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Plans
        

        

Better than dreaming dreams, is planning plans; and despite the rather bitter reminder of Burns that:

        

          

            
The best laid schemes of mice and men gang aft agley
          


          

            
And leave us nought but grief and pain for promised joy.
          
        

        
the mere fact of having some clear-cut design in mind, a design which one can truly try to follow, is likely to be productive of better results than if all is left to chance.

        
Unlike the architect, who draws his ground plans and elevations, and makes his sketches to show exactly what the finished building will be—and then proceeds to make it so—the average individual, planning for the future, cannot work exactly to rule, plumb-line and compass.

        
What looks feasible when the plan is made sometimes becomes quite impracticable through circumstances over which the planner has no control.

        
Economic changes in the world at large, changes in family circumstances, changes in conditions of employment, these and other factors frequently disturb the smooth working of the most carefully designed personal plan of action.

        
Kipling's recipe for a manly life included having the stamina to bear seeing “the things you gave your life to—broken,” and the courage to “stoop and build them up again—with worn-out tools.” A larger conception of planning is to be adaptable to circumstances as they arise, never long at a loss for a fresh idea to make the best of any situation—to turn the egg, too cracked for boiling, into a succulent “scrambled” or a savoury omelette. Columbus sailed west in his plan to reach the east—he never got there, but he found a new western world of which his Spain gained the immediate advantage. Cook sailed south to discover the South Pole—another plan that misfired; but he went far enough to decide that the Pole was not worth discovering anyway, and he found more habitable lands instead. So in the smaller plans that concern only the personal world of each individual, time may show one's original plan to be impracticable, but on the way something more desirable may be discovered and worked for. In the yearly round of life, plans for Christmas form no small part of the design applied to the calendar of the months; it is the climax of the year, and with it comes an upswing of inspiration that helps in plans for the future—plans not based on selfish ends, but such as being in the true spirit of the golden rule upon which the whole structure of Christmas is based, take account of the welfare of others as the ultimate objective of life.

        
For New Zealanders in particular, and for all who care to visit New Zealand this summer, there is one plan they should let nothing break—that is, their plan to visit the Centennial Exhibition at Wellington. The wonders of this country can be seen piecemeal and individually as one travels through and across our hundred thousand square miles of territory. At the Exhibition they are drawn together in one picturesque and convincing whole; and with them is presented the colourful spectacle of the nation's development through a hundred years of dramatic progress. And with it all, also, go fun and frolic produced to the highest point of the entertainer's art, and a spirit of achievement that scoffs at fears and strengthens courage for the hidden years ahead.
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Railway Progress in New Zealand


General Manager's Message


Christmas Greetings

        

I am desired by the Hon. D. G. Sullivan, Minister of Railways, to convey, through this Message, to clients of the Department, to members of the Service and to other readers of the Magazine, his best wishes that all may enjoy a Happy Christmas and a Bright and Prosperous New Year.

        
It gives me much pleasure to associate myself with the Hon. Minister's greetings; and although, on this occasion, the clouds of war inevitably dim the outlook upon the season so appropriately associated for nearly two thousand years with the spirit of peace, I know they will only serve to strengthen the goodwill, understanding and mutual co-operation which have marked the functioning of our Railways during 1939.

        
Upon railwaymen at this season falls a heavy load of responsibility. Not only is there the additional Christmas and New Year holiday traffic to handle, but there is also the special work associated with New Zealand's war effort and with New Zealand's Centennial Exhibition and Celebrations.

        
From a long experience of our organisation, I know that the Railways staff always show to best advantage in time of stress. Hence I have every confidence that the quite exceptional volume of traffic which may be expected to develop during the summer months will be dealt with in such a manner as to give satisfaction to the Department's customers.

        
It can be truly said that never have the Department's tracks, rolling-stock and equipment been in better condition than at present. More powerful locomotives, more and better passenger carriages, improved and more plentiful wagons, all running on tracks where grade and curve improvements make for easier and more expeditious transport, and better facilities at stations for the accommodation and comfort of passengers and the handling of goods and livestock—these are among the many important developments of the past year.

        
The improvements mentioned will be available to help us through the peak months of exceptional traffic now anticipated. But the responsibilty is not lessened for the personnel of the Service to give of their best in making sure that travellers are relieved of anxiety and assisted in every way to spend the time they are in the Department's care as pleasurably as possible.

        
Thought for those travellers not so well able to look after themselves—the aged or ailing, and mothers with young children—will encourage special attention from the members of the Railway staff who, although themselves not able to make holiday during the Christmas season, will gain some pleasure in helping those entrusted to their care.

        

          

[image: ]
        

        
General Manager.
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Buy New Zealand Goods

 and Build New Zealand

 
New Zealand Industries Series


 No. 10. 
The Preserve Cupboard.
          
        

        

By 
O. N. Gillespie
 (
Rly. Publicity photos)

        

          
Well-filled pantries are universal features of the New Zealand home, and it should be admitted that they are a good form of “scenery.” Jars of preserved fruits, gay-coloured cartons filled with dainties, brightly painted tins with goodies inside, and other decorative things in tinted uniforms make a well-stocked larder a spectacle of genuine beauty. I quote from Miss Katherine O'Brien's poem, published in this magazine some time ago:
        

        

          

            
Upon these laden shelves last season's wealth is stored away;
          


          

            
The jars are warm with coloured fruits in tempting rich array.
          


          

            
The plums are rosy marbles jostling in a scarlet sea,
          


          

            
And gooseberries are whiskered globes of green transparency;
          


          

            
Peaches and apricots that burned through golden summer weeks
          


          

            
In ripening stages on the bough now press their sun-flushed cheeks
          


          

            
Against relentless walls of glass……
          
        

        

          
I have discovered that New Zealand factories go a long way towards filling New Zealand food cupboards. In some cases a good beginning has been made with exporting this type of product. Scores of institutions could have been described in this article, but space exigencies limit me to four. They cover a wide range of activities from the making of rennet, multitudes of “things in tins” to the production of the cartons and boxes that house most of them. It is a colourful story.
        

        

New Zealand is rich in garden regions, and none of them fills the eye with a greater vision of Nature's opulence than the Hastings plains. Long ago, much of this area was planted in carefully-planned orchards. Where once Romneys and Jerseys had revelled in the abundant grass, peach groves flushed the landscape with pink blossom, and apples, pears, apricots, quinces and other fruits shone in the Hawke's Bay sunshine. These are still giving their largess, but lately new methods of utilising the fecundity of these alluvial flats have emerged. These have become possible through the development of canning.

        
The discovery that fruits, vegetables and other perishable foods could be preserved by sealing them up in cans, or tins, altered the food supply systems of the world. The credit for the discovery goes to a Frenchman, M. Appert, away back in 1810. Nowadays a Laplander can eat pineapples from Queensland, and the Fijian can enjoy sardines from Norway.

        
For many years a belief existed that canned foods lost their nutritive values. This matter naturally engaged the attention of medical authorities all over the world, and official enquiries have been both searching and thorough. A special committee of the British Medical Association, after exhaustive tests, issued last year a report which completely exonerates the tin. It found that the vitamin values of fruits and vegetables sealed in tins or cans were in excess of those possessed by the raw articles home-cooked, and were never inferior.
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One investigator used the everyday rat in physiological experiments, and found that a dozen of them, fed for a period of years on tinned foods, thrived by comparison with the twelve who got their diet in its natural state.

        
Canning is an industry eminently suitable to New Zealand; it ought to become one of our major sources of exports. The fruit and vegetable “can” should be leaving our shores in quantities as great as the butter-box, the wool-pack, or the frozen lamb cover.

        
No better proof of the potentialities of this fountain of wealth production can be found than Wattie's Canneries at Hastings. Due to the initiative of the enthusiastic New Zealander who founded this enterprise, Mr. J. Wattie, new avenues have been opened up for the exploitation of the prodigious riches of the Hawke's Bay terrain.

        
A ton of asparagus is hard to visualize, but I was taken to a farmlet which, already this season, had produced thirty tons. At maturity, the crop from this 26 acres will produce annually, from 70 to 80 tons of the succulent vegetable.

        
I had already seen large areas near Napier newly won from the sea and all in asparagus, and there are many more round and about Hastings, all on



the upward curve of production. Asparagus is a crop that improves with age as the roots strike farther and farther down, so that the possibilities are indeed great. This fertile soil produces a plump and tender “shoot” that is an epicure's dream. The scientific planning used in massed cultivation and the results achieved thereby, would turn any amateur gardener green with envy.

        

          

[image: Ten acres of green peas ready for cutting and canning at Wattie's Ltd.]
Ten acres of green peas ready for cutting and canning at Wattie's Ltd.


        

        
However, asparagus is not the end of the story. With my guide I saw fifteen acres of green beans, and then field after field of green peas. Peas and beans are planted at regular intervals to ensure a succession of pickings. The dimensions to which this side of the industry has attained can be guessed from the fact that last season 500 pickers were engaged upon products for Wattie's Canneries. I can foresee the day when square miles of green vegetables will be all over these teeming plains.

        
Modern canning methods are in use at Wattie's, for the founder has made many trips abroad. He stated in all modesty that so far as this industry is concerned we are abreast of the world. This claim may be readily conceded when it is learned that the Wattie output is sold every year, before it is made, and, indeed, the company has to employ a rationing system.

        
The factory is well worth a visit, and it is comforting to record that large additions are in progress. The reputation of the peaches and pears from this place is so high that I asked if there was any secret process. The answer was plain and intelligible. The requisites for getting good results in the tinning of fruit are three: first, the fruit should not have long transport before its factory handling; next, the inspection for specks, blemishes and so on, should be thorough; lastly, the cooking and sealing processes should be done on up-to-date lines. All these requisites are in existence here. The fruit is grown, as it were, next door, the plant is the most modern that money can buy, and the staff are good New Zealanders. It is also true that the peaches and pears of this area are themselves high-grade samples of fruits. However high may be the reputation of Wattie's canned fruits, I almost provoked applause when I mentioned the tinned vegetables to a business friend. Wattie's asparagus is packed green and the flavour is perfectly natural. I watched the sorting, cutting and packing, where endless care and patience are allied to impressive skill. One of the interesting machines is the “steps and stairs” washing machine which cascades the asparagus shoots down through falling sprays and delivers them to the packing system.
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The green pea filling machine is another ingenious apparatus which works on a roundabout hopper idea, filling the tins as they circle round underneath, each with an exact weight of peas. The shelling machine is another uncanny affair. Inside a huge cylindrical colander, paddles revolved which are slightly splayed so that the hulls fly outwards and the green globules drop through the holes into conveyers. But the head piece of the mechanical marvels is the Pea Viner. Loss in hand-picking is high and constant, but the Viner simply reaps and strips the crop, threshes the peas gently but efficiently, disposes of the leaves and stems, and the loss is trifling.

        
It is unnecessary to describe in detail all the processes of steeping in syrup or brine, and the cooking, except that the resultant products prove that the methods used are the best. Wattie's Canneries are facing a golden future, and deserve honourable mention in the leadership of civic and industrial progress in New Zealand.

        
I next visited the old-established firm of Thompson and Hills Ltd., who make the famous “Oak” products. The factory is in Auckland, and its raw materials come from the hinterland of the province, both North and South. This imposing institution had a typical New Zealand origin, one of the founders having been a house-to-house vendor of fruits, and the other a home-manufacturing jam-maker. I wish there were space here for the tales of courage and adventure of those early days in the firm's history. To-day, this great place employs about



three hundred New Zealanders, and turns out a bewildering variety of luscious things.
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It has its own tin-making plant which includes a machine that runs off covers at 150 per minute. I walked through street after street of piled-up containers of jam pulp. This is scientifically prepared and housed in hermetically sealed containers. Indeed, the whole approach to every problem at Thompson and Hills is scientific. My cicerone was a university man, and from him I got a glimpse of the vast range of technical knowledge and the high degree of technical skill required here. A jam-making factory is simply an extension on planned principles of the traditional skill of the experienced housewife. The central principle of jam-making is that the boiling of fruits mixed with sugar sterilizes the whole mixture and causes the juice to develop “setting” qualities due to the presence of pectin bodies which always exist in ripe fruits. The aromatic and flavouring principles of the fruits must be preserved. Personal skill enters into factory work to a larger degree, if anything, than in the cook's kitchen. I watched at the “Oak” factory, the huge copper cookers where men with paddles were stirring continuously. Every now and then a man would hold up the paddle and watch the drip. From the appearance of that falling drop, he knew in an instant when the jam was ready. A swift trip with the foot, and the whole huge vat emptied its contents to be quickly cooled. Seconds of delay may ruin the whole boiling or wreck its colour. In commercial jam-making, colour is vital, and yet, throughout the whole range of the “Oak” products, no artificial colouring is used at all.

        
Marmalade making is still more fascinating to watch. The jam part is made in a somewhat similar fashion to that of any other fruit, but is finally a clear jelly. To this is added the peel turned into dainty slivers by shredding machines. This method gives the delectable tang to the flavour. I was interested in the inspection of the marmalade jars, which are carried on an endless belt. The slightest sign of a speck or a blemish in the sparkle produces a quick pounce and rejection. I would have passed the whole lot that I saw “getting the gate.”

        
The range of “Oak” products is immense. I saw girls in blue packing spaghetti, done, by the way, with the firm's own tomato sauce. I saw bacon and beans being packed. The beans small, dry and white, are first of all steeped, and then spread out upon a screen, gently agitated so that quick fingers can remove all half or discoloured beans. Into each tin drops a nice morsel of bacon.
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I was interested in the rows of filter bags, and still more engrossed by the long lines of tins and jars kept as check samples. It is a good idea, too, for tins, after some types of filling, to drop into water to break their fall.

        
The figures are exciting: 2,000 tons of tomatoes are consumed each year; thousands of pounds' worth of stainless steel are in daily use; twenty-three capping machines work continuously. There is still a large element of handwork, for feminine fingers are still superior to any machines for many of the slicing and assembling jobs. I watched the “Oak” Fruit Salad being prepared from pine-apple, pear, passion-fruit, cherries, apricots — all fresh fruit. By the way, no dried apricots or other hydrated fruits are used in “Oak” preparations.

        
One of the most fascinating sights in the whole great place is the making of candied peel. First of all, well-shaped orange peels are selected for consistency and thickness. They are soaked in brine for a whole year, and then are steeped for twelve days in syrup whose sugar content is gradually strengthened. Slowly the peels take on a transparency and a standard sweetness. Preserved ginger is another interesting article to watch for; to be portable, it has to undergo a drying and sugar dusting process without impairing the juiciness. One general impression that I got was that of scrupulous cleanliness. Shining copper, stainless steel, and speckless glass are used in all the filling operations. The system of endless tiny cold showers for



cooling the tins is ingenious, and, like everything else about the place, wholly hygienic. It would be interesting to find how many people depend upon the making of “Oak” products for a livelihood, for it would comprise orange growers in the Far North and Motueka growers of raspberries. I was proud as I left this fine New Zealand establishment. Its ideals of workmanship are high and its tackling of its manufacturing problems typically practical and efficient.
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The corollary to a dish of fruit is junket, and I paid a visit to the New Zealand Co-operative Rennet Co. Ltd. at Eltham, the makers of Renco products. Eltham is a small Taranaki town of pretty homes and the usual range of civic amenities, but the Renco factory is a national institution. Its cheese-making rennet was used last season for 99.5 of the Dominion make of cheese, and its household articles are on an almost similar scale of marketing. Renco products are sold to the Australian market, and the export outlook steadily grows more promising.

        
The recently-erected laboratory building is a credit to New Zealand. I need not go into the details of its equipment, but in lofty room after room, I saw installations of the latest scientific apparatus designed to assist in all the multitudinous problems of the dairy industry. There is a library whose volumes are drawn from all the leading scientific institutions of the globe. I visited the well-appointed dark room, saw a new instrument for measuring and appraising milk content, and I inspected a weighing balance which is accurate to the ten-thousandth part of a gramme, and is so delicately adjusted that it has to be insulated from any floor quiver by being supported on its own pillars from the ground. Analytical and research work in chemistry is carried on here, and there is the usual bewildering array of stoppered bottles holding chemicals and liquids, test-tubes, and all the appointments of a college of science. Evidence of the value of the work being done in this model university of farming science is perhaps best contained in such a brochure as “Practical Measures in the Prevention of Nutritional Diseases in Dairy Cattle.”

        
The Renco company's scientific staff is contributing valuable research work all the time, work which is of enormous utility to the whole of our country. The resolution of the company to continue its services to the community in this regard is evinced by the recent purchase of an experimental farm. From the practical working of actual Taranaki acres, observations will be made. I also saw experimental vats for the making of cheese on the premises. This great concern is run by men who realise the true meaning of the title word “Co-operative.”
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Rennet is made from the fourth or rennet stomach of the bobby calf. The technical term is “vell” and the New Zealand supply is sufficient to make the rennet for the total consumption of New Zealand and Australia. The vells come to the factory in sacks of 1,000, each vell in its own wrapper. They are prepared under Government supervision and are of a clean and even quantity unknown in any other country. I paid a quick visit to the big cool store where they are kept, but the best evidence of the scale of the company's operations is seen in the huge storage vats, six holding 3,000 gallons of rennet, and six holding 1,000. Samples are kept and each batch is tested every month for a year. Though rennet-making for cheese factories is the company's bulk line, it has many other activities. Renco turns out a Stock Lick, a mineral mixture for cattle and sheep, prepared from a formula as near perfection as scientific research and practical experience can devise. “Elthamol” veterinary ointment is also much prized. The company is also, of course, widely-known both here and in Australia for its annatto seed cheese-colouring preparation.

        
From the point of view of this article, however, it is the range of Renco household products which is most interesting. Here is made the seductive coloured and flavoured ren-

        
(
Continued on p. 
49).
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Christennial Capers
            
          
        

        
(Perpetrated and Illustrated by 

Ken Alexander)

        

          
The Big Shots Shoot.

          

We have enjoyed many “straight” Christmasses but, this year, the spirit of the season is a Christennial cocktail packing a kick from the gold-shod hoof of the carnival trick horse, Pegasusceptible. It is one of those kicks with which there is no kick coming. It is one time when you don't care whether you ever come-to. With King Carnival waving the decanter on one side and Father Christmas filling 'em up on the other you are persuaded to distrust the advantages of consciousness and the sense in common sense.

          
Santa Claus, alone, is a knocker of mercenary Reason and a router of competent Calculation; but, when matched in machination with Santa Centennial, aided and abetted by capering Carnival, and sooled on by your own personal sprite who has slipped the leash of repression, there is little chance of escaping that multi-coloured condition in which there is no to-morrow and yesterdays are but swing doors giving swift access to today.

        

        

          
Whoopee Incorp.

          
This partnership, Sant & Cent, also known as Whoopee Incorp., purveyors of Care-killer, anti-knock fluid and Jubilation Julep, is one for which we have waited a century. In fact we can claim without fear of contradiction that this is literally 
One Christmas in a Hundred.

          
And if we don't make it look like one Christmas in a thousand it will not be the fault of the old firm mentioned above.

          
It is not every Christmas that one can claim the accumulation of a hundred years with faculties and facilities in their prime. It is not every Christmas that a country can spring into the “long 'uns” of maturity, tailored by Time and pressed by Experience.

        

        

          
The Gauge of Age.

          
Not that a century is any gauge of age except that it might justly be accepted as a coming-of-age, justifying a claim to the key of the door, and the door itself.

          
What's a hundred years when the heart is strong,

          
And the courage is bold—it's not so long?

          
What's a century, son, when you're fit and rorty—

          
Just look what you've done since eighteen-forty?

          
You're just in your prime. A hundred years

          
Is not such a slice as it first appears.

          
In fact, though Time has given you weight, You're better than ever up-to-date.

          
And, though we can't claim it with much authority,

          

            

[image: “Getting into Long'uns.”]
“Getting into Long'uns.”


          

          
We think we can say you've reached your majority.

          
There's many a country twice as old

          
Has gone no farther when all is told.

          
You're not so big we have to admit,

          
But you've always been able to do your bit,

          
And, if such a vanity you'll allow,

          
Your moniker's 
Mister New Zealand from now.

          
They say you take after John, your dad,

          
And that's to the good, young feller-me-lad,

          
And now you're of age and wear long breeches,

          
You'll grow more like him in mind and features,

          
Acquiring besides, as youngsters are prone,

          
Additional character all your own.

          
Now this is your birthday, sonny boy,

          
And a slap-up party we'll all enjoy.

          
With Uncle Carnival, nose a'glow,

          
And Father Christmas to make it go.

          
With a fine display of what you've done,

          
Achievements surprisingly good, old son,

          


          
And all the contraptions and fun of the fair,

          
To make nineteen-forty a red-letter year.

          
And here's the toast we drink to this free land,

          
“Maintain all the zeal that you've put into Zealand.”

          
The kiwi is a wingless bird, but who said it couldn't fly! This being one Christmas in a hundred, a double-header in Christmasses, we should wish each other a Merry Chrismatennial.

        

        

          
A Century of Digestion.

          
Christmas dishes should be fittingly concocted to celebrate a century of digestion. Up to the present this phase of our progress appears to have been overlooked and underdone. For instance: “from spotted dog to superhet, two-way, streamline brandy-fed duff!” One, the mother of necessity emanating from tradition but short on ingredient, being rather a pale reflection of a pudding with freckles, or a case of culinary anaemia, due to the uncertainty of overseas transport for the current spice and raisin trade; but, nevertheless, attacked by the hardy pioneer with a digestive courage and determination now lacking in a community which shies at chewing anything tougher than blancmange. That was a pudding which had to be overpowered before it could be reduced to food. But, whilst it leapt and bounded in its flour-bag overcoat in the three-legged iron pot over the open fire, it sang a Christmas carry-all to our grandmothers and grandfathers just as truly as does the more richly-comparisoned product of the present day.

          
Two, the duff de luxe with the skin you love to touch and an interior redolent of all the spices, myrrh and frankincense of the East and containing everything a pudding could wish for except the jaw-developing qualities which reposed in its 1840 counterpart, constructed mainly with flour and enthusiasm, and consumed with that grim determination which attacked both bush and pudding with axe and fire.
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Maestros of the Mixer.

          
The growth and evolution of the duff, accompanied by a graph demonstrating how it has grown in vitamins whilst deteriorating in nutriment, would make an interesting exhibit, especially as there still are extant a few of the old maestros of the mixer. These men could make a duff which would turn the edge of a cross-cut saw, yet gladden the digestions of shepherds, shearers and swaggers. They have aged but have lost nothing of their cunning and would be glad to come out of retirement to demonstrate the kind of duff which enabled our grandfathers and grandmothers to bite tracks through the uncharted bush.

        

        

          
Flapping the Jack.

          
And what of the flapjack? Where amongst the exhibits marking the progress of the century do we find a framed flapjack? They talk of the men who opened up the land; but the flapjack has opened more land than the scrub-hook. No doubt, to-day, six flapjacks would open up six feet of land for any person daring enough to wrap himself round them. But, time was when one of the chief qualifications of wifehood was the ability to flap a jack.

          
To-day flapjacks could be used to re-tread tyres and could be guaranteed to outlive the toughest rubber. Even in the old days there were instances of hard-pressed pioneers using a flapjack to patch a pair of moleskins, and cases are recorded of moleskin trousers being discovered with only the flapjack remaining.

          
Yes, “A Century of Digestion” certainly should have a place in our Centennial memories.
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New Zealand Verse

        

          

            

The Giver.
          

          
(”
I have also given thee that which thou hast not asked.”—I Kings, 3.13).

          

            
Springs comes to the Enchanted Wood … the world grows young again,


            
As arched against the laden sky, the driving August rain,


            
A golden covenant of God speaks to the heart of me….


            
A temple in the wilderness …. a spreading wattle-tree!


            
And I, who bring no altar-gift save this glad heart of mine,


            
Take this bright living gold of bloom to lay before His shrine,


            
And all my being stirs with praise, for oh! it seems to me


            
God might have made this world without a single wattle-tree


            
—A world that would be lovely still, though it had never known


            
The flaming forth of wattle-gold in many a sylvan throne;


            
But for a promise of the Spring, with loving artistry,


            
God fashioned out of sunset light, a golden wattle-tree.
            —
Essie S. Summers.
          

        

        

          

            
              
“
The Woods of Tane.”
            
          

          

            
Thy vast and holy woods' refrain


            
Was lifted up, and in my heart,


            
Awoke a great and joyous strain.


            
A fountainhead of ecstasy


            
Broke, sparkling, over all my mind,


            
And bathed me in solemnity.


            
I saw dim, lofty forest aisles,


            
Wherein the tui's sweet note rings,


            
The worship-bell, in the silent miles.


            
A shaft of the hidden sun, athwart


            
Green heights of trees, forever clothed


            
About with the shade of dreaming thought


            
Or, touched and pearled by the probing moon,


            
Would solemn shadows wake and sigh,


            
And listen for a faint-sung rune?


            
And do they still in splendour grow,


            
Under the sky, or can it be


            
They are gone with the snows of long ago?


            
Tane, thy dreaming woods remain,


            
Forever more, caught in a phrase,


            
In lovely notes within my brain.
            —
R. M. O'Brien.
          

        

        

          

            

The Story-Teller.
          

          

            
“Tell us of the banshee,” the children come a-calling,


            
“Tell us of the banshee that is lurking in the dim,”


            
Sure I wouldn't be so bold at all when dusk is nearly falling,


            
Lest on my homeward journey I'd be after seeing him.


            
“O but please,” says little Kathleen with the eyes of flax-flower blue,


            
And “please” pleads little Padraic who has all a dreamer's wiles;


            
And there am I a-telling things, no word of which is true


            
But God looks kindly on a heart so won by children's smiles.


            
“I'll tell you of a taniwha instead of Irish stories,


            
I'll tell you of Tutanekai and his dark-eyed colleen,”


            
“O no, we've heard them all before—besides, they're tales of Hori's


            
So you must talk of banshee and things we've never seen.”


            
Sure now, Hori has a silver tongue, why must you be a-seeking


            
For Irish tales among the hills green with New Zealand fern,


            
The leprechauns are biding where the shamrock flowers are peeking,


            
Not here within the snow-crowned hills, so lovely yet so stern.


            
“Hori's tales are for the firelight,” says Padraic sweetly smiling,


            
“But yours are for the blue dusk that is peering through the trees,”


            
Who could resist the words of him—so cunningly beguiling—


            
So I tell them tales of banshees as they cluster round my knees.
            —
Patrice Morant.
          

        

        

          

            

Scent of Manuka Smoke.
          

          

            
Same long for scent of maple trees,


            
Some for the scent of oak,


            
While others yearn to smell once more


            
Scent of manuka smoke.


            
That scent of hills and mountain vales


            
Which holds the memory


            
Of bridle tracks and lonely shacks


            
And bush fraternity.


            
The mi-mi in the sheltered bend,


            
The raupo-fringed lagoon,


            
The ducks that came before the dawn,


            
The clouds that crossed the moon.


            
The royal stag high on a crag,


            
The wild boar in the fern,


            
The horses on the tussock flats,


            
The cattle by the burn.


            
The misty falls and azure lakes,


            
The rise of trout at eve,


            
The men who told those yarns of old


            
The yarns we can't believe.


            
The silver of the tui's songs


            
Among the rata flowers,


            
The winding creeks and snowy peaks,


            
The magic gloaming hours.


            
The wisp of smoke that drifts along


            
At billy time of day,


            
The camp-fire gleaming through the dusk


            
To welcome all to stay.


            
The murmur of the mountain streams,


            
Song of the rod and reel;


            
To those who've smelt manuka smoke


            
Will all such things appeal.


            
To the wanderers overseas


            
Just send some twigs to burn,


            
Then gather guns and fishing rods


            
For soon they will return.


            
There's some who long for scent of gums,


            
Some for the scent of oak,


            
But for the sweetest scent of all


            
Give me manuka smoke.
            —L. M.
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The Giver



          

            

The Giver.
          

          
(”
I have also given thee that which thou hast not asked.”—I Kings, 3.13).

          

            
Springs comes to the Enchanted Wood … the world grows young again,


            
As arched against the laden sky, the driving August rain,


            
A golden covenant of God speaks to the heart of me….


            
A temple in the wilderness …. a spreading wattle-tree!


            
And I, who bring no altar-gift save this glad heart of mine,


            
Take this bright living gold of bloom to lay before His shrine,


            
And all my being stirs with praise, for oh! it seems to me


            
God might have made this world without a single wattle-tree


            
—A world that would be lovely still, though it had never known


            
The flaming forth of wattle-gold in many a sylvan throne;


            
But for a promise of the Spring, with loving artistry,


            
God fashioned out of sunset light, a golden wattle-tree.
            —
Essie S. Summers.
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“
The Woods of Tane.”
            
          

          

            
Thy vast and holy woods' refrain


            
Was lifted up, and in my heart,


            
Awoke a great and joyous strain.


            
A fountainhead of ecstasy


            
Broke, sparkling, over all my mind,


            
And bathed me in solemnity.


            
I saw dim, lofty forest aisles,


            
Wherein the tui's sweet note rings,


            
The worship-bell, in the silent miles.


            
A shaft of the hidden sun, athwart


            
Green heights of trees, forever clothed


            
About with the shade of dreaming thought


            
Or, touched and pearled by the probing moon,


            
Would solemn shadows wake and sigh,


            
And listen for a faint-sung rune?


            
And do they still in splendour grow,


            
Under the sky, or can it be


            
They are gone with the snows of long ago?


            
Tane, thy dreaming woods remain,


            
Forever more, caught in a phrase,


            
In lovely notes within my brain.
            —
R. M. O'Brien.
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The Story-Teller.
          

          

            
“Tell us of the banshee,” the children come a-calling,


            
“Tell us of the banshee that is lurking in the dim,”


            
Sure I wouldn't be so bold at all when dusk is nearly falling,


            
Lest on my homeward journey I'd be after seeing him.


            
“O but please,” says little Kathleen with the eyes of flax-flower blue,


            
And “please” pleads little Padraic who has all a dreamer's wiles;


            
And there am I a-telling things, no word of which is true


            
But God looks kindly on a heart so won by children's smiles.


            
“I'll tell you of a taniwha instead of Irish stories,


            
I'll tell you of Tutanekai and his dark-eyed colleen,”


            
“O no, we've heard them all before—besides, they're tales of Hori's


            
So you must talk of banshee and things we've never seen.”


            
Sure now, Hori has a silver tongue, why must you be a-seeking


            
For Irish tales among the hills green with New Zealand fern,


            
The leprechauns are biding where the shamrock flowers are peeking,


            
Not here within the snow-crowned hills, so lovely yet so stern.


            
“Hori's tales are for the firelight,” says Padraic sweetly smiling,


            
“But yours are for the blue dusk that is peering through the trees,”


            
Who could resist the words of him—so cunningly beguiling—


            
So I tell them tales of banshees as they cluster round my knees.
            —
Patrice Morant.
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Scent of Manuka Smoke.
          

          

            
Same long for scent of maple trees,


            
Some for the scent of oak,


            
While others yearn to smell once more


            
Scent of manuka smoke.


            
That scent of hills and mountain vales


            
Which holds the memory


            
Of bridle tracks and lonely shacks


            
And bush fraternity.


            
The mi-mi in the sheltered bend,


            
The raupo-fringed lagoon,


            
The ducks that came before the dawn,


            
The clouds that crossed the moon.


            
The royal stag high on a crag,


            
The wild boar in the fern,


            
The horses on the tussock flats,


            
The cattle by the burn.


            
The misty falls and azure lakes,


            
The rise of trout at eve,


            
The men who told those yarns of old


            
The yarns we can't believe.


            
The silver of the tui's songs


            
Among the rata flowers,


            
The winding creeks and snowy peaks,


            
The magic gloaming hours.


            
The wisp of smoke that drifts along


            
At billy time of day,


            
The camp-fire gleaming through the dusk


            
To welcome all to stay.


            
The murmur of the mountain streams,


            
Song of the rod and reel;


            
To those who've smelt manuka smoke


            
Will all such things appeal.


            
To the wanderers overseas


            
Just send some twigs to burn,


            
Then gather guns and fishing rods


            
For soon they will return.


            
There's some who long for scent of gums,


            
Some for the scent of oak,


            
But for the sweetest scent of all


            
Give me manuka smoke.
            —L. M.
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The Witch's Tiki

 
A Story of Maori Magic

          
        

        

By … 

James Cowan
 (
All Rights Reserved)
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Harata Te Kumi, the wise woman of the West Coast, was one of those exceptional Maoris of her sex who combined with the sacred mana of a noble pedigree strong intellectual powers and a determined will. She refused to accept a tribal standing inferior to that of the men. When the elders met in council she made her views known; she became the woman's voice and she did not hesitate to oppose the highest chief.

          
But it was rarely necessary for her to play critic in matters of clan policy. Her part was less obtrusive, but all the more influential, because it was for the most part played behind the scenes. She was a 
ruahine, a 
wahine mohio, a 
kuia matakité; that is to say, she was regarded as being possessed of certain occult knowledge, she was psychic and clairvoyant. She had been instructed in hidden sacred lore by her mother, who also was a 
wahine mohio, and by an elder who was a 
tohunga. Her mother was the eldest child of her family, and Harata in turn was the eldest of many children. It was her part as the 
ruahìne to participate in such ceremonies as removing the 
tapu from a new carved house, or a new canoe; in her the female element in all nature had its priestess. She was a seeress; she dreamed dreams of strange import; she beheld trance visions whose meaning she interpreted to the people. So wise a woman was a source of strength to any tribe, especially in the old war days.

          
This exposition of Harata's gifts, both inherent and acquired, is necessary as an explanation of the mingled respect and fear with which she was regarded by the community. She was of the aristocratic line in half a score of tribes, but she had the strongest sympathetic alliance with the weakest of all, the remnant of one of the tribes harried and slaughtered by the conqueror Rauparaha. She took those people, the Muaupoko, under her protection, so far as she could give it. She was nearly eighty when I saw her in the early Nineteen-hundreds at Muru-whenua, but her form was straight, her eyes bright and often glittering with animation when she spoke; the carefully carved lines of tattoo emphasised the firmness of her lips and chin. A mako shark's tooth with its dab of red sealing-wax hung from one ear; from the other a greenstone pendant dangled by a black ribbon. But the greenstone tiki of fame that had descended to her through many generations from mother to daughter was missing from her neck. I heard its story, not from Harata, but from one of her kinswomen, a 
kuia mohio like herself.

        

        

          
The Collector.

          
Three miles inland from Harata's home on the beach there was a lake, and on the shore of this lake among the hills was the showy new house built by Compton, the land agent, Maori agent and interpreter, dealer in stock, timber, Maori antiques, native bird skins, and anything else that promised profit. Everything turned to money in Compton's acquisitive hands. (Compton, by-the-way, is a fictitious name, for the purpose of this factual story). He was perfectly unscrupulous, a highly respected citizen who would have a grand funeral when he was finally compelled to loose his grip on his many possessions.

          
One of his most profitable sidelines of commerce was dealing in Maori greenstone treasures. In one way and another he had gathered into his private museum most of the older pounamu artifacts on the coast. There were splendid ancient patus or meres, shaped long ago on the coast of Greenstone Land, which had passed through many hands by process of war or barter. There were beautiful pendants, and the curious pekapeka, that eardrop fashioned in the form of the native bat.

          
Most numerous of all were the tiki (or heitiki when worn suspended from the neck), the prized adornment of the high-born women. Compton had more than a score of these, and like most collectors, he was greedy for more. There was always a good market for such treasures and for the Maori bird skins too. Compton did business with most of the large museums in Europe and America. This was in the days of free trade in native birds and everything else Maori. The money he made from the massacred huia alone would have built that big house of his.

        

        

          
Greenstone Treasure.

          
There was, however, one heitiki that all Compton's coaxings and all his tricks of the trade could not add to his collection. It was the largest worked Greenstone of that kind that he had seen. It was a kahurangi, of deep green, and flawless. The carved grotesque was fashioned in the customary pattern; the contorted little figure with its head cocked on one side, its feet drawn in under it. To the Maori it represents the origin of mankind. The first human being was Tiki; and the figure is the unborn child. This precious kahurangi
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was held highly sacred, for it had rested on the bosom of many a chieftainess cold in death, and had been buried with her and disinterred again, cleansed and ceremoniously freed from tapu; and worn again by the next of the line. Now it was Harata's; she wore it on a cord of twisted flax about her neck. It had a name, embodying a tradition; it was Panirau, which means “Many Orphans.”

          
Compton proceeded to acquire that tiki. He began by offering Harata £5 for it. She refused with scornful and contemptuous words, as Compton had anticipated.

          
“You are quite right,” he said. “It would be very wrong to sell your most sacred possession for money. Indeed, it would be selling your ancestors. I only offered you money in order to try you; I know £50, or £500, would not tempt you to part with it.”

          
“Money! Money—everything is money with you pakehas,” said Harata, with increasing indignation. “What is money to me? You must not speak of my tiki and your filthy money in the same breath. It is tapu beyond expression; it has a wonderful mana, as you surely know. When I die it will lie on my breast; and it will go to my granddaughter after me, for her mother is dead, and to her children after her.”

        

        

          
The Luck-Bringer.

          
“That is well, old woman,” Compton replied. “Enough of that. No more about money. But I have something to ask you. My wife is with child; if all goes well she will give birth to it in three months. I am anxious about her, for it will be her first child. Now, your heitiki is a bringer of good fortune. The image of man is laid on the body of a woman with child to mould and assist the unborn one and cheer the mother. I have many a tiki, but they are dead; they are long cut off from the living; their mana has departed. But yours holds the life of man within it still. Will you not lend it to me for a little while, so that it may rest on the bosom of my wife, to give her good cheer and fond hope, and to give of its life to the growing child within?”

          
This and much more Compton said, in his persuasive way, and with the Maori idioms and allusions that went with such an appeal.

        

        

          
Business Methods.

          
Harata listened, with a doubting mind. Her experience of Compton tallied with that of most other Maoris on the coast. The land on which the pakeha lived had been theirs. His method was to lend them a little money and take a mortgage over land to which a clear title had been established in the Land Court, where Compton often acted as agent for the tribe. Bit by bit he had added to his acres, until the choicest parts of the tribal land were now his.

          
The original owners had only a vague idea of the process by which they had been separated from their old homes. There were recollections of grand sprees, some fine clothes, a smart buggy, a tangi or so.

          
Harata knew all about that. She had needed money urgently for the expenses of the customary hospitality to mourners when one of her young relatives died. Compton, like the Irish village “gombeen man” was always ready to oblige. The transaction was perfectly satisfactory to the financier. Harata received and spent her fifty pounds; Compton presently secured a full title to land worth ten times as much; no, nearer twenty times. Everything had been legal, perfectly legal; not the slightest ground for complaint or appeal to any authority. But Harata realised, helplessly, that she had been swindled. All her Maori wisdom availed nothing against the commercial cunning of the white man.

          
“Now,” Compton coaxed, “you'll let me have Panirau, won't you. Only for three days, I promise you. Just for the sake of the mother and the child. It will be a boy, I hope, and your tiki will help it to be a fine big strong man like me”—and Compton laughed and expanded his lungs and slapped himself on the chest.
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Harata's scornful lips and narrowed eyes said as plainly as words: “Maminga! Tinihanga!” which is to say, in the pakeha vernacular, “Humbug.”

          
But the Maori resistance, as usual, was broken down by the persistence of the pakeha appeal. When Compton rode home that evening the precious pounamu Panirau was in his pocket— and he intended it to remain there, or in his safe, until he had mailed it securely to a great museum whose discriminating directors paid well for the Maori artifacts supplied by so successful an agent as Compton.

          
The collector had not really intended to use the tiki in the way he had described to Harata. No, he would get Panirau off to London by registered and well-insured packet without delay. But as he greeted his wife a thought struck him: “Why not? It can't do any harm.”

        

        

          
Wife and Tiki.

          
“Laura,” he said, “you remember Harata, down at the beach, the old girl who knows all about bush medicines and things, and leads the ceremonies at the tangis. Well, she sends her aroha



to you and she has lent me her heitiki of wonderful mana, that brings luck and safety to mother and child. Her mother and her mother's foremothers for generations have worn it when they were with child; it strengthens them both. Now, let me hang it round your neck; and later on, you know, you should fasten it on your waist, or thereabouts, that's the Maori way.”
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“How good of Harata,” said Mrs. Compton. “It was thoughtful of her. I must send her a little present when you return the tiki.”

          
“Oh, not yet, not just yet,” said Compton hurriedly. “Plenty of time. Must let its influence become gradually felt, you know—the greenstone image of the unborn child resting on the human one.”

          
“How curious,” said Laura, meditatively. She took the heavy amulet in her hands and looked at it intently. “What an ugly little thing it is! I hope my baby won't look like that, with its head all on one side and its tongue out.”

          
“Oh, no, that's before it sees the light. The Maoris knew all about the human anatomy. Trust the old cannibals for that.”

          
Laura shuddered. “I'll wear it if you like, but I don't want to look at it long. It feels so cold and uncanny on my breast. Is it true that they place these things with the dead when they are buried, and then dig them out again for the bone-scraping?”

          
Compton replied that they did. It was the custom to bury the greenstone with its wearer and disinter it after about a year, when the next of kin took possession and wore it. That was what gave it its rich old tone and its smooth surface as if it had long been polished with fine oil.

          
“Oh, no more of it! I think you had better return it to Harata tomorrow, or I'll be going about with my head on one side. But you have any number of greenstones in your safe. Surely you don't want any more?”
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“Ah, but none like this one, Laura. You must wear it a while for luck.”

        

        

          
Deceived and Robbed.

          
The three days stipulated by Harata went by, and three weeks, and more. She waited with growing anxiety for her tiki; it was her most precious possession. She sent messages to Compton. Then she went herself and demanded it. Compton was working in his garden. He steered her away from the house, saying that his wife was ill and couldn't be disturbed. “Be patient,” he said, “your treasure is quite safe.”

          
Next day Compton sent a Maori messenger to Harata with a letter containing five sovereigns. His wife, he wrote, would not part with the tiki, at any rate not yet, and the five pounds was just a little present by way of remembrance and gratitude.

          
“He lies!” cried Harata, in a fury. To the messenger: “Take this gold back to the pakeha and throw it at him. Or throw it in his lake or in the ditch.”

          
The wise woman realised now that she would not see her treasure again. She had been fooled long enough; now by sense of intuition she was sure.

          
She and her people had been deceived and robbed time and again by the smooth-spoken pakeha. Now it was her turn. Her hot anger passed; a cold determination to exact payment took its place. Utu she would have, but not filthy white man's money. Revenge upon Compton would be compassed, and in the way of her ancestors. She had all the wisdom and the magical arts of



the priestess at her command. Compton should suffer, and if his wife and soon-to-be-born child suffered, too, the stroke of revenge would be all the heavier.
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The Sorceress

          
From that day onward for many days Harata's thoughts were concentrated on wreaking retribution. She gave herself up to the dark world, the powers of sorcery, the occult rites and magic incantations, the recital of which released curses upon curses. She spent her days and nights in solitude, away from her people; she fasted; her whole powers of brain and heart were directed upon that house by the lake. Well she knew the fatal efficacy of projected thought, exercise of will power for good or for ill. She was sustained by her intense faith in the deadly potency of the karakia that she repeated and mentally projected against her enemy.

          
Night after night the priestess sat by the waters of Whiro, the dark god, the spirit of wizardry. She set up her wands of incantation, beside the sacred spring, where the ancient 
tuahu, the altar-like white stone, stood; the tapu place where none but herself could set foot. The image of her precious and lost treasure was ever before her; it gave added force to the curses that she launched, borne on the resistless current of her hate.

          
* * *

        

        

          
The Makutu'd Child.

          
The first-born son of the Comptons came into the world with the first light of a midsummer morning. Harata knew, even at that moment. “My work is done,” she said to herself. She freed her mind of her witch's work; a calm possessed her soul like the placid face of the deep. She coiled up in her blankets, and slept for a day and a night.

          
When the infant was placed in Laura's arms by the nurse she wept with the relief and joy of the new mother. She tried to hold it up, but the nurse, saying, “You're too weak yet,” took it and held it before her.

          
The mother gasped, closed her eyes, looked at it again and fell back. She shrieked, “It's the tiki! Take it away.”

          
The horrified nurse called Compton. “Look,” she said. “Your wife has fainted. She says it's the tiki. Whatever does she mean?”

          
Too well Compton knew, when he stared at the newly-born. The tiki it was! It was greenstone Panirau done in the flesh. The head, seeming too large for the body, lolled on one side, the end of the tongue protruded, the feet were curled under it, the tiny hands were held across the body. Certainly all very new babies look like that he thought, except for that helpless head twisted to one side. But he understood all now—more than he could ever tell his wife. He knew of Harata's secret powers. This was her revenge for his trickery. His son—his only son.

          
Laura would never forgive him. That accursed tiki! Yet his next thought was an evil satisfaction that he had had his way and added to his gains.

          
Laura, hysterical, raving against her husband, refused to look at the child again. Soon, however, she calmed down and at the nurse's entreaties nursed the grotesque little thing. Presently she was kissing it and crying over it, murmuring pet names. Compton, relieved, told the nurse, “The youngster will grow out of it. If he doesn't the doctors will put it to rights.”
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* * *

          
The little Compton did not “grow out of it.” The doctors said it would not do to interfere with Nature; they seemed chiefly interested in the child as a kind of scientific exhibit; an example of the power of ante-natal suggestion. Compton had told them of the tiki incident—withholding half the truth.

          
The boy grew to manhood. He carried for life that tiki-like twist of head. His mother died while he was still a boy, mourning always over the one she loved more than any other creature in the world. There was a lovable quality in the gnome-like boy. Even old Harata, muttering her karakia, would have undone the harm she wrought, but that was beyond her powers. She outlived them all. The boy who was beloved by everyone who knew him, the more because of his deformity, died in his young manhood, a student and recluse.

          
Compton himself was not long in following the others. He may have repented of his ways. The only indications that he did was the fact that he sold every scrap of greenstone in his safe and all the Maori articles scattered through his house. He did not give that museum money to charity, or to the churches. And whatever became of it, it is certain that Harata was not a beneficiary. She did not even receive that miserable five pounds in gold money that she so contemptuously returned to Compton. He was not the man to be troubled by twinges of the commercial conscience.
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Harata Te Kumi, the wise woman of the West Coast, was one of those exceptional Maoris of her sex who combined with the sacred mana of a noble pedigree strong intellectual powers and a determined will. She refused to accept a tribal standing inferior to that of the men. When the elders met in council she made her views known; she became the woman's voice and she did not hesitate to oppose the highest chief.

          
But it was rarely necessary for her to play critic in matters of clan policy. Her part was less obtrusive, but all the more influential, because it was for the most part played behind the scenes. She was a 
ruahine, a 
wahine mohio, a 
kuia matakité; that is to say, she was regarded as being possessed of certain occult knowledge, she was psychic and clairvoyant. She had been instructed in hidden sacred lore by her mother, who also was a 
wahine mohio, and by an elder who was a 
tohunga. Her mother was the eldest child of her family, and Harata in turn was the eldest of many children. It was her part as the 
ruahìne to participate in such ceremonies as removing the 
tapu from a new carved house, or a new canoe; in her the female element in all nature had its priestess. She was a seeress; she dreamed dreams of strange import; she beheld trance visions whose meaning she interpreted to the people. So wise a woman was a source of strength to any tribe, especially in the old war days.

          
This exposition of Harata's gifts, both inherent and acquired, is necessary as an explanation of the mingled respect and fear with which she was regarded by the community. She was of the aristocratic line in half a score of tribes, but she had the strongest sympathetic alliance with the weakest of all, the remnant of one of the tribes harried and slaughtered by the conqueror Rauparaha. She took those people, the Muaupoko, under her protection, so far as she could give it. She was nearly eighty when I saw her in the early Nineteen-hundreds at Muru-whenua, but her form was straight, her eyes bright and often glittering with animation when she spoke; the carefully carved lines of tattoo emphasised the firmness of her lips and chin. A mako shark's tooth with its dab of red sealing-wax hung from one ear; from the other a greenstone pendant dangled by a black ribbon. But the greenstone tiki of fame that had descended to her through many generations from mother to daughter was missing from her neck. I heard its story, not from Harata, but from one of her kinswomen, a 
kuia mohio like herself.
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The Collector.

          
Three miles inland from Harata's home on the beach there was a lake, and on the shore of this lake among the hills was the showy new house built by Compton, the land agent, Maori agent and interpreter, dealer in stock, timber, Maori antiques, native bird skins, and anything else that promised profit. Everything turned to money in Compton's acquisitive hands. (Compton, by-the-way, is a fictitious name, for the purpose of this factual story). He was perfectly unscrupulous, a highly respected citizen who would have a grand funeral when he was finally compelled to loose his grip on his many possessions.

          
One of his most profitable sidelines of commerce was dealing in Maori greenstone treasures. In one way and another he had gathered into his private museum most of the older pounamu artifacts on the coast. There were splendid ancient patus or meres, shaped long ago on the coast of Greenstone Land, which had passed through many hands by process of war or barter. There were beautiful pendants, and the curious pekapeka, that eardrop fashioned in the form of the native bat.

          
Most numerous of all were the tiki (or heitiki when worn suspended from the neck), the prized adornment of the high-born women. Compton had more than a score of these, and like most collectors, he was greedy for more. There was always a good market for such treasures and for the Maori bird skins too. Compton did business with most of the large museums in Europe and America. This was in the days of free trade in native birds and everything else Maori. The money he made from the massacred huia alone would have built that big house of his.
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Greenstone Treasure.

          
There was, however, one heitiki that all Compton's coaxings and all his tricks of the trade could not add to his collection. It was the largest worked Greenstone of that kind that he had seen. It was a kahurangi, of deep green, and flawless. The carved grotesque was fashioned in the customary pattern; the contorted little figure with its head cocked on one side, its feet drawn in under it. To the Maori it represents the origin of mankind. The first human being was Tiki; and the figure is the unborn child. This precious kahurangi





[image: ]


[image: ]



was held highly sacred, for it had rested on the bosom of many a chieftainess cold in death, and had been buried with her and disinterred again, cleansed and ceremoniously freed from tapu; and worn again by the next of the line. Now it was Harata's; she wore it on a cord of twisted flax about her neck. It had a name, embodying a tradition; it was Panirau, which means “Many Orphans.”

          
Compton proceeded to acquire that tiki. He began by offering Harata £5 for it. She refused with scornful and contemptuous words, as Compton had anticipated.

          
“You are quite right,” he said. “It would be very wrong to sell your most sacred possession for money. Indeed, it would be selling your ancestors. I only offered you money in order to try you; I know £50, or £500, would not tempt you to part with it.”

          
“Money! Money—everything is money with you pakehas,” said Harata, with increasing indignation. “What is money to me? You must not speak of my tiki and your filthy money in the same breath. It is tapu beyond expression; it has a wonderful mana, as you surely know. When I die it will lie on my breast; and it will go to my granddaughter after me, for her mother is dead, and to her children after her.”
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The Luck-Bringer.

          
“That is well, old woman,” Compton replied. “Enough of that. No more about money. But I have something to ask you. My wife is with child; if all goes well she will give birth to it in three months. I am anxious about her, for it will be her first child. Now, your heitiki is a bringer of good fortune. The image of man is laid on the body of a woman with child to mould and assist the unborn one and cheer the mother. I have many a tiki, but they are dead; they are long cut off from the living; their mana has departed. But yours holds the life of man within it still. Will you not lend it to me for a little while, so that it may rest on the bosom of my wife, to give her good cheer and fond hope, and to give of its life to the growing child within?”

          
This and much more Compton said, in his persuasive way, and with the Maori idioms and allusions that went with such an appeal.
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Business Methods.

          
Harata listened, with a doubting mind. Her experience of Compton tallied with that of most other Maoris on the coast. The land on which the pakeha lived had been theirs. His method was to lend them a little money and take a mortgage over land to which a clear title had been established in the Land Court, where Compton often acted as agent for the tribe. Bit by bit he had added to his acres, until the choicest parts of the tribal land were now his.

          
The original owners had only a vague idea of the process by which they had been separated from their old homes. There were recollections of grand sprees, some fine clothes, a smart buggy, a tangi or so.

          
Harata knew all about that. She had needed money urgently for the expenses of the customary hospitality to mourners when one of her young relatives died. Compton, like the Irish village “gombeen man” was always ready to oblige. The transaction was perfectly satisfactory to the financier. Harata received and spent her fifty pounds; Compton presently secured a full title to land worth ten times as much; no, nearer twenty times. Everything had been legal, perfectly legal; not the slightest ground for complaint or appeal to any authority. But Harata realised, helplessly, that she had been swindled. All her Maori wisdom availed nothing against the commercial cunning of the white man.

          
“Now,” Compton coaxed, “you'll let me have Panirau, won't you. Only for three days, I promise you. Just for the sake of the mother and the child. It will be a boy, I hope, and your tiki will help it to be a fine big strong man like me”—and Compton laughed and expanded his lungs and slapped himself on the chest.
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St. Mary's Anglican Church, New Plymouth. In the foreground are shown the graves of the British soldiers who fell in the Maori War in Taranaki.


          

          
Harata's scornful lips and narrowed eyes said as plainly as words: “Maminga! Tinihanga!” which is to say, in the pakeha vernacular, “Humbug.”

          
But the Maori resistance, as usual, was broken down by the persistence of the pakeha appeal. When Compton rode home that evening the precious pounamu Panirau was in his pocket— and he intended it to remain there, or in his safe, until he had mailed it securely to a great museum whose discriminating directors paid well for the Maori artifacts supplied by so successful an agent as Compton.

          
The collector had not really intended to use the tiki in the way he had described to Harata. No, he would get Panirau off to London by registered and well-insured packet without delay. But as he greeted his wife a thought struck him: “Why not? It can't do any harm.”
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Wife and Tiki.

          
“Laura,” he said, “you remember Harata, down at the beach, the old girl who knows all about bush medicines and things, and leads the ceremonies at the tangis. Well, she sends her aroha



to you and she has lent me her heitiki of wonderful mana, that brings luck and safety to mother and child. Her mother and her mother's foremothers for generations have worn it when they were with child; it strengthens them both. Now, let me hang it round your neck; and later on, you know, you should fasten it on your waist, or thereabouts, that's the Maori way.”
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“How good of Harata,” said Mrs. Compton. “It was thoughtful of her. I must send her a little present when you return the tiki.”

          
“Oh, not yet, not just yet,” said Compton hurriedly. “Plenty of time. Must let its influence become gradually felt, you know—the greenstone image of the unborn child resting on the human one.”

          
“How curious,” said Laura, meditatively. She took the heavy amulet in her hands and looked at it intently. “What an ugly little thing it is! I hope my baby won't look like that, with its head all on one side and its tongue out.”

          
“Oh, no, that's before it sees the light. The Maoris knew all about the human anatomy. Trust the old cannibals for that.”

          
Laura shuddered. “I'll wear it if you like, but I don't want to look at it long. It feels so cold and uncanny on my breast. Is it true that they place these things with the dead when they are buried, and then dig them out again for the bone-scraping?”

          
Compton replied that they did. It was the custom to bury the greenstone with its wearer and disinter it after about a year, when the next of kin took possession and wore it. That was what gave it its rich old tone and its smooth surface as if it had long been polished with fine oil.

          
“Oh, no more of it! I think you had better return it to Harata tomorrow, or I'll be going about with my head on one side. But you have any number of greenstones in your safe. Surely you don't want any more?”
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Looking towards Russell from the grounds of the old Residency at Waitangi, Bay of Islands.


          

          
“Ah, but none like this one, Laura. You must wear it a while for luck.”
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Deceived and Robbed.

          
The three days stipulated by Harata went by, and three weeks, and more. She waited with growing anxiety for her tiki; it was her most precious possession. She sent messages to Compton. Then she went herself and demanded it. Compton was working in his garden. He steered her away from the house, saying that his wife was ill and couldn't be disturbed. “Be patient,” he said, “your treasure is quite safe.”

          
Next day Compton sent a Maori messenger to Harata with a letter containing five sovereigns. His wife, he wrote, would not part with the tiki, at any rate not yet, and the five pounds was just a little present by way of remembrance and gratitude.

          
“He lies!” cried Harata, in a fury. To the messenger: “Take this gold back to the pakeha and throw it at him. Or throw it in his lake or in the ditch.”

          
The wise woman realised now that she would not see her treasure again. She had been fooled long enough; now by sense of intuition she was sure.

          
She and her people had been deceived and robbed time and again by the smooth-spoken pakeha. Now it was her turn. Her hot anger passed; a cold determination to exact payment took its place. Utu she would have, but not filthy white man's money. Revenge upon Compton would be compassed, and in the way of her ancestors. She had all the wisdom and the magical arts of



the priestess at her command. Compton should suffer, and if his wife and soon-to-be-born child suffered, too, the stroke of revenge would be all the heavier.
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The Sorceress

          
From that day onward for many days Harata's thoughts were concentrated on wreaking retribution. She gave herself up to the dark world, the powers of sorcery, the occult rites and magic incantations, the recital of which released curses upon curses. She spent her days and nights in solitude, away from her people; she fasted; her whole powers of brain and heart were directed upon that house by the lake. Well she knew the fatal efficacy of projected thought, exercise of will power for good or for ill. She was sustained by her intense faith in the deadly potency of the karakia that she repeated and mentally projected against her enemy.

          
Night after night the priestess sat by the waters of Whiro, the dark god, the spirit of wizardry. She set up her wands of incantation, beside the sacred spring, where the ancient 
tuahu, the altar-like white stone, stood; the tapu place where none but herself could set foot. The image of her precious and lost treasure was ever before her; it gave added force to the curses that she launched, borne on the resistless current of her hate.

          
* * *
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The Makutu'd Child.

          
The first-born son of the Comptons came into the world with the first light of a midsummer morning. Harata knew, even at that moment. “My work is done,” she said to herself. She freed her mind of her witch's work; a calm possessed her soul like the placid face of the deep. She coiled up in her blankets, and slept for a day and a night.

          
When the infant was placed in Laura's arms by the nurse she wept with the relief and joy of the new mother. She tried to hold it up, but the nurse, saying, “You're too weak yet,” took it and held it before her.

          
The mother gasped, closed her eyes, looked at it again and fell back. She shrieked, “It's the tiki! Take it away.”

          
The horrified nurse called Compton. “Look,” she said. “Your wife has fainted. She says it's the tiki. Whatever does she mean?”

          
Too well Compton knew, when he stared at the newly-born. The tiki it was! It was greenstone Panirau done in the flesh. The head, seeming too large for the body, lolled on one side, the end of the tongue protruded, the feet were curled under it, the tiny hands were held across the body. Certainly all very new babies look like that he thought, except for that helpless head twisted to one side. But he understood all now—more than he could ever tell his wife. He knew of Harata's secret powers. This was her revenge for his trickery. His son—his only son.

          
Laura would never forgive him. That accursed tiki! Yet his next thought was an evil satisfaction that he had had his way and added to his gains.

          
Laura, hysterical, raving against her husband, refused to look at the child again. Soon, however, she calmed down and at the nurse's entreaties nursed the grotesque little thing. Presently she was kissing it and crying over it, murmuring pet names. Compton, relieved, told the nurse, “The youngster will grow out of it. If he doesn't the doctors will put it to rights.”
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At anchor in peaceful Dusky Sound, South Island.


          

          
* * *

          
The little Compton did not “grow out of it.” The doctors said it would not do to interfere with Nature; they seemed chiefly interested in the child as a kind of scientific exhibit; an example of the power of ante-natal suggestion. Compton had told them of the tiki incident—withholding half the truth.

          
The boy grew to manhood. He carried for life that tiki-like twist of head. His mother died while he was still a boy, mourning always over the one she loved more than any other creature in the world. There was a lovable quality in the gnome-like boy. Even old Harata, muttering her karakia, would have undone the harm she wrought, but that was beyond her powers. She outlived them all. The boy who was beloved by everyone who knew him, the more because of his deformity, died in his young manhood, a student and recluse.

          
Compton himself was not long in following the others. He may have repented of his ways. The only indications that he did was the fact that he sold every scrap of greenstone in his safe and all the Maori articles scattered through his house. He did not give that museum money to charity, or to the churches. And whatever became of it, it is certain that Harata was not a beneficiary. She did not even receive that miserable five pounds in gold money that she so contemptuously returned to Compton. He was not the man to be troubled by twinges of the commercial conscience.
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By 
Ian D. Stevenson, M.Sc.
          
        

        

          

It is very easy to say the things about Nazi Germany which are usually said—in books about that country—and if you go there you can see them for yourself. Yes, Germany is a tidy nation. The children are tidy as are the parks, streets and backyards. Slum conditions in the ordinary sense do not seem to exist and beggars and paupers are not seen. Nevertheless, some people — many people—seem to have an exceedingly poor standard of living and certain foodstuffs are undoubtedly scarce. Jack and I have covered the greater part of Germany by car, have travelled in the trains and buses in various parts and have stayed in the best hotels and the humblest pensions (a pension in Europe is about equivalent to our simplest guest-house or boarding-house). No guides have shown us just what visitors are shown. Within the limits of our meagre knowledge of German we have chatted with waiters, clerks, hotel porters, road menders, University students and anyone else we could enter into conversation with. Some of them spoke English quite well.

        

        

          
Examination of Luggage.

          
In the last month we have crossed the German frontier four times and our luggage and personal effects were searched only once—and that was on our first entry from Denmark towards Hamburg. The Nazi officers, in their smart uniforms, were satisfied with a superficial search, but there happened to be in that Customs Office a plain-clothes gentleman—very rare in German officialdom. We had reason to believe that he was a member of the Gestapo. Our British passports were taken to an inner room for about ten minutes and the plain-clothes man started in on our luggage. I had been collecting technical information from the Scandinavian countries about railway problems, and in my bags were some blue prints and other technical information. These he seemed to find interesting. Then we all had a fair amount of private correspondence and this was carefully scrutinised. No one in the place seemed to be able to speak more than a word or two of English and I should not imagine that this man could read it. No doubt he had his orders to look at everything—and was doing it. Several times we were asked our professions. There were three of us, a lawyer, a banker and an electrical engineer—and the information was in our passports.

          
Perhaps they thought that if we were asked often enough we would say we were spies!

          
In one of the bags was a copy of the journal of the New Zealand Presbyterian Bible-class movement and in this was a photograph of the last Easter camp held in Hunua, near Auckland. The rows of tents caught the official's eye and he studied the photograph for some time and then gave it up with a shrug of the shoulders. Finally, we were allowed to proceed on our way. It had not occurred to these smart fellows that we had a luggage compartment behind the back seat. The bags in it were not disturbed—not that we would have minded!
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The noble facade of the new railway station at Wellington, New Zealand.


          

        

        

          
A Swastika-ed City.

          
In Hamburg there was being held a grand rally of the Workers' Union and Field Marshal Goering was there to address them. The city was swastika-ed at every conceivable place. Many of the flags were bigger than a New Zealand Railways tarpaulin—and that is a fair size! All German towns have flagpoles and standards permanently fixed on all public buildings, in the streets in myriads, and on many private buildings.

          
On the least provocation a town is simply covered in swastika flags and many shops and business-houses fly large swastika flags permanently.

          
It probably pays businesses to support the Nazi party just as it pays individuals to belong to the Nazi party—even with the subscriptions as high as they are. In Hamburg, due to the workers' festivities, every hotel seemed full, but finally we found a room with three beds, in the Atlantic Hotel—one of the best in the city.

          
In most parts of Germany it is impossible to camp as there is not an inch of vacant land.
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The New Zealand Railways Road Services new passenger station at Dunedin.


          

        

        

          
“Embellished and Blighted by Nazism.”

          
Berlin is a beautiful city, being at the same time both embellished and blighted by Nazism. The streets, the parks, the fine lakes, the rich art treasures, the magnificent monuments and the fine buildings are of the old Germany. Now the city is being modernised on a grand scale. There is tremendous building and roading activity. Two of the recent buildings, the new Chancellery and the Air Ministry, are colossal and were put up in a few months. One of the main streets runs in a straight line for eighteen miles, and for most of its length it is wide enough for about twelve streams of traffic. The famous “Unter den Linden” is a section of this street. It is interesting that the name means “under the limes” but the original lime trees that grew there have been cut down because their roots interfered with the underground railway under the street. New trees have been planted but, for the most part, they are only a few inches high.

        

        

          
“Full of Brown Shirts.”

          
The city was en fete the week-end we were in Berlin, because there was a sports meeting at the Olympic Stadium to find the best brown shirt in Germany. The city was full of brown shirts—party members in uniform—and we went to the stadium for a couple of hours to see the athletics— and were not particularly impressed. Some friends in England had asked us to look up their daughter who was a student at the University of Berlin and she was our guide and expert interpreter for an evening. With her we sampled Berlin night-life and in one place we visited that night we saw some very excellent entertainment.

          
Apart from an argument with some brown shirts in a barber's shop about “encirclement” we were very well treated in Berlin.

        

        

          
The Heil-Hitler Greeting.

          
An interesting thing about the Nazi regime is the way the old German greeting “good day” has disappeared. Now it is all “Heil Hitler” (usually slurred over) and used as a greeting, a farewell and even as an “excuse me.” It is quite universal and only the old people seem to slip. A very fine old lady with whom we stayed in Munich forgot and said “Guten Tag,” but corrected herself with an apologetic “Heil Hitler.”

        

        

          
The Language Difficulty.

          
Our second entry into Germany was made going up the Rhine from Holland. Passing the frontier was no trouble. A few miles in from the border we were stopped by the barrier which blocks road traffic at level crossings when a train is due. Being interested I got out of the car and took a snapshot of the barrier just as the train was passing. At the next town, called Wesel, a Nazi policeman met us at the outskirts, just about dusk. He stopped us, looked at the car's number-plate and demanded our cameras. He also wanted a movie camera but we satisfied him we had none. He spoke no English, Indicating that we were to follow him, he rode off on his bicycle with the cameras to the police station where our passports were taken. No one in the station among the many on duty could speak English or French and our German was too scanty for us to explain anything vital. A local shopkeeper was said to speak English and he was got out of bed—and all the English he knew was harmless. For over two hours we sat at a table with the Nazi officials making meaningless noises at one another.
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A typical scene at the Locomotive Depot in the Wellington railway yards.


          

          
It was pathetic. One official whom they summoned from his home was a nasty piece of work and seemed to think the louder he shouted in his gutteral and excited German the more we would understand. Next morning our cameras were returned to us (without the films) and we were told that the films would be developed by 10 a.m. In each case they were only half used. When the developed negatives were produced, still wet, every photograph was identifiable as being of Amsterdam—except the one photograph I had taken and it was so under-exposed that it was quite unidentifiable. At about 11 a.m. our passports were returned and we were free to go. The negatives were still wet and they promised to post them to us in Vienna, after I had



given them a stamp for the purpose. About a week later when we called at Vienna the photographs were not there.
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Rather more Friendly.

          
The people of Southern Germany we found rather more friendly. It is not generally realised that South Germany is strongly Roman Catholic. In Cologne the population is over 90% Roman Catholic and all through the countryside are well-cared-for shrines and crucifixes on the roadside. The State has almost stopped its persecution of the Church although it has undoubtedly put the Church out of politics. As far as we could see church services are well-attended in Germany. In one church in Munich we had to stand at the back as every seat was taken, and in Berlin a church we attended was packed.

        

        

          
Petrol Virtually Unprocurable.

          
In Salzburg we ran into a petrol famine, and without the help of an Englishman—the chauffeur and gentleman's gentleman of a Cuban diplomat —a real Jeeves, we would have been really in a fix. He knew the ins and outs and back-places of this lovely Austrian centre of culture. The music festival was on and the place was full of Nazi, Hungarian, Italian and other diplomats all busily conferring, and Herr Hitler himself came down from his Chalet in Berchtesgaden nearby from time to time. Petrol was virtually unprocurable and the famine was rapidly spreading all through Southern Germany. With the help of Jeeves and by quick action we got some tins of different kinds and managed to get a few litres here and there from out-of-the-way places. Bribery, begging and bluff were necessary, but we scraped together just enough to get us out of Germany, into Switzerland.

          
At one place where there was a long queue getting small rations of petrol from a little store, a German behind us tried to persuade the storekeeper not to supply us because we had an English car. Jeeves managed him masterfully. Things began to look ugly. Petrol famines are serious—far more than one imagines.

          
We rented a lock-up garage and placed our car and precious supply of petrol behind its sturdy door. Then we took a train to Vienna for a day and returned to Salzburg at 4.30 in the morning and made for the Swiss border through the Austrian Tyrol.

          
All the way, for something like 150 miles, every petrol pump was placarded 
Kleen (empty) or 
Nix Benzin. We limped into Switzerland with our petrol indicator showing “empty” and the electric petrol pump making nasty warning noises.

          
At a lonely little frontier station where the officials happened to be stamp collectors, the stamps on an envelope Jack had in his hand won us their friendship. There was a fee to pay and we had no money. Actually the last four litres of petrol we had bought were procured by being very nice to a girl in a garage and giving her all our small change together with a New Zealand threepence I happened to have in my pocket. The German officials accepted an English shilling I found in another pocket—and we were safe in Switzerland—and only just in time.

        

        

          
An Affable German Student.

          
We spent the early crisis days in Geneva, staying at the International House for Students—along with Germans, Hungarians, English and Americans. One student we met—not staying at the Maison Internationale—was a German economist who had been in U.S.A. and spoke English in perfect American. He also spoke French well. We had some very interesting talks with him about the Nazi system. We will call him Hermann. I have a feeling he may be a German spy. He had far more money than the average German is allowed to bring out of the Fatherland, but he was a good fellow. Strangely enough he belongs to Wesel where the camera incident happened and he promised to get our films returned.
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The Railway Broadcasting Studio—5ZB—loading for transport in Wellington Harbour to the New Zealand Centennial Exhibition Grounds. It will continue in operation throughout the period of the Exhibition.


          

        

        

          
The Eve of War in France.

          
Petrol became scarce in parts of France, but we managed, by a stroke of luck, to buy 22 gallons and stored it in peanut-oil drums. Our journey across Europe to London was a hurried one. Paris was quiet and calm and the evacuation of women and children was almost completed. We stayed a night there and then made for Brussels and Ostend and with a few minutes to spare caught the last car-ferry to Dover.

        

        

          
Safe in London.

          
It was a very dark London when we arrived. War was in progress and the black-out was complete. To drive into the heart of London in a black-out must be tried to be appreciated. England is at war and the organisation of her civil defence is perfection itself. At the moment of writing we have had three air-raid alarms—one at 2.30 a.m. But London has not been reached by enemy planes.
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It is very easy to say the things about Nazi Germany which are usually said—in books about that country—and if you go there you can see them for yourself. Yes, Germany is a tidy nation. The children are tidy as are the parks, streets and backyards. Slum conditions in the ordinary sense do not seem to exist and beggars and paupers are not seen. Nevertheless, some people — many people—seem to have an exceedingly poor standard of living and certain foodstuffs are undoubtedly scarce. Jack and I have covered the greater part of Germany by car, have travelled in the trains and buses in various parts and have stayed in the best hotels and the humblest pensions (a pension in Europe is about equivalent to our simplest guest-house or boarding-house). No guides have shown us just what visitors are shown. Within the limits of our meagre knowledge of German we have chatted with waiters, clerks, hotel porters, road menders, University students and anyone else we could enter into conversation with. Some of them spoke English quite well.
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Examination of Luggage.

          
In the last month we have crossed the German frontier four times and our luggage and personal effects were searched only once—and that was on our first entry from Denmark towards Hamburg. The Nazi officers, in their smart uniforms, were satisfied with a superficial search, but there happened to be in that Customs Office a plain-clothes gentleman—very rare in German officialdom. We had reason to believe that he was a member of the Gestapo. Our British passports were taken to an inner room for about ten minutes and the plain-clothes man started in on our luggage. I had been collecting technical information from the Scandinavian countries about railway problems, and in my bags were some blue prints and other technical information. These he seemed to find interesting. Then we all had a fair amount of private correspondence and this was carefully scrutinised. No one in the place seemed to be able to speak more than a word or two of English and I should not imagine that this man could read it. No doubt he had his orders to look at everything—and was doing it. Several times we were asked our professions. There were three of us, a lawyer, a banker and an electrical engineer—and the information was in our passports.

          
Perhaps they thought that if we were asked often enough we would say we were spies!

          
In one of the bags was a copy of the journal of the New Zealand Presbyterian Bible-class movement and in this was a photograph of the last Easter camp held in Hunua, near Auckland. The rows of tents caught the official's eye and he studied the photograph for some time and then gave it up with a shrug of the shoulders. Finally, we were allowed to proceed on our way. It had not occurred to these smart fellows that we had a luggage compartment behind the back seat. The bags in it were not disturbed—not that we would have minded!
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The noble facade of the new railway station at Wellington, New Zealand.
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A Swastika-ed City.

          
In Hamburg there was being held a grand rally of the Workers' Union and Field Marshal Goering was there to address them. The city was swastika-ed at every conceivable place. Many of the flags were bigger than a New Zealand Railways tarpaulin—and that is a fair size! All German towns have flagpoles and standards permanently fixed on all public buildings, in the streets in myriads, and on many private buildings.

          
On the least provocation a town is simply covered in swastika flags and many shops and business-houses fly large swastika flags permanently.

          
It probably pays businesses to support the Nazi party just as it pays individuals to belong to the Nazi party—even with the subscriptions as high as they are. In Hamburg, due to the workers' festivities, every hotel seemed full, but finally we found a room with three beds, in the Atlantic Hotel—one of the best in the city.

          
In most parts of Germany it is impossible to camp as there is not an inch of vacant land.
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The New Zealand Railways Road Services new passenger station at Dunedin.
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“Embellished and Blighted by Nazism.”

          
Berlin is a beautiful city, being at the same time both embellished and blighted by Nazism. The streets, the parks, the fine lakes, the rich art treasures, the magnificent monuments and the fine buildings are of the old Germany. Now the city is being modernised on a grand scale. There is tremendous building and roading activity. Two of the recent buildings, the new Chancellery and the Air Ministry, are colossal and were put up in a few months. One of the main streets runs in a straight line for eighteen miles, and for most of its length it is wide enough for about twelve streams of traffic. The famous “Unter den Linden” is a section of this street. It is interesting that the name means “under the limes” but the original lime trees that grew there have been cut down because their roots interfered with the underground railway under the street. New trees have been planted but, for the most part, they are only a few inches high.
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“Full of Brown Shirts.”

          
The city was en fete the week-end we were in Berlin, because there was a sports meeting at the Olympic Stadium to find the best brown shirt in Germany. The city was full of brown shirts—party members in uniform—and we went to the stadium for a couple of hours to see the athletics— and were not particularly impressed. Some friends in England had asked us to look up their daughter who was a student at the University of Berlin and she was our guide and expert interpreter for an evening. With her we sampled Berlin night-life and in one place we visited that night we saw some very excellent entertainment.

          
Apart from an argument with some brown shirts in a barber's shop about “encirclement” we were very well treated in Berlin.
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The Heil-Hitler Greeting.

          
An interesting thing about the Nazi regime is the way the old German greeting “good day” has disappeared. Now it is all “Heil Hitler” (usually slurred over) and used as a greeting, a farewell and even as an “excuse me.” It is quite universal and only the old people seem to slip. A very fine old lady with whom we stayed in Munich forgot and said “Guten Tag,” but corrected herself with an apologetic “Heil Hitler.”
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The Language Difficulty.

          
Our second entry into Germany was made going up the Rhine from Holland. Passing the frontier was no trouble. A few miles in from the border we were stopped by the barrier which blocks road traffic at level crossings when a train is due. Being interested I got out of the car and took a snapshot of the barrier just as the train was passing. At the next town, called Wesel, a Nazi policeman met us at the outskirts, just about dusk. He stopped us, looked at the car's number-plate and demanded our cameras. He also wanted a movie camera but we satisfied him we had none. He spoke no English, Indicating that we were to follow him, he rode off on his bicycle with the cameras to the police station where our passports were taken. No one in the station among the many on duty could speak English or French and our German was too scanty for us to explain anything vital. A local shopkeeper was said to speak English and he was got out of bed—and all the English he knew was harmless. For over two hours we sat at a table with the Nazi officials making meaningless noises at one another.
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A typical scene at the Locomotive Depot in the Wellington railway yards.


          

          
It was pathetic. One official whom they summoned from his home was a nasty piece of work and seemed to think the louder he shouted in his gutteral and excited German the more we would understand. Next morning our cameras were returned to us (without the films) and we were told that the films would be developed by 10 a.m. In each case they were only half used. When the developed negatives were produced, still wet, every photograph was identifiable as being of Amsterdam—except the one photograph I had taken and it was so under-exposed that it was quite unidentifiable. At about 11 a.m. our passports were returned and we were free to go. The negatives were still wet and they promised to post them to us in Vienna, after I had



given them a stamp for the purpose. About a week later when we called at Vienna the photographs were not there.
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Rather more Friendly.

          
The people of Southern Germany we found rather more friendly. It is not generally realised that South Germany is strongly Roman Catholic. In Cologne the population is over 90% Roman Catholic and all through the countryside are well-cared-for shrines and crucifixes on the roadside. The State has almost stopped its persecution of the Church although it has undoubtedly put the Church out of politics. As far as we could see church services are well-attended in Germany. In one church in Munich we had to stand at the back as every seat was taken, and in Berlin a church we attended was packed.
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Petrol Virtually Unprocurable.

          
In Salzburg we ran into a petrol famine, and without the help of an Englishman—the chauffeur and gentleman's gentleman of a Cuban diplomat —a real Jeeves, we would have been really in a fix. He knew the ins and outs and back-places of this lovely Austrian centre of culture. The music festival was on and the place was full of Nazi, Hungarian, Italian and other diplomats all busily conferring, and Herr Hitler himself came down from his Chalet in Berchtesgaden nearby from time to time. Petrol was virtually unprocurable and the famine was rapidly spreading all through Southern Germany. With the help of Jeeves and by quick action we got some tins of different kinds and managed to get a few litres here and there from out-of-the-way places. Bribery, begging and bluff were necessary, but we scraped together just enough to get us out of Germany, into Switzerland.

          
At one place where there was a long queue getting small rations of petrol from a little store, a German behind us tried to persuade the storekeeper not to supply us because we had an English car. Jeeves managed him masterfully. Things began to look ugly. Petrol famines are serious—far more than one imagines.

          
We rented a lock-up garage and placed our car and precious supply of petrol behind its sturdy door. Then we took a train to Vienna for a day and returned to Salzburg at 4.30 in the morning and made for the Swiss border through the Austrian Tyrol.

          
All the way, for something like 150 miles, every petrol pump was placarded 
Kleen (empty) or 
Nix Benzin. We limped into Switzerland with our petrol indicator showing “empty” and the electric petrol pump making nasty warning noises.

          
At a lonely little frontier station where the officials happened to be stamp collectors, the stamps on an envelope Jack had in his hand won us their friendship. There was a fee to pay and we had no money. Actually the last four litres of petrol we had bought were procured by being very nice to a girl in a garage and giving her all our small change together with a New Zealand threepence I happened to have in my pocket. The German officials accepted an English shilling I found in another pocket—and we were safe in Switzerland—and only just in time.
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An Affable German Student.

          
We spent the early crisis days in Geneva, staying at the International House for Students—along with Germans, Hungarians, English and Americans. One student we met—not staying at the Maison Internationale—was a German economist who had been in U.S.A. and spoke English in perfect American. He also spoke French well. We had some very interesting talks with him about the Nazi system. We will call him Hermann. I have a feeling he may be a German spy. He had far more money than the average German is allowed to bring out of the Fatherland, but he was a good fellow. Strangely enough he belongs to Wesel where the camera incident happened and he promised to get our films returned.
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The Railway Broadcasting Studio—5ZB—loading for transport in Wellington Harbour to the New Zealand Centennial Exhibition Grounds. It will continue in operation throughout the period of the Exhibition.
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The Eve of War in France.

          
Petrol became scarce in parts of France, but we managed, by a stroke of luck, to buy 22 gallons and stored it in peanut-oil drums. Our journey across Europe to London was a hurried one. Paris was quiet and calm and the evacuation of women and children was almost completed. We stayed a night there and then made for Brussels and Ostend and with a few minutes to spare caught the last car-ferry to Dover.
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Safe in London.

          
It was a very dark London when we arrived. War was in progress and the black-out was complete. To drive into the heart of London in a black-out must be tried to be appreciated. England is at war and the organisation of her civil defence is perfection itself. At the moment of writing we have had three air-raid alarms—one at 2.30 a.m. But London has not been reached by enemy planes.
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An old wooden cross measuring 6 in. by 6 in. constructed of totara timber has braved the elements in the Otahuhu Anglican Cemetery for the past seventy-five years. Those who raised the cross followed the precedent at the burial of Sir John Moore, and “carved not a line” to show who was buried beneath the turf.

          
That cross marks the resting place of Major Walter Vernon Herford, of the 3rd Waikato Militia, whose gallantry at the Siege of Orakau, where he was seriously wounded, has been placed on record by historians of the Maori Wars. Major Herford died three months after the fighting at Orakau, and was buried in the church-yard of Holy Trinity Church, Otahuhu, on 1st July, 1864.

        

        

          
Vernon Herford's Gallantry.

          
In the files of the “New Zealand Herald,” of 1864, are to be found brief details of the gallantry and untimely death of Vernon Herford. On 30th June, of that year, the “Herald” recorded the death of Major Herford, 3rd Waikato Militia, as the result of a wound in the head at Orakau on 1st April. “He died on Tuesday night, 28th June, at his residence, Otahuhu, being only thirty-five years of age. He had formerly held a commission in the Adelaide Volunteers, and subsequently raised a company of militia in the Middle (now South) Island, and so obtained the rank of captain in the 3rd Waikato Militia. He was promoted major for his gallantry at Orakau. Conspicuous even among the brave, Major (then Captain) Herford distinguished himself at the Siege of Orakau. In company with Lieutenant Harrison of the Waikato Militia, Captain Herford remained at the head of the sap throughout nearly the whole of the siege. The rifles of these officers aided, materially, in keeping down the fire of the enemy. It was here that he received the wound from which he has since died. The conspicuous gallantry displayed in this action called forth a flattering notice in the despatches of General Cameron, and was justly appreciated by the War Minister, who at once conferred upon him the rank of major.”

          
Behind the recent “re-discovery” of Major Herford's nameless grave there is an interesting story. With the passing of years the secret of whom the old wooden cross commemorated became known only to the vicars of Otahuhu who have the safe-keeping of the plan of the cemetery which surrounds the site of the church built by Bishop Selwyn at Otahuhu in the very early days of Auckland. There is a little chapel there to-day.

        

        

          
Lady Artist and Her Brother.

          
Thousands of people who have visited the Otahuhu Cemetery and noticed the wooden cross, may have wondered why it was raised there long ago. The story of that old cross is linked closely with a small painting in oils which a New Zealand family has treasured for seventy years.

          
The title of the picture is “The Little Emigrant,” and it was painted in the years 1866–68 by Miss Laura Herford, sister of Major Herford. It is now in the possession of Mrs.



Laura Herford Sheat (nee Thompson), of 3 Preston Avenue, Mount Albert, Auckland, a god-child of Miss Herford's and who was an infant in the cradle when Miss Herford visited New Zealand a few months after the death of Major Herford.

        

        

          
Motif for the Picture.

          
To the writer of this article the picture of “The Little Emigrant” has, for many years, been an object of admiration, and curiosity. Recently Mrs. Sheat told the story of how the picture came to be painted, and this prompted the writer to follow the trail of investigation that led to that old wooden cross at Otahuhu. Here is the story as Mrs. Sheat related it:

          
“My elder sister Jenny, who was seventeen years older than me, told me that one Monday morning at the end of January, 1865, as she and a friend were busy washing at our home at Richmond, near Nelson, two ladies arrived on horseback. My sister Jenny would be about 17 1/2 years of age, with rosy cheeks and a fine figure, and as she was the eldest of a large family she had to take charge of the household to a large extent. The two visitors were Miss Greenwood—daughter of Dr. Greenwood (one time head-master of Nelson College) and the other was Miss Laura Herford—an artist, of Hampstead, London. Miss Herford was a dear friend of Miss M. M. Montgomery, who was an aunt (by marriage) of my father's and lived in London. Miss Montgomery, who was then a very elderly lady, had sent Miss Herford directions to find out my father, Mr. T. J. Thompson, with whom she corresponded. My father had left England twenty-four years before as one of the first settlers in the New Zealand Company's Nelson Settlement.

          
“Miss Herford came on a sad mission. On receiving news that her brother, Major Herford, had been wounded in the Maori War, she had set out for New Zealand. She was determined to nurse him back to health, but he died before she reached New Zealand. She had letters of introduction to Dr. Greenwood, and so rode up from Nelson to Richmond to find my father, whom she had never seen before. Of course, ladies rode side-saddle in those days.

          
“My sister used to relate that Miss Herford was so charmed with my elder brothers, Fred and Tom, who were then six and three years of age, respectively, and with the twins—that is my brother Ernest and myself— who were then a fortnight old.

          
“Miss Herford brought many kind messages to my father from his old friend, Miss Montgomery, who was a patroness of Miss Herford in her art. Of course, Miss Herford was most interested in chatting with my mother as she lay there with her twin babies. My mother recounted so vividly to Miss Herford of how the first Nelson settlers left home in 1841 to come to a wild, new land—of the parting from friends, and of the long voyage on which, as Mark Twain has it, the passengers ‘grew up together’ for nearly six months on the crowded emigrant ship, 
Lord Auckland. What must have appealed most of all to Miss Herford was my mother's mention of her wistful longing for her old home in Leeds as she sat often by the high bulwarks looking out over the ‘wide, wide sea,’ dreaming of home. My mother always had an intense love of ‘Home.’ She was only fourteen when she left Leeds, and she never moved away from her new home in Nelson. She lived to be eighty-six.

          
“Miss Herford listened intently and said: ‘Mrs. Thompson, you have given me my motif. I will paint you as the little emigrant lass thinking of home.’ So she painted the picture on her return to London. She got her niece, Helen Paterson, to sit for her. The girl in the picture has long golden hair and large blue eyes and rosy cheeks. My mother's hair was dark, and she had dark blue eyes and rosy cheeks. But for all that my mother gave the artist her thought—her motif.

          
“Miss Herford was returning to London with many good wishes from my parents. She called at Adelaide to see her widowed sister-in-law—Major Herford's wife and her little children. She continued to write to my parents regularly until her death in 1870.

          
“My sister Jenny used to tell me that they put their washing aside on that midsummer's day in 1865 and prepared a very nice dinner, and laid it out daintily in the old parlour with the bay windows and the big open fireplace. My father had built all that part of the house, and had made the windows by hand. They shifted in about 1860. The four new rooms were added later by carpenters as the family grew.”
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Tragedy in Old Letters.

          
In Mrs. Sheat's collection of family papers are several letters written by Miss Herford to Mr. Thompson. One letter dated 24th November, 1865, tells of her arrival in London in the middle of June, and of her visit to Adelaide to see her bereaved sister-in-law, with whom she stayed six weeks. “I found everyone there most kind and most friendly,” she wrote, “and I felt glad to know those most nearly connected with my brother. I am at my work, painting in town from soon after nine in the morning. I hope your children are all well. I felt very much gratified to hear that one of them is my namesake.” When this letter was written Miss Herford resided at Rosslyn Terrace, Hampstead, London.

          
From her studio at 20 Brook Street, Grosvenor Square, London, Miss Herford wrote on 31st July, 1866: “I feel a great interest in my little god-child. I hope both she and your family are quite well, and that Mrs. Thompson is not overwhelmed with so many young cares! (The twins brought the family circle up to ten children). I have the most pleasant recollections of the many kind friends I met with at the Antipodes, and always think I should like to come again and pay New Zealand a longer visit. Very kind regards to Mrs. Thompson and yourself, good wishes for all your circle, and an especially tender greeting for my namesake.”

          
What a wealth of tragic circumstances are conjured up in the letter which Miss Montgomery wrote on 24th August, 1864—nearly two months



after Major Herford had died—to her nephew, Mr. Thompson, in Nelson! The letter says: “You will have heard or read in the papers that Vernon Herford, whom I recommended to you some time ago, was badly wounded in one of the battles. His sister, Laura Herford, has lived with me for the last seven years, and is an artist— portrait and landscape painter—very dear and very heroic as you may imagine when I tell you that she determined, on hearing of her brother's disaster, to go out to Auckland by the ship 
Victory to help him and his young wife and little children. I am very anxious about her.”

        

        

          
The Picture and the Piano.

          
Miss Herford “comes into the picture again” in January, 1870, when she wrote from 40 Fitzroy Square, London, to tell Mr. Thompson that she had carried out his commission to buy a piano and have it shipped to Nelson. Here is her letter: “I had the piano in my studio for a week, and invited a large party of my friends to meet it. But alas! when fifty people came they talked so much that we could not judge much the tone of the piano! Then as you kindly wished to make me a present I have made you the purchaser of a small picture of mine to the extent of £10—the price I put on it in an exhibition here. I hope you will like it. I painted it a little while before my dear old friend Miss Montgomery died (in March, 1868), and she liked it very much. I only tell you as it may give the picture a little interest in your eyes. The piano is sent out by the 
Albion, consigned to Nathaniel Edwards, Nelson.”

          
That was how “The Little Emigrant” came to New Zealand seventy years ago.

          
Poor Miss Laura Herford! She wrote on the day before Christmas, 1869: “I am able to work very little from bad health. I have begun to have some professional success just lately, and have just sold two little pictures in the Manchester Exhibition.”

          
She did not live to see Christmas, 1870.

        

        

          
Pioneer Woman Art Student.

          
Who was Miss Laura Herford? She was a pioneer in her particular sphere, according to “Everywoman's Encyclopedia,” Vol. VI., which states: “At length the doors of the Royal Academy were cautiously opened to admit women. Miss Herford, whose neice, Mrs. Ailingham, R.W.S., holds an honoured place among water-colour painters to-day, entered as a pioneer woman student.” Mrs. Allingham was before her marriage to William Allingham in 1874, Miss Helen Paterson. It appears certain from Mrs. Sheat's reminiscences that she was the model used by her aunt, Miss Herford, in painting “The Little Emigrant.”

          
From a book called “Happy England,” we read more about Mrs. Allingham and her aunt, Miss Herford, as follows: “Two influences greatly helped Helen Paterson in her artistic desires at this time. Her mother's sister, Laura Herford, had taken up art as a profession. Although her name does not appear in exhibition records the sisterhood of artists owe her a very enduring debt; for to her was due the opening of the Royal Academy Schools to women—which she obtained by another's slip of the tongue, aided by a successful subterfuge.”

          
The book describes how Lord Lyndhurst had claimed that the Royal Academy Schools offered free tuition to all Her Majesty's subjects. Miss Herford wrote, pointing out the inaccuracy —as only male, not female, students were taught. She appealed to Lord Lyndhurst to use his influence with the Government of the day (apparently 1857–58 or 59) to obtain the removal of this restriction.
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The Little Emigrant lass becomes a colonial mother. This photograph, taken in 1886, shows Mrs. T. J. Thompson (centre) the original “Little Emigrant,” with her three daughters and two youngest sons outside her homestead where, twenty-one years before, she had suggested to Miss Herford the “motif” for the painting.


          

          
Sir Charles Eastlake, President of the Royal Academy, was entirely in sympathy with the request. He said there was no written law against the admission of women. Now comes the “subterfuge.” After an interview with Miss Herford, Sir Charles connived at a drawing of hers being sent in as a test of her eligibility for admission as probationer—under her initials, not her full Christian name. A few days later came the notification that “he had passed the test and obtained admission.” It arrived at her home addressed to “A. L. Herford, Esq.”

          
“There was a demonstration when the lady presented herself in order to execute a drawing in the presence of the keeper,” we are told. “Her claim to do this was vehemently combated by the council (of the academy). The president demonstrated the absurdity of the situation and the untenability of the position. So the doors were opened to female students once and for all.

          
“Miss Herford, who had a strong character, constituted herself art-adviser-in-chief to her young niece, Helen Paterson (afterwards Mrs. Allingham).”
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An old wooden cross measuring 6 in. by 6 in. constructed of totara timber has braved the elements in the Otahuhu Anglican Cemetery for the past seventy-five years. Those who raised the cross followed the precedent at the burial of Sir John Moore, and “carved not a line” to show who was buried beneath the turf.

          
That cross marks the resting place of Major Walter Vernon Herford, of the 3rd Waikato Militia, whose gallantry at the Siege of Orakau, where he was seriously wounded, has been placed on record by historians of the Maori Wars. Major Herford died three months after the fighting at Orakau, and was buried in the church-yard of Holy Trinity Church, Otahuhu, on 1st July, 1864.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 14, Issue 9 (December 1, 1939)

Vernon Herford's Gallantry



          
Vernon Herford's Gallantry.

          
In the files of the “New Zealand Herald,” of 1864, are to be found brief details of the gallantry and untimely death of Vernon Herford. On 30th June, of that year, the “Herald” recorded the death of Major Herford, 3rd Waikato Militia, as the result of a wound in the head at Orakau on 1st April. “He died on Tuesday night, 28th June, at his residence, Otahuhu, being only thirty-five years of age. He had formerly held a commission in the Adelaide Volunteers, and subsequently raised a company of militia in the Middle (now South) Island, and so obtained the rank of captain in the 3rd Waikato Militia. He was promoted major for his gallantry at Orakau. Conspicuous even among the brave, Major (then Captain) Herford distinguished himself at the Siege of Orakau. In company with Lieutenant Harrison of the Waikato Militia, Captain Herford remained at the head of the sap throughout nearly the whole of the siege. The rifles of these officers aided, materially, in keeping down the fire of the enemy. It was here that he received the wound from which he has since died. The conspicuous gallantry displayed in this action called forth a flattering notice in the despatches of General Cameron, and was justly appreciated by the War Minister, who at once conferred upon him the rank of major.”

          
Behind the recent “re-discovery” of Major Herford's nameless grave there is an interesting story. With the passing of years the secret of whom the old wooden cross commemorated became known only to the vicars of Otahuhu who have the safe-keeping of the plan of the cemetery which surrounds the site of the church built by Bishop Selwyn at Otahuhu in the very early days of Auckland. There is a little chapel there to-day.
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Lady Artist and Her Brother.

          
Thousands of people who have visited the Otahuhu Cemetery and noticed the wooden cross, may have wondered why it was raised there long ago. The story of that old cross is linked closely with a small painting in oils which a New Zealand family has treasured for seventy years.

          
The title of the picture is “The Little Emigrant,” and it was painted in the years 1866–68 by Miss Laura Herford, sister of Major Herford. It is now in the possession of Mrs.



Laura Herford Sheat (nee Thompson), of 3 Preston Avenue, Mount Albert, Auckland, a god-child of Miss Herford's and who was an infant in the cradle when Miss Herford visited New Zealand a few months after the death of Major Herford.
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Motif for the Picture.

          
To the writer of this article the picture of “The Little Emigrant” has, for many years, been an object of admiration, and curiosity. Recently Mrs. Sheat told the story of how the picture came to be painted, and this prompted the writer to follow the trail of investigation that led to that old wooden cross at Otahuhu. Here is the story as Mrs. Sheat related it:

          
“My elder sister Jenny, who was seventeen years older than me, told me that one Monday morning at the end of January, 1865, as she and a friend were busy washing at our home at Richmond, near Nelson, two ladies arrived on horseback. My sister Jenny would be about 17 1/2 years of age, with rosy cheeks and a fine figure, and as she was the eldest of a large family she had to take charge of the household to a large extent. The two visitors were Miss Greenwood—daughter of Dr. Greenwood (one time head-master of Nelson College) and the other was Miss Laura Herford—an artist, of Hampstead, London. Miss Herford was a dear friend of Miss M. M. Montgomery, who was an aunt (by marriage) of my father's and lived in London. Miss Montgomery, who was then a very elderly lady, had sent Miss Herford directions to find out my father, Mr. T. J. Thompson, with whom she corresponded. My father had left England twenty-four years before as one of the first settlers in the New Zealand Company's Nelson Settlement.

          
“Miss Herford came on a sad mission. On receiving news that her brother, Major Herford, had been wounded in the Maori War, she had set out for New Zealand. She was determined to nurse him back to health, but he died before she reached New Zealand. She had letters of introduction to Dr. Greenwood, and so rode up from Nelson to Richmond to find my father, whom she had never seen before. Of course, ladies rode side-saddle in those days.

          
“My sister used to relate that Miss Herford was so charmed with my elder brothers, Fred and Tom, who were then six and three years of age, respectively, and with the twins—that is my brother Ernest and myself— who were then a fortnight old.

          
“Miss Herford brought many kind messages to my father from his old friend, Miss Montgomery, who was a patroness of Miss Herford in her art. Of course, Miss Herford was most interested in chatting with my mother as she lay there with her twin babies. My mother recounted so vividly to Miss Herford of how the first Nelson settlers left home in 1841 to come to a wild, new land—of the parting from friends, and of the long voyage on which, as Mark Twain has it, the passengers ‘grew up together’ for nearly six months on the crowded emigrant ship, 
Lord Auckland. What must have appealed most of all to Miss Herford was my mother's mention of her wistful longing for her old home in Leeds as she sat often by the high bulwarks looking out over the ‘wide, wide sea,’ dreaming of home. My mother always had an intense love of ‘Home.’ She was only fourteen when she left Leeds, and she never moved away from her new home in Nelson. She lived to be eighty-six.

          
“Miss Herford listened intently and said: ‘Mrs. Thompson, you have given me my motif. I will paint you as the little emigrant lass thinking of home.’ So she painted the picture on her return to London. She got her niece, Helen Paterson, to sit for her. The girl in the picture has long golden hair and large blue eyes and rosy cheeks. My mother's hair was dark, and she had dark blue eyes and rosy cheeks. But for all that my mother gave the artist her thought—her motif.

          
“Miss Herford was returning to London with many good wishes from my parents. She called at Adelaide to see her widowed sister-in-law—Major Herford's wife and her little children. She continued to write to my parents regularly until her death in 1870.

          
“My sister Jenny used to tell me that they put their washing aside on that midsummer's day in 1865 and prepared a very nice dinner, and laid it out daintily in the old parlour with the bay windows and the big open fireplace. My father had built all that part of the house, and had made the windows by hand. They shifted in about 1860. The four new rooms were added later by carpenters as the family grew.”
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Tragedy in Old Letters.

          
In Mrs. Sheat's collection of family papers are several letters written by Miss Herford to Mr. Thompson. One letter dated 24th November, 1865, tells of her arrival in London in the middle of June, and of her visit to Adelaide to see her bereaved sister-in-law, with whom she stayed six weeks. “I found everyone there most kind and most friendly,” she wrote, “and I felt glad to know those most nearly connected with my brother. I am at my work, painting in town from soon after nine in the morning. I hope your children are all well. I felt very much gratified to hear that one of them is my namesake.” When this letter was written Miss Herford resided at Rosslyn Terrace, Hampstead, London.

          
From her studio at 20 Brook Street, Grosvenor Square, London, Miss Herford wrote on 31st July, 1866: “I feel a great interest in my little god-child. I hope both she and your family are quite well, and that Mrs. Thompson is not overwhelmed with so many young cares! (The twins brought the family circle up to ten children). I have the most pleasant recollections of the many kind friends I met with at the Antipodes, and always think I should like to come again and pay New Zealand a longer visit. Very kind regards to Mrs. Thompson and yourself, good wishes for all your circle, and an especially tender greeting for my namesake.”

          
What a wealth of tragic circumstances are conjured up in the letter which Miss Montgomery wrote on 24th August, 1864—nearly two months



after Major Herford had died—to her nephew, Mr. Thompson, in Nelson! The letter says: “You will have heard or read in the papers that Vernon Herford, whom I recommended to you some time ago, was badly wounded in one of the battles. His sister, Laura Herford, has lived with me for the last seven years, and is an artist— portrait and landscape painter—very dear and very heroic as you may imagine when I tell you that she determined, on hearing of her brother's disaster, to go out to Auckland by the ship 
Victory to help him and his young wife and little children. I am very anxious about her.”
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The Picture and the Piano.

          
Miss Herford “comes into the picture again” in January, 1870, when she wrote from 40 Fitzroy Square, London, to tell Mr. Thompson that she had carried out his commission to buy a piano and have it shipped to Nelson. Here is her letter: “I had the piano in my studio for a week, and invited a large party of my friends to meet it. But alas! when fifty people came they talked so much that we could not judge much the tone of the piano! Then as you kindly wished to make me a present I have made you the purchaser of a small picture of mine to the extent of £10—the price I put on it in an exhibition here. I hope you will like it. I painted it a little while before my dear old friend Miss Montgomery died (in March, 1868), and she liked it very much. I only tell you as it may give the picture a little interest in your eyes. The piano is sent out by the 
Albion, consigned to Nathaniel Edwards, Nelson.”

          
That was how “The Little Emigrant” came to New Zealand seventy years ago.

          
Poor Miss Laura Herford! She wrote on the day before Christmas, 1869: “I am able to work very little from bad health. I have begun to have some professional success just lately, and have just sold two little pictures in the Manchester Exhibition.”

          
She did not live to see Christmas, 1870.
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Pioneer Woman Art Student.

          
Who was Miss Laura Herford? She was a pioneer in her particular sphere, according to “Everywoman's Encyclopedia,” Vol. VI., which states: “At length the doors of the Royal Academy were cautiously opened to admit women. Miss Herford, whose neice, Mrs. Ailingham, R.W.S., holds an honoured place among water-colour painters to-day, entered as a pioneer woman student.” Mrs. Allingham was before her marriage to William Allingham in 1874, Miss Helen Paterson. It appears certain from Mrs. Sheat's reminiscences that she was the model used by her aunt, Miss Herford, in painting “The Little Emigrant.”

          
From a book called “Happy England,” we read more about Mrs. Allingham and her aunt, Miss Herford, as follows: “Two influences greatly helped Helen Paterson in her artistic desires at this time. Her mother's sister, Laura Herford, had taken up art as a profession. Although her name does not appear in exhibition records the sisterhood of artists owe her a very enduring debt; for to her was due the opening of the Royal Academy Schools to women—which she obtained by another's slip of the tongue, aided by a successful subterfuge.”

          
The book describes how Lord Lyndhurst had claimed that the Royal Academy Schools offered free tuition to all Her Majesty's subjects. Miss Herford wrote, pointing out the inaccuracy —as only male, not female, students were taught. She appealed to Lord Lyndhurst to use his influence with the Government of the day (apparently 1857–58 or 59) to obtain the removal of this restriction.

          

            

[image: The Little Emigrant lass becomes a colonial mother. This photograph, taken in 1886, shows Mrs. T. J. Thompson (centre) the original “Little Emigrant,” with her three daughters and two youngest sons outside her homestead where, twenty-one years before, she had suggested to Miss Herford the “motif” for the painting.]
The Little Emigrant lass becomes a colonial mother. This photograph, taken in 1886, shows Mrs. T. J. Thompson (centre) the original “Little Emigrant,” with her three daughters and two youngest sons outside her homestead where, twenty-one years before, she had suggested to Miss Herford the “motif” for the painting.


          

          
Sir Charles Eastlake, President of the Royal Academy, was entirely in sympathy with the request. He said there was no written law against the admission of women. Now comes the “subterfuge.” After an interview with Miss Herford, Sir Charles connived at a drawing of hers being sent in as a test of her eligibility for admission as probationer—under her initials, not her full Christian name. A few days later came the notification that “he had passed the test and obtained admission.” It arrived at her home addressed to “A. L. Herford, Esq.”

          
“There was a demonstration when the lady presented herself in order to execute a drawing in the presence of the keeper,” we are told. “Her claim to do this was vehemently combated by the council (of the academy). The president demonstrated the absurdity of the situation and the untenability of the position. So the doors were opened to female students once and for all.

          
“Miss Herford, who had a strong character, constituted herself art-adviser-in-chief to her young niece, Helen Paterson (afterwards Mrs. Allingham).”
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Hungry Winter
            
          
        

        

          
By … 

Jean Boswell

        

        

Never in the memory of man had such a winter been known, even in these Southern-Alpine regions, where the icy peaks and misty gorges trap every wind that blows, and the warring elements strive in almost perpetual conflict. Aorangi—“cloud-piercer”—lived mightily up to her name, her snowy crest seldom emerging from the veiling vapours of the winter storms. Tall peaks and lowly foothills alike were deep beneath the blanketing snow, and for miles around the rolling tussock plains surged away in a clotted sea of glistening white. Not a sign of life was visible on its snowy expanse, and old Kahu, the great hawk, swinging wearily aloft on his lonely vigil, swept his hunger-keened eye in vain over the silent wastes.

        
For weeks now Kahu had known hunger. For weeks his talons had not torn real flesh, and his body was shrunken to skeleton proportions—a gaunt framework of bone and sinew beneath its sombre plumage. Not even a rabbit had fallen to his hungry onslaught, for a cyanide purge, conducted before the snows, had been for both hawks and rabbits tragically successful, and now the furry victims were entombed deep in their snow-shrouded burrows. Ordinarily, lingering winter in these high sheep lands meant a rich harvest for the hawks, for many an early lamb failed to survive the rigorous weather, and even an occasional sheep met premature death in some smothering drift. This year, however, the farmers, apprised of the impending severity of weather conditions, had these many weeks driven the flocks down to the homestead levels. One old ewe, caught in the first icy blizzard, made but one meal for a hundred ravenous harriers, so quickly was her carcass stripped bare to its bones. Old Kahu and his mate had fought and fed with the rest, and then with the rest had followed the flocks down to the homestead runs—from uncertainty of life in the highlands to the almost certainty of death below! And more than two-thirds of the hawks made this rendezvous with death—swift, merciful oblivion at the point of the shepherds' guns.

        
It was a great season for hawks, exulted the young shepherds, and plenty of leisure to shoot, since they were only marking time, waiting for the lambs. Hawks' beaks meant money—easy money this season—and daily the sportsmen added “scalps” to their belts. And that was why old Kahu was winging a lonely patrol in the mountain country, hovering over the snow-bound acres in a ceaseless and almost hopeless quest for flesh. For Kahu had escaped the fiery death by a miracle—the miracle of love—the love of the wild hawk for his mate— the love of a man for a maid….

        
“Gosh! Call this sport! Just plain slaughter, thats' what this is!” Young Paul Tredgold, the under-shepherd, slipped the empty cartridge cases from the breech and reloaded his gun.

        
“That's the fifteenth in a couple of afternoons, and still they come.”

        
“Make a nice little addition to your wages this month, anyway,” said the older shepherd, as the dog came back with the last victim, “and you have the sport as well.”

        
“I don't call this sport,” protested Tredgold. “It's just pot-shooting—the way they hang poised on the wind, almost motionless—you can't miss ‘em. There's another—look!—high up: might as well pot him, too, I s'pose.”

        
“Too long a shot,” said the other, critically. “Don't waste your cartridges.”

        
“Oh heck! That bit of distance gives him his only sporting chance,” expostulated the younger man, as he raised his gun. “And by the great jumping Jehoshaphat I got him, too! Winged him, anyway. What price that for a shot, Roger?”

        
Pride was Paul's right. It was a great shot all right, but whether it registered a killing or merely a maiming casualty he and Roger Kane were destined never to know, for it was then that the miracle happened. Down tumbled the helpless victim, a trail of feathers, burnished by the winter sun, floating in its wake like a comet's tail, but before it reached the earth there was a hiatus in its impotent descent. With lightning swiftness from somewhere up in that infinity of space there came another bird—not a powerless descent this, but a purposeful swoop so daring in its design that its objective was achieved almost before the astonished watchers could control their breath. Like a plummet the great hawk dropped till he reached the wounded bird: his talons closed



on the helpless body: his spread pinions winnowed the air fiercely for a second as they adjusted themselves to the extra weight, and then in a flash were in their normal flight rhythm and swinging away with their double burden up to the snowy horizon.

        
“Great saints! Did yuh twig that?” gasped Tredgold—and turned just in time to strike up the other's gun. “Here! Drop that, Roger! Lord! Surely you wouldn't commit a cold-blooded murder like that, would you?”

        
The old shepherd shrugged his shoulders.

        
“Oh well! If you want to throw away a couple of beaks it's all right with me,” he said, indifferently.

        
“But hang it all, Roger, you couldn't shoot a bird like that! I bet they were mates. I bet that old chap came to the rescue of his mate—or she to his. You could 
see it, Roger.”

        
“Rescue be blowed!” retorted Kane, cynically. “Cannibalism— that's what 
that means! Starved they are, and a hawk isn't a fastidious feeder at any time. Why! haven't you seen ‘em eating their dead kin? Don't we bait ‘em with their own mates? I wouldn't come-all-over sentimental about a hawk, Paul.”

        
“But—but—. Well, anyway, it was a nifty piece of work—catching it like that—and I believe it 
was his mate, say what you like, Roger.”

        
“Mate or no mate, he'll have a meal to-night, that's certain, seeing you've let him off,” returned Kane, amiably, as he turned away.

        
Tredgold looked after his superior resentfully as the head shepherd moved off. Flinty-hearted old robot! A cast-iron frame with clockwork in-nards! Molten metal in his veins! No imagination! No soul! Of course it was the hawk's mate! Of course that deed of wonderful daring had been for love! Everyone had heard of the love of wild birds for their mates. Jolly sight more faithful than some humans, by Jove! and his eyes softened again as he gazed after the birds that were now only a brown blurr in the distance. For Paul Tredgold was young, and in love, too—two states that account for many weak, threads in the warp and weft of human nature—and away on the swelling breast of the neighbouring field he could see the greenroofed cottage where his pretty greyeyed Ailsa lived—those dove-grey eyes whose tenderness unravelled his heart-strings, to be knit again into any pattern desired by her little brown hands. Soon, the day's work over, the windows of that cottage would glow with beckoning light, and he would fly to them like a homing bird, and the evening would be one of laughter, of music and song. And later still, he and Ailsa would sit before the falling embers of the great log fire, with her dear head against his heart, and they would whisper their dreams and plans—plans for the wonderful future—for their home—their nest….

        
“It 
was his mate!” he uttered, defiantly, and slipping the un-used cartridge from his gun, Tredgold stalked indignantly after his friend.

        
And because a young man's heart was soft with his first love, so that it vibrated in sympathy with any manifestation of tenderness even in raptorial nature, Kahu, the wild hawk, escaped with his mate. Over the desolate tussock wastes, up to the snow-bound uplands he bore her, never pausing in his steady flight till he reached the sanctuary of the nest from which only hunger had hunted them. It was a wide, rather shallow cave beneath overhanging rocks, protected against complete invasion of snow by shrubby bushes, through the branches of which they were able to make ingress and egress when the open end of the cave was blocked. It was no easy matter now, though, to get his wounded mate in, since the snow had banked nearly to the bush-tops, and he had to clear the way by thrashing the laden branches with his already wreary wings. No easy task, either, to drag her through the scrubby entrance, but he did it, and laid her down gently on the litter of bones, sticks and grass in the far corner of the cave, and crouched beside her the long night through in the half-stupor of hunger and exhaustion.

        

          

[image: ]
        

        
And thus it was that Kahu now pursued a solitary quest—his unending almost hopeless quest for food. Four days now since his return with his injured mate, and not once had his beak knived flesh—the real flesh that would quickly restore life to his starving tissues. Hour by hour his ravenous gaze swept the land that hitherto had given generous living to him and hundreds of his kin, but not a sign of life animated the frozen acres. He flew down below the snow line and skimmed the reedy lips of the lake—the reeds that soon would be pulsating with life, but were now stilled and silent under the winter dormancy. The sun shone brilliantly silvering the wind-levelled tops of the manuka scrub that bristled the head of the lake, and here fortune willed him a miserly legacy. Enticed by the warmth of the sun, up from their twiggy fortress appeared a couple of giant wetas. They crawled to the top of the manuka, their bronze sheaths, kindled by the sun to little bursts of coppery fire, revealing them to the eyes of the watching hawk….

        
They were poor sustenance, but he tore them savagely, swallowing greedily—yet carried one mutilated insect back to the cave and laid it before his wounded mate. She took the portion and swallowed, but slowly and with an effort. She was badly injured—one wing shattered, a leg broken, one side raked raw by the burning shot, what remained of her feathers dishevelled and matted with blood. She could only lie prone, able merely to raise her head. Old Kahu watched her dispose of the weta, and then was away again on his weary patrol. The next day a lizard fell to his talons—more satisfying flesh this—and again he took a part back to the nest and dropped it at his mate's beak. This time she made no attempt to take the food. He tore it in two and pushed it closer toward her; she moved painfully, took a small piece and swallowed with diffi-





[image: ]



culty, then dropped her head beside the uneaten portion, unheeding his further efforts to tempt her with the food. He waited some time before devouring the remains.
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For two days he was storm-bound, unable to leave the cave for the howling blizzard of sleet and snow that obscured the heights and clouded the gorges with smoky gloom. He crouched by his mate, dozing fitfully, at intervals thrashing away the snow that covered their protecting bushes and peering out through the driving scud, waiting for that armistice of the elements that would allow him to be away once more on his now utterly desperate need. The moment of easement found him again on the wing. He was very weak, his great pinions finding it an effort to sustain for any length even such an emaciated body, and he came often to rest, always settling on some rock or high head-land from which he could launch himself effortlessly on to the air. Hours passed before he sighted food, and then a mouse came to enact its unconscious part in the tragic drama of winter hunger. It crept from under the eaves of a disused shed and sat on the ridge-pole—a small dark blot on the white sheet of the roof. For one moment it was there—alert—vital—a contributing though insignificant unit to the sum total of animate life: the next it was lifeless flesh—an inert gory mass—red meat for a hawk's meal! A meal? A dozen like it could scarcely have satisfied Kahu's starving need, yet part of that mangled mouse he took back to the crippled creature in the cave.
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Panorama of the New Zealand Centennial Exhibition Buildings, Wellington, showing the foreshore at Lyall Bay. The Exhibition, officially opened on the 8th November, will be the chief New Zealand attraction until May, 1940.


        

        
The wounded bird had moved. Driven by thirst, she had struggled nearer the entrance. Her beak had stabbed the snow in several places into little pink wells, and round her head where she lay it had fluffed up, streaked and spotted, like pink candy-floss….

        
Old Kahu dropped the precious morsel he had brought close to her head. She made no movement, and he pushed it nearer … picked it up and dropped it on to her beak, where its blood stained deeper the snow that pillowed her head. He caught hold of her and tried to pull her backward toward the nest, but the effort was too much for his starved strength, and he remained crouching over her, himself unheeding the food that she had been unable to take. A wet dusk swam into the cave, as the already speeding day fled more swiftly before the storm-hastened night, and still he sat, beaking her crumpled feathers, his head hovering over her stiff body the while his throat quivered spasmodically in the harsh whispers and discordant murmurs that voiced his bewilderment and grief. The hours dropped slowly-withered leaves from the failing tree of Time—and the storm broke again in fury, bringing the night down in a sudden all-enveloping blackness, and still he crouched brooding over his dead mate. The snow, wind-driven, swept in, creeping nearer and nearer till it banked unheeded against his drooping form. Gradually his movements languished and then ceased in one convulsive rigor; his great wings spread as his body relaxed; his head sank to rest on her blood-matted plumage, and Kahu slept with his mate, while outside the wild orchestra of the elements—the blaring bugles of the blizzard, the rolling drums of the thunder, the wailing viols of the wind —played a triumphant threnody over their snowy sepulchre.

        
And though the sun in its orbit increase its strength and revive all dormant nature: though the seasons in their cycle replenish the empty burrows, and the winter hunger give way to the fat appeasement of spring, still old Kahu will sleep on forever, a sacrifice to love—the deathless love of the wild hawk for his mate.
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The economic development of this land of ours is written, very largely, in its railroads. With a vast network of State highways and county roads carrying an ever-increasing motor transport the first statement is no doubt a challenging one; but looking back over the years it must be conceded that the railroad was, is, and always will be the dominant factor in the future development of this country when transportation is viewed in its broadest sense.

          
The completion of the Main Trunk Railway just thirty-one years ago, was an outstanding achievement in our history. Those were the days when the building of a great trunk railroad was a truly romantic undertaking, more especially so when two rival cities were to be permanently linked together.

          
The recent opening of the Wairoa section of the East Coast Railway recalls to mind those half-forgotten memories of former railroad triumphs which are indelibly impressed on the history and progress of this Dominion.

          
On the 6th November, 1908, and with a touch of old man winter still in the air, the last spike on the Main Trunk Railway was ceremoniously driven, thus welding together two great provinces with ribbons of steel.

          
However, the joining together of the two railheads, important step though it was, did not by any means complete the gigantic task, and it was not till mid-February in the following year that a daily through express service commenced running between Auckland and Wellington.

          
The last few months of the construction work were full of excitement as the northern and southern gangs daily approached nearer to each other. Bets were freely exchanged as to where and when the rails would actually meet; scouts were sent over to report progress; while the rival gangs worked with feverish haste to push the rails and sleepers ahead.
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A view of old Ohakune showing the first Boarding House.


          

          
The internal combustion engine did not play any part in railroad construction in the Main Trunk building days, but the absence of these modern appliances did not detract in any way from the speed or perseverance of the old-time track builders, who, with an abundance of steam power at their disposal, took every advantage of the mechanical means then available.

          
Although traction engines, winches, and steam shovels (or steam navvies as they were then called) were utilized in



the main construction work, the whole of the transportation of men and materials fell to the lot of the Public Works locomotives and their respective crews.
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The train-running staff maintained by the Public Works Department were on duty from the early hours of the morning, and the spirit of the times can be well illustrated by genial old “Jimmy” Marshall's favourite daybreak ditty (which was always accompanied by a toot on the whistle) as he drove his little L. class locomotive with its string of rattling wagons past the tented dwellings alongside the track.

          

            
“Jump hout of bed


            
Jump hout of bed


            
For lying there looks lazy…”
          

          
To the casual present-day traveller Waiouru is merely the highest station on the Main Trunk Line, and situated as it is in the centre of a vast expanse of pumice plain (except for the beautiful view of Ruapehu, Ngauruhoe, and Tongariro) there is very little else about Waiouru worthy of passing notice.

          
During the building of the line, however, it became, for a time at least, a very busy and important depot.

          
Here were housed four of the Public Works Department's locomotives, and besides being a coal, rail, and sleeper depot, numbers of permanent way men were camped around the yard.

          
These Public Works Department's locomotives constituted the very wheels of progress, for the rapid advancement of the railway depended entirely on their movements. Led by Ned Milburn's highly polished W.F. class locomotive with its novel steam brake, they were kept in a state of complete efficiency by the engine crews themselves.

          
Owing to the unstable nature of a portion of the track just north of Mataroa, the Public Works Department controlled and operated for many months the whole of the line from Mataroa station right up to the railhead.

          
On arrival of the regular Railway Department's train from Taihape it was the usual custom to transfer all passengers and luggage to the waiting P.W.D. train, which, by the way, was run under special rules and regulations of its own.

          

            

[image: A steam shovel at work at Ohakune during the building of the Main Trunk Line.]
A steam shovel at work at Ohakune during the building of the Main Trunk Line.


          

          
Drawn by an old Double Fairlie locomotive which was known to everyone as the “Double Shooter,” because as a Maori boy once said, “this engine he go both ways,” the eighteen-mile grade to Waiouru did not by any means allow high speeds to be attained, though at times it must be confessed the passengers received their money's worth when travelling in the reverse direction.

          
“No Liquor on the Train” was one of the rules strictly enforced by honest Joe Vickers, one of the most mild and inoffensive men it would be possible to meet. He was guard, porter, shunter and general custodian of the whole passenger service.

          
Now Joe had a particular eye for suspicious-looking bags or boxes surreptitiously piled into the van as luggage. “He could smell it inside of a steel box,” a passenger once remarked when caught with the forbidden goods, and when requested to open up the parcel, “because you know mister the train can't start with liquor aboard,” this passenger had no option but to acquiesce in so gentle an admonition.

          
Just north of Waiouru the permanent way passes through a series of deep cuttings, which for a time at least, owing to the enormous amount of material to be excavated, threatened to hold up the job further ahead.

          
In order to avoid this difficulty and to ensure continuity of supply towards the railhead, a temporary deviation from the main line became necessary.
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Leaving the permanent way a short distance north of Waiouru, the new track plunged down a one in fifteen grade to cross a shallow gully, and after climbing out at the other side with a somewhat easier grade, rejoined the main line near the seven-mile Karioi straight, which is the longest stretch of straight track in the North Island.

          
The next major obstacle to the path of progress was the building of the great curved Hapuawhenua Viaduct, which in the absence of any other means of transportation could not be seriously commenced until the rails had reached Ohakune.

          
Here, as at Waiouru, a deviation from the main line became necessary in order to land the hundreds of tons of steel and concrete on the actual site of the work as early as possible. This temporary track, which also became the passenger traffic railhead, was laid alongside the present motor road, and thence up the ravine over which the viaduct, with its mighty trestle work, now carries the line.

          
With the coming of the rails, Ohakune Junction which up till then had been merely represented by a clearing in the dense forest which abounded on all sides, became the main base of operations, and preparations for the final closing of the gap commenced in earnest.

          
In the meantime the sawmiller had arrived on the scene, bush locomotives and log haulers plied their calling within sight of the new station, and with thirty-five miles of track being operated by the P.W.D. main line traffic increased enormously.

          
With a minimum of traffic control and the entire absence of any interlocking signal or tablet system at this stage, the safety of train running depended mainly on the efficiency of the operating crews, and it was entirely due to their praiseworthy efforts that not one single accident occurred during the building of this portion of the line.

          
With the closing of the gap and the consequent connection with the northern section which had been pushed ahead with the same amazing speed, through traffic commenced immediately; but many months were to elapse before the Railway Department finally took over the job of running a regular time-table.
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The building of the famous curved Hapuawhenna Viaduct on the Main Trunk Line. This viaduct is 932 ft. long and has a height of 147 ft. above the river-bed.


          

          
The traveller of to-day who races for the refreshment room knows little of the tireless energy and the pride and devotion to duty which characterised these men to whom we owe the building of the Main Trunk Railway.

          
But when travelling over this same Main Trunk it is inspiring to think of the million odd sleepers that were well and truly laid, the countless “dogs” driven, and the endless fishplates bolted up by the wonderful men who laid the track that it might stand for ages an enduring monument to their enterprise and resourcefulness.

        

        

          

Praise for the New Zealand Railways.

          
Leaving New Zealand about four years ago with an impression that the railway system in the Dominion was not up to the standard of similar transport services in other parts of the world, Mr. Angus McBean has returned, after travelling extensively throughout Europe, satisfied that the New Zealand Railways compare more than favourably with the Continental services. In an interview with “The Press,” Christ-church, Mr. McBean, who is head of the English section of the Rosenberg International College in Switzerland, said that for comfort, cleanliness, modernity, window space, and general design, the present rolling-stock in the Dominion outclassed that in the fifteen or twenty States in which he had travelled.
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The economic development of this land of ours is written, very largely, in its railroads. With a vast network of State highways and county roads carrying an ever-increasing motor transport the first statement is no doubt a challenging one; but looking back over the years it must be conceded that the railroad was, is, and always will be the dominant factor in the future development of this country when transportation is viewed in its broadest sense.

          
The completion of the Main Trunk Railway just thirty-one years ago, was an outstanding achievement in our history. Those were the days when the building of a great trunk railroad was a truly romantic undertaking, more especially so when two rival cities were to be permanently linked together.

          
The recent opening of the Wairoa section of the East Coast Railway recalls to mind those half-forgotten memories of former railroad triumphs which are indelibly impressed on the history and progress of this Dominion.

          
On the 6th November, 1908, and with a touch of old man winter still in the air, the last spike on the Main Trunk Railway was ceremoniously driven, thus welding together two great provinces with ribbons of steel.

          
However, the joining together of the two railheads, important step though it was, did not by any means complete the gigantic task, and it was not till mid-February in the following year that a daily through express service commenced running between Auckland and Wellington.

          
The last few months of the construction work were full of excitement as the northern and southern gangs daily approached nearer to each other. Bets were freely exchanged as to where and when the rails would actually meet; scouts were sent over to report progress; while the rival gangs worked with feverish haste to push the rails and sleepers ahead.

          

            

[image: A view of old Ohakune showing the first Boarding House.]
A view of old Ohakune showing the first Boarding House.


          

          
The internal combustion engine did not play any part in railroad construction in the Main Trunk building days, but the absence of these modern appliances did not detract in any way from the speed or perseverance of the old-time track builders, who, with an abundance of steam power at their disposal, took every advantage of the mechanical means then available.

          
Although traction engines, winches, and steam shovels (or steam navvies as they were then called) were utilized in



the main construction work, the whole of the transportation of men and materials fell to the lot of the Public Works locomotives and their respective crews.

          

            

[image: The famous Raurimu Spiral (a feature of the Main Trunk Line) as pictured by a humourist in 1908.]
The famous Raurimu Spiral (a feature of the Main Trunk Line) as pictured by a humourist in 1908.


          

          
The train-running staff maintained by the Public Works Department were on duty from the early hours of the morning, and the spirit of the times can be well illustrated by genial old “Jimmy” Marshall's favourite daybreak ditty (which was always accompanied by a toot on the whistle) as he drove his little L. class locomotive with its string of rattling wagons past the tented dwellings alongside the track.

          

            
“Jump hout of bed


            
Jump hout of bed


            
For lying there looks lazy…”
          

          
To the casual present-day traveller Waiouru is merely the highest station on the Main Trunk Line, and situated as it is in the centre of a vast expanse of pumice plain (except for the beautiful view of Ruapehu, Ngauruhoe, and Tongariro) there is very little else about Waiouru worthy of passing notice.

          
During the building of the line, however, it became, for a time at least, a very busy and important depot.

          
Here were housed four of the Public Works Department's locomotives, and besides being a coal, rail, and sleeper depot, numbers of permanent way men were camped around the yard.

          
These Public Works Department's locomotives constituted the very wheels of progress, for the rapid advancement of the railway depended entirely on their movements. Led by Ned Milburn's highly polished W.F. class locomotive with its novel steam brake, they were kept in a state of complete efficiency by the engine crews themselves.

          
Owing to the unstable nature of a portion of the track just north of Mataroa, the Public Works Department controlled and operated for many months the whole of the line from Mataroa station right up to the railhead.

          
On arrival of the regular Railway Department's train from Taihape it was the usual custom to transfer all passengers and luggage to the waiting P.W.D. train, which, by the way, was run under special rules and regulations of its own.

          

            

[image: A steam shovel at work at Ohakune during the building of the Main Trunk Line.]
A steam shovel at work at Ohakune during the building of the Main Trunk Line.


          

          
Drawn by an old Double Fairlie locomotive which was known to everyone as the “Double Shooter,” because as a Maori boy once said, “this engine he go both ways,” the eighteen-mile grade to Waiouru did not by any means allow high speeds to be attained, though at times it must be confessed the passengers received their money's worth when travelling in the reverse direction.

          
“No Liquor on the Train” was one of the rules strictly enforced by honest Joe Vickers, one of the most mild and inoffensive men it would be possible to meet. He was guard, porter, shunter and general custodian of the whole passenger service.

          
Now Joe had a particular eye for suspicious-looking bags or boxes surreptitiously piled into the van as luggage. “He could smell it inside of a steel box,” a passenger once remarked when caught with the forbidden goods, and when requested to open up the parcel, “because you know mister the train can't start with liquor aboard,” this passenger had no option but to acquiesce in so gentle an admonition.

          
Just north of Waiouru the permanent way passes through a series of deep cuttings, which for a time at least, owing to the enormous amount of material to be excavated, threatened to hold up the job further ahead.

          
In order to avoid this difficulty and to ensure continuity of supply towards the railhead, a temporary deviation from the main line became necessary.
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Leaving the permanent way a short distance north of Waiouru, the new track plunged down a one in fifteen grade to cross a shallow gully, and after climbing out at the other side with a somewhat easier grade, rejoined the main line near the seven-mile Karioi straight, which is the longest stretch of straight track in the North Island.

          
The next major obstacle to the path of progress was the building of the great curved Hapuawhenua Viaduct, which in the absence of any other means of transportation could not be seriously commenced until the rails had reached Ohakune.

          
Here, as at Waiouru, a deviation from the main line became necessary in order to land the hundreds of tons of steel and concrete on the actual site of the work as early as possible. This temporary track, which also became the passenger traffic railhead, was laid alongside the present motor road, and thence up the ravine over which the viaduct, with its mighty trestle work, now carries the line.

          
With the coming of the rails, Ohakune Junction which up till then had been merely represented by a clearing in the dense forest which abounded on all sides, became the main base of operations, and preparations for the final closing of the gap commenced in earnest.

          
In the meantime the sawmiller had arrived on the scene, bush locomotives and log haulers plied their calling within sight of the new station, and with thirty-five miles of track being operated by the P.W.D. main line traffic increased enormously.

          
With a minimum of traffic control and the entire absence of any interlocking signal or tablet system at this stage, the safety of train running depended mainly on the efficiency of the operating crews, and it was entirely due to their praiseworthy efforts that not one single accident occurred during the building of this portion of the line.

          
With the closing of the gap and the consequent connection with the northern section which had been pushed ahead with the same amazing speed, through traffic commenced immediately; but many months were to elapse before the Railway Department finally took over the job of running a regular time-table.
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The building of the famous curved Hapuawhenna Viaduct on the Main Trunk Line. This viaduct is 932 ft. long and has a height of 147 ft. above the river-bed.


          

          
The traveller of to-day who races for the refreshment room knows little of the tireless energy and the pride and devotion to duty which characterised these men to whom we owe the building of the Main Trunk Railway.

          
But when travelling over this same Main Trunk it is inspiring to think of the million odd sleepers that were well and truly laid, the countless “dogs” driven, and the endless fishplates bolted up by the wonderful men who laid the track that it might stand for ages an enduring monument to their enterprise and resourcefulness.
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Praise for the New Zealand Railways.

          
Leaving New Zealand about four years ago with an impression that the railway system in the Dominion was not up to the standard of similar transport services in other parts of the world, Mr. Angus McBean has returned, after travelling extensively throughout Europe, satisfied that the New Zealand Railways compare more than favourably with the Continental services. In an interview with “The Press,” Christ-church, Mr. McBean, who is head of the English section of the Rosenberg International College in Switzerland, said that for comfort, cleanliness, modernity, window space, and general design, the present rolling-stock in the Dominion outclassed that in the fifteen or twenty States in which he had travelled.
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Little Miss Freckles

 A Christmas Story for Children
          
        

        

          
By … 
Nellie E. Donovan

        

        

The little girl gazed with interest at the large furniture van which had drawn up outside the gate of the new white and green two-storied house.

        
Another little girl was standing shyly by the gate of the house watching with eager expectation as the large doors of the van were thrown open and three men commenced the long process of transferring the furniture from the van to the footpath and into the house.

        
“Hello,” said the first little girl.

        
“Hello,” the second little girl answered. The first little girl walked up to her. “What's your name?” she asked.

        
“Rosemary Lane,” was the answer.

        
“Mine's Jane Wilson, but almost everyone calls me ‘Freckles.’ You can see why can't you?” she ended almost defiantly.

        
“Freckles is a lovely name,” said Rosemary.

        
“I don't think so,” said Freckles, “but yours is lovely. R-rose-mar-ry,” she repeated it slowly and let it roll off her tongue. “It suits you, you know. What lovely hair you've got.” She fingered Rosemary's golden wavy hair which hung down her back and touched the stiff blue bow which stood on top of her head.

        
“Please —” said Rosemary as she moved away.

        
“Oh, alright,” said Freckles, “I was only feeling it, that's all, If I had hair like that, I'd let anyone that wanted feel it.”

        
“But your hair is lovely,” said Rosemary, “so nice and shiny and straight—”

        
“As carrots,” put in Freckles. “Oh, I say!” she went on excitedly as she pointed to an object one of the men had lifted out of the van and was carrying up the path. “What a lovely doll's house. Is it yours?”

        
Rosemary nodded. “Daddy bought it for me last Christmas,” she answered.

        
“You must be awful rich, if your Daddy can afford a doll's house like that. I've got a doll's house—a small one—but I had to save for months and months and months to buy it, for you can't save much out of threepence a week, especially if you're very fond of ice-creams.”

        
“No,” agreed Rosemary, “you can't. I'll have to go now. Mummy might want me to help her unpack and I've got a lot to do, too, for I've got lots and lots of dolls to unpack from almost every part of the world. I've lived in lots of strange lands.”

        
“Have you? Where? Can I help you unpack?” asked Freckles eagerly in one breath.

        
“Well —” Rosemary hesitated, then as she noticed the eagerness die out of Freckles' face, she went on, “but you may come soon one day to see all my things. Where do you live?”

        
“That little house on the corner,” answered Freckles. “There's only Mummie and I, Daddy was killed —” she stopped as tears welled into her eyes. Then suddenly she said, “Good-bye—I'll see you again,” and she waved with a somewhat grubby hand as she ran along the street through the gateway and up the path of the little garden where she ran behind a willow tree (the only tree the little garden boasted) and burst into tears. When the flood of tears had spent itself, she sat very still on the grass and thought of Rosemary. How beautiful she was! Her complexion was like peaches and cream, and her hair was a beautiful golden colour, and what a lovely blue dress she had on, and her shoes were shiny and her socks with blue tops were pulled up straight. Freckles took stock of herself as she had done many times before. She wriggled her big toe out of her left brown well-worn sandal, pulled up the grey socks Mummie had knitted, straightened her faded print frock, patched in the places where a barbed wire fence had torn it, and took out of her pocket a cracked hand-mirror and looked at her freckled face with its snub nose, mouth far too big, and brown eyes— eyes that weren't worth mentioning.— Oh, she wished she was dead—why



hadn't she been born beautiful like Rosemary—why did she have to be ugly and have everyone calling her Freckles when her real name was Jane and why—oh, why—but there were too many whys for a small girl to answer. Freckles gave up taking stock of herself and went into the house. Her mother was baking in the kitchen. Freckles entered the kitchen, her face very gloomy. “Hello, Mum,” she said.
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“Hello, dear,” said her mother.

        
“Making scones?” asked Freckles.

        
“Yes,” answered her mother.

        
“Can I lick the bowl after?”

        
“Alright, but don't make yourself sick, tea will be ready in half an hour.”

        
Her mother poured the yellow substance into little square pans set in a large tin and popped the whole into a hot oven. Freckles busied herself with a spoon and scraped the bowl, licking the spoon appreciatively.

        
Between licks she said, “I saw the most beautiful little girl to-day, Mum. Rosemary her name is, and she's got lovely hair and eyes, and her complexion is all peaches and cream.”

        
“My goodness!” exclaimed her mother, “She sounds entrancing. Who Is she?”

        
“Rosemary Lane and they've just moved into the new white two-storied house on the corner of the street, and she's got a huge doll's house, about ten times bigger'n mine, and she said I could come over to her place and see all her toys.”

        
“She must be a nice little girl,” said Mrs. Wilson, “but you're not going to make yourself a nuisance over at the house, her mother mightn't like it.”

        
“No, Mum,” said Freckles dutifully. She wandered out into the garden again and lay on the grass on her back and closed her eyes. Her thoughts took wings, and she imagined that Rosemary was a Princess and she was a Lady-in-Waiting who would wait on her all the time, and bring her beautiful gifts, and then a Prince would come along on a white horse and the Princess would get married and they would go away to a new Kingdom and set up house, and Freckles, or rather Lady Jane, would be left behind, and she would cry for days and nights without stopping, because she couldn't serve her beautiful Princess Rosemary any longer.

        
The very next day which was Saturday, Freckles walked over to the big house, but Rosemary was not to be seen, and Freckles gazed through the bars of the gate at the well-trimmed lawns and the neat flower-beds, but there was no sign of life about. P'raps they were all asleep in bed, or p'raps Rosemary was counting all her dolls and hadn't reached the right number and had to start counting all over again, or p'raps she was spring-cleaning her doll's house, though it wasn't the season of the year—and Freckles wandered home again, and in the afternoon forgot Rosemary somewhat when three little girls came over to her place and they played happy games all the afternoon.

        
A week or more passed and Freckles had not seen Rosemary again. Then one day, the postman blew an extra long phe-e-p on his whistle when Freckles was at school trying very earnestly at the time to learn how to spell, and a letter addressed to Miss Jane Wilson popped through the slit in the door and fell on to the thread-bare hall carpet. It was with trembling fingers that Freckles opened it when she came home to lunch, and she gazed in awe at the gaily printed invitation card with a jolly Father Christmas in one corner and a Christmas Tree in another, and lots of bells and mistletoe, and in neat handwriting Miss Rosemary Lane invited Miss Jane Wilson to attend a Christmas Party on Saturday, 16th December, at 4 p.m., in “The Links,” Fairview Crescent.

        
For the intervening five days, Freckles walked on air. They hadn't addressed the invitation to Miss “Freckles” Wilson, but to Jane, and she felt it would be a grand party.
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Mrs. Wilson got together a few shillings and made Freckles a new white spotted muslin frock with a blue sash. Freckles dressed that Saturday with extra care. Pulled up perfectly straight her new white socks, and brushed her hair until it shone, and polished her best black shoes until she could see her face in them, and when her mother was not looking, Freckles tip-toed into her mother's bedroom and took out a box of powder from the dressing-table and with a puff tried the effects of powder on her freckles, but without some other beauty aid, the powder would not stay on, so Freckles dashed to the bathroom and washed all the powder off and rubbed her face vigorously with a towel. Her mother noticed her extra shining face with its flushed cheeks, but attributed the cause to the excitement of the party. Freckles left home with her mother's last words ringing in her ears to behave herself, not to eat too much and not to be rough in the games. When she strode up the path of the garden of the big white house with the invitation card clutched tightly in her hand, other little boys and girls were also arriving, many getting out of cars at the gate. They were all dressed in their best; the little boys had shiny faces and well-brushed hair. One little boy wore an Eton collar and Freckles turned up her snub nose at him with scorn.

        
Freckles gave her card to a maid who opened the door. Mr. and Mrs. Lane and Rosemary were standing in the hall waiting to receive their guests. Freckles shyly approached and Rosemary stepped forward and caught her by the arm and pulled her towards her mother and father. “This



is the little girl I told you about, Mother. Freckles, I mean—Jane Wilson.”

        
“How do you do, Jane?” said Mrs. Lane, as she shook her by the hand.

        
Then Mr. Lane took her hand and said cheerily, “Hello, Freckles.”

        
“Hello,” said Freckles.

        
Then suddenly Rosemary was surrounded by children who all seemed to be talking at once, and Freckles was left alone—dreadfully alone. She felt like running home. It wasn't going to be much of a party after all. Mr. Lane had called her “Freckles” when she did so want to be Jane all the time at the party. Then someone took her hand, and it was Rosemary who led her into a large room with a highly polished floor and chairs all around the walls, and Rosemary asked her to sit on a chair by the wall. And when Freckles had done so, she watched Rosemary, the perfect little hostess showing all the other children seats. Oh, thought Freckles, Rosemary looked more beautiful than ever. She was dressed in a pink satin frock with a lovely pink sash and a pink hair ribbon and pink socks and shoes. She made a perfect picture. A wand and she would be a fairy Princess—

        
Then a funny clown rolled through the doorway and Freckles laughed as loud as any of the children at his antics, and then there came a Punch and Judy show, games, a guessing competition, a treasure hunt and the tea—and what a Christmas tea! Freckles did not over-eat, but when she had finished she just felt comfortably full of cake, ice-cream, trifle, strawberries, jelly and soft drinks. The grand climax came when a huge Christmas Tree was wheeled into the room with a jolly Father Christmas following on a sleigh laden with presents. Then it was Rosemary's duty to light all the candles on the tree and she was fulfilling her task admirably, when suddenly it happened— Rosemary in her eagerness had swung round quickly and her long hair touched the flame of a candle. Immediately there was a scream, Rosemary's beautiful hair was on fire! Freckles ran as she had never ran before from a far corner of the room. She pushed children out of the way, swung Rosemary round and in the twinkling of an eye, she gripped the blazing hair with her hands and rubbed and rubbed until the flames were out and all that was left were blackened strands of hair. Rosemary fainted away, but Freckles stood stiffly smiling, her little burnt hands hanging limply by her side. Then the room began spinning around and for her too came blackness, and when she awoke she found herself on a bed and her hands were being smothered with some soothing sweet smelling ointment and being bandaged by a kindly grey-haired man, and Rosemary her face streaked with tears and her lovely fair golden hair lying in blackened uneven strands about her face was leaning over her bed. Freckles had a glorious feeling at that moment. She had saved her beautiful Princess. She was a true Lady-in-Waiting. Mrs. Lane kissed her freckled cheek tenderly and said, “Dear brave little girl,” and Mr. Lane patted her head and said, “Little Miss Freckles with a heart of gold.”
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And after they had helped her home, and her mother had been told the story and was tucking her up in bed, her little bandaged hands plucked at the counterpane. “Rosemary will still be beautiful, won't she, Mummie? And her hair will grow?” she asked.

        
“Just as good as ever,” smiled her mother.

        
“Why does God make some people beautiful and some people beautiful and some ugly?” asked Freckles.

        
“What a question to ask,” replied her mother. “Sometimes ugly people have the kindest hearts and do the bravest deeds—beautiful faces do not make beautiful people—”

        
“Oh, but Rosemary is beautiful all through. I'll be like her when I grow up. P'raps I might grow beautiful. Maybe my hair will curl and my freckles will fade away. Do you think so?”

        
“I wouldn't want my little girl to lose her brave heart for all the beauty in the world. Freckles and all, I love you as you are,” and with a fond kiss and “good-night,” her mother left her and before Freckles fell asleep in a contented frame of mind she thought, “P'raps it wasn't so bad to have freckles after all.”

        
And on the day before Christmas Day, Rosemary sent to Freckles her doll's house and the note tied to it said: “To dear little Jane of the golden heart wishing you a Merry Christmas, from Rosemary, your loving friend for always.”
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From the Unpublished Diary of 
Edward Jollie of the Survey Staff of the New Zealand Company, by permission of his grand-daughter, V. Storey.

        

At the end of the year 1843 I and another cadet named Albert Allom got a holiday for a few weeks and we decided to go on a visit to the Manawatu River, which is situated on the West Coast, about sixty-five miles north of Wellington.

        
We were both in light marching order; my kit consisted of a macintosh cloak on my back and a raised pork pie in one pocket of my coat and an extra shirt in the other pocket.

        
Our first day's journey was a rough and hilly walk along a track through dense bush to Porirua Harbour, where we stayed the night at a hut belonging to an old whaler named Jackson, who got his living by ferrying people across the harbour.

        
We slept well, as youths of eighteen generally do, and got up ready for breakfast and another day's journey, but on lifting my coat from the floor I was horrified to find that rats had eaten through the outside to the pocket, into my beautiful raised pork pie, which, on opening to see the state of the interior, I found empty of all meat, and nothing left but the bare crust!

        
Thus lightened, we were ferried across the harbour to Geordie Thom's whaling station, where we had dinner and then walked over some miles more of hilly bush track to the coast. Our road was now plain before us, and after walking four or five miles over rough rocky beach, we reached the hard sandy beach which continues uninterruptedly to Manawatu and Wanganui and still further north.

        
After walking for a few miles over the sand I became very tired and I was very glad that Allom proposed that we should stop a few miles short of our intended journey for the day, at a small stream called Wainui. Here we found a hut occupied by an old whaler named Knott, who gave us food and shelter for the night, and next morning we walked on across the Waikanae River, and from thence to the Otaki River, where we found a large assembly of Maoris, more than a thousand.

        
We obtained quarters in a hut kept by a white man named Sam Taylor. Staying in the house we found three other English gentlemen, named E. J. Wakefield, son of Edward Gibbon Wakefield, Bertram White, afterwards a Resident Magistrate north of Auckland, and Mr. Skipworth, son of an English baronet.

        
Wakefield or “Teddy Wake” as the Maoris called him to distinguish him from his uncle, Colonel Wakefield, whom they called “wide-awake,” was a great favourite with the Maoris generally, and lived a great deal among them.

        
We stayed two days at Otaki amusing ourselves amongst the natives who were very friendly to us. Among the chiefs there was Rauparaha, who was an oldish man of middle height with a crafty look in his eyes.

        
We resumed our journey on a fine day and having crossed the Ohau River a few miles north of Otaki we walked merrily along the beach, until the tide rose so high we were driven off the hard sand on to the soft sand covered with timber. This made it very tiring walking and delayed us so long that it was nearly dark when we arrived at the house to which we were bound, situated near the Ferry over the Manawatu River.

        
In the morning, after paying a trifle to the owner of the house, we obtained a small canoe and two paddles and started up the Manawatu on a very hot day. This river was the largest I had ever seen in New Zealand. The land on each side of us as we ascended was low and flat, with here and there clumps of forest, with land covered with flax (
phormium tenax) between. The native kaingas or villages were numerous, and altogether except for heat and mosquitoes we enjoyed our river voyage exceedingly. In the afternoon, we reached our destination, the house of Mr. Cook, situated about twelve miles from our starting-place in the morning.

        

          

[image: (Rly. Publicity photo.) A peaceful scene in the Boat Harbour at Wellington.]
(
Rly. Publicity photo.)


A peaceful scene in the Boat Harbour at Wellington.


        

        
E'muka was the Maori servant of Mr. Cook. He took us in his canoe or “waka” on expeditions to catch eels, and to visit other natives.

        
One morning E'muka returned from an expedition he had made to a kainga in the neighbourhood, and brought back a fine canoe and gun with some other smaller articles. These things I learnt on inquiry he had taken for his own use, from another native who had committed a breach of Maori law. This law provides for the punishment of an offender by the loss of all his goods and chattels, and the other natives in the neighbourhood are the jury self-constituted who decide upon his guilt, which being proved to their satisfaction they rush to his whare or hut and despoil him of every thing he possessed, and the culprit himself far from being angry or desirous to hide his goods, shows a pleasant countenance, and assists the execution of the law in finding and appropriation, being proud that he is rich enough to supply plenty of plunder. This is the punishment of a free man who has offended, but in regard to a slave it is much more severe; he is killed.

        
We stayed here a fortnight and then returned to Wellington by the route we had come.
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Enga-Iwi-Nga reo-me nga Karangatanga maha o te Iwi Maori o Aotea-roa me te waipounamu te na koutou katoa. Ko te mihi tenei a nga Tumuaki o te nei Pukapuka korero ara te kia koutou katoa—me te mauma-hara—tangi-mihi hoki ki ratou kua huri ki tua o te arai.

          
Taea te pehea-i te ringa kaha o Aitua—.

          
Tenei e nga Iwi te koha o nga Tumuaki o tenei Pukapuka kia tatou nga uri o ratou kua tae ki tua o te Arai iroto i nga tau o te rau—tau-tawhito e hotu atu nei ki tua whakarere.

          
Tatou e tu moke moke nei i te ata tu o tenei Rau-tau-hou. Ko wai ka kite atu i nga taonga o roto i te putea o te wa—nga mata-kite nga kai korero kua ngaro ia tatou.

          
Kaati mai ra tenei te Karakia awhi-awhi a tenei waka a tenei waka a tatou a Aotea—Tena-pea kei roto i nga kupu ka kitea he pou whiri-naki-tanga mo etahi o tatou iroto i te ra rau tau hou e tu iho nei.

          

            
Ka u ka u ki uta,


            
Ka u ka u ki tai,


            
Ka u ki tenei rau tau hou,


            
Pikipiki maunga tangaengae


            
Pikipiki pari tangaengae


            
Kaihomai tangaengae


            
Hei ahua tangaengae


            
Mo tenei tauira tangaengae


            
Tahau-ora-tahau-ariki,


            
Mau e kai te manawa ora,


            
O tenei rau tau hou.


            
He uru-ora


            
Ko te whaka-uru-ora ki Te Kau-nunui


            
Ko te whaka-uru-ora ki Te Kau-roroa


            
Ko te whaka-uru-ora ki Te Rangi-nui


            
Ka uru-ora nga atua,


            
Ka uru-ora nga Tangata


            
Ka uru-ora nga Korero


            
Ka uru-ora nga wananga


            
Ko te whaka-uru-ora ki te kau-nunui


            
Ko te whaka-uru-ora ki te kau-roroa,


            
Ko te whaka-uru-ora ki te rangi e


            
tu nei


            
Te mouri kei runga


            
Te mouri e rangi


            
Te mouri o tenei ariki


            
Ko te mouri-ora-o-rauru


            
Tina taka te manawa-ora,


            

I tina ki whea?


            

I tina ki runga


            

I tina ki Rangi-nui e tu nei.


            
Tina toka te manawa-ora-o-rauru


            
I tina ki whea te manawa-ora?


            
I tina ki raro


            
Ki a papa e takoto nei


            
Tina toka te manawa-ora o tenei


            
Ariki,


            
Tina toka te parapara o tenei matua


            
Iwi


            
Tina toka te manawa-ora a Rangi-nui


            
e tu nei


            
Ko Rangi-Turuturua


            
Ko Rangi-Tamoua


            
E tu te Rangi take waiho


            
Ko te pou o te whakatina


            
Ko te pou o te whakatoka,


            
Ko te pou o te parapara


            
Ko te pou o tenei matua Iwi


            
Ko te pou o Rangi-nui e tu nei.


            
Awhi-nuku


            
Awhi-rangi


            
Awhi-toi


            
Awhi-papa


            
Awhi-kerekere


            
Ko tu kai awhitia te nuku


            
Ko tu kai awhitia te rangi


            
Tu a piti nuku


            
Tu a piti rangi


            
Tu Aropaki


            
Ko Rangi-turuturua


            
Ko Rangi-tawhitia


            
Ko te pou o te whakatina


            
Ko te pou o te whakatoka


            
Ko te pou o te Rangitawhi


            
Ko te pou o tenei matua Iwi


            
Tawhi ki a Rehua


            
Kia-Tama-i te ao-marama
          

        

        

          
English Summary.

          
“The New Zealand Railways Magazine,” in offering a page in the Maori language to its many Maori readers, extends a greeting in true Maori custom by paying tribute to the many Maori leaders who have, during the century, passed beyond the veil—to the Realms of Irihia.

          
With the Centennial celebrations the pakeha, with jubilation, will review 100 years of progress—and know with satisfaction that New Zealand has not only gained a place in the world but also has a future.

          
The Maori, with sadness, sees a country that was once his own, and looking back on a century of land-losses, unfair treatment and disillusionment asks: “What of the future—the next 100 years?” Such a question excites no public plaudits and arouses no enthusiasm. But, alas! the same question was asked by a section of the ancestors of the Maori people on their first arrival to these shores during the great Polynesian migration.

          
The answer was: the sacred whaka-awhi-awhi Karakai (ceremonial chant), offered by the Tohunga priests of the Aotea canoe, at Kawhia. This was a sacred fourteenth century ritual to inspire and protect the voyagers from any evil influence which might affect them in the new land.

          
On this, our Maori page, we offer the same ritual, in like manner, to the decendants of those early Polynesian pioneers that they, too, may draw inspiration from it, as did their ancestors.

          
They commence with their pakeha fellow-citizens New Zealand's second century with confidence and appreciation born of kindred interests in the welfare of this our mutual homeland.
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Enga-Iwi-Nga reo-me nga Karangatanga maha o te Iwi Maori o Aotea-roa me te waipounamu te na koutou katoa. Ko te mihi tenei a nga Tumuaki o te nei Pukapuka korero ara te kia koutou katoa—me te mauma-hara—tangi-mihi hoki ki ratou kua huri ki tua o te arai.
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Tenei e nga Iwi te koha o nga Tumuaki o tenei Pukapuka kia tatou nga uri o ratou kua tae ki tua o te Arai iroto i nga tau o te rau—tau-tawhito e hotu atu nei ki tua whakarere.

          
Tatou e tu moke moke nei i te ata tu o tenei Rau-tau-hou. Ko wai ka kite atu i nga taonga o roto i te putea o te wa—nga mata-kite nga kai korero kua ngaro ia tatou.

          
Kaati mai ra tenei te Karakia awhi-awhi a tenei waka a tenei waka a tatou a Aotea—Tena-pea kei roto i nga kupu ka kitea he pou whiri-naki-tanga mo etahi o tatou iroto i te ra rau tau hou e tu iho nei.
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Our London Letter
            
          
        

        

          
by 
Arthur L. Stead

        

        

          
“Thank You, New Zealand”!

          

Christmas Greetings to our readers everywhere, and from the bottom of our hearts a great “Thank you, New Zealand!” for your magnificent stand for freedom.

          
At this traditional season of goodwill and amity among men, we find ourselves battling with forces brought into play to trample on freedom and establish ruthless rule throughout the world. Our liberty-loving peoples have answered the call in wonderful fashion. This great Commonwealth of Nations, hand-in-hand with our very good French friends and backed up by decent-minded people in all corners of the globe, will never rest until aggression and the mad mania for power have once and for all been smashed, and a sane order of society firmly established.

          
All of us at Home knew that New Zealanders would be among the keenest to uphold freedom's flag. In this Centennial year in her colourful story, New Zealand once again clearly shows the world where her heart lies. This big family of ours had no enmity against the misguided German people, as was pointed out in the leaflets dropped over Germany by our airmen at the beginning of hostilities. But so long as Hans and Fritz allow themselves to be governed by ruthless rulers, and blindly carry out their dictates, there can never be peace and security in the world.

        

        

          
“As Cool as Cucumbers.”

          
Here in Britain—to quote Mr. Huggins, the Southern Rhodesia Prime Minister, who recently left London for home—we are all “as cool as cucumbers.” The Zurich paper, the Swiss “National Zeitung” gives us the candid views of a neutral observer: “London's spirit is unshaken. Britain's mood is serious, with an unshaken conviction that sacrifices must be borne in the interest of the final victory.” This calm and determined outlook is to-day everywhere apparent. It is, indeed, the outstanding impression gained while travelling throughout the length and breadth of the land.

          
These London Letters of mine are bound to be somewhat restricted for the present. In these stirring times there are unlikely to be many striking transportation developments to record, while for obvious reason many of the activities of our railways cannot be commented upon. In peace and war alike, however, railways quietly and efficiently carry on, and we, too, hope to continue our London Letter month by month, thereby maintaining this old-established friendly link between the railway folk of our two countries, and incidentally reflecting the spirit of Britain as we see it from day to day.

        

        

          
Railways Under Government Control.

          
In accordance with pre-arranged plans, the Home railways were taken over by the Government at the beginning of the conflict, through the Ministry of Transport, with the Railway Executive Committee as the pivot of movement. The Committee comprises six members—Sir Ralph Wedgwood (Chairman), Sir James Milne (G.W.R.), Mr. C. H. Newton (L. & N.E.R.), Mr. Frank Pick (London Transport), Mr. Gilbert S. Szlumper (Southern) and Sir William Wood (L.M. & S.). This move is on similar lines to what happened in 1914. At that time, however, there were over a hundred individual railways in Britain, whereas to-day, as a consequence of grouping, the railways controlled comprise only ten separate undertakings, as follows: the four main-line groups, the London Passenger Transport Board, the East Kent Light Railway, the Kent and East Sussex Light Railway, the King's Lynn Docks and Railway, the Mersey Railway, and the Shropshire & Montgomeryshire Light Railway.

          

            

[image: A unit of the New Zealand Railways Road Services fleet during the great snowstorm experienced in Central Otago in August, 1939.]
A unit of the New Zealand Railways Road Services fleet during the great snowstorm experienced in Central Otago in August, 1939.


          

          
Actually, the change from private to Government control does not make any really marked differences to working methods. It simply assures that national needs have preference on all occasions, and that the railways, through co-ordinated management, are operated with a maximum of efficiency in the common cause. Railwaymen, because of the importance of their job, are not being released wholesale for military and naval service. Numbers of younger railway men, not engaged on essential work, have been permitted to join the colours, while in the case of skilled men in the operating and engineering departments, many have taken up service with the Transportation Troops. By degrees, railwaymen in some grades will doubtless be liberated, especially younger employees, and their places taken by older men and temporary women workers.

          
During the 1914–1918 struggle, women workers were a common sight on passenger station platforms, in offices and other railway premises. Female engine-drivers and signalmen, however, never were seen in Britain. In France women were engaged in many railway jobs, and



on both sides of the Channel there was universal admiration for the manner in which these temporary employees filled the gaps created by the release of men for other services.
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Time-tables Restricted.

          
Passenger train time-tables at Home are invariably cut down during the present season, but the cuts this year have naturally taken a somewhat severer form. The Railway Executive Committee have re-shuffled the time-tables to meet wartime conditions, and both main-line and suburban services have been considerably curtailed. Most of the London tube services have been retained, particularly those operating during the morning and evening rush hours, economy being effected through the closing of some of the less important stations. Special services, such as restaurant car facilities and sleeping cars, have also been curtailed, but everywhere there is a sufficiency of comfortable rail transport to meet all needs, and there is no restriction on the movement of passengers as between one part of the country and another. Railway-operated steamships, which mostly worked to and from the continent, have been withdrawn, and the vessels put to more useful tasks. Railway hotels also have in some instances been acquired for various national uses.

        

        

          
Railways' Part in the Great Evacuation.

          
As in 1914–18, the Home railways are performing fine work in connection with military movements, but this is a story for which we shall have to wait awhile. Outstanding among military activities of which we can freely speak is the remarkably fine work achieved in connection with the evacuation from the large centres of some millions of children and others. This was actually the greatest organised movement of humanity ever attempted, and while road transport played an exceptionally fine part in the evacuation, it was upon the railways the major task fell. Not readily shall we forget the scene at the big termini, as train load after train load of youngsters of all ages was despatched, nor must we neglect to place on record the quiet heroism of the parents at the parting. Young England will have cause to bless the railways in years to come, and as for the railwaymen engaged in this momentous movement, they one and all rose majestically to the occasion, just as we knew they would.

        

        

          
Railway Difficulties in Germany.

          
Wartime imposes many restrictions upon transport, but compared with conditions in Germany the traveller at Home is indeed fortunate. Our own and the French railways are to-day admirably equipped to meet every demand made upon them. Very different is the railway situation in Germany. Shortage of rolling-stock has, for many months created difficulties there, and locomotive and track maintenance is considerably in arrears. Good coal, too, must be getting scarce, while fuel oil also will present a problem. The acquisition of the Austrian and Czechoslovakian lines brought a greatly increased mileage under the Berlin jurisdiction, but the occupation also brought with it difficulties galore from the transport viewpoint. Czech railwaymen, in particular, have no love for their new masters, and to keep traffic moving on the Czechoslovakian lines must present prodigious problems in the peculiar circumstances now ruling. As one Czech refugee in Britain remarked to the writer the other day: “Hitler has bitten off more than he can chew!” And this is already apparent in the disorganised transport services in the Czech area.
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One of a number of electric locomotives to be used on the Wellington-Paekakariki electrified section of the New Zealand Railways. The locomotives are of 1,240 horse-power, and weigh 87 tons.


          

        

        

          
Railways Carry on Quietly.

          
You can picture Home railwaymen, like their gallant colleagues in France, quietly and determinedly carrying on their own particular tasks, ever confident of the ultimate issue. Your correspondent saw much of the heroism of the French railway workers during the last struggle. To-day, in an even nobler cause, one and all on both sides of the Channel, determined that never again shall peaceful folk have to live in constant fear of ruthless aggression, are exerting themselves to the utmost. The struggle may be long, or it may be short. Whatever happens, Britain and the Empire stand as one, inflexible in their belief that Right must triumph over Might.
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The Fate of Jean Meybelle
            
          
        

        

          

            
By 
Ella Wall

          
        

        

There is not, perhaps, any name in the history of the West Coast that stirs the imagination as does that of Jean Meybelle, and strangely enough no man of whom so little is heard to-day. He was a tragic figure. Song and story have been written round themes less pathetic and much less romantic, and men much less worthy have been more fittingly remembered.

        
On the Westport-Greymouth road there is a sign-post that directs the traveller to Meybelle Bay. To the passer-by, however, the name conveys nothing; there are few indeed, who know the story of that lonely little Bay or the tragic fate of the man after whom it was named.

        
Meybelle was a Frenchman who, in the days of the gold rush, worked a small beach south of Tiro-Moana in the Buller County. This was about 1872. He was a man of sterling character and, through his industry and honesty, won the admiration and respect of everyone in the district. It is said that from the little Bay he took £1,000 worth of gold. He had a mate named Tommy McConnell. It is difficult in any full sense of the term to reconstruct the past, but we can with little effort of imagination picture Meybelle working away from dawn till dark with scant respite. The only satisfaction he enjoyed was probably from the knowledge that every ounce of gold brought him nearer the goal of his ambition, for it was his intention to return to France, marry the girl who had waited through long years of exile, and return with her to the, land of his adoption. Even in the golden era of West Coast history, when gold was to be had for the seeking, it must have cost Jean Meybelle considerable energy and economy to save sufficient to enable him to go to France and come back again with his bride. He shared the common lot of the gold seekers—the luck, the misfortune, the privations and the disappointments. But the time arrived when Meybelle had made his modest fortune, and, with high hopes, set off for France.

        
We can imagine his feverish yearning as his ship made that long, and, in those days, perilous journey. We can imagine the little French girl looking forward to Jean's coming after the long separation.

        
Perhaps the reader can anticipate the end of the story. Was Marie dead—or already married? Meybelle never again saw the shores of France, for when the journey was nearing its end the ship was wrecked with the loss of all on board.

        
In this year of our Centennial celebrations, when the memory of the pioneers will be honoured, it is to be hoped that there will be some who will remember that fine Frenchman and place his story on record.

        
Mr. G. M. Powell, when, as a small boy, he was returning with his father from their farm, can recall meeting Meybelle, and he can recollect, too, often hearing the pathetic circumstances of his death. Tommy McConnell, who was left to work the claim during Meybelle's absence, continued to do so until the beach was worked out.
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Meybelle Bay, on the West Coast of the South Island.


        

        
To-day the service car speeds on past places where history was made in the days of long ago, past deserted spots once highlights in the life of the Coast—Addison's, Charleston, Brighton … and through the red dawn and the long purple twilight we ponder on their many stories of heroism—none, perhaps, more poignant than that of Jean Meybelle.

        
What would the world do without tobacco?—the source of so much joy and comfort to the human race. There is indeed, as Kingsley wrote “no herb like it under the canopy of heaven,” and if, as its enemies allege, it sometimes proves injurious that is only when there is too much nicotine in it. For nicotine is admittedly poisonous stuff. In such cases the smoker may fail to realise his danger until failing health compels him to seek medical aid. But the five famous toasted brands, Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), Navy Cut No. 33 (Bulldog), Cavendish, Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold, never harmed anyone. On the contrary they have benefited smokers innumerable, and will continue their beneficent work indefinitely, for they tranquilise the troubled mind, relieve mental stress, cheer and solace. Their exquisite purity—is largely owing to the toasting they undergo at the factory which effectually eliminates injurious excess of nicotine. It also gives these beautiful tobaccos their delightful fragrance and matchless bouquet. No other tobacco at all resembles them. They are unique—unapproached and unapproachable!
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The sun was sinking behind a bank of red and gold streaked sky-line, and the chilly evening breeze made dappled ripples on the water, as the small vessel, piled up with stores and boxes for mutton-birders on at least half a dozen different islands of the Mutton-Bird group, steamed out of Bluff Harbour and into the reputedly roughest strait in the world— Foveaux Strait.

          
The “birders” had already been at work almost a month, and this was the “half-time” trip on which mails and stores are delivered, and hundreds of fresh birds picked up, as well as some thousands of kits of salted ones. Definitely not a tourist trip, for the vessel is small, the seas round South-West Cape are high, and all hands on deck are kept busy; but, of course, if one wants to see the inner workings of the Mutton-Bird Islands … Anyway, the captain was most courteous and moved out of his cabin for my friend and myself, the crew were obliging, and I thoroughly enjoyed eating fish and mutton-birds from tin plates in the hot little “saloon.”

          
The first night we berthed at Half Moon Bay, below the township of Oban, on Stewart Island, the next at Port Pegasus forty-four miles south-west, and the next day at noon, the vessel anchored off Pautoma which was the first of the scattered group of islands at which we were due to call. There was no beach whatever—just rugged cliffs and steep kelp-covered rocks, and perched above the rocky shore were a few rough-looking shacks where the Maori “birders” lived during the season. The bush was low and scrubby, mostly made up of ti-tia-weka (mutton-bird trees), punui, tupri, and kaka-maka (myrtle). This island was typical of all the other islands, with perhaps the exception that on the larger ones the bush was denser, back from the shore, and heavier trees such as the rata grew in conjunction with the scrubby, lower growth.

          
A taut wire line ran from high up on the island down to the rocky shore, and every minute or two a kit of birds came hurtling down it at a terrific rate, to bump violently into a bag of feathers fixed at the bottom. I could plainly see smoke as the kit sped downwards, and when the cloud of fluff rose from the feather bag, eager brown hands lifted the kit off its wire hook from the line, and added it to the pile of kits awaiting the arrival of the dinghy from our vessel. The sea was fairly high and the loading of those kits was an example of real skill on the part of the boatmen. I watched the dinghy creep dangerously near the jutting rocks, saw a rope being hurled up the rocks to the group of Maoris, another apparently anchored across the stern, and held my breath in horror as the small craft was swirled upwards on the swell almost against the cliff face itself. I was sure it would be dashed to pieces any moment. But it wasn't!

          
I heaved a sigh of relief when the dangerous job was finished at last, and our vessel lifted anchor, and passed through a blue arm of water, walled in on each side with the great grey granite cliffs of other islands. Out again, and almost immediately we were slowing down in the shelter of Big South Cape Island, where the water changed to shadowed green to match the green-covered shores around us. I ventured ashore here as the landing was much easier and the islanders friendly. One obliging youth prodded a stick into the burrow of a mutton-bird, then shoved his gloved hand inside, (the “birders” have to wear protection on their arms and hands when catching mutton-birds, as the creatures have sharp beaks, and can also use their semi-web feet to advantage, and these scratches have a habit of festering badly), and brought to light a soft, grey, fluffy bird. The next moment he had cracked it on the head, and the poor little wings went limp. The old Maori method of killing the young ones was to place the head of the bird in the mouth, and crush it with the teeth. This method, however, has long been discarded.

          

            

[image: The shore-line of one of the mutton-bird islands in southern New Zealand waters.]
The shore-line of one of the mutton-bird islands in southern New Zealand waters.


          

          
Only the young ones are taken each year, and there is a penalty for anyone killing parent birds. As soon as a bird is killed, the oil from the crop is squeezed out, and a tuft of feathers



stuffed into the open beak to prevent further leakage, which would spoil the scalding process. The birds are gathered up in “strings” of ten, carried back to the shacks, scalded in water kept at the right temperature, and hung up. Later they are gutted, wings, head and legs removed, dry-salted, and packed into air-tight barrels. The blood and salt form a brine, and after three days they are sufficiently cured to be removed and packed into the kelp bags which have been prepared from bull kelp. Some kits hold only twenty birds, others up to forty, and when the bag is packed tightly bark is interlaced with flax over it all, while a flaxwork or bagging overcovering makes doubly secure the bottom portion of the kit, completing a very neat job. The work is typically Maori as one might properly expect when one realises that only Maoris and their descendants are allowed to land on the islands and engage in the industry.

          
The habits of these sooty shear-waters, or mutton-birds, are rather remarkable. It has been proved that the main body of birds migrate to distant Siberia—a truly remarkable distance. When they return, in September, each year, they come in a dense black cloud formation. When overland—some uncanny instinct guides them to their old nesting ground—they close their wings and drop to earth. Many are killed by the fall, the others lie as stunned for a few moments, then scuttle down their holes which range from four to six feet in length. They clean out their old nests and mate, and then the female lays its one large, white, semi-transparent egg. The common belief is that all the females lay on the same day, the 25th November, but recent investigations have proved that eggs are laid during the months of November, December, January and February. When the young one is hatched the parents leave before daybreak in search of food, returning after dusk. If by chance a parent bird should be delayed in leaving in the early hours, it will remain in its burrow all day rather than venture out into daylight.

          
When the “black cloud” of birds bears down on the islands at night with a loud noise of thousands of flapping wings and bird cries, there is great excitement in the burrows. The young bird pushes its beak inside the mother's, and the parent brings up the partly-digested sardines and small bits of fish on which it has been feeding all day. On this fare the young one soon becomes plump, and by April is ready for killing. The old birds leave about the beginning of May on their long flight back to Siberia, but always a few remain behind for another month or so, to guide the young ones which escape—and there are large numbers of these—back to the place where they and their ancestors have migrated for thousands of years. The young ones always leave about a month later than the old ones, the reason probably being that they are gathering up more strength for the long flight. The oil which is secreted in their crops becomes stronger and is the main source of strength on which they must rely. When ready, they congregate on the rocks on a suitable edge from which they can leave with ease, and the first flight lasts till the young bird is tired, when it comes to rest on the water. After a short spell, off it goes again—longer this time —and so on until it can take long flights, and in this way reaches Siberia. The molly-hawks and other vultures of the deep know exactly when the young birds will leave, and they come from far and wide to congregate around the Mutton-Bird Islands and to wait for the easy prey that is theirs. Many are drowned each year, but in spite of this the number has, until this year, not decreased. For some strange reason this year, large numbers of old birds were found dead, and this has affected the industry. Fuel oil discharged by some vessel, or the unusual roughness of the weather, are two reasons suggested by an authority on the subject, but these are only suggestions.

          
Late in the afternoon we anchored in the lee of Te Mauohoaku where a number of fur seals were to be seen playing on the rocks. At the sound of the ship's siren small pretty heads were lifted above smooth grey rocks, and after a good look around some lay down again to bask in the sunshine, while others dived playfully into the water. Then on again, towards Stage Island, where the landing is perhaps the worst of all—immense cliffs against which the white-capped rollers hurled themselves in fury, and wide jagged rocks where a landing was both a nightmare as well as a thrill. After a little persuasion the Captain allowed me to get into the dinghy, and I was given instructions that I must jump from boat to rock at the precise moment that the swell hurled the boat upwards. No other woman, I was assured, besides the “mutton-birders,” of course, had landed on that wild shore for over twenty years. I could understand why!

          

            

[image: “Strings” of fresh birds on their way to the merchants.]
“Strings” of fresh birds on their way to the merchants.


          

          
At dusk we anchored off Rere-Wheupoko (Solomons Island), and in the early morning I glimpsed the famous saddle-back bird. This is the only place in the world where these pretty creatures are to be found. They have a soft, brownish plumage, with a bright orange saddle-shaped patch on their backs, another orange splash of colour at each side of the head and are about the size of a common thrush.

          
The “birders” here rely more on the second part of the season for their success, when “torching” is used to lure the birds from their burrows. The holes are difficult to get at otherwise, because of the tree roots. However, “torching” is resorted to on all islands at the latter part of the season. The birds are attracted by the flares, creep out of their burrows, and are promptly knocked on the head by the watchful Maoris.

          
We called back again at Big South Cape Island for more birds, passed several other landing places where groups of excited Maoris waited the arrival of the boat, and then we turned back towards the heaving rollers of South-West Cape—and home.
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net, as well as the plain, everyday article. The housewife can make an orange-coloured and orange-flavoured junket, or delight the children with a tender green junket which tastes of passion-fruit—and there are others. Lately, the ingenious idea of small tablets in tubes has been evolved. The tablet of the desired flavour and colour is crushed into a spoonful of water and the job is done. Surely it is a matter for patriotic satisfaction that Eltharm, in New Zealand, should have the largest rennet factory in the British Empire. In this pleasant town working conditions are ideal, but, above all, I place the devotion to scientific truth and the ideals of exact knowledge and service to the pastoral industry which animate the directors of this edifice of New Zealand genius.

          
I come now to the final aspect of our pantry shelves. It is not usually known that the gaily-coloured packets and cartons which house the delicacies are themselves made in New Zealand. The Empire Printing and Box Manufacturing Company has magnificent modern premises in both Auckland and Wellington. It was founded by the late Mr. W. Higgins, whose training was English, and his knowledge inherited. The first lesson I learned on my visit was that modern carton and box-making is primarily a printing business. Immediately I was introduced to a large, up-to-date, completely appointed offset printing plant. This is the last word in colour printing processes, and I have not the space to go into the profound technicalities required to explain its working. Perhaps the most interesting item in this section of the Empire factory is the mechanism for ensuring the exact registration of colour blocks. Readers may have noticed in coloured illustrations an occasional blurring or overlapping of colours. This is due to the fact that when the colours are being “run” separately in the printing, the measurements have had some infinitesimal error, or perhaps the paper has varied in its stretching qualities. With cardboard articles this risk is heightened. The Multigraph transfer press ends all this; it is the ultimate expression in metal of sheer precision. Its recording apparatus, seen through a spy-glass arrangement, shows as clear and large, a deviation of less than the thickness of a cigarette paper. All this article would be needed to explain one-half of its miracles. Those of us who have tried to make an envelope by cutting paper into the necessary shapes, will have a notion of what is entailed in the cutting out of the jigsaw patterns required for the modern fancy carton. This modern form of packing ranges from the giant container used for shipping goods, to the complicated, illustrated designs used for anything from eggs to face-powders. The Empire Box Company tackles the problem at its beginnings. In the artist's room, the design is drawn, taking into account the practical requirements of economy, the linking of colours, neatness of fastening and locking devices, and so on. Here everything is drawn, from the laughing bathing girl to solid lettering. I say, from much experience, that the colour printing on cardboard, done by this company, is a revelation.

          
The system of “cutting out” is engrossing. The “plate” is made of plywood, and narrow flexible steel knives are bent to the required design. Cutting edges project above the surface and blunt edges produce the creasing or bending. One board will carry seven or eight similar patterns, and there is a world of ingenuity sometimes, in the use made of corresponding angles so as to fit in one more form.

          
The plate thus assembled operates just like a die, cutting out the shapes by the thousand. A clever arrangement of cork buffers keeps the card-boards from sticking. I found driers in use for maintaining a consistent condition of materials on which are to be printed sea scenes and landscapes, gay flowers and blonde beauties.

          
One of the astonishing things in this factory is the emergence of a rectangular box from a big reel of paper. It looks so simple, yet glue strips have been accurately fastened, carton covers folded so as to give an inside margin, corners stapled or otherwise strengthened. Turning pattern boxes, and other neat methods are in evidence. I was impressed with a plate-grainer, preparing the zinc surface for process work. A gently oscillating bed carrying a powdery solution kept a host of small glass marbles in motion over the plate.
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The Box Press at the Empire Box Factory, Wellington.


          

          
But the star of the Empire Company's Revue is the Satona machine. This complex, almost human affair of wheels, poppets, conveyers and other parts, is the producer of the ice cream carton. The cartons enter as flat entities and proceed to a central mechanism which has a rotary system of picking up the cartons, opening them, and spraying the inside thoroughly with a tasteless wax. After the spraying a cold needle-spray flashes up, and, tripped to an upright position, the cartons proceed on their way. It is idle to attempt to particularise any further the intricacies of this author of so much delight, for in a Satona-made carton there is no possible risk of the ice cream acquiring a trace of foreign flavour. The Empire Printing and Box Manufacturing Company is an institution of world parity.

          
My journeys round these four establishments satisfy me that there will come a time when the term “primary production” will have a wider meaning for New Zealand.

          
We have the first essentials in soil and cilmate, and we have the hands and brains. There seems no earthly reason why New Zealand should not increase its production and export of peaches and asparagus, jams and conserves, rennet and farming requisites, and all packed in containers made in New Zealand.
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The sun was sinking behind a bank of red and gold streaked sky-line, and the chilly evening breeze made dappled ripples on the water, as the small vessel, piled up with stores and boxes for mutton-birders on at least half a dozen different islands of the Mutton-Bird group, steamed out of Bluff Harbour and into the reputedly roughest strait in the world— Foveaux Strait.

          
The “birders” had already been at work almost a month, and this was the “half-time” trip on which mails and stores are delivered, and hundreds of fresh birds picked up, as well as some thousands of kits of salted ones. Definitely not a tourist trip, for the vessel is small, the seas round South-West Cape are high, and all hands on deck are kept busy; but, of course, if one wants to see the inner workings of the Mutton-Bird Islands … Anyway, the captain was most courteous and moved out of his cabin for my friend and myself, the crew were obliging, and I thoroughly enjoyed eating fish and mutton-birds from tin plates in the hot little “saloon.”

          
The first night we berthed at Half Moon Bay, below the township of Oban, on Stewart Island, the next at Port Pegasus forty-four miles south-west, and the next day at noon, the vessel anchored off Pautoma which was the first of the scattered group of islands at which we were due to call. There was no beach whatever—just rugged cliffs and steep kelp-covered rocks, and perched above the rocky shore were a few rough-looking shacks where the Maori “birders” lived during the season. The bush was low and scrubby, mostly made up of ti-tia-weka (mutton-bird trees), punui, tupri, and kaka-maka (myrtle). This island was typical of all the other islands, with perhaps the exception that on the larger ones the bush was denser, back from the shore, and heavier trees such as the rata grew in conjunction with the scrubby, lower growth.

          
A taut wire line ran from high up on the island down to the rocky shore, and every minute or two a kit of birds came hurtling down it at a terrific rate, to bump violently into a bag of feathers fixed at the bottom. I could plainly see smoke as the kit sped downwards, and when the cloud of fluff rose from the feather bag, eager brown hands lifted the kit off its wire hook from the line, and added it to the pile of kits awaiting the arrival of the dinghy from our vessel. The sea was fairly high and the loading of those kits was an example of real skill on the part of the boatmen. I watched the dinghy creep dangerously near the jutting rocks, saw a rope being hurled up the rocks to the group of Maoris, another apparently anchored across the stern, and held my breath in horror as the small craft was swirled upwards on the swell almost against the cliff face itself. I was sure it would be dashed to pieces any moment. But it wasn't!

          
I heaved a sigh of relief when the dangerous job was finished at last, and our vessel lifted anchor, and passed through a blue arm of water, walled in on each side with the great grey granite cliffs of other islands. Out again, and almost immediately we were slowing down in the shelter of Big South Cape Island, where the water changed to shadowed green to match the green-covered shores around us. I ventured ashore here as the landing was much easier and the islanders friendly. One obliging youth prodded a stick into the burrow of a mutton-bird, then shoved his gloved hand inside, (the “birders” have to wear protection on their arms and hands when catching mutton-birds, as the creatures have sharp beaks, and can also use their semi-web feet to advantage, and these scratches have a habit of festering badly), and brought to light a soft, grey, fluffy bird. The next moment he had cracked it on the head, and the poor little wings went limp. The old Maori method of killing the young ones was to place the head of the bird in the mouth, and crush it with the teeth. This method, however, has long been discarded.
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Only the young ones are taken each year, and there is a penalty for anyone killing parent birds. As soon as a bird is killed, the oil from the crop is squeezed out, and a tuft of feathers



stuffed into the open beak to prevent further leakage, which would spoil the scalding process. The birds are gathered up in “strings” of ten, carried back to the shacks, scalded in water kept at the right temperature, and hung up. Later they are gutted, wings, head and legs removed, dry-salted, and packed into air-tight barrels. The blood and salt form a brine, and after three days they are sufficiently cured to be removed and packed into the kelp bags which have been prepared from bull kelp. Some kits hold only twenty birds, others up to forty, and when the bag is packed tightly bark is interlaced with flax over it all, while a flaxwork or bagging overcovering makes doubly secure the bottom portion of the kit, completing a very neat job. The work is typically Maori as one might properly expect when one realises that only Maoris and their descendants are allowed to land on the islands and engage in the industry.

          
The habits of these sooty shear-waters, or mutton-birds, are rather remarkable. It has been proved that the main body of birds migrate to distant Siberia—a truly remarkable distance. When they return, in September, each year, they come in a dense black cloud formation. When overland—some uncanny instinct guides them to their old nesting ground—they close their wings and drop to earth. Many are killed by the fall, the others lie as stunned for a few moments, then scuttle down their holes which range from four to six feet in length. They clean out their old nests and mate, and then the female lays its one large, white, semi-transparent egg. The common belief is that all the females lay on the same day, the 25th November, but recent investigations have proved that eggs are laid during the months of November, December, January and February. When the young one is hatched the parents leave before daybreak in search of food, returning after dusk. If by chance a parent bird should be delayed in leaving in the early hours, it will remain in its burrow all day rather than venture out into daylight.

          
When the “black cloud” of birds bears down on the islands at night with a loud noise of thousands of flapping wings and bird cries, there is great excitement in the burrows. The young bird pushes its beak inside the mother's, and the parent brings up the partly-digested sardines and small bits of fish on which it has been feeding all day. On this fare the young one soon becomes plump, and by April is ready for killing. The old birds leave about the beginning of May on their long flight back to Siberia, but always a few remain behind for another month or so, to guide the young ones which escape—and there are large numbers of these—back to the place where they and their ancestors have migrated for thousands of years. The young ones always leave about a month later than the old ones, the reason probably being that they are gathering up more strength for the long flight. The oil which is secreted in their crops becomes stronger and is the main source of strength on which they must rely. When ready, they congregate on the rocks on a suitable edge from which they can leave with ease, and the first flight lasts till the young bird is tired, when it comes to rest on the water. After a short spell, off it goes again—longer this time —and so on until it can take long flights, and in this way reaches Siberia. The molly-hawks and other vultures of the deep know exactly when the young birds will leave, and they come from far and wide to congregate around the Mutton-Bird Islands and to wait for the easy prey that is theirs. Many are drowned each year, but in spite of this the number has, until this year, not decreased. For some strange reason this year, large numbers of old birds were found dead, and this has affected the industry. Fuel oil discharged by some vessel, or the unusual roughness of the weather, are two reasons suggested by an authority on the subject, but these are only suggestions.

          
Late in the afternoon we anchored in the lee of Te Mauohoaku where a number of fur seals were to be seen playing on the rocks. At the sound of the ship's siren small pretty heads were lifted above smooth grey rocks, and after a good look around some lay down again to bask in the sunshine, while others dived playfully into the water. Then on again, towards Stage Island, where the landing is perhaps the worst of all—immense cliffs against which the white-capped rollers hurled themselves in fury, and wide jagged rocks where a landing was both a nightmare as well as a thrill. After a little persuasion the Captain allowed me to get into the dinghy, and I was given instructions that I must jump from boat to rock at the precise moment that the swell hurled the boat upwards. No other woman, I was assured, besides the “mutton-birders,” of course, had landed on that wild shore for over twenty years. I could understand why!
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At dusk we anchored off Rere-Wheupoko (Solomons Island), and in the early morning I glimpsed the famous saddle-back bird. This is the only place in the world where these pretty creatures are to be found. They have a soft, brownish plumage, with a bright orange saddle-shaped patch on their backs, another orange splash of colour at each side of the head and are about the size of a common thrush.

          
The “birders” here rely more on the second part of the season for their success, when “torching” is used to lure the birds from their burrows. The holes are difficult to get at otherwise, because of the tree roots. However, “torching” is resorted to on all islands at the latter part of the season. The birds are attracted by the flares, creep out of their burrows, and are promptly knocked on the head by the watchful Maoris.

          
We called back again at Big South Cape Island for more birds, passed several other landing places where groups of excited Maoris waited the arrival of the boat, and then we turned back towards the heaving rollers of South-West Cape—and home.
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net, as well as the plain, everyday article. The housewife can make an orange-coloured and orange-flavoured junket, or delight the children with a tender green junket which tastes of passion-fruit—and there are others. Lately, the ingenious idea of small tablets in tubes has been evolved. The tablet of the desired flavour and colour is crushed into a spoonful of water and the job is done. Surely it is a matter for patriotic satisfaction that Eltharm, in New Zealand, should have the largest rennet factory in the British Empire. In this pleasant town working conditions are ideal, but, above all, I place the devotion to scientific truth and the ideals of exact knowledge and service to the pastoral industry which animate the directors of this edifice of New Zealand genius.

          
I come now to the final aspect of our pantry shelves. It is not usually known that the gaily-coloured packets and cartons which house the delicacies are themselves made in New Zealand. The Empire Printing and Box Manufacturing Company has magnificent modern premises in both Auckland and Wellington. It was founded by the late Mr. W. Higgins, whose training was English, and his knowledge inherited. The first lesson I learned on my visit was that modern carton and box-making is primarily a printing business. Immediately I was introduced to a large, up-to-date, completely appointed offset printing plant. This is the last word in colour printing processes, and I have not the space to go into the profound technicalities required to explain its working. Perhaps the most interesting item in this section of the Empire factory is the mechanism for ensuring the exact registration of colour blocks. Readers may have noticed in coloured illustrations an occasional blurring or overlapping of colours. This is due to the fact that when the colours are being “run” separately in the printing, the measurements have had some infinitesimal error, or perhaps the paper has varied in its stretching qualities. With cardboard articles this risk is heightened. The Multigraph transfer press ends all this; it is the ultimate expression in metal of sheer precision. Its recording apparatus, seen through a spy-glass arrangement, shows as clear and large, a deviation of less than the thickness of a cigarette paper. All this article would be needed to explain one-half of its miracles. Those of us who have tried to make an envelope by cutting paper into the necessary shapes, will have a notion of what is entailed in the cutting out of the jigsaw patterns required for the modern fancy carton. This modern form of packing ranges from the giant container used for shipping goods, to the complicated, illustrated designs used for anything from eggs to face-powders. The Empire Box Company tackles the problem at its beginnings. In the artist's room, the design is drawn, taking into account the practical requirements of economy, the linking of colours, neatness of fastening and locking devices, and so on. Here everything is drawn, from the laughing bathing girl to solid lettering. I say, from much experience, that the colour printing on cardboard, done by this company, is a revelation.

          
The system of “cutting out” is engrossing. The “plate” is made of plywood, and narrow flexible steel knives are bent to the required design. Cutting edges project above the surface and blunt edges produce the creasing or bending. One board will carry seven or eight similar patterns, and there is a world of ingenuity sometimes, in the use made of corresponding angles so as to fit in one more form.

          
The plate thus assembled operates just like a die, cutting out the shapes by the thousand. A clever arrangement of cork buffers keeps the card-boards from sticking. I found driers in use for maintaining a consistent condition of materials on which are to be printed sea scenes and landscapes, gay flowers and blonde beauties.

          
One of the astonishing things in this factory is the emergence of a rectangular box from a big reel of paper. It looks so simple, yet glue strips have been accurately fastened, carton covers folded so as to give an inside margin, corners stapled or otherwise strengthened. Turning pattern boxes, and other neat methods are in evidence. I was impressed with a plate-grainer, preparing the zinc surface for process work. A gently oscillating bed carrying a powdery solution kept a host of small glass marbles in motion over the plate.
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But the star of the Empire Company's Revue is the Satona machine. This complex, almost human affair of wheels, poppets, conveyers and other parts, is the producer of the ice cream carton. The cartons enter as flat entities and proceed to a central mechanism which has a rotary system of picking up the cartons, opening them, and spraying the inside thoroughly with a tasteless wax. After the spraying a cold needle-spray flashes up, and, tripped to an upright position, the cartons proceed on their way. It is idle to attempt to particularise any further the intricacies of this author of so much delight, for in a Satona-made carton there is no possible risk of the ice cream acquiring a trace of foreign flavour. The Empire Printing and Box Manufacturing Company is an institution of world parity.

          
My journeys round these four establishments satisfy me that there will come a time when the term “primary production” will have a wider meaning for New Zealand.

          
We have the first essentials in soil and cilmate, and we have the hands and brains. There seems no earthly reason why New Zealand should not increase its production and export of peaches and asparagus, jams and conserves, rennet and farming requisites, and all packed in containers made in New Zealand.
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A Literary Page or Two

          

Darcy Cresswell's latest book, “Present Without Leave” (Cassells, London) is a most important addition to our New Zealand literature. It is real literature, a refreshing departure from modern styles and methods, and the story of a New Zealander who, because of his unique personality and his talk, has won the favour and the company of many of the writers and thinkers of note of the England of the past decade. That he has done this on his own personality and with a slender purse tells us that Cresswell is certainly a man of unusual culture and character. That he also attained this self-confessed object by an equally self-confessed system of delightful vagabondage is the very fact that makes “Present Without Leave” such interesting reading.

          
Cresswell's “Poets Progress,” of which the book under notice is a continuation, was published in 1930 and met with a fair measure of success. Both books are written in an archaic style reminiscent of Bunyan or Defoe and are autobiographical. They relate Cresswell's quest after greatness in the world of literature and of his unassailable belief in his poetry. In “Present Without Leave” Cresswell relates how his father offers him land and money, but he disdains such material things and with a modest allowance from his presumably disgusted parent sets forth for England, signing on a vessel as a humble seaman. But before he departs, Cresswell has caustic and sometimes outrageous comments to make about New Zealanders and of their alleged gross materialism. Readers will not take him seriously in this because they will have realised that he is a poet of the most improvident and unpractical order. We are convinced though of Cresswell's belief in his pen and in his own strange Providence—that guides him apparently per medium of dreams and omens.

          
After many adventures and quaint dealings with characters of the lesser world, and like Ernest Dowson and other egregious poets (Cresswell has a queer urge and a queer liking for strange and possibly uncouth people) our poet arrives in England. Here he prowls about the countryside selling his poems from door to door and sleeping in dosshouses. His meeting with William Rothenstein gives him an entry to the literary elect and to the titled ladies and gentlemen. Here we realise that Cresswell has that spark that kindles greatness. He is sponsored by Arnold Bennett, has his “Poets Progress” published, assists Rothenstein in the writing of “Men and Memories,” is advanced a substantial sum to produce an anthology of verse, meets Eric Gill, Sir Edward Marsh, H. G. Wells (with whom he turns somersaults on the lawn) and many other notabilities. You may ask how our errant poet finances himself in such select and presumably expensive company. Mostly through money given to him or lent to him by his friends. Obviously then Cresswell is without any mercenary pride, though his pride in his poetic mission is terrific. We forgive him much because of his delightful candour.
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“Present Without Leave” will live in New Zealand literature long after many other New Zealand books are forgotten. It is real literature and an autobiography of considerable interest. Although one is left with a suspicion that Cresswell is writing with his tongue in his cheek and is adventuring at the expense of his friends, we will freely forgive this lovable vagabond because of the unique literary dish he has compounded for our delectation.

        

        

          

Reviews.
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“Tales of Pioneer Women,” collected by the Women's Institute of New Zealand and edited by Mrs. A. E. Woodhouse (Whitcombe & Tombs Ltd.) is the most interesting and satisfying Centennial book published to date. This book will be read and reread by the older generation, the present generation and by generations to follow. The Women's Institute have performed a genuine service to the country in collecting and publishing these stories of our pioneer women. The appointment of Mrs. Woodhouse as editor was a happy one, as proved by the results. Apart from the merit and interest of the stories and sketches, a keen editorial control is shown in the selection of admirably reproduced pictures, the satisfying arrangement of contents, index and chronology. In my limited space it is impossible to detail the contents. I would like to do so, for every contributor deserves mention, but there are eighty-one stories! As the editor states, “this is not a history book, nor is it a collection of short biographies …. rather it is a book of simple tales, chiefly memories handed down to us by our mothers and grandmothers.” Yes, simple stories, and for this reason of vital human interest,



yet not so simple as to lack, in many cases, the ingredient of keen excitement. The stories travel from Auckland province to Stewart Island, and everywhere we witness the grand spirit of courage and perseverance of these wonderful women Who have helped to make our country. Ever and anon the stories of bravery and of hardship are relieved with touches of humour and quick impersonal surveys of particular townships or districts. Interesting forewords are supplied by Mrs. A. E. Jerome Spencer, O.B.E., founder of the Women's Institute movement, and by Miss Amy Kane, Dominion President of the New Zealand Women's Institutes. Much is conveyed in the simple dedication: “This book is dedicated to the memory of the gallant pioneer wives and mothers who, by their faith, steadfast courage and love, made possible the colonisation of New Zealand.” This is the spirit of the volume.
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I shall be very surprised if this book does not reach record sales.

          
* * *

          
“Pastoral Symphony” by J. J. Hardie (Angus & Robertson, Sydney) is the first book of the telling in novel form of the pastoral history of Australia. If the later books live up to the standard of the first volume the undertaking will be one of the most notable in the history of Australian literature. The composition of “Pastoral Symphony” is an achievement—a finely balanced picture of the first important phase of the pastoral development of the Commonwealth. Into this composition fit the two central figures—a gypsy convict, John Sim, and his convict mate, Ann Smith. The escape from the convict camp at Garwin Cove, the foundation of their cattle run in a rock-walled valley, and their battle with Nature and circumstances is a story of endurance. As age steals on them their two sons assist them in the tremendous task of looking after the rapidly increasing herd of cattle. The rapid expansion of settlement and fear of detection forces them inland. Drought and other disasters threaten them constantly. The background of the bush, of the aboriginals, of the growth of distant towns and stations is faithfully pictured in the light of history. The big men of the time are woven into the vast moving picture; all with a splendid balance of composition. The story will appeal to many—best of all to those who have an eye to literary technique. I am sure I will be one of many waiting eagerly for the second book when the gold epoch succeeds the land fever, followed by the depression of the 'forties.
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* * *

          
A nicely-printed booklet has been issued by the Handcraft Press, Wellington, under the title of “Centennial Miscellany.” It contains seventeen short stories and poems by a number of New Zealand writers headed by C. R. Allen. I admire the way in which C. R. Allen lends his name to such laudable efforts as the one under notice. He is one of our leading writers, yet he is always ready to associate himself with younger and lesser-known writers giving them that encouragement and confidence so necessary for their advancement. N. F. Hoggard is responsible for this interesting collection.

          
* * *

          
“The Advance of the Missionaries” by H. C. Fancourt, M.A., published by A. H. & A. W. Reed, is the first book to receive a grant from the recently established Alfred and Isobel Reed Trust Fund. The fund was formed to subsidise the cost of production of such books “as will present attractively the Christian Faith and the Christian way of life and inspire the right attitudes and conduct.” The compliment will naturally attract attention to a book which tells the story of the C.M.S. actively in New Zealand from the years 1833–1840. These tales of early missionary work in New Zealand are invariably interesting reading and also, as in this case, valuable additions to our historical library. A tribute to the book is paid in a foreword by the Bishop of Aotearoa, Bishop Bennett, who states: “It is admirably written and of great historical value.” In congratulating Miss Fancourt the Bishop adds: “She has opened a window through which we have been allowed to see most interesting and historic scenes of one hundred years ago.”

          
* * *

          
“Anne of Ingleside” by L. M. Montgomery (Angus & Robertson, Sydney) will be welcomed by the thousands who have followed the adventures of Anne of Green Gables. Miss Montgomery is one of the most popular story-tellers of the day. Nearly two million copies of her books have been sold. In this latest book we meet Anne with her young family around her. She lives their life and laughs the hours away with them. The twins are well to the fore in the domestic picture and help to create many of the laughs in a charming story. Everybody will love faithful old Susan, Anne's maid-of-all-works. The book has its exciting moments as well as its amusing ones.

          
* * *

          
“Air Raid Precautions for Australians,” a booklet published by Robertson & Mullens, Melbourne, is naturally the last word in topical interest. In a plain, practical manner Alan Brookfield tells what to do before, during and after an air raid. The book has quickly run into three editions, the third edition containing valuable new matter.

          
From the same firm and of equal topical interest is “The Time Wheel,” which is a simple method of finding the time in any part of the world at any hour. For newspaper readers and radio listeners the “wheel” should be in demand these war-chaged days.
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“Air Raid Precautions for Australians,” a booklet published by Robertson & Mullens, Melbourne, is naturally the last word in topical interest. In a plain, practical manner Alan Brookfield tells what to do before, during and after an air raid. The book has quickly run into three editions, the third edition containing valuable new matter.

          
From the same firm and of equal topical interest is “The Time Wheel,” which is a simple method of finding the time in any part of the world at any hour. For newspaper readers and radio listeners the “wheel” should be in demand these war-chaged days.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 14, Issue 9 (December 1, 1939)

Leading New Zealand Newspapers





        

          
Leading New Zealand Newspapers
        

        

          

            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
          

        

        
        



          

Leading New Zealand Newspapers-
Continued

          

            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
          

        

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 14, Issue 9 (December 1, 1939)

[section]



          

            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
          

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 14, Issue 9 (December 1, 1939)

Leading New Zealand Newspapers-Continued





          

Leading New Zealand Newspapers-
Continued

          

            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
          

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 14, Issue 9 (December 1, 1939)

Introduced Birds — And Their History — Bird Life in a Mixed Area





        

          
            

              
Introduced Birds
              


              
And Their History
              


              
Bird Life in a Mixed Area
            
          
        

        

          
By … 

Mona Gordon

        

        

It is September in the Hillsborough district, on the middle Manukau Harbour, and in the cool yet sunny springtime bird-song is at its best and nesting in full swing. This is an area favourable for studying what W. H. Hudson would have called “birds at their best,” and is also one in which the displacement of natives by introduced species is less tinged with regret than it would be, were not the music of blackbird, thrush, skylark and goldfinch the very expression of the furze-pencilled countryside.

        
It is hard, indeed, to picture what these lovely hills and valleys were in the old Maori days of virgin bush and untouched slopes. Every gully must have held its crowding deeps of forest, sheltered away from the prevailing south-west wind. Only in a few secluded gullies does a remnant of true forest remain, in each of which a tui has taken up his abode—or possibly a pair, clinging on in spite of the changed conditions.

        
Bird-life being restricted to food supply, it is interesting to note what scrub, bush and farmland offer at this season. The scrub, which has no doubt suffered from cutting and burning, is almost entirely restricted to manuka, interspersed with tutu, karamu, tauhinau (bursting into sulphur-yellow florets) and the waving plumes of the mountain flax. Here and there mapau and wairangi pirau break the foaming waves of grey-green, tea-tree, whose wind-blown tops show a white powdering of flowers. But there is little on the surface of things for bird-food but a rich insect harvest.

        
In the bush proper the kowhai season is nearly gone, so the tui must have turned to his insect diet. In cultivated fields seamed with golden gorse, worms and snails lurk for thrushes and blackbirds, with thistle for the goldfinch and grasses pushing up shy seed heads which October will bring to fruition.

        
It has been pointed out by many New Zealand naturalists that among the bird population natives largely keep to the forest and scrub land—to their own haunts where the vegetation is unchanged, and where they can obtain from seed, flower and forest tree the food which is theirs by natural selection; and that introduced birds seldom wander from farmlands, orchard and garden where English conditions prevail. This is specially noticeable on these sea-fronting heights where contrasting conditions meet and mingle. The skylark is seldom over thick scrub where its nest would be buried under manuka; it keeps to the open lands, singing above fields and furze, or wherever axe or fire has cleared a short-cropped way for its running journeys to a grass-hidden nest.

        
In contrast, the grey warbler, whose home hangs safely suspended from the grey manuka twigs, trills his little warbling song more frequently from the scrub than anywhere else. The waste of tea-tree (manuka) is his home and always was, although the tiny grey and cream-bodied bird has taken more kindly to the changes of civilisation than most of our natives. Warbler, fantail and silver-eye have all adapted themselves to the pastoral face of New Zealand with surprising ease, almost with pleasure; in the case of the warbler, it is hard to account for its increase; for the fantail, the farmer's cows and sheep have provided a banquet of flies; and the silver-eye has gained from an increase of blights with the introduction of fruit trees, chiefly the aphis called American blight.
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At this season the silver-eyes are going about in pairs, having deserted the flock habit for mating and nesting, the moss-green and fawn bodies of these dainty little sylphs passing and repassing in happy companionship through fern and karamu to fencing wire, the male indistingnishable from his mate. One wonders which is the leader on these roving explorations, for there is little the silver-eye will not investigate, and one always seems to be the leader, the other following at a short distance, and joyously uttering a musical twitter on catching up to the other, when off again they dart, one after the other.

        
And what of the tui whose mellow note, drowned almost in a blackbird chorus, sounds at rare intervals from the deeps of bush, rare and precious among the songs of more ordinary birds? Flute-like and mellow, as distinct as the note of a bell, it comes at intervals in rich, full cadence, so much deeper than the blackbird's, whose morning and evening melody ripples from the waving pines with which



some thoughtless planter has sprinkled the bush.

        

          

[image: ]
        

        
As is well-known, the tui is the earliest singer of the dawn; he is the leader of the morning chorus; the bellbird does not precede his rich, full fluting which begins in darkness and ceases when sunrise flushes the east.

        
Turning now to the subject of introduced birds which James Drummond has so ably treated, the peculiar harmony of protective colouring is noticeable in a landscape cultivated into the likeness of those from which the birds originally came. Why some species match their surroundings as the leaf insect, folded among leaves whose very veinings are repeated in its wings, it is hard to say, while others like the blackbird draw a streak of jet across their background whenever they move. Those that are the prey of hawks have the greater need of protective coloration, and to a certain extent this rule is followed with many notable exceptions.

        
The soil is a loamy clay, for the most part harmonising exactly with the sedate earth-grey of larks, that colour which distinguishes the hen-sparrow and henchaffinch from her mate, and which lies thick on the wings of thrushes and the young of goldfinches before the colour comes. It is a colour many might characterise as drab, but it is far otherwise; after the lark has soared and sung, falling lower on the cadence of his rippling finale, watch him drop down on this loamy soil, covered with dead grass and dying furze, and you will hardly detect the long delicate body, so exactly does it match the surroundings.

        
The vivid goldfinch, too, has a protective colouring more apparent in spring than at any other season, for the golden gleam of his wings is not more brilliant than the blossoming furze on which he loves to sit, or the insignificant yellow eyes of thistle flowers and dandelions. The jet wings and dark red hood, strongly drawn though they are, seem to retreat before this flicker of gold, ever apparent when this loveliest of the finch tribe opens his wings for flight.

        
Then the linnet, a bird of the grass, has the green-grey look so well suited to the fields he inhabits, but the coral-breasted chaffinch pink pinks from the hedge undisguised, like a flower of the sunset strangely blossoming on a bare hawthorn.

        
How well defined, too, is the inky silhouette the blackbird draws against his background whenever his strong, deliberate wings open for flight. He is discoverable not only by the magic melody of his spring song but by the sharp scissors-like grind of his fright call, his scolding note of anger.

        
At an early hour blackbirds are busy with nest-building; their liquid music mainly reserved for morning and evening concerts. With tail spread fanwise they alight on the fencing wire, pausing there as if in thought, a pensive halt, balancing up and down on the narrow perch; then on to some great golden gorse head, with or without a beakful of grass or rootlet, then away into the deeper scrub, the sun-shadowed swathes of grey-green manuka. These provide nesting sites innumerable, but favourite feeding grounds are in the fields of cultivation.
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How happy these birds appear among the twiggy masses of tea-tree, a growth alien to their natural surroundings in Britain and Europe, the undergrowth of northern deciduous forest having nothing corresponding to it in any way. On this morning of September a blackbird in the gully below was singing a most glorious phase of song over and over again to an accompaniment of whistling thrushes, punctuated every now and then by the rich fluting of a tui.

        
It is interesting to note the time and place at which old English favourites among birds were imported into New Zealand. In 1862 the Nelson Acclimatisation Society introduced the black-bird (with a shipment of twenty-six); all the other societies followed, and the blackbird was thoroughly established in ten years, penetrating far inland to the mountains and forests where his song echoes all over the country as it does on the other side of the world. Few, if any, of the ordinary British birds are restricted to Britain, and the black-bird's true home includes Europe, North Africa and Asia, as far east as Persia and Turkestan; but it has been successfully acclimatised in many parts of the world.

        
The same may be said of the thrush; both are old favourites whose haunts and homes are almost inseparably linked. Again, the Nelson Society was first in the field with a shipment of five thrushes in the same year as the black-bird was imported. The thrush was one of the earliest to establish itself through successive importations extending over fifteen years; its gay inconsequent whistle and familiar snail-cracking soon became as frequent as in its northern haunts. And though the excessive rarity of the native thrush (piopio) is much to be deplored, it cannot be put down to the introduction of its relative from the other hemisphere.

        
The chaffinch, goldfinch, linnet and yellowhammer all made their first appearance in New Zealand in 1862. The Nelson Society imported ten goldfinches in that year, and for the next twenty years these lovely birds continued to arrive in various parts under the auspices of the other Acclimatisation Societies. Europe, North Africa and Western Asia form the natural habitat of the goldfinch, and its familiar flocking among the thistle pastures after breeding is a common sight.

        
The linnet has the same habit and the same origin; the chaffinch ascends to the upper forest level feeding on insects, fruit and seeds, but like the yellow-hammer is not a native of North Africa, being restricted indigenously to Europe and West Asia.

        
The skylark with his glorious voice is a denizen of Europe and North Asia, extending over that continent as far as Central China and Northern India. Nelson imported the first larks in 1864; twenty birds arrived safely and up till 1879 they continued to be brought into the country, when seventy were liberated on Stewart Island. Seeds, grain, insects and a small quantity of fruit are



the natural food of the lark, which has become a much more common bird than the native pipit.

        
Sparrows and starlings, not having been discussed, it is nevertheless interesting to note their history in New Zealand, where they have both become the commonest birds, possibly out-numbering all others. Nelson secured one sparrow in 1862, and we can picture that solitary mateless bird with only two others of its kind in the whole country. These were widely separated from Nelson's bird, for they had arrived in Auckland. Four years later Wanganui had sparrows, and in 1867 Canterbury followed suit; only the Wellington Society was exempt from the guilt of importing our little friend, so familiar and homely a companion of man in most parts of the earth.

        
It is at once apparent that all these denizens of the Northern Hemisphere have, by seasonal contrast, changed their nesting time from the months of April, May and June to the latter end of the year. Imported species in New Zealand begin building in late August or September; October is the full nesting season, and many continue on through November and December, while late broods are often reared in January. Only in the case of the first birds imported—those that actually made the long sea journey from England—would any difference have been felt owing to the interruption in their sequence of spring nesting. In acclimatising birds to a new country, adaptation to their new surroundings usually occupies them until the spring following their advent, when mating and nesting begin as usual.
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The acclimatisation of the nightingale has been tried without success in New Zealand, a pair having been liberated near Auckland some years ago. These birds were heard occasionally for a little while, but they soon disappeared; and as has been pointed out by one of our leading naturalists, the nightingale cannot be expected ever to make its home with us owing to the fact that its migratory instinct cannot adjust itself to unknown pathways over seas and lands of which its inborn sense of direction has no knowledge.

        
“All attempts to introduce migratory birds will fail,” wrote Hutton in 1901, “as we cannot give them a new instinct, and teach them how to cross the sea.” The Auckland nightingales possibly tried to follow out that inborn urge—perhaps stronger in migratory birds than the sex instinct—and naturally be-wildered and lost in a strange new world, must have perished in obedience to an age-long urge, thus thoughtlessly upset by the agency of man.

        
W. H. Hudson in his “Adventures Among Birds,” traces the path of the migratory nightingale as passing through France, Spain, across the Strait of Gibraltar, through Algeria and Tripoli to the Sahara and Egypt, thus by Red Sea or Nile Valley to Abyssinia and more southern parts of Africa, travelling “his 4,000 miles or more not by a direct route, but now west and now south, with many changes of direction until he finds his winter home.”

        
Not only from the migratory point of view but from that of local distribution is the nightingale a tricky bird and one which cannot be successfully acclimatised. Hudson defined its area as restricted to the counties of Hampshire, Surrey and Kent, with fewer in Sussex and Berkshire. “These counties contain more nightingales than all the rest of England together,” he says, and he makes the nightingale's northern boundary extend to South Yorkshire and Shropshire, its western limit ending abruptly on the Welsh borderland and in East Devon. “In Cornwall, Wales, Scotland and Ireland there are no nightingales,” and the bird with such precise and well-defined habits stands to-day much where Hudson left it.

        
We cannot acclimatise the immortal bird, but in the land of the tui we have no need to attempt it, for the tui is the world's richest, loveliest bird-voice.

        
With the advance of spring the call of the pipiwharauroa echoes daily among the hills … It is a soft spring evening; dusk has hushed the birds that sing the sunset into obscurity; the last late lark has dropped to earth. Only a few irrepressible thrushes whistle gaily from the bush pines—but one is abroad, fossicking among the copper and ash-grey bracken, roaming hither and thither like a moth, inconsequent and lively as at the first streak of dawn. It is the little riroriro, hunting for a last insect harvest before the shadowy tea-tree sways his tiny fairylike body night-long under the dreaming stars.
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Our Women's


Section


(
by Helen)



Holiday Shopping


        

          
Look for These

          

            
For Play.

            

Dress-Shorts and accompanying long coat (as long-as the shorts). Coat has revers and wide front bands in contrast.

            
Four-piece play suit—brassiere, jacket, shorts and skirt.

            
Shorts and sun-top. Strip of your skin showing at the waist looks almost like a belt.

            
Play suit with matching skirt, front buttoning.

            
Brief and very young romper suit in terry towelling. One model is boned and strapless.

            
Fish-net scarf to hold those straying curls. (Fish-net also, with jewelled comb, for an evening occasion).

            
Tailored slacks and coat for that well-groomed look.

            
Dungarees, with gay blouse and head 'kerchief, for serious work or play.

            
White linen for tennis. Trim and workmanlike blouse and shorts, with overskirt, or short frock (much shorter this season).

            
Swim suits in a variety of materials, but fancy weaves in wool still most popular with the serious swimmer. Colour contrasts in girdles, straps, appliques. Satin lastex, taffeta with edge frilling, gingham, any unexpected material, for lounging near the sea's edge.

            
Play shoes in paint-box colours, with toes or heels, sometimes both, showing through. Notice high fronts, side fastenings, thong lacings, ankle straps, platforms and wedge heels in contrast colours, linen mesh and rope soles for coolness.

            
Hats are straw pan-cakes, ribbon tied, or 'kerchiefs.

          

          

            
For “Dress-Up” Occasions.

            

Coats.—Coats are mainly collarless, allowing for individual taste in scarves.

            
High front closings.

            
In fine woollens, back fulness of bodice and skirt gathered into flat waist-band.

            
Heavier coats in swing style with flattering full backs.

            
Interesting back yoke treatments.

            
Use of vertical pleats to give added width effect.

            
New note struck by two bands tying at waist and hips.

            
Silk coats are plain, usually with fitted waist and some skirt fulness.

            

Jackets.—Definitely longer.

            
Box jacket most popular.

            
Every dress has its jacket.

            

Frocks.—Silhouette remains the same, with well fitted waist and hips, and shoulder fulness.

            
Short sleeves. Accompanying jacket with long sleeves.

            
Narrow belts, in contrast to popular girdle style.

            
Posies for waistbands.

            
Prints, neat small prints, mostly on dark grounds.

            
Varieties of the flared skirt—the bell skirt, the swirl skirt.

            
New note struck by use of horizontal tucks at increasing intervals from hip to hem.

            
Seen again is the side closing but-toning all the way.

            
Lingerie neckwear sets are in pairs, so that there is no excuse for missing the crisp, fresh effect. “Change daily” is the rule.

            

Blouses.—Gay peasant and plaid for play.

            
A lady-like look for afternoons, with pin-tucks, lace, hand stitchery.

            

              

[image: ]
            

            
Chiffon effective in deep tucks, with yoke and front panel plain.

            
Organdie horizontally tucked—three bands of three tucks each, the top two continued on the short sleeve.

            

Hats.—What you please—severe light felts, outrageous clumps of flowers or fruit tilted over one eye, demure bonnets, saucy saucer shapes, ribbon in prim bands or flaunting tails.

            

Bags.—Big and plain, preferably of suede or patent leather.

            
Novelty closings.

            
Corner ring handles.

            
Over-the-shoulder straps.

            
Pouched “dress-maker” bags.

            

Shoes.—As for “play” wear, many open toes and heels.

            
Lower, more sensible heels for day wear. Note platforms, wedges and spool heels.
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Contrast colours and contrast leathers featured.

            
Shoes cooler and smarter, with punchings in triangles, squares, all shapes.

            
Patent leather, to link up with hand-bag, used as trimming, e.g., showing through punchings.

            
Note stitched patent leather bows on one set of accessories—on shoes, bag, belt and gloves.

          

        

        

          
“
Do It Now.”

          
Jane is a charming person—usually. She is sweet-tempered most of the time and optimistic nearly always. It is her special brand of optimism which leads her into trouble and into those fits of pessimism when everything seems permanently dark and herself not fit to live with. “I should live in a separate cave on a separate mountain,” says Jane fiercely.

          
Her optimism is in regard to her own abilities, though no one could accuse Jane of self-conceit. She knows she can do certain things, but fails to realize that she cannot complete them within the time set by herself or circumstances. That, incidentally, is why she is late for appointments. Perhaps one should accuse her of a lack of time sense, rather than of optimism.

          
Jane is always full of plans. “I'm going to enamel the spare room furniture before Minna and Bill come to stay,” says Jane. “Of course I should really get new curtains, too; I must hunt the town for just what I have in mind. And I've seen such a charming new curtain style I want to copy. Of course they're coming at the end of next week, but I'm sure I'll find time.”

          
So Jane goes on planning this, that and the other, as her busy mind and vivid imagination prompt her—schemes for the garden, knitting to be done, a play to be produced, leading the study circle, new dishes to be tried, a party for people who simply 
must be introduced, singing lessons, brushing up her accompanying.

          
No wonder Jane never catches up on herself, and that at times things get in a muddle and Jane loses her usual brightness. Even the little things pile up to defeat her. There is just not time to ice the special cake before the visitors arrive; the stockings she was mending are still on the window-seat where she left them when she dashed out for the cooking almonds; the meat for the cottage pie is still unminced because of the collar she had to sew on a frock; her best stockings are still unwashed, though she always plans to launder her personal things daily. No wonder Jane crashes at times with big things, when the little things worry her so.

          
I wish Jane could have met an old friend of my childhood, whose motto was “Do it now!” “Don't leave your sewing about in hopes that you'll have time to pick it up later. Put it away 
now,” my old friend used to say; “and take those slippers with you 
now. It'll save time, and steps. Don't make mental notes of little jobs to be done later. It clutters up your mind and your immediate future. Do each little job as it arrives. Then you'll be quite free to tackle the next one.”
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The Blue Tea Room at the National Art Gallery and Dominion Museum, Wellington.


          

          
As the years pass I realize more and more the value of her homely wisdom. Especially for the housewife, “Do it now!” is a labour-saver, a time-saver and a worry-saver. Perhaps Jane, who is, after all, a sensible girl, will work out her own salvation, and adopt the “Do it now!” principle, in order to save herself the stresses she at present undergoes.

        

        

          

Health Notes.


Home Nursing.

          

            
Temperature Taking.

            
At the present time there is a prevalence of influenza, and it is necessary that every person who is likely to do any home nursing should be able to use a clinical thermometer. In the case of adults the temperature is usually taken in the mouth. With children it may be taken under the arm or in the groin, the bulb being held closely to the body. Then it is necessary to leave the thermometer for a longer time than when it is inserted in the mouth. A mouth temperature must not be taken within ten minutes of the time that the patient has partaken of anything hot or cold.

            
The first temperature should be taken before the early morning drink is given and the evening one before the bed-time sponge.

            
When the temperature is being taken frequently, or in infectious cases, the thermometer should be kept standing in a glass containing a weak solution of disinfectant. A small piece of cotton-wool should be placed in the



bottom. Stand the glass on a small plate and have a piece of dry cottonwool to wipe the thermometer before using it again.

          

          

            
Invalid Comfort.

            
Care must be taken when making the bed to pull the under-blanket and sheet very tightly, and smoothly, and tuck them well under the mattress. Avoid creases as they are the cause of great discomfort. The lower blanket and sheet should be well tucked in at the top of the mattress and the top sheet and blanket tucked well under the foot so that the bedclothes do not slip. Fold the sheet back about eighteen inches over the blanket. Bed linen should be changed frequently.

            
In addition to the daily bathing or sponging see that the teeth and mouth are thoroughly cleansed, and the hair well brushed and combed. Clothing should also be changed frequently.

            
Food and crockery should not be left in a sick room. Water for drinking should be renewed frequently.

          

        

        

          

Household Hints.

          

Egg stains on silver spoons.—These will yield to rubbing with salt on a soft cloth.

          

Pie-dishes and Teacups.—Use damp salt with a little lemon juice for stains and discolorations.

          
Silk stockings and underwear should be washed before being worn as this strengthens the material and affords longer wear.

          
After purchasing linoleum leave it for at least twenty-four hours in a warm atmosphere which will render it pliable and more easily managed and prevent its cracking when put down.

        

        

          

Kitchen.


Salad Days.

          

            
Beetroot Salad.

            
Put a chopped cooked beetroot in a basin, mixing it with a handful of grated horseradish. Cover it wtih boiling vinegar and eat it after twelve hours.

          

          

            
Beetroot Salad with Cream.

            
Cook and slice the beetroot and mix with the slices some very finely-minced onion. Make the following dressing and pour it over. Mix well together made mustard, salt, pepper and a few drops of lemon juice. Now add, gradually stirring all the time, as much cream as is necessary to obtain the desired flavour. The palate also dictates the amount of mustard required.

          

          

            
Lettuce and Green Peas.

            
Use lettuce leaves as cups and fill with green peas cooked or raw. Sprinkle with finely chopped mint and dress with cream dressing.

          

          

            
Apple and Carrot.

            
Grate the carrot and chop the apple. Sprinkle with grated nuts.

          

          

            
Apple, Celery and Nut.

            
Chop apple and celery finely and bind with cream salad dressing. Sprinkle generously with chopped nuts. Serve on lettuce leaf.

          

          

            
Norwegian Salad.

            
Mix together some cooked beetroot and pineapple—each cut in cubes—and dress with a cream dressing, to which a few drops of tomato ketchup and anchovy essence have been added. Serve on lettuce leaves.

          

          

            
Salade Germaine.

            
Garnish the heart of a small lettuce with cold green peas. Sprinkle with chopped parsley and spring onions or chives, and finally with a small pinch of chopped nuts. Serve with cream dressing.

          

          

            
Salade Augustin.

            
This is composed of lettuce, quartered tomatoes, and quartered hard-boiled eggs, and dressed with an ordinary mayonnaise sauce, in which Worcester sauce has been used instead of vinegar.
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Salade Mimosa.

            
Garnish hearts of small lettuces with quarters of oranges and finely-chopped bananas. Dress with cream acidulated with a little lemon juice.

            
Peeled and stoned grapes may be added to improve the flavour.

          

          

            
Lettuce and Onion Salad.

            
Shred lettuce and chop onion finely. Mix well together and sprinkle with grated cheese.

          

          

            
Sandwiches.

            

Apple and Ginger.—Slice or chop nice eating apples, cut up some ginger and spread between slices of white bread and butter.

            

Fig and Apple.—Put some dried figs and a large apple through a mincer. Add a little sugar and spread between slices of white bread and butter.

            

With Cream Cheese.—Chop some ginger and shelled walnuts roughly and mix them to a paste with cream cheese and a little thick cream. Add a pinch of pepper and salt and spread on either brown or white bread.

          

          

            
Weights and Measures.

            
10 eggs weigh roughly 1 lb.; 3 tea-spoonfuls equal one tablespoonful; 4 tablespoonfuls equal one wineglassful, or half a gill; 2 gills equal one tumbler; 2 tumblers equal one pint; 2 pints (4 tumblersful) of flour equal 1 lb.

            
4 gills equal 1 pint; 2 pints equal 1 quart; 4 quarts equal 1 gallon.
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Look for These

          

            
For Play.

            

Dress-Shorts and accompanying long coat (as long-as the shorts). Coat has revers and wide front bands in contrast.

            
Four-piece play suit—brassiere, jacket, shorts and skirt.

            
Shorts and sun-top. Strip of your skin showing at the waist looks almost like a belt.

            
Play suit with matching skirt, front buttoning.

            
Brief and very young romper suit in terry towelling. One model is boned and strapless.

            
Fish-net scarf to hold those straying curls. (Fish-net also, with jewelled comb, for an evening occasion).

            
Tailored slacks and coat for that well-groomed look.

            
Dungarees, with gay blouse and head 'kerchief, for serious work or play.

            
White linen for tennis. Trim and workmanlike blouse and shorts, with overskirt, or short frock (much shorter this season).

            
Swim suits in a variety of materials, but fancy weaves in wool still most popular with the serious swimmer. Colour contrasts in girdles, straps, appliques. Satin lastex, taffeta with edge frilling, gingham, any unexpected material, for lounging near the sea's edge.

            
Play shoes in paint-box colours, with toes or heels, sometimes both, showing through. Notice high fronts, side fastenings, thong lacings, ankle straps, platforms and wedge heels in contrast colours, linen mesh and rope soles for coolness.

            
Hats are straw pan-cakes, ribbon tied, or 'kerchiefs.

          

          

            
For “Dress-Up” Occasions.

            

Coats.—Coats are mainly collarless, allowing for individual taste in scarves.

            
High front closings.

            
In fine woollens, back fulness of bodice and skirt gathered into flat waist-band.

            
Heavier coats in swing style with flattering full backs.

            
Interesting back yoke treatments.

            
Use of vertical pleats to give added width effect.

            
New note struck by two bands tying at waist and hips.

            
Silk coats are plain, usually with fitted waist and some skirt fulness.

            

Jackets.—Definitely longer.

            
Box jacket most popular.

            
Every dress has its jacket.

            

Frocks.—Silhouette remains the same, with well fitted waist and hips, and shoulder fulness.

            
Short sleeves. Accompanying jacket with long sleeves.

            
Narrow belts, in contrast to popular girdle style.

            
Posies for waistbands.

            
Prints, neat small prints, mostly on dark grounds.

            
Varieties of the flared skirt—the bell skirt, the swirl skirt.

            
New note struck by use of horizontal tucks at increasing intervals from hip to hem.

            
Seen again is the side closing but-toning all the way.

            
Lingerie neckwear sets are in pairs, so that there is no excuse for missing the crisp, fresh effect. “Change daily” is the rule.

            

Blouses.—Gay peasant and plaid for play.

            
A lady-like look for afternoons, with pin-tucks, lace, hand stitchery.
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Chiffon effective in deep tucks, with yoke and front panel plain.

            
Organdie horizontally tucked—three bands of three tucks each, the top two continued on the short sleeve.

            

Hats.—What you please—severe light felts, outrageous clumps of flowers or fruit tilted over one eye, demure bonnets, saucy saucer shapes, ribbon in prim bands or flaunting tails.

            

Bags.—Big and plain, preferably of suede or patent leather.

            
Novelty closings.

            
Corner ring handles.

            
Over-the-shoulder straps.

            
Pouched “dress-maker” bags.

            

Shoes.—As for “play” wear, many open toes and heels.

            
Lower, more sensible heels for day wear. Note platforms, wedges and spool heels.
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Contrast colours and contrast leathers featured.

            
Shoes cooler and smarter, with punchings in triangles, squares, all shapes.

            
Patent leather, to link up with hand-bag, used as trimming, e.g., showing through punchings.

            
Note stitched patent leather bows on one set of accessories—on shoes, bag, belt and gloves.
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Dress-Shorts and accompanying long coat (as long-as the shorts). Coat has revers and wide front bands in contrast.

            
Four-piece play suit—brassiere, jacket, shorts and skirt.

            
Shorts and sun-top. Strip of your skin showing at the waist looks almost like a belt.

            
Play suit with matching skirt, front buttoning.

            
Brief and very young romper suit in terry towelling. One model is boned and strapless.

            
Fish-net scarf to hold those straying curls. (Fish-net also, with jewelled comb, for an evening occasion).

            
Tailored slacks and coat for that well-groomed look.

            
Dungarees, with gay blouse and head 'kerchief, for serious work or play.

            
White linen for tennis. Trim and workmanlike blouse and shorts, with overskirt, or short frock (much shorter this season).

            
Swim suits in a variety of materials, but fancy weaves in wool still most popular with the serious swimmer. Colour contrasts in girdles, straps, appliques. Satin lastex, taffeta with edge frilling, gingham, any unexpected material, for lounging near the sea's edge.

            
Play shoes in paint-box colours, with toes or heels, sometimes both, showing through. Notice high fronts, side fastenings, thong lacings, ankle straps, platforms and wedge heels in contrast colours, linen mesh and rope soles for coolness.

            
Hats are straw pan-cakes, ribbon tied, or 'kerchiefs.
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For “Dress-Up” Occasions.

            

Coats.—Coats are mainly collarless, allowing for individual taste in scarves.

            
High front closings.

            
In fine woollens, back fulness of bodice and skirt gathered into flat waist-band.

            
Heavier coats in swing style with flattering full backs.

            
Interesting back yoke treatments.

            
Use of vertical pleats to give added width effect.

            
New note struck by two bands tying at waist and hips.

            
Silk coats are plain, usually with fitted waist and some skirt fulness.

            

Jackets.—Definitely longer.

            
Box jacket most popular.

            
Every dress has its jacket.

            

Frocks.—Silhouette remains the same, with well fitted waist and hips, and shoulder fulness.

            
Short sleeves. Accompanying jacket with long sleeves.

            
Narrow belts, in contrast to popular girdle style.

            
Posies for waistbands.

            
Prints, neat small prints, mostly on dark grounds.

            
Varieties of the flared skirt—the bell skirt, the swirl skirt.

            
New note struck by use of horizontal tucks at increasing intervals from hip to hem.

            
Seen again is the side closing but-toning all the way.

            
Lingerie neckwear sets are in pairs, so that there is no excuse for missing the crisp, fresh effect. “Change daily” is the rule.

            

Blouses.—Gay peasant and plaid for play.

            
A lady-like look for afternoons, with pin-tucks, lace, hand stitchery.
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Chiffon effective in deep tucks, with yoke and front panel plain.

            
Organdie horizontally tucked—three bands of three tucks each, the top two continued on the short sleeve.

            

Hats.—What you please—severe light felts, outrageous clumps of flowers or fruit tilted over one eye, demure bonnets, saucy saucer shapes, ribbon in prim bands or flaunting tails.

            

Bags.—Big and plain, preferably of suede or patent leather.

            
Novelty closings.

            
Corner ring handles.

            
Over-the-shoulder straps.

            
Pouched “dress-maker” bags.

            

Shoes.—As for “play” wear, many open toes and heels.

            
Lower, more sensible heels for day wear. Note platforms, wedges and spool heels.

            


            

              

[image: ]
            

            
Contrast colours and contrast leathers featured.

            
Shoes cooler and smarter, with punchings in triangles, squares, all shapes.

            
Patent leather, to link up with hand-bag, used as trimming, e.g., showing through punchings.

            
Note stitched patent leather bows on one set of accessories—on shoes, bag, belt and gloves.
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“
Do It Now.”

          
Jane is a charming person—usually. She is sweet-tempered most of the time and optimistic nearly always. It is her special brand of optimism which leads her into trouble and into those fits of pessimism when everything seems permanently dark and herself not fit to live with. “I should live in a separate cave on a separate mountain,” says Jane fiercely.

          
Her optimism is in regard to her own abilities, though no one could accuse Jane of self-conceit. She knows she can do certain things, but fails to realize that she cannot complete them within the time set by herself or circumstances. That, incidentally, is why she is late for appointments. Perhaps one should accuse her of a lack of time sense, rather than of optimism.

          
Jane is always full of plans. “I'm going to enamel the spare room furniture before Minna and Bill come to stay,” says Jane. “Of course I should really get new curtains, too; I must hunt the town for just what I have in mind. And I've seen such a charming new curtain style I want to copy. Of course they're coming at the end of next week, but I'm sure I'll find time.”

          
So Jane goes on planning this, that and the other, as her busy mind and vivid imagination prompt her—schemes for the garden, knitting to be done, a play to be produced, leading the study circle, new dishes to be tried, a party for people who simply 
must be introduced, singing lessons, brushing up her accompanying.

          
No wonder Jane never catches up on herself, and that at times things get in a muddle and Jane loses her usual brightness. Even the little things pile up to defeat her. There is just not time to ice the special cake before the visitors arrive; the stockings she was mending are still on the window-seat where she left them when she dashed out for the cooking almonds; the meat for the cottage pie is still unminced because of the collar she had to sew on a frock; her best stockings are still unwashed, though she always plans to launder her personal things daily. No wonder Jane crashes at times with big things, when the little things worry her so.

          
I wish Jane could have met an old friend of my childhood, whose motto was “Do it now!” “Don't leave your sewing about in hopes that you'll have time to pick it up later. Put it away 
now,” my old friend used to say; “and take those slippers with you 
now. It'll save time, and steps. Don't make mental notes of little jobs to be done later. It clutters up your mind and your immediate future. Do each little job as it arrives. Then you'll be quite free to tackle the next one.”
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The Blue Tea Room at the National Art Gallery and Dominion Museum, Wellington.


          

          
As the years pass I realize more and more the value of her homely wisdom. Especially for the housewife, “Do it now!” is a labour-saver, a time-saver and a worry-saver. Perhaps Jane, who is, after all, a sensible girl, will work out her own salvation, and adopt the “Do it now!” principle, in order to save herself the stresses she at present undergoes.
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Health Notes.


Home Nursing.

          

            
Temperature Taking.

            
At the present time there is a prevalence of influenza, and it is necessary that every person who is likely to do any home nursing should be able to use a clinical thermometer. In the case of adults the temperature is usually taken in the mouth. With children it may be taken under the arm or in the groin, the bulb being held closely to the body. Then it is necessary to leave the thermometer for a longer time than when it is inserted in the mouth. A mouth temperature must not be taken within ten minutes of the time that the patient has partaken of anything hot or cold.

            
The first temperature should be taken before the early morning drink is given and the evening one before the bed-time sponge.

            
When the temperature is being taken frequently, or in infectious cases, the thermometer should be kept standing in a glass containing a weak solution of disinfectant. A small piece of cotton-wool should be placed in the



bottom. Stand the glass on a small plate and have a piece of dry cottonwool to wipe the thermometer before using it again.

          

          

            
Invalid Comfort.

            
Care must be taken when making the bed to pull the under-blanket and sheet very tightly, and smoothly, and tuck them well under the mattress. Avoid creases as they are the cause of great discomfort. The lower blanket and sheet should be well tucked in at the top of the mattress and the top sheet and blanket tucked well under the foot so that the bedclothes do not slip. Fold the sheet back about eighteen inches over the blanket. Bed linen should be changed frequently.

            
In addition to the daily bathing or sponging see that the teeth and mouth are thoroughly cleansed, and the hair well brushed and combed. Clothing should also be changed frequently.

            
Food and crockery should not be left in a sick room. Water for drinking should be renewed frequently.
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Household Hints.

          

Egg stains on silver spoons.—These will yield to rubbing with salt on a soft cloth.

          

Pie-dishes and Teacups.—Use damp salt with a little lemon juice for stains and discolorations.

          
Silk stockings and underwear should be washed before being worn as this strengthens the material and affords longer wear.

          
After purchasing linoleum leave it for at least twenty-four hours in a warm atmosphere which will render it pliable and more easily managed and prevent its cracking when put down.
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Kitchen.


Salad Days.

          

            
Beetroot Salad.

            
Put a chopped cooked beetroot in a basin, mixing it with a handful of grated horseradish. Cover it wtih boiling vinegar and eat it after twelve hours.

          

          

            
Beetroot Salad with Cream.

            
Cook and slice the beetroot and mix with the slices some very finely-minced onion. Make the following dressing and pour it over. Mix well together made mustard, salt, pepper and a few drops of lemon juice. Now add, gradually stirring all the time, as much cream as is necessary to obtain the desired flavour. The palate also dictates the amount of mustard required.

          

          

            
Lettuce and Green Peas.

            
Use lettuce leaves as cups and fill with green peas cooked or raw. Sprinkle with finely chopped mint and dress with cream dressing.

          

          

            
Apple and Carrot.

            
Grate the carrot and chop the apple. Sprinkle with grated nuts.

          

          

            
Apple, Celery and Nut.

            
Chop apple and celery finely and bind with cream salad dressing. Sprinkle generously with chopped nuts. Serve on lettuce leaf.

          

          

            
Norwegian Salad.

            
Mix together some cooked beetroot and pineapple—each cut in cubes—and dress with a cream dressing, to which a few drops of tomato ketchup and anchovy essence have been added. Serve on lettuce leaves.

          

          

            
Salade Germaine.

            
Garnish the heart of a small lettuce with cold green peas. Sprinkle with chopped parsley and spring onions or chives, and finally with a small pinch of chopped nuts. Serve with cream dressing.

          

          

            
Salade Augustin.

            
This is composed of lettuce, quartered tomatoes, and quartered hard-boiled eggs, and dressed with an ordinary mayonnaise sauce, in which Worcester sauce has been used instead of vinegar.

            

              

[image: ]
            

          

          

            
Salade Mimosa.

            
Garnish hearts of small lettuces with quarters of oranges and finely-chopped bananas. Dress with cream acidulated with a little lemon juice.

            
Peeled and stoned grapes may be added to improve the flavour.

          

          

            
Lettuce and Onion Salad.

            
Shred lettuce and chop onion finely. Mix well together and sprinkle with grated cheese.

          

          

            
Sandwiches.

            

Apple and Ginger.—Slice or chop nice eating apples, cut up some ginger and spread between slices of white bread and butter.

            

Fig and Apple.—Put some dried figs and a large apple through a mincer. Add a little sugar and spread between slices of white bread and butter.

            

With Cream Cheese.—Chop some ginger and shelled walnuts roughly and mix them to a paste with cream cheese and a little thick cream. Add a pinch of pepper and salt and spread on either brown or white bread.

          

          

            
Weights and Measures.

            
10 eggs weigh roughly 1 lb.; 3 tea-spoonfuls equal one tablespoonful; 4 tablespoonfuls equal one wineglassful, or half a gill; 2 gills equal one tumbler; 2 tumblers equal one pint; 2 pints (4 tumblersful) of flour equal 1 lb.

            
4 gills equal 1 pint; 2 pints equal 1 quart; 4 quarts equal 1 gallon.
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Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 14, Issue 9 (December 1, 1939)

Beetroot Salad



            
Beetroot Salad.

            
Put a chopped cooked beetroot in a basin, mixing it with a handful of grated horseradish. Cover it wtih boiling vinegar and eat it after twelve hours.
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Beetroot Salad with Cream.

            
Cook and slice the beetroot and mix with the slices some very finely-minced onion. Make the following dressing and pour it over. Mix well together made mustard, salt, pepper and a few drops of lemon juice. Now add, gradually stirring all the time, as much cream as is necessary to obtain the desired flavour. The palate also dictates the amount of mustard required.
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Lettuce and Green Peas.

            
Use lettuce leaves as cups and fill with green peas cooked or raw. Sprinkle with finely chopped mint and dress with cream dressing.
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Apple and Carrot.

            
Grate the carrot and chop the apple. Sprinkle with grated nuts.
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Apple, Celery and Nut.

            
Chop apple and celery finely and bind with cream salad dressing. Sprinkle generously with chopped nuts. Serve on lettuce leaf.
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Norwegian Salad.

            
Mix together some cooked beetroot and pineapple—each cut in cubes—and dress with a cream dressing, to which a few drops of tomato ketchup and anchovy essence have been added. Serve on lettuce leaves.
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Salade Germaine.

            
Garnish the heart of a small lettuce with cold green peas. Sprinkle with chopped parsley and spring onions or chives, and finally with a small pinch of chopped nuts. Serve with cream dressing.
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Salade Augustin.

            
This is composed of lettuce, quartered tomatoes, and quartered hard-boiled eggs, and dressed with an ordinary mayonnaise sauce, in which Worcester sauce has been used instead of vinegar.
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Salade Mimosa.

            
Garnish hearts of small lettuces with quarters of oranges and finely-chopped bananas. Dress with cream acidulated with a little lemon juice.

            
Peeled and stoned grapes may be added to improve the flavour.
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Lettuce and Onion Salad.

            
Shred lettuce and chop onion finely. Mix well together and sprinkle with grated cheese.
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Sandwiches.

            

Apple and Ginger.—Slice or chop nice eating apples, cut up some ginger and spread between slices of white bread and butter.

            

Fig and Apple.—Put some dried figs and a large apple through a mincer. Add a little sugar and spread between slices of white bread and butter.

            

With Cream Cheese.—Chop some ginger and shelled walnuts roughly and mix them to a paste with cream cheese and a little thick cream. Add a pinch of pepper and salt and spread on either brown or white bread.
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Weights and Measures.

            
10 eggs weigh roughly 1 lb.; 3 tea-spoonfuls equal one tablespoonful; 4 tablespoonfuls equal one wineglassful, or half a gill; 2 gills equal one tumbler; 2 tumblers equal one pint; 2 pints (4 tumblersful) of flour equal 1 lb.

            
4 gills equal 1 pint; 2 pints equal 1 quart; 4 quarts equal 1 gallon.
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Wit and Humour
        

        

          
All There.

          
A little girl was put into an upper berth in a Pullman for the first time. She kept whimpering until her mother told her not to be afraid because the angels would watch over her.

          
“Mother, are you there?” she cried, plaintively.

          
“Yes, dear.”

          
And a few minutes later, “Daddy, are you there?”

          
“Yes.”

          
A fellow passenger lost all patience after so long a time, and bellowed forth: “We are all here. Your daddy and mother and brothers and sisters and aunts and uncles and cousins. All here; now go to sleep, little one!”

          
There was a pause, then very softly: “Mother.”

          
“Well?”

          
“Was that one of the angels?”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Silent Applause!

          
Mother (to little Betty, who has been sent home owing to indisposition of schoolmistress): “But I hope you were sorry your teacher was ill.”

          
Betty: “Oh, I was, mummy, but I couldn't help clapping my hands under my breath.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
His Turn.

          
She was having her first driving lesson, and her husband was the teacher. Suddenly, finding herself faced with a difficult traffic problem, she lost her head.

          
“Tell me quickly,” she cried. “What do I do now?”

          
Hubby seized his chance.

          
“Oh,” he replied, quietly, “just imagine that I'm driving and do what you'd say I should do.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Old Masters.

          
Mistress (to new maid): “Be careful when you dust these pictures, Mary; they are all Old Masters.”

          
Maid: “Good gracious. Who'd ever think you'd been married all these times, mum.”

        

        

          
Neatly Turned!

          
Father: “Now be careful with that money I gave you, son. Remember the saying, ‘a fool and his money are soon parted’.”

          
Son: “Yes, Dad, but I want to thank you for parting with it, just the same.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Brevity.

          
Bernard Shaw one day received an invitation from a celebrity hunter: “Lady X will be at home Thursday between four and six.”

          
The author returned the card; underneath he had written: “Mr. Bernard Shaw likewise.”

          

            

[image: Wife: “Celebrating Jim's birthday, my foot! His birthday's in the winter.” Husband: “Jusho! He's forty-two and a-half to-day.”]
Wife: “Celebrating Jim's birthday, my foot! His birthday's in the winter.”


Husband: “Jusho! He's forty-two and a-half to-day.”


          

        

        

          
Solved!

          
Pat was given a free ticket for the pictures. Puzzled about the words “Not transferable” on the back, he asked Mick what they meant.

          
Mick, with superior knowledge, explained: “Sure an’ it's plain enough! It means that if you don't go yourself ye can't get in.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Intelligence Test.

          
Teacher: “What happened in the year 1809?”

          
Johnny: “Lincoln was born.”

          
Teacher: “Correct. Now what happened in 1812?”

          
Johnny (after a pause): “Lincoln had his third birthday.”

        

        

          
Looking Ahead.

          
Mother: “Why did you give Tommy Smith your nice new ball, Bobby?”

          
Bobby: “He promised to let me be Secretary of the Navy when he becomes President of the United States that's why!”

          
* * *

        

        

          
The Little Courtesies.

          
“Now, Billy dear, what will you say at the party when you've had enough to eat?”

          
“Good-bye.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
In Inept Hands.

          
Mr. Bernard Shaw is a past master at the ready retort. A young woman sitting next to him at dinner remarked: “What a wonderful thing is youth!”

          
“Yes—and what a crime to waste it on children,” G. B. S. replied sagely.

          
* * *

        

        

          
All Tickets Please!

          
The ticket inspector, during his tour of the train, came across an old lady who had made a mistake. “I'm sorry, madam,” he said, “your ticket is for Cork. This train is going to Galway.”

          
“My goodness!” she exclaimed. “Does the driver know he's going in the wrong direction?”

          
* * *

        

        

          
The History Lesson.

          
“Now which of the great men of the past would you rather be John?” asked the teacher, after a long talk on the celebrities of history.

          
“None of them,” replied Johnny promptly.

          
“None of them? Why not?” “Cause they're all dead.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
In the Studio.

          
A lady of recently acquired wealth was discussing with an artist the portrait of herself which she had asked him to paint.

          
“Shall I paint you in evening dress?” the artist inquired.

          
“Oh, no,” replied the lady, “don't make any fuss at all—just wear your overalls.”
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A little girl was put into an upper berth in a Pullman for the first time. She kept whimpering until her mother told her not to be afraid because the angels would watch over her.

          
“Mother, are you there?” she cried, plaintively.

          
“Yes, dear.”

          
And a few minutes later, “Daddy, are you there?”

          
“Yes.”

          
A fellow passenger lost all patience after so long a time, and bellowed forth: “We are all here. Your daddy and mother and brothers and sisters and aunts and uncles and cousins. All here; now go to sleep, little one!”
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She was having her first driving lesson, and her husband was the teacher. Suddenly, finding herself faced with a difficult traffic problem, she lost her head.

          
“Tell me quickly,” she cried. “What do I do now?”

          
Hubby seized his chance.

          
“Oh,” he replied, quietly, “just imagine that I'm driving and do what you'd say I should do.”
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Father: “Now be careful with that money I gave you, son. Remember the saying, ‘a fool and his money are soon parted’.”

          
Son: “Yes, Dad, but I want to thank you for parting with it, just the same.”

          
* * *
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The author returned the card; underneath he had written: “Mr. Bernard Shaw likewise.”
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Pat was given a free ticket for the pictures. Puzzled about the words “Not transferable” on the back, he asked Mick what they meant.

          
Mick, with superior knowledge, explained: “Sure an’ it's plain enough! It means that if you don't go yourself ye can't get in.”

          
* * *
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A lady of recently acquired wealth was discussing with an artist the portrait of herself which she had asked him to paint.

          
“Shall I paint you in evening dress?” the artist inquired.
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Panorama of the Playground

 
In Defence of the Wrestler

          
        

        

          
Written for the “New Zealand Railways Magazine” by 

W. F. Ingram

        

        

          

During recent years I have had the privilege of meeting many visiting wrestlers— meeting them outside the ring—and have learned to know them as more than splendid physical specimens of masculinity. Most of them have had college educations and have graduated from college wrestling to professional sport, and without exception they have expressed astonishment when told that amateur wrestling is not part of the regular sporting activities of New Zealand schools.

          
In many American colleges, notably the A. & M. at Oklahoma, wrestling is one of the major sports. Incidentally, both Earl McCready and Rollend Kirchmeyer, two of last season's stars, came from that college.

          
New Zealanders are highly spoken of by the visiting wrestlers, men like Paul Boesch, Ed. Don George and Dick Raines never failing to keep in touch with their New Zealand friends and speaking of the tourist possibilities of this Dominion. Boesch, who made his second visit last season, has addressed more than 100 public gatherings where he has lauded New Zealand and displayed his collection of Maori souvenirs and photographs. Don George had an article syndicated through the American Press in which he told the “folks back home” that New Zealand is the “Fisherman's Paradise.”

          
Many critics begrudge the wrestlers the money they make in New Zealand— without looking at the matter in an impartial manner. Most fans would be surprised to learn how little cash is taken away by the grapplers. From each match there is deducted the rental, staffing and advertising charges, after which a percentage is deducted for the promoting association, followed by a further deduction for the Dominion of New Zealand Wrestling Union, this money being used to encourage amateur wrestling. With these deductions made, the wrestlers have a certain amount set aside for their travelling expenses and the rest is theirs!
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But a wrestler has a high standard of living—particularly if married, and most of the visiting matmen bring their wives with them. Living headquarters are at Wellington, where the average rental for a suitable furnished flat is £4/4/- per week—wrestlers being charged more because they “make their money easily.” But few of the wrestlers have more than two nights at home each week and for the other nights accommodation must be paid at hotels or on steamers or trains. Travelling expenses rate large in a wrestler's book of expenses and before a wrestler has been in New Zealand a month he is already known to the guards of the New Zealand Railways and the stewards of the Union 
[
gap —  
reason: illegible]eam Ship Company.

          
So to those who begrudge the wrestlers the money they make in New Zealand I give them the thought that they make more money for others. They are splendid patrons of the rail, steamer and air services, regular patrons of hotels—but not the bars— and pay top prices for furnished flats. In addition they help municipal revenue in many towns by regular booking of the Town Halls and help the house staffs by enabling them to receive regular casual employment as ticket sellers and ushers. Their good work does not end there, for they help the newspapers by regular advertising of their matches— at least £200 a week is spent in this manner—and the sale of radio sets that was created when wrestling matches were first broadcast resulted in a record year. To cap it all, the professional wrestler makes it possible for amateur wrestling to be encouraged by devoting a percentage of each match to the Union fund.

          
Realising that wrestlers are three weeks on the water when coming to New Zealand and another three weeks when returning, it will be seen that what little they take away is more than balanced by the loss of matches during the travelling period.

        

        

          
A Notable Achievement.

          
Courage in adversity is a quality found in champions and it is pleasing to record the first major golf success attained by Jack Shelly, Wellington amateur golfer. As a lad, Jack lost one eye, but this did not prevent him from graduating to the top flight of amateur golfers, although until this year he had not won a major event. Tragedy caught up with him a few months ago when his car crashed during a night drive from Wanganui to Wellington, one of the passengers losing his life and Jack receiving severe head injuries necessitating more than forty stitches. It was touch and go whether Jack would pull through, but he did so with a vengeance.

          
In the Hutt Golf Tournament, played during the Labour Day week-end Jack qualified by the narrowest of margins after getting in an apparently impossible position. His first round was dismal, due to rain fogging his glasses, but he predicted he would get near the course record in the second round and so qualify. He proved his confidence by doing just that and then went on to beat opponent after opponent and take the title.

          
The expressions of congratulations on Jack Shelly's win were more than genuine as they were a tribute to a man who had fought his way from the brink of death to a high position in the golfing world in a few short months.

        

        

          
A Great Oarsman.

          
Forty-seven years ago Tom Sullivan, New Zealand oarsman, made a valiant effort to wrest the world sculling title from Jack Stanbury on the Parramatta River, Australia. Later he won the English sculling championship and then went to Germany as rowing coach to a leading German rowing club. During the war of 1914–1918, Sullivan was interned, but he resumed his old job when hostilities ceased. Once again Sullivan has



been caught by the tide of war, but reports indicate that he has not suffered internment on this occasion. Sullivan must now be over the 70-year mark but he remains as the outstanding rowing coach in Germany. Incidentally, with Billy Webb, Dick Arnst, Darcy Hadfield and Paddy Hannan, New Zealand has supplied some of the world's greatest scullers.
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A Fine Track Performance.

          
The outbreak of war has interfered with the plans of A. H. Gilmore, young Auckland cash athlete, who amazed Australians (and New Zealanders) by covering one mile in 4 min. 8 sec. off 40 yards last Easter. Gilmore was to have attempted the professional record of 4 min. 12 3/4 sec., made by W. G. George in 1886, but he has exchanged his track uniform for a uniform of khaki and the plans of the Australian club that proposed staging the record attempt have been postponed until the war clouds disperse. It is unfortunate that Gilmore could not secure competition in New Zealand, but his decision to compete for cash prizes put him outside the amateur code and cash athletics is not strong in the Dominion. He has the ability to break a record that has stood for 53 years.

        

        

          
Neil Edwards Returns.

          
One by one, New Zealand sportsmen have been returning from the Mother Country and each brings a message of optimism from the people of the Old Land. A few weeks ago, Neil Edwards, New Zealand tennis champion, returned from his visit to Wimbledon and other tennis tournaments. He had three months and two weeks in England, and played tennis or travelled to tennis tournaments for three months and one week! The final week was spent in packing in readiness for the journey home.

          
Edwards, who is employed in the New Zealand Railways, spoke enthusiastically of the tennis in England, but is of the opinion that New Zealand has the players—that the same players do not get sufficient “big match” play. A. Dewar Brown, former champion, returned later and gave praise to Edwards for his play in England and expressed the view that Edwards had made a wonderful impression in English tennis circles, not only for his high standard of play, but also for his off-the-court demeanour.
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Others to return included the New Zealand Rugby League tourists, who played two matches in England for two wins. Part of their time in England was spent in filling sand-bags as protective measures in case of air raids.

          
Yet another on the way at time of writing was Geoff Vivian, New Zealand cricketer, who went to England at Sir Julien Cahn's invitation after making a name for himself in English cricket. Vivian was reported missing after the sinking of the “Yorkshire,” but he was fortunate enough not to sail on that steamer and arrived in New York without incident.

          
Did you ever wake on “the morning after” a smoke concert or other jam-boree, with a tongue like a doormat and a taste in your mouth you'd gladly give away? Too many cocktails? Perhaps. But how about too many cigarettes or pipes? Over-smoking may prove in its after-effects as bad as “over-cocktailing.” Depends on the baccy. Some of these brands, chock-ful of nicotine (plenty of them!) may give you beans next morning!—cocktails or no cocktails if you over-smoke. Now here's the straight tip—next time you're going to have a night out with the boys you'll be wise to fill your pouch beforehand with a really safe tobacco. It'll make all the difference. And the safest, purest, mellowest, most fragrant and least harmful of all tobaccos are the “toasted”—Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), Navy Cut No. 3 (Bull-dog), Cavendish, Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold. Yes, it's the toasting that does it!—eliminates the nicotine, in parts that exquisite flavour, accounts for that delightful aroma, and makes toasted safe to smoke to any extent.
*
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During recent years I have had the privilege of meeting many visiting wrestlers— meeting them outside the ring—and have learned to know them as more than splendid physical specimens of masculinity. Most of them have had college educations and have graduated from college wrestling to professional sport, and without exception they have expressed astonishment when told that amateur wrestling is not part of the regular sporting activities of New Zealand schools.

          
In many American colleges, notably the A. & M. at Oklahoma, wrestling is one of the major sports. Incidentally, both Earl McCready and Rollend Kirchmeyer, two of last season's stars, came from that college.

          
New Zealanders are highly spoken of by the visiting wrestlers, men like Paul Boesch, Ed. Don George and Dick Raines never failing to keep in touch with their New Zealand friends and speaking of the tourist possibilities of this Dominion. Boesch, who made his second visit last season, has addressed more than 100 public gatherings where he has lauded New Zealand and displayed his collection of Maori souvenirs and photographs. Don George had an article syndicated through the American Press in which he told the “folks back home” that New Zealand is the “Fisherman's Paradise.”

          
Many critics begrudge the wrestlers the money they make in New Zealand— without looking at the matter in an impartial manner. Most fans would be surprised to learn how little cash is taken away by the grapplers. From each match there is deducted the rental, staffing and advertising charges, after which a percentage is deducted for the promoting association, followed by a further deduction for the Dominion of New Zealand Wrestling Union, this money being used to encourage amateur wrestling. With these deductions made, the wrestlers have a certain amount set aside for their travelling expenses and the rest is theirs!

          

            

[image: ]
          

          
But a wrestler has a high standard of living—particularly if married, and most of the visiting matmen bring their wives with them. Living headquarters are at Wellington, where the average rental for a suitable furnished flat is £4/4/- per week—wrestlers being charged more because they “make their money easily.” But few of the wrestlers have more than two nights at home each week and for the other nights accommodation must be paid at hotels or on steamers or trains. Travelling expenses rate large in a wrestler's book of expenses and before a wrestler has been in New Zealand a month he is already known to the guards of the New Zealand Railways and the stewards of the Union 
[
gap —  
reason: illegible]eam Ship Company.

          
So to those who begrudge the wrestlers the money they make in New Zealand I give them the thought that they make more money for others. They are splendid patrons of the rail, steamer and air services, regular patrons of hotels—but not the bars— and pay top prices for furnished flats. In addition they help municipal revenue in many towns by regular booking of the Town Halls and help the house staffs by enabling them to receive regular casual employment as ticket sellers and ushers. Their good work does not end there, for they help the newspapers by regular advertising of their matches— at least £200 a week is spent in this manner—and the sale of radio sets that was created when wrestling matches were first broadcast resulted in a record year. To cap it all, the professional wrestler makes it possible for amateur wrestling to be encouraged by devoting a percentage of each match to the Union fund.

          
Realising that wrestlers are three weeks on the water when coming to New Zealand and another three weeks when returning, it will be seen that what little they take away is more than balanced by the loss of matches during the travelling period.
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A Notable Achievement.

          
Courage in adversity is a quality found in champions and it is pleasing to record the first major golf success attained by Jack Shelly, Wellington amateur golfer. As a lad, Jack lost one eye, but this did not prevent him from graduating to the top flight of amateur golfers, although until this year he had not won a major event. Tragedy caught up with him a few months ago when his car crashed during a night drive from Wanganui to Wellington, one of the passengers losing his life and Jack receiving severe head injuries necessitating more than forty stitches. It was touch and go whether Jack would pull through, but he did so with a vengeance.

          
In the Hutt Golf Tournament, played during the Labour Day week-end Jack qualified by the narrowest of margins after getting in an apparently impossible position. His first round was dismal, due to rain fogging his glasses, but he predicted he would get near the course record in the second round and so qualify. He proved his confidence by doing just that and then went on to beat opponent after opponent and take the title.

          
The expressions of congratulations on Jack Shelly's win were more than genuine as they were a tribute to a man who had fought his way from the brink of death to a high position in the golfing world in a few short months.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 14, Issue 9 (December 1, 1939)

A Great Oarsman



          
A Great Oarsman.

          
Forty-seven years ago Tom Sullivan, New Zealand oarsman, made a valiant effort to wrest the world sculling title from Jack Stanbury on the Parramatta River, Australia. Later he won the English sculling championship and then went to Germany as rowing coach to a leading German rowing club. During the war of 1914–1918, Sullivan was interned, but he resumed his old job when hostilities ceased. Once again Sullivan has



been caught by the tide of war, but reports indicate that he has not suffered internment on this occasion. Sullivan must now be over the 70-year mark but he remains as the outstanding rowing coach in Germany. Incidentally, with Billy Webb, Dick Arnst, Darcy Hadfield and Paddy Hannan, New Zealand has supplied some of the world's greatest scullers.
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A Fine Track Performance.

          
The outbreak of war has interfered with the plans of A. H. Gilmore, young Auckland cash athlete, who amazed Australians (and New Zealanders) by covering one mile in 4 min. 8 sec. off 40 yards last Easter. Gilmore was to have attempted the professional record of 4 min. 12 3/4 sec., made by W. G. George in 1886, but he has exchanged his track uniform for a uniform of khaki and the plans of the Australian club that proposed staging the record attempt have been postponed until the war clouds disperse. It is unfortunate that Gilmore could not secure competition in New Zealand, but his decision to compete for cash prizes put him outside the amateur code and cash athletics is not strong in the Dominion. He has the ability to break a record that has stood for 53 years.
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Neil Edwards Returns.

          
One by one, New Zealand sportsmen have been returning from the Mother Country and each brings a message of optimism from the people of the Old Land. A few weeks ago, Neil Edwards, New Zealand tennis champion, returned from his visit to Wimbledon and other tennis tournaments. He had three months and two weeks in England, and played tennis or travelled to tennis tournaments for three months and one week! The final week was spent in packing in readiness for the journey home.

          
Edwards, who is employed in the New Zealand Railways, spoke enthusiastically of the tennis in England, but is of the opinion that New Zealand has the players—that the same players do not get sufficient “big match” play. A. Dewar Brown, former champion, returned later and gave praise to Edwards for his play in England and expressed the view that Edwards had made a wonderful impression in English tennis circles, not only for his high standard of play, but also for his off-the-court demeanour.
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Others to return included the New Zealand Rugby League tourists, who played two matches in England for two wins. Part of their time in England was spent in filling sand-bags as protective measures in case of air raids.

          
Yet another on the way at time of writing was Geoff Vivian, New Zealand cricketer, who went to England at Sir Julien Cahn's invitation after making a name for himself in English cricket. Vivian was reported missing after the sinking of the “Yorkshire,” but he was fortunate enough not to sail on that steamer and arrived in New York without incident.

          
Did you ever wake on “the morning after” a smoke concert or other jam-boree, with a tongue like a doormat and a taste in your mouth you'd gladly give away? Too many cocktails? Perhaps. But how about too many cigarettes or pipes? Over-smoking may prove in its after-effects as bad as “over-cocktailing.” Depends on the baccy. Some of these brands, chock-ful of nicotine (plenty of them!) may give you beans next morning!—cocktails or no cocktails if you over-smoke. Now here's the straight tip—next time you're going to have a night out with the boys you'll be wise to fill your pouch beforehand with a really safe tobacco. It'll make all the difference. And the safest, purest, mellowest, most fragrant and least harmful of all tobaccos are the “toasted”—Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), Navy Cut No. 3 (Bull-dog), Cavendish, Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold. Yes, it's the toasting that does it!—eliminates the nicotine, in parts that exquisite flavour, accounts for that delightful aroma, and makes toasted safe to smoke to any extent.
*
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WHITE STAR SERVICES - - phone 2161

Marton Junction: Dep. Wanganul: 4.15 am.f, 6.16 p.m.®, 9.15 p.m.* *Connects with

Auckland Express. tConnects with Wgtn. Express. Fares: Day 6/-, Night 8/6, Single.
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tConnects
with Napler Express. *Cars via Marton. Fares: 10/-, Single.

Napler: Dep. Wanganui: 10 a.m.®, 12.15 p.m., 4 p.m. *Connects Napler Express Palm. N.
SUNDAY TIME TABLE: Palmerston N, via Marton: Dep. Wanganui: 11.15 a.m., 4.30

p.m. Cars connect with services to Napler and Masterton. Marton Junction: 9.15
p.m.t tConnects with Auckland Express. MARTIN & VERNON.
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ARMIDALE Guest House, Rotorua
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Bvery Comrorl~Exmllent Culsine.
Tarifr:
Winter: 11/- per day; £3/5/- per week.
Summer: 12/- per day; £3/15/- per week.
Mr. and Mrs. R. W. WISE, Proprietors.
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AUCKLAND
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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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The Leading Hotel of Christchurch, N.Z.

HOTEL FEDERAL
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Excellent Cuisine, and Service Second to None In 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 Servants.
"Phone 32-920. P.0. Box 532,
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HOTEL PARKVILLE

RIDGWAY STREET, WANGANUI: One minute’s walk from
Rallway Station and Post Office. Comfortable Lounges
and Commerclal 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 under strictest hygienic conditions.
Tariff: 12/- per day; £3 per week. P.S.: £2/17/6.

Free Garage Parking for Guests' Cars. J. Hodson, Proprietor.
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Patronised frequently by Lord and Lady Bledisloe.
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THE ONLY MORNING PAPER PUBLISHED
IN SOUTHLAND.

Audited Net Circulation 10040,

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: 23/28 Fleet Street.






tm/scholarly/tei-NZETC-About-copyright.html





Victoria University of Wellington Library





Copyright and Conditions of Use



				
Copyright and Conditions of Use


				

					
In Copyright


					
Where a text is in copyright, all text and images are copyright to the original authors and/or publisher. In copyright texts and images are made available for non-commercial use only. All forms of electronic or print re-sale or re-distribution are forbidden without written permission, please contact us.


					
Currently, a text is shown as in copyright when there is no Creative Commons License visible in the sidebar, and a link to this page is presented.


				

				

					
Creative Commons Share-Alike license


					
Where the original text is out of copyright it is our policy to provide the digitised version under a 
New Zealand Creative Commons Attribution Share-Alike License (CC BY-SA).


					
The Creative Commons Attribution Share-alike license allows anyone to re-use material in our texts under the following conditions:


					

		attribution to the source of the material is included by marking the material with the collection name ("The New Zealand Electronic Text Collection") and the link to the material as found on our website;


		the re-use of the material is licensed under the same license, allowing others to further re-use the material. This means that the re-use of the material must be marked with the same Creative Commons license.




					
Use of the Creative Commons Attribution Share-alike license allows us to make material freely available to the community for re-use, and also ensures that:


					

		any errors in the material can be traced back to the Victoria University of Wellington Library as the originator of the digital reproduction;


		such material continues to be freely available to the community after subsequent re-use.




				

				

					
Examples of Reuse under Creative Commons Share-Alike license


					
We encourage the re-use of Creative Commons Share-Alike licensed NZETC material. Examples of re-use include:


					

		Multiple entries in the 
Mix and Mash competitions run by DigitalNZ


		Blog posts, such as this one about the 
Cyclopedia of New Zealand by IwiKiwi


		Books and other publications


		Museum displays




				

				

					
Other Creative Commons Licenses


					
More restrictive Creative Commons licenses may be used in the cases of copyright texts where the copyright holder is amenable to using a Creative Commons license. You will need to refer to the license text (available by clicking on the CC license logo) for the specific restrictions and re-use allowed.


				

				

					
Statement of Liability


					
While we have sought to ensure there are no intellectual property rights in the material that would prevent copying and other re-use, please note that material on this website marked with a Creative Commons license is released on an as-is basis and with no representations or warranties of any kind, to the greatest extent permissible by law. Subject to any liability which may not be excluded or limited by law, the Victoria University Library shall not be liable on any legal basis (including without limitation negligence) and hereby expressly excludes all liability for loss or damage howsoever and whenever caused to you.


				

			




etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail008a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail011a(h280).jpg
T ot s A ik s taiane ot





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail023b(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail023a(h280).jpg
T i il S B S it S S Gt





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail035b(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail035a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail047a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail011b(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09RailFCo(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail059a(h280).jpg
THE NEW ZEALAND MAGAZINE
THAT MEETS THE NEEDS OF
EVERY NEW ZEALAND
WOMAN

The N.Z. Woman's Weekly

L_—.._.__.___J

|
|
|
|
|

|
|
i
i -
|
|






etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail022a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail034b(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail034a(h280).jpg
The original locomotive a¢ Ohalune Junet





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail046a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail058b(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail058a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail010a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail045a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail057a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail021b(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail021a(h280).jpg
JPRECIS/p,
Y] y

Z

JAS . J. NIVEN ¢ tl.lYlJ





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail044a(h280).jpg
“milk..

|
B Bournwllei
| L } = C






etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail056a(h280).jpg
(. Py o)





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail020b(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail020a(h280).jpg
(..

the luckiest
oS Pears

IRNESTLE'S

PURE THICK CREAM
Pa—






etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail032a(h280).jpg
Best bwm Tours

WELL IN(:TON






etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail044b(h280).jpg
In WELLINGTON it's the

HOTEL S™ GEORGE






etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail003a(h280).jpg
‘ BIG HOLIDAY COMPETITION

1 you vast B Money~Enter NOW






etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail015b(h280).jpg
i
THE BETER 'OLE

WITH APOLOGES To
BRUCE BAINSFATHER )






etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail015a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail027a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail039a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail002a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail014a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail026a(h280).jpg
P.0. BOX 312
TELEPHONE 42-190

TELEGRAMS:
“ HOTEL CECIL!

Write, Telephone Appolnted
or Wire Your Automoblle Associa-
Reservations. tion Hotel.

“The Cecll " is synonymous with comfort, courtesy and contentment. Just opposite
Wallington's wonderful new Rallway Station you will see the Hotel Cecll—Welling-
ton'a Btation Hotel. Nearby aro the berthing places of ferry and oversea steamers,
Parliament Bulldings, and most of tho leading contres of nterest of the Capital City.

THE HOTEL CECIL

LAMBTON QUAY, WELLINGTON. Proprictor: ROBT, T. M. EDMONDS.






etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail038b(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail038a(h280).jpg
’ p
1.~19~3%





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail001a(h280).jpg
;  LEYLAND "LYNX'

S e






etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail013b(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail013a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail025a(h280).jpg
i

iy e





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail049a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail012b(h280).jpg
= :

B N N P S O Tl 5 T





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail012a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail024b(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail024a(h280).jpg
MOTOR CAR SPARE PARTS
(Good Used)
OUR PRICES ARE RIGHT—And Our

Illustrated Pamphlet will establish vur
claim to have—

“LARGEST STOCKS IN N.Z.
—— Send for One —
AUTO REPLACEMENTS LTD.

Frankton Jen, Estab. 1921






etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail036b(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail048c(h280).jpg
Conserv your own merey snd the wesleh o NEW ZEALAND by g 1 ke

Government Lire Insurance Department

(CONSIDER your DEPENDENTS and sopplement your SUPERANNUATION by a slection
AMONGST FOLICTHOLDERS IN NEW ZEALAND

CASH AMOUNT DIVIDED. ANNUALLY A5 PROFITS b sy TREBLED is the ot TEN YEARS






etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail036a(h280).jpg
1
\
\DEN BAY
‘ (‘0\. I

el |
N






etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail048b(h280).jpg
NEW ZEALAND
LEAD WORKS, LTD.

Raitway Property, Nowmarkel, Aucklond.






etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail048a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail051a(h280).jpg
| DRULEIGH COLLEGE
P.0. BOX 1225, AUCKLAND.

Please send me, without obligation, full
particulars of your correspondence course
| in Writing and Journalism.

' NAS  corsirmomirmsiine. -

Address RM






etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09RailBCo(h280).jpg
o A,
# il

< THe

FERTURE STATIDNS

WISH YOU AND BRING.
You R ReRL

Ve st






etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail063a(h280).jpg
\ The BEST Mouth Organ in the World—The "BOOMER ANG”
= Doonot buy inferior mslrsumenls léul insist on a

L) BOOMERANG—the BEST. Made in 11 sizes

V-w0186 :  Keys A B C D EF G OBTAINABLE

Ths Miniature De Luxe * BOOMERANG " B vl ST,

:;‘:"B:S{'x:,_?ﬁ;d'..‘s_/i 2-4 WJI'LY‘.‘I;‘ S‘FREE‘T soh:: I’"\{\‘:-:'m.mf;-rns EVERYWHERE






etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail051b(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail019a(h280).jpg
£ o






etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail062a(h280).jpg
The New Zealand

National Review






etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail062e(h280).jpg
When you Travel by Car—

TRAVEL WHITE STAR

Daily 8 a.m. : AUCKLAND to NEW PLYMOUTH
Daily 7.45a.m.: NEW PLYMOUTH to AUCKLAND

Week day only Leave HAMILTON 8 a.m.
NEW PLYMOUTI| 130 p.m.
" (conmecting with train for Auckland)

Phones: Auckland, 44-960. New Plymouth: 357, 1117

GIBSONS MOTORS LTD.

PASSENGER TRANSPORT SPECIALISTS - . NEW PLYMOUTH
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“Phones 19 and 253. Wires: “ Motoco,” Rotorun.

R.M. TRANSPORT Co.

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

RELIABILITY :: PUNCTUALITY
DAILY SERVICES: -

. WHAKATANE, OPOTIKI, GISBORNE, WAIRAKEI, TAUFO, NAPIER.

CIVILITY

TAURANG

DAILY EXCURSIONS TO ALL SIGHTS.

Tnformation Bureau ' Fleet of 20 Cars ready Duy or Night.

Agents for Thos. Cook & Sons. We advise In Tourists' Interests.

New Concrete Garage - Private Lockers.
Most up-to-date Sample Hooms in New Zealand.

We are Experts in Our Business :: Our Business Requires It






etexts/Gov14_09Rail/Gov14_09Rail050b(h280).jpg
— 300,000 SECONDHAND BOOKS —

From 1500 to 1939 carefully classified.

Correspondence and enquirles heartily
welcomed.

NEWBOLD’S BOOKSHOP LTD.

289 GEORGE STREET, DUNEDIN, C.1.

Largest Secondhand Booksellers
in Australasia.
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NEW ZEALAND'S

GREATEST
TRADE JOURNAL

| The
|REVIEW PUBLISHING Co,
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62 TRANNG O START YOUR SON ON THE
ROAD TO BE A FARMER|
-

That is what

FLOCK HOUSE

OFFERS TO NEW ZEALANDERS

R p—————
oy s on  farm ol k.

R, a4 st mpocar, thoy_ve_ 1t o lock
et o o e bt i b, 4
i o b ndpendant o obor

Ful prticir e oisobl ron—

Pt Dion,
Deparnart of Agicstus,
WELLINGTON.
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LATEST

!B

lo(ele

FERGUSON & OSBORN LTD.

202 LAMBTON QUAY . WELLINGTON
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When Selecting a Grinding Wheel ... Look for the Registered Trade Mark

CARBORUNDUM

CARBORUNDUM and
ALOXITE
GRINDING WHEELS
For all Parposes

Sharpening Stones ete.

JOHN CHAMBERS & SON LTD.

Aodid - Hamibon - Puccton Mo - Wallngton - Chschrch - Tnars - Dl - lovrargl
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« by

METAL

SPRAYING
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Get Down to |
“IRON FACTS” |

The dependable Tron |
fom our modern. il
it ued eacluindy in

‘ many of the bigget and
today. Becawe it is
suranee of fer srvice
nder sl conditos; it

| sand e nd corosiont

|

Otago Iron Rolling Mills Co. Ltd.
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