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“The soft sunshine and the sound Of old forests echoing round.”
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Unity



        

          
Unity
        

        

Researches by scientists, of whom New Zealand's own Rutherford is the outstanding star, confirm the deductions of the great philosophers and mystics that there exists an underlying unity which is at once the touchstone and the source of all diversity in nature.

        
This applies equally to the affairs of men. However diverse the outward manifestations, true progress is only possible as the underlying unity of mankind increases.

        
The genius of the British race for colonisation is related to their fortunate faith in this unity—a belief expressed by Burns in the lines of “A man's a man for a' that,” and by Kipling in his crescendo: “The colonel's lady and Judy O'Grady are sisters under their skins.”

        
British justice and British diplomacy are alike founded on this faith. It is of the essence of democracy. Hence, under an appearance of ramshackle arrangements and easy-going methods, loosely operating within the British Commonwealth of Nations, exists a constant policy of sublime faith in popular response to trust. The success of that policy is seen in the real unity of the British Commonwealth.

        
A totally different belief is expressed by the present Government of Germany. There Hitler and his henchmen cry perpetually the old German myth that their race is somehow superior to any other, and that destiny demands for them world dominance.

        
In times of peace this outlook would be regarded with quiet tolerance by New Zealanders. Being ourselves “more English than the English,” we would think of the German idea as just a temporary aberration which the years would amend.

        
But when Germany, despite the lesson of the last war, again disturbs the peace of the world and brings shameful war upon certain of the weaker, small, free nations of Europe, with the imposition of slavery, torture, misery and death for the peoples throughout the conquered territories—then we British, who desire peace and abhor war, remember the great deeds of those who fought for and won the freedom which we now enjoy. For the fight is on between Democracy and Dictatorship—between freedom and slavery.

        
We remember our debt of gratitude to those who fought that freedom might prevail, and our obligation to those who are to come after us.

        
The attitude of the British race to war was well expressed in those old lines which had such vogue when the century was young:—

        
“We don't want to fight: but, by Jingo, if we do, We've got the men, we've got the ships, and we've got the money too.”

        
Peace in our time is the desire of all rightthinking people; but when war is forced upon us by those who would impose an irksome bondage and an alien philosophy, who desire division and deride unity —then we remember our history. In conditions such as these, can we forget Crecy and Agincourt, Wellington and Waterloo, Marlborough and Blenheim, Nelson and Trafalgar, Rodney and Raleigh and Drake? These were the warriors and these the battles that secured freedom for the British people to be themselves, and that assisted others towards that freedom.

        
Great Britain, her Dominions and Allies in the Great War, fought once more for freedom and peace–a fight in which our own Anzacs gained immortal glory in keeping with the highest traditions of the race.

        
Shakespeare, born to the greatness of Elizabethan days, crystallised in memorable words what others felt but could not utter. Alfred and Bruce, Cromwell and Milton, Hampden and Pitt, and a thousand other leaders and heroes of our race, planned and thought, proclaimed and fought that freedom and peace might forever live amongst our people. Great is our heritage, and greater our opportunities by unity and high purpose to safeguard those rights which properly used mean ultimate unity and peace amongst the nations.
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General manager's Jarewell message
        

        

The Government having acceded to my request that I be permitted to retire on superannuation as from the 1st February, 1940, this is the last occasion when it will be my privilege to pen the General Manager's message for the Magazine. I consequently welcome the opportunity to say farewell officially to railwaymen and public alike through the medium of the Department's own journal.

        
It is exactly forty years since I commenced service with the Department as a cadet, and I can say with complete sincerity that I have enjoyed every moment of my association with the Railways. From the first I found the job one of absorbing interest. There were so many sides to it, so many people to meet and do business with, so many opportunities for initiative; and there was so much to learn before one could feel confident to deal with the many emergencies that arise in the course of a railwayman's life.

        
I wish to pay tribute to the men who were responsible for my early training. They taught me the value of thoroughness, diligence, and loyalty to the Department and my fellow employees. Even at that time, when the Railways were not subjected to any effective competition, the good leaders in the service recognised that courtesy towards the public and recognition of their rights, as users of the Railways, to the best service of which the Department's employees were capable, was a duty, a privilege and a trust. I have made every endeavour to honour that trust.

        
To the men and women in every branch of the Service who have served with me during my earlier official life, and in more recent years have served under me, I tender my grateful thanks and appreciation for the help and friendship extended towards me, without which I would have missed much happiness and whatever success I may have achieved as a member of the Service.

        
I feel that I am handing over to Mr. Casey a well-equipped and efficient organisation staffed by those who have made their contribution towards its success.

        
I believe also that the not-distant future will see further development that will enhance the prestige of the Department and improve the service to the people.

        
To the Hon. D. G. Sullivan, Minister of Railways, and his colleagues I desire to express in this message my thanks for their ever-helpful attitude and policy in approving proposals that have meant so much for the betterment of the Service and its personnel. To my executive officers do I particularly wish to say “thank you” for their help and cooperation, and finally to the New Zealand public and the Press, without whose goodwill the job would not have been worthwhile, may I express my gratefulness.

        
I leave you all with deep and sincere feelings of the happiness that my work and all associated with it have brought me.

        

Good-Bye. The best of good wishes to you all and to the Railway organisation that must in the future, as in the past, play so important a part in the social and economic life of the community.

        

          

[image: ]
        

        

          
General Manager.
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After Forty Years
              


              
Retirement Of Mr. G. H. Mackley, C.M.G.,
              


              
General Manager of Railways
            
          
        

        

          
(
By “
Headlight”)
        

        

The retirement on 31st January, 1940, of Mr. G. H. Mackley, C.M.G., from the position of General Manager of the New Zealand Railways on the completion of ‘40 years’ service with the Department, terminates the official career of one of New Zealand's notable sons. The second youngest son of a family of 9 boys and 4 girls, as a lad he early found that he had to make his own way in the world, and young Mackley's preliminary efforts as an economic unit included a message boy's duties before and after school at 3/per week and various “five-bob-aweek” jobs.

        
However, at the age of sixteen he entered the Railway Service as a cadet and began that career which brought him to the highest position in the Department at the comparatively early age of 48.

        
Born at Port Chalmers in 1883 and educated at the Invercargill Grammar School, Mr. Mackley's first railway employment was as a cadet in the traffic branch at Otautau, Southland. He worked at various stations in the Southland and Otago districts until 1907, when he was appointed clerk in the Christchurch goods department.

        
After being transferred on promotion to Petone and later to the Invercargill goods department, Mr. Mackley was appointed relieving officer, and in 1908 became the first stationmaster at Tuatapere, the southernmost station in New Zealand. He then served as stationmaster at Heriot, and afterwards was appointed the first stationmaster at Kaikohe, then the northernmost station in New Zealand. Later he was appointed stationmaster at Onerahi, and subsequently became assistant relieving officer in the Wellington district. Mr. Mackley was promoted to the position of divisional clerk in the District Traffic Manager's office at Wellington, and there qualified for further promotion. At this period of his career Mr. Mackley was called upon to undertake the special duties of advocate for the Department before the Railway Appeal Board. He transferred to Ohakune District Office in 1924 and was chief clerk there from 1925 to 1928, when he was transferred on promotion to the position of chief clerk to the General Manager, a position he continued to occupy until appointed Assistant General Manager in 1931. Mr. Mackley became General Manager in November, 1932, having succeeded the late Mr. P. G. Roussell, who died at Auckland while en route to Australia on official business.

        
Mr. Mackley was made a Companion of the Order of St. Michael and St. George in 1938 and he is also a Serving Brother of the Order of St. John of Jerusalem. In May, 1933, he was gazetted Director of Railways in the New Zealand Military Forces, with the honorary rank of Colonel. Mr. Mackley has twice represented New Zealand at railway conferences in Australia.

        
The following further comments are from the “Evening Post,” Wellington:

        
“During his long period of service Mr. Mackley has been indefatigable in his efforts to extend the scope and improve the standard of the services which the Department makes available to the public, and during his general managership he has been responsible for the initiation of a large number of projects which have contributed to a notable improvement in the amenities of rail travel in this Dominion. Mr. Mackley will, however, be probably best remembered as the sponsor of the movement which led to the introduction of railcars in New Zealand and also as the guiding spirit behind the delicate negotiations which paved the way for the State acquisition of the privately-owned-and-operated bus services in the Wellington-Ngaio-Khandallah-Johnsonville area and the inauguration on that route of the present electric services.

        
“The movements which led to the introduction of these new units of passenger travel by rail were initiated and actively pursued by Mr. Mackley personally in the face of difficulties created by those who were not prepared to support his progressive outlook. The fact that many sections of the community now have at their disposal fast and comfortable railcar services, and that the residents in the Wellington-Johnsonville area have available a suburban transport system which competent observers universally acclaim as being unexcelled for comfort and efficiency, can be ascribed as being very largely, if not wholly, due to the foresight and tenacity of purpose of the retiring General Manager. Another innovation for which Mr. Mackley was directly responsible, and which has been greatly appreciated by women travellers and visitors from overseas, was the provision of the nursery at the railway station.

        
“A keen student of railway economics and literature since his cadetship days, Mr. Mackley possesses a particularly wide knowledge of all aspects of railways working as practised in Australia, Great Britain, and other leading countries. In addition, he has made a hobby of studying the technical side of operations, and although not a technical officer in the usual sense of the word, his understanding of purely technical subjects relating to railways working is as surprising as it is wide.

        
“The maintenance of a high degree of safety in the operation of train services was an objective assiduously pursued by Mr. Mackley throughout his whole career, and at no time did he spare himself in his endeavours to raise an already high standard of safe operation still higher and to maintain the reputation

        
(
Continued on page 
12
)
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The retiring General Manager of Railways, Mr. G. H. Mackley, C.M.G.
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The new General Manager of Railways, Mr. E. Casey, A.M.Inst.C.E.


        

        


        
enjoyed by the railways of this country as being a system second to none in its adherence to, and practical application of, the principle of ‘Safety First.’

        
“He has worked untiringly in his efforts to raise the standard of personal service to the public and of train comfort in New Zealand, and it is probably true to say that no previous General Manager has so sedulously applied himself to a study of the requirements of those undertaking journeys by rail in the Dominion as has the retiring General Manager. He has at all times been greatly interested in the matter of carriage design and allied questions, and this interest has found tangible expression in the increasing numbers of carriages and sleeping-cars of modern design now in service and about to be put in service, all of which are equipped with the latest in seating facilities, airconditioning, and other amenities of a high order.

        
“Mr. Mackley's association with the staff of the Department has been equally pleasant and successful. Complimentary reference to his personal qualities was made in a recent issue of one of the service journals, which stated: ‘Members of the service with whom he has come into contact will agree that he is possessed of the highest personal qualities; that he is a staunch friend, and a kindly, generous, and courteous gentleman.’ Mr. Mackley carries with him into retirement the good wishes of a wide circle of friends both within and outside the service. In his retirement it is not too much to say that the Public Service loses a notable and wellknown figure and the public a good and faithful servant.

        
“At the present time Mr. Mackley is president of the Public Service Sports Society, Wellington; vice-commodore of the Otago Centennial Regatta Committee; vice-president of the Petone Rowing and Football Clubs; a life member of the Whangarei Regatta Committee and Ohakune Croquet Club; a member of the Wellington Racing, Trotting, and Wellesley Clubs; and patron or president of numerous railway sporting bodies.”

        
Typical of press comments on the occasion of Mr. Mackley's retirement is the following from the “Star-Sun,” Christchurch:

        
“With the retirement of Mr. G. H. Mackley from the position of General Manager of Railways, the Department loses an extraordinarily efficient officer. Mr. Mackley, in his forty years of service, did not become steeped in conservative tradition, and to his credit stands the fact that the attitude of the railways service towards the general public and especially the commercial community was entirely changed….”

        
Apropos of the above recent editorial comment it is interesting to quote from the “N.Z. Times” of the 10th March, 1921. In a paragraph headed “If I Were a Millionaire,” the late Mr. John Bevin, at that time District Traffic Manager, Wellington, was reported as saying: “If I were a millionaire and owned a private railway and wanted a young and capable General Manager I would select Mackley. If Mackley were in a business firm he would soon reach the top.”
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The New General Manager of Railways


Mr. E. Casey, A.M.Inst.
C.E.

        
Mr. E. Casey, who to-day succeeds Mr. G. H. Mackley as General Manager of Railways, is well-known to every railwayman in the Dominion, to the commercial community, and to the general public. This is not surprising when his long period of service in administrative positions in various parts of the Dominion is recalled, and also his social qualities which make him welcome in any gathering.

        
It is sixteen years since Mr. Casey was appointed a District Engineer, and since then he has held successively such positions as Engineer-in-Charge of New Works, Inspecting Engineer, Divisional Superintendent for the North Island in control of Traffic, Locomotive and Maintenance Branches, Chief Engineer for the Dominion, and then Assistant General Manager during the past seven years.

        
Mr. Casey has had long association with staff administration, and is particularly popular with the various staff organisations as well as with members of the service throughout the Dominion. Noted for his balanced judgment, clear and rapid thinking, and wide knowledge of public affairs and railway problems, Mr. Casey's strong personality will be an important factor in the further development of the present progressive policy of Dominion transport.

        
Mr. Casey received his education at the Marist Brothers' School at Napier and later at Auckland University College. He joined the engineering staff as a cadet in 1902, and subsequently served in the Wanganui, Auckland, Greymouth, and Ohakune districts. In 1912 he took over the duties of Assistant Engineer, Auckland district, and in 1916 took charge of the grade easement work between Penrose and Mercer. In 1921 he was transferred to the Christchurch district and was engaged in remodelling the station yards on the Midland line before the opening of the Otira tunnel. When it was decided to proceed with the new station at Auckland and the Auckland-Westfield new railway Mr. Casey was specially selected to take charge of that work. In March, 1925, Mr. Casey was appointed Inspecting Engineer with headquarters in Wellington and was afterwards appointed to the position of Divisional Superintendent of the North Island with headquarters in Auckland. In 1931 he took over the position of Chief Engineer of Railways and was subsequently appointed Assistant General Manager in June, 1933.

        
During the earlier part of his railway career Mr. Casey was well-known as a public speaker and debater, and held prominent office in the New Zealand Railway Officers' Institute, having been Branch Chairman, Auckland, for some years and Vice-President of the New Zealand executive.

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 14, Issue 11 (February 1, 1940)

Buy New Zealand Goods — and Build New Zealand — New Zealand Industries Series — No. 12. Toys, Novelties and Woodworking





        

          
            

Buy New Zealand Goods

 and Build New Zealand

 
New Zealand Industries Series


 No. 12. 
Toys, Novelties and Woodworking.

          
        

        

By … 

O. N. Gillespie
 (
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John Citizen junior, and his little sister form a considerable part of the people who create purchasing demands.
        

        

          
In Tutankhamen's tomb, and other Egyptian caverns of the dead, exquisite playthings for children have been found, and apparently there was no time in history when the family did not put in claims for toys of varied sizes, shapes, uses, colours, and good or bad looks. Wood still remains the leader among the materials from which these articles are fashioned. I suppose there are many who will have memories like mine, of a magician uncle who could do things that seemed like miracles with a knife and a block of timber.
        

        

          
New Zealand is known the world over for its timber riches; our very first exports of any importance were kauri branches for spars. Our kauri is famous far and wide; matai, rimu and white pine, the kahikatea, totara and many others are household words among craftsmen outside New Zealand. I doubt, though, whether New Zealanders themselves know what beauty can be wrought with rewa rewa, our native honeysuckle. I discovered many new things in my journeyings through the places that produce toys of wood and toys of metal, novelties and utilities, objects fancy and plain.
        

        

Anyone who has watched a young lad dealing with the mechanical intricacies of a radio set, or the ignition system of a motor-car, will readily admit that this is a mechanical age, and that the very young seem to be born with a ready-made knowledge of wheels, electricity, and machine mysteries. From this follows the fact that the young male's playthings have to keep up with the times. I called at the establishment of H. J. Ryan and Co., Ltd., in Auckland, and was taken to their mechanical toy factory. I was introduced to a miniature motor car which works from the driver's seat.

        
The wheels are not made from tin plate; they are 20-gauge steel, fashioned in double discs, and spot welded. The ferrule in the centre is double, one to maintain the space, and the other to carry the axle. The rubber tyres are made in New Zealand by the Redd Rubber Company and wear well.

        
I noticed a pressing machine turning out large indented plates, and discovered that these were to form the radiators for these undoubted “baby cars.” Modern die presses and intricate cutting machinery are working at high pressure in this well-lit one-floor factory, and some idea of the complexity of the making of the component parts of the motor car and other delightful objects can be got by strolling down the streets of shelves, all containing dies, jigs and other steel necessities. The rubber-wheeled scooter is another perfect job, and, for the very young, these good New Zealand brains have devised a three-wheel scooter which will not tip over. Let me say that all the tools and dies for this maze of operations are themselves made in the precision machinery department of Ryans, and there I was privileged to see the craftsmen at work on a task that we should be proud to have entrusted to New Zealand workmanship.

        

          

[image: Intricate precision machinery at H. J. Ryan & Coy, Ltd., Auckland.]
Intricate precision machinery at H. J. Ryan & Coy, Ltd., Auckland.


        

        
This is the making of replicas of the working tools of the Pegasus engines for the newly-arrived aeroplanes. The tolerance here cannot exceed one ten-thousandth of an inch and absolute accuracy to a degree which is mathematical has to be observed. These instruments of an incredible degree of fineness are quite unintelligible to the layman, but they all perform some essential operation in the working of the high-speed engines which are daily establishing for British aeroplanes a world supremacy in speed and efficiency. These assembly tools are all cut from solid blocks of steel, and there is no way of explaining on paper the delicacy and precision of the various processes. I should have mentioned among the products of this interesting place, a neat tricycle with ball-bearings, and of solid and workman-like appearance. Fittings for camp tables, heel and toe-plates, and all sorts of special machinery are also made here. The place also has its own spraying room where bright and breezy fast colours are applied to all the small vehicles.

        
I now want to take a quick survey of the work of three clever women which is solving the problem of harassed seekers after new ideas in presents.

        


        

          

[image: The scooter department at the factory of H. J. Ryan. & Co. Ltd., Auckland.]
The scooter department at the factory of H. J. Ryan. & Co. Ltd., Auckland.


        

        
Visitors to the Centennial Exhibition should spend an hour at the “Paka” pottery exhibit in the Women's Section. Two clever feminine artists are here showing that the workaday potter's wheel can become a fairy. Miss Olive Jones and Miss Matheson are partners, one working at Onehunga and the other at Havelock North. Miss Jones has gone through the mill at the Stoke works in Arnold Bennett's country, and both have studied hard. The fine clays used are all New Zealand-bred, Auckland, Oamaru and Hawke's Bay contributing to this exquisite handicraft.

        
It is entrancing to watch a small mass of fine-spun clay of a delicate colour spinning on a small neat example of the oldest manufacturing appliance in the world. Skilful fingers press here and there, and the swiftly-turning clay grows into a graceful bowl while we watch.

        
The other processes are glazing which is done with every colour in the rainbow, and, of course, furnace baking. The furnace uses fuel oil, and time and temperature are matters of exact calculation.

        
The range of articles made is astonishing, many of them, of course, made from moulds. There are napkin rings, animals of every type act as book-ends, beautifully moulded ash-trays invite the deposit of butts, and I saw an entirely novel idea in a decorative lamp-holder which was an art object of compelling beauty. These folk are artists in the true sense, creative and original. Many designs are of subtle kinship to the Maori conceptions, and some of them are so faithful that they provoked excitement in some visitors from the Arawas. The pots and vases range from the lovely simplicity of the moderns to the highly conventional, and the colours vary just as widely; soft green mingle with cream and honey, and countless pastel shades of brown and pink. I got one last surpise. We are all familiar with brooches and other ornaments of metal filigree, and other forms of art metal work bearing a large jewel or shining small plaque in the centre. These gems of colour and sparkle are, in actuality, made of fine clay and glazed by the “Paka” folks. This is a noble work and a valuable contribution to our country's satisfaction of its needs by its own people's skill, and these two ladies take their places in the ranking pioneers of new industries.

        
I also called at “Gytha's Studios” where miracles are wrought with a fretwork wheel and magic paint brushes. Here New Zealand birds and native flowers shower on to ornamental covers of bridge score books, note-books and other fancy articles which most buyers, I am sure, reckon as “quite unique things from abroad.” Telephone pads, coat hangers, door jambs, nursery furniture, feeder sets, tiny travel clotheslines, jostle on crowded shelves, grotesque cloth animals, and quaintbook-ends. Here again, we have something of the air of a studio rather than a factory.

        

          

[image: Modern spraying equipment at J. Edwards & Sons Ltd., Auckland.]
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There is, however, no possible misconception when one pays a call on the big establishment of J. Edwards and Sons, Union Street, Auckland. I had heard of this firm in several parts of New Zealand when I was visiting boot factories. Here are made most of the wooden heels for ladies' shoes, and they seem to be ubiquitous. But I had no warning of the extent and range of the company's activities.

        
The founder of the firm had the inherited craftsman's skill necessary to successfully make wooden saddle trees. He commenced practice in Auckland a quarter of a century ago in a modest building which would not cover one departmental area to-day. I must say that saddle trees are still specialties of this firm, and I saw a racing specimen weighing about 6 oz., and yet so beautifully modelled that it seemed as strong as steel. Again, I saw one being fabricated that had a high back-rest for mountain riding. In the matter of toys, Edwards and Sons turn out an attractive brace of boys' delights in a convincing wooden man-o'-war model, and a still more faithful submarine.

        
On the system of “First Things First,” I started out in the timber yard. Here were stacks of New Zealand silver beech and mountain beech which is not used until it has been air-dried





[image: Covering wooden heels at J. Edwards & Sons Ltd., Auckland]
Covering wooden heels at J. Edwards & Sons Ltd., Auckland


for eighteen months. In the Edwards' establishment, absolute accuracy is essential, a wooden heel for instance only increasing one-sixteenth of an inch for each shoe size. There must not be the slightest risk of shrinkage.

        
The first big machine I watched makes clothes pegs. Small oblong, measured lengths feed into its maw, and each piece of wood spins round while knives set at exact angles and points produce the familiar shape. A slotting machine then makes the slit that fits the clothes-line, the peg is then steam-heated in a mixture which contains wax vapour, so that on drying out, the peg is smooth and polished.

        
We came next to the making of shoe lasts, a far more complicated task than at first appears. A most ingenious machine holds a pattern in the centre, and a gadget of angles and arms is so set that its knives cut the swiftly spinning blocks into an exact replica of the original. As I explained in my article on shoe manufacture, variety of shape and size in lasts is the key to pleasing the ladies who are “footwear conscious.” The Edwards firm can, and do, make any shape and size of last. I discovered, too, that a last had to be made with a hinged break in the middle, and a holding metal tube, so as to be removable from the upper after it is fitted. Polishing is done by another series of ingenious processes, and the neat little object, looking uncannily like a real slender feminine foot, is on its way.

        
Wooden heels have as a first step the division of a wooden oblong on the angle into two exactly similar divisions. Squarers and planers make the shape and size, and later a hollow is routed. Then comes the covering, and blues, reds, maroons and other dainty hues go on and stay. Seven thousand pairs weekly come out of these busy rooms. Now I found myself watching a doublespindle wood-turning machine and an automatic copying-lathe at work. The latter is a triumph of invention. In the centre spins a wooden article, and its revolutions operate a set of gears, wheels, and cutters that make four exact copies at a time. Anything in wood can be duplicated by this mechanical wizard, from a cricket bat to a lawn mower handle. It is, I believe, unique south of the line. Edwards also specialise in wooden articles such as cocktail trays covered with coloured and patterned celluloid, giving the most extraordinary feeling of solidity and stability. Dust extractors are everywhere and the big staff is cheery and bright. Many of the folks at Edwards' factory have been there for eighteen years, and this large scale enterprise is a cause for pride.

        

          

[image: Last-making machine at J. Edwards & Sons Ltd., Auckland.]
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In Wellington, I found the well-known architecture of Haining Street relieved by the imposing modern building of the Barr-Brown Construction Co. Ltd. A hundred New Zealanders carry on the job here of making “anything in wood.” I had no idea, for instance, that there were so many types of ladders till I saw this firm's range, which included sizes from kitchen steps to extension giants to reach a third storey, the massive square-shaped than for weight-carrying climbing, and the cleaner's ladder with its oval-pointed ends.

        
The timbers used here are legion. One day tobacco jars in tessellated patterns are made, and next day the heavy Samson conveyers we see on the wharves. Revolving clothes-lines, wheel barrows, store-trucks, ironing-boards and clothes-horses, copper lids, garden seats, wooden gratings, plate racks, portable collapsible huts, and display stands are some of the articles that pour from the highly mechanised plant of this modern institution. I saw a machine which dresses timber, chamfers, grooves, shapes, moulds, and, as my guide said, “Does everything but baa like a lamb.”

        
Three grades of sandpaper revolve on a gigantic sand-drum, and enable any degree of surface smoothness to be obtained. Saws of all kinds, sizes and shapes are working busily, and





[image: Art objects made from inlaid New Zealand woods by Barr-Brown's, Wellington.]
Art objects made from inlaid New Zealand woods by Barr-Brown's, Wellington.


only the mechanically-minded would appreciate the inner meanings of half of them.

        
I was interested in a beautiful inlaid box which bore harmonious patterns made with New Zealand woods, rimu, kauri, honeysuckle, matai and others. Lampstands and other table ornaments are of equal aesthetic value, all the more exciting because they do not hail from African or Asiatic forests, but are constructed from our own good green growing bush timbers. I was puzzled by one queer affair of slats and heavy sides, and found that it was a tray for the new craze of growing seedless plants.

        
I saw, also, a drop-side cot made from the rewa rewa wood, a revelation in artistic timber marking. BarrBrowns make the best ladders in the world, and that is a matter of proof after test. Once more I came across the New Zealand genius for inventive construction. In these days of flats, furniture does not need girth and width. A table, by the simple turning of the top, folded on both sides; a chair, turned upside down, proved to be a small step-ladder, handy for reaching the jam-cupboard; a neat stool had a lid which lifted to show a wool and sewing container with convenient compartments.

        
The Barr-Brown Company fulfils its claim to make anything in wood from copper lids to letter boxes.

        
Pinus insignis is the staple timber used at Boxes Ltd. in Auckland. In the company's own mill, the timber is kiln-dried and then it is converted into boxes at a rate which must be seen. Nails are driven in by machines that work on linotype principles, one actually getting home two and three alternately. This firm sets a special standard in box printing, and strange though it may seem, a complicated machine that shoots colours on to rollers, enables a two-colour process trade emblem to appear on the cases.

        
At the establishment of P. G. Wolfe, I examined a cooperage operated by modern equipment. Gone are the days of laborious and skilful hammer-tapping to get the hoop firmly fixed round the staves. A huge press operates a ring of descending iron claws. They grip the hoop at equal intervals and the steady pressure does the rest.

        
Here also I saw an efficient mechanism made, by the way, by the H. J. Ryan Company mentioned earlier in this article. Using the coopering language this affair performs alone the operations of howling, chiming and crozing. I should explain that these three terms relate to the precise but complicated series of things that have to be done to the staves and the top and bottom of the cask. The staves themselves are got ready for bending by steam-heating, and, of course, their tapering shape and tapered ends are the subjects of much exact calculation.
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A well-made barrel is almost the ideal packing instrument, and, as history shows us, a perfect container for liquids requiring long storage. In Mr. Wolfe's own words the “barrel is a remarkable package.” The same plant mechanism operated by its knowledgeable craftsmen, turns out a grand type of wooden bucket.

        
Reverting to toys, I looked in at “Toytown” where the famous Skyraider kite is made in grosses, now adorned in timely fashion with a picture of Mickey the Mouse. But the real essence of this original establishment is its production of playing cards. The printing of these art objects is not only a matter of unique machinery, but it requires long experience and a major development of artistry. The cardboard on which the dozens of intricately coloured designs are printed has to have one remarkable quality to which few people give any thought. In spite of its fine texture and thinness, it has to be opaque, and this effect is obtained by means of a still thinner sheet inserted in the fabric. The colour printing at Toytown is superfine, no design being too elaborate.

        
Talking of toys, I found a treasure house in the compact workshop of H. O. Trewheela Ltd. in Auckland.

        
(
Continued on p. 
56).
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There is nothing prettier in its own sylvan fashion than the northern end of the Hutt Valley, and I was dreamily enjoying its quiet beauty when suddenly a Bairnsfather drawing swung round the corner. It was a troop of stalwart New Zealanders, with tin hats, packs on their backs, and that curious “loaded” look that the artist has made so familiar. Their arms were swinging and they were marching smartly; the non-com I had collected on my way in said, “There's either a beer or a bathe at the end of that one.”

        
As we turned the next corner, two motor cars passed, with their curious green-complexioned camouflage, and straight ahead of us was a swarm of khaki figures, doing swift and purposeful things to a motor lorry, also decorated with protective colouring. I learned later that the new battle-dress is the last word in plain utility. Officers and men look alike, buttons are concealed, and badges sewn into the uniform materials. The whole workingsuit for the fighting front is a loose affair with patch pockets, wide pants, collars with hooks and eyes, canvas leggings replacing puttees, and altogether it is designed solely for freedom of action and ease of movement.

        
The first building I passed on the road into the camp was the library, with the customary notice about hours showing prominently. I subsequently found that this was a well run and up-to-date institution, using latterday librarian technique, and possessing a good range of books. None the less, contributions of sound and useful volumes are welcome, but the books should be a little later, and more entertaining than Smiles' “Self Help” if possible. And it is an advantage to have the covers still on. While I am on this subject, books will be received by any Public Librarian, and they are distributed by the Government Country Library Service.

        

          

[image: Scene in the grounds of Parliament Buildings on the occasion, of the official farewell by the Governor-General, Lord Galway, the Prime Minister, the Rt. Hon M. J. Savage, and others.]
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Of course, there is nothing remarkable about encountering a library here. In this survey of Trentham Camp, we are dealing with a township larger in population than plenty of boroughs in New Zealand having a racecourse and a couple of cinemas.

        
Trentham is a substantial self-contained community with one great and vital difference: all the folks of its population are seeking one objective, are dominated by one purpose.

        


        
My journey through this engrossing settlement area deepened many of my convictions. Here is a place in which there is complete order, where routine has its inescapable military rigidity, and yet all the main activities of citizen life function freely and easily. It seemed to me that the ease and swing and the purposeful endeavour derived from the very fact that there is such complete order.

        
I went round with the soldier who corresponds to the Town Clerk of a borough, and I had my eyes opened every ten minutes. Arrangements have to be made for clothing, feeding, training, and providing the amenities of life for well over two thousand males, and a large staff running into well over three figures. No Town Clerk is, of course, asked to reach quite this level of efficiency, nor, I firmly believe, does any borough reach the administration values of Trentham Camp.

        
The first feeling that seemed to permeate all hands as I went along was a cheery and informal sense of brotherhood, with this proviso, that prompt obedience and strict observance of rules, were also everywhere. Salutes were given smartly, and I got the impression that privates and officers both regarded the practice as a rather bothersome but necessary exercise of good manners.

        
The camp itself is divided into dwellings, administration offices, surgeries, shops, stores, warehouses, workshops, restaurants and so on, just as would appear in any civic centre. In a little while, a full Olympic-sized swimming bath will be finished, which would be a sight in a country town that the local enthusiast would take one to from the railway station, after pointing out the bowling green and the new Town Hall.

        
There are two tented areas with 140 tents in each, holding six men apiece, which it is hoped will soon be cut down to four. In addition there are rows of long wooden buildings which contain cubicles. Every tent has a number so that mail, newspapers, and other articles are delivered, just as in a street in Taumaranui or Riverton. By the way, many of the tents are inhabited by officers. The streets revive the old haunting names of the Great War—Sling, Somme, Bapaume, Cairo, and so on.

        
The administration offices have a familiar air. Typewriters click; forms are being studied closely; returns are being made out; the telephone rings incessantly; black and white signs jut out along the passages, indicating where your business can be handled. There is one great difference: every worker is in khaki, and the gender is masculine without exception.

        
Our first sortie ended at an equipment store. Here is the list of what the Trentham arrival gets for his new life: kitbag, 2 pairs of boots, braces, 3 pairs of socks, 2 towels, 2 singlets, 2 pairs underpants, 2 shirts, denim coat and trousers, khaki coat and trousers, great-coat, knife, fork and spoon, 2 plates, mug and blankets. All the tents and cubicles are provided with palliasses, which also form part of this ration.

        
The quality of these articles has to be seen to be believed. The undergarments are fleecy and of good texture, and the boots have performed miracles on the pointed cobble of the transition state of the Trentham roadways. I spent a long time in these quarters. Here were goods all made in New Zealand, living up to severe tests faithfully and well. My guide was an officer with Home experience who had seen the Great War through, and he was genuinely enthusiastic. The shirts are light and dark grey “of dandy quality,” and the boots made upon specifications decided after examination of British, Canadian and Australian details, selecting the best features of each. Amusing difficulties arise. Boots up to size 11 were provided, but one of the early six-footers who enlisted took size 13 in boots and 7 3/4 in hats.


[image: A section of the troops in Lambton Quay in the course of their march through the streets of Wellington.]
A section of the troops in Lambton Quay in the course of their march through the streets of Wellington.


I got a thrill out of the stacked rows of manuka sticks with padded ends, for I found them to be good New Zealand ready-made improvisations for bayonet fighting instruction.

        
The caps and hats amount to an education in the intricacies of military organisation. Here is the list of hatband meanings for the benefit of readers who, like me, have often been puzzled in the street: red on blue, artillery; blue, engineers; black on blue, signallers; black on khaki, tunnellers; red on khaki, infantry; white on khaki, A.S.C.; cherry on khaki, medical; maroon on khaki, veterinary; black on red, ordnance; green, cavalry or mounted rifles. It should be remembered that the soldier of to-day is largely a specialist, a trained mechanical expert. The days of the thin red line of heroes, and courage and horse-riding skill with some knowledge of rifle-shooting as the only requisites, are over. A modern brigade resembles in its personnel more nearly the Railway Workshops than any other unit of everyday life.

        
The card systems, complex record files, and docketing methods resemble those of any modern factory.

        
Leaving the clothing emporium, we passed through a set of sergeants' cubicles, two to a room, and here I saw shelf after shelf of technical military works, manuals, and so on; here I saw service badges now and again, and I ran into a graduate from the famous Argyle Highlanders.

        
Before I leave the subject of clothes there is a fact that speaks volumes: approximately seven hundred tunics





[image: The troops return to the Railway Station to entrain for Trentham.]
The troops return to the Railway Station to entrain for Trentham.


have had to be replaced since the camp started, the trouble being “button bursting”; they simply grow too small. Figure what this means; in the short space of three months or thereabouts, seven hundred young men have been so transformed by hard work, good food, regular hours and open-air conditions, that clothes no longer fit.

        
There was little doubt about the hard work. I saw them in busy groups, “kicking it in” with zest. I saw them coming in from the field exercises. In the twinkling of an eye, the shower houses were swarming with joyful figures. The arrangements for bathing are superb. Each bath house has fifty showers, arranged in double rows. The sprays are adjustable for hot and cold, and walls screen them so that clothes do not get wet. In the “ablution” sheds, each basin is faced with a shelf for carrying shaving gear. It is all neat, planned and thoroughly efficient.

        
The question of food now becomes one of terrific intensity. Appetites here are formidable; they are gargantuan. I had a look at a typical cook-house. Here I saw the largest mammoth of a jam tart I have ever seen; and there were many more of them. In spite of the lightness of the pastry, they represented a good lift.

        
Now, anyone who quarrels with the menu at Trentham is an epicure with exotic tastes. I carefully examined the records of the meals which had been eaten for weeks back. The variety is greater than most housewives imagine, and I noticed a memo, saying: “Owing to the popularity of the fish breakfasts, arrangements should be made to increase their frequency.” Breakfast is a liberal protein meal with curry, fish, sausages, braised steak, Irish stew, haricot mutton in rotation, porridge every day, jam, bread and other extras also present.

        
Lunch is a dry ration, bread, butter, jam, cheese and tea, and dinner is a sound three-course meal. I looked at several larders, butchers' store rooms, and huge pantries, and the quality of the meat and vegetables was superb. However, the 700 soldiers that grew too big for their clothes form the best testimonial. The parade for meals is on military lines; twelve men go to a table, with a mess president for each dozen, who distributes the food.
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The examination has now taken us up to the point where the inhabitants of Trentham have been fed and clothed and have also performed a sound day's work. Many other operations of modern life remain. There is a dental department where many chairs are occupied; there are the camp bootmakers, who, besides the repairs, have put hobnails into 3,000 pairs of boots; there is a camp tailor; there is a camp barber. There is a Post Office, a bright and busy place, equipped to deal with a high voltage current of postal needs including “Everything but Old Age Pensions.” Soldiers, in spite of the stories, are inveterate correspondents, as I saw when I visited the fine Y.M.C.A. establishment. It was thronged with men in uniform sitting at writing tables, and an equally large crowd were in the billiard room, where four full-sized tables are kept busy. A stage is in course of erection, and the social life of this centre will be in full swing shortly. The Y.M.C.A. has a long and rich experience of this work.

        
Then there is the canteen; this was a heart-warming experience although my rations were dry only. It was a convincing demonstration of what can be done by commonsense regulation. The place has the air of an estaminet; long low tables with wooden benches fill the wide room. While I was there the crowd was thick and cheery. Each man has to get his drink with his sixpence at the bar and then go and sit down. It is very hard to overdo the festive spirit when seated in a large community
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room, singing and talking. The radio plays and there is a general air of good fellowship. There has been no abuse of this valued privilege; and here again was the atmosphere of order, of cheerful conformity to rules. The beverages were being used in their proper way, good stimulating refreshment after a day's hard toil. It was as matter-offact and friendly as a crowd of English harvesters having their mid-day beer in the wheatfields as they have done from time immemorial.

        
Of course, there are more things than drinks at the canteen; hot pies are on tap, at the rate of forty dozen a day; hot coffee and tea, cold drinks, cigarettes, sweets, chocolates, are all there. Perhaps the best way to put it is the remark of the chairman of the Canteen Committee: “We lack for not one thing that a soldier can want; if there is one, we get it.”

        
There are lashings of rules; “shouting” is forbidden, drinking is confined to those seated at the tables; there is no drinking in parade hours. The canteen hours are sensible, 4.30 to 5.30 in the afternoon; 6.30 to 9.30 in the evening; but closing at 8 p.m. on Saturday evenings, and there are a couple of hours on Sundays.

        
“This is a man's show, run by men.” The Canteen Committee consists of senior n.c.o's. from each unit, and regular meetings are held to consider reports and deal with every problem that arises. I believe these meetings are models of close logical discussion and practical knowledge. Of course, the final glory of this community effort is that the profits go back to those who produce them, the men of the regiment. The whole thing is the triumph of commonsense.

        
I mentioned before that the technical and mechanised aspects of warfare now dominate the scene. The workshops and buildings of “Div. Sigs.,” for instance, are testimonies to this feature of Trentham life. They remind one of precision engineering shops, full of modern mechanisms and complex tools, and there are many similar establishments scattered about the camp area. There are, as well, maintenance requirements; hot water installations, transport equipment, and intricate lethal weapons which require constant servicing. Once more I learned that the New Zealander was a born engineer, and could “do anything with his hands.”

        
Clothes have to be kept clean, blankets disinfected, and a hundred and one other special problems are handled which relate to the life of two thousand young men massed together in the prime of life. The old unit idea has been abolished, and the identification numbers run in straight rotation. The discs are worn round the neck, Trentham numbers running, for instance, from 4,001 to 7,000 and the regimental number comes in for a variety of uses. There is an atmosphere of permanence about Trentham; the roadways are being steadily improved and tarred and sanded fairways will soon be the order of the day. I liked the rows of whitewashed stones marking the divisions between the tents, and the two upright white-painted shells looking like miniature lighthouses; I liked the military precision which marks the way each kit is laid out; I liked the plenty which showed in the huge larders, the masses of currants, jam, vegetables, sugar, and other goodies which help to make it true that the “New Zealand soldier's ration is the largest and richest in the world.” I enjoyed watching a pair of young soldiers using electric irons with skill “flossying-up” their handerchiefs and pressing creases in trousers. I had a look at a pay-book, bound in a wellknown pillar-box red, and so full of detail as to be a small life-story of the owner.
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I noticed a plentiful supply of railway timetables about Trentham. Leave is plentiful also, and the railway brethren have arranged convenient and frequent services to the city. I saw signs that cricket was on the way.

        
Trentham is a paradise for “hemen.” It will amply repay a visit; it is the proof that men can live in brotherhood and happy harmony under circumstances of plain living, hard work, iron discipline, and sharply clear distinctions of rank. Remember, it is a place of volunteers; cheerful, casual, industrious, prompt in obedience, healthy and bright-eyed, but volunteers nevertheless. It is a strange and dreadful thing that it should take a war to give us this splendid phenomenon, this proof that men are happier when they learn that they are all units of a community, exercising a communal will and purpose.
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Aotea-roa
              


              
As The Poets Knew It
            
          
        

        

          
“
Buy my English posies!



          

            
Here's your choice unsold!
          


          

            
Buy a blood-red myrtle-bloom,
          


          

            
Buy the kowhai's gold
          


          

            
Flung for gift on Taupo's face,
          


          

            
Sign that spring is come—
          


          

            
Buy my clinging myrtle
          


          

            
And I'll give you back your home!
          


          

            
Broom behind the windy town; pollen
          


          

            
o' the pine—
          


          

            
Bell-bird in the leafy deep where the
          


          

            
ratas twine,
          


          

            
Fern above the saddle-bow, flax upon
          


          

            
the plain—
          


          

            
Take the flower and turn the hour, and
          


          

            
kiss your love again.”
          
          

By … 
Mary R. Greig
 (
Photo., “The New Zealand Kowhai”—H. Farmer McDonald)

        

        

Thus did Rudyard Kipling enshrine his memory of New Zealand in his famous “Song of the Flowers.” Let us, who know Aotea-Roa so well, agree that this is a remarkable word-picture painted by one who visited this land for a very brief period.

        
The simplicity of “the kowhai's gold flung for gift on Taupo's face” calls up the familiar memories of springtime in the Taupo district, when the pale trees were aglow against the lake, and tuis cried with hoarse and guttural throatings from branch to branch.

        
This poem, written in the latter part of Kipling's literary career, is full of the artistry of a long experience. One instance of his skill is the picturesque economy of “broom behind the windy town”; the more one reads it, the more impossible it seems that five words can contain such a complete and familiar description. It is indeed “giving back our home.”

        
There is another verse of Kipling's from “The Song of the Cities” which pays tribute to Auckland:

        

          

            
“Last, loneliest, loveliest, exquisite,
          


          

            
apart,
          


          

            
On us, on us, the unswerving season
          


          

            
smiles,
          


          

            
Who wonder 'mid our ferns why men
          


          

            
depart
          


          

            
To seek the Happy Isles.”
          
        

        
“Auckland last, loneliest, loveliest, exquisite, apart,” has become since then a much-used phrase, and one which Aucklanders might well remember, although the Queen City has progressed far since Kipling's description fitted, and Auckland can no longer be called loneliest or apart.

        
It is only natural that the poets should turn their pens to Wellington, and there is a verse from “Wet Weather” by Mr. Boyce Bowden which presents in happy form the Wellington weather so often rough and unpredictable. Listen to the back-fire of his lines, much like the steady fall of raindrops from a drenched umbrella, or the quelch of wet boot against wet pavement:

        

          

            
“The swift winds of Wellington may
          


          

            
swing into the west,
          


          

            
The clouds o'er Terawhiti may break
          


          

            
within the south,
          


          

            
The rain-song of Wellington will linger
          


          

            
in my breast,
          


          

            
For the moist kiss of Wellington is
          


          

            
music in my mouth.”
          
        

        
He has another description of a tram flashing past in the rain, full of roundheaded, bobbing people, “like round
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Wellington City from the slopes of Mt. Victoria.


peas in a pod.” The clouds of Terawhiti have filled this little poem with a very realistic downpour, and the flavour is definitely Wellingtonian.

        
Miss Eileen Duggan may be quoted from her first collection of poems, published in New Zealand by the “Tablet Press.” “My Land” is a very beautiful poem, and it strikes a new note in the praises of a new land

        

          

            
“My land is like a restless, daring child
          


          

            
That thirsts to drink up life, and scale
          


          

            
the stars;
          


          

            
Her parted lips and wondering eyelids
          


          

            
chide
          


          

            
The world's knarled wisdom and its
          


          

            
mystery.
          


          

            
Within her mother's hall she hears
          


          

            
grave speech,
          


          

            
And smooths to dignity her wilful
          


          

            
brows;
          


          

            
And when she smiles, a kowhai breaks
          


          

            
in bloom,
          


          

            
And when she laughs a tui chimes in
          


          

            
song.
          


          

            
How can my heart slip through her
          


          

            
eager childish hands?”
          
        

        
When she smiles in springtime “a kowhai breaks in bloom,” many hearts have been stirred by her young beauty. The words of this poem seem to have fallen in place as easily as “a tui chimes in song” and they have themselves a grave dignity that mixes well with the eager similes.

        
Mr. Johannes Andersen has written a lovely little poem that seems filled with a sense of hazy quiet. Here is part of it:

        

          

            
“A grove of the southern palm
          


          

            
On an islet, alone
          


          

            
In the bosom unrippled and calm
          


          

            
Of a lake with its mountain zone.
          


          

            
The wild bee's singing
          


          

            
Has ceased in the great white gloom;
          


          

            
And the once gay-scented plume
          


          

            
Hangs lazily swinging.”
          
        

        

          

[image: ]
        

        
It is called “Ti Trees and the Kukupa.” Perhaps it is the shortclipped lines which produce the sleepy effect of warm air, where native pigeons mumble and croon across the white of manuka bloom. It is certainly a pleasant little description of an inland island in the mountain country of New Zealand.

        
Yet another poem celebrates the charm of the old world in the midst of this new land. “Akaroa” is by Mona Tracy:

        

          

            
“If so, 'tis sure they fade away
          


          

            
When rose and silver comes the day,
          


          

            
For never a phantom steals there down
          


          

            
To sunlit Akaroa town;
          


          

            
Yet chanting bird and chiming bell
          


          

            
Weave something of the old world spell,
          


          

            
And still in gardens there are set
          


          

            
The gillyflower, the mignonette,
          


          

            
The rata on the oak tree hung,
          


          

            
Ah, sweet it is … so old, so young!
          


          

            
The jonquil, mocking kowhai's gold—
          


          

            
So blithe, so new! So triste, so old!”
          
        

        
When one remembers all these and other poems which have been dedicated to New Zealand, it seems almost certain that just as other poets have sung of the wonder of ancient Greece, and thrilled us with “that village which men still call Tyre,” while Britons have told us of “the glory that is England” in the great masterpieces of the past, so too shall Aotea-Roa have her troubadours, and for us, at least, she is the worthiest of them all.
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Our London Letter
            
          
        

        

          
by 
Arthur L. Stead

        

        

          

            
The Railways And The War.
          

          

With calm confidence and cheerfulness, Britain and France continue to march forward hand in hand, backed up by their two far-flung Empires and by decent-thinking people everywhere. The Home railways are exerting themselves as never before, and although more than 30,000 railwaymen have been released for service with His Majesty's Forces, passenger and freight traffic is kept moving smoothly and swiftly. Freight business is of great importance at this juncture, and one can have nothing but praise for the wonderful fashion in which the locomotive and operating staffs are “delivering the goods” despite every obstacle.

          
The special conditions have created a striking degree of goodwill among railway employees in dealing with the public; passengers, too, are keen to help the railways whenever possible by handling their own luggage, refraining from asking needless questions of station staffs, and falling in readily with such regulations as are necessary in the peculiar circumstances.

          
Typical of the adaptability of Home railwaymen is the admirable way in which locomotive crews are handling their heavy trains in both daylight and darkness. To-day, the average speed for express passenger trains has been fixed at 50 m.p.h., with a maximum of 60 m.p.h. The utmost use is being made of locomotives by using to the maximum the carrying capacity of trains, and on all the main lines heavy loads are being carried. On the London and North Eastern line, for example, the pre-war passenger train record load was one of 661 tons (tare) attained by a 23-vehicle train hauled by a “Pacific” engine. Not long ago new records were established by trains to and from King's Cross with an empty tare weight exceeding 700 tons. These enormous loads throw increased responsibility upon locomotive crews, but one and all are handling their heavy trains in fine fashion.

          
By night, engine-drivers have to face the nation-wide “black-out.” It is common knowledge that drivers in normal times are greatly helped in locating their exact position on the track by the various landmarks passed en route. After dark now there are none of the usual town and village lights to be seen, and drivers have to rely mainly on sounds—such as that of passing over a bridge—as an indication of their precise whereabouts. Train signals, of course, are there as usual, but that is all. In a busy city station, it calls for the utmost skill and care to pull up exactly in the right position alongside the platform when everything is in almost total darkness.

          
Because we have specially mentioned the fine effort of the locomotive men, it does not mean that outstanding work is not being performed by other branches of the railway service. The truth is that every individual grade of employees is working as never before. Many chapters could be devoted to the painstaking activities of the time-table staffs, for example, for they have slaved day and night in the preparation of emergency schedules. That we are proud of those members of the railway service who have joined the Forces goes without saying. We are also proud of the office-boys, and “old boys” of every grade, who worked like trojans filling sand-bags to protect railway property. A bouquet, too, for the female clerks who toil in the headquarters and district control offices, many dragged away from their home surroundings at a moment's notice and billeted in cottage and mansion so as to be near their jobs. Hats off, also, to railwaymen's wives up and down the country, who have cheerfully parted with their breadwinners hastily transferred to far-away stations to meet war-time needs. Incidentally, many of these women-folk have found a solace for their loneliness by helping in the canteens established at various stations for travelling Service men. And so we could go on, extolling the efforts of the Home railway family!
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Casualty Evacuation Train showing staff car and stretcher cars.


          

        

        

          
Normal Passenger Services.

          
Passenger train services over the four group railways now under Government control continue to be improved. Every main-line has its quota of fast and stopping trains capable of meeting all needs, this notwithstanding the fact that the “black-out” has necessitated many freight trains normally run at night to be operated to new daylight timings.
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Restaurant and sleeping cars are available on all the important long-distance routes, and normal station amenities, such as refreshment service, are everywhere retained. In spite of Government demands, passengers by train can still obtain cheap day tickets, monthly return and week-end tickets, season tickets, traders' and workmen's tickets. On no route is there any restriction on civilian travel.

          
Night travel now approaches normal conditions. Black-out problems have one by one been solved, and improved lighting introduced without affecting the black-out efficiency. The new lighting enables passengers to read in comfort, and in general it has been adapted from the original half-light arrangements introduced at the beginning of the war. One circuit is provided with blue lights which are kept on continuously throughout the train, and the other circuit provides suitable shielded shoulder or ceiling lamps with white bulbs. Black metal shades project beyond the shoulder lamps to deflect the light below the window opening, and to prevent any appreciable amount of light falling on to platforms when car doors are open. The edges of each window are darkened with special paint, and blinds are drawn at sunset. On the Southern Railway an innovation on the main-line trains is the employment of a special travelling attendant, whose job it is to see that the lighting restrictions are scrupulously observed, and, in case of an air-raid warning, to switch off all the white lights and switch on the blue ones.

        

        

          
Operation of Freight Trains.

          
We have mentioned that many freight trains now run in the daylight instead of in their normal night-time paths. In general, the endeavour is to get through the bulk of the activities of the goods stations in daylight or semi-daylight as far as possible, although at this season complete cessation of goods station activities by night cannot be achieved. Where goods stations work by night, there have been introduced special lighting schemes, in which blue lights predominate. Naturally, operations are somewhat slowed up, but thanks to the co-operation of traders in handing over their shipments earlier in the day, and clearly addressing all consignments with white labels employing black lettering, delay is minimised. In the marshalling yards, night work is inevitable, and high-power lights have been replaced by less brilliant illumination, capable of being switched off at a moment's notice, an employee being permanently stationed at the main light switch. The changed conditions have been faced cheerfully and determinedly by the marshalling-yard staffs, and drastic though the lighting restrictions have been, the reduction in efficiency due to black-out conditions is only between fifteen and twenty per cent., and this figure will be gradually reduced as ways and means are found.

        

        

          
Handling of Foodstuffs.

          
Foodstuff distribution is one of the big tasks of the Home railways, for immense quantities of foodstuffs of all kinds reach Britain every day from overseas, New Zealand imports being, of course, well to the fore. Our Navy, in co-operation with the French, maintains the freedom of the seas, and the elaborate convoy system works most efficiently. To give an idea of the enormous demands made upon the railways in handling foodstuffs, it may be noted that in four days recently, no fewer than twenty-eight vessels in four convoys, loaded with 100,000 tons of foodstuffs, docked at one port, and the bulk of the cargoes was rapidly discharged and distributed by the railways, to make room for further vessels due to berth the day after the fourth convoy docked. Within forty-eight hours of arrival of the 100,000 tons of foodstuffs, some 80,000 tons had been moved by the railways to distributing centres in twelve widely different parts of the country, and this without interfering with passenger and freight services or the movement of war material.
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Modern suburban transport in New Zealand. The popular multiple-unit electric train on the Wellington-Johnsonville line.


          

          
Many peculiar problems for the railways arise out of the convoy system. For example, the arrival of large numbers of vessels at one time, with gaps between, instead of on regular berthing dates, gives rise to sudden periods of intense extra pressure. For reasons of safety, cargoes may be diverted from one port to another at a moment's notice, and traffic through a particular port may be trebled. Diversion of thousands of wagons from their usual traffic channels then follows, with altered locomotive workings. However, these difficulties are made light of by the railways, and so day after day the nation is fed. Some day, perhaps, we may find space for a more detailed story of how New Zealand's vital food products are handled here at Home under war-time conditions. Meanwhile, New Zealanders, be assured your contribution of essential foodstuffs is more than appreciated in every home, and hard as you are working, believe me it would seem as nothing if you could see, as I have seen, the joy in many a humble cottage when mother has proudly produced her weekly pat of butter or leg of Canterbury lamb!

        

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 14, Issue 11 (February 1, 1940)

The Railways And The War



          

            
The Railways And The War.
          

          

With calm confidence and cheerfulness, Britain and France continue to march forward hand in hand, backed up by their two far-flung Empires and by decent-thinking people everywhere. The Home railways are exerting themselves as never before, and although more than 30,000 railwaymen have been released for service with His Majesty's Forces, passenger and freight traffic is kept moving smoothly and swiftly. Freight business is of great importance at this juncture, and one can have nothing but praise for the wonderful fashion in which the locomotive and operating staffs are “delivering the goods” despite every obstacle.

          
The special conditions have created a striking degree of goodwill among railway employees in dealing with the public; passengers, too, are keen to help the railways whenever possible by handling their own luggage, refraining from asking needless questions of station staffs, and falling in readily with such regulations as are necessary in the peculiar circumstances.

          
Typical of the adaptability of Home railwaymen is the admirable way in which locomotive crews are handling their heavy trains in both daylight and darkness. To-day, the average speed for express passenger trains has been fixed at 50 m.p.h., with a maximum of 60 m.p.h. The utmost use is being made of locomotives by using to the maximum the carrying capacity of trains, and on all the main lines heavy loads are being carried. On the London and North Eastern line, for example, the pre-war passenger train record load was one of 661 tons (tare) attained by a 23-vehicle train hauled by a “Pacific” engine. Not long ago new records were established by trains to and from King's Cross with an empty tare weight exceeding 700 tons. These enormous loads throw increased responsibility upon locomotive crews, but one and all are handling their heavy trains in fine fashion.

          
By night, engine-drivers have to face the nation-wide “black-out.” It is common knowledge that drivers in normal times are greatly helped in locating their exact position on the track by the various landmarks passed en route. After dark now there are none of the usual town and village lights to be seen, and drivers have to rely mainly on sounds—such as that of passing over a bridge—as an indication of their precise whereabouts. Train signals, of course, are there as usual, but that is all. In a busy city station, it calls for the utmost skill and care to pull up exactly in the right position alongside the platform when everything is in almost total darkness.

          
Because we have specially mentioned the fine effort of the locomotive men, it does not mean that outstanding work is not being performed by other branches of the railway service. The truth is that every individual grade of employees is working as never before. Many chapters could be devoted to the painstaking activities of the time-table staffs, for example, for they have slaved day and night in the preparation of emergency schedules. That we are proud of those members of the railway service who have joined the Forces goes without saying. We are also proud of the office-boys, and “old boys” of every grade, who worked like trojans filling sand-bags to protect railway property. A bouquet, too, for the female clerks who toil in the headquarters and district control offices, many dragged away from their home surroundings at a moment's notice and billeted in cottage and mansion so as to be near their jobs. Hats off, also, to railwaymen's wives up and down the country, who have cheerfully parted with their breadwinners hastily transferred to far-away stations to meet war-time needs. Incidentally, many of these women-folk have found a solace for their loneliness by helping in the canteens established at various stations for travelling Service men. And so we could go on, extolling the efforts of the Home railway family!

          

            

[image: Casualty Evacuation Train showing staff car and stretcher cars.]
Casualty Evacuation Train showing staff car and stretcher cars.


          

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 14, Issue 11 (February 1, 1940)

Normal Passenger Services



          
Normal Passenger Services.

          
Passenger train services over the four group railways now under Government control continue to be improved. Every main-line has its quota of fast and stopping trains capable of meeting all needs, this notwithstanding the fact that the “black-out” has necessitated many freight trains normally run at night to be operated to new daylight timings.





[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]
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Many peculiar problems for the railways arise out of the convoy system. For example, the arrival of large numbers of vessels at one time, with gaps between, instead of on regular berthing dates, gives rise to sudden periods of intense extra pressure. For reasons of safety, cargoes may be diverted from one port to another at a moment's notice, and traffic through a particular port may be trebled. Diversion of thousands of wagons from their usual traffic channels then follows, with altered locomotive workings. However, these difficulties are made light of by the railways, and so day after day the nation is fed. Some day, perhaps, we may find space for a more detailed story of how New Zealand's vital food products are handled here at Home under war-time conditions. Meanwhile, New Zealanders, be assured your contribution of essential foodstuffs is more than appreciated in every home, and hard as you are working, believe me it would seem as nothing if you could see, as I have seen, the joy in many a humble cottage when mother has proudly produced her weekly pat of butter or leg of Canterbury lamb!
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The Story of the …

 Napier-Wairoa Railway
          
        

        

          
By 

William John Hay (Railway Publicity photos.)
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In many respects the story of the Napier-Wairoa railway is an epic one. Probably no road or rail construction in New Zealand has had more setbacks before reaching completion. Many adversities had to be overcome, some due to the nature of the country, some to the perversities of man, and some to the eccentricities of malignant Fate.

        
There is drama in the story, the tragic drama of devastating earthquakes and disastrous floods; and there is heroism, too—the type of heroism that toils courageously in the face of difficulties, combats them and surmounts them. Not least in the story, especially in its final stages, are the factors of leadership and loyalty, of vigorous endeavour and of no less brilliant achievement by New Zealand engineers and by the men under them. Moreover, the last part of the story shows clearly that men can still plan and toil enthusiastically for the public weal.

        
When the East Coast Railway is completed, it will carry on right through from Napier to Gisborne. The WairoaGisborne section is well under way and is open for use as far as Waikokopu, nearly 25 miles north of Wairoa. It is with the Napier-Wairoa section, however, that this article is chiefly concerned.

        
The construction of the railway, perhaps, means most to Wairoa which, at the extreme north of the Hawke's Bay province, has always suffered severely because of its isolation. Even as late as the beginning of this century, the town of Wairoa was often cut off from the rest of the world for weeks at a time. The roads from Napier in the south and from Gisborne in the north were little better than saddle-tracks, impassable in bad weather.

        
Again, although situated on the sea coast at the mouth of the Wairoa River, the town's sea communications were, and still are to a large extent, at the mercy of a treacherous bar at the mouth of the river. For days, weeks and even months, it was sometimes impossible for the smallest of coastal vessels to get in or out of Wairoa.

        
Another factor that led to Wairoa's isolation was that, with the possible exception of the Waikato, the Maoris of this East Coast area were more reluctant than any others to dispose of their ancestral lands to the pakehas. They held aloof from the invasion of the white man until nearly the turn of this century. Those white settlers who did procure land were not sufficiently numerous or influential to be able to persuade the Governments of those times to do anything about Wairoa's means of communication.

        
Consequently they were poor and not always at ease among the proud, haughty and fierce Maoris of the district. Such events as the “King” movement and the Hau Hau troubles made life more exciting than pleasant along this part of the East Coast. The settlers were not only cut off from the rest of the colony; they were also constantly in danger of attacks by raiding parties of Maoris.

        
When the native unrest eventually died down, many more of the Maoris were persuaded to sell their lands–often, it is to be feared, under the pressure of threats, confiscations or empty promises. Civilisation had come to the district! As soon as larger portions of the country came under pakeha domination, the agitation for the East Coast railway began in earnest. The chief demand, naturally, came from the Wairoa and Gisborne end. Napier was somewhat apathetic at first. She was prospering reasonably well!

        
Despite continual petitions, pleadings and agitations, it was not until 1911 that the Government authorised the construction of the East Coast Railway.





[image: A scene at the official opening at Wairoa of the Napier-Wairoa railway on 1st July, 1939.]
A scene at the official opening at Wairoa of the Napier-Wairoa railway on 1st July, 1939.


Early in 1912, Sir Joseph Ward, the Prime Minister, ‘turned the first sod at Westshore, at the Napier end. Work was also commenced from the Gisborne end on the Ngatapa inland route. This, however, has since been abandoned in favour of the present coastal route between Wairoa and Gisborne.

        
Very little headway had been made before the Great War interfered with the work. After the war, progress was steady but rather slow. The first portion to be opened was the section from Wairoa to Waikokopu, 25 miles to the north.

        
Gradually, other small sections became ready for use. By the end of 1930 the Railway Department had taken control of a completed section of 39 miles linking Napier with Putorino. Other parts of the line were being pushed ahead with and the prospects seemed bright for a reasonably early opening of the whole of the East Coast Railway.

        
This hope was dissipated by the terrible earthquakes which, in February, 1931, shattered Hawke's Bay. The Napier-Putorino line was very badly damaged and all traffic on it was at an end. Other more or less finished parts of the line also suffered severely, especially south of Wairoa.

        
Nevertheless, work on repairs and new construction was carried on until the end of 1931 when work on the East Coast Railway was closed down.

        
Construction work was recommenced, however, in 1936, and the previously finished portions of the line were restored. Meanwhile, construction of the Mohaka Viaduct was rapidly taken in hand. An indication of the speed with which this vast enterprise was carried out is given by the fact that, although a year was allowed for the building of the viaduct, it was actually finished in eleven months.

        
The Mohaka Viaduct is an immense structure. Undoubtedly it is the highlight of the East Coast Railway, a credit to New Zealand engineers and workmen. Rearing 315 feet above the riverbed, it is the highest in the Southern Hemisphere. It is 911 feet long and contains 1,900 tons of steel. To a layman, looking at the viaduct from underneath, it seems incredible that so much could be accomplished in so little time. The thousands and thousands of rivets alone would seem a year's work. It is also pleasing to remark that, during the construction of the Mohaka Viaduct, no life was lost and no major injury sustained by any workman. Considering the great height at which they worked this was a remarkable record.
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A recent view of Wairoa.


        

        
Other notable engineering feats on the line are the Waikoau Viaduct (490 feet long, 235 feet high, 610 tons of steel); the Matahoura Viaduct (450 feet long, 200 feet high, 500 tons of steel); the Waikare Viaduct (610 feet long, 255 feet high, 900 tons of steel); the Maungaturanga Viaduct (800 feet long, 220 feet high, 1,100 tons of steel); and the Wairoa River bridge (460 feet long on cylinder piers, containing 310 tons of steel).

        
All told there are 28 viaducts and bridges between Napier and Waikokopu, and 483 culverts of all sizes. There are also nine tunnels, the principal ones being at Kotemaori, 41 chains, and at Mohaka, 33 chains.

        
So speedily was the work accomplished that before the end of 1937 it was possible to inaugurate a goodstraffic service between Napier and Wairoa. This service was short-lived, for once again fate took a hand. In April, 1938, disastrous floods swept the East Coast, causing hundreds of slips, some enormous, and carrying away many bridges and culverts.

        
Evidence of these floods can still be noted by travellers on the NapierWairoa railway. All through the Esk Valley, near Napier, piles of silt are still visible, much of it not yet back into cultivation of any kind. The hills, too, which can be seen from the railcar, are all scarred by hundreds of landslides, some large and some small.

        
No time was wasted over the restoration of the line and by the end of 1938 it was again open for traffic. Goods-trains ran through and from time to time passenger excursion trains were run. It was not until 1st July of last vear, however, that Wairoa people felt that they were properly linked up with New Zealand's railway system. On that
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date the whole of the line from Napier to Waikokopu came under the control of the Railways Department, and on 3rd July a railcar service was commenced between Napier and Wairoa.

        
Two railcars of the latest type—fast, clean and efficient—have since then been used to provide a twice daily service in each direction, with a special trip each week-end right through from Wairoa to Wellington and back. Thus the residents of Wairoa and district are at last well-provided for. Instead of having to spend nearly four hours on the tedious hilly road route they are able to make the 72-mile journey to Napier in these comfortable railcars in two hours ten minutes.

        
The first cars used on the new service were named 
Tainui and 
Takitimu after two of the fleet of Maori canoes which made the great migration from Hawaiki to New Zealand about 600 years ago. The latter is especially apposite, for 
Takitimu was the canoe commanded by Tamatea, ancestor of the noble chief Kahungunu from whom the East Coast Maoris take their tribal name of Ngati-Kahungunu.

        
Apart from the benefit to travellers, the whole East Coast district gains immensely from the railway. It is estimated that about half-a-million acres of new country are directly served by it. Thousands of acres are still in their native state of scrub and fern. Other large tracts had been partially broken in but were allowed to drift back because of the then exorbitant cost of transport for stock and fertilisers. Most of the land is of a pumice nature which yields readily to cultivation by the use of fertilisers.

        
“No; chewing is not a refined habit,” said the wholesaler to the reporter, with a laugh, “but it's going out. 'Most everybody smokes now. Where does all the tobacco come from? Why, chiefly from America, of course. But other countries contribute, and it's astonishing what a lot of toasted New Zealand tobacco goes up in smoke! The true toasted, of course, I mean. The manufacturers turn it out by the ton, and the bigger the output the greater the demand seemingly. Why so popular? Well, to begin with, the quality's O.K. There's nothing like it! Secondly, the toasting purifies—eliminates the nicotine, and makes these blends perfectly safe to smoke. You can't overdo it with the genuine toasted—Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Cavendish, Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold. How is the toasting done? Sorry, but I can't tell you. That's the manufacturer's secret. But I've seen the process at the factory. Wonderfully ingenious!” The scribe, well satisfied with his “story,” shut up his note-book and vanished.
*


        
The farmers are now able to obtain these essential fertilisers quickly and cheaply, and they have also a direct means of getting their stock to markets, to the freezing-works and to the ships for loading for overseas. This is bound to have a rapid and beneficial effect on the productivity of the country and, ultimately, on the real wealth of New Zealand.

        
Moreover, the general public and tourist traffic of the Dominion benefit from the railway. A vast new holidaying district is opened up by it.
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(
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The elimination of level crossings. Construction work on a traffic overbridge in Canterbury.


Wairoa and Waikokopu are both interesting places to visit. Hospitable Gisborne is made more easily accessible; so too are the tourist resorts at beautiful Lake Waikaremoana and Morere Hot Springs.

        
The railway to Wairoa has therefore already opened up much that is new and novel, and this will be even more the case when the final East Coast section, between Waikokopu and Gisborne, is completed. This will not take long and, when railcars and goods-trains regularly connect Napier and Gisborne, the full wisdom of the Government in taking up the abandoned work will be thoroughly appreciated by the people of New Zealand, and especially by those who live in East Coast districts.
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Sleepy little Okarito, looking lazily across her lagoon towards the contemptuous Tasman surges, appears to-day as one at slippered ease, reviewing a pleasantly profitable if possibly empurpled past. For her glory, despite the optimism of her leading citizens, lies more in retrospect than prospect. It was here that one of the most profitable transactions ever put through in the Dominion was consummated.

        
In January, 1860, Colonel Gore Browne, then Governor of the Colony, instructed James Mackay, his Assistant Native Secretary, to personally implement the purchase of the whole of Westland, less ten thousand acres for Native reserves, for a sum not to exceed £400. Mackay is obviously a good Scottish name; he made the purchase for £100 less than this sum. The Maori population of the province at that time was very small. Raids (Te Rauparaha is credited with slaving expeditions down there), inter-tribal brawls, and possibly the proverbially severe climate of the Coast had all played their part in the reduction of numbers; and at the time that Mackay effected his sensational purchase there were not more than 110 persons of the Native race holding tribal rights in what is to-day South Westland. Native messengers carried summonses to the scattered pahs to attend a meeting at the Lagoon Settlement, Okarito, for the korero which would decide the price to be paid and the boundaries of the purchase.

        
On the heels of the messengers came the nucleus of a procession, Messrs. Mackay, Mackley and Burnett as representatives of the Crown, and the rangatira, Werita Tainui, of the Ngaitahu tribe with his entire household. On their leisurely journey of 135 miles they were joined by the various septs from the different pahs until, at Okarito, the gathering of the clan was complete and they were free to relax and enjoy the ceremonial greetings and salutations so dear to the Maori heart. Even to-day it is possible to reconstruct the scene in all its picturesque beauty.


[image: The harbour at Okarito, showing Mt. Tasman and Mt. Cook (12,349 ft.) in the background.]
The harbour at Okarito, showing Mt. Tasman and Mt. Cook (12,349 ft.) in the background.


In the foreground the lagoon, shimmering under the rays of the westering sun; at the back the bush-clad foothills, with the smoke of half a hundred fires rising like incense before the altar of Aorangi. In the distance the crenelated glory of the snow-clad Alps with Cook and Tasman towering over all. Then, as the sun dips below the horizon, snowwhite turns to faintest pink, then to translucent coral, and later under the rising moon it shines in silvered splendour.

        
Soft laughter of wahines as they opened the Maori ovens and lifted the flax-wrapped food from the hot stones;





[image: A sketch of the obelisk which it is proposed to erect at Okarito to commemorate the sale of the West Coast to the Crown by the Maoris in 1860.]
A sketch of the obelisk which it is proposed to erect at Okarito to commemorate the sale of the West Coast to the Crown by the Maoris in 1860.


shrill unrestrained chatter of children, with the deeper tones of the men underlying it—dominating all the deep diapason of the Tasman surf, menacing, sombre; with James Mackay, like a beneficent deity surveying the scene from the vantage point (probably) of his seat upon the swag which contained the precious four hundred golden sovereigns, and finding it very good.

        
Came the day of the final korero. Rangatira after rangatira rose in his appointed place and voiced in easy Maori eloquence his acceptance of the offer made by Mackay. Werita Tainui spoke last of all and clinched the deal. Westland was bought for three hundred pounds. Much yet remained to be done. There were reservations to be defined at Mahitahi (Bruce Bay) and at what we know to-day as Jackson's Bay, the former forty and the latter ninety odd miles from Okarito. The mere distance was nothing to Mackay and his men—but consider the intervening rivers. After Okarito the Waiho, the Waikukupa, the Fox, the Cook, the Karangaroa, Jacobs and the Mahitahi, besides scores of unnamed creeks each carrying its own peculiar peril. Even to-day with travelled fords, the main rivers are dangerous to a footman, but Mackay and his Maori friends negotiated the return journey safely after having settled the borders of the Native reserves at Mahitahi and Jackson's Bay. Picking up their main body at Okarito they proceeded to Grey, defining reserves en route. Again, mark you, according to Dr. Harrop and other historians, “leisurely.” It is, of course, a purely relative term. But when it embraces a stroll of about three hundred and twenty miles, plus the rivers to be forded it would appear to leave much to the imagination. Then came the signing of the deed of sale at the Mawhera Pah in Grey, with due observance of ritual inherent to the Native race. During Mackay's return to Nelson he nearly lost all the fruits of his journey; the swamping of a canoe in the Grey River set adrift his bag containing the precious document and the residue of the purchase money. It would be interesting, from the psychological point of view, to know which of the two was uppermost in Mackay's mind when, after a desperate struggle, he retrieved the precious bag!

        
New Zealand has been marvellously served by her civil servants. In Mackay's case all the foregoing was nothing out of the ordinary, merely part of the usual day's work. His recognition, up to the present, has been a “please explain” from the Government of his day relative to the soiled condition of the deed of sale consequent upon its submersion and the rather inadequate honour of having one of Greymouth's main streets named after him. The residents of Okarito (with their neighbours from Wataroa, Waiho and Weheka) have decided to celebrate the Centennial by the erection of an obelisk upon the trig station overlooking the ground whereon the sale was actually effected. Independent of this, however, we may say: “if you would see his monument, look around you”—than which there is no more desirable epitaph for one whose life has been spent in national service.

        
For the scroll around the epitaph, as it were, it may be pointed out that since the purchase of the province, more than eleven million pounds worth of gold has been taken out; that hundreds of thousands of pounds worth of cattle have been raised and sold; countless million feet of timber exported and turned into New Zealand dwellings each year; that the province supports a population of approximately twenty thousand, some four hundred of whom are descendants of the native signatories to the deed, and that the possibilities of the province, up to date, have merely been scratched. With the completion of the highway (now under construction) into Southland and the easier access to the mineral and other wealth at present lying dormant in the southern end, the nation will reap a richer harvest than ever from the business acumen of Mackay.
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View of the Southern Alps from the trig station at Okarito.
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To eliminate the suggestion of the use of any but fair methods let us consider that the present native owners have quadrupled their numbers during the period since the sale; that some thousands of pounds are paid to them annually in the form of ground rents; that their rights in citizenship are identical with those of their pakeha neighbours and that, availing themselves of these opportunities, they are now playing a full part in the industrial and social life of the province.

        
Undoubtedly what Mackay did with his document was good business—using the adjective in the fullest sense of its meaning—and the proposed memorial, though its inception is local, may well stand as a symbol of national appreciation of the man and his job.
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Travelogue.
          

          

            
I love to hear you talk about


            
The different places where you've


            
been,


            
You show such homely little things,


            
Your snap-shots acting as a screen


            
Which like a jig saw puzzle fits


            
Some pieces sombre, others gay.


            
A picnic by Ben Lomond's banks,


            
Culloden Field at close of day,


            
Clovelly's quaint and cobbled streets,


            
Dwarf broom, pink thrift, along the


            
cliffs


            
Where Land's End the Atlantic greets.


            
Fair Somerset, York's Minster grey,


            
Queen Mary's wicked little stair


            
At Holyrood, the Cotswolds' charm


            
And London drab and debonair.


            
Thus like the Lady of Shallott


            
I view the whole entrancing scene.


            
My heart aches when you talk about


            
The vividness of England's green.
            —
Ruth M. Johnson.
          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            

Rain On Lake Wanaka.
          

          

            
In some dark secret armoury of the


            
mountains


            
A keen bright blade of wind escapes


            
its sheath,


            
Slashes a swollen cloud that rests on


            
the ranges,


            
And hurls a barrage of rain at the


            
lake beneath.


            
That smooth surface suddenly quivers


            
and spurts with silver,


            
Pierced and torn by a shower of glit-


            
tering spikes


            
That batter the water so fiercely I


            
almost fancy


            
I hear the chime and clash as each


            
volley strikes.


            
But by and by when the cloud has fled


            
over the mountains,


            
Sunshine anoints and heals the wounds


            
of the rain,


            
And smoothes with kisses those silver


            
scars, wind-inflicted,


            
Till a clear sky finds its turquoise


            
mirror again.
            —
Katherine O'Brien.
          

        

        

          

            

The Road To Erewhon.
          

          

            
There is a winding road I know


            
By which the swaggers often go,


            
And station cooks lay down the law


            
And then fill tucker bags some more;


            
A road with banks to rest upon,


            
A road that leads to Erewhon.


            
Up that old route across the range


            
I've met with swaggers quaint and


            
strange,


            
And with them up the pinches toiled,


            
And sat by creeks while billies boiled;


            
And yarned until the sun had gone,


            
Along the road to Erewhon.


            
But now by Boyd's and Ngamatea


            
Soon swaggers may no more appear,


            
For I have heard a roadman say


            
That Bob's to build a new highway,


            
A road for cars to speed upon


            
And scoot and hoot past Erewhon.


            
Though Erewhon may read nowhere,


            
And swagger men get old and rare,


            
Yet still I know I'll often pine


            
To see a swagger's secret sign;


            
And logs and banks I've rested on


            
Along that road to Erewhon.
            —L. M.

          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            

Highways And Byways.
          

          

            
The highways wind triumphant over


            
saddle, spur and crest,


            
The country's crowded commerce to


            
convey:


            
And the traffic is the measure of the


            
gear that men love best,


            
Of fat profits and prosperity to-day.


            
But there's dust and heat and turmoil,


            
there's the sweat that buys success:


            
Discomfort in the clamour of the


            
crowd.


            
There's a heart-break in the faces of


            
the folk who closely press


            
In pursuit of futile wealth with


            
shoulders bowed.


            
Seek the loveliness of byways, find


            
their green, lush quietude,


            
Dawdling 'neath the dappled shadows


            
of their trees:


            
They have pleasances with varied joys


            
to suit your changing mood


            
Where you may quaff your ale and


            
take your ease.


            
Though Success hastes down the high-


            
way and leaves you sitting there,


            
Let him go in peace (God rest his


            
fatted soul!)


            
No gift in his possession can with hap-


            
piness compare


            
And you find it in the byways as you


            
bide contented there,


            
With your nut-brown maid, the sunshine


            
—and your bowl.
            —
R. Morant.
          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            

Travellers.
          

          

            
Caspar had trafficked from the rocky


            
north,


            
A long and laborious way.


            
Melchior rode across an endless age


            
To join Balthazar, who had seen Cathay


            
And Tabrobane, where redly droops the


            
noon,


            
And skies are full … But I—I trod


            
Just fifty yards along a camel-track,


            
A little, little way to God.


            
Blithe shone the gold that burned in


            
Caspar's pouch,


            
For golden pence, a million glittering


            
pence,


            
And there was myrrh, full of the sweet


            
and longing,


            
And crimson drops of rarest frankin-


            
cense


            
From rooms where silkly fell the tass-


            
elled wind


            
Of India, and all the air lay still ….


            
I brought my country lambs when I


            
came down


            
A little path that sloped along the hill.
            —
Mary R. Greig.
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A busy scene in the Concourse at Wellington Railway Station during the Christmas and New Year holiday period.
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A scene on the Upper Wanganui River.


        

        

The pakeha sea serpents are not in the same street as the old-time Maori giants and taniwhas. Take the case of the noted warrior of the Ngati-whatua, for instance–Kawharu—he stood twenty-four feet in height, and measured six feet in girth, so that he was elegantly slender. This fellow drove all before him, and sacked 
pas at the rate of two a day.

        
For the most part, the Maori monsters did not take the shape of the human form, but rather resembled that of a tuatara, or alligator. They were formidable creatures, and though no living person has seen one—and the unbelieving pakeha maintains that in fact none has ever been seen—the Maori certainly respected and feared them. Sometimes they were benevolent, more often evil.

        
They lived in all parts of New Zealand, for the most part in caves near the sea-shore, or by a lake. The landing at the mouth of the Taunga-a-Tara River, on the Taranaki coast, was difficult for canoes. Here in former times, when the Maori canoes were about to go to sea for fishing, an old tohunga, by the power of his karakias (charms), would call up from the deep no less than twelve taniwhas to convey the canoe through the breakers. He would stand up in the water, facing inland, and the taniwhas, six on each side, would come and pass quite close to the shore, where the canoe was, and then remain on each side of it till it had passed through the breakers. These taniwhas were about two feet long, nine inches deep, with the head cut squarely off, and with spikes all over them.

        
At Pahiatua, one used to live in a cave in the limestone hills. It was apparently an expert whistler, and the name of his home was given to the town, i.e., Pahiatua, “house of the god.”

        
The celebrated taniwha Pupu-KareKawa was a great excavator, his greatest achievement being to cause the lake at Wairarapa to break out to sea. He cut a subterranean channel through the shingle and the waters rushed out with great force. The malevolent creature had so timed his digging operations that there was, at the danger moment, a canoe on the lake, in which there were some women of the Ati-Awa. The canoe was carried out into the breakers, and all were drowned. This taniwha usually lived in the sea near Wairarapa, but when the passage to the lake was closed for any length of time he used to migrate to the Wairau River, in the Maryborough district. This may have been the same monster that was said to have been seen at Pelorus recently.

        
Percy Smith mentions that one of his Taranaki friends told him a story of a miraculous escape from taniwhas. “I was fishing off Okahu (Cape Egmont),” he said. “One of the fishermen had brought some flax, gathered from a wahi-tapu, or burial ground. Presently the sea became disturbed, the waters rising up in an unnatural manner, and there appeared a number of taniwhas. These came round the canoe, getting under it and lifting it up and letting it down gently. All on board were much alarmed. The principal man on board told the others to keep quiet—not to say a word. (His warning may have been unnecessary.) Then he asked, ‘Kei a wai te hara i a tatou?’—‘which of us had done wrong?’ One of the men replied: ‘Perhaps it is the flax I brought from the burial ground,’ which, of course, was tapu. ‘Then throw the flax away!’ This was done. The chief, repeating a karakia, took hairs from his body which he threw into the sea. The taniwhas then departed.”

        
Probably the most amusing story in Maori legend concerns a taniwha named Ikaroa, in shape like a fish, which came ashore and lay on the beach in the Patea district. Now, as Pou, a dweller in these parts, was wandering along the beach, he came across this great fish, and thought it a good opportunity to get some food.



Having with him his mira-tuatine, or shark-tooth saw, he commenced to cut up the fish but to his great surprise, as soon as he had made a cut it closed again. So he began to say his karakias in correct form. Ikaroa was listening all the time, and, fearing that Pou would succeed in the end with the aid of his powerful incantations, suddenly he took up Pou and carried him away to Muru-wai-o-Hawaiki. On arrival in this distant country, a council was called (presumably by the people of Hawaiki) to adjudicate on the case, as to whether Ikaroa was justified in his abduction of Pou. The decision came to was that Ikaroa was in the wrong, inasmuch as he was out of his element when Pou attempted to cut him up. The story does not say whether the decision also carried costs against Ikaroa, but at any rate the powers that ruled in Hawaiki engaged another taniwha to bring Pou back again.

        
The Maoris were not utterly defenceless against evil taniwhas. They knew the correct way to prepare snares of flax and supplejack, and the correct charms or karakias to keep the enemy at bay. Their most curious device was that of the “goblin house,” as John White terms it. When the people were determined to catch a taniwha, a raft made of raupo was formed, and on it was built a house woven by the people, in which not any wood was used, but only reeds, flax and grass. In this was put the flesh of the seal, and the raft was taken out into midstream of a river and anchored. When the taniwha smelt the seal's flesh, it would climb on to the raft and enter the house. All this time the people would be watching, and when it had entered they would cry aloud and say: “O Rongo! Let your belt be held fast, and be strong!” Thus fortified, they would attack the taniwha and kill it. Naturally all proceedings connected with the attack on a taniwha were conducted in a very formal manner. While the raft and house were being made, food was kept in specially small baskets, called “taniwha baskets.” The Maoris told Mr. White that “the reason those baskets are so small is that the food contained in them may all be consumed before the taniwha comes, and before he attempts to get on the raft.” In other words, the natives regarded them as “iron rations,” though the underlying motive is far from clear.

        
There are not many accounts of the taniwha houses being actually used; the best of the few records that have been preserved concerns two taniwhas named U-reia (“rush for the breast”), and Haumia (“fern root”). U-reia belonged to the Ngati-tama-te-ra tribe, at Hauraki, while Haumia appears to have been the property of the Tainui, at Manuka. “Haumia swam by sea,” says the old chronicle, “and went towards Hauraki to pay a visit to U-reia, and invited him to go back to Manuka. U-reia said: ‘Why did you swim to this place? Is there nice food at your place?’ Haumia answered: ‘Yes, food is plentiful. There is the huia, the kotuku, the shrub raukawa taramea and tawiri.’ U-reia said: ‘Let us two swim to that place, that I may see the good things there.’ Haumia said: ‘You go first.’ U-reia came out of his cave and swam to Kaponga, while the deceitful Haumia followed behind. Here the people had made taniwha houses. U-reia went right into one of these, and was killed by the people there. This was the origin of the war between the tribes of Hauraki and the tribes of Manuka.”

        
The possibilities of tempting a wary taniwha into a “house” seem to us rather remote; for the most part the dragons were slain on land. Such was the fate of Hotu-puku, a renowned taniwha which was slain by the Rotorua people. Parties of Maoris travelling between Rotorua and Taupo were disappearing unaccountably. This perturbed the Taupo natives, so a war party set out to deal with what they supposed to be a hostile tribe. After traversing the Kaingaroa plains they came to Kaponga, where what appeared to be a moving hill of earth suddenly confronted them. It was a dreadful taniwha, which snapped up the stragglers as the party ran for their lives! It had dreadful spines, and a spear-like head. When the remnants of the war party returned, they gathered together 170 proved fighters, and set out to attack the taniwha. First they laid a network of plaited flax ropes along a valley. When the party came to the lair of the taniwha, he rushed forth and chased them along the valley, where his feet got entangled in the ropes. Up one side of a hill stretched his neck, and up the other side his tail, so he was indeed a monster. The Maoris now turned on the enemy, and hacked and slashed at him till he was dead. Next day he was cut open, whereupon the remains of many Maoris were found in his stomach.

        
A friendly taniwha lived in a cave overlooking Lake Tikitapu, the Blue Lake which every tourist to Rotorua sees when going to Wairoa. He was named Kataore, and was made a pet of by the chief Tangaroa-miki. Unfortunately Kataore devoured a highborn maiden who chanced to pass his lair, consequently he was slain, much to the annoyance of Tangaroa-miki.

        
Another friendly monster was named Takere-piripiri, of the Upper Waikato. In return for a meal of cooked eels every day, he ate any hostile Maoris who sought to attack Ngati-Raukawa. But one day the children whose duty it was to bring the cooked eels to Takere-piripiri, ate the best portions of the eels themselves, leaving the taniwha only the heads. Takere-piripiri, annoyed at this trick, promptly forsook the Ngati-Raukawa, and went elsewhere. But in his new home nobody brought him eels, so he was forced to eat Maoris. It was not long before the Maoris objected to his taking ways and slew him.

        
I have not been able to discover when the taniwha finally left these parts, but I should imagine that 1869 is about the latest date. In this year the Rev. A. Stock stated publicly that one had been sighted by his nephews in Waitara Lake, near Otaki. He mentioned that the sighting of the creature had revived the memories of old natives, who swore positively that in 1842 they saw this taniwha upset a canoe in the lake, causing the death of one of the Ngatitoa, chief Rangihaeta's slaves. Mr. Stock's nephews said that the monster resembled an alligator, with a ridge along its back or neck, about 20 feet in length. “My nephews are not imaginative,” said Mr. Stock, “but they will not bathe again in this lake.”

        
Shortly afterwards there was a rumour that fishermen were trying to catch the taniwha, using sharp hooks baited with sheep. However, the taniwha was never caught.

        
“The true function of food,” said the host, with a laugh, “is to prepare the palate for tobacco, so lunch being over suppose we adjourn for a whiff? I can't offer you a cigar—don't smoke them. But I can give you a pipe of the best—something to write home about!” The guest filled and lit up. Silence. Presently he said: “This baccy of yours is really fine, old man, what is it?” “N.Z. Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead),” replied the host, “thought you'd like it. There's nothing better—or so good–to my mind. And it's so harmless! It's toasted.” “What difference does that make?” enquired the guest. “All the difference, my boy. It extracts the nicotine from the tobacco and makes it as pure as rock crystal.” The guest eagerly noted the names of the five toasted brands: Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), Cavendish, Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold—” for future reference,” as he said. “But have a care when buying,” counselled the host, “there are some rotten imitations about!” There are.
*
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Acavalcade of Champions passes as I sit and type this humble tribute to the champions of field, flood and ring … New Zealand's famous sportsmen who have won renown in international sport and have done much to place the name of our fair land high among the sporting communities whenever sport is the subject of discussion.

        
It is not my desire to single out one champion as our greatest; nor do I want to leave out one worthy of inclusion—but our sporting history is so wonderful that space is not available to give even a brief summary of all the champions. Nor are the facts about the earliest champions in existence—or available. That is something about which I feel strongly; I feel that the time is opportune to make an effort to chronicle some of the deeds of the old-time champions.

        
We are celebrating our Centennial and are paying tribute to the pioneers who made this little country a land of which all should be proud. But what tribute has been paid our sportsmen?

        
Boxing is a sport that flourished in the earliest days of New Zealand history. From the days when the whalers went ashore to settle their differences in the true British manner, until to-day bouts of fisticuffs have attracted public interest. For that reason I commence this tribute by referring to Bob Fitzsimmons, who came to New Zealand as a lad of three years and went to school at Lyttelton, in the shadow of the famous gaol, before moving to Timaru, where he developed his strength by swinging a blacksmith's hammer.

        
It was at Timaru that Bob Fitzsimmons first came into prominence by winning a tournament staged by Jem Mace, the most famous of all English boxers. Fitzsimmons then went to Australia, where his ungainly build—he had the upper frame of a heavyweight and the legs of a lightweight—allied to his superb collections of freckles earned for him the ring cognomen of “Ruby Robert, the Freckled Wonder.” Developed in New Zealand, Bob Fitzsimmons was the first boxer to win world boxing championships in three different weights—middleweight, light-heavyweight and heavyweight. He introduced the solar-plexus punch to boxing, winning the heavyweight title with it by defeating James J. Corbett in fourteen rounds in 1897 after taking a merciless beating. Ruby Robert died at Portland, Oregon, on October 23, 1917. At his best he weighed 11st. 6lb., but he had a record of knock-out wins among heavyweights that will stand comparison with that of any champion.

        
Just a few months ago, Billy Murphy passed on. Here again New Zealand developed a world champion, for “Torpedo Bill” won the world featherweight title by knocking out “The Belfast Spider,” Ike Weir, in fourteen rounds at San Francisco in 1890. Billy had a brother Tim, who won many important heavyweight bouts, including the South African championship—although he weighed no more than 10st. 10lb. when he knocked out Mike Williams, at Johannesburg, to take that title. Giving away weight never troubled Billy or Tim—they loved to fight for fighting's sake.

        
Another famous New Zealander—he has never received his just dues in the land of his birth—is Tom Heeney, whose gallant losing battle against Gene Tunney is ranked as one of the ring's epics. Blinded early in the bout, Tom Heeny, “The Hard Rock From Down Under,” as he was called by the Americans, fought back against one of the most clever heavyweights in ring history before the referee called a halt to save a game boxer from permanent injury. Otto Crib, who died following a bout against Mick Dunn in 1901, is another famous New Zealand ringster and old-timers would be justifiably offended if I omitted reference to Dan Creedon,



who fought such champions as Bob Fitzsimmons, “Starlight,” Joe Choynski, Kid McCoy, Joe Walcott, Jack Root, Marvin Hart and Mick Dunn. Dave Smith, one of New Zealand's most talented middleweights, who had much to do with the moulding of the great Australian Les Darcy, will never be forgotten by true New Zealanders. His thrilling battles against Darcy, Clabby, Fritz Holland, Colin Bell, Bill Squires, Jerry Jerome and Les O'Donnell entitle him to an honoured place on the Roll of Champions.

        
Wrestling is not the modern sport many imagine, but the deeds of the oldtime champions would take much research among musty old files—records of Caledonian Games and such gatherings—before even a sketchy outline could be given. But in recent years the names of Ike Robin, the giant Maori, and Lofty Blomfield have commanded respect among the world's greatest wrestlers. In his solitary world title bout, Blomfield held Bronko Nagurski to a draw and he has defeated two former champions, Lopez and Detton. In conversation with Dean Detton, considered to have been one of the greatest since Frank Gotch, I was assured that Lofty was among the best six in world wrestling last year, and he seemed headed for the top when the war interfered with the sport. But his turn will come, and he will take his place with other New Zealanders to win world championships.

        
From boxing and wrestling to tennis is a big step, but New Zealand has a history in the great social game that is not to be kept under a bushel. In 19141919 New Zealand lost many wonderful athletes and numbered among those to fall on the field of honour was. Anthony Wilding, who was associated with Norman Brookes in winning the Davis Cup for Australia and New Zealand. As a tribute to the memory of “Tony” Wilding, the Davis Cup finals were played in New Zealand when competition was resumed after the war, America winning the coveted trophy at Auckland.

        
To-day the name of “Tiny” Freyberg is held as an inspiration to New Zealanders; 30 years ago he was famous as a swimmer, second only to Malcolm Champion, the first New Zealander to win an Olympic Gold Medal. MajorGeneral B. C. Freyberg, V.C., D.S.O., was born in London in 1890, but he came to New Zealand as a lad of three years and was brought up and educated in New Zealand. He is now to command the First New Zealand Echelon in the Battle for Democracy. Winner of countless New Zealand swimming titles, “Tiny” Freyberg put his natatorial skill to good use in the Dardanelles campaign by swimming ashore and setting alight flares to distract the attention of Turks while a landing was being made at Gallipoli. For this daring feat he was awarded the D.S.O.—later he secured two bars to it—and for exceptional gallantry in France won the most coveted of all British awards, the Victoria Cross.
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Malcolm Champion, who passed over a few days before Billy Murphy died, won more swimming championships than did any other New Zealander, and as mentioned earlier was the first New Zealander to win an Olympic Gold Medal, the symbol of world swimming supremacy.

        
So far I have not mentioned one woman champion, but I cannot give a comprehensive review of champions without mentioning Miss Violet Walrond, the first New Zealand woman swimmer to use the crawl stroke. She placed in the final of the 100 metres at the Olympic Games in Antwerp in 1920 and qualified for the final of the 300 metres, although ill-health prevented her from taking her place in that final. She was the youngest competitor in swimming events at Antwerp and earned the praise and admiration of the world's best coaches. Misses Kathleen Miller and Gwitha Shand are two more swimmers to bring fame to New Zealand, while Miss Ena Stockley, who won many New Zealand and Australian titles, is entitled to rank among our list of champions.

        
Space prohibits me from giving details of other champions in this issue, but I hope to continue my tribute to our champions of the past in next month's issue of the “Railways Magazine.” I am mindful that the facts are not complete, but nothing less than a volume is needed to give the champions their just dues.

        
(
To be continued.)
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It rises from Ruapehu, whose shining ramparts lift so mightily above the upland plains of National Park, in the very centre of the North Island. The waters of the Little Waikato are swift and cold, fed from the great blue-white snowfields which cap the eastern ramparts of the mountain. Onward, the little torrent rushes, skirting that desert region which the Maori calls Te Rangi Po, the Place-Where-The-Sky-IsDark, where, so many hundred years ago, back in the dawn of Maori history, the great war-priest Ngatoro called down fire from Heaven upon his enemies. On the waters flow, and other streams join and swell them, Oturere from the Old Crater, Waihohonui, leaping downward from the Great Rift of Ngauruhoe, Mangatawai out of the steam-torn flanks of Tongariro.

          
Now the onrushing waters leap among great round boulders, and down the bright foaming cascades of the Waikato Falls; they swirl on through the golden tussock country, past grassy meadows starred with alpine flowers, and by thickets where the white and crimson snowberry bushes grow among the lichened stones. They see the grim scored flanks of Ngauruhoe and his smoking peak; they see the rugged dignity of Tongariro and the spreading mist-cloud of the Ketetahi Springs.

          
Then comes the joining with the Poutu, the outlet river of lovely mysterious Roto-A-Ira, and now the blended waters are the Tongariro. There is magic in the name of the Tongariro River; its musical syllables haunt trout fishermen the world over.

          
With the new name, the river takes on new dignity. It is green-white, foaming, translucent; it sweeps majestically beneath white pumice cliffs, and by thickets of tea-tree and kowhai, and the silver-plumed toi-toi, bright in the sunshine. The current slides by foaming boulder islands with a long sighing roar, and gathers to lie quiet in deep green pools as magically clear as liquid emerald. Here the great mountain rainbows hide like dappled sunshine among the stones, sight to set a fisherman's pulses racing. For here are some of the great trout-fishing spots of the world, Duchess Pool and Admiral Pool, Zane Grey Camp, and the famous Dreadnought Bluff.

          
Now, turning beneath the green shadow of graceful Pihanga Mountain, the river runs swifter, hastening to the moment when it shall merge its waters with the cold translucent flow of Taupo Lake. Spreading, three-mouthed, in a rippling tide about the great silver fan of the Tongariro Delta, it leaves Tokaanu behind, and passes into the Lake. The vast reaches of that inland sea glimmer away to the far horizon in the sunlight; the hills rise blue, marked by vast white cliffs and the white scars of pumice slides.

          
There is a Maori belief that the body of the river moves irresistibly from South to North across the Lake; perhaps in deference to this, the outlet at Taupo is called the Waikato.

          
It breaks from the Lake with a great swirl and wave of silent water. Now it is deep, jade-green, powerful, and filled with a mighty urge of movement. It is so clear that forty feet looks like a pane of glass. It passes by the wharf and the white boat-houses, and
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through the green banks of the old Constabulary orchard that is a motorcamp now.

          
The river turns toward Wairakei, and the banks are grey rock walls. They confine the current to an irresistible force that hurtles on, as though to doom, toward the pale mist of spray which hangs over the canyon of the Huka Falls. From that roaring drop, it is flung on, swifter and swifter yet, green as emeralds and white as snow, caught in the narrowing gorge of the Aratiatia, and plunged in a glorious maelstrom of colour and fury which shakes the very earth in its majesty.

          
Wairakei is left far behind, that wonderland of leaping steam and opal waters, and the river begins to run quieter, fuller, broader. It passes by native villages, by blue upland plains, and far pine plantations. The steamplumes of Ohaki rise like tall white flowers by the green banks.

          
A little way more, and the colour and glory of the Place-of-Adorning … Orakei-Korako … is thrown down by the banks like a necklace of precious stones. Cool and green and shining, the waters of Waikato slide by rosecoloured cliffs, by rocks streaked with gold and flame and saffron, by the lacy diamond fret of geysers, by glistening slides of unearthly white silica.

          
The waters pass the legend-haunted valley of Atiamuri, and the great rock, and imperceptibly the fascination and colour of the thermal lands is beginning to be left behind. Away and ahead is Arapuni. The current is turned to its man-diverted bed, and to the great water-races and the humming turbines. The power flows out by the tall steel pylons, over the hills and across the Island to farm and home and factory and street.

          
But the waters flow on, regaining their powerful placidity. Now they enter upon farming country; they pass by the little town of Cambridge with its wide grey streets and English trees and rolling green fields. They pass by hayfields, mellow under the summer sun, by grazing herds of cattle, by sheep dotting the long slopes with white.

          
On through the famed farming lands of the Waikato Valley the waters pass; they approach Hamilton, and pass through the grey town in a great shining curve of gentle colour. Misty elms and willows look down to the water; gardens line the banks; the long traffic bridge cuts a perfect are above the reflections.

          
The Waikato flows northward, stronger, deeper, still more powerful.
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It passes through the country of the Maori king, by old bush valleys where the echo of the war-conch still seems to linger, where palisaded forts crumble among the fern, and battle-canoes lie rotted in the shallows. Flourishing Maori villages line the banks, and peaceful farm lands. At Ngaruawahia is held the famous Regatta, when Maoris from all over the Island gather, and the crack oarsmen of the Dominion come to wrestle for honour upon that smooth-flowing stretch of water.

          
But the river flows inexorably northward, through the willow stretches and overflows of Mercer, greener, mistier, moving slower and slower. It is near the end of its journey now; it turns westward, away from the ways of men, toward the bush and the lazy tidal stretches, and slowly, majestically, widening and swelling, it passes down the inlet to the sea.

        

        

          

            
Safety By Rail
          

          
The American transport accident figures for 1938 have been analysed by statisticians whose conclusions indicate once again the superior safety of railways over other forms of transport. Passengers are 14 times safer in a train in the United States than in a bus, 32 times safer than in a regular air liner, and 544 times safer than in a passenger aeroplane of any type. Statistics of this kind deserve an airing now and then if only to remind one that “Safer by Rail” is more than a mere slogan.
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It rises from Ruapehu, whose shining ramparts lift so mightily above the upland plains of National Park, in the very centre of the North Island. The waters of the Little Waikato are swift and cold, fed from the great blue-white snowfields which cap the eastern ramparts of the mountain. Onward, the little torrent rushes, skirting that desert region which the Maori calls Te Rangi Po, the Place-Where-The-Sky-IsDark, where, so many hundred years ago, back in the dawn of Maori history, the great war-priest Ngatoro called down fire from Heaven upon his enemies. On the waters flow, and other streams join and swell them, Oturere from the Old Crater, Waihohonui, leaping downward from the Great Rift of Ngauruhoe, Mangatawai out of the steam-torn flanks of Tongariro.

          
Now the onrushing waters leap among great round boulders, and down the bright foaming cascades of the Waikato Falls; they swirl on through the golden tussock country, past grassy meadows starred with alpine flowers, and by thickets where the white and crimson snowberry bushes grow among the lichened stones. They see the grim scored flanks of Ngauruhoe and his smoking peak; they see the rugged dignity of Tongariro and the spreading mist-cloud of the Ketetahi Springs.

          
Then comes the joining with the Poutu, the outlet river of lovely mysterious Roto-A-Ira, and now the blended waters are the Tongariro. There is magic in the name of the Tongariro River; its musical syllables haunt trout fishermen the world over.

          
With the new name, the river takes on new dignity. It is green-white, foaming, translucent; it sweeps majestically beneath white pumice cliffs, and by thickets of tea-tree and kowhai, and the silver-plumed toi-toi, bright in the sunshine. The current slides by foaming boulder islands with a long sighing roar, and gathers to lie quiet in deep green pools as magically clear as liquid emerald. Here the great mountain rainbows hide like dappled sunshine among the stones, sight to set a fisherman's pulses racing. For here are some of the great trout-fishing spots of the world, Duchess Pool and Admiral Pool, Zane Grey Camp, and the famous Dreadnought Bluff.

          
Now, turning beneath the green shadow of graceful Pihanga Mountain, the river runs swifter, hastening to the moment when it shall merge its waters with the cold translucent flow of Taupo Lake. Spreading, three-mouthed, in a rippling tide about the great silver fan of the Tongariro Delta, it leaves Tokaanu behind, and passes into the Lake. The vast reaches of that inland sea glimmer away to the far horizon in the sunlight; the hills rise blue, marked by vast white cliffs and the white scars of pumice slides.

          
There is a Maori belief that the body of the river moves irresistibly from South to North across the Lake; perhaps in deference to this, the outlet at Taupo is called the Waikato.

          
It breaks from the Lake with a great swirl and wave of silent water. Now it is deep, jade-green, powerful, and filled with a mighty urge of movement. It is so clear that forty feet looks like a pane of glass. It passes by the wharf and the white boat-houses, and
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through the green banks of the old Constabulary orchard that is a motorcamp now.

          
The river turns toward Wairakei, and the banks are grey rock walls. They confine the current to an irresistible force that hurtles on, as though to doom, toward the pale mist of spray which hangs over the canyon of the Huka Falls. From that roaring drop, it is flung on, swifter and swifter yet, green as emeralds and white as snow, caught in the narrowing gorge of the Aratiatia, and plunged in a glorious maelstrom of colour and fury which shakes the very earth in its majesty.

          
Wairakei is left far behind, that wonderland of leaping steam and opal waters, and the river begins to run quieter, fuller, broader. It passes by native villages, by blue upland plains, and far pine plantations. The steamplumes of Ohaki rise like tall white flowers by the green banks.

          
A little way more, and the colour and glory of the Place-of-Adorning … Orakei-Korako … is thrown down by the banks like a necklace of precious stones. Cool and green and shining, the waters of Waikato slide by rosecoloured cliffs, by rocks streaked with gold and flame and saffron, by the lacy diamond fret of geysers, by glistening slides of unearthly white silica.

          
The waters pass the legend-haunted valley of Atiamuri, and the great rock, and imperceptibly the fascination and colour of the thermal lands is beginning to be left behind. Away and ahead is Arapuni. The current is turned to its man-diverted bed, and to the great water-races and the humming turbines. The power flows out by the tall steel pylons, over the hills and across the Island to farm and home and factory and street.

          
But the waters flow on, regaining their powerful placidity. Now they enter upon farming country; they pass by the little town of Cambridge with its wide grey streets and English trees and rolling green fields. They pass by hayfields, mellow under the summer sun, by grazing herds of cattle, by sheep dotting the long slopes with white.

          
On through the famed farming lands of the Waikato Valley the waters pass; they approach Hamilton, and pass through the grey town in a great shining curve of gentle colour. Misty elms and willows look down to the water; gardens line the banks; the long traffic bridge cuts a perfect are above the reflections.

          
The Waikato flows northward, stronger, deeper, still more powerful.
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It passes through the country of the Maori king, by old bush valleys where the echo of the war-conch still seems to linger, where palisaded forts crumble among the fern, and battle-canoes lie rotted in the shallows. Flourishing Maori villages line the banks, and peaceful farm lands. At Ngaruawahia is held the famous Regatta, when Maoris from all over the Island gather, and the crack oarsmen of the Dominion come to wrestle for honour upon that smooth-flowing stretch of water.

          
But the river flows inexorably northward, through the willow stretches and overflows of Mercer, greener, mistier, moving slower and slower. It is near the end of its journey now; it turns westward, away from the ways of men, toward the bush and the lazy tidal stretches, and slowly, majestically, widening and swelling, it passes down the inlet to the sea.
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Safety By Rail
          

          
The American transport accident figures for 1938 have been analysed by statisticians whose conclusions indicate once again the superior safety of railways over other forms of transport. Passengers are 14 times safer in a train in the United States than in a bus, 32 times safer than in a regular air liner, and 544 times safer than in a passenger aeroplane of any type. Statistics of this kind deserve an airing now and then if only to remind one that “Safer by Rail” is more than a mere slogan.
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(

By 
“
Shibli Bagarag.”
)

        

          
A Literary Page or Two

          

In my notice of the first published volume of Centennial Surveys, “The Discovery of New Zealand” by Dr. J. C. Beaglehole, I propose to write more as to the bibliographical and literary aspects. Other reviewers will, as I know from past experience, deal more with the historical side of the book—its actual contents.

          
First let me say that this country is fortunate in the control and personnel of its Department of Internal Affairs. Under its control we have a specialised staff to deal with the important matter of Centennial publications and that this work is being carried out in a manner worthy of the occasion has been evident already in the first issues of “Making New Zealand.” Now we have the first of the thirteen Centennial Surveys, the format of which is suggestive of such meticulous consideration as to be the work of a First Editions Society. The type used is monotype, Aldine Bembo, of which the text is set in thirteen point. The printing and binding by Whitcombe & Tombs Ltd. is certainly one of the most satisfying jobs ever produced in this country. Illustrations beautifully produced, appendix, sources and index give their touch of completeness to the book.

          
As for the contents, the literary style is easy to read and the story is related with clarity, colour, and interest. We meet the early Maori voyagers to New Zealand, then the indomitable Dutchman (Tasman), James Cook and the nature-loving Banks, and finally D'Urville, the navigator with the artistic soul. Their respective parts in the discovery of New Zealand, the adventure and romance of it all as pictured by Dr. Beaglehole, took me back to the joy of reading when I pored over “The Coral Island.”

          
The next Centennial volume will be “Settlers and Pioneers” by James Cowan.

          
* * *

          
A flourishing art society in Wellington is the Sketch Club. From time to time the committee invites art critics and writers to give talks and lectures. On one of these occasions a New Zealand writer who is a bookplate enthusiast suggested that members of the club might interest themselves in designing plates either for their own books, for members of the New Zealand Ex-Libris Society, or for owners of private libraries. By way of inducement he offered a prize of a Norman Lindsay original drawing to the member who would design the best bookplate. I looked over the entries for this competition and felt that the members of the Sketch Club had risen to the occasion. The winning design is reproduced in this issue. It is the work of Mr. Chambers. A good second in the competition was a neat and effective design by Miss Marjorie Mills, daughter of Tom Mills, of Feilding.

          
* * *

          
While much publicity has been given to a host of Centennial publications very little has been written about “New Zealand Centennial News” which was first issued by the Department of Internal Affairs some months before our Centennial celebrations commenced. Apart from the publicity this publication has given to the Centennial, many interesting and valuable articles have appeared in its pages. I have carefully filed each of the twelve issues published to date. There are many articles I will have occasion to refer to from time to time and for this reason I hope that the final issue will set the seal on a record of permanent interest by including an index. The wisdom of the Department in appointing as editor an experienced journalist of the calibre of Leo Fanning, has been more than justified.

          

            

[image: The winning book-plate design in the competition recently conducted by the Sketch Club.]
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* * *

        

        

          

            
Reviews.
          

          
“The Hundred Years” by Sir James Elliott (Robert Hale, London) is a unique contribution to New Zealand literature. Here we have wrapped up in a full length novel a history of the first hundred years of New Zealand. Apart from the fictional interest, the historical narrative contains a wealth of information. The author must have gathered his material for the background of the early days in a very thorough manner and from fruitful sources. Well-known historical people and places are pictured with considerable detail. Whaling expeditions, land bartering, Maori wars, in fact the whole colourful pioneer panorama, is unrolled before the eyes of the reader. The central figure, Oliver Scott, is introduced to us in Sydney in the year 1839, and shortly afterwards he leaves in the 
Success for New Zealand to embark
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on his adventurous career in these islands, where later he establishes his home. The early days in and around Wellington are interestingly described. There is, however, a surprise for the reader in Chapter 
Vii when our hero leaves for Ireland. Scenes of famine and distress are graphically described and then we find the reason for the sudden change of locale for we are introduced to Oliver Scott's future wife. The scene quickly changes to New Zealand again and so we are carried forward through the adventurous years, even to the advent of the Labour Government, An interesting story, told in a simple direct language.

          
* * *

          
“The Dog, Its Ailments & Diseases,” by B. A. McMichan, R.N.S. (Angus & Robertson, Sydney) is claimed to be the most authoritative and practical book of its kind issued in Australia. The copy under notice is a second edition and because of this I am glad for I can safely recommend it on the basis of the splendid reception given to the first book. My contact with dogs has been confined to patting them on the head when their tails are wagging. So I will quote the “Kennel Gazette,” which has described the work as “of especial value to all dog owners who have the physical well-being of their pets at heart.” The book is well arranged and illustrated and contains a glossary of medical terms, index, etc.

          
* * *

          
“Dark Interlude,” by E. V. Timms (Angus & Robertson, Sydney), tells an eerie and uncanny story of a train journey. I am just wondering whether I could have stood up to the excitement of the story if I had read it during a train journey. There is, however, enough realism in it to complete the picture even if you read it in your arm chair. Two men and a woman join a train at a wayside junction. The guard tells them that they have no right there as it is a special. Strange passengers dressed in clothes of a byegone age appear and disappear mysteriously. The body of a murdered man is discovered and then strangely removed. Voices are raised in violent argument and lights go out, and the train rushes on its way through darkness. You pursue the story breathlessly wondering how it will end and when the climax comes you marvel at its ingenuity.

          
* * *

          
“A Maori Legend of Old Tauranga” and other verses by J. Harrison comes from the “Bay of, Plenty Times” office. The verse is pleasant, easy reading, the metre being built on the style of Longfellow's “Hiawatha.” The Legend is a lengthy poem in seven parts, is strong in its Maori atmosphere and follows its rhythmic path to a tragic and then peaceful conclusion. The author has provided a cover sketch for his attractive little booklet.

          
* * *

          
“Such Things Were” by C. W. Vennell (A. H. & A. W. Reed, Dunedin and Wellington) is an important Centennial book dealing with the history of Cambridge and carrying the imprimatur of the Cambridge Centennial Committee. Here is a book that in most respects should be a model for Centennial publications; it is wellwritten, the facts carefully authenticated, it is easy to read, nicely illustrated and is well arranged, bound and printed. Most important of all, the work is wholeheartedly commended by James Cowan who observes in his foreword: “This story, which should rank as a standard history over a much wider area than Cambridge district, will appeal to the general reader on its merits as a narrative of true colonial adventure.” The account of the Maori wars, introducing such famous figures as Te Waharoa, Te Rauparaha, Rewi Maniapoto and Te Kooti, provides many exciting pages. As James Cowan remarks, “the author did not cook up his facts in libraries … he took time for field research and followed up the tracks of the olden war-parties and later military, with pains and enthusiasm.
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* * *

          
“Old Westland” by E. Iveagh Lord (Whitcombe & Tombs Ltd.) is another interesting Centennial publication telling the story of the golden West Coast and the greenstone age of old Westland. The period covered is not the hundred years of other Centennial publications, since the book opens with the “dawn days” of the world when Maori mythology tells of the arrival of Chief Ngahue on the West Coast, and finishes with the last big gold rush on the Coast (in 1876). This is one of the most colourful of Centennial publications. The lure of gold introduces many remarkable figures even to the notorious Bully Hayes and the Burgess-LevyKelly-Sullivan gang. As against these names is a grand record of intrepid explorers, famous public men, including, of course, Richard John Seddon. The story of the early exploration work tells of hardship and endurance equal to that from any part of the world. This is a fascinating and interesting book and one that will probably be more generally read, because of its human interest.

          
“Old Westland” contains an introduction by Mr. Justice Northcroft and is an official Centennial record.

          
* * *

          
“First Aid at a Glance” by W. H. London (Angus & Robertson, Sydney) is a compact and concise manual of first aid to the sick and injured, including air raid and gas casualties. The author is a well-known first-aid lecturer and instructor and shows a capacity for imparting his knowledge in simple, clear and concise form. The book is up-to-the-minute and will I am sure be in demand.
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Scene I—The Gold-Diggers' Camp.

          

The tents and slab huts of a hundred treasure-hunters whitened the banks of the Kapanga Creek and the small streams that came tumbling down from the wooded ranges to the muddy foreshore of Coromandel Harbour. The tentage cover was of all shapes and sizes; the shanties of split timber were mostly roofed with brown strips of tangae, the bark of the totara tree. Some had a covering of blackpine shingles, neatly nailed in overlapping layers. There were not many bushmen-diggers who went to the trouble of shingling their huts; the care they took to make their quarters weatherproof might be taken as an indication that they were there to stay, or at any rate to give their claims a thorough and patient trial. Old warrior Hauauru, the West Wind, had compared the restless gold-diggers in his domains with the wandering albatross, which stopped to pick up a bit of food here and a bit there, and then passed on. The white man just paused long enough to get a trifle of gold, that worthless looking thing “not as big as a sandfly” and not so useful as a bit of fernroot; then he was off again like the bird of the ocean. But the man under the shingled roof—sometimes he even had a little vegetable garden patch —clearly intended to hang on a while.

          
The mining claims pitted the ferny slopes for a mile or more above the tideway, to the ragged and stumpblackened edge of the forest that went climbing up in waves and tiers of foliage to the range top. The first wild rush to the Coromandel diggings had passed by this time, mid-winter of 1863, and many diggers had left the field with their picks and shovels and wash-dishes, selling out for a five-pound note, or just walking out.

          
Sundown was knock-off time. To make a ship-shape ceremony of it some digger from the Bendigo and Ballarat fields had introduced the Australian touch by firing a shot from his gun each evening. The crack and the bellow echoing far up the valley and dying away in the foggy ravines told those diggers who were toiling down below that it was time for fire and tucker. Clay-stained figures stepped out of the buckets wound up by their mates at the windlass. Presently fires were twinkling all over the field, and smoke from scores of cooking places rose in blue columns and wreaths. There you would smell that most characteristic incense of the New Zealand wilds—the scent of burning manuka. Little mists crept from the murmuring stream gullies to blend with the smoke of the diggers' camps.

          
The frying-pan was on; the billy was boiled—they called it the quart-pot in those years of the ‘sixties. Bacon and damper and hard biscuit, and here and there a pigeon from the bush, or a snapper or kingfish from the harbour; that was diggers’ fare. The most delicious fish in the world were there for the catching, and what could be better fare than a fat pigeon, stuffed almost to bursting with the resinous hinau and tawa berries that were abundant right up to midwinter, or a big kaka parrot that could easily be knocked over when it came fluttering and 
ka-ka-ing around at the imitation of its raucous screech. After the freezing and sterile wastes of the Otago fields, with scarcely a patch of scrub to give fuel, the diggers lived in cheapness and luxury on the Coromandel shore. Food in water and bush, firewood without limit, running water everywhere; all they needed was a trifle of flour and tea and sugar and now and again a side of bacon from the town of Auckland a few hours' sail away across the Gulf.

          
It was not yet quite dark when a miner came out of a slab-and-sail cloth hut beside the Kapanga and descended the gravelly bank with his greasy tin dishes. He proceeded to wash them by the simple process of swishing them about in the gravel and the swift water. A concertina and a jews harp made melody in a neighbouring camp. The



dish-washer leisurely squatting there drying his tinware raised his voice in a song like a shipboard forebitter:

          

            

              
“Come all ye bright young fellows
            


            

              
Who have a mind to range
            


            

              
Into some far-off country,
            


            

              
Your fortunes for to change.
            


            

              
Come rove with me along the banks
            


            

              
Of the blessed O-hi-o;
            


            

              
Oh, the prairie we will wonder
            


            

              
And we'll chase the buffalo.”
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The cheerful singer of the Far West ditty was a lean-framed, hard-featured fellow with a short-pointed red beard; a touch of the American frontiersman about his dress. Sam Nicholls was a Forty-niner. He had fossicked for gold on half a score of fields, from Sacramento to Bendigo and Gabriel's Gully; he had heard the six-shooters cracking in the wild camp towns; he had been one of the Vigilantes that helped to rid infant San Francisco of some of its bad bargains. His digging mate, Von Tempsky, in this Coromandel claim, Number Eight on the Goldfields Warden's register, had been only a year later than Forty-nine himself in the great Californian rush.

          
“You'll have to revise your ‘Comeall-ye,’ old man,” said Nicholls' mate, who had made the early tea and gone down to the beach to meet the mail cutter. He was a swarthy, foreignlooking man, sparse of beard and long of hair under his black-pointed wideawake. His high cheek-bones gave a touch of the Tartar to his Magyar features. He had a newspaper in his hand. “Never mind your buffalo; we'll make it ‘Maori foe’ now. Here's the ‘Southern Cross’ just in from Auckland. Come inside and read the latest from the Maori war front. The old sword is ready to jump from its sheath again, my friend.”

          
The Waikato War had just begun, the campaign that was to end in the seizure from the Maori King's tribes of a vast area of native country in the heart of the province. “Here, see what this says, first of all.” Nicholls took the paper opened at the war news and Militia notices. This was the invitation to arms that he read out aloud, above the rushing of the creek:

        

        

          
To Militiamen and Others.

          

            

Active Young Men, having some experience of New Zealand forests, may now confer a benefit upon the Colony, and also ensure a comparatively free and exciting life for themselves, by joining a Corps of Forest Volunteers, now being enrolled in this province to act as the Taranaki Volunteers have acted in striking terror into the marauding natives, by operations not in the power of ordinary troops.
          

          

            
By joining the Corps the routine of Militia life may be got rid of and a body of active and pleasant comrades ensured.
          

          

            
Only men of good character wanted.
          

          

            
For further information apply to the office of the “Daily Southern Cross,” O'Connell Street, Auckland, 31st July, 1863.
          

          
“What do you think of it, Sam?” asked Von Tempsky, eagerly. “I'm off; I must have a hand in this. I'll never let a chance of active service slip. Do you think I could enlist a corps here on the diggings, a company of my own? They're at it in Auckland; but there's good stuff here on the diggings.”

          
Sam's reply was non-committal. But he thought Von could put it to the diggers at any rate. There were many likely young men here, fellows used to roughing it. Most of them had been sailors and bushmen before they took to the diggings life.

          
“I'll put it to them straight away, Sam, if you can get them together. You know them better than I do. They'll roll up for you.”

        

        

          
A Camp-fire Council.

          
So, giving the camp time to get through its tea, Sam convened a gathering by dint of a joyful noise on a frying-pan and a loudly-bawled invitation to roll up, roll up, and hear the news of battle.

          
Forty or fifty diggers strolled up presently, in ones and twos and threes, to the cheery blaze of a fire Von Tempsky had set going on a terrace above the Kapanga; they squatted around, smoking, free and easy, and waited in silence.

          
Von Tempsky stood in the circle of firelight, read the martial invitation, and without any more preamble called for volunteers. He was a soldier; he would offer the services of a company of his own to the Government if he obtained fifty recruits.

          
“How do we know that you can lead a company?” asked one young digger. “We've only your word for that.”

          
“Don't you make any mistake, mine friend,” said Von Tempsky in his quick sharp way. “I was schooled in the best soldiering school in the world”–he pronounced it with a “v”—“and what is more, I have fought against good bush fighters and have beaten them. You can take it from me I am able to lead men and teach them what war is. Now, my friend who asked this question, I will take you on at anything you like. What is it—sword, revolver” (he pronounced it “refolfer”), “rifle, bowieknife, long-handled tomahawk, shorthandled tomahawk? Take your choice, and we'll have a set-to.”

          
There was a general laugh. The critic said no more.

          
“Come on, gentlemen,” Von Tempsky began again, “this is the great opportunity. If you don't volunteer, you'll
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be drafted into the Militia, mind that, and you'll curse it. We'll have better standing in the volunteers, we won't have to turn to and build redoubts and make roads for the troops. Oh, come along, I know what I am talking about! Fighting was my trade before the gold



fever got me. Now, who's with me to make up a company and tackle the Maoris at their own game?”

          
“Oh,” said one old digger after a while, “that's all very well for you, Von, you're one of them fire-eating chaps frothing to take a pot at anything. But the Maoris ain't a bad sort. We've got no quarrel with them. Why, there's Maoris here on the diggings, pegging in like any white man.”

          
“Yes,” said a miner, whose jungle of whiskers belied his youth, “I don't want no quarrel with the Macris. That's the Government's job. It wants the Maori land and doesn't care how it gets it. It makes all the mess, let it clean it up itself. None of this gun and tomahawk business for me.”

          
“By Jove, though, where are the Maori diggers?” This speaker looked around the camp. “Not one about tonight; and I don't think I have seen one all day.”

          
“Where do you think they are?” asked Von Tempsky impatiently. “They're off like Deerfoot to the fighting. They must have sloped before sun-up this morning. They didn't wait to talk all round it like you fellows.”

          
“Mein Gott!” exclaimed a big sailorlylooking man that the others called Dutchy. “That explains it! My doublebarrel gun's gone, but I didn't put it down to the Maoris when I missed it this morning. Mein Gott, it was a bully gun—one barrel rifled, the other smooth. I paid fifteen pound for it, I did that! I bet there's more than one gun gone from the camp.”

          
“I sleep with my weapons in the blankets with me,” said Von Tempsky. “Force of habit. Now I'm going to turn in, gentlemen, and let you talk it over.”
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When he had gone to his tent the group sat smoking in silence. Presently one digger growled out his opinion.

          
“Blessed furriner! Does he think Englishmen will serve under him? Danged if I will, Militia or no Militia.”

          
“Same here, Bill,” said another. “Why should we butt in to this silly war, and leave our claims to be jumped, all because this Prooshian or Rooshian or whatever he is wants the glory of it? These ‘Vons’ and ‘Schneider how you vas,’ and all dot! If we must go on the war-path and shoulder one of them long Enfields let's do it under a British officer—and that's bad enough, Heaven knows.”

          
Now the Forty-niner had his say for the first time. “Von Tempsky's my mate,” said Sam, “and, of course, I'll stick by him. I know the stuff he's made of, and let me tell you he's as good as any British man and a darned sight better than most. He's fought the Spanish in Central America for the British. I'm leaving it to him, and I'm quite ready to chuck my claim. It's panned out nothing so far but a bout of rheumatics for me.”

          
But Sam's voice was the only one raised for Von Tempsky. The speaker before him seemed to have expressed the general opinion. It was tolerably certain that no “furriner” would be able to enlist a company in that camp.

          
[Note.—This is the first episode in Von Tampsky's efforts to form a forest-ranging corps for the Maori War. The diggers did not know what an experienced bush-fighter they had among them. He had given good service to Britain in expeditions in Central America against Spanish stockades. As to nationality, there was more of the Pole than the Prussian in his ancestry and character. Further incidents in his New Zealand career will be given from narratives of his old Forest Rangers to the author.—J.C.]

        

        

          

            
Result “Puzzle Pie” No. 325.
          

          
In this contest the following competitors submitted correct solutions and divide the prize-money of £200 in Cash. Their names are:—

          

Auckland: Mrs. E. Osborne, Mrs. A. McGinness, M. Valvol, Mrs. E. Goodenough, Mr. S. Civil, Miss J. Civil, H. and M. Civil. 
Hastings: Mrs. S. Ryan, G. Ryan. 
Napier: Mrs. M. Barham, H. Moore-Wright. 
Botorua: Mrs. L. Keighley. 
Wanganui: E. Rayner, Mrs. L. Page, L. Page. 
Dannevirke: D. Huntley, G. Freeman, Mrs. W. Burlace. 
Masterton: Mrs. A. Wyeth. 
Eitham: A. Cooper, Mrs. J. Cooper, Miss M. Gower. 
Opotiki: G. Stevenson. 
Greatford: V. Peddie (3 shares). 
Mohaka: Mrs. G. Wainohu, Miss R. and Miss E. Wainohu, C. Wainohu, H. Pitiera. 
Inglewood: Mrs. L. Instone, L. Instone. 
Oakura: Mrs. M. Karaka. 
Stratford: Mrs. M. Cooper, Miss R. Coward. 
Palmerston North: H. Ayson, Miss M. Cockburn. 
Waihou: A. Young. 
Halcombe: Mrs. S. Smith, L. Smith. 
Petone: H. Laird, H. Knowles. 
Waikanae: G. Field, J. Field. 
Wellington: P. Sheehan (10 shares), Miss E. Robinson (10 shares), F. Orange, Mrs. M. Orange, Miss M. Keegan, J. Samuels, Miss D. Newman, Mrs. D. Round, L. Round, H. Cane, Miss G. Cane, Miss N. McDuff, D. Hicks, M. Boyd, A. McElwain, Mrs, A. Keenan, Mrs. R. Robertson, Miss E. Higgs, W. Sullivan, Miss B. McLeod, P. Field, R. Meyer, Miss N. Millar, M. Roche, A. Wogan, Mrs. –Noot, Mrs. R. Foon, G. Hill, J. Hickmott, J. Fuller, A. Russell, J. Hansen, Miss M. Hansen, Mrs. J. Hansen, Mrs. C. Smith, Miss A. McQuade, R. Durrant, F. O'Brien, H. Montague, R. Howe, Mrs. W. Pharazyn, L. Fenton, Miss M. Mackintosh, M. Hunt, Mrs. L. O'Sullivan, H. Astin, J. Connell, F. Hunt, J. Concher, Mrs. D. Geddes, A. Carmen, I. Field, Mrs. Geohegan, W. Hutchings, Mrs. A. MacAulay, P. Harrison, Mrs. M. Berthold, Mrs. E. Berthold, H. Berthold, C. Berthold, Mrs. C. Spiro, J. and S. Spiro. 
Nelson: Miss Dobb, Miss M. Thomas, Mrs. Best. 
Havelock: Mrs. R. Brown. 
Bienheim: Mrs. K. Snowden. 
Christchurch: Mrs. S. Bush, Mrs. B. Mayell, B. Mayell G. Davies, C. Taylor, Mrs. B. Corrigan, A. Corrigan, Mrs. B. Campbell, V. Cox (100 shares), R. Gordan, Mrs. M. Simpson (16 shares), J. Simpson (84 shares), J. Cassells, P. Davies (100 shares), A. Mitchell, G. Harrison (80 shares), P. Harrison (80 shares), Mrs. S. Sullivan, H. Smith (100 shares), S. Black, J. Mason (100 shares), S. Owen, Miss M. Anderson, Miss A. Burnaby (100 shares). 
Akaroa: Mrs. E. Maslen. 
Methven: Mrs. W. Ross, W. Ross. 
Ashburton: Mrs. F. Roberts, S. Roberts. 
Temuka: Mrs. L. Leary. 
Timaru: Miss G. Ayres, H. Scarf (2 shares). 
Norsewood: J. Mildon. 
Coalgate: Miss J. Mitchell. 
Dunedin: Mrs. A. Nash, S. Nash, G. Nash (3 shares), M. Baston, Mrs. J. Fergus, J. Anson, W. Wilson, H. Denley, Miss S. Hey, Mrs. G. Ramsay, Mrs. R. Samson, C. Samson, N. Terry, Mrs. E. Terry, J. Burns, Mrs. E. Robertson, Miss E. Griffiths, Mrs. J. Kirkwood, Mrs. M. Wood, Mrs. G. Bennett. 
Mataura: H. Pelham. 
Ranfurly: Mrs. R. McErlane. 
Milton: Mrs. L. Mitchell (39 shares). 
Waipahi: J. Ladewig. 
Patearoa: Mrs. F. McAtamney, Miss A. McAtamney, W. McAtamney. 
Port Molyneux: Mrs. S. McColl. 
Winton: Mrs. H. Hyde, Mrs. M. O'Malley, Misses M. and E. Kelly. 
Invercargill: G. Mitchell, Mrs. L, Mitchell, Miss B. Humphrey, P. Humphrey, W. Wong, I. Mitchell, Miss E. Johnston. 
Waikaka: Miss G. Browning. 
Gore: Mrs. M. Stewart, Mrs. I. Stewart, A. Stewart, J. Stewart (2 shares), M. O'Flynn, Mrs. V. Cross, Mrs. M. Jones, R. Lewis, V. Vernon. 
Bluff: H. Orr.

          
Each share will be 4/-, and the prizemoney will be posted on Monday, February 12th.

        

        

          

            
Solution To “Puzzle Pie” No. 335.
          

          
Paragraph from “N.Z. Truth,” 30th August, 1939: “As the car finally drew away, handkerchiefs fluttered from many of the windows and balconies, and the little crowd at the gate broke into a cheer which Mr. Savage acknowledged by a wave of his arm.”
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Scene I—The Gold-Diggers' Camp.

          

The tents and slab huts of a hundred treasure-hunters whitened the banks of the Kapanga Creek and the small streams that came tumbling down from the wooded ranges to the muddy foreshore of Coromandel Harbour. The tentage cover was of all shapes and sizes; the shanties of split timber were mostly roofed with brown strips of tangae, the bark of the totara tree. Some had a covering of blackpine shingles, neatly nailed in overlapping layers. There were not many bushmen-diggers who went to the trouble of shingling their huts; the care they took to make their quarters weatherproof might be taken as an indication that they were there to stay, or at any rate to give their claims a thorough and patient trial. Old warrior Hauauru, the West Wind, had compared the restless gold-diggers in his domains with the wandering albatross, which stopped to pick up a bit of food here and a bit there, and then passed on. The white man just paused long enough to get a trifle of gold, that worthless looking thing “not as big as a sandfly” and not so useful as a bit of fernroot; then he was off again like the bird of the ocean. But the man under the shingled roof—sometimes he even had a little vegetable garden patch —clearly intended to hang on a while.

          
The mining claims pitted the ferny slopes for a mile or more above the tideway, to the ragged and stumpblackened edge of the forest that went climbing up in waves and tiers of foliage to the range top. The first wild rush to the Coromandel diggings had passed by this time, mid-winter of 1863, and many diggers had left the field with their picks and shovels and wash-dishes, selling out for a five-pound note, or just walking out.

          
Sundown was knock-off time. To make a ship-shape ceremony of it some digger from the Bendigo and Ballarat fields had introduced the Australian touch by firing a shot from his gun each evening. The crack and the bellow echoing far up the valley and dying away in the foggy ravines told those diggers who were toiling down below that it was time for fire and tucker. Clay-stained figures stepped out of the buckets wound up by their mates at the windlass. Presently fires were twinkling all over the field, and smoke from scores of cooking places rose in blue columns and wreaths. There you would smell that most characteristic incense of the New Zealand wilds—the scent of burning manuka. Little mists crept from the murmuring stream gullies to blend with the smoke of the diggers' camps.

          
The frying-pan was on; the billy was boiled—they called it the quart-pot in those years of the ‘sixties. Bacon and damper and hard biscuit, and here and there a pigeon from the bush, or a snapper or kingfish from the harbour; that was diggers’ fare. The most delicious fish in the world were there for the catching, and what could be better fare than a fat pigeon, stuffed almost to bursting with the resinous hinau and tawa berries that were abundant right up to midwinter, or a big kaka parrot that could easily be knocked over when it came fluttering and 
ka-ka-ing around at the imitation of its raucous screech. After the freezing and sterile wastes of the Otago fields, with scarcely a patch of scrub to give fuel, the diggers lived in cheapness and luxury on the Coromandel shore. Food in water and bush, firewood without limit, running water everywhere; all they needed was a trifle of flour and tea and sugar and now and again a side of bacon from the town of Auckland a few hours' sail away across the Gulf.

          
It was not yet quite dark when a miner came out of a slab-and-sail cloth hut beside the Kapanga and descended the gravelly bank with his greasy tin dishes. He proceeded to wash them by the simple process of swishing them about in the gravel and the swift water. A concertina and a jews harp made melody in a neighbouring camp. The



dish-washer leisurely squatting there drying his tinware raised his voice in a song like a shipboard forebitter:

          

            

              
“Come all ye bright young fellows
            


            

              
Who have a mind to range
            


            

              
Into some far-off country,
            


            

              
Your fortunes for to change.
            


            

              
Come rove with me along the banks
            


            

              
Of the blessed O-hi-o;
            


            

              
Oh, the prairie we will wonder
            


            

              
And we'll chase the buffalo.”
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The cheerful singer of the Far West ditty was a lean-framed, hard-featured fellow with a short-pointed red beard; a touch of the American frontiersman about his dress. Sam Nicholls was a Forty-niner. He had fossicked for gold on half a score of fields, from Sacramento to Bendigo and Gabriel's Gully; he had heard the six-shooters cracking in the wild camp towns; he had been one of the Vigilantes that helped to rid infant San Francisco of some of its bad bargains. His digging mate, Von Tempsky, in this Coromandel claim, Number Eight on the Goldfields Warden's register, had been only a year later than Forty-nine himself in the great Californian rush.

          
“You'll have to revise your ‘Comeall-ye,’ old man,” said Nicholls' mate, who had made the early tea and gone down to the beach to meet the mail cutter. He was a swarthy, foreignlooking man, sparse of beard and long of hair under his black-pointed wideawake. His high cheek-bones gave a touch of the Tartar to his Magyar features. He had a newspaper in his hand. “Never mind your buffalo; we'll make it ‘Maori foe’ now. Here's the ‘Southern Cross’ just in from Auckland. Come inside and read the latest from the Maori war front. The old sword is ready to jump from its sheath again, my friend.”

          
The Waikato War had just begun, the campaign that was to end in the seizure from the Maori King's tribes of a vast area of native country in the heart of the province. “Here, see what this says, first of all.” Nicholls took the paper opened at the war news and Militia notices. This was the invitation to arms that he read out aloud, above the rushing of the creek:
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To Militiamen and Others



          
To Militiamen and Others.

          

            

Active Young Men, having some experience of New Zealand forests, may now confer a benefit upon the Colony, and also ensure a comparatively free and exciting life for themselves, by joining a Corps of Forest Volunteers, now being enrolled in this province to act as the Taranaki Volunteers have acted in striking terror into the marauding natives, by operations not in the power of ordinary troops.
          

          

            
By joining the Corps the routine of Militia life may be got rid of and a body of active and pleasant comrades ensured.
          

          

            
Only men of good character wanted.
          

          

            
For further information apply to the office of the “Daily Southern Cross,” O'Connell Street, Auckland, 31st July, 1863.
          

          
“What do you think of it, Sam?” asked Von Tempsky, eagerly. “I'm off; I must have a hand in this. I'll never let a chance of active service slip. Do you think I could enlist a corps here on the diggings, a company of my own? They're at it in Auckland; but there's good stuff here on the diggings.”

          
Sam's reply was non-committal. But he thought Von could put it to the diggers at any rate. There were many likely young men here, fellows used to roughing it. Most of them had been sailors and bushmen before they took to the diggings life.

          
“I'll put it to them straight away, Sam, if you can get them together. You know them better than I do. They'll roll up for you.”
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A Camp-fire Council.

          
So, giving the camp time to get through its tea, Sam convened a gathering by dint of a joyful noise on a frying-pan and a loudly-bawled invitation to roll up, roll up, and hear the news of battle.

          
Forty or fifty diggers strolled up presently, in ones and twos and threes, to the cheery blaze of a fire Von Tempsky had set going on a terrace above the Kapanga; they squatted around, smoking, free and easy, and waited in silence.

          
Von Tempsky stood in the circle of firelight, read the martial invitation, and without any more preamble called for volunteers. He was a soldier; he would offer the services of a company of his own to the Government if he obtained fifty recruits.

          
“How do we know that you can lead a company?” asked one young digger. “We've only your word for that.”

          
“Don't you make any mistake, mine friend,” said Von Tempsky in his quick sharp way. “I was schooled in the best soldiering school in the world”–he pronounced it with a “v”—“and what is more, I have fought against good bush fighters and have beaten them. You can take it from me I am able to lead men and teach them what war is. Now, my friend who asked this question, I will take you on at anything you like. What is it—sword, revolver” (he pronounced it “refolfer”), “rifle, bowieknife, long-handled tomahawk, shorthandled tomahawk? Take your choice, and we'll have a set-to.”

          
There was a general laugh. The critic said no more.

          
“Come on, gentlemen,” Von Tempsky began again, “this is the great opportunity. If you don't volunteer, you'll
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be drafted into the Militia, mind that, and you'll curse it. We'll have better standing in the volunteers, we won't have to turn to and build redoubts and make roads for the troops. Oh, come along, I know what I am talking about! Fighting was my trade before the gold



fever got me. Now, who's with me to make up a company and tackle the Maoris at their own game?”

          
“Oh,” said one old digger after a while, “that's all very well for you, Von, you're one of them fire-eating chaps frothing to take a pot at anything. But the Maoris ain't a bad sort. We've got no quarrel with them. Why, there's Maoris here on the diggings, pegging in like any white man.”

          
“Yes,” said a miner, whose jungle of whiskers belied his youth, “I don't want no quarrel with the Macris. That's the Government's job. It wants the Maori land and doesn't care how it gets it. It makes all the mess, let it clean it up itself. None of this gun and tomahawk business for me.”

          
“By Jove, though, where are the Maori diggers?” This speaker looked around the camp. “Not one about tonight; and I don't think I have seen one all day.”

          
“Where do you think they are?” asked Von Tempsky impatiently. “They're off like Deerfoot to the fighting. They must have sloped before sun-up this morning. They didn't wait to talk all round it like you fellows.”

          
“Mein Gott!” exclaimed a big sailorlylooking man that the others called Dutchy. “That explains it! My doublebarrel gun's gone, but I didn't put it down to the Maoris when I missed it this morning. Mein Gott, it was a bully gun—one barrel rifled, the other smooth. I paid fifteen pound for it, I did that! I bet there's more than one gun gone from the camp.”

          
“I sleep with my weapons in the blankets with me,” said Von Tempsky. “Force of habit. Now I'm going to turn in, gentlemen, and let you talk it over.”
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When he had gone to his tent the group sat smoking in silence. Presently one digger growled out his opinion.

          
“Blessed furriner! Does he think Englishmen will serve under him? Danged if I will, Militia or no Militia.”

          
“Same here, Bill,” said another. “Why should we butt in to this silly war, and leave our claims to be jumped, all because this Prooshian or Rooshian or whatever he is wants the glory of it? These ‘Vons’ and ‘Schneider how you vas,’ and all dot! If we must go on the war-path and shoulder one of them long Enfields let's do it under a British officer—and that's bad enough, Heaven knows.”

          
Now the Forty-niner had his say for the first time. “Von Tempsky's my mate,” said Sam, “and, of course, I'll stick by him. I know the stuff he's made of, and let me tell you he's as good as any British man and a darned sight better than most. He's fought the Spanish in Central America for the British. I'm leaving it to him, and I'm quite ready to chuck my claim. It's panned out nothing so far but a bout of rheumatics for me.”

          
But Sam's voice was the only one raised for Von Tempsky. The speaker before him seemed to have expressed the general opinion. It was tolerably certain that no “furriner” would be able to enlist a company in that camp.

          
[Note.—This is the first episode in Von Tampsky's efforts to form a forest-ranging corps for the Maori War. The diggers did not know what an experienced bush-fighter they had among them. He had given good service to Britain in expeditions in Central America against Spanish stockades. As to nationality, there was more of the Pole than the Prussian in his ancestry and character. Further incidents in his New Zealand career will be given from narratives of his old Forest Rangers to the author.—J.C.]
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Result “Puzzle Pie” No. 325.
          

          
In this contest the following competitors submitted correct solutions and divide the prize-money of £200 in Cash. Their names are:—

          

Auckland: Mrs. E. Osborne, Mrs. A. McGinness, M. Valvol, Mrs. E. Goodenough, Mr. S. Civil, Miss J. Civil, H. and M. Civil. 
Hastings: Mrs. S. Ryan, G. Ryan. 
Napier: Mrs. M. Barham, H. Moore-Wright. 
Botorua: Mrs. L. Keighley. 
Wanganui: E. Rayner, Mrs. L. Page, L. Page. 
Dannevirke: D. Huntley, G. Freeman, Mrs. W. Burlace. 
Masterton: Mrs. A. Wyeth. 
Eitham: A. Cooper, Mrs. J. Cooper, Miss M. Gower. 
Opotiki: G. Stevenson. 
Greatford: V. Peddie (3 shares). 
Mohaka: Mrs. G. Wainohu, Miss R. and Miss E. Wainohu, C. Wainohu, H. Pitiera. 
Inglewood: Mrs. L. Instone, L. Instone. 
Oakura: Mrs. M. Karaka. 
Stratford: Mrs. M. Cooper, Miss R. Coward. 
Palmerston North: H. Ayson, Miss M. Cockburn. 
Waihou: A. Young. 
Halcombe: Mrs. S. Smith, L. Smith. 
Petone: H. Laird, H. Knowles. 
Waikanae: G. Field, J. Field. 
Wellington: P. Sheehan (10 shares), Miss E. Robinson (10 shares), F. Orange, Mrs. M. Orange, Miss M. Keegan, J. Samuels, Miss D. Newman, Mrs. D. Round, L. Round, H. Cane, Miss G. Cane, Miss N. McDuff, D. Hicks, M. Boyd, A. McElwain, Mrs, A. Keenan, Mrs. R. Robertson, Miss E. Higgs, W. Sullivan, Miss B. McLeod, P. Field, R. Meyer, Miss N. Millar, M. Roche, A. Wogan, Mrs. –Noot, Mrs. R. Foon, G. Hill, J. Hickmott, J. Fuller, A. Russell, J. Hansen, Miss M. Hansen, Mrs. J. Hansen, Mrs. C. Smith, Miss A. McQuade, R. Durrant, F. O'Brien, H. Montague, R. Howe, Mrs. W. Pharazyn, L. Fenton, Miss M. Mackintosh, M. Hunt, Mrs. L. O'Sullivan, H. Astin, J. Connell, F. Hunt, J. Concher, Mrs. D. Geddes, A. Carmen, I. Field, Mrs. Geohegan, W. Hutchings, Mrs. A. MacAulay, P. Harrison, Mrs. M. Berthold, Mrs. E. Berthold, H. Berthold, C. Berthold, Mrs. C. Spiro, J. and S. Spiro. 
Nelson: Miss Dobb, Miss M. Thomas, Mrs. Best. 
Havelock: Mrs. R. Brown. 
Bienheim: Mrs. K. Snowden. 
Christchurch: Mrs. S. Bush, Mrs. B. Mayell, B. Mayell G. Davies, C. Taylor, Mrs. B. Corrigan, A. Corrigan, Mrs. B. Campbell, V. Cox (100 shares), R. Gordan, Mrs. M. Simpson (16 shares), J. Simpson (84 shares), J. Cassells, P. Davies (100 shares), A. Mitchell, G. Harrison (80 shares), P. Harrison (80 shares), Mrs. S. Sullivan, H. Smith (100 shares), S. Black, J. Mason (100 shares), S. Owen, Miss M. Anderson, Miss A. Burnaby (100 shares). 
Akaroa: Mrs. E. Maslen. 
Methven: Mrs. W. Ross, W. Ross. 
Ashburton: Mrs. F. Roberts, S. Roberts. 
Temuka: Mrs. L. Leary. 
Timaru: Miss G. Ayres, H. Scarf (2 shares). 
Norsewood: J. Mildon. 
Coalgate: Miss J. Mitchell. 
Dunedin: Mrs. A. Nash, S. Nash, G. Nash (3 shares), M. Baston, Mrs. J. Fergus, J. Anson, W. Wilson, H. Denley, Miss S. Hey, Mrs. G. Ramsay, Mrs. R. Samson, C. Samson, N. Terry, Mrs. E. Terry, J. Burns, Mrs. E. Robertson, Miss E. Griffiths, Mrs. J. Kirkwood, Mrs. M. Wood, Mrs. G. Bennett. 
Mataura: H. Pelham. 
Ranfurly: Mrs. R. McErlane. 
Milton: Mrs. L. Mitchell (39 shares). 
Waipahi: J. Ladewig. 
Patearoa: Mrs. F. McAtamney, Miss A. McAtamney, W. McAtamney. 
Port Molyneux: Mrs. S. McColl. 
Winton: Mrs. H. Hyde, Mrs. M. O'Malley, Misses M. and E. Kelly. 
Invercargill: G. Mitchell, Mrs. L, Mitchell, Miss B. Humphrey, P. Humphrey, W. Wong, I. Mitchell, Miss E. Johnston. 
Waikaka: Miss G. Browning. 
Gore: Mrs. M. Stewart, Mrs. I. Stewart, A. Stewart, J. Stewart (2 shares), M. O'Flynn, Mrs. V. Cross, Mrs. M. Jones, R. Lewis, V. Vernon. 
Bluff: H. Orr.

          
Each share will be 4/-, and the prizemoney will be posted on Monday, February 12th.
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Solution To “Puzzle Pie” No. 335.
          

          
Paragraph from “N.Z. Truth,” 30th August, 1939: “As the car finally drew away, handkerchiefs fluttered from many of the windows and balconies, and the little crowd at the gate broke into a cheer which Mr. Savage acknowledged by a wave of his arm.”
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Pursuits and Pastimes
              
            
          
        

        
(Pretrated and Illustrated by 

Ken Alexander)


        

          
One Darn Thing After Another.

          

Man'S relaxations are called spare-time pursuits. The word “pursuit” is a hang-over from the happy hunting grounds of the distant past when the pursuit of something or other was man's wholetime job. He pursued his dinner, his wife, his neighbour, and his father-inlaw.

          
To-day, most pursuits have to be pretty safe before the pursuer will take a hundred-per-cent. chance on them; although there 
are unenlightened people who still take the bull by the horns, the rhino by the tusk and the tiger by the tail. But most pursuers naturally want a guarantee that the one in front will stay in front until laid low by lethal weapon or legal document. Taking everything at farce value it is not surprising that the conglomerate stew of spats, ties, lipsticks and loin cloths is designated “the human race.”

        

        

          
Pursuing the Improbable.

          
Much of man's pursuing to-day is confined to abstract quarries such as an ambition to catch up with the hypothetical golfing achievements of that mendacious old bore, Colonel Bogey, getting as close as possible to the wildest improbability on a chess board, or getting the wood on the fickle “Kitty” on a bowling green.

          
When the concrete is pursued it usually takes the form of stag, rabbit, fish or football.

          
The object of this document is to glance fleetingly at the atavistic adumbrations of “homo roamo” in his relaxed moments. The basic idea of all pastimes is to pursue something whether it be an idea, an ideal, or something round that rolls, soars, bounds or trickles, in addition to the furred, feathered and finned children of the wild.

        

        

          
Hearts and Homes.

          
Winter is the season when pursuits are the more rugged and reckless–when man grasps gun, niblick, football and hockey stick and unleashes the rude health bequeathed to him by his ancestors of the Stone-and-bone Age and his pal Flintface. The word “sport” is described by optimistic lexicographers as meaning “play, romp, frolic, gambol, frisk.” Such a definition hints that the domed dictionarian is either a bit of a wag or blinded to reality by his long hair. He certainly knows little of the indignity of sport, more especially the brand called hunting, which entails hanging by one's chin-bristles to a sapling while grandpa boar sharpens his tusks on the soles of one's boots; or lying with one's face nestling in nettles whilst the melancholy moose moseys round the skyline with unchristian suspicion in his heart and nostrils.
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“The hypothetical golfing achievements of that mendacious old bore, Colonel Bogey.”


          

        

        

          
Hunting Humour.

          
Humour is described in the dictionary as “a mental quality which delights in ludicrous and mirthful ideas.” But a



better definition of the humour of hunting is: “Something funny—that happens to someone else.”

          
Hunting has always been fraught with fright. It calls for a happy, carefree, hardy nature, but, bless your heart, the chief pursuit of all pursuits is the pursuit.

        

        

          
The “Why?” in Golf.

          
Take golf! Why do men leave wives, children, mothers-in-law and mortgages—when the wind howls round the radio aerials and sailors at sea are battening down the bilge for a dirty night—just to pursue a vindictive little ball through wet grass with a bit of bent iron. Why? Otherwise “why?”

          
Summer yields a less fierce form of pursuits, the most mild and ruminative of which is fishing—either with rod and fly or beer and boat.

        

        

          
Fly and Lie.

          
The fly-fisher believes that “everything comes to him who wades.” He is a piscatorial Macawber, wading for something to turn up. The scope of his wandering is so wide that a legend has arisen relating to his poverty of veracity. There are even coarse persons who call him a liar. This is not fair; he is a creative artist who occasionally gets confused between (1) the fish he hopes to catch, (2) the fish he has caught, and (3) the fish he 
thinks he has caught. He simply has to be a man of imagination, for troutery demands strange knowledge far beyond the limits of mere fishing. Trout fishing is temperamentally affected by practically everything ranging through the value of the yen, the scarcity of calories in the Russian Diet, and the price of minnows in Minorca. A fly-fisher needs to be versatile, and if he is really earnest he takes a course in navigation, bone-setting, hammer-throwing, mesmerism, and pancake-tossing—just to be on the safe side.
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The Riddle Of The Deep.

          
Sea-fishing is nothing less than the pursuit of blind faith. In this it differs from other sports. When you shoot a duck you like to see it somewhere about; but when you go sea-fishing you simply sling your hook blindly, sustained by a couple of “quick ones” and a whole heap of faith. For all your eyes tell you the sea may be as devoid of fish as a bullock's breakfast. The fisher merely tosses a challenge to Chance. He may bring up a brace of schnapper or a bottle of Schnapps, a groper or a gridiron, a bonita or a boot. It's this haunting mystery of the sea, this riddle of the deep that gets him. For:

          

            
Ten million million fish there be,


            
Invisible within the sea.


            
It's very hard indeed to ponder,


            
With all those flashing fish down yonder,


            
That seldom, when I drop a hook,


            
Do fishes give the bait a look.


            
The schnapper and his salty donah,


            
Jush flip a fin and gurgle, “Jonah!”


            
But still, where breakers shoot the


            
schute,


            
We stick to this sublime pursuit


            
For, though some people vote it slow,


            
Our motto is “You never know.”
          

        

        

          
Bites and Gulps.

          
In sea-fishing the keg is mightier than the hook. The two forms of seafishing are known as fishing “with” and fishing “without.” Fishing “without” is only indulged in by vulgar seekers after profit, men without souls and thirsts, men who throw wet fish over everybody in the boat so that they can't get a wink of fishing.

          
Fishing “without” is never indulged in by men who thirst after things higher, but not drier, than fish. Such a fisher doesn't need to worry about bites so long as there are gulps. In fact, he often leaves his fishing gear at home and has been known to push fish out of the boat rather than allow his pints to be disturbed by gills.

          
It is not difficult to grasp dear old Izaak Walton's idea about the soulful somnolence of fishing—provided you don't run away with the idea that fish are necessary to fishing. Of all the pursuits give us fishing.

          

            
A keg of beer lashed safely in the


            
bow,


            
A warming sun, a fisher's thirst—and


            
how!


            
Ah, this is Paradise enow.
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Bites and Gulps.

          
In sea-fishing the keg is mightier than the hook. The two forms of seafishing are known as fishing “with” and fishing “without.” Fishing “without” is only indulged in by vulgar seekers after profit, men without souls and thirsts, men who throw wet fish over everybody in the boat so that they can't get a wink of fishing.

          
Fishing “without” is never indulged in by men who thirst after things higher, but not drier, than fish. Such a fisher doesn't need to worry about bites so long as there are gulps. In fact, he often leaves his fishing gear at home and has been known to push fish out of the boat rather than allow his pints to be disturbed by gills.
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Buy New Zealand Goods
          

          
(
Continued from page 
16



          
Here the whole delicious world of wooden toys is created almost daily; wooden barrows, rocking-horses, tiny tables, little cradles, small ships, and a list of others that could fill this page. Among the maze here of buzzers, ripsaws, bending machines, endless knife cutters, and other wood turning and moulding implements, the star is the “High Speed Router.”

          
This is a revolutionary mechanism. The pattern is routed out and attached underneath the piece of timber to be fashioned. A spinning knob is on the lower plate, and the operative simply revolves the cut-out pattern round the knob and the answering cutting knives make the exact copy.

          
This enables such delicate precision jobs as pencil cases with their fine divisions to be made at great speed. Matai, by the way, is the staple timber at Trewheela's. Under the same roof is a practical and workmanlike unit called the Walnut Furnishing Company which handles the complete interior range of fittings for the Housing Construction Department.

          
There was a diversity that was exciting about this last journey, and it had one entirely new feature: I found that New Zealand women were playing their part in the pioneering of new production.

          
It was comforting, too, to discover that our own land provides us with raw materials so widely different as fine clays for porcelain work, to timbers that range from the requisites for inlay work, to ladder building.
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Visit to Centennial Exhibition
          


          
Children From Northland
        

        
The culmination of weeks of hard work and of joyous anticipation on the part of the children of the Northland, was reached on Saturday, 20th January, when a total of 660 children and adults arrived in Wellington by special train from Whangarei on a visit to the Centennial Exhibition.

        
The organising spirit behind this enterprising and successful effort was Mr. Cocksfield, Children's Editor of the “Northern Advocate,” Whangarei, who, through the local “Kupe Club” was instrumental in collecting a sum exceeding £3,000 throughout the Northland district for this educational purpose.

        
The children associated with the various children's branches of the “Kupe Club” worked with enthusiasm in the collection of funds (some districts being covered on foot) and for their part made a substantial contribution towards the success of the enterprise.

        
The Railways Department approved a special fare of 30/return from any station in the Northland area—a notable concession which won the enthusiastic praise of the “Northern Advocate” and of everyone connected with the organising plans.

        
Special arrangements for meals en route were made by the Railways Refreshment Branch and the billeting of the children in Wellington was in the hands of the Education Department. In addition to the Centennial Exhibition, the children visited some of the big industrial plants in the vicinity of Wellington, and spent other pleasant hours in tours of the city and environs.

        
The return journey was made by special train on Friday, 26th January. Altogether, it was a memorable holiday for the children of the Northland and one which they will not soon forget.

        
In this country of endless natural riches, there are still countless sources for industrial expansion.
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An Appreciation

        
The following is an extract from a letter received recently by the General Manager of Railways from a regular user of the trains in the Wellington-Hutt suburban service, who, for personal reasons, wishes to remain anonymous:—

        
“Having now completed practically six years of daily travel as a suburban passenger, it seems opportune to express my appreciation of the efficient and courteous service received by myself and family during that time.
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Complex turning-mechanism at Barr-Brown's, Wellington.


        

        
“I should like to mention, particularly, the considerate and excellent work of the locomotive staff and the attention and care shown by the guards to all passengers. Under sometimes very difficult conditions, I think there is very little fault to be found with our treatment.”
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Our Women's Section
              


              
Late Summer
            
          
        

        

          
(
By 
Helen)

        

        

          

            
Looking Forward
          

          

The frocks sketched belong to this season but have a touch of the next. The black silk, formal, plain, with fitted corselet waist, and bodice and skirt fullness, has an engaging ruffle of white eyelet embroidery at neck and wrists. The same ruffling will lend distinction to a fine woollen in the same style for autumn.

          
Perhaps you will buy a piece of plaid silk at the sales. Make it up as simply as possible, with short sleeves and a slim waist. Wear a narrow belt. (Belts for autumn will be narrow or of medium width). You'll want a coatee to make it a town outfit. Face the lapels with plaid. This gay jacket may pair off, at times, with something plain from your wardrobe—and watch that plain frock perk up in good company!

          
Here's another idea for a dress fillip. Buy a velvet remnant and some narrow gold braid. From the velvet make thongs or “strings,” and arrange six or seven of them to make a collar. Fasten in position, every few inches, by a cross-piece of gold braid. Make a belt in the same way.

          
As it's sale time, you may be buying silk dress-lengths for winter afternoons at home. Plan carefully before having frocks made up. Aim at the new silhouette which is youthful and flattering, with its low-placed front fullness and flat back. Don't worry unduly if your waist is not of Victorian dimensions. A careful choosing of styles will create the necessary optical illusion and take inches, apparently, off your beltline.

        

        

          

Mother's Time And Mother's Money.


She Must Look After Herself.

          
The housewife and mother too often drags wearily through her day, her only outing the necessary household shopping trip, her only “rest” period the time when she sits down to mend, or shell peas or iron. Drearily she wonders how her life has become so drab. Her husband is just as fond of her, but she misses something in herself. She looks back, perhaps over only a few years, at the girl she used to be and marvels how she, who was so gay and happy, has now become so uninteresting, even to herself.

          
How has it happened? In her case it is true that “woman's work is never done.” With the advent of the children she has lost her leisure. From getting up to bed-time she goes from task to task, caring for her husband and children, their clothes, their meals, their surroundings. There is no one to do the same for her—unless she can afford a maid. Therefore the only help is in her hands. Somehow she must claim her share of attention.

          
Why should the children's hair be washed and brushed so thoroughly, while mother's is given a swift run through with a comb each morning, and a shampoo “when she has time”? Why should the children be dressed as well as any of their friends, while mother carries on with what she has, because “she has no time to do the rounds of the shops, and anyway she doesn't go out much”? Why should the rest of the family have time for books and magazines while mother contents herself with an occasional glance at the newspaper? Why? Why? Why?

          
Mother, in devotion to the needs of her family, is neglecting herself, and no husband, no children, however helpful, can prevent a woman robbing herself in this way.

          
The woman has to convince herself that she is as important as anyone else in the household, for their sake as well as for hers. Somehow she has to find time to devote to herself. It will require determination, and planning, and again determination, to manage this, once the “household drudge” state has been reached.

          
Early rising is a solution for many mothers. Morning energy can cope with
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the ordinary household cleaning before breakfast; and an early bird of a mother gets the family on the scene in time to do their share in the way of bedmaking, own room mopping and dusting, etc., before departing for school or office.

          
With breakfast over (and dishes washed by the young ones), mother can look round on a clean, tidy house and a morning to organize as she wishes, with extra household tasks and shopping, and time left over for herself. The afternoon, too, will have its freedom. Of course this time is stolen from the early morning when mother otherwise would have been sleeping, and it is up to her to see that she has a rest period, with feet up, either before or after lunch, in order that she may not be tired in the evening.

          
Having found how to gain an extra hour or two, the clever woman will use it to advantage, 
for herself.


          
As for the clothes problem, any married woman will tell you that her housekeeping money goes on food, and clothes for the children, and somehow there's very little left for herself. But why should she always be the last to dip into the purse? She has to fight her own self-denying instincts by setting aside her fair share, each pay day, for personal expenses, including clothes. It's the only way, isn't it, you mothers of families?

        

        

          

Electrical Cooking.


Points for Economy.

          
(
Concluded.)

          


	1.
	
              Turn off cooker main switch when cooking is finished. Do not waste heat —cook as many dishes as possible in the oven at one time.
            


	2.
	
              Arrange the shelves in the oven and remove all surplus tins, etc., before switching on to heat the oven. Have the food assembled near the oven so that it can be packed in with the minimum loss of time and heat.
            


	3.
	
              Electric ovens and boiling plates keep hot for a while after the switch is off. Use up this heat by getting into the habit of switching off before the food is quite ready to serve, or by having something to go into the oven which will cook on the retained heat.
            


	4.
	
              When using the oven for one or two dishes requiring short cooking periods or a falling temperature, take full advantage of the heat-retaining properties of the electric oven, by switching off when a hot oven has been reached.
            


	5.
	
              Foods taking 30 minutes or longer to cook may be put into a cold oven and the switch turned to high until a temperature slightly lower than that normally used to cook the food is reached. Then switch down.
            


	6.
	
              When vegetables have come to the boil on the boiling plate, switch to low, then off, and experiment to see how long the switch may be off and the contents of the pan continue to boil. The success of this procedure will depend on the type of pan being used. It is essential that flat-based pans be used on the solid type of boiling plate.
            


	7.
	
              Use a large pan covering the whole surface of the boiling plate even though heating a small quantity of food.
            


	8.
	
              Remember to use a lid on every pan, and two or three pans will keep boiling on one boiling plate.
            


	9.
	
              Remember that vegetables when cooked in the oven require a longer cooking period.
            


	10.
	
              Put a bowl of water to heat for washing-up into the oven when cooking is finished, but stand it in a baking tin or tray so that it is easy to remove.
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Health Notes.


Catarrh.

          
Catarrh is not usually considered as a dangerous disease; when it affects the nose and throat, however, it may cause the development of complications which may have a definite effect on health–such as tonsil trouble, loss of hearing, etc.

          
It is generally understood that an excessive accumulation in the blood of material formed from the carbohydrate foods (sugars and starches) is responsible for catarrh. The mucous membranes become irritated and develop a chronic state of congestion and exude an excessive amount of mucus.

          
In order to effect a cure it is of the utmost importance to cleanse the bloodstream of its accumulation of toxic material as quickly as possible and then to plan a diet free from those foods which have caused the trouble.

          
The diet should include an abundance of vegetables—cooked and uncooked–fresh, juicy fruit, wholemeal bread and butter, a few raisins or figs, etc. Tea, coffee, alcoholic beverages, condiments, should be avoided as well as all stimulating foods and drinks.

          
Exercise is a very important factor in the treatment of catarrh. Long walks are recommended, together with deepbreathing exercises performed daily. As much time as possible should be spent out-of-doors and hot stuffy rooms avoided.

          
Catarrh can only persist when the impurities in the blood are present–therefore remove the causes and guard against further trouble.
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Fresh Fruits And Vegetables.
          

          

            
One of the most encouraging changes in the diet concerns the increasing use of fruits and vegetables.

            
Vegetables should be washed in cold water, but not soaked. Save the water in which the vegetables are cooked for making sauces and soups, as this water contains the most valuable part of the vegetables—the mineral salts and vitamins.

          

          

            
Spinach.

            
Take fresh spinach leaves and tear them in pieces, removing the veins and stalks. Wash in several waters, shake a little and put into a saucepan. Do not put in any water, the moisture clinging to the leaves is sufficient to cook them. Steam till tender. Turn into a colander to drain and press well with a wooden spoon or basin till no moisture will come away. Turn on to a board and chop as fine as possible. Put into a saucepan with a piece of butter and stir till very hot. A little milk or cream may be added.

          

          

            
Carrots and Peas.

            
Wash, scrape and cut young carrots in small cubes or fancy shapes; cook until soft in boiling salted water. Drain, add an equal quantity of cooked green peas, and season with butter, salt and pepper.

          

          

            
Tomato and Mushroom Pudding.

            
Four large tomatoes, peeled and sliced; 4 ozs. breadcrumbs; paprika; 1/2 lb. mushrooms, skinned; 2 ozs. butter.

            
Grease a basin and put the sliced tomatoes all round, and then alternate layers of breadcrumbs and mushrooms. Season each layer with paprika and dot with butter. Finish with a layer of breadcrumbs, cover with greased paper and steam for one hour. Serve with tomato sauce.

          

          

            
Vegetable Stew.

            
Two leeks; one turnip; two large onions; 2 ozs. butter; paprika; two carrots; one parsnip; 1 lb. potatoes; quart water.

            
Peel and cut up all the vegetables except the potatoes and fry in the butter until golden brown. Add the water and simmer for an hour. Add the potatoes and seasoning. Cook for a further twenty minutes.

          

          

            
Vegetable Cutlets.

            
Cooked sieved carrots; cooked sieved peas; chopped celery; chopped onion; chopped parsley; a little mashed potato; egg yolks; a little baking powder mixed with the potato.

            
Form into cutlets and fry in olive oil or fat.

          

          

            
Grated Carrots.

            
Grate some lightly-scraped carrots with a coarse grater. Put into a small, covered casserole or piedish and sprinkle lightly with salt and pepper, then add a few dabs of butter. Cover and place in an oven for twelve to fifteen minutes. Serve around spinach rings.

          

        

        

          

            
Fruits.
          

          

            
Fruit Mousse.

            
One cupful grated apple; twelve chopped dates; sufficient cream (or top off the milk) to moisten; one cupful mashed bananas; two finely cut oranges; half cupful chopped nuts.

            
Serve in individual glasses and decorate with raisins.

          

          

            
Orange Sundae.

            
One large orange; one heaped teaspoon honey dissolved in four tablespoons of water; 1/4 lb. chopped nuts; 2 ozs. finely chopped candied peel; juice of half lemon; three bananas.

            
Cut up the orange slices fairly small and mix thoroughly with all the other ingredients except the nuts. Place in individual glasses and cover with the nuts.
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Peach Cocktail.

            
Take one cup of peach juice, one cup of orange juice, the grated rind of an orange, the juice of one lemon and sugar syrup to taste. Shake well and serve iced.

          

          

            
Lemonade.

            
Two gallons water; 2 lbs. sugar; three lemons; one tablespoon cream of tartar.

            
Boil water and pour over all other ingredients. Leave overnight. Next day strain and bottle. Let lemonade stand in bottles seven days before using.

            

Note.—Use caps on bottles, as corks may fly off.

          

          

            
Springtime Cocktail.

            
Cut the white portion of a fresh, young cucumber into half-inch dice. Place in a basin, sprinkle with salt and dessertspoon sugar, add crushed mint leaves. Pour over all the juice of two grapefruit. Stand in a cold spot for two hours. Divide the cucumber into cocktail glasses; strain the liquid into the glasses and garnish with sprigs of fresh mint.

          

          

            
Orange Cream.

            
One egg; 2 cups water; 1 tablespoon butter; 1/2 teaspoon grated orange rind; 2 1/2 tablespoons cornflour; 1/2 cup orange juice; 6 tablespoons castor sugar.

            
Beat egg and stir in sugar mixed with the cornflour. Add water and orange rind and juice. Stir in the top of a double boiler until thick. Add butter. Cool before serving.
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Looking Forward
          

          

The frocks sketched belong to this season but have a touch of the next. The black silk, formal, plain, with fitted corselet waist, and bodice and skirt fullness, has an engaging ruffle of white eyelet embroidery at neck and wrists. The same ruffling will lend distinction to a fine woollen in the same style for autumn.

          
Perhaps you will buy a piece of plaid silk at the sales. Make it up as simply as possible, with short sleeves and a slim waist. Wear a narrow belt. (Belts for autumn will be narrow or of medium width). You'll want a coatee to make it a town outfit. Face the lapels with plaid. This gay jacket may pair off, at times, with something plain from your wardrobe—and watch that plain frock perk up in good company!

          
Here's another idea for a dress fillip. Buy a velvet remnant and some narrow gold braid. From the velvet make thongs or “strings,” and arrange six or seven of them to make a collar. Fasten in position, every few inches, by a cross-piece of gold braid. Make a belt in the same way.

          
As it's sale time, you may be buying silk dress-lengths for winter afternoons at home. Plan carefully before having frocks made up. Aim at the new silhouette which is youthful and flattering, with its low-placed front fullness and flat back. Don't worry unduly if your waist is not of Victorian dimensions. A careful choosing of styles will create the necessary optical illusion and take inches, apparently, off your beltline.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 14, Issue 11 (February 1, 1940)

Mother's Time And Mother's Money. — She Must Look After Herself



          

Mother's Time And Mother's Money.


She Must Look After Herself.

          
The housewife and mother too often drags wearily through her day, her only outing the necessary household shopping trip, her only “rest” period the time when she sits down to mend, or shell peas or iron. Drearily she wonders how her life has become so drab. Her husband is just as fond of her, but she misses something in herself. She looks back, perhaps over only a few years, at the girl she used to be and marvels how she, who was so gay and happy, has now become so uninteresting, even to herself.

          
How has it happened? In her case it is true that “woman's work is never done.” With the advent of the children she has lost her leisure. From getting up to bed-time she goes from task to task, caring for her husband and children, their clothes, their meals, their surroundings. There is no one to do the same for her—unless she can afford a maid. Therefore the only help is in her hands. Somehow she must claim her share of attention.

          
Why should the children's hair be washed and brushed so thoroughly, while mother's is given a swift run through with a comb each morning, and a shampoo “when she has time”? Why should the children be dressed as well as any of their friends, while mother carries on with what she has, because “she has no time to do the rounds of the shops, and anyway she doesn't go out much”? Why should the rest of the family have time for books and magazines while mother contents herself with an occasional glance at the newspaper? Why? Why? Why?

          
Mother, in devotion to the needs of her family, is neglecting herself, and no husband, no children, however helpful, can prevent a woman robbing herself in this way.

          
The woman has to convince herself that she is as important as anyone else in the household, for their sake as well as for hers. Somehow she has to find time to devote to herself. It will require determination, and planning, and again determination, to manage this, once the “household drudge” state has been reached.

          
Early rising is a solution for many mothers. Morning energy can cope with
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the ordinary household cleaning before breakfast; and an early bird of a mother gets the family on the scene in time to do their share in the way of bedmaking, own room mopping and dusting, etc., before departing for school or office.

          
With breakfast over (and dishes washed by the young ones), mother can look round on a clean, tidy house and a morning to organize as she wishes, with extra household tasks and shopping, and time left over for herself. The afternoon, too, will have its freedom. Of course this time is stolen from the early morning when mother otherwise would have been sleeping, and it is up to her to see that she has a rest period, with feet up, either before or after lunch, in order that she may not be tired in the evening.

          
Having found how to gain an extra hour or two, the clever woman will use it to advantage, 
for herself.


          
As for the clothes problem, any married woman will tell you that her housekeeping money goes on food, and clothes for the children, and somehow there's very little left for herself. But why should she always be the last to dip into the purse? She has to fight her own self-denying instincts by setting aside her fair share, each pay day, for personal expenses, including clothes. It's the only way, isn't it, you mothers of families?
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Electrical Cooking.


Points for Economy.

          
(
Concluded.)

          


	1.
	
              Turn off cooker main switch when cooking is finished. Do not waste heat —cook as many dishes as possible in the oven at one time.
            


	2.
	
              Arrange the shelves in the oven and remove all surplus tins, etc., before switching on to heat the oven. Have the food assembled near the oven so that it can be packed in with the minimum loss of time and heat.
            


	3.
	
              Electric ovens and boiling plates keep hot for a while after the switch is off. Use up this heat by getting into the habit of switching off before the food is quite ready to serve, or by having something to go into the oven which will cook on the retained heat.
            


	4.
	
              When using the oven for one or two dishes requiring short cooking periods or a falling temperature, take full advantage of the heat-retaining properties of the electric oven, by switching off when a hot oven has been reached.
            


	5.
	
              Foods taking 30 minutes or longer to cook may be put into a cold oven and the switch turned to high until a temperature slightly lower than that normally used to cook the food is reached. Then switch down.
            


	6.
	
              When vegetables have come to the boil on the boiling plate, switch to low, then off, and experiment to see how long the switch may be off and the contents of the pan continue to boil. The success of this procedure will depend on the type of pan being used. It is essential that flat-based pans be used on the solid type of boiling plate.
            


	7.
	
              Use a large pan covering the whole surface of the boiling plate even though heating a small quantity of food.
            


	8.
	
              Remember to use a lid on every pan, and two or three pans will keep boiling on one boiling plate.
            


	9.
	
              Remember that vegetables when cooked in the oven require a longer cooking period.
            


	10.
	
              Put a bowl of water to heat for washing-up into the oven when cooking is finished, but stand it in a baking tin or tray so that it is easy to remove.
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Health Notes.


Catarrh.

          
Catarrh is not usually considered as a dangerous disease; when it affects the nose and throat, however, it may cause the development of complications which may have a definite effect on health–such as tonsil trouble, loss of hearing, etc.

          
It is generally understood that an excessive accumulation in the blood of material formed from the carbohydrate foods (sugars and starches) is responsible for catarrh. The mucous membranes become irritated and develop a chronic state of congestion and exude an excessive amount of mucus.

          
In order to effect a cure it is of the utmost importance to cleanse the bloodstream of its accumulation of toxic material as quickly as possible and then to plan a diet free from those foods which have caused the trouble.

          
The diet should include an abundance of vegetables—cooked and uncooked–fresh, juicy fruit, wholemeal bread and butter, a few raisins or figs, etc. Tea, coffee, alcoholic beverages, condiments, should be avoided as well as all stimulating foods and drinks.

          
Exercise is a very important factor in the treatment of catarrh. Long walks are recommended, together with deepbreathing exercises performed daily. As much time as possible should be spent out-of-doors and hot stuffy rooms avoided.

          
Catarrh can only persist when the impurities in the blood are present–therefore remove the causes and guard against further trouble.
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Fresh Fruits And Vegetables.
          

          

            
One of the most encouraging changes in the diet concerns the increasing use of fruits and vegetables.

            
Vegetables should be washed in cold water, but not soaked. Save the water in which the vegetables are cooked for making sauces and soups, as this water contains the most valuable part of the vegetables—the mineral salts and vitamins.

          

          

            
Spinach.

            
Take fresh spinach leaves and tear them in pieces, removing the veins and stalks. Wash in several waters, shake a little and put into a saucepan. Do not put in any water, the moisture clinging to the leaves is sufficient to cook them. Steam till tender. Turn into a colander to drain and press well with a wooden spoon or basin till no moisture will come away. Turn on to a board and chop as fine as possible. Put into a saucepan with a piece of butter and stir till very hot. A little milk or cream may be added.

          

          

            
Carrots and Peas.

            
Wash, scrape and cut young carrots in small cubes or fancy shapes; cook until soft in boiling salted water. Drain, add an equal quantity of cooked green peas, and season with butter, salt and pepper.

          

          

            
Tomato and Mushroom Pudding.

            
Four large tomatoes, peeled and sliced; 4 ozs. breadcrumbs; paprika; 1/2 lb. mushrooms, skinned; 2 ozs. butter.

            
Grease a basin and put the sliced tomatoes all round, and then alternate layers of breadcrumbs and mushrooms. Season each layer with paprika and dot with butter. Finish with a layer of breadcrumbs, cover with greased paper and steam for one hour. Serve with tomato sauce.

          

          

            
Vegetable Stew.

            
Two leeks; one turnip; two large onions; 2 ozs. butter; paprika; two carrots; one parsnip; 1 lb. potatoes; quart water.

            
Peel and cut up all the vegetables except the potatoes and fry in the butter until golden brown. Add the water and simmer for an hour. Add the potatoes and seasoning. Cook for a further twenty minutes.

          

          

            
Vegetable Cutlets.

            
Cooked sieved carrots; cooked sieved peas; chopped celery; chopped onion; chopped parsley; a little mashed potato; egg yolks; a little baking powder mixed with the potato.

            
Form into cutlets and fry in olive oil or fat.

          

          

            
Grated Carrots.

            
Grate some lightly-scraped carrots with a coarse grater. Put into a small, covered casserole or piedish and sprinkle lightly with salt and pepper, then add a few dabs of butter. Cover and place in an oven for twelve to fifteen minutes. Serve around spinach rings.
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Spinach.

            
Take fresh spinach leaves and tear them in pieces, removing the veins and stalks. Wash in several waters, shake a little and put into a saucepan. Do not put in any water, the moisture clinging to the leaves is sufficient to cook them. Steam till tender. Turn into a colander to drain and press well with a wooden spoon or basin till no moisture will come away. Turn on to a board and chop as fine as possible. Put into a saucepan with a piece of butter and stir till very hot. A little milk or cream may be added.
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Carrots and Peas.

            
Wash, scrape and cut young carrots in small cubes or fancy shapes; cook until soft in boiling salted water. Drain, add an equal quantity of cooked green peas, and season with butter, salt and pepper.

          








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 14, Issue 11 (February 1, 1940)

Tomato and Mushroom Pudding



            
Tomato and Mushroom Pudding.

            
Four large tomatoes, peeled and sliced; 4 ozs. breadcrumbs; paprika; 1/2 lb. mushrooms, skinned; 2 ozs. butter.

            
Grease a basin and put the sliced tomatoes all round, and then alternate layers of breadcrumbs and mushrooms. Season each layer with paprika and dot with butter. Finish with a layer of breadcrumbs, cover with greased paper and steam for one hour. Serve with tomato sauce.
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Vegetable Stew.

            
Two leeks; one turnip; two large onions; 2 ozs. butter; paprika; two carrots; one parsnip; 1 lb. potatoes; quart water.

            
Peel and cut up all the vegetables except the potatoes and fry in the butter until golden brown. Add the water and simmer for an hour. Add the potatoes and seasoning. Cook for a further twenty minutes.
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Vegetable Cutlets.

            
Cooked sieved carrots; cooked sieved peas; chopped celery; chopped onion; chopped parsley; a little mashed potato; egg yolks; a little baking powder mixed with the potato.

            
Form into cutlets and fry in olive oil or fat.
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Grated Carrots.

            
Grate some lightly-scraped carrots with a coarse grater. Put into a small, covered casserole or piedish and sprinkle lightly with salt and pepper, then add a few dabs of butter. Cover and place in an oven for twelve to fifteen minutes. Serve around spinach rings.
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Fruits.
          

          

            
Fruit Mousse.

            
One cupful grated apple; twelve chopped dates; sufficient cream (or top off the milk) to moisten; one cupful mashed bananas; two finely cut oranges; half cupful chopped nuts.

            
Serve in individual glasses and decorate with raisins.

          

          

            
Orange Sundae.

            
One large orange; one heaped teaspoon honey dissolved in four tablespoons of water; 1/4 lb. chopped nuts; 2 ozs. finely chopped candied peel; juice of half lemon; three bananas.

            
Cut up the orange slices fairly small and mix thoroughly with all the other ingredients except the nuts. Place in individual glasses and cover with the nuts.
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Peach Cocktail.

            
Take one cup of peach juice, one cup of orange juice, the grated rind of an orange, the juice of one lemon and sugar syrup to taste. Shake well and serve iced.

          

          

            
Lemonade.

            
Two gallons water; 2 lbs. sugar; three lemons; one tablespoon cream of tartar.

            
Boil water and pour over all other ingredients. Leave overnight. Next day strain and bottle. Let lemonade stand in bottles seven days before using.

            

Note.—Use caps on bottles, as corks may fly off.

          

          

            
Springtime Cocktail.

            
Cut the white portion of a fresh, young cucumber into half-inch dice. Place in a basin, sprinkle with salt and dessertspoon sugar, add crushed mint leaves. Pour over all the juice of two grapefruit. Stand in a cold spot for two hours. Divide the cucumber into cocktail glasses; strain the liquid into the glasses and garnish with sprigs of fresh mint.

          

          

            
Orange Cream.

            
One egg; 2 cups water; 1 tablespoon butter; 1/2 teaspoon grated orange rind; 2 1/2 tablespoons cornflour; 1/2 cup orange juice; 6 tablespoons castor sugar.

            
Beat egg and stir in sugar mixed with the cornflour. Add water and orange rind and juice. Stir in the top of a double boiler until thick. Add butter. Cool before serving.
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One large orange; one heaped teaspoon honey dissolved in four tablespoons of water; 1/4 lb. chopped nuts; 2 ozs. finely chopped candied peel; juice of half lemon; three bananas.

            
Cut up the orange slices fairly small and mix thoroughly with all the other ingredients except the nuts. Place in individual glasses and cover with the nuts.
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Take one cup of peach juice, one cup of orange juice, the grated rind of an orange, the juice of one lemon and sugar syrup to taste. Shake well and serve iced.
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Lemonade.

            
Two gallons water; 2 lbs. sugar; three lemons; one tablespoon cream of tartar.

            
Boil water and pour over all other ingredients. Leave overnight. Next day strain and bottle. Let lemonade stand in bottles seven days before using.

            

Note.—Use caps on bottles, as corks may fly off.
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Springtime Cocktail.

            
Cut the white portion of a fresh, young cucumber into half-inch dice. Place in a basin, sprinkle with salt and dessertspoon sugar, add crushed mint leaves. Pour over all the juice of two grapefruit. Stand in a cold spot for two hours. Divide the cucumber into cocktail glasses; strain the liquid into the glasses and garnish with sprigs of fresh mint.
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Orange Cream.

            
One egg; 2 cups water; 1 tablespoon butter; 1/2 teaspoon grated orange rind; 2 1/2 tablespoons cornflour; 1/2 cup orange juice; 6 tablespoons castor sugar.

            
Beat egg and stir in sugar mixed with the cornflour. Add water and orange rind and juice. Stir in the top of a double boiler until thick. Add butter. Cool before serving.
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Superintendent of Transportation Retires
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Mr. G. T. Wilson, Transportation Superintendent of the New Zealand Railways, retired from the Railway service on 22nd January, after over 40 years with the Department.

          
During that time he has had a very varied experience, particularly on the operating side of railroading, and has been directly responsible for many investigations and reports which have paved the way for some of the major improvements in railway transport witnessed in recent years.

        

        

          
Mr. G. T. Wilson's Career.

          
Joining the Department as a cadet at Dunedin in 1899, he worked in various capacities in that district and was appointed Assistant Relieving Officer in 1908. Later he was Stationmaster at Allanton for four years, being then promoted to the District Traffic Manager's Office. In 1917 Mr. Wilson was transferred to Head Office, Wellington, and from 1924 to 1928 was associated with the Commercial Branch as Chief Clerk and Senior Business Agent. During his term in the Commercial Branch he represented the Department at a number of conferences of the Associated Chambers of Commerce, the Farmers' Union, and other organisations. Mr. Wilson, while in the Commercial Branch, also introduced the system of interisland through-booking of goods and parcels which has proved of such benefit to the community. He also introduced the present system of reservation of seats in trains. Then followed three years of special duties (including the revision and consolidation of the Railway Department's rules, regulations, and instructions) in Head Office, and a year as Indoor Assistant to the District Traffic Manager, Wellington.

          
In 1932 Mr. Wilson was appointed District Traffic Manager at Auckland, and in 1935 he was promoted to Transportation Superintendent, with headquarters at Wellington.

          
Since his appointment to this position Mr. Wilson has been associated with the other heads of branches in planning many important improvements, notably major rearrangements of traffic facilities at Huntly, New Plymouth, Marton, Taumarunui, Rotorua, Napier, Te Kuiti, Westfield-Otahuhu and numerous other stations. His experience has been of assistance in the designs of the new stations and yards at Frankton Junction, Palmerston North, Stratford, Te Awamutu and Christchurch and he has been actively concerned in the fixing of station sites and the designs of the stations and yards on the various deviations and duplications, also on new lines, chiefly the Dargaville extension, the Paeroa-Pokeno line, the NapierGisborne extension, South Island Main Trunk, and the Westport-Inangahua line.

          
Amongst extra-Departmental activities upon which he has been engaged from time to time, Mr. Wilson is at present Chairman of the National Transport Committee for the New Zealand Centennial Exhibition.

        

        

          
Mr. A. L. Smith.

          
Mr. A. L. Smith, who has been appointed to act as Superintendent of Transportation, joined the Railways Department at Christchurch as a cadet in 1903, and was transferred to the Southland district in the same year. After five years' training at various stations in Southland, he returned to Canterbury on promotion, and in 1914 was appointed Stationmaster at Coalgate.

          
In 1915 Mr. Smith joined the New Zealand Expeditionary Force and left New Zealand with the Canterbury Regiment, 10th Reinforcements. On his return to Christchurch in 1919 he resumed duty in the Traffic Branch, and in 1924 was appointed to a supervisory position in the Refreshments Brancn.

          
From 1927 to 1930 Mr. Smith was Inspector of the Refreshment Branch and then became Wagon Supply Officer in the District Traffic Manager's Office at Christchurch. In 1932 he was appointed Stationmaster at Greymouth and in 1933, Goods Agent at Christchurch. Mr. Smith was acting as Chief Clerk in the Commercial Branch at Wellington from 1935 to 1936, when his appointment to that position was confirmed. In 1937 he was promoted to Assistant Traffic Manager, Wanganui, and in the following year transferred to Wellington as District Traffic Manager, a position he has filled until his present appointment.
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Mr. G. T. Wilson, Transportation Superintendent of the New Zealand Railways, retired from the Railway service on 22nd January, after over 40 years with the Department.

          
During that time he has had a very varied experience, particularly on the operating side of railroading, and has been directly responsible for many investigations and reports which have paved the way for some of the major improvements in railway transport witnessed in recent years.
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Mr. G. T. Wilson's Career.

          
Joining the Department as a cadet at Dunedin in 1899, he worked in various capacities in that district and was appointed Assistant Relieving Officer in 1908. Later he was Stationmaster at Allanton for four years, being then promoted to the District Traffic Manager's Office. In 1917 Mr. Wilson was transferred to Head Office, Wellington, and from 1924 to 1928 was associated with the Commercial Branch as Chief Clerk and Senior Business Agent. During his term in the Commercial Branch he represented the Department at a number of conferences of the Associated Chambers of Commerce, the Farmers' Union, and other organisations. Mr. Wilson, while in the Commercial Branch, also introduced the system of interisland through-booking of goods and parcels which has proved of such benefit to the community. He also introduced the present system of reservation of seats in trains. Then followed three years of special duties (including the revision and consolidation of the Railway Department's rules, regulations, and instructions) in Head Office, and a year as Indoor Assistant to the District Traffic Manager, Wellington.

          
In 1932 Mr. Wilson was appointed District Traffic Manager at Auckland, and in 1935 he was promoted to Transportation Superintendent, with headquarters at Wellington.

          
Since his appointment to this position Mr. Wilson has been associated with the other heads of branches in planning many important improvements, notably major rearrangements of traffic facilities at Huntly, New Plymouth, Marton, Taumarunui, Rotorua, Napier, Te Kuiti, Westfield-Otahuhu and numerous other stations. His experience has been of assistance in the designs of the new stations and yards at Frankton Junction, Palmerston North, Stratford, Te Awamutu and Christchurch and he has been actively concerned in the fixing of station sites and the designs of the stations and yards on the various deviations and duplications, also on new lines, chiefly the Dargaville extension, the Paeroa-Pokeno line, the NapierGisborne extension, South Island Main Trunk, and the Westport-Inangahua line.

          
Amongst extra-Departmental activities upon which he has been engaged from time to time, Mr. Wilson is at present Chairman of the National Transport Committee for the New Zealand Centennial Exhibition.
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Mr. A. L. Smith.

          
Mr. A. L. Smith, who has been appointed to act as Superintendent of Transportation, joined the Railways Department at Christchurch as a cadet in 1903, and was transferred to the Southland district in the same year. After five years' training at various stations in Southland, he returned to Canterbury on promotion, and in 1914 was appointed Stationmaster at Coalgate.

          
In 1915 Mr. Smith joined the New Zealand Expeditionary Force and left New Zealand with the Canterbury Regiment, 10th Reinforcements. On his return to Christchurch in 1919 he resumed duty in the Traffic Branch, and in 1924 was appointed to a supervisory position in the Refreshments Brancn.

          
From 1927 to 1930 Mr. Smith was Inspector of the Refreshment Branch and then became Wagon Supply Officer in the District Traffic Manager's Office at Christchurch. In 1932 he was appointed Stationmaster at Greymouth and in 1933, Goods Agent at Christchurch. Mr. Smith was acting as Chief Clerk in the Commercial Branch at Wellington from 1935 to 1936, when his appointment to that position was confirmed. In 1937 he was promoted to Assistant Traffic Manager, Wanganui, and in the following year transferred to Wellington as District Traffic Manager, a position he has filled until his present appointment.
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Will They Better The Record?
            
          
        

        
Written for the “New Zealand Railways Magazine” by 

W. F. Ingram


        

          

On February 17th four of New Zealand's best milers will make an attempt on the world record of 17 min. 16 1/5 sec. for the fourmile relay, each man covering one mile. While wishing the challengers all the luck in the world, I am not wishing to be a pessimist when I state that they have but a remote chance of achieving their ambition. At the time of writing the personnel of the New Zealand team was not known, but the most logical selection would be Boot, Matthews, Pullar and Wade. To better the existing record, the New Zealanders would have to average 4 min. 16 1/2 sec. for each mile. This is time seldom done in competitive miles in New Zealand, but in the record attempt each runner would have to make his own pace, unless another team could be fielded capable of making the earlier pace. Boot, Matthews, Pullar and Wade make the best quartette of New Zealand milers in our athletic history, but the task of beating a record made in competitive racing is always difficult—and well-nigh impossible in unpaced racing. The venue will be the fast track at Masterton, where Randolph Rose set his New Zealand record of 4 min. 13 3/5 sec.

        

        

          
D.F.C. for New Zealand Athlete.

          
A few years ago patrons at the annual track and field championships of the Wellington Secondary Schools' Association paid little notice to the efforts of a long-legged competitor in the high jump and running events, but if that same athlete were to visit Wellington to-day it is safe to assume he would have the bands out to lead him in a triumphal procession. That “long-legged competitor” is Frank Long, son of a well-known Masterton businessman, was recently awarded the Distinguished Flying Cross as a reward for his splendid flying feat in bringing a bomber back from Germany after the fabric had been torn from the wings. Frank Long is typical of the youth of New Zealand and an incentive to the hundreds enlisting with the Royal New Zealand Air Force.

          

            

[image: ]
          

        

        

          
Rules Rule the Game.

          
It has always been my viewpoint that instead of postponing an Olympic Games because of war the proper thing to do would be to postpone the war during the progress of the Games. This was done in the earliest days of the Olympic movement, many years B.C., but apparently civilisation has moved along since those times. Cable messages from America indicate that this viewpoint has been discussed unofficially, but little hope is held out for a successful outcome. It is a wise man who changes his opinion—consistency is the refuge of fools—and I do not want to be classed as an utter fool! I have changed my viewpoint. My opinion was that a “postponement” of the war during the Olympic festival would enable the individuals to meet in friendly combat with the possible result that the battle would not recommence. So far, so good. But, after reading where the Scottish Rugby Union refuses to allow Rugby matches between soldiers of England and Scotland to be played because the English team included a Rugby League player, and where a Rugby match between French and English soldiers might have to be abandoned because the French take the commonsense viewpoint that professional sports status should be ignored during the war and all sportsmen rank as equals, whereas the English view is against this, I feel that sport is not such a strong force in the world after all. If men, fighting a common fight, cannot be allowed to act as men it is time the sports authorities went into a “blackout” and left sport to look after itself. The bugbear of all sport is the rules which make the game secondary to the control of it.

        

        

          
Plunket Shield Cricket.

          
Auckland's success in the Plunket Shield series this season was deserved. The northerners lost the first match, when a heavy rainstorm saved Wellington from almost certain defeat after Auckland had been behind on the first innings, but the subsequent matches revealed Auckland to be the bestbalanced team in the competition. To M. Wallace, making his first appearance as coach-captain of the northern team, must credit go for playing a captain's game when things were not going well and his success in knocking up a double century climaxed a brilliant debut. Many players fall by the wayside when burdened with the cares of captaincy, but the truly great player will rise to the occasion. Such a player is Wallace, who was picked out by sound English critics as a rising international star. While Wallace was consolidating his position, another New Zealander, Clarrie Grimmett, was helping to make history in Sheffield Shield contests in Australia. Already nearing a record for the number of State games, Grimmett seems to have lost none of his guile with the ball and after South Australia had lost Bradman for “a duck” and seemed to be up against it in the match against Queensland, Grimmett came to light. With inspired bowling he took three wickets without a run being scored and the score-board showed six wickets down for only one run! His bowling turned the tide for that innings, but Queensland eventually won the match.

        

        

          
The Invention of Basketball.

          
There died in America a few weeks ago, Dr. James Naismith, the man who introduced basketball into world sport. As a result of a careless remark, Dr. Naismith was challenged to introduce a new game. Here is how it happened. Hearing a renowned Physical Educationalist state that “there is nothing
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new under the sun; all we imagine to be new is merely an adaptation of things already existing.” Dr. Naismith declared that if such was the case there was nothing to prevent him from inventing a “new” game. A few weeks later he was placed in charge of a college gymnasium that had been losing support and told to invent a “new” game. He analysed the many sports that had been tried and did away with the rough tactics of polo, Rugby, lacrosse and other contact games, at the same time using some of the characteristics of those games. He used two peach baskets as goals, drew up thirteen rules, and gave the world basketball. Fifty years later he was guest at an international basketball display at the Olympic Games in Berlin. In the interim the sport that had started as the result of a jesting remark had swept the world and to-day is recognised as one of the best body developers for male and female. It is given to few to invent a new game, and fewer to see that sport develop into a world-wide sport.

        

        

          
News from Overseas.

          
Overseas mails have brought me many seasonal greeting cards from American wrestlers who have competed in New Zealand in recent years. From Dick Raines, popular Texan grappler, came, also, a long letter in which he mentions seeing a newsreel of New Zealand troops in training, of how the people in Minnesota are definitely pro-Ally and how it is felt certain the Americans will come into the war. “I like lots of peace, even if I have to fight for it!” says Dick, who sends his regards to New Zealanders. Ignacio Martinez, smiling Spaniard, sent a card from Honolulu, where he had recently won the championship of the Hawaiian Islands. Apparently the tall fellow is wrestling with great success. Rollend Kirchmeyer, the tallest wrestler ever seen in New Zealand, also forwarded a card, posted at Auckland while returning to America. He promises to come back when “Hitler has had that ‘mo’ of his trimmed.” Andy Moen, after a successful season in Australia, forwarded a card from Minneapolis, and asks that his greetings be conveyed to the many friends who sent him foreign coins during his stay in New Zealand.

        

        

          
Visiting Australian Cyclists.

          
Considerable interest is being taken in the tour of New Zealand by a small team of Australian cyclists, and the success of the men is in keeping with the standard shown by Australians who have paid visits in former years. From the day when Cecil Burness came in 1924, until this year, New Zealanders have seen only a few Australian stars, but the quality has more than compensated for the lack of quantity. However, it will take a good cyclist to obliterate the memory of that dashing pedaller, R. W. (“Fatty”) Lamb, who did so much to popularise the wheel game among New Zealand amateurs. “Fatty” had a personality possessed by
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few sportsmen and was instrumental in placing the sport on a firm basis throughout the Dominion. He was followed by two Olympic representatives, Duncan Gray (sprint champion) and Jack Standen. It will be interesting to gauge the improvement of New Zealand cyclists since the visit by Gray and Standen, whose path was made easier by an unfortunate accident to Frank Grose, at that time New Zealand's best track rider.

        

        

          
Watty McKay.

          
The First Echelon of New Zealand's Second Expeditionary Force contained many well-known sporting personalities and many more have gone into camp with the Second Echelon. Among the non-commissioned officers in the Maori Battalion is Watty McKay, formerly of Waerenga-a-hika College, Gisborne. McKay represented New Zealand Maoris against a New Zealand team at Rugby, played for New Zealand at hockey, represented Hawke's Bay at cricket and took a prominent part in many other sports. Those who remember A. P. Kaipara, mercurial Maori Rugby representative, will only need to be told that McKay was a “second Kaipara” to realise his football ability. In the match against New Zealand at Athletic Park, he received the ball on his own line, juggled it on his right hand while he dashed down the side-line, with inches to spare, and scored a brilliant try. A photograph of this was used as the front-page illustration of a wellknown sporting weekly and reproduced in many parts of the world as a sporting photograph with the essence of motion and grace.
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On February 17th four of New Zealand's best milers will make an attempt on the world record of 17 min. 16 1/5 sec. for the fourmile relay, each man covering one mile. While wishing the challengers all the luck in the world, I am not wishing to be a pessimist when I state that they have but a remote chance of achieving their ambition. At the time of writing the personnel of the New Zealand team was not known, but the most logical selection would be Boot, Matthews, Pullar and Wade. To better the existing record, the New Zealanders would have to average 4 min. 16 1/2 sec. for each mile. This is time seldom done in competitive miles in New Zealand, but in the record attempt each runner would have to make his own pace, unless another team could be fielded capable of making the earlier pace. Boot, Matthews, Pullar and Wade make the best quartette of New Zealand milers in our athletic history, but the task of beating a record made in competitive racing is always difficult—and well-nigh impossible in unpaced racing. The venue will be the fast track at Masterton, where Randolph Rose set his New Zealand record of 4 min. 13 3/5 sec.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 14, Issue 11 (February 1, 1940)

D.F.C. for New Zealand Athlete



          
D.F.C. for New Zealand Athlete.

          
A few years ago patrons at the annual track and field championships of the Wellington Secondary Schools' Association paid little notice to the efforts of a long-legged competitor in the high jump and running events, but if that same athlete were to visit Wellington to-day it is safe to assume he would have the bands out to lead him in a triumphal procession. That “long-legged competitor” is Frank Long, son of a well-known Masterton businessman, was recently awarded the Distinguished Flying Cross as a reward for his splendid flying feat in bringing a bomber back from Germany after the fabric had been torn from the wings. Frank Long is typical of the youth of New Zealand and an incentive to the hundreds enlisting with the Royal New Zealand Air Force.
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Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 14, Issue 11 (February 1, 1940)

Plunket Shield Cricket



          
Plunket Shield Cricket.

          
Auckland's success in the Plunket Shield series this season was deserved. The northerners lost the first match, when a heavy rainstorm saved Wellington from almost certain defeat after Auckland had been behind on the first innings, but the subsequent matches revealed Auckland to be the bestbalanced team in the competition. To M. Wallace, making his first appearance as coach-captain of the northern team, must credit go for playing a captain's game when things were not going well and his success in knocking up a double century climaxed a brilliant debut. Many players fall by the wayside when burdened with the cares of captaincy, but the truly great player will rise to the occasion. Such a player is Wallace, who was picked out by sound English critics as a rising international star. While Wallace was consolidating his position, another New Zealander, Clarrie Grimmett, was helping to make history in Sheffield Shield contests in Australia. Already nearing a record for the number of State games, Grimmett seems to have lost none of his guile with the ball and after South Australia had lost Bradman for “a duck” and seemed to be up against it in the match against Queensland, Grimmett came to light. With inspired bowling he took three wickets without a run being scored and the score-board showed six wickets down for only one run! His bowling turned the tide for that innings, but Queensland eventually won the match.
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There died in America a few weeks ago, Dr. James Naismith, the man who introduced basketball into world sport. As a result of a careless remark, Dr. Naismith was challenged to introduce a new game. Here is how it happened. Hearing a renowned Physical Educationalist state that “there is nothing
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new under the sun; all we imagine to be new is merely an adaptation of things already existing.” Dr. Naismith declared that if such was the case there was nothing to prevent him from inventing a “new” game. A few weeks later he was placed in charge of a college gymnasium that had been losing support and told to invent a “new” game. He analysed the many sports that had been tried and did away with the rough tactics of polo, Rugby, lacrosse and other contact games, at the same time using some of the characteristics of those games. He used two peach baskets as goals, drew up thirteen rules, and gave the world basketball. Fifty years later he was guest at an international basketball display at the Olympic Games in Berlin. In the interim the sport that had started as the result of a jesting remark had swept the world and to-day is recognised as one of the best body developers for male and female. It is given to few to invent a new game, and fewer to see that sport develop into a world-wide sport.
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Overseas mails have brought me many seasonal greeting cards from American wrestlers who have competed in New Zealand in recent years. From Dick Raines, popular Texan grappler, came, also, a long letter in which he mentions seeing a newsreel of New Zealand troops in training, of how the people in Minnesota are definitely pro-Ally and how it is felt certain the Americans will come into the war. “I like lots of peace, even if I have to fight for it!” says Dick, who sends his regards to New Zealanders. Ignacio Martinez, smiling Spaniard, sent a card from Honolulu, where he had recently won the championship of the Hawaiian Islands. Apparently the tall fellow is wrestling with great success. Rollend Kirchmeyer, the tallest wrestler ever seen in New Zealand, also forwarded a card, posted at Auckland while returning to America. He promises to come back when “Hitler has had that ‘mo’ of his trimmed.” Andy Moen, after a successful season in Australia, forwarded a card from Minneapolis, and asks that his greetings be conveyed to the many friends who sent him foreign coins during his stay in New Zealand.
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[image: ]
few sportsmen and was instrumental in placing the sport on a firm basis throughout the Dominion. He was followed by two Olympic representatives, Duncan Gray (sprint champion) and Jack Standen. It will be interesting to gauge the improvement of New Zealand cyclists since the visit by Gray and Standen, whose path was made easier by an unfortunate accident to Frank Grose, at that time New Zealand's best track rider.
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The First Echelon of New Zealand's Second Expeditionary Force contained many well-known sporting personalities and many more have gone into camp with the Second Echelon. Among the non-commissioned officers in the Maori Battalion is Watty McKay, formerly of Waerenga-a-hika College, Gisborne. McKay represented New Zealand Maoris against a New Zealand team at Rugby, played for New Zealand at hockey, represented Hawke's Bay at cricket and took a prominent part in many other sports. Those who remember A. P. Kaipara, mercurial Maori Rugby representative, will only need to be told that McKay was a “second Kaipara” to realise his football ability. In the match against New Zealand at Athletic Park, he received the ball on his own line, juggled it on his right hand while he dashed down the side-line, with inches to spare, and scored a brilliant try. A photograph of this was used as the front-page illustration of a wellknown sporting weekly and reproduced in many parts of the world as a sporting photograph with the essence of motion and grace.
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Wit And Humour
          
        

        

          
Full Measure.

          
When the hungry Scot was served by the deaf barman with two pennyworth of potato “crisps” he tore open the bag, spread the contents over the counter and looked in vain for the usual small packet of salt.

          
“No salt,” he complained.

          
The barman cupped his ear in his hand. “Sorr,” he said. “I didn't quite catch you.”

          
“No salt!” yelled the Scotsman.

          
“Oh!” said the barman. “I thought you said ‘one short.’”

          
* * *

        

        

          
After the Battle.

          
Eric came indoors, his face deathly white.

          
Mother: What have you been doing?

          
Eric: Playing with Edgar Edwards.

          
Mother: I told you not to play Indians. I suppose you have been scalped?

          
Eric: No, we just smoked the Pipe of Peace.

          
* * *

        

        

          
The Issue Settled!

          
The ardent busybody bravely followed the burly one into the public-house and watched while he ordered a pint of beer. Then, touching him on the arm, she said:

          
“Do you think for one moment, my man, that that horrible drink is going to quench your thirst?”

          
The man smiled.

          
“Wot!” he said. “This ‘ere one glass? Not bloomin’ likely!”

          
* * *

        

        

          
A Cold Snap.

          
Wife: It is getting very cold and so I thought we might go and look at fur coats.

          
Husband: Good—we will go to the Zoo this afternoon.

          
* * *

        

        

          
Our Dog.

          
Teacher (sternly): “This essay on ‘Our Dog’ is word for word the same as your brother's.”

          
Small Boy: “Yes sir, it's the same dog.”

        

        

          
Nicely Turned.

          
“Harry, if I were to die, would you marry again?”

          
“That question is hardly fair, my dear.”

          
“Why not?”

          
“Because, if I were to say ‘yes’ you wouldn't like it, and to say ‘Never again’ wouldn't sound nice.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Distantly Related.

          
Two chance acquaintances from Ireland were talking together.

          
“An' so your name is Riley,” said one. “Are yez related to Tim?”

          
“Very dishtantly,” said the other. “Oi was me mother's first child, and Tim was the tenth.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Railway-Minded.

          
“How did the Queen of Sheba travel when she went to see Solomon?” asked the teacher.

          
No one ventured a reply.

          
“Could she have gone by the railway?”

          
“Yes'm,” said a little girl.

          
“Indeed! Well, we would like to know how you found this out?”

          
“In the second verse,” responded the child, “It says she came with a great train.”

        

        

          
Tommy's Turn.

          
Teacher: “Now, Tommy, perhaps you can tell us the purpose of grammar?”

          
Pupil: “Please, miss, it learns you to talk proper.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Waiting Policy.

          
The village fire brigade stood by helplessly watching the top storey of a building blazing merrily. When questioned by an onlooker about their inactivity, the captain replied, blandly:

          
“Our hoses ain't any too powerful, mister. We'll have a better chance when the fire gets to the second floor!”

          
* * *

        

        

          
An Interesting Case.

          
A doctor received a note which read: “Please call and see my husband. It's his head. He's had it off and on all yesterday, and to-day he's sitting with it in his hands between his knees.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Envy's Fang.

          
“Do you like my hat, Mrs. Green?” asked Mrs. Brown.

          
“Yes, I like it all right, but there' one thing wrong with it,” replied Mrs. Green.

          
“What's that?”

          
“It makes your face look shabby.”
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The BEST Mouth Organ in the wo.—la_Th."BooMER ANG”
D% no!Ebu_v iNﬂ(f;Cl'iOY instruments gut insist on a

BOOMERANG—the BEST. Made in 11 sizes:

1V-t018%6 : KesABCDEFG OBTAINABLE

s D e NOONERING™ 3. ALBERT & 80N PTY. LTD. EVERYWHERE

The Best Key—KEY * D." 2-4 WILLIS STREET :: WELLINGTON.
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Eaguy, Happy Picnics by Rail
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MOTOR CAR SPARE PARTS
(Good Used)

OUR PRICES ARE RIGHT—And Our
lustrated Pamphlet will establish our
claim to have—

“LARGEST STOCKS IN N.Z”
—— Send for One ——

AUTO REPLACEMENTS LTD.

Frankton Jen, Estab. 1921
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Develop your talent for

WRITING

Trained writers and journal-
ists can earn big money!

[DRULEIGH coLLEG
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AMATEUR PHOTOGRAPHERS

§

{ CENTENNIAL SNAPSHOT COMPETITION
| T

: Open to all Amateurs in New Zealand
|

.

!

.

/|

|

Three Classes -~ - No Entry Fee
Full details in current issues

The N.Z. Woman’s Wﬂeklu
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Big Plonics

ce Free

SUMmer's call for

Railway Expert’ Advi
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When you Travel by Car—

TRAVEL WHITE STAR

Daily 8a.m.: AUCKLAND to NEW PLYMOUTH
Daily 745 a.m.: NEW PLYMOUTH to AUCKLAND
Week day only Leave HAMILTON 8 a.m.
NEW PLYMOUTH 130 p.m.
" (connecting with train for Auckland)

Phones: Auckland, 44-960. New Plymouth: 357, 1117

GIBSONS MOTORS LTD.

PASSENGER TRANSPORT SPECIALISTS - . NEW PLYMOUTH
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SCENIC PAGEANTRY
of NEW ZEALAND.
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=NEW ZEALAND:
LEAD WORKS, LTD.
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‘Phones 19 and 253. “ Motoco,” Rotorua.

R.M. TRANSPORT Co.

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

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

CIVILITY

DAILY EXCURSIONS TO ALL SIGHTS.

Information Burean : Fleet of 20 Cars ready Day or Night.
Agents for Thos. Cook & Bons We advise In Tourists' Interest
New Concrete Garage < - Private Lockers.

Most up-to-date Sample Rooms in New Zealand.
We are Experts in Our Business Our Business Requires It
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The New Zealuwd
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Corsere your oun monsy s ch Wil of NEW ZEALANO by i i che

Government Lire Insurance Department

CONSIDER your DEPENDENTS and supplement our SUPERANNUATION by  selction
ALL PROFITS DIVIDED AL FUNDS resTED
AMONGST FOLICTHOLDERS IN NEW ZEALAND

CASH AMOUNT DIVIDED. ANNUALLY AS PROFIS kns ey TREBLED in eyt TEN TEAKS
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FREE TRAINING TO START YOUR SON ON THE
ROAD TO BE A FARMER !

That s whar

FLOCK HOUSE

OFFERS TO NEW ZEALANDERS
T —————
aring on o fam hod i,
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Th Divcter,
Depatnent of Agrcare,
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§ Reduce your Fuel Bill & wins
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NEW ZEALAND'S
| GREATEST
TRADE JOURNAL

REVIEW PUBLISHING Ca,
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HRISTCHURCH
The Leading Hotel of Christchurch,

HOTEL FEDERAL

(Overlooking Victorla Square).
Excellent Culsine, and Service Second to None In New
Zealand. The bedrooms are large. well-ventilated, and
heated with Gas Fires, the majority being equipped with
hot and cold water. JAZZ Room Included on premises.
Speclal Concessions to Rallway Servants.
"Phone 32-920. P.0. Box 532,
T. G. LEWIS, Proprietor.
When Visiting Christchurch Always Stay at the
HOTEL FEDERAL.
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NELSON

THE HOUSE THAT ENJOYS THE MAXIMUM SUNSHINE

WAINUI HOUSE

Write for Illustrated Folder or enquire at nearest
Tourist Office.

Recognised A.A., C.T. and Publlc Service House.
Patronised frequently by Lord and Lady Bledisloe.
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@The Waikato Times

HAMILTON

The Times has an intensive circulation
throughout the Waikato District
—the richest Dairying District

of the Dominion.
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= . |
Leading New Zealand Newspapers l

** The Times >

(Manawatu Daily Times Co. Ltd)
IS
ONE OF THEM

Box 92 - - PALMERSTON NORTH
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'Phone 205.

P.0. Box 178.

ARMIDAL“%}SSEtSMe, Rotorua

Every Comfort—Excellent Culsine.

Tariff:

Winter: 11/- per day;
Summer: 12/- per day:

Mr. and Mrs.

£3/5/- per week.
£3/15/- per week.
R. W. WISE, Proprietors.
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THERE'S NOTHING LACKING AT—

HOTEL FERNLEIGH

28 SYMONDS STREET, AUCKLAND.
Ideal Situation. Close Proximity to University and
Beautiful Albert Park.
Trams Pass the Door.
You can rest assured that your stay at Hotel Fernleigh
will be a most enjoyable one. Modern Furnishings.
Proprietress :: MISS L. SMITH 'Phone 41-319

AUCKLAND ™|
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TORUA
WHEN IN ROTORUA

Make Your Stay at the

HOTEL AUSTRALIA

First House on Left from Rallway Station.
A High-class Private Hotel at a Reasonable Tariff.
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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.

L —————————
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LAMBTON QUAY, WELLINGTON. Froprietor

TELEGIAMS:
“ MOTEL CE

0. nOX
B 42190

weite, Appoluted
. Automobile Associa-
Keacrvation ton Hotel

The Cucll* 1n synonymous with comfort, courtesy and contentment. Just opposite
Wallington's wondertul new Ruilway Station you will ace the Hotel Cocll—Welllng
ton's Suatlon Hotel. Nearby ara the berthing places of forry and oversea steamers,
Parllament Rulldings, and most of the leading centrea of itarest of the Capital City.

THE HOTEL CECIL

KOBT, T. M. EDMONDS.
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— 300,000 SECONDHAND BOOKS —

From 1500 to 1939 carefully classifieq

Correspondence and enquiries heartily
welcomed.

NEWBOLD’S BOOKSHOP LTD.

289 GEORGE STREET, DUNEDIN, O.1.

Largest Secondhand Booksellers
in Australasia.
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Okarito township, South Westland.
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}‘ TRILLOR
| GONGRETE VIBRATORS

| ELECTRIC and PETROL ENGINE TYPES

Vibration Gives Denser
and Stronger Concrete

Interesting Pamphlet availa

| Rlchardson McCahe
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KEEP YOUR JOB

.08 FOR OTHERS [

NEW ZEALAND PRODUCTS
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WHITE STAR SERVICES - - Telephone 2161

Marton Junction: Dep. Wanganul: 4.15 a.m.t, 6.15 p.m.*, 9.15 p.m.* *Connects with

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

Palmerston Dep. Wanganul, 7.45 a.m, 10 a.m.t% 12.15 p.m.*, 4 p.m.* tConnects

with Napier 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
pm. Cars connect with services to Napler and Masterton. Marton Junetion: 9.15
p.m.t tConnects with Auckland Express. MARTIN & VERNON.
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EFFICIENT PROTECTION

IN WARTIME—AS IN PEACE






etexts/Gov14_11Rail/Gov14_11Rail034b(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_11Rail/Gov14_11Rail058a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_11Rail/Gov14_11RailP001a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov14_11Rail/Gov14_11Rail063a(h280).jpg
ACCOUNTANCY
TRAINING

—the Front Linsof Homa Srvic

HEMINGWAY’S
‘CORRESPONDENCE ScHOOLS
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THERE IS ONLY ONE GOLF MAGAZINE
PUBLISHED IN NEW ZEALAND

“New Zealand Golf [llustrated”

The ol o of the N . Goll Acinton st L 6.1
BE IN THE FASHION AND BECOME A SUBSCRIBER

Our instructional articles will improve your game

“N.Z. GOLF ILLUSTRATED”

Po. Box w36 - AUCKLAND, C.1.
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THAT BORE

2 BOGEVAGAIN'
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ONE DARN THING AFTER
ANOTHER /
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"The Northern Advocate "

supplies the people of Northland with
® Full Local and District News
® Complete N.Z. Telegraph News
® Important World Wide Cables
il When vou use Northland's complete newspaper to

advertise your products you use the Best Medium
possible to contact Northland people.

;E’o Box 210, Whangarei - - 'Phone 2399

!fi

NS —
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NEW ZEALAND'S
LEADING DAILY NEWSPAPER

The Ngw Zealand Herald

wi (AUCKLAND)
Guaranteed Net Daily Sales Exceed

75,000 Copies

Proprictors:
WILSON & HORTON LTD.,
Queen Street - Auckland.
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Get Down to
“IRON FACTS”

The dependible Tron |
from o modern il
i wed oy in
any o the bigget and

| most imporant comracs
today. Becaune i is 5

evarate o fner senice

ander all conditons: with

tands i and conroson! ‘

|
Otago Iron Rolling Mills Co. Ltd.
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THE PROVINCIAL DAILY
WITH A NATIONAL APPEAL

See Rotorua and you see
2 grand cross-section of
all New Zealand.

The " Rotorua Morning
Post " reflects the interest,
appeal and prosperity of
this up and coming district.

ROTORUA
MORNING POST
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Thye Sonthland Times

THE ONLY MORNING PAPER PUBLISHED
IN SOUTHLAND.

Audited Net Circulation 10,040.

Largest Circulation outside the four Chief Centre

As approved by Association of N.Z. Advertisers.

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

London Office: 23/28 Fleet Street.
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Technical Books Cost Money

But for £1 a year you “The lieal
can get individual advice,
4 Journal for the
up-to-date information, (%, "
markets, helps, news, and |/ ..
recreation, etc., etc. B

New Zealand Farmer Weekly

Published by N.Z. Newspapers Ltd., Auckland and Christchurch.
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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, etc.

JOHN CHAMBERS & SO

Aknd - Handton - Plmaston Nors - Welnton - Chrcberch o —
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FIRST IN CIRCULATION
FIRST IN FEATURES
FIRST IN RESULTS

The Press

the logical

A steadily of thoroughly
aatisfied adverti proved that
advertising in “The Pres a highly profitable
investment.

“The Press,” the home newspaper—

The people’s first choice—
Cathedral Square, Christchurch, N.Z.






