copy. Quite recently I heard that my friend was re-building his library. I re-gave the book to him, and to give it’ its true sentimental value I inscribed its history on the fly leaf. A few days ago I received an indignant letter from him stating that I had never given him the book in the first place—that he had bought it in Sydney for 10/-!

        

        

          

            
Reviews.
          

          
I had heard of a striking short novel entitled “Gentleman Overboard,” attracting praise from English reviewers. The opportunity of reading it came my way through a cheap Australian edition published by Angus & Robertson. The author, Herbert Clyde Lewis, has certainly written something vital and unusual. “When Henry Preston Standish fell headlong into the Pacific Ocean the sun was just rising on the eastern horizon”—this is the arresting opening sentence. Standish is an arch egoist, and decides that he really will not drown and that the ship will return to pick him up. Instead the vessel diminishes into a speck on the horizon and then into nothingness, and still Standish believes in his rescue. The author analyses the thoughts of those aboard, who are unaware of their fellow passenger's tragic plight and yet are wondering over his nonappearance on deck. We return to Standish and witness his thoughts and his actions as he waits in the watery waste for his rescue. We learn of his whole life as the boat journeys further and further from him. After several hours it is discovered that Standish has fallen overboard and the boat turns about. Once more we rejoin the waiting Standish. It is all so exciting and so terribly pathetic, and then comes that final amazing chapter.

          
* * *

          
“John,” by Irene Baird (Angus & Robertson, Sydney) is the most wholesome novel I have read this year. If you are tired of the cloying sweetness of sentimental novels, the sickening surplusage of sex stories, or the too exciting murder mystery, then take up this story of simple serenity, of indefinable charm, and it will be as refreshing as a drink from a snow fed mountain brook. John is one of three brothers who is not content to join in the family business that has endured for generations. He cares not to steep his soul in sordid commercialism and travels abroad to British Columbia to find perfect contentment on the land—his own farm. His peace of mind is threatened by the love of one whom he may not marry, but his character is equal to the occasion. Tragedy intrudes in another chapter, but once more his great spirit conquers, and so we come to the final chapter with the wonderful fall of the curtain. It is hard to describe this book, but my advice is brief and emphatic—read it.

          
* * *

          
“A Book of Famous Dogs,” by Albert Payson Terhune (Angus and Robertson, Sydney) is an Australian edition of a book by a famous American dog lover. Here he gives us a collection of remarkable stories of the great dogs of the ages. Few writers have been so wrapped up in their subject as Albert Terhune, and few readers will finish this book without wanting to possess a dog of their own, that is if they have not one already. Chapter one deals with dogs of ancient days. The Athenian dandy Alcibiades bobbed the tail of his famous dog so that he might escape ostracism. Alexander the Great erected a glittering temple to the memory of his pet dog. Then we are told of the dogs of kings, of authors, of ghost dogs and dogs of the stage. A few of the dog stories are as tall as fish stories, but all the same they stretch into interesting yarns. One or two might annoy people, particularly the supposed story of the dog that brought about the Reformation! Nevertheless, the book must go on the shelves of most dog lovers as one of the most interesting canine anthologies ever compiled.

          
* * *

          
Whitcombe & Tombs have issued a useful little booklet entitled “Camp Cooking.” The publication is sponsored by the Girl Guides’ Association, but the information will prove valuable to scouts, trampers, motor campers and everybody who loves to make a temporary home under Nature's ample roof.

          
* * *
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There is featured in this latest issue of “Art in New Zealand” the art of Olivia Spencer Bower, two beautiful colour blocks and several in black and white being reproduced. The literary side is strong and includes an admirable essay by Stuart Perry on “Broadcasting as a Form of Artistic Expression.”
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One of my readers wants to know which is the world's greatest news-paper. In sales and gross revenue I believe the honour rests with the London “Daily Express.” A recent audit disclosed a net sale of 2,389,532 sales per day. The Chicago “Tribune” is about next in the field.
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A retired Wellington bookseller, Mr. H. W. McCarthy, was telling me recently that a long time ago he had the privilege of serving Mark Twain. He asked the famous author which of his books he considered the best. Mark Twain replied: “The one that brings me in the most money.”
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Dig on my grave with bulging eye:


            
Carve on it deeply—eight inches high,


            
And flay my tomb as you will.


            
This be the worst, you grave o'er


            
me:


            
Here he lies—would he long to be,


            
Tortured by tourists from o'er the


            
sea,


            
A mere visitors’ book on the hill?
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Years ago Tom Bracken's famous poem “Not Understood” was frequently heard in public by local and visiting elocutionists. It was a favourite item of Mel. B. Spurr's, and later of Blas-check's. The late Sir James Carroll did full justice to it in that fine rich dramatic voice of his. Probably no other poem originating from this land has achieved such world-wide celebrity. It was first printed, I think, in one of Bracken's early books of collected verse, “Lays of the Land of the Maori and Moa.” I have a copy of this book, an interesting feature of which is a printer's error which makes the last line of the poem read “Not Understood” instead of “And Understood.”
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There is a grimly humorous story attached to this month's book plate. The present owner of the plate was about to go into hospital for a rather serious operation. The last letter he opened on the day before the operation contained some copies of this fearsome looking plate. One can imagine his concern, for the plate arrived unexpectedly. It was unasked—unsought. G. McAuslan, the artist, confessed later that he had designed it “just by way of a pleasant surprise”!
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What is one to do in a case like this? Years ago I gave to a friend of mine a first edition of Conrad's “Victory.” A year or two later as he was short of funds he sold the same book to me, forgetting evidently that I gave it to him in the first place. Although I had not inscribed the book
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I had no difficulty in recognising it as my original copy. Quite recently I heard that my friend was re-building his library. I re-gave the book to him, and to give it’ its true sentimental value I inscribed its history on the fly leaf. A few days ago I received an indignant letter from him stating that I had never given him the book in the first place—that he had bought it in Sydney for 10/-!
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Reviews.
          

          
I had heard of a striking short novel entitled “Gentleman Overboard,” attracting praise from English reviewers. The opportunity of reading it came my way through a cheap Australian edition published by Angus & Robertson. The author, Herbert Clyde Lewis, has certainly written something vital and unusual. “When Henry Preston Standish fell headlong into the Pacific Ocean the sun was just rising on the eastern horizon”—this is the arresting opening sentence. Standish is an arch egoist, and decides that he really will not drown and that the ship will return to pick him up. Instead the vessel diminishes into a speck on the horizon and then into nothingness, and still Standish believes in his rescue. The author analyses the thoughts of those aboard, who are unaware of their fellow passenger's tragic plight and yet are wondering over his nonappearance on deck. We return to Standish and witness his thoughts and his actions as he waits in the watery waste for his rescue. We learn of his whole life as the boat journeys further and further from him. After several hours it is discovered that Standish has fallen overboard and the boat turns about. Once more we rejoin the waiting Standish. It is all so exciting and so terribly pathetic, and then comes that final amazing chapter.
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“John,” by Irene Baird (Angus & Robertson, Sydney) is the most wholesome novel I have read this year. If you are tired of the cloying sweetness of sentimental novels, the sickening surplusage of sex stories, or the too exciting murder mystery, then take up this story of simple serenity, of indefinable charm, and it will be as refreshing as a drink from a snow fed mountain brook. John is one of three brothers who is not content to join in the family business that has endured for generations. He cares not to steep his soul in sordid commercialism and travels abroad to British Columbia to find perfect contentment on the land—his own farm. His peace of mind is threatened by the love of one whom he may not marry, but his character is equal to the occasion. Tragedy intrudes in another chapter, but once more his great spirit conquers, and so we come to the final chapter with the wonderful fall of the curtain. It is hard to describe this book, but my advice is brief and emphatic—read it.
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“Shibli” Listens In.
        

        
I hear that splendid sales are being made of Beau Shiel's “Caesar of the Skies.”

        
Nelle Scanlan's next book, due here shortly, is entitled “A Guest of Life.” It tells of two Englishmen who set out for New Zealand in search of fortune and adventure.
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Heartburn Kept Him Awake
        

        

He Was Afraid to Eat.
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Until Kruschen Ended His Indigestion.

        
What a worry he must have been to his wife! No food agreed with him. Acid indigestion made him positively wretched. In this letter, his wife tells how she found a way to end his trouble:—

        
“My husband developed a wretched form of acidity,” she writes. “Meals were a misery to him. He could not sleep for heartburn. His eyes were baggy, and nights without sleep played havoc with his nerves. Business kept him from home a great deal, which meant that I could not help him to get over his complaint. But, when he did get a spell at home, I gave him Kruschen Salts. I was amazed at the results obtained from three large bottles. That weary look left his face, and his indigestion gradually disappeared. He eats supper now—a thing I never knew him do before. It is a treat to hear him say, ‘I'm hungry.’ It seems too good to be true. He takes the ‘little daily dose’ of Kruschen now, and he will keep on taking it.“—(Mrs.) K.M.E.

        
Consider for a moment the cause of your indigestion. Your internal organs have lost tone, and your gastric—or digestive—juices are failing to flow freely. Your food, instead of being digested is stagnating in your stomach and intestinal tract, and producing harmful poisons. The immediate effect of the six salts in Kruschen is to promote a natural flow of the digestive and other vital juices of the body. Soon after you start on Kruschen, you will find that you are able to enjoy your food without any distressing after-effects. And as you persevere with the “little daily dose,” you will see that the relief which Kruschen brings is 
lasting relief.

        
Kruschen Salts is obtainable at all Chemists and Stores at 2/3 per bottle.
*
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Leading New Zealand Newspapers.
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Leading New Zealand Newspapers—
Continued.

        

        
— When you think of the richest wheat and wool district in New Zealand

        
— You think of 
South Canterbury


        
— and 
The Timaru Herald that circulates to 97% of the people of South Canterbury.
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The Magic Island

 Chapter I.

 The Crazy Cottage.
        

        
(
By 

Nellie E. Donovan.)

        
“It does look funny, I wonder what we could call it?” said Barbara, a merry-eyed little girl of seven with a mop of fair curls, as they sat on the lawn underneath the tree in the garden of their large white two-storied house in a seaside town in New Zealand.

        
“I know!” exclaimed Michael, her brother of eight, jumping to his feet, his brown eyes alight with excitement, “Let's call it the Crazy Cottage!”

        
“Oh, yes!” exclaimed Barbara, clapping her hands excitedly,” that's exactly what it looks like!”

        
Barbara and Michael were talking about a queer little cottage which had recently been built on the edge of a cliff overlooking the sea. It had four box-like rooms and one window which, instead of being in the side of the wall as in most houses, was right in the middle of the roof, very much like a skylight. The cottage was painted a bright yellow and the tiny door was painted green. There was a little twisted chimney and tied to it was a queer striped flag of many colours which fluttered in the breeze. At the back of the cottage on a long pole was a balloon shaped liked a sausage. Such balloons are often to be seen at aerodromes. They tell the pilots of aeroplanes which way the wind is blowing and so enable them to land safely.

        
This queer little cottage had been built in one night. One day the cliff had been bare and the next morning when the children had passed on their way to school, the cottage was there. The children had rubbed their eyes in amazement; it couldn't be true—but it was—the cottage was real. Throughout the day at school, the little boys and girls had chattered about the cottage, and so Barbara and Michael after school that day sat on the lawn and tried to think of a suitable name to give it.

        
“Let's go and tell June and Peter we've thought of a name,” said Michael.

        
June and Peter were twins of eight years of age who lived in the house next door, their father being the small township's only doctor.

        
There was a hole in the fence between the houses, made by the children by the simple method of pulling two palings out. And so through this hole, Barbara and Michael went into the garden next door. June and Peter were enjoying themselves on their swing.

        
“I say” shouted Michael, “I've thought of a name.”

        
“Poof!” said Peter standing on the seat of the swing behind his sister and soaring high into the sky. “So have we! A long time ago! We've thought of the Windowless Cottage. What's yours?”

        
“Ours is better'n that! The Crazy Cottage!” shouted Michael up to him.

        
Peter brought the swing gradually to a stop. “The Crazy Cottage!” he exclaimed scornfully, “Of course, it's crazy!” he laughed.
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“That's why it should be called crazy,” said Michael.

        
“It shouldn't!” shouted Peter, jumping off the swing and coming over to Michael, the light of battle in his eyes. “We're going to call it the Windowless Cottage, see?”

        
“You can,” said Michael, “We're going to call it the Crazy Cottage. That's a better name!”

        
“'Tisn't!” exclaimed Peter.

        
“'Tis!” said Michael.

        
“I'll fight you,” said Peter rolling up the sleeves of his jersey.

        
“Come on,” jeered Michael, “I can lick you!”

        
But the fight did not take place for at that moment, Peter's mother, who had been watching the scene from a top window of the house, sang out, “Peter! Peter! Stop it at once! Come inside I want to talk to you.”

        
Reluctantly, Peter unclenched his fists he had ready for battle. “Ah, gee!” he exclaimed as he began to walk over to the house. Half-way across the lawn, he stopped, “I'll fight you at school to-morrow,'” he said.

        
“Peter! You'll do nothing of the kind,” called his mother.

        
“We're going to find out who lives in the cottage,” Michael sang out after him.

        
“Ya! You can!” was Peter's comment as he disappeared inside the house.

        
“Come on, Barbara, let's go to the cottage, now,” said Michael and he darted through the hole in the fence with Barbara following on his heels.

        
“We'd better hurry, before it gets too dark,” said Barbara.

        
It was not a very long walk to the cottage. When Barbara and Michael arrived, there was no sign of life.

        
“Let's knock,” whispered Barbara as they stood outside the door debating what to do.

        
“What shall we do, then?” asked Michael.
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“To whoever opens the door, we'll say, ‘excuse me, but are you the person who built this funny cottage?'”

        
“Do you think we ought to say 
funny cottage?”

        
“Well, just say cottage, then.”

        
“All right, you knock,” said Michael.

        
But Barbara did not have a chance to knock for at that moment, the door opened and on the doorstep stood a funny little man. His head was shiny and bald, except for one piece of hair which stood up straight on top. He wore green spectacles perched on a long, crooked nose. A red handkerchief was tied round his neck in place of a necktie. His suit was green with age and his shoes, well, the children's eyes nearly popped out when they saw them. They were the largest they had ever seen, being fully four feet in length and pointed at the toes.

        
“Did I hear you whispering?” he asked in a queer, cracked voice.

        
The children were too frightened to answer. “Did I hear you whispering?” he repeated.

        
At last Barbara found her voice, “Yes,” she answered timidly.

        
“Well, no one's allowed to whisper outside my door; they must speak up. Understand”

        
Barbara nodded. “Excuse me,” she asked hesitatingly. “But are—are you the person who built this funn—I mean —this cottage?”

        
“I am, and what's that got to do with you?”

        
“Nothing,” answered Barbara.

        
“Then if it's got nothing to do with you, what do you want to know for?”

        
“Well—you—see—we thought” began Michael.

        
The little man looked hard at Michael through his green spectacles. “Well, what did you think?”

        
“We think it's queer that this cottage should be put up in a night,” Michael blurted out.

        
“Oh, do you!” exclaimed the little man angrily. “And that's my business and no one else's. And I'm in a hurry. Good-day.” The green door slammed. The little man had gone.

        
The children stared at the door. “Gee!” exclaimed Michael. “Isn't he funny! What whoppers he had for shoes!”

        
“I don't like him,” said Barbara, looking around and shivering. “We'd better go. The sun is going down and it will soon be dark.”

        
The setting sun cast a red glow over the silver sea and the cottage. “You know,” said Michael, thoughtfully, as they walked homewards, “there is something queer about that little man.”

        
“We'll be able to tell Peter who lives there, anyhow,” said Barbara.

        
“But we don't know his name,” said Michael.

        
“Oh, let's invent one. “Let's call him—” Barbara thought for a minute, “I know! Mr. William Wiggins. I never liked William or Wiggins for a name and that just about fits him.”

        
“Oh, that sounds great!” said Michael. “Mr. William Wiggins of the Crazy Cottage!”

        
(
To be continued).
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Our Women's Section
            
          
        

        

          
By 

Helen.
        

        

          
Timely Notes and Useful Hints.



News From London


          
Retta, who when she left for London, promised to keep her eyes open for things of interest to me, has been as good as her word. I had quite a budget from her by airmail. The B.I.F. notes are “hot off the press.” I am also glad to be able to give here her impressions of Westminster.

        

        

          
British Industries Fair at Earl's Court and Olympia.

          
“Trade buyers are admitted during the day, and the general public crowds the fair at night. It is a far more dignified affair than our Winter Shows, as there are no amusement booths or barkers crying their wares.

          
“Well, the various sections were so large that I gave up all thought of ‘doing’ the affair in its entirety, and decided to walk briskly about at random, noting things that might be of interest.

          
“I went first through the furniture section. My impression is that very light finishes are not as popular as they have been. In bedroom furniture, the most beautiful designs were in walnut. Most suites seemed to include a man's dressing chest. For a boudoir, I saw a toilet table with mirrored top. The lid lifts up for use and discloses toilet accessories.

          
“The upholstered suites, many of them with a rather small chesterfield, showed the new ‘plume’ effect in the back padding. One suite had a semi-circular back shape in chesterfield and chairs, and wood was inset in the arms and base. Still another suite was of washable hide.

          
“I saw cocktail cabinets, almost of buffet size, of extravagant shapes and with elaborate glass fronts and interior fittings. Ugly things they were. So too could be the glass and metal light-shades simulating old lanterns if they were used in the wrong environment.

          
“Dining tables are interesting. One, when a leaf was opened, disclosed a cutlery box. The two leaves opened out with the underside, plain-surfaced so that it does not mark with hot dishes on top. There was some beautiful period furniture. I particularly like the Queen Anne suites with their graceful tables with rounded ends and two pedestal feet.

        

        

          
Fashions and Impressions.

          
“Upright pianos, by the way, are now much lower in height.

          
“Novelties were wooden fire screens with pictures on them formed from inlays of different woods (I have seen the same treatment on the walls of a restaurant). One buffet I saw had slots to hold such a picture. Other fire screens and kerbs were of chromium and coloured enamels. Wood, by the way, is being used again to frame wall mirrors. Period rooms may have elaborate gilt framed mirrors. Over a large marble fireplace in Upper Wimpole Street I saw a convex mirror with gilt rays surrounding it. Very beautiful in such a room as that, but unthinkable for a bungalow.

          
“To return to the B.I.F. Kitchen cabinets become more and more useful and elegant. The newest finish is mottled enamel. Cupboards are ventilated, and slide-out tables, bread-bins and vegetable racks are included as a matter of course.
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“In the fabrics section the choice was bewildering. The main effect, for summer, was of a profusion of gay floral designs.

          
“On one stand I saw a charming idea for bridesmaids—coatees and muffs made entirely of pink blossoms. A bride was dressed in white lace, with a six-inch tulle frill edging her trained gown.

          
“A ‘spectator sports’ model had rows of 11/2 inch pleats round the bust and short sleeves, round the hips and in a panel down the front of the skirt.

          
“Bathing suits are briefer and gayer. Some are woven in satin and lastex or in silk stockinette. One, in a gay printed cotton, was ruched down the middle front.

          
“I have seen charming designs in oiled silk for curtains, mackintoshes, umbrellas, table-covers, toilet and linen bags, etc. For your bathroom, imagine pale-green with silver and black seagulls; or, for your kitchen, your chosen shade spangled with silver stars.

          
“I was impressed by the large display of handbags. Most geometric shapes have been utilised for new designs in suede, patent, crocodile, shagreen, and woven fabrics.

          
“In the toy department emphasis is laid on occupational toys. Besides the metal outfits for building bridges, aircraft, etc., I saw wooden constructional sets which are fitted together with wooden pegs. The newst doll's pram is a dog or a teddy on wheels!”

        

        

          
Westminster.

          
“How I long to share with you dear people the delights of London! On paper it is impossible. I start to write and find that one place, one sight, one building can lead me on to hundreds of words which are yet inadequate. How then can I convey something of the greatest city in the world. It is as if, among the Crown jewels, I strove to describe one facet on the smallest diamond. But if such description can induce you to make all possible efforts



to come here yourselves, that is all I can hope to do.

          
“Come and stroll with me through the parks. We will leave St. James's Park, and, turning our backs on Trafalgar Square and the Nelson column, walk down Whitehall. We look curiously at the statute of Earl Haig and at the much-criticised raised front hoof of his steed. We see the Cenotaph, and try to imagine the crowds on Armistice Day. The brass helmets and the beautiful horses of the two sentries at the Horse Guards attract our eye. If it is II a.m., we will linger and watch the changing of the Guard. (Another day, if the Royal Family is in residence, we will go to watch the changing of the ‘guard at Buckingham Palace. If they are away, we must walk along to St. James's.) Of course, we step into the quietness of Downing Street, and gaze at the plain facade of No. 10. (Perhaps a policeman is chatting with a van-driver across the way.) Further down Whitehall on the left we pass the United Services Museum, housed in the former Banqueting Hall of Whitehall Palace, that very hall from which Charles I stepped to his death on the scaffold. Later we must go in and study the beautiful hall designed by Inezo Jones, and, by the aid of a special mirror, the nine glorious Rubens paintings on the ceiling.

          
“At the corner of Bridge Street we stand and gaze. Opposite stand Big Ben and the Houses of Parliament, much criticised for their mixed style of architecture, but to me giving a satisfying effect (especially from the river) of solidity, combined with serenity and grace, the result of the delicate stone work of the towers and Gothic window arches.

          
“From our corner we see St. Margaret's, since 1916 the parish church of the Dominions beyond the seas. Perhaps a striped awning to its door foreshadows a wedding this afternoon. Adjacent to St. Margaret's is the grey pile of Westminster Abbey. I had not known my heart could feel such reverence as when I first trod that floor whose slabs commemorate the great men, the flower and spiritual glory of our race. Don't pay a hurried visit to the Abbey, and don't go there the first time with a party and guides. Creep inside its grey walls at an uncrowded hour and move quietly about that holy place—even if God moves you not, the aspirations of men, the sadness and glory of human hope will move your heart with tears and pride.
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“Turn away now up Bridge Street to the left. We may stand on Westminster Bridge, gazing back at the Houses of Parliament, or studying the modern bulk of County Hall just across the bridge, or the huge pile of Shell-Mex House down the river in the distance. The tugs, with their dipping funnels as they pass under the bridge arches, and the black barges strung behind them, are part of the Thames scenery.

          
“But if the day be misty, shot with sun, come with me along the Embankment. Now look back at Westminster Bridge. To me, no bridge could be more beautiful. See how she seems to float over the water, her huge length fairy-like with that slight curve and the grace of her shadowed arches. It is here, at Westminster, that I feel I am really in London.”

        

        

          
Style Ideas for Winter.

          
Coats? Town coats, as I indicated last month, achieve distinction with fur. A girlish coat has a neat turn-down collar of flat fur. A flaring coat adds a fur bolero and another accents the swirling skirt with a band of fur. A coat in tabac brown has for collar a red-fox skin. In contrast is a redingote, furless. If the day is mild, wear a wool frock and a fur jacket with a swagger flare; or your frock may simulate a coatee by clever placing of bands of fur.

          
Frocks? For the office a wool frock with adjustable neckline, buttoned or zipped, and a neat skirt, probably with knee pleats. Change into velveteen with a contrast vest, or with a striped cravat and sash. “Better” frocks have the sash long and flowing and probably of two or three colours; or they introduce contrast in a very full front panel; or by colourful beading, perhaps banding the neckline and extending in panels down the sleeves. Some afternoon frocks show the “corselet” or “cuirass” effect by means of a wide inset band swathing the waist and hips.

          
For dancing? I prefer wide skirts for appearance and comfort, though slim, slit ones are just as fashionable. I saw a simple shirtfrock bodice allied to a very full skirt and inflated sleeves. Another, of different type, left the shoulders entirely bare; the bodice rose to a point at the base of the neck whence straps led to a deep V at the back.
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Health Notes.


Psychology in Nursing.

          
It is more or less an accepted fact that people who are physically ill are to some extent mentally ill also. The mind interacts so closely with the body that neither can be affected for good or ill without profoundly influencing the other.

          
This understanding will help us when the patient is particularly hard to deal with.

          
We all know that in health we cannot hope to understand everyone we meet from the same aspect, and how much more therefore is it necessary that we should realise this when dealing with sick people.

        

        

          
Rules for Convalescents.

          


	(1)
	
              Make your diet simple.
            


	(2)
	
              Do not attend social functions.
            


	(3)
	
              Spend as much time as possible in the open air. Sleep with windows open.
            


	(4)
	
              Avoid excitement.
            


	(5)
	
              Walk in moderation, avoid overexertion.
            


	(6)
	
              Drink an abundance of water. If there is any doubt as to its purity, boil before use.
            


        

        

          
The “Scrapbook.”

          
Much waste is incurred in cases where bottles containing spirits have once been opened and then recorked with corks which do not fit.

          
For 
Flavour….. and 
Economy


          

            
“
Roma”
          

          

            
The Dust-Freed
            
Tea
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Put a piece of toast at the bottom of the dish asparagus is served in and this will serve to soak up the water you have not been able to drain off completely.

          
* * *

          
To prevent boiled chicken going a nasty colour, rub it well with a cut lemon before cooking.

          
* * *

          
Autumn leaves gathered and preserved are useful for winter decorations when flowers are scarce. The leaves should be gathered when they have taken on their beautiful autumn tints. Use tall vases and put in equal quantities of cold water and glycerine arranging the leaves so that all the stems are in the liquid to a depth of three inches. Every day for the following six weeks add a little more glycerine.

          
* * *

        

        

          

Recipes.


Gravies and Savoury Sauces. Cheese Sauce.

          

            
Half pint vegetable stock, 2 tablespoons flour. Blend and cook for a few minutes. Add 3 ozs. grated cheese. Milk may be substituted for the vegetable stock.

          

          

            
Onion Sauce.

            
Cook one cup of grated onion in a little water. Blend 2 tablespoons melted butter with 2 ozs. flour. Add to onions, stirring well, and add 1/2 cup of milk.

          

        

        

          
Tomato and Cheese Sauce.

          

            
Cook cup of grated onion in a little water. Blend 2 tablespoons each of butter and flour. Add one cup tomato to the cooked onion, then the butter and flour. Cook together for a few minutes. Season and add a little cream or milk before serving.

          

          

            
Oyster Sauce.

            
One dozen oysters, 1/2 lb. melted butter, 6 drops lemon juice, 1 tablespoon cream, 1 level dessertspoon flour.

            
Remove the beards and simmer in half pint of milk for fifteen minutes to extract the flavour. Strain milk and make into melted butter sauce. Add lemon juice and oysters cut in two, and thoroughly heat, but do not boil.

          

          

            
Plain Sauce.

            
One oz. flour, 1 oz. butter, 1/2 pint milk, salt and pepper to taste.

            
Melt the butter, stir in flour, remove from stove and add liquid gradually. Cook for 5 minutes, stirring all the time.

          

          

            
Apple Sauce.

            
Four cooking apples, 2 tablespoons water, 1 tablespoon sugar, 1/2 tablespoon butter.

            
Peel, core and slice the apples, and place in a saucepan with water and butter. Stew to a pulp, add sugar and serve.

          

          

            
Brown Gravy.

            
Two ozs. flour, 2 ozs. butter, 1 onion, 1/2 pint stock or water, marmite.

            
Brown butter in pan, add and cook onion until quite brown, add flour, stirring gently, then stock or vegetable water. Cook well and keep well strained. Season and strain.

          

          

            
Curry Sauce.

            
One oz. butter, 1 oz. flour, seasoning, 1/2 pint milk or stock, 1 apple, 1 onion, 1 dessertspoon curry powder.

            
Melt the butter, saute the chopped apple and onion, stir in the flour and curry powder. Add the hot milk or stock, stir and simmer gently for ten minutes. Add seasoning.

          

          

            
Mint Sauce.

            
Two heaped tablespoons finely chopped mint leaves, 2 tablespoons sugar, 1 large cup vinegar.

            
Mix the vinegar and sugar. When this is dissolved stir in the mint. This will keep for weeks in a glass jar well corked.

          

          

            
Wholemeal Gravy Sauce.

            
Half pint strong vegetable stock, 2 tablespoons wholemeal flour, seasoning. Cook five minutes.
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Timely Notes and Useful Hints.



News From London


          
Retta, who when she left for London, promised to keep her eyes open for things of interest to me, has been as good as her word. I had quite a budget from her by airmail. The B.I.F. notes are “hot off the press.” I am also glad to be able to give here her impressions of Westminster.
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British Industries Fair at Earl's Court and Olympia.

          
“Trade buyers are admitted during the day, and the general public crowds the fair at night. It is a far more dignified affair than our Winter Shows, as there are no amusement booths or barkers crying their wares.

          
“Well, the various sections were so large that I gave up all thought of ‘doing’ the affair in its entirety, and decided to walk briskly about at random, noting things that might be of interest.

          
“I went first through the furniture section. My impression is that very light finishes are not as popular as they have been. In bedroom furniture, the most beautiful designs were in walnut. Most suites seemed to include a man's dressing chest. For a boudoir, I saw a toilet table with mirrored top. The lid lifts up for use and discloses toilet accessories.

          
“The upholstered suites, many of them with a rather small chesterfield, showed the new ‘plume’ effect in the back padding. One suite had a semi-circular back shape in chesterfield and chairs, and wood was inset in the arms and base. Still another suite was of washable hide.

          
“I saw cocktail cabinets, almost of buffet size, of extravagant shapes and with elaborate glass fronts and interior fittings. Ugly things they were. So too could be the glass and metal light-shades simulating old lanterns if they were used in the wrong environment.

          
“Dining tables are interesting. One, when a leaf was opened, disclosed a cutlery box. The two leaves opened out with the underside, plain-surfaced so that it does not mark with hot dishes on top. There was some beautiful period furniture. I particularly like the Queen Anne suites with their graceful tables with rounded ends and two pedestal feet.
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Fashions and Impressions.

          
“Upright pianos, by the way, are now much lower in height.

          
“Novelties were wooden fire screens with pictures on them formed from inlays of different woods (I have seen the same treatment on the walls of a restaurant). One buffet I saw had slots to hold such a picture. Other fire screens and kerbs were of chromium and coloured enamels. Wood, by the way, is being used again to frame wall mirrors. Period rooms may have elaborate gilt framed mirrors. Over a large marble fireplace in Upper Wimpole Street I saw a convex mirror with gilt rays surrounding it. Very beautiful in such a room as that, but unthinkable for a bungalow.

          
“To return to the B.I.F. Kitchen cabinets become more and more useful and elegant. The newest finish is mottled enamel. Cupboards are ventilated, and slide-out tables, bread-bins and vegetable racks are included as a matter of course.
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“In the fabrics section the choice was bewildering. The main effect, for summer, was of a profusion of gay floral designs.

          
“On one stand I saw a charming idea for bridesmaids—coatees and muffs made entirely of pink blossoms. A bride was dressed in white lace, with a six-inch tulle frill edging her trained gown.

          
“A ‘spectator sports’ model had rows of 11/2 inch pleats round the bust and short sleeves, round the hips and in a panel down the front of the skirt.

          
“Bathing suits are briefer and gayer. Some are woven in satin and lastex or in silk stockinette. One, in a gay printed cotton, was ruched down the middle front.

          
“I have seen charming designs in oiled silk for curtains, mackintoshes, umbrellas, table-covers, toilet and linen bags, etc. For your bathroom, imagine pale-green with silver and black seagulls; or, for your kitchen, your chosen shade spangled with silver stars.

          
“I was impressed by the large display of handbags. Most geometric shapes have been utilised for new designs in suede, patent, crocodile, shagreen, and woven fabrics.

          
“In the toy department emphasis is laid on occupational toys. Besides the metal outfits for building bridges, aircraft, etc., I saw wooden constructional sets which are fitted together with wooden pegs. The newst doll's pram is a dog or a teddy on wheels!”
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Westminster.

          
“How I long to share with you dear people the delights of London! On paper it is impossible. I start to write and find that one place, one sight, one building can lead me on to hundreds of words which are yet inadequate. How then can I convey something of the greatest city in the world. It is as if, among the Crown jewels, I strove to describe one facet on the smallest diamond. But if such description can induce you to make all possible efforts



to come here yourselves, that is all I can hope to do.

          
“Come and stroll with me through the parks. We will leave St. James's Park, and, turning our backs on Trafalgar Square and the Nelson column, walk down Whitehall. We look curiously at the statute of Earl Haig and at the much-criticised raised front hoof of his steed. We see the Cenotaph, and try to imagine the crowds on Armistice Day. The brass helmets and the beautiful horses of the two sentries at the Horse Guards attract our eye. If it is II a.m., we will linger and watch the changing of the Guard. (Another day, if the Royal Family is in residence, we will go to watch the changing of the ‘guard at Buckingham Palace. If they are away, we must walk along to St. James's.) Of course, we step into the quietness of Downing Street, and gaze at the plain facade of No. 10. (Perhaps a policeman is chatting with a van-driver across the way.) Further down Whitehall on the left we pass the United Services Museum, housed in the former Banqueting Hall of Whitehall Palace, that very hall from which Charles I stepped to his death on the scaffold. Later we must go in and study the beautiful hall designed by Inezo Jones, and, by the aid of a special mirror, the nine glorious Rubens paintings on the ceiling.

          
“At the corner of Bridge Street we stand and gaze. Opposite stand Big Ben and the Houses of Parliament, much criticised for their mixed style of architecture, but to me giving a satisfying effect (especially from the river) of solidity, combined with serenity and grace, the result of the delicate stone work of the towers and Gothic window arches.

          
“From our corner we see St. Margaret's, since 1916 the parish church of the Dominions beyond the seas. Perhaps a striped awning to its door foreshadows a wedding this afternoon. Adjacent to St. Margaret's is the grey pile of Westminster Abbey. I had not known my heart could feel such reverence as when I first trod that floor whose slabs commemorate the great men, the flower and spiritual glory of our race. Don't pay a hurried visit to the Abbey, and don't go there the first time with a party and guides. Creep inside its grey walls at an uncrowded hour and move quietly about that holy place—even if God moves you not, the aspirations of men, the sadness and glory of human hope will move your heart with tears and pride.
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“Turn away now up Bridge Street to the left. We may stand on Westminster Bridge, gazing back at the Houses of Parliament, or studying the modern bulk of County Hall just across the bridge, or the huge pile of Shell-Mex House down the river in the distance. The tugs, with their dipping funnels as they pass under the bridge arches, and the black barges strung behind them, are part of the Thames scenery.

          
“But if the day be misty, shot with sun, come with me along the Embankment. Now look back at Westminster Bridge. To me, no bridge could be more beautiful. See how she seems to float over the water, her huge length fairy-like with that slight curve and the grace of her shadowed arches. It is here, at Westminster, that I feel I am really in London.”
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Style Ideas for Winter.

          
Coats? Town coats, as I indicated last month, achieve distinction with fur. A girlish coat has a neat turn-down collar of flat fur. A flaring coat adds a fur bolero and another accents the swirling skirt with a band of fur. A coat in tabac brown has for collar a red-fox skin. In contrast is a redingote, furless. If the day is mild, wear a wool frock and a fur jacket with a swagger flare; or your frock may simulate a coatee by clever placing of bands of fur.

          
Frocks? For the office a wool frock with adjustable neckline, buttoned or zipped, and a neat skirt, probably with knee pleats. Change into velveteen with a contrast vest, or with a striped cravat and sash. “Better” frocks have the sash long and flowing and probably of two or three colours; or they introduce contrast in a very full front panel; or by colourful beading, perhaps banding the neckline and extending in panels down the sleeves. Some afternoon frocks show the “corselet” or “cuirass” effect by means of a wide inset band swathing the waist and hips.

          
For dancing? I prefer wide skirts for appearance and comfort, though slim, slit ones are just as fashionable. I saw a simple shirtfrock bodice allied to a very full skirt and inflated sleeves. Another, of different type, left the shoulders entirely bare; the bodice rose to a point at the base of the neck whence straps led to a deep V at the back.
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Health Notes.


Psychology in Nursing.

          
It is more or less an accepted fact that people who are physically ill are to some extent mentally ill also. The mind interacts so closely with the body that neither can be affected for good or ill without profoundly influencing the other.

          
This understanding will help us when the patient is particularly hard to deal with.

          
We all know that in health we cannot hope to understand everyone we meet from the same aspect, and how much more therefore is it necessary that we should realise this when dealing with sick people.
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Rules for Convalescents.

          


	(1)
	
              Make your diet simple.
            


	(2)
	
              Do not attend social functions.
            


	(3)
	
              Spend as much time as possible in the open air. Sleep with windows open.
            


	(4)
	
              Avoid excitement.
            


	(5)
	
              Walk in moderation, avoid overexertion.
            


	(6)
	
              Drink an abundance of water. If there is any doubt as to its purity, boil before use.
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The “Scrapbook.”

          
Much waste is incurred in cases where bottles containing spirits have once been opened and then recorked with corks which do not fit.

          
For 
Flavour….. and 
Economy
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Roma”
          

          

            
The Dust-Freed
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Put a piece of toast at the bottom of the dish asparagus is served in and this will serve to soak up the water you have not been able to drain off completely.

          
* * *

          
To prevent boiled chicken going a nasty colour, rub it well with a cut lemon before cooking.

          
* * *

          
Autumn leaves gathered and preserved are useful for winter decorations when flowers are scarce. The leaves should be gathered when they have taken on their beautiful autumn tints. Use tall vases and put in equal quantities of cold water and glycerine arranging the leaves so that all the stems are in the liquid to a depth of three inches. Every day for the following six weeks add a little more glycerine.

          
* * *
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Recipes.


Gravies and Savoury Sauces. Cheese Sauce.

          

            
Half pint vegetable stock, 2 tablespoons flour. Blend and cook for a few minutes. Add 3 ozs. grated cheese. Milk may be substituted for the vegetable stock.

          

          

            
Onion Sauce.

            
Cook one cup of grated onion in a little water. Blend 2 tablespoons melted butter with 2 ozs. flour. Add to onions, stirring well, and add 1/2 cup of milk.
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Half pint vegetable stock, 2 tablespoons flour. Blend and cook for a few minutes. Add 3 ozs. grated cheese. Milk may be substituted for the vegetable stock.
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Onion Sauce.

            
Cook one cup of grated onion in a little water. Blend 2 tablespoons melted butter with 2 ozs. flour. Add to onions, stirring well, and add 1/2 cup of milk.
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Tomato and Cheese Sauce.

          

            
Cook cup of grated onion in a little water. Blend 2 tablespoons each of butter and flour. Add one cup tomato to the cooked onion, then the butter and flour. Cook together for a few minutes. Season and add a little cream or milk before serving.

          

          

            
Oyster Sauce.

            
One dozen oysters, 1/2 lb. melted butter, 6 drops lemon juice, 1 tablespoon cream, 1 level dessertspoon flour.

            
Remove the beards and simmer in half pint of milk for fifteen minutes to extract the flavour. Strain milk and make into melted butter sauce. Add lemon juice and oysters cut in two, and thoroughly heat, but do not boil.

          

          

            
Plain Sauce.

            
One oz. flour, 1 oz. butter, 1/2 pint milk, salt and pepper to taste.

            
Melt the butter, stir in flour, remove from stove and add liquid gradually. Cook for 5 minutes, stirring all the time.

          

          

            
Apple Sauce.

            
Four cooking apples, 2 tablespoons water, 1 tablespoon sugar, 1/2 tablespoon butter.

            
Peel, core and slice the apples, and place in a saucepan with water and butter. Stew to a pulp, add sugar and serve.

          

          

            
Brown Gravy.

            
Two ozs. flour, 2 ozs. butter, 1 onion, 1/2 pint stock or water, marmite.

            
Brown butter in pan, add and cook onion until quite brown, add flour, stirring gently, then stock or vegetable water. Cook well and keep well strained. Season and strain.

          

          

            
Curry Sauce.

            
One oz. butter, 1 oz. flour, seasoning, 1/2 pint milk or stock, 1 apple, 1 onion, 1 dessertspoon curry powder.

            
Melt the butter, saute the chopped apple and onion, stir in the flour and curry powder. Add the hot milk or stock, stir and simmer gently for ten minutes. Add seasoning.

          

          

            
Mint Sauce.

            
Two heaped tablespoons finely chopped mint leaves, 2 tablespoons sugar, 1 large cup vinegar.

            
Mix the vinegar and sugar. When this is dissolved stir in the mint. This will keep for weeks in a glass jar well corked.

          

          

            
Wholemeal Gravy Sauce.

            
Half pint strong vegetable stock, 2 tablespoons wholemeal flour, seasoning. Cook five minutes.
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Cook cup of grated onion in a little water. Blend 2 tablespoons each of butter and flour. Add one cup tomato to the cooked onion, then the butter and flour. Cook together for a few minutes. Season and add a little cream or milk before serving.
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Oyster Sauce.

            
One dozen oysters, 1/2 lb. melted butter, 6 drops lemon juice, 1 tablespoon cream, 1 level dessertspoon flour.

            
Remove the beards and simmer in half pint of milk for fifteen minutes to extract the flavour. Strain milk and make into melted butter sauce. Add lemon juice and oysters cut in two, and thoroughly heat, but do not boil.
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Plain Sauce.

            
One oz. flour, 1 oz. butter, 1/2 pint milk, salt and pepper to taste.

            
Melt the butter, stir in flour, remove from stove and add liquid gradually. Cook for 5 minutes, stirring all the time.
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Apple Sauce.

            
Four cooking apples, 2 tablespoons water, 1 tablespoon sugar, 1/2 tablespoon butter.

            
Peel, core and slice the apples, and place in a saucepan with water and butter. Stew to a pulp, add sugar and serve.
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Brown Gravy.

            
Two ozs. flour, 2 ozs. butter, 1 onion, 1/2 pint stock or water, marmite.

            
Brown butter in pan, add and cook onion until quite brown, add flour, stirring gently, then stock or vegetable water. Cook well and keep well strained. Season and strain.
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Curry Sauce



            
Curry Sauce.

            
One oz. butter, 1 oz. flour, seasoning, 1/2 pint milk or stock, 1 apple, 1 onion, 1 dessertspoon curry powder.

            
Melt the butter, saute the chopped apple and onion, stir in the flour and curry powder. Add the hot milk or stock, stir and simmer gently for ten minutes. Add seasoning.
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Mint Sauce



            
Mint Sauce.

            
Two heaped tablespoons finely chopped mint leaves, 2 tablespoons sugar, 1 large cup vinegar.

            
Mix the vinegar and sugar. When this is dissolved stir in the mint. This will keep for weeks in a glass jar well corked.
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Wholemeal Gravy Sauce



            
Wholemeal Gravy Sauce.

            
Half pint strong vegetable stock, 2 tablespoons wholemeal flour, seasoning. Cook five minutes.
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Panorama of the Playground

 
New Zealanders In World Sport

          
        

        

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

        

          

Since 1936 New Zealand has had four of its sons taking a prominent part in world sport. When Jack Lovelock won the 1500 metres at the Olympic Games in Berlin he started what may be termed a golden age for New Zealand sport. This, despite the fact that Lovelock had been a world figure in track sport for several years; his hour of real triumph was in Berlin when he defeated the best milers the world could offer and set world figures for 1500 metres.

          
New Zealand's next opportunity in sport of really international calibre came this year when the Empire Games were staged at Sydney. Here it was that Cecil Matthews, with his record-breaking runs in the three-mile and six-mile championships, and Vernon (“Pat”) Boot, in his record-breaking run of 880 yards, placed themselves right in the middle of the sporting spotlight.

          
Now it is the turn of Maynell (“Lofty”) Blomfield, who after winning the world championship elimination tournament in New Zealand last winter, travelled to America with the express purpose of meeting Bronko Nagurski for the world wrestling title.

          
Nagurski, the highest paid footballer in America, was in the middle of his football season when Blomfield arrived in America and it was several months before the New Zealander could achieve his desire of meeting the world champion. But the great day came at last and the Silver Fern went in against the Stars and Stripes at Vancouver on March 17th. It is history of how Nagurski secured a fall in the fourth round and Blomfield, securing his celebrated “octopus clamp,” evened things in the eighth round. The verdict a draw was considered a fair one, but the good people of Vancouver were anxious to stage a rematch. Blomfield was willing— naturally enough, for he had much to gain from another match—but Nagurski, who had resisted the pressure of Blomfield's clamp, was on the injured list with a ricked back and Blomfield sailed for New Zealand without having a return bout.

          
Already New Zealanders are asking if Nagurski will be tempted to visit New Zealand to meet Blomfield for the title. This is a match which would attract a New Zealand record crowd for a two-man sporting contest, but there is only a remote chance that Nagurski will come to these shores—he wants a guarantee of £7000 for a stay of two weeks!

          
This large sum might seem out of proportion to the stay in New Zealand but when it is pointed out that Nagurski would need to spend six weeks on the steamer during his voyage to and from New Zealand and that he is the world champion, a champion who is able to wrestle two and three nights a week—in exhibition bouts if necessary—and make good money without travelling, the sum begins to assume a more reasonable dimension.
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But £7000 is beyond the means of wrestling associations in New Zealand. The Dominion of New Zealand Wrestling Union is not a promoting body— that power is delegated to the affiliated associations and none of these associations has sufficient funds to guarantee Nagurski the amount asked. It is possible that the Wellington and Auckland wrestling associations may jointly guarantee Nagurski the amount and stage an open-air bout but experience of open-air matches in New Zealand make this a gamble not likely to be lightly entered into.

          
Two seasons ago wet weather ruined the Don George-McCready match and last winter the proposed open-air match between Lofty Blomfield and McCready had to be staged in the Auckland Town Hall when some 8,000 would-be spectators could not get in, although many of them offered as much as £2 for a seat.

          
New Zealanders have seen some of the world's best wrestlers in action but will have to dig deep into their pockets if the demands of Nagurski are to be met.

          
* * *

        

        

          
Teams on Tour.

          
It's touring season for New Zealand sportsmen and sportswomen again. This winter New Zealand representative teams in Rugby Union and Rugby League will visit Australia, while a Maori Rugby team is to travel to Samoa. In addition to these teams, New Zealand will send a womens's basketball team to Australia. This will be the first basketball team to represent New Zealand and it has been necessary to amend the rules so that the matches will be played under a uniform set of rules. Although basketball was invented by Dr. James Naismith in 1892—he is still living in America—many countries have adopted their own sets of rules until to-day the original game is not played. An effort is being made to standardise the rules in Australia and New Zealand so that a regular interchange of visits may take place.

          
So much for the international matches abroad; what of big sporting
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fixtures in New Zealand? In a few weeks a team of Indian hockey players will arrive to keep our men busy defending the goal while, a little later, a team of English women will arrive to test the calibre of our women hockey players. It's going to be another great sporting year for New Zealand spectators and players.

          
* * *

        

        

          
A Future Champion.

          
A feature of American athletics seldom met with in New Zeaalnd is the phenomenal rise from obscurity to fame of athletes, almost over-night. When Miss Shona Oliphant competed in the British Empire Games trial meeting in Wellington last December she did not get any “Press notices” although she won the 220 yards sprint. She was never considered as a possible member of the Empire Games team to visit Sydney but she has “arrived” with a vengeance.

          
During the latter part of February and the early part of March I spent several days in Timaru where I saw this future Olympic champion training. Daughter of an old-time athlete, Shona Oliphant, just 16 years old, has a future in athletics that might bring more fame to the town that was made famous by Bob Fitzsimmons, Jack Lovelock and Phar Lap. Her efforts in defeating two Empire Games representatives in their own special events at the New Zealand championship programme is but a taste of what is to come.
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Having seen all the N.Z. champions in women's track and field sport since the feminine section was formed, I have no hesitation in stating that Shona Oliphant has all the necessary attributes of a great champion.

          
* * *

        

        

          
Polo Returns to Favour.

          
New Zealand is to have representation by polo players at the great gathering in Australia after all. For a time it was thought that financial hurdles would prohibit the sending of a team but New Zealanders who love equestrian events have come to the rescue and a team fully representative of the Dominion will match prowess with the Australians. This year's Saville Cup tournament in Hamilton was the best of the series and at last it would seem that the exciting game of polo is coming back to its own. It is a game seldom seen in the cities but one of these days those living in the principal centres might have the opportunity of seeing an exhibition game. I am sure that such a game played on the Basin Reserve, Wellington, would have attracted a “gate” sufficient to meet most of the expenses incurred in sending the team overseas. It is a suggestion worth keeping in mind for future occasions.

          
* * *

          
Although wrestling is unquestionably the greatest crowd-puller among indoor winter sporting enterprises, boxing is experiencing a mild form of revival in New Zealand. Unfortunately the standard of professional boxing is not high. With the exception of one or two who do not show a great deal of enthusiasm about getting in the ring, the majority of the professionals are comparatively inexperienced. However, with the possibility of Billy Aitken coming back against selected Australian opponents the position might improve. It takes a really outstanding local boxer to bring about a boom. This was proved by Johnny Leckie, Charlie Purdy, Reg Trowern and Tommy Donovan. At the moment there does not seem tobe any boxer of that class showing his wares.
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Wit And Humour
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A Dog's Life.

          
A stranger was standing on the platform of a small railway station when the express flashed past. Into the whirl of dust raised by the train leaped the stationmaster's dog, and tore madly up the track in pursuit.

          
“Does your dog often do that?” asked the stranger of the stationmaster.

          
“Yes, sir. Every time the express passes, the dog is after it like a hare.”

          
“That's queer,” commented the stranger. “Why does he do it?”

          
“I don't know,” replied the dog's owner, scratching his head thoughtfully. “What worries me is, what is he going to do with it when he gets it?”

          
* * *

        

        

          
A Complete Success.

          
“There's a wonderful echo about here,” said the guide to the man who was walking in the Lake District, “but you have to shout very loud. Now, you just yell, ‘Two pints of beer!'”

          
The man shouted and then listened.

          
“I hear no echo,” said he.

          
“Oh, well,” said the guide, “here comes the inn-keeper with our beer, anyway.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Doing Well.

          
First Caddie: Ow're, yer gettin’ on wiv ’im?

          
Second Caddie: Not so bad. ‘E's got a ’ole in ’is pocket, and I've picked up five and tuppence ‘a'penny so far.

          
* * *

        

        

          
Contempt.

          
Burly Bill: An’ what's yer decision?

          
Referee: It is—off the field!

          
“Then all I can say is that the only good of you on a football field is fer a linesman ter tie a handkerchief round yer neck an’ use yer fer a flag!”

          
* * *

        

        

          
The Maid's Lament.

          
Cook (returning excitedly with news from upstairs): The young master's just got his degree.

          
Maid of All Work (dismally): Something else for me to keep clean, I s'pose.

        

        

          
Crash!

          
There was a loud crash and a tinkling noise as the new tea-service Jane had been carrying met the hard floor of the kitchen.

          
Almost immediately there was a patter of feet outside, and the kitchen door opened to admit Jane's mistress.

          
The mistress gazed with dismay at the mass of debris on the floor.

          
“Oh, Jane!” she cried. “How did it happen?”

          
“Lack of co-ordination between mind and muscle, ma'am,” replied Jane.
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Pay Here.

          
As McPherson and his girl were entering the cinema, the girl said, “Here's my one-and-threepence, John.”

          
McPherson looked pleased.

          
“Ay, I'm glad ye've given it me before we go in, Jenny. Ye know, if there's one thing I can't abide it's to see a lassie pay for hersel'.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Point of View.

          
The examining lawyer was cross-questioning an Irishwoman in court with regard to the stairs in her house. “Now, my good woman, please tell the court how the stairs run in your house.”

          
“How do the stairs run?” repeated the woman. “Shure, when I'm upstairs they run down, and when I'm downstairs they run up.”

        

        

          
Not a Major Ingredient.

          
Having overslept on his wedding morn, the bridegroom hastened to the station only to find that his train had gone.

          
Half-frantic, he rushed into the post-office and sent off the following telegram:

          
“Delayed. Don't marry till I come.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Depends on Nature.

          
Visitor: “Is this village lighted by electricity?”

          
Villager: “Only when there's a thunderstorm.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Making an Asset of a Liability.

          
Angry Father: “Aren't you ashamed of yourself? You've been learning for three years and you can only count up to ten. What will you do in life if you go on like that?”

          
Small Son: “Be a referee at boxing matches.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Man Overboard.

          
A passenger had by some mischance fallen overboard, and had been rescued after having been in the water some time. Shortly afterwards the captain came to see how the patient was.

          
“Is he all right?” he asked one of the hands.

          
“Yes, sir,” replied the sailor, “except that he seems to have lorst ‘is sense of humour.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Grief.

          
A travelling circus had arrived at a small village, and the vicar paid a visit to the encampment to see if he could be of service. He came across three circus hands sitting silent and very dejected.

          
“What's wrong?” asked the vicar.

          
“The elephant's dead,” volunteered one of the men.

          
“Dear, dear,” said the parson, “I am sorry. But at the same time I am glad to think that you three men cared so much for a dumb animal.”

          
“Oh, ‘taint that,” explained one of the three. “You see, us chaps has got to dig the hole to bury him.”
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Variety In Brief
        

        

          

            
Roman Catholic Centenary Celebrations At Auckland.
          

          
Writing to the Minister of Railways, the Hon. D. G. Sullivan, at the conclusion of the recent Roman Catholic Centenary celebrations at Auckland, the Rt. Rev. James M. Liston, Roman Catholic Bishop of Auckland, expresses appreciation of the arrangements made for the transport of visitors to and from the celebrations, in the following terms:—

          
“Now that the Centenary is over I count it a duty and a pleasure to offer you both my warmest thanks for the splendid assistance given by the Railway Department, and our cordial felicitations on the most efficient arrangements. The Officers of the Department, one and all, showed us every possible courtesy and consideration, and its excellent provisions meant much for the comfort of our visitors. We feel deeply indebted for all this service, and ask you to accept for yourself and to extend to the members of the Railways Staff this expression of our deep appreciation.”

          
* * *

        

        

          

            
National Park. Autumn Afternoon; A Strange Illusion.
          

          
The heather was in bloom.

          
The clouds hung low, hiding the Great Ones from sight … many-headed, steam-reft Tongariro, the grim and looming cone of Ngauruhoe, the vast silver crest of castled Ruapehu. The wide stretch of the upland moors was dark, the golden sheen of the tussocks blurred, the boulder-strewn glens of the mountain rivers dim with purple mist. A hawk rose, flapping, from a dark bog, with dangling talons. There was no sound in that upland world but the cold sough of the snow-wind coming from the hidden mountains.

          
But the heather was in bloom. The bogs and the long tussocky stretches were patched with lagoons of purple colour. We left the car, and plunged into the tough springy carpet. The flowers were pearled with the water of the mist, each delicately-cut bell holding one shining bead. In our quest we left the road farther and farther behind, plucking the resilent stems into handfuls. The moorland stretched and stretched. There were tiny pools of clear water with their margins lined by the odd lichens of that upland region, their colourless shallows stained by the purple colour of the heather. We could hear the long sighing ripple of a stream of snow-fed water breaking on the boulders of its tumbled bed.
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If there were ranks of tussock plumes like the spears of old Ngatoro's grizzled warriors, the mist hid them, and we did not see the spiked flax-bushes that grew with the heather. We were twelve thousand miles away, and the mist that brooded on the Great Ones was the mist on Ben More, or Lochnagar, or on the crest of Cairn Gorm that looks down so solemnly over the lands of Moray.

          
We carried our plunder back to the car, and the road beckoned us on, flowing smoothly, dipping down in long undulations into the mist toward that great bowl of the hills which holds, like a rugged casket, the jewel of waters which the Maori calls Roto A Ira.

          
Suddenly, from the clouds, the stern head of Pihanga took shape. The mist was thinning, swirling, and dissolving, and the glimmer of the lake began to be seen.

          
Now, indeed, the illusion was complete. Roto A Ira was a grey loch, rain-blurred, with grey glens running down to the colourless water, and deer tracks around its pebble shores, and Pihanga, withdrawn aloofly in the shroud of the mist, could be nothing but some legendary peak of Highland song and story.

          
I thought for a time that I heard the sound of pipes, far away across the water, playing the lament of “Lochaber No More,” and then I knew it was only the whine of the wind blowing down from Tongariro, and I watched in vain for a stag, stepping proudly, with tossing antlers, to break from cover, or to see shaggy Highland cattle peering through their hair in the sedge at the margin of the lake.

          
Instead the sun came, tearing great rents in the mist and destroying the illusion, and the road carried on, on relentlessly, until we could see before us the inland sea of Taupo, shining like dazzling silver through the sun and the falling rain.—Joyce West.

          
* * *

          
Taha and Rangi were in love, but this could not be allowed, for had not their grandparents fought and called down curses on one another's heads too awful to mention? However, one day Rangi was missing; she had gone gathering pipis and had not returned, although her basket of shellfish had been found on the mud bank. From the sand hills one brave reported seeing a small canoe heading for Te Maika, but only the one occupant could be discerned in the little craft. Hastily manning a canoe a dozen irate relatives paddled down to the heads hot on Taha's trail. However, when they reached the beach, the little canoe was drawn up on the sand, but only one pair of footprints could be seen. Thinking their quarry had gone elsewhere the angry searchers made back to Kawhia with the object of exploring the Oparau River.

          
Taha had, however, taken the precaution of making his small sweetheart lie flat in the bottom of his canoe, and upon reaching land he had carefully carried her, until both were on the grass. Leaving no tell-tale tracks in the sand, they hurried on to the green hills of Tararoa where Taha installed his bride with some friendly kindred, thus again proving that “love will find a way.“—Hobo Turi.
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The BEST Mouth Organ in the World — The “BOOMER ANG ”
s Do not buy inferior instruments but insist on a

3 BOOMERANG—the BEST. Made in 11 sizes:
1/-t018/6 : Keys A B, G D EF ¢ OBTAINABLE
P “ ” d Catalogue
m;:;"“:;'ll:"i";,omwu J. ALBERT &?3N;%¥;‘é{l“gﬁ 2-4 Willls Street, EVERYWHERE.
The Best Key—KEY “D"
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WANGANUI

T ot Wangansi s e NEW  RUTLAND

Situated opposite Post Office, this Hotel offers visitors a dignified atmosphere of
Comfort and Service combined with a Reasonable Tariff.
J. P. HOARE, Proprietor.
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Sooner or Later Rotorua
says HAEREMAI ! to
Everyone of Importance
And Everyone of Import-
ance says HAEREMAI !
to the ...

ROTORUA
wmi s mnoviiors,. MORNING POST

T
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FIRST IN CIRCULATION
FIRST IN FEATURES
FIRST IN RESULTS

The Yress
South Island’s Leading Newspaper, is the
logical first choice of the advertiser.

A steadily increasing number of thoroughly
satisfied nlveﬂ.lun 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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NEW ZEALAND'S
LEADING DAILY NEWSPAPER

The New Zealand Herald

ARSI ( Ay CKLAND) PN

Guaranteed Net Daily Sales Exceed

72,000 copis.

Proprietors:
WILSON & HORTON LTD.
Queen Street, Auckland.
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Fire
| Extinguishers |
t for all risks !

i MOTOR VEHICLES |
! HOUSES i
! PUBLIC BUILDINGS i

GARAGES, &c. =

Richardson McCabe |
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@The Southland Times

THE ONLY MORNING PAPER PUBLISHED
IN SOUTHLAND.

Audited Net Circulation, 9,421,

Largest Circulation outside 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.






etexts/Gov13_02Rail/Gov13_02Rail052e(h280).jpg
Technical Books Cost Money

But for £1 a year you
can get individual advice,
up - to - date information,
markets, helps, news, and
recreation, etc., etc.

New Zealand Farmer Weekly

Published by N.Z. Newspapers Ltd., Auckland and Christcharch.

“The Ideal
Journal for the
Man on the
Land.”






etexts/Gov13_02Rail/Gov13_02Rail052f(h280).jpg
SOONER OR LATER

You will investigate the possibilities of
Northland (North Auckland) for settlement.

Already its population (in the seven most northern

counties) numbers 64,606 people, and its revenue

from farming pursuits alone exceeds 24,000,000
per annum,

"The Northern Advocate"

(Whangarei)

Is the medium by which CONTACT is made
with the people.

P.0. Box 210 WHANGAREI Phone 2399 (2 lines)
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POSTAGE STAMPS

x3  We are CO,
3T g ctlatists 1n ONI, L
quality British Colonials, S
Approval Books gladly sent to all serious

Collectors  (beginners, medium and
advanced). Price List Free.
References: B.N.Z., Nelson. Midland Bank,
Grosvenor Place, London, S.W.1.

Stamps of all kinds bought in any quantity.
A. G. Russell & Co., Dept. R.M., Box 160, Nelson
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SINGLE OR A TON

S — WE CAN SUPPLY YOU PROMPTLY.
[m A G. MCCLATCHIE & CO.LTD. | "ty , \incoun
COAL, FIREWOOD & BRIQUETTE MERCHANTS. & *“"Sonnm
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TIMARU.
le & Ret:
JOHN MILL & CO.
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| ST
i OVER 40,000
|

People buy the “RADIO RECORD" every week for the
lstest iformation on Radio, Stage, Seclty, and Fllms.
The “RADIO RECORD™ slio gves the full weekly ’
programmes from all the YA and Commercial Statons
topether with the Berlln and Daventry Shortwave
broadeast programme for New Zealand

N.Z. RADIO RECORD

OBTAINABLE FROM ALL BOOKSELLERS
Price 4d,
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In WELLINGTON it's the

HOTEL ST. GEORGE

J. R. FOSTER, Proprietor

R, Cble and e
o N
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NEW BOON FOR THE PUBLIC
5 per cent.
Interest on Travel Savings

L p—

TRAEL VGUGHERS my o b OSTANED o A
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The Cood HENNESSY’S “#idsies
Old Brandy— THE BEST.
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FRANK PETRIE LTD. 5 oo e stmves am rviss
39 WILLIS STREET, Servan
WELLINGTON.

angement.

PHONE 42 389
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THE CITY HOTEL

DUNEDIN

Social Rendezvous of the South ——
Most Up-to-date House in the South Island.
Every Modern Refinement of Service with a Record

of Satisfaction and up-to-minute Attention to every
Requirement of Modern Luxury-loving Humanity.

Private Bathrooms, Telephones, every Modern Equi
ment, including complete Automatic Paging System,
second to be installed in New Zealand.

“Phones 11566 (Four Lines) Telograms, “Citel.” Dunedin.

L. F. McCORMACK, Proprietor.
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Save for Your Holidags“!
' BUY .
TRAVEL STAMPS
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=——ORAKEI-KORAKO
(“The Place of Adorning”)

THE BLUE RIBAND TRIP OF THE THERMAL AREA

P T T pe——————
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Exly reschd by g0 roud o
Senien ety o Reon
et NZA. Rosd Samsn snd Rotrss B Co. i
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RAIX LWAYS

Magazine - -
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Rail Trips to. .. - |
TONGARIRO

LUGGAGE CARRIED TO CHATEAU

NO BOTHER ABOUT BAGGAGE j
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RAILWAY TRANSPORT, YES !
The aduatry that Made New Zesand
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EXCESSIVE OTL. CONSUMPTION
DEFINITELY CURED BY FITTING

“FISHER”
CHANNELSLOT O CONTHOL S
PISTON RINGS.

D. P. FISHER LTD.
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POPULAR ECONOMICAL SERVICE
Through Booking by Rail

“Through booking by rail” is not restricted to transport of passengers
and goods from any station in the North Island to any station in the
South Tsland. The system_applies also to goods and parcels consigned
from, say, Wellington to Gisborne or from Wairoa to Westport, One
booking from the starting station covers the whole operation. it pays
farmers, business men and the general public, to take full advantage of
the Railway Department's through-booking faciities.

Full particulars from any Stationmaster.

PASS YOUR WORRIES
ON TO YOUR RAILWAYS






etexts/Gov13_02Rail/Gov13_02Rail060a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov13_02Rail/Gov13_02Rail003a(h280).jpg
AUCKLAND
THERE’S NOTHING LACKING AT—

HOTEL FERNLEIGH

28 SYMONDS STREET, AUCKLAND.

Ideal Situation. Close Proximity to University and
Beautiful Albert Park.

Trams Pass the Door.

You can rest assured that your stay at Hotel Fernleigh
will be a most enjoyable one. Modern Furnishings.

Proprietress :: MISS L. SMITH. ’'Phone 41-319
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s SAMEILTON anmsmssiunmmimsimmmmng

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

TARIFF, 6/6. MISS L. WHITE, Hostess.
T T A
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P.0. Box 1178.

“ARMIDALE ” Private Hotel, Rotorua.

“Home Away From Home.' cy

. { Summer: 11/- per day—£3/10/- per week.
TARIVE: {Wlnter: 10/- per day—£3/3/- per week.
Mrs. A. W. SHEPHERD, Proprietress.
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Where to
- nmororca: THE GRANGE,
Opposite Rallway-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.
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HELENSVILLE, s=m o am om0 O e e
Where to Spend a Hollday when Visiting Helensville: i

HINEMOA HOUSE

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

Ladies’ New Baths (Plunge and Roman).
First-class Accommodation and Every Attention.
Tariff: £3/10/- per week; 11/- per day.
Extensive Balconles, Croquet Lawn and Wireless
Motor Garage, Tennis Court, Dancing Hall,

Bllliard Table, Electric Light.
! Phone 47. Mrs. T. KEANE, 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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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/ per day; Weekly Tariff by Arrangement.

Justice & Edmunds’ Motor Garage opposite.

Key kept by Night Porter. E. L. BARNES, Proprietor.
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............................ MASTERTON.

PRINCE OF WALES g
PRIVATE HOTEL :: MASTERTON
Good Accommodation. g

Concessions to C.Ts. and Motorists, Garage next door.
Tariff: 10/- per day. 'Phone 1524.
-@. PRIME, Proprietor.
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QUEENSLAND Private Hotel, Rotorua.

Excellent Table and Service. Garage and Parking-area Free.
Concession to Civil Servants.
Summer Tariff: 10/- daily; £8 weekly.
Winter Tariff: 8/- daily; £2/10/- weekly.

D. E. BERGE, Proprietress.
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HOTEL PARKVILLE
RIDGWAY STREET, /GANUI: One minute’s walk from
Railway Station -nd 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.
‘Tari! 11/- per day; £2/16/- per week. P.B.: £2/12/6.
'ree Garage Parking for Guests’ Cars. J. Hodson, Proprietor.
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CLUB HOTEL, TIMARU

“THE TRAVELLERS' HOUSE.”
One' minute from Station.
A superior Hotel at a Moderate Tariff.
Note for Express Train Travellers:
The train stops for 8 minutes at Timaru; just time to
walk across the road to “have a quick ome’ at the Club,
M. McKENNA, Proprietor.
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'CHRISTCHURCH.
The Leading Hotel of Christchurch, N.Z.

HOTEL FEDERAL
(Overlooking Victorla Square).
Excellent Culsine, and Service Becond to Nome fn New
Zealand.  The bedrooms are large, well-ventilated, and
heated with Gas Fires, the majority belng equipped with
hot and cold water. JAZZ Room included on premises.
Special Concessions to Rallway Bervants.

Phone $2-920. - - - 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.

Willis Street. Telegrams: Empire, Wellington.
RIGHT IN THE HEART OF THE CITY.
Spaclous Alry Bedrooms. Telephones and Hot and Cold
Water in Every Room.

The Empire is the Favourite Family Hotel of the Capita!
ity.

An_atmosphere of Homely Dignity and Comfort.
Luxurious Lounges Upstairs and Down Planned
for Private Partics.

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

Managerial Note—In all modesty, Mr. M. A. Carr explains
that he spent a fair share of a lifetime on the road. 1In
planning the new Empire, he had the special knowledge of
years of practical acquaintanceship with the things, little
nd big, that go to make & business man's stay pleasant and
successful. In other words the Service at the Empire is
based on Special Knowledge of Visitors' wants.
Foregathering nt the Empire is a Wellington Custom.
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INVERCARGILL.'

HOTEL DESCHLERS,
STREET  :: _ INVERCARGILL.

Thres minates walk from Rallway-station A mome sway
from home. Tourlsts and travellers specially catered for.
Also Motor Union Hotel : Good Table, Good Service.
Box 857. Phone 3800,
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