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I hereby certify that the publisher's lists and other records disclose that the circulation of the “New Zealand Railways Magazine” has not been less than 20,000 copies each issue since July, 1930.
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Deputy-Controller and Auditor-General.

        
The 
New Zealand Railways Magazine is on sale through the principal booksellers, or may be obtained post-free for 6/- per annum.

        
Employees of the Railway Department are invited to forward news items or articles bearing on railway affairs. The aim of contributors should be to supply interesting topical material tending generally towards the betterment of the service.

        
In all cases where the Administration makes announcements through the medium of this journal, the fact will be clearly indicated.

        
The Department does not identify itself with any opinions which may be expressed in other portions of the publication, whether appearing over the author's name or under a 
nom de plume.

        
Short stories, poetry, pen-and-ink sketches, etc., are invited from the general public upon New Zealand subjects.

        
Payment for short paragraphs will be made at 2d. a line. Successful contributors will be expected to send in clippings from the Magazine for assessment of the payment due to them.

        
The Editor cannot undertake the return of 
Ms.

        

All communications should be addressed to The Editor, New Zealand Railways Magazine, Wellington.
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Editorial


The Spirit of New Zealand

        

The experiment made last month of producing the 
New Zealand Railways Magazine as a national monthly of general New Zealand as well as Railway interest, has met with a most cheering response from the reading public. So great was the demand for copies that within two days of publication the publishers had to draw on our reserve stocks to meet repeat orders from book-sellers, and considerable difficulty has since been experienced in meeting the demands of the buying public for copies of that issue. The response from contributors has also been remarkable, shewing that there is a vast reservoir of writing and sketching talent and knowledge regarding New Zealand subjects upon which a monthly publication such as this, with a truly national outlook, can draw when attempting to present to New Zealanders the story of the life and colour of their own land.

        
Do distant fields look greenest, and has a prophet no honour in his own country? If so, appearances may be wrong and local judgments defective. Misconceptions of this kind, where they exist, are usually due to a lack of adequate knowledge—a blind faith in the highly-coloured tales of Munchausen-minded travellers from foreign lands and in the alleged giants and mighty men of other places. To anyone who knows his New Zealand, there are records of human effort, of genius and skill, of industrial and productive efficiency, of research, invention, daring and enterprise, of self-sacrifice and public-spirited effort, of physical, mental and spiritual achievement available in regard to this country which, taken together, are certainly not surpassed by those of any country in the world. In placing dependable information upon matters such as these before New Zealanders, this Magazine hopes to reveal more and more the spirit of New Zealand to its people, so that, placing a just value upon their own land, they may have a true appreciation of their relative position in the world at large.

        
By this service the Magazine will strengthen still further the vital link between the railways and the public. While retaining its original purpose as a source of information upon railway affairs to public and railwaymen alike, it will also go out in ever-increasing numbers to the general public because of what it can do to encourage a sense of country and a patriotism based upon sound knowledge of New Zealand's worth.

        
The general warm-hearted response to the April issue indicates that there is already a large body of patriotic New Zealanders who see in the Magazine a means of strengthening and extending their interest in national affairs and amplifying their knowledge of their country's historical and geographical features.

        
Its further success in this direction will be the measure of its worth to New Zealanders. But in presenting the physical attractions of New Zealand, the glory of the Alps, the healing qualities of Rotorua, Te Aroha, Helensville or Hanmer, the traditions and folk-lore of the Maori race, the grandeur of New Zealand lakes and rivers, fiords and volcanic peaks, the Magazine is also doing a service for those beyond New Zealand who have in this journal an additional source of reliable information concerning what is coming to be universally regarded as the choicest and most varied scenic country in the world.
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The Royal Mail — From Biblical Times On





        

          
            
The Royal Mail

 From Biblical Times On
          
        

        

(Told by 

Leo Fanning
.)

        

          

            
So the posts went with letters from the King and his Princes throughout all Israel and Judah and according to the commandment of the King, saying, Ye children of Israel, turn again unto the Lord God of Abraham, Isaac and Israel, and He will return the remnant of you that are escaped out of the hand of the Kings of Assyria.—2 Chronicles, xxx. 6.
          

          

Close students of the Bible know that postal work is mentioned also in the Books of Esther, Job and Jeremiah. Of course it was a very simple system—merely an occasional despatch of important messages—a system similar to the practice of various ancient races in the Old World.

          
While some folk in New Zealand are busily counting their curses they are apt to forget their blessings, of which Miss Nelle Scanlan gave them a timely reminder recently. New Zealand still has an average of about twenty sheep and one dairy cow (in milk) per head of population, and it has many other good things, including the Royal Mail, the world's best postal service—really the best.

        

        

          
Memories of Romance.

          
Royal Mail! What a wealth of romance in those words! What memories of heroic feats they recall in the rescue of the precious bags on land and sea! Yet the clever pupil of a public school can tell us that the word mail comes from the French “malle,” which means a bag or trunk. That same bright boy or girl can also tell us that the word post is not based on any root meaning speed or despatch, but that the word means a place and has the same Latin root as the word position. The word post is a reminder that the mails of ancient times were carried from post to post, that is in stages from place to place.

        

        

          
Pioneer of Penny Postage.

          
Great Britain, pioneer in many great inventions for the modern world, led the way in postal progress. Among the names linked with this important development, Rowland Hill has pride of place. In 1837 he wrote a pamphlet entitled: “Post Office Reform: Its Importance and Practicability,” in which he set out a new system of service, including a postal rate of one penny per half-ounce. His plan appealed strongly to the public, and it became law in 1839. His prophecy that the reform would prove beneficial alike to the public, as individuals, and to the State was so well fulfilled that in course of time he received a public testimonial of £15,000, a grant of £20,000 from Parliament, a knighthood, and burial in Westminster Abbey.

          

            

[image: Start of the day's “Walk.”]
Start of the day's “Walk.”


          

          
Worthy tribute that to the man who enabled the people of his country to keep so easily and so cheaply in touch with one another!

        

        

          
Walks of Life.

          
The daily postman! How welcome he is! What a human link! The average person is rather scared of a telegram, but a letter may raise hope of a gladsome surprise. It may be a winning ticket in a lottery or a favourable reply to a request for something good. Recognition of the writing of a loved relative or friend promotes pleasant thoughts while the envelope is being opened.

          
On many thousands of streets and roads of New Zealand, every day, in all weathers, the postmen go their rounds, known as “walks.” In Wellington City alone there are seventy of these “walks.”

        

        

          
New Zealand in the Van.

          
Although Great Britain was the first country in the world to establish internal penny postage, New Zealand was the first to adopt universal penny postage, as far as possible. This system was inaugurated in 1901 under the Postmaster-Generalship



of Sir Joseph Ward, and it quickly proved itself a success from all view points. Problems of the Great War and the subsequent minor peace caused an increase in the rate for comparatively short periods, but it is back again at the popular penny, where the Department hopes that it will stay, for penny postage has become a keenly cherished departmental tradition.

          
New Zealanders are known as “great letter-writers”—at least in the sense of postal figures. During the year ended 31st December, 1931, the number of letters posted averaged 90 ½ per unit of the population—a figure surpassed in previous years, for the slump has caused a “cut” in correspondence. Here are the details of the mail for 1931:—

          

            

              

                
	
                
	Posted in Dominion.
                
	Delivered in Dominion.
              

              

                
	Letters & letter-cards
                
	126,587,27
                
	137,046,678
              

              

                
	Post-cards
                
	3,457,157
                
	4,152,807
              

              

                
	Books, etc.
                
	75,850,013
                
	75,519,555
              

              

                
	Newspapers
                
	17,534,022
                
	21,920,949
              

              

                
	Parcels
                
	1,597,566
                
	1,817,988
              

            

          

          
What a wide range of careful and faithful service lies behind those figures! Think of the numerous collections from those red pillar-boxes dotted over the length and breadth of New Zealand, the concentrations, the sortings, the deliveries from door to door!

        

        

          
Efficiency Without Fussiness.

          
A visit to the chief post office in Auckland, Wellington, Christchurch or Dunedin during a busy time is an inspiration and a galvanic tonic. Magic hands move among the mail. Here is speed, without confusion. System is linked with efficiency and despatch. Everybody seems to feel the prod of the clock's hands, and the work goes with a whirr.

          
Seeing the mail coming into one of those offices, the rapid and orderly handling inside, and the quick despatch will give any observer a feeling of pride in his country's postal system, and of admiration for the staff. One has an impression that if New Zealand as a whole has the same indomitable carry-on spirit, with the same efficiency, as the Postal Department has, the slump will be getting a send-off well ahead of the dates guessed by pessimists.

          
In one corner of the Chief Post Office at Wellington a date-stamping machine has the rapid chatter of a quick-firing gun. That machine takes 900 letters a minute, and it has a hungry hum, as if it were eager for even larger feeds.

          
It is pleasant to be told that this speedy stamper is a New Zealand invention, and that it was made at Petone. Another very helpful New Zealand invention is the automatic franker, in use in thousands of private offices throughout the Dominion. The stamp-vending machines at the entrances of a number of post offices were also invented in New Zealand by a former employee of the Post Office, and they are now being made in this country.

        

        

          
Typical Wins Against Time.

          
Here is a glimpse of the postal race against time:

          
The Royal Mail liner Rangitata (from England) in the stream, Wellington, at 10.30 a.m.; moored to the wharf at 12.15 p.m.; first sling of mail-bags landed at 12.35; first lorry-load of mail reaches the Post Office at 12.50; Auckland share of the letter mail catches the Main Trunk Express at 2 p.m.; letter mail for Wellington City sorted and delivered during the same afternoon. That looks a smart enough performance, but it is a bigger feat than the galloping summary indicates. The big ship was working other cargo while the mail was coming ashore. Motor vehicles buzzed about while the postal men were busy with their tasks. The Royal Mail had to make its way through thick traffic of commerce—and it did, nobly.

          
That is not an exceptional performance; it is merely typical of the postal service in lucky New Zealand.

          
Another example of quick handling occurs regularly with the trans-Pacific mails. A vessel from San Francisco will arrive at Wellington in the morning. Letters will be delivered in the city in time to enable business folk to post replies on the afternoon of the same day to connect with the ship which leaves Auckland for Vancouver. This remarkable result is facilitated by the employment of mail-agents on trans-Pacific liners. In addition to sorting the mail they are publicity representatives for New Zealand. They give bright lecturettes on the Dominion, from various viewpoints, particularly scenery and sport, and show moving pictures.

          
This fast working is not confined to inward mails. If a ship is timed to leave a New Zealand port at 3 p.m., the mail will close at the port only two hours ahead.

        

        

          
A Week's Mail from London.

          
When the Rangitata arrived at Wellington recently it brought a week's mail from London—147 bags of letters and letter-cards, 743 bags of newspapers and packets, and 216 bags of parcels. Each of those 147 bags would hold about 601b. of mail, and each pound would represent about 30 letters. There would be between 1700 and 1800 letters to the bag—an aggregate of approximately 250,000 letters.

        

        

          
Keen Guard on Registered Mail.

          
A millionaire's child in Chicago is not an object of closer care and guarding than the registered mail in New Zealand. That mail is checked and double-checked. From the moment that it comes in until it is delivered it is under protective vigilance. A record is kept of all



officers who handle that mail at all stages of its passage from sender to receiver. The system is fool-proof and knave-proof from start to finish.

        

        

          
A Real League of Nations.

          
The only effective—definitely effective—League of Nations at present is the International Postal Union in which all countries of the world are represented. The latest member is the newly-created Vatican State, which was admitted several years ago.

          
This world-wide Union, which meets every five years, uses French as the international language for all discussions and for the official reports, big well-bound volumes which are sent to each member.

          
Mr. G. McNamara, secretary of the Post and Telegraph Department, who represented New Zealand at the last meeting of the big Union, speaks highly of the great spirit of service shewn by the envoys and their eagerness to be mutually helpful. Of course, differences of opinion occur on various matters, but once a vote is taken the will of the majority is accepted without argument, and that decision becomes international law immediately, in accordance with the International Convention.

          
Among the various agreements, the chief one is that each of the countries comprising the Union must undertake to give the best possible speed to the mail. Whatever disputes countries may be having about other matters the mail must not be hindered. On it must go by the best available despatch, except that a country is not obliged to use costly air service unless special provision is made for such transport.

          
Another agreement requires that green must be the colour in all countries for the ½d. stamp (or the equivalent of ½d.); red for the 1d.; blue for the 2 ½d. (the highest rate for international letter postage).

        

        

          
A Peep at the Past.

          
It will surprise many New Zealanders to learn that the first postal service in this country was under the jurisdiction of New South Wales—the “Mother State.” Even after the proclamation of British sovereignity at Kororareka (Russell), in the Bay of Islands, by Captain Hobson, in 1840, New Zealand remained for a while under the suzerainty of New South Wales. Captain Hobson was Lieutenant-Governor here, acting for the Governor of New South Wales, Sir George Gipps. It is recorded in Mr. Donald Robertson's “Early History of the New Zealand Post Office,” that “the first trace of anything bearing on the subject of a post office in New Zealand is a statement made by Mr. Powditch that in 1831 he, being a personal friend of the Postmaster-General of New South Wales, was commissioned to receive and make-up mails on his behalf in the Bay of Islands.”

          
For some years after 1840 postal development was slow and cumbersome. “As stamps were not in use till 1855,” wrote Mr. Robertson, “letters were handed with the cash to the postmaster, and the address of every letter, with the amount of the postage, was entered in a ponderous record-book, from which was transcribed in triplicate, a monthly return.”

          
Yes, things have moved since then.
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So the posts went with letters from the King and his Princes throughout all Israel and Judah and according to the commandment of the King, saying, Ye children of Israel, turn again unto the Lord God of Abraham, Isaac and Israel, and He will return the remnant of you that are escaped out of the hand of the Kings of Assyria.—2 Chronicles, xxx. 6.
          

          

Close students of the Bible know that postal work is mentioned also in the Books of Esther, Job and Jeremiah. Of course it was a very simple system—merely an occasional despatch of important messages—a system similar to the practice of various ancient races in the Old World.

          
While some folk in New Zealand are busily counting their curses they are apt to forget their blessings, of which Miss Nelle Scanlan gave them a timely reminder recently. New Zealand still has an average of about twenty sheep and one dairy cow (in milk) per head of population, and it has many other good things, including the Royal Mail, the world's best postal service—really the best.
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Memories of Romance.

          
Royal Mail! What a wealth of romance in those words! What memories of heroic feats they recall in the rescue of the precious bags on land and sea! Yet the clever pupil of a public school can tell us that the word mail comes from the French “malle,” which means a bag or trunk. That same bright boy or girl can also tell us that the word post is not based on any root meaning speed or despatch, but that the word means a place and has the same Latin root as the word position. The word post is a reminder that the mails of ancient times were carried from post to post, that is in stages from place to place.
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Pioneer of Penny Postage.

          
Great Britain, pioneer in many great inventions for the modern world, led the way in postal progress. Among the names linked with this important development, Rowland Hill has pride of place. In 1837 he wrote a pamphlet entitled: “Post Office Reform: Its Importance and Practicability,” in which he set out a new system of service, including a postal rate of one penny per half-ounce. His plan appealed strongly to the public, and it became law in 1839. His prophecy that the reform would prove beneficial alike to the public, as individuals, and to the State was so well fulfilled that in course of time he received a public testimonial of £15,000, a grant of £20,000 from Parliament, a knighthood, and burial in Westminster Abbey.
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Worthy tribute that to the man who enabled the people of his country to keep so easily and so cheaply in touch with one another!
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Walks of Life.

          
The daily postman! How welcome he is! What a human link! The average person is rather scared of a telegram, but a letter may raise hope of a gladsome surprise. It may be a winning ticket in a lottery or a favourable reply to a request for something good. Recognition of the writing of a loved relative or friend promotes pleasant thoughts while the envelope is being opened.

          
On many thousands of streets and roads of New Zealand, every day, in all weathers, the postmen go their rounds, known as “walks.” In Wellington City alone there are seventy of these “walks.”
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New Zealand in the Van.

          
Although Great Britain was the first country in the world to establish internal penny postage, New Zealand was the first to adopt universal penny postage, as far as possible. This system was inaugurated in 1901 under the Postmaster-Generalship



of Sir Joseph Ward, and it quickly proved itself a success from all view points. Problems of the Great War and the subsequent minor peace caused an increase in the rate for comparatively short periods, but it is back again at the popular penny, where the Department hopes that it will stay, for penny postage has become a keenly cherished departmental tradition.

          
New Zealanders are known as “great letter-writers”—at least in the sense of postal figures. During the year ended 31st December, 1931, the number of letters posted averaged 90 ½ per unit of the population—a figure surpassed in previous years, for the slump has caused a “cut” in correspondence. Here are the details of the mail for 1931:—

          

            

              

                
	
                
	Posted in Dominion.
                
	Delivered in Dominion.
              

              

                
	Letters & letter-cards
                
	126,587,27
                
	137,046,678
              

              

                
	Post-cards
                
	3,457,157
                
	4,152,807
              

              

                
	Books, etc.
                
	75,850,013
                
	75,519,555
              

              

                
	Newspapers
                
	17,534,022
                
	21,920,949
              

              

                
	Parcels
                
	1,597,566
                
	1,817,988
              

            

          

          
What a wide range of careful and faithful service lies behind those figures! Think of the numerous collections from those red pillar-boxes dotted over the length and breadth of New Zealand, the concentrations, the sortings, the deliveries from door to door!
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Efficiency Without Fussiness.

          
A visit to the chief post office in Auckland, Wellington, Christchurch or Dunedin during a busy time is an inspiration and a galvanic tonic. Magic hands move among the mail. Here is speed, without confusion. System is linked with efficiency and despatch. Everybody seems to feel the prod of the clock's hands, and the work goes with a whirr.

          
Seeing the mail coming into one of those offices, the rapid and orderly handling inside, and the quick despatch will give any observer a feeling of pride in his country's postal system, and of admiration for the staff. One has an impression that if New Zealand as a whole has the same indomitable carry-on spirit, with the same efficiency, as the Postal Department has, the slump will be getting a send-off well ahead of the dates guessed by pessimists.

          
In one corner of the Chief Post Office at Wellington a date-stamping machine has the rapid chatter of a quick-firing gun. That machine takes 900 letters a minute, and it has a hungry hum, as if it were eager for even larger feeds.

          
It is pleasant to be told that this speedy stamper is a New Zealand invention, and that it was made at Petone. Another very helpful New Zealand invention is the automatic franker, in use in thousands of private offices throughout the Dominion. The stamp-vending machines at the entrances of a number of post offices were also invented in New Zealand by a former employee of the Post Office, and they are now being made in this country.
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Typical Wins Against Time.

          
Here is a glimpse of the postal race against time:

          
The Royal Mail liner Rangitata (from England) in the stream, Wellington, at 10.30 a.m.; moored to the wharf at 12.15 p.m.; first sling of mail-bags landed at 12.35; first lorry-load of mail reaches the Post Office at 12.50; Auckland share of the letter mail catches the Main Trunk Express at 2 p.m.; letter mail for Wellington City sorted and delivered during the same afternoon. That looks a smart enough performance, but it is a bigger feat than the galloping summary indicates. The big ship was working other cargo while the mail was coming ashore. Motor vehicles buzzed about while the postal men were busy with their tasks. The Royal Mail had to make its way through thick traffic of commerce—and it did, nobly.

          
That is not an exceptional performance; it is merely typical of the postal service in lucky New Zealand.

          
Another example of quick handling occurs regularly with the trans-Pacific mails. A vessel from San Francisco will arrive at Wellington in the morning. Letters will be delivered in the city in time to enable business folk to post replies on the afternoon of the same day to connect with the ship which leaves Auckland for Vancouver. This remarkable result is facilitated by the employment of mail-agents on trans-Pacific liners. In addition to sorting the mail they are publicity representatives for New Zealand. They give bright lecturettes on the Dominion, from various viewpoints, particularly scenery and sport, and show moving pictures.

          
This fast working is not confined to inward mails. If a ship is timed to leave a New Zealand port at 3 p.m., the mail will close at the port only two hours ahead.
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A Week's Mail from London.

          
When the Rangitata arrived at Wellington recently it brought a week's mail from London—147 bags of letters and letter-cards, 743 bags of newspapers and packets, and 216 bags of parcels. Each of those 147 bags would hold about 601b. of mail, and each pound would represent about 30 letters. There would be between 1700 and 1800 letters to the bag—an aggregate of approximately 250,000 letters.
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Keen Guard on Registered Mail.

          
A millionaire's child in Chicago is not an object of closer care and guarding than the registered mail in New Zealand. That mail is checked and double-checked. From the moment that it comes in until it is delivered it is under protective vigilance. A record is kept of all



officers who handle that mail at all stages of its passage from sender to receiver. The system is fool-proof and knave-proof from start to finish.
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A Real League of Nations.

          
The only effective—definitely effective—League of Nations at present is the International Postal Union in which all countries of the world are represented. The latest member is the newly-created Vatican State, which was admitted several years ago.

          
This world-wide Union, which meets every five years, uses French as the international language for all discussions and for the official reports, big well-bound volumes which are sent to each member.

          
Mr. G. McNamara, secretary of the Post and Telegraph Department, who represented New Zealand at the last meeting of the big Union, speaks highly of the great spirit of service shewn by the envoys and their eagerness to be mutually helpful. Of course, differences of opinion occur on various matters, but once a vote is taken the will of the majority is accepted without argument, and that decision becomes international law immediately, in accordance with the International Convention.

          
Among the various agreements, the chief one is that each of the countries comprising the Union must undertake to give the best possible speed to the mail. Whatever disputes countries may be having about other matters the mail must not be hindered. On it must go by the best available despatch, except that a country is not obliged to use costly air service unless special provision is made for such transport.

          
Another agreement requires that green must be the colour in all countries for the ½d. stamp (or the equivalent of ½d.); red for the 1d.; blue for the 2 ½d. (the highest rate for international letter postage).
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A Peep at the Past.

          
It will surprise many New Zealanders to learn that the first postal service in this country was under the jurisdiction of New South Wales—the “Mother State.” Even after the proclamation of British sovereignity at Kororareka (Russell), in the Bay of Islands, by Captain Hobson, in 1840, New Zealand remained for a while under the suzerainty of New South Wales. Captain Hobson was Lieutenant-Governor here, acting for the Governor of New South Wales, Sir George Gipps. It is recorded in Mr. Donald Robertson's “Early History of the New Zealand Post Office,” that “the first trace of anything bearing on the subject of a post office in New Zealand is a statement made by Mr. Powditch that in 1831 he, being a personal friend of the Postmaster-General of New South Wales, was commissioned to receive and make-up mails on his behalf in the Bay of Islands.”

          
For some years after 1840 postal development was slow and cumbersome. “As stamps were not in use till 1855,” wrote Mr. Robertson, “letters were handed with the cash to the postmaster, and the address of every letter, with the amount of the postage, was entered in a ponderous record-book, from which was transcribed in triplicate, a monthly return.”

          
Yes, things have moved since then.
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Railway Progress in New Zealand



General Manager'S Message



The Price of Safety

        
The price of safety is eternal vigilance. The effectiveness of the vigilance exercised by the staff of the railways in securing safety for the travelling public was never better exemplified than when the torrential downpour with cloudburst effect last month endangered many miles of railway in the central portion of the North Island Main Trunk line. From one end of the country to the other and from every source expressions of appreciation have poured in to the Management for the fine work done by the Department in meeting the emergency situation then created and in maintaining, despite colossal flood damage, the unbroken record of many years for no fatalities amongst railway passengers.

        
I desire to take this opportunity of expressing to the staff the Railway Board's and the Management's keen appreciation of the fine work done on that occasion by all engaged in the work of protection, reconstruction and emergency transport throughout that difficult period. The present also appears to be an appropriate occasion for letting the public know something of the safety system which, backed in times of emergency by the intelligent anticipation of an alert staff, enables the Railways of this country to justify their slogan “Safer by Rail.” In times of storm every mile of track where trouble may be anticipated is patrolled by the men of the maintenance service to ensure safety for the passage of trains. Caution signals are set up where necessary. There are speed-regulating notices, the proper use of which is dependent upon the good judgment of a staff trained by long experience to know what speed is a safe one having regard to the existing condition of any section of track. Drivers and firemen are all qualified by examination and experience for running safely and within the margins of speeds carefully calculated for the types of trains working over the various sections of track. The signalling system in the busier centres is of the latest type for sections of dense traffic, and elsewhere electric tablet and inter-locking between signals and points secures the utmost mechanical safety. Then the whole transport personnel of guards and shunters, stationmasters and train controllers right up to District Officers and beyond, is composed of carefully-selected, trained and experienced men whose first duty is now, as always, the safety of the public.

        
It is through a system and personnel of this kind that, no matter where an emergency arises in either the North or South Island, the railwaymen on the spot can be depended upon to do the best possible in whatever circumstances for the safety, comfort, and expeditious transport of the travelling public.
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Acting-General Manager.
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The 
Man from 
Moree



By 
Will Lawson


        
“
Tell the driver of Number 35 that the signals will be against him, but to come in….”

        
The voice that gave this message to the night charge foreman at Bathurst steam shed was agitated, and it ceased abruptly, as though the speaker had been pulled away from the telephone. But the foreman recognised it as that of Marris, the young night officer at Mudville, a lonely station west of Bathurst. He could get no further word, however, from the lad, and the stations on either side bore out his observations—that the call came from Mudville.

        
Long Charlie would be the driver of No. 35—a cool, determined man, who could be trusted. But No. 35 was a fast goods, that scarcely spoke to Mudville as she swept through. And she wasn't due at Bathurst from east for half an hour. What might not be happening to Marris in the meantime? He might have fainted. Perhaps it was a hold-up and the message had been sent by Marris under compulsion, in order to assist the plans of some gang. Peter Mack, the charge foreman, thought rapidly. And an idea came to him. He would go out himself with Mick Moree on a light engine.

        
Only this afternoon this strange engine-man, whom the men in the barracks had christened Mick Moree, had blown in from the Great Northern Line with his big-wheeled, old-fashioned “D” engine, both being on transfer.

        
And when he was asked where he had come from, his reply had been “From Moree, where the emus pick the corks out of the side-rods.”

        
Peter Mack sent a callboy running to the barracks to get Mick Moree. It was a pity he had to do it, for there was a very happy party in the long room at the barracks. The simple humour of the north-western engineman was making them laugh in a whole-hearted happy way. He had a dry way of putting things, too.

        
“There's a 100-mile stretch out Mungindi Way,” he told them, “where you've got a straight look at the signals for forty miles.”

        


        
“Fat lot of signals you'd see in forty miles,” Gentleman Jack observed. “How far do you reckon you could see lights?”

        
“I can see lights for thousands of miles,” Mick Moree retorted gently. “I can see the stars.”

        
Someone told the story of an engine crew that was held up by bushrangers; but the bushrangers stopped the wrong train; the one they met had not been “primed,” and Jacky Boyd, the driver, and his mate fell on the bushrangers with spanners and a bueket and captured them.

        
“What yould you do if that happened to you?” someone asked Mick.

        
“Me,” he said. “Look, boys, I'm a cocktail, true. If a hold-up man ever climbed up on my engine I'd say to him, “Sonny, take my tucker, take my money, my clothes, my missus, anything at all, but for God's sake don't touch the oil.”

        
There was a roar of laughter at that, for the strict tally kept on the lubricating oil was one of the sore points with the enginemen.

        
“Boss wants you ‘twonce,” a callboy interrupted, entering the room and waving his lantern at Mick Moree. “Quick and lively,” he said, “and get the hay out o' your whiskers.

        
“What's up, sonny?” Gentleman Jack asked, as Mick Moree started off on the run.

        
“Sumping balmy up at Mudville, they tell me,” the boy answered. “Goin' to send out a fast engine, light.”

        
And with this mystifying message he departed, leaving the barracks full of conjecture as to what the new driver had to do with sending out a fast, light engine. They got a slight idea, when a few minutes later the “D” romped past with her exhaust accelerating till it began to sound like one continuous noise, and she was scarcely clear of the yard at that. Listening to her breasting the Tumulah bank, the men looked at one another. That engine was travelling, if ever one did, and it opened their minds to what the oldtimers could do in the way of speed, if they weren't killed with a heavy load. Peter Mack knew. That was why he picked her and her driver for this job.

        
When Mick Moree reached the steam shed, he found they had steam on his old engine, with the big, lanky-looking wheels.

        
“Who's firing?” he asked.

        
“I'm firing,” Peter Mack replied, “and I want to get to Mudville as fast as you can rush her along. We've got the road.”

        
Mick leaped into the cab, and sent the “D” spinning backwards, with drivers slipping, till she faced the points of the main line. He whistled for the road, following Mack's directions, he being strange to the run, and when they got the “green” the man from Moree set his light, fast engine roaring out, away past the barracks and up the bank. She seemed to snort at the first steep grade, for she was used to the plains where the wild emus ran loose. But she had nothing to pull, and the steam that Peter Mack was making by the sweat of his brow just sang through her ports and valves, and roared up to the stars in a white cloud. She was travelling.

        
“Don't hunt her off the track,” Peter said, as he straightened his back. But Mick never answered. He was looking for the lights at Perthville, and his hand moved the throttle wider and wider, little by little. On the rising grades the engine was steadier than she would have been on the level or a down grade. And there was trouble at Mudville. They had to travel.

        
George's Plains whipped past, then Wimbleton, and the “D” was flying faster.

        
“Reckon she's touching 70,” Mick leaned over to Peter and shouted.

        
“Keep her steady, we're nearly there,” Peter shouted back. And they slammed along. A quarter of an hour later, the signals of Mudville glowed ahead. They were at “danger.” “Don't whistle,” Peter yelled. “Want to surprise them.”

        
Swooping down on the lonely little platform, Mick shut off steam and used the



air as much as he dared, bringing the racing engine to a reasonable speed as she reached the platform.
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A dim light shone in the office, but the door was shut. Swinging lightly from his footplate, Mick Moree left Peter Mack to pull her up, and in two bounds reached the door. He didn't pause to try the handle. With the impetus of the engine still in his stride, he landed a terrific kick at the door. Though it had been locked, it flew open with a crash, and Mick was inside the room. Peter had pulled the engine up, and was close on his heels. Together they gazed in amazement at the scene there being enacted, which they had interrupted.

        
The young night officer, horror in his eyes, was squeezed into a small space at one end of the chimney, just out of reach of the telephone, the receiver of which hung on its cord, where he had dropped it. And leaning over him, in a threatening attitude, was a stark-naked giant, a man with long red hair and a carving knife in his hand.

        
“I'll let your lights out if you move,” he had said, when he crowded the boy into the corner, and he looked as though he meant it.

        
The close warmth of the room was what struck Mick Moree. That was the only emotion he registered at first. Then the big man turned his head and regarded them.

        
“I'll put your lights out,” he said again, in a growling horrible voice.

        
“Will you?” Mick said. “Well, come over here and talk about it; over here where it's warm. You'll be shivering without your overcoat, I'm thinking.”

        


        
The man left the boy and moved over towards them. He scarcely glanced at Peter Mack, who went to speak to young Marris, and put the telephone receiver back.

        
“I want to go to Sydney,” the giant told Mick; “and that brat won't give me a ticket.”

        
“Sure, sit down and talk it over,” Mick said, sitting down himself on a stool near the stove. The man came close to him, and, folding his arms, with the knife still looking ugly, he sat—on the stove!

        
The yell that followed nearly made the station signals jump from red to green, it was so like the howl of a locomotive. The big man made a streak in the darkness as he bounded through the door and was lost to sight. Mick went after him.

        
“He'll be getting the ‘D’ and going off to Sydney by himself,” he cried as he ran.

        
That was just the idea the madman had. When he had crept stealthily into the station office and startled the night officer, as he sat at his instruments chatting to his comrades on the wire, the naked sleeper-cutter's aim was to secure transit to Sydney. Baulked by the sudden advent of Peter and Mick, his impulse revived at the sight of the “D” standing on the main line, though had he carried it out, the madman would have gone west instead of east.
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Smiling faces at the carriage windows.


        

        
He was trying to work the levers and link motion when Mick leaped on to the footplate. Luckily the man had dropped his knife, and though he fought like a tiger cat, Mick was too clever for him. And Peter and the lad came up as reinforcements. They soon had him tied hand and foot, and laid out on the coal in the tender, with some bags over him to keep him warm. Then they ran the “D” on to the siding to give passage to No. 35.

        
Soon they could hear the fast goods glogging up the gullies, and blowing for signals, as she picked up speed on the flat before the station. The light winked from red to green. The big “T” engine with 300 tons behind her drawbar thundered through. They had a glimpse of Long Charlie, as he waved his hand to them as to an incident in his progress, little realising what might have been in store for him and his crew if Peter Mack had been content to carry out the night officer's request.
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The Agelessness of Youth
            
          
        

        

          

            
Perpetrated & Illustrated By 
Ken Alexander.
          
        

        

          
The Slaughter of the Innocence.

          

Man'S memory is as short as money, running pants and other shortages, and yesterday is as dead to-day as to-day will be to-morrow. Some say that Time is a healer, but Time is only a killer who goes “heeled.” Time is a murderer of memory who specialises in the slaughter of the innocence and the “rack-ateering” of Romance. Memory is the link that binds, while forgetfulness is the kink that blinds the eyes of age to the outlook of youth; which explains the eternal try-wrangle between heaviness of hand and lightness of heart, representing age and youth disrespectfully. For youth has never attained a taste for mock-tootle snoop, but hearkens to its heart because its heart beats the drum of drama and the tom-tom of truth, while the ear of age is deafened by the false fanfare of finance and the captious call of caution.

        

        

          
Expression and Suppression.

          
Youth and age are age-old enemies because youth demands expression and age commands suppression, and suppression is as unnatural as a nightwatchman in bed or a deep-sea diver in a bathing suit. No doubt “mother knows best”—for mother's sake, and father knows second of best—for peace sake, but youth, like the ancient mariner, prefers to risk the rock of rages in the stormy sea of solution rather than learn its longitudes and platitudes from the book of parental jogg-raphy.

        

        

          
Sea Dogs and Hot Dogs.

          
In daze of yore, when the professors of unnatural mystery assured the sea-dog that the earth was as flat as a flounder's hat, the sea dog kept his doubts “doggo” for fear of featuring as a hot dog in the grill grade of the Heresy Stakes. He put to sea to see, and proved that when in doubt the best way out is to go to see. He rounded off a flat argument, vindicated his vanity, and proved it is possible to go a long way without going “over the edge.” Youth likewise hastens to hold the bird of passage in the hand, rather than to hearken to its croaks from a cloistered cage. Youth is only age with its hair on, and if no hair begets brains, a pike is not such a poor fish after all.

        

        

          
Hair-splitting and Bald Fact.

          
Youth is an explorer of the hinterlands of Heresy, and no doubt the great adulterated are often useful as life-savers at the brink of the falls; but too often the adulterated wave the red flag while yet the roar of the rapids resembles the whisper of a spent water melon.

          
Youth must break and err before it can take the air, and the plane of life cannot rise until it has gathered speed on the runaway. After all, mistakes are only experiences which have missed the spot marked X, and if ignorance is bliss, knowledge often is blisters. Thus we echo the policy of the insurance agent, “‘tis better to have lived and lost than never to have lived at all.”
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Why Abel Got the Cane.

          
It probably was Adam's adamantcy which caused Cain to put the label on Abel, and if Adam's appeals had been less serpentine and more concerned with causes than cores, Abel might have dodged the cane. The naughtiness of youth is nought but a sally into the alley of allegation to see if the allegation equals the actuality. Put to metrical measure it sounds lore or mess like this:—

          
When we are young and life is mostly “why,”

          
And Heresy harps in accents drab and dry,

          
What remedy remains for questing youth

          
Except to ascertain the actual truth By individual inquest on the spot

          
To learn the why and wherefore and the what?

          
For youth demands the actualities

          
Of life, and knows by instinct chalk from cheese.

          
With mind unhampered by the direful dread

          
Of compromising for its daily bread, Youth can't be satisfied with self-deceit, But turns to taste the raw ungarnished meat.

          
And if the dish prove over-red and rare For stomachs unacquaint with fleshy fare, At least it learns while yet its mind is slim,

          
The reason why adults are grey and grim. And who can blame a mind not run to fat For wond'ring how its elders “got like that.”

          
Experience, the ancient anodyne For pristine preconception, must refine The making mind of youth, although methink

          
Experiment oft' makes the air to stink.

          
Thus when young Waldo, barely rising eight,

          
Is found recumbent in a sozzled state, With uncle's smouldering pipe upon his chest,

          
Young Waldo's state explains that he's expressed

          
The fundamental urge to grasp the truth About this Lady Nicotine forsooth.

          
And when young Waldo's senses make the grade,

          
He'll recognise the lady is a jade.

          
When Albert Edward, thinking he's a “swinjer,”

          
At seventeen consorts with gin and ginger,

          
Though this is bad we one and all agree, We can't feel any worse than Albert E. And thus these expeditions in the “wood” Do prove that out of evil cometh good, And age by word of mouth can never equal

          
The awful agony of sinning's sequel.

        

        

          
Grey Hairs and Gay Heirs.

          
Youth in age rests on memory of youth when youth is but a memory; and a ripe memory is never sour. If age could reconcile grey hairs with gay heirs there would be more super-men than snooper-men, and less to follow the figure of Fat than the finger of Fate. Too often, when age comes in at the door youth flies out of the window. The reason is reasonable when age has forgotten to remember the days when the sun meant more than
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“The figure of Fat and the finger of Fate.”





an illumination for the accumulation of perspiration and acclamation; when days were more than a daze; when the breath of Heaven was the aroma of Romance and not a pair of pants for running in the race for riches; when “knowledge” was a blight and wisdom was not 
learnt but 
lived. In the circumstances who can blame youth for putting age on the spot; for even a donkey can get a kick out of life occasionally.

        

        

          
Wise Cracks on the Nut.

          
Pertinent prophecy “and a little child shall lead them” is truth in a nut-shell, but the nut is tough and it takes a few wise cracks to get at its kernel.

          
Wisdom oft' lies in lack of “wisdom.” Youth possesses the “knowledge” of ignorance, but lacks the cunning to analyse the ignorance of “knowledge,” which explains why age is a crossword puzzle to the young.

        

        

          
Bats and Bawls.

          
But why worry! Age is only youth which has lost its memory, and the day must dawn when memory will return like the prodigal son-of-a-gun drawn to home and hearth by calf love. It is said that a smart crack on the cranium will resurrect a memory which has sunk beneath the ooze of the blues. If this is according to Hoyle and Cocker the adulterated world is due for a resurrection of youth. Nemesis is wielding the willow, and there is a chance that she will bat some beautitude into the beans of the prematurely proscribed. In the meantime age might excusably beg of youth:

          

            
Don't scold


            
Because I'm old,


            
But educate me


            
In things that go


            
To make the world


            
Less webbed in woe!
          

          

            
Don't blame


            
Because I'm lame


            
In mental muscle,


            
But give me light


            
To squash the blight


            
Which makes me hustle!


            
Don't pity me


            
Because you see


            
The way I grump


            
When life might be


            
A rhapsody


            
Despite the slump.
          

          

            
Don't scold


            
Because I'm old,


            
But teach me sense,


            
To 
live each da


            
That comes my way,


            
Despite expense.
          

          

            
Don't overlook


            
The Doomsday book


            
Which fouls my Fate,


            
But put me right


            
On things which might


            
“Give me the gate.”


            
In other speech


            
Teach me to reach


            
And get a fist


            
On simple fact


            
That won't retract


            
And do a “twist.”
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Making The Best Of A Bad Job.
              


          

          
Youth is busy making the best of a bad job because it hasn't discovered that the job is bad. If the child is father of the man this explains man's infantile paralysis of the understanding.
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The Slaughter of the Innocence.

          

Man'S memory is as short as money, running pants and other shortages, and yesterday is as dead to-day as to-day will be to-morrow. Some say that Time is a healer, but Time is only a killer who goes “heeled.” Time is a murderer of memory who specialises in the slaughter of the innocence and the “rack-ateering” of Romance. Memory is the link that binds, while forgetfulness is the kink that blinds the eyes of age to the outlook of youth; which explains the eternal try-wrangle between heaviness of hand and lightness of heart, representing age and youth disrespectfully. For youth has never attained a taste for mock-tootle snoop, but hearkens to its heart because its heart beats the drum of drama and the tom-tom of truth, while the ear of age is deafened by the false fanfare of finance and the captious call of caution.
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In daze of yore, when the professors of unnatural mystery assured the sea-dog that the earth was as flat as a flounder's hat, the sea dog kept his doubts “doggo” for fear of featuring as a hot dog in the grill grade of the Heresy Stakes. He put to sea to see, and proved that when in doubt the best way out is to go to see. He rounded off a flat argument, vindicated his vanity, and proved it is possible to go a long way without going “over the edge.” Youth likewise hastens to hold the bird of passage in the hand, rather than to hearken to its croaks from a cloistered cage. Youth is only age with its hair on, and if no hair begets brains, a pike is not such a poor fish after all.
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Hair-splitting and Bald Fact.

          
Youth is an explorer of the hinterlands of Heresy, and no doubt the great adulterated are often useful as life-savers at the brink of the falls; but too often the adulterated wave the red flag while yet the roar of the rapids resembles the whisper of a spent water melon.

          
Youth must break and err before it can take the air, and the plane of life cannot rise until it has gathered speed on the runaway. After all, mistakes are only experiences which have missed the spot marked X, and if ignorance is bliss, knowledge often is blisters. Thus we echo the policy of the insurance agent, “‘tis better to have lived and lost than never to have lived at all.”
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It probably was Adam's adamantcy which caused Cain to put the label on Abel, and if Adam's appeals had been less serpentine and more concerned with causes than cores, Abel might have dodged the cane. The naughtiness of youth is nought but a sally into the alley of allegation to see if the allegation equals the actuality. Put to metrical measure it sounds lore or mess like this:—

          
When we are young and life is mostly “why,”

          
And Heresy harps in accents drab and dry,

          
What remedy remains for questing youth

          
Except to ascertain the actual truth By individual inquest on the spot

          
To learn the why and wherefore and the what?

          
For youth demands the actualities

          
Of life, and knows by instinct chalk from cheese.

          
With mind unhampered by the direful dread

          
Of compromising for its daily bread, Youth can't be satisfied with self-deceit, But turns to taste the raw ungarnished meat.

          
And if the dish prove over-red and rare For stomachs unacquaint with fleshy fare, At least it learns while yet its mind is slim,

          
The reason why adults are grey and grim. And who can blame a mind not run to fat For wond'ring how its elders “got like that.”

          
Experience, the ancient anodyne For pristine preconception, must refine The making mind of youth, although methink

          
Experiment oft' makes the air to stink.

          
Thus when young Waldo, barely rising eight,

          
Is found recumbent in a sozzled state, With uncle's smouldering pipe upon his chest,

          
Young Waldo's state explains that he's expressed

          
The fundamental urge to grasp the truth About this Lady Nicotine forsooth.

          
And when young Waldo's senses make the grade,

          
He'll recognise the lady is a jade.

          
When Albert Edward, thinking he's a “swinjer,”

          
At seventeen consorts with gin and ginger,

          
Though this is bad we one and all agree, We can't feel any worse than Albert E. And thus these expeditions in the “wood” Do prove that out of evil cometh good, And age by word of mouth can never equal

          
The awful agony of sinning's sequel.
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Youth in age rests on memory of youth when youth is but a memory; and a ripe memory is never sour. If age could reconcile grey hairs with gay heirs there would be more super-men than snooper-men, and less to follow the figure of Fat than the finger of Fate. Too often, when age comes in at the door youth flies out of the window. The reason is reasonable when age has forgotten to remember the days when the sun meant more than
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an illumination for the accumulation of perspiration and acclamation; when days were more than a daze; when the breath of Heaven was the aroma of Romance and not a pair of pants for running in the race for riches; when “knowledge” was a blight and wisdom was not 
learnt but 
lived. In the circumstances who can blame youth for putting age on the spot; for even a donkey can get a kick out of life occasionally.
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Pertinent prophecy “and a little child shall lead them” is truth in a nut-shell, but the nut is tough and it takes a few wise cracks to get at its kernel.

          
Wisdom oft' lies in lack of “wisdom.” Youth possesses the “knowledge” of ignorance, but lacks the cunning to analyse the ignorance of “knowledge,” which explains why age is a crossword puzzle to the young.
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But why worry! Age is only youth which has lost its memory, and the day must dawn when memory will return like the prodigal son-of-a-gun drawn to home and hearth by calf love. It is said that a smart crack on the cranium will resurrect a memory which has sunk beneath the ooze of the blues. If this is according to Hoyle and Cocker the adulterated world is due for a resurrection of youth. Nemesis is wielding the willow, and there is a chance that she will bat some beautitude into the beans of the prematurely proscribed. In the meantime age might excusably beg of youth:

          

            
Don't scold


            
Because I'm old,


            
But educate me


            
In things that go


            
To make the world


            
Less webbed in woe!
          

          

            
Don't blame


            
Because I'm lame


            
In mental muscle,


            
But give me light


            
To squash the blight


            
Which makes me hustle!


            
Don't pity me


            
Because you see


            
The way I grump


            
When life might be


            
A rhapsody


            
Despite the slump.
          

          

            
Don't scold


            
Because I'm old,


            
But teach me sense,


            
To 
live each da


            
That comes my way,


            
Despite expense.
          

          

            
Don't overlook


            
The Doomsday book


            
Which fouls my Fate,


            
But put me right


            
On things which might


            
“Give me the gate.”


            
In other speech


            
Teach me to reach


            
And get a fist


            
On simple fact


            
That won't retract


            
And do a “twist.”
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Youth is busy making the best of a bad job because it hasn't discovered that the job is bad. If the child is father of the man this explains man's infantile paralysis of the understanding.
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 The Future of the “Iron Horse”
          
        

        

          

            
by 
Arthur L. Stead
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While electric operation is doubtless destined to replace steam working in many main and branch railway lines in the years that lie ahead, there still remains a very big future for the steam locomotive. Improvements and refinements are constantly being introduced with the idea of increasing the power and efficiency of the steam engine, and the days of the trusty “Iron Horse” are certainly far from being numbered—as some of the electrification enthusiasts would have us believe.

          
Among new locomotive equipment to be introduced on the English railways is the A.C.F.I. feed water heater apparatus, for reclaiming heat from the exhaust steam and utilising it for the boiler feed water, thus saving the combustion of an equivalent amount of coal in the firebox. A batch of standard 0—8—0 type heavy mineral locomotives of the London, Midland and Scottish Railway have been equipped with this device, with most satisfactory results.

          
Exhaust steam from the blast pipe is carried to a drum on the boiler barrel, where it meets cold water from the tender. Falling through a perforated pipe, the water is rapidly heated by the steam and passes to the hot water cylinder of the steam pump, which forces it into the boiler through a clack box, in the usual fashion. The hot and cold water cylinders of the feed pump are so arranged that the cold water cylinder always supplies more water to the mixing chamber than the hot water cylinder can pump into the boiler, the excess water being returned through a special valve to the feed pipe leading from the tender. In addition to the feed water pump and heating equipment, an ordinary live steam injector is fitted to the locomotives. Apart from fuel economy, the new equipment is found to result in valuable savings in maintenance, the special apparatus preventing the introduction of gases into the boiler and lessening scale deposit.

        

        

          
Modern Locomotive Developments.

          
Another interesting locomotive development is the building by the L.M. and S. Railway of a heavy-oil locomotive of unique design, intended principally for shunting duties. An existing 0—6—0 shunting engine has been rebuilt with a heavy fuel-oil unit as prime mover, and with transmission of the hydraulic type. The locomotive has driving compartments at each end, the controls being duplicated on either side of each cab. The total weight is 46 tons, and the engine, of the six-cylinder heavy fuel-oil type, has a brake horse-power of 400. The engine works on the four-stroke cycle, and has a normal running speed of 750 r.p.m. An



interesting feature is the design of the transmission gear, which is capable of absorbing 400 h.p. continuously when running at normal speed. The main shaft of the motive unit is coupled directly to a pumping unit, the pump transmitting its power hydraulically to the transmitter.

          
The new locomotive has a self-starter, in the shape of air reservoirs maintained at a pressure of 3001b. per sq. in. by a 5 h.p. compressor. When running, this is driven from the main shaft, but a small petrol engine is installed to charge the reservoirs when at rest. Some 125 gallons of oil fuel and 134 gallons of water are carried on the engine, and the new locomotive is proving most useful for shunting duties in busy yards.
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Famous Locomotives of the L.M. and S.

          
The total steam locomotive stock of the L.M. and S. Railway is actually 9,060. With the exception of the unified State railway system of Germany, which comprises a number of State lines under one general direction, the L.M. and S. is by far the largest locomotive owner in the whole world.

          
The various types of steam locomotives in daily use comprise giant machines like the “Royal Scot,” powerful “Garratt” articulated freight engines; and many smaller designs of locomotive for both passenger and freight haulage. The “Royal Scot” class consists of three cylinder engines having a working pressure of 2501b. to the sq. in. Because of the enormous size of the boiler, the chimney and dome have had to be pared down almost to vanishing point.

          
Thirty-three examples of the “Garratt” articulated locomotive are found on the L.M. and S.—all of them in service on the Midland division of the line. A boiler of large capacity is carried on a girder frame, which, in turn is mounted on two 2—6—0 locomotive chassis, arranged back to back. The result is to give an engine with a tractive capacity equal to that of two ordinary freight locomotives, yet supplied with steam from one boiler and manned by one crew.

          
Among other L.M. and S. engines may be noted the standard 2—6—4 tank locomotive for short passenger journeys; the 2—6—2 tank engine for suburban haulage; and the standard 0—8—0 freight locomotive, employed so largely for working over the extremely steep gradients of Lancashire and Yorkshire. All these engines represent British locomotive practice at its best, and all are peculiarly adapted for the special services they are called upon to perform.

        

        

          
Railway Traffic in London.

          
London's railway facilities grow apace. Recently there has been opened a new extension of the Metropolitan line from



Wembley Park to Stanmore, giving easy access to a rapidly developing residential area north-west of the metropolis. On this extension is found the first example of centralised traffic control in the British Empire, all traffic at Stan-more being controlled, and the points and signals operated from Wembley Park, at a distance of no less than four and a half miles. Made and installed by the Westinghouse Brake and Saxby Signal Company, of London, the centralised control equipment opens up an entirely new field in scientific railway operation.

          
London's immense traffic movements may be realised by a study of the passenger census figures recently compiled by the Underground Railway Group. During a typical week, eight of the largest stations on the system handled no fewer than 4,250,000 passengers. The busiest station was Charing Cross, with 770,000 passengers. Next came Oxford Circus, with 616,000 passengers; and Piccadilly Circus, with 537,000. At Tottenham Court Road, 485,000 passengers were handled during the week; at the Bank Station 482,000 and at Leicester Square 477,000. Out in the suburbs, Morden Station accounted for 160,000 passengers in a single week. Rightly has this Empire capital beside the Thames been termed “the great modern Babylon.”

        

        

          
London to the Orient by Rail.

          
Fast and frequent rail connections between London and the Continent are an imperative need. For many years efficient rail and steamship services have been maintained by the Southern and London and North Eastern lines, linking London with the Continent, while for some time an ocean-going train-ferry has been operated by the L. and N.E. and Belgian State Railways between Harwich and Zeebrugge. Largely as a result of the success attained by the Harwich - Zeebrugge train-ferry, the Southern Railway is now introducing a train-ferry service between Dover and Dunkirk. At the outset freight traffic mainly is to be catered for, but it is the intention eventually to run sleeping cars from London to Paris by way of the new ferry.
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Three ferry vessels are being acquired, each having a length of approximately 365ft., beam 60ft., and a loaded draught 12ft. 3in. They will have a speed of 16 knots, and will accommodate fifty-five 20-ton wagons and a number of motor cars. Train-ferry operation will result in a reduction of handling at the ports, with a consequent lessening of the risk of damage or deterioration of freight. Quicker operations at the ports also, will result in a marked saving in transit time. In a few years, thanks to the working of the new ferry, it may be possible for a passenger to make the through journey from London to the Orient without once changing his railway car.

          
Train-ferries have been found exceptionally useful in connection with the movement of freight between Britain and Italy. The Italian railways are greatly appreciative of the outlet for their wagons



afforded by the Zeebrugge-Harwich ferry, and motor cars from the Fiat factory at Turin have been shipped in large numbers by this route, as well as a heavy tonnage of fruit traffic from Southern Italy.

        

        

          
The Railway Position in Switzerland.

          
While in a few countries—like New Zealand, India, Italy, and Britain—railway returns recently have been a little more promising, in general the study of world railway affairs remains disappointing. Typical of the situation of many of the European railways is that of Switzerland, where the recently issued annual report of the State Railways confirms the heavy decreases in traffic common throughout the Continent.

          
Passengers over the Swiss State Railways dropped from 127,900,000 in 1930 to 122,500,000 in 1931, and passenger receipts from 159,100,000 francs to 150,700,000 francs. Similar losses were recorded on the freight side. The development of road competition was largely responsible for the fall in traffic, although the prevailing business depression also hit the Swiss lines. There is no question of the efficiency of the Swiss railways, for they are far-famed as progressive and well managed. As a leader in the electrification field, Switzerland stands pre-eminent, owning some 403 mainline electric locomotives and 38 electric shunting locomotives. Plans are now under review for placing the whole question of the relative places to be taken by rail and road transport respectively upon a more equitable basis in Switzerland, and as a result of this move the railways should be able to make a better showing.
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Recapturing Business

          
Commenting upon the improvement in net revenue shewn in the railway returns, the “Otago Daily Times” of recent date, concludes: “There are various explanations, of course, of the recapture by the railways of some of the traffic which they had lost, and one of them consists in the policy that is being adopted by the Railways Board of energetically seeking business rather than of merely accepting what would come to it if no effort were made on its behalf to attract traffic.”
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While electric operation is doubtless destined to replace steam working in many main and branch railway lines in the years that lie ahead, there still remains a very big future for the steam locomotive. Improvements and refinements are constantly being introduced with the idea of increasing the power and efficiency of the steam engine, and the days of the trusty “Iron Horse” are certainly far from being numbered—as some of the electrification enthusiasts would have us believe.

          
Among new locomotive equipment to be introduced on the English railways is the A.C.F.I. feed water heater apparatus, for reclaiming heat from the exhaust steam and utilising it for the boiler feed water, thus saving the combustion of an equivalent amount of coal in the firebox. A batch of standard 0—8—0 type heavy mineral locomotives of the London, Midland and Scottish Railway have been equipped with this device, with most satisfactory results.

          
Exhaust steam from the blast pipe is carried to a drum on the boiler barrel, where it meets cold water from the tender. Falling through a perforated pipe, the water is rapidly heated by the steam and passes to the hot water cylinder of the steam pump, which forces it into the boiler through a clack box, in the usual fashion. The hot and cold water cylinders of the feed pump are so arranged that the cold water cylinder always supplies more water to the mixing chamber than the hot water cylinder can pump into the boiler, the excess water being returned through a special valve to the feed pipe leading from the tender. In addition to the feed water pump and heating equipment, an ordinary live steam injector is fitted to the locomotives. Apart from fuel economy, the new equipment is found to result in valuable savings in maintenance, the special apparatus preventing the introduction of gases into the boiler and lessening scale deposit.
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Modern Locomotive Developments.

          
Another interesting locomotive development is the building by the L.M. and S. Railway of a heavy-oil locomotive of unique design, intended principally for shunting duties. An existing 0—6—0 shunting engine has been rebuilt with a heavy fuel-oil unit as prime mover, and with transmission of the hydraulic type. The locomotive has driving compartments at each end, the controls being duplicated on either side of each cab. The total weight is 46 tons, and the engine, of the six-cylinder heavy fuel-oil type, has a brake horse-power of 400. The engine works on the four-stroke cycle, and has a normal running speed of 750 r.p.m. An



interesting feature is the design of the transmission gear, which is capable of absorbing 400 h.p. continuously when running at normal speed. The main shaft of the motive unit is coupled directly to a pumping unit, the pump transmitting its power hydraulically to the transmitter.

          
The new locomotive has a self-starter, in the shape of air reservoirs maintained at a pressure of 3001b. per sq. in. by a 5 h.p. compressor. When running, this is driven from the main shaft, but a small petrol engine is installed to charge the reservoirs when at rest. Some 125 gallons of oil fuel and 134 gallons of water are carried on the engine, and the new locomotive is proving most useful for shunting duties in busy yards.
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The total steam locomotive stock of the L.M. and S. Railway is actually 9,060. With the exception of the unified State railway system of Germany, which comprises a number of State lines under one general direction, the L.M. and S. is by far the largest locomotive owner in the whole world.

          
The various types of steam locomotives in daily use comprise giant machines like the “Royal Scot,” powerful “Garratt” articulated freight engines; and many smaller designs of locomotive for both passenger and freight haulage. The “Royal Scot” class consists of three cylinder engines having a working pressure of 2501b. to the sq. in. Because of the enormous size of the boiler, the chimney and dome have had to be pared down almost to vanishing point.

          
Thirty-three examples of the “Garratt” articulated locomotive are found on the L.M. and S.—all of them in service on the Midland division of the line. A boiler of large capacity is carried on a girder frame, which, in turn is mounted on two 2—6—0 locomotive chassis, arranged back to back. The result is to give an engine with a tractive capacity equal to that of two ordinary freight locomotives, yet supplied with steam from one boiler and manned by one crew.

          
Among other L.M. and S. engines may be noted the standard 2—6—4 tank locomotive for short passenger journeys; the 2—6—2 tank engine for suburban haulage; and the standard 0—8—0 freight locomotive, employed so largely for working over the extremely steep gradients of Lancashire and Yorkshire. All these engines represent British locomotive practice at its best, and all are peculiarly adapted for the special services they are called upon to perform.
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Railway Traffic in London.

          
London's railway facilities grow apace. Recently there has been opened a new extension of the Metropolitan line from



Wembley Park to Stanmore, giving easy access to a rapidly developing residential area north-west of the metropolis. On this extension is found the first example of centralised traffic control in the British Empire, all traffic at Stan-more being controlled, and the points and signals operated from Wembley Park, at a distance of no less than four and a half miles. Made and installed by the Westinghouse Brake and Saxby Signal Company, of London, the centralised control equipment opens up an entirely new field in scientific railway operation.

          
London's immense traffic movements may be realised by a study of the passenger census figures recently compiled by the Underground Railway Group. During a typical week, eight of the largest stations on the system handled no fewer than 4,250,000 passengers. The busiest station was Charing Cross, with 770,000 passengers. Next came Oxford Circus, with 616,000 passengers; and Piccadilly Circus, with 537,000. At Tottenham Court Road, 485,000 passengers were handled during the week; at the Bank Station 482,000 and at Leicester Square 477,000. Out in the suburbs, Morden Station accounted for 160,000 passengers in a single week. Rightly has this Empire capital beside the Thames been termed “the great modern Babylon.”
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London to the Orient by Rail.

          
Fast and frequent rail connections between London and the Continent are an imperative need. For many years efficient rail and steamship services have been maintained by the Southern and London and North Eastern lines, linking London with the Continent, while for some time an ocean-going train-ferry has been operated by the L. and N.E. and Belgian State Railways between Harwich and Zeebrugge. Largely as a result of the success attained by the Harwich - Zeebrugge train-ferry, the Southern Railway is now introducing a train-ferry service between Dover and Dunkirk. At the outset freight traffic mainly is to be catered for, but it is the intention eventually to run sleeping cars from London to Paris by way of the new ferry.
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Three ferry vessels are being acquired, each having a length of approximately 365ft., beam 60ft., and a loaded draught 12ft. 3in. They will have a speed of 16 knots, and will accommodate fifty-five 20-ton wagons and a number of motor cars. Train-ferry operation will result in a reduction of handling at the ports, with a consequent lessening of the risk of damage or deterioration of freight. Quicker operations at the ports also, will result in a marked saving in transit time. In a few years, thanks to the working of the new ferry, it may be possible for a passenger to make the through journey from London to the Orient without once changing his railway car.

          
Train-ferries have been found exceptionally useful in connection with the movement of freight between Britain and Italy. The Italian railways are greatly appreciative of the outlet for their wagons



afforded by the Zeebrugge-Harwich ferry, and motor cars from the Fiat factory at Turin have been shipped in large numbers by this route, as well as a heavy tonnage of fruit traffic from Southern Italy.
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The Railway Position in Switzerland.

          
While in a few countries—like New Zealand, India, Italy, and Britain—railway returns recently have been a little more promising, in general the study of world railway affairs remains disappointing. Typical of the situation of many of the European railways is that of Switzerland, where the recently issued annual report of the State Railways confirms the heavy decreases in traffic common throughout the Continent.

          
Passengers over the Swiss State Railways dropped from 127,900,000 in 1930 to 122,500,000 in 1931, and passenger receipts from 159,100,000 francs to 150,700,000 francs. Similar losses were recorded on the freight side. The development of road competition was largely responsible for the fall in traffic, although the prevailing business depression also hit the Swiss lines. There is no question of the efficiency of the Swiss railways, for they are far-famed as progressive and well managed. As a leader in the electrification field, Switzerland stands pre-eminent, owning some 403 mainline electric locomotives and 38 electric shunting locomotives. Plans are now under review for placing the whole question of the relative places to be taken by rail and road transport respectively upon a more equitable basis in Switzerland, and as a result of this move the railways should be able to make a better showing.
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Recapturing Business

          
Commenting upon the improvement in net revenue shewn in the railway returns, the “Otago Daily Times” of recent date, concludes: “There are various explanations, of course, of the recapture by the railways of some of the traffic which they had lost, and one of them consists in the policy that is being adopted by the Railways Board of energetically seeking business rather than of merely accepting what would come to it if no effort were made on its behalf to attract traffic.”
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Maungakakaramea Forest Guardian

 Fire-Guard's Eagle Nest on Hot Mount with Matchless Panorama
          
        

        

          
(
By “
Traveller.”)
        

        

          

Maungakakaramea, Rainbow Mountain, the well-known landmark of the Rotorua-Waiotapu-Taupo highway, is hot from crown to toe. Its feet are bathed in hot lagoons and creeks, which mark the spot where the Te Whaiti-Urewera road leaves the highway. Steam ascends from these lagoons, and from the Waiotapu hot pools a mile away; steam issues also at points up Rainbow Mountain, which is adorned with two craters, steaming in places. Right alongside the path (and horse track) which the Forest Service has graded to the top of the mountain, you may put your hand to the ground and feel it hot. One sign of hot ground is a recumbent (and unique) form of manuka, which loves the heat so well that it reclines along the ground and refuses to ever be pea-sticks. When the Forest Service was carrying a telephone to the top of the mountain, it found hot mud even at the bottom of the last post-hole, practically at the summit.

          
Maungakakaramea is therefore incorrigible, but this does not worry Mr. Alexander McAlpine, who spends the summer in a little eagle's nest, which in the distance looks like a glorified trig. Mr. McAlpine is there because this is the chief look-out station of the Kaiangaroa plantations—the eye of the Forest Service, ever alert for fire. To protect the plantation asset, which represents an investment of about a million pounds, means constant vigil during the fire danger months. It is the fire guard's duty to watch, and to give warning by telephone. Mr. McAlpine is concerned not about the heat of the mountain under his feet, but about fire that may occur ten, twenty, thirty, forty, or fifty miles away. His little one-roomed, windowed look-out is perched on top of a furnace, and this does not matter, but a fire fifty miles away on the Rangitaike boundary matters a good deal. Probably if one of the craters below him blew out, he would merely advise Kaiangaroa that the disturbance was not within Kaiangaroa's limits (Maungakakaramea being not a forest reserve, but a scenic reserve, and being placed under Forest Service administration merely because the mountain is the best possible site for a fire guard's lookout. At the same time, the scenic view from the lookout, embracing the whole of thermal lakeland, Tarawera, the Rangitaiki, Urewera, Taupo, with Ruapehu's snowfield gleaming white in the far south, is surely the finest in New Zealand.)

          
But Mr. McAlpine need not worry about the Maungakakaramea craters. A forester found in one of them a 
rata



estimated to be four hundred years old. The 
rata has been waiting for trouble much longer than any human being will have to wait.

          
The eagle's nest, and the old Scottish eagle within it, have been a boon to the drivers of tourist motor vehicles on the highway below. Tourists are told by the drivers that the man on top of the mountain is a white 
tohunga whose wife was lost in the lagoon, and who keeps vigil on Maungakakaramea's crown till the lost one shall reappear, rising majestically from the blue waters.

          
But anyone seeking romance need not weave legend. He can sit at Mr. Mc-Alpine's window and see a panorama of far and near—almost at his feet, the steam of Waimangu geyser and the ruins of the Accommodation House which, with several human lives, was victim to Waimangu's wrath. A little further away he sees the huge and sinister rent in Tarawera Mountain, and he sees at its foot Lakes Tarawera and Rotomahana, the latter swollen in size, and between them a narrow isthmus, near which a whole Maori village and all its 146 people were overwhelmed by the Tarawera eruption of 1886. He looks down on the graves of the Pink and White Terraces. For the romance of realism, for beauty and terror, for a bird's eye view of all that is most wonderful in Nature, this Maungakakaramea prospect stands alone.
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The children's swimming pool on the waterfront at Napier, North Island, N.Z.


          

        

        

          
“
A Little Black Moustache.”

          
Expressing “sincere and grateful thanks” for the recovery of an overcoat which was inadvertently left on a North Island train recently, Mr. M. S. Galloway, Khandallah, writes to the Acting General Manager of Railways, Mr. G. H. Mackley, as follows:—

          
Whilst travelling on the Palmerston North train from Khandallah recently I carelessly left my overcoat on the rack of the carriage at Plimmerton station. I reported the loss to your officers at the latter station, but too late for them to intercept the train at Paekakariki, so the coat went on to Palmerston North. On returning from Plimmerton the following day (Sunday) imagine my surprise when the guard, in the midst of his other worries, with a cheerful smile, sorted me out in a crowded train and said: “Are you the gentleman who left his coat in the train yesterday?” “Yes,” I said, and after describing the lost article satisfactorily, he brought it along and restored it to me. Flattering myself that I should be so apparently well known, I enquired how he came to pick me out in such a crowd. He replied: “Well, when I handed your coat to the Stationmaster at Plimmerton, he said you were on the train, and he described you as having a little black moustache.”
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Two views of Rainbow Mountain, Maungakakaramea, North Island, New Zealand. The bottom view shews the invading vegetation near the main crater.
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Maungakakaramea is therefore incorrigible, but this does not worry Mr. Alexander McAlpine, who spends the summer in a little eagle's nest, which in the distance looks like a glorified trig. Mr. McAlpine is there because this is the chief look-out station of the Kaiangaroa plantations—the eye of the Forest Service, ever alert for fire. To protect the plantation asset, which represents an investment of about a million pounds, means constant vigil during the fire danger months. It is the fire guard's duty to watch, and to give warning by telephone. Mr. McAlpine is concerned not about the heat of the mountain under his feet, but about fire that may occur ten, twenty, thirty, forty, or fifty miles away. His little one-roomed, windowed look-out is perched on top of a furnace, and this does not matter, but a fire fifty miles away on the Rangitaike boundary matters a good deal. Probably if one of the craters below him blew out, he would merely advise Kaiangaroa that the disturbance was not within Kaiangaroa's limits (Maungakakaramea being not a forest reserve, but a scenic reserve, and being placed under Forest Service administration merely because the mountain is the best possible site for a fire guard's lookout. At the same time, the scenic view from the lookout, embracing the whole of thermal lakeland, Tarawera, the Rangitaiki, Urewera, Taupo, with Ruapehu's snowfield gleaming white in the far south, is surely the finest in New Zealand.)

          
But Mr. McAlpine need not worry about the Maungakakaramea craters. A forester found in one of them a 
rata
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Famous New Zealanders

 No. 2 
Sir Donald Maclean “The Great Maori Mystery Man”
          
        

        

          
(Written for The N.Z. Railways Magazine by 
James Cowan.)
        

        

          

            
The greatest figure in the pioneer period of New Zealand, in special relation to Maori affairs and the progress of settlement in the North Island, was Sir Donald Maclean, K.C.M.G. (1820–1877). He was eight times Native Minister. The writer of this article has made a special study of the life and times of Maclean, who was dubbed by Edward Gibbon Wakefield, in the Fifties, “the great Maori mystery man.”
          

          

The little rugged islands on the West of Scotland, Atlantic-washed isles of mist and hard weather, have produced many a man who made abiding impression on the story of Britain, and especially of Britain overseas. The struggle with the gales, the granite soil, the seagirt character of the place, the stern patriarchal upbringing of the sons of the clan, all tended to produce men of courage, resolution, vigour and training for the life of the pioneer in new lands when the old isles and the old glens had become too small.

          
Leaders, statesmen, great sailors and soldiers and explorers are bred in such places. One of our famous men of light and learning, Sir Robert Stout, came from the remote Shetlands. A no less prominent man in his day, one whose public career began in New Zealand nearly a generation before Stout, was a son of the Western Isles. Kilmaluaig, on the island of Tiree (or Tyree), off the coast of Argyll, was the birthplace of Sir Donald Maclean, who for the greater part of his life was the chief intermediary between the 
pakeha Government and the Maoris.

          
Donald Maclean was born on the 27th October, 1820; he was the son of John Maclean, of Kilmaluaig. His grandmother was the eldest daughter of Campbell of Dunstaffnage, and the last Campbell born in the Castle of Dunstaffnage. Donald came from a long line of ancestors, from the founder, Maclean of Duart, to Ardgour, the first branch of which founded the House of Borrerae in Uist, and thence branched to Tiree and other of the Western Isles.

          
John Maclean, the father, died when Donald was very young, and the boy was brought up and educated by his mother's people, the McColls; the grandfather was a Presbyterian minister, the Rev. D. McColl. Young Donald's upbringing was a sound foundation for the life into which the hand of destiny presently led him. He was a boy of the out-of-doors, the hills and the sea, that lad of Tiree.

          
Before he was twenty he was in a new land, the world's width away, where his powers of body and brain were to be tried to the utmost. It was in 1838 that he bade farewell to the Highlands and the isles that he was never to see again. He sailed from Oban on November 15 of that year in the ship “St. George” for Sydney, and reached there on April 10, 1839. It was nearly forty years later that New Zealand mourned his death as one of its greatest statesmen. He never returned to Scotland, never had a rest from duty. “Lochaber no more, we'll maybe return to Lochaber no more,” the pipes wailed over his grave at Napier. A native race that he had come to regard with an affection akin to that for the clansfolk of his birthland, lamented him as their father and protector, their sheltering 
rata tree laid low.
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Early Colonial Days.

          
In New South Wales—he had come out at the suggestion of some relatives who had taken passage in the “St. George”—young Donald gained some practical experience of sheep-farming. He walked to a station near Bathurst, and presently was managing an out-station for some months. By this time, early in 1840, New Zealand was a greatly tempting field for young adventurers, and he decided to try his fortune here. The firm of Abercrombie and Co., of Sydney, who had 
kauri timber properties in the Auckland district, sent him across on business, and later he saw much pioneer life on the coast and became very friendly with the Maoris about the Hauraki Gulf, at a period when native law and custom still ruled, troubled little by the new dispensation under the 
pakeha.

        

        

          
The Young Protector.

          
It was Dr. Sinclair, the then Colonial Secretary, under Governor Hobson at Auckland, who first discovered that this stalwart young Scotsman had already acquired a considerable knowledge of Maori affairs and could speak the language well. That was in 1843. Maclean was given an appointment as a junior official in the Native Department, which was then styled the Office of the Protector of Aborigines—a title which was abolished by Governor Grey. Under the Chief Protector, Mr. George Clarke, a member of a mission family in the north, he received some preliminary training as interpreter and agent, and then, in 1844, he was appointed a sub-protector, with his quarters at New Plymouth, and his field the country from South Taranaki to Kawhia, and inland to Taupo.

        

        

          
Scotsman and Maori.

          
Physically Donald Maclean was well fitted for the heavy work of travel in those days of no roads, no bridges, no vehicles and few horses. Most of the travelling that fell to the officials and the missionaries was on foot; and Maclean must have walked some thousands of miles about the country in his time, carrying his swag as the Maoris carried their 
pikaus. The natives admired a big well-built man, and Maclean was just the type that filled their ideas of a warrior and leader—tall, burly, wide of shoulder, deep of chest.

          
For his part, Maclean quickly took a liking to the Maoris as a race. His love for the traditions and ways of his Highland and Isles folk predisposed him in favour of a people whose social life and methods of government so closely resembled those of his own people. The tribal pride, the intertribal jealousies and feuds, the readiness to fight at the slightest affront, the patriarchal rule of the 
Ariki and the 
rangatira, the popular passion for songs and chants and oratory, even the favourite working and fighting costume, the 
rapaki or kilt, all reminded the lad from Tiree of his clan and their neighbours, as they had been from time immemorial.

          
“Te Makarini,” as the Maoris called him, very soon came to enter into the Maori ways of thought. He became able to place himself in the position of the Maori, when occasion called, and to understand the often peculiar processes of reasoning that few 
pakehas could fathom. All this explains the often extraordinary hold he came to exercise over the tribes and the success that almost invariably attended his official dealings with a proud and often suspicious race.

          
In 1845 we find the 25-year-old Scot filling the role of official ambassador to the grand old chief Te Heuheu, of Taupo, the king-like 
Ariki who regarded Queen Victoria as a fellow-sovereign in no way superior to himself. Maclean reconciled rival clans, he carried the tenets of civilisation to savage places, he smoked the peace-pipe with dour old cannibals who rather despised the mild missionary, but who came to recognise in the Scot a chieftain of a fighting race like themselves.

        

        

          
Land for Settlement.

          
For many a year he was chiefly engaged in negotiations for land on which to settle the incoming shiploads of 
pakehas. He mended the mistakes made by the Wakefields in their



defective purchases for the New Zealand Company. He bought in one district and another many hundreds of thousands of acres. He was the father of Napier and Hawke's Bay; he found it a vast waste country with a few Maori cultivations; he left it a land of 
pakeha wealth, of great flocks and herds, of great pastoral properties, the stage that preceded close settlement. He was never in a hurry; he never rushed the Maoris into bargains. His scrupulous fairness, his tolerance of the spirit of “taihoa,” gained confidence and the end desired where the importunities of other officials failed. Edward Gibbon Wake-field, who arrived in New Zealand in 1853, called him “the great Maori mystery man.” That described the popular view of his peculiar success in smoothing over native difficulties.

        

        

          
The Greatest Native Minister.

          
From the middle Sixties to the time of his death at the beginning of 1877, Maclean was engaged in politics, and also in the active direction of native affairs and in the organisation of the Government's military policy in the most critical era of the Hauhau wars. His right to fame will rest chiefly on his masterly handling of native affairs and defence in the dark hours when it seemed to many that white settlement in the North Island could not survive unless Imperial troops were once more called in to help fight the colonists' battles.

          
Maclean in three years (1869–1872) brought peace to the land, conciliated powerful Maori tribes, cleared the bush of irreconcilable rebels that haunted it, by using native contingents, with a few white officers; he made friends with the Maori King Tawhiao and his chiefs and people, made roads into the interior; opened new areas for white settlement. He was the man for that troubled day; he succeeded where others had failed. The Maori tribes, whether friend or foe, trusted his word. He neither bluffed them nor deceived them; his methods were characterised by simplicity, firmness, kindness once peace had been made, perfect straightforwardness. Unlike some petty politicians and rabid writers of the day, he did not wish to see the Maori extinguished as a strong and virile race.

          
Maclean was eight times Native Minister. It was an extraordinary testimony to his capacity as a master of Maori affairs. Short-lived Ministries rose and fell, but Maclean was the one man always needed. No one could take his place. He held office in one Cabinet after another, from the middle of 1869 until he resigned through failing health in the last days of 1876. That period set the crown on his life's achievements. He was only fifty-six when he died, worn out by work and care and the worry of political attacks, and the effects of exposure and hard travel in his early days.

        

        

          
The Farewell to Maclean.

          
The Maoris mourned for “Te Makarini” as for a parent. His faithful old ally, Major Ropata Wahawaha, leader of the fighting Ngati-Porou, said of him: “The affection of my own parents did not exceed his loving kindness to me. I grieve for my father. Who shall be a parent to me like unto him? He spread the sleeping-mat of peace for all the tribes of the island. Go, Te Makarini! Now that you have pointed out the path for us to follow, we will not be in doubt nor will our thoughts go astray.”
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Another chief, at a Taupo meeting of lamentation, likened the departed white leader to the glowing sun vanishing in the west. Developing another poetic image, he compared the spirit of Te Makarini to an albatross, soaring above the storm-lashed capes, steadfastly keeping aerial watch over the coast of the land he loved.

        

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 8, Issue 1 (May 1, 1933)

[section]



          

            
The greatest figure in the pioneer period of New Zealand, in special relation to Maori affairs and the progress of settlement in the North Island, was Sir Donald Maclean, K.C.M.G. (1820–1877). He was eight times Native Minister. The writer of this article has made a special study of the life and times of Maclean, who was dubbed by Edward Gibbon Wakefield, in the Fifties, “the great Maori mystery man.”
          

          

The little rugged islands on the West of Scotland, Atlantic-washed isles of mist and hard weather, have produced many a man who made abiding impression on the story of Britain, and especially of Britain overseas. The struggle with the gales, the granite soil, the seagirt character of the place, the stern patriarchal upbringing of the sons of the clan, all tended to produce men of courage, resolution, vigour and training for the life of the pioneer in new lands when the old isles and the old glens had become too small.

          
Leaders, statesmen, great sailors and soldiers and explorers are bred in such places. One of our famous men of light and learning, Sir Robert Stout, came from the remote Shetlands. A no less prominent man in his day, one whose public career began in New Zealand nearly a generation before Stout, was a son of the Western Isles. Kilmaluaig, on the island of Tiree (or Tyree), off the coast of Argyll, was the birthplace of Sir Donald Maclean, who for the greater part of his life was the chief intermediary between the 
pakeha Government and the Maoris.

          
Donald Maclean was born on the 27th October, 1820; he was the son of John Maclean, of Kilmaluaig. His grandmother was the eldest daughter of Campbell of Dunstaffnage, and the last Campbell born in the Castle of Dunstaffnage. Donald came from a long line of ancestors, from the founder, Maclean of Duart, to Ardgour, the first branch of which founded the House of Borrerae in Uist, and thence branched to Tiree and other of the Western Isles.

          
John Maclean, the father, died when Donald was very young, and the boy was brought up and educated by his mother's people, the McColls; the grandfather was a Presbyterian minister, the Rev. D. McColl. Young Donald's upbringing was a sound foundation for the life into which the hand of destiny presently led him. He was a boy of the out-of-doors, the hills and the sea, that lad of Tiree.

          
Before he was twenty he was in a new land, the world's width away, where his powers of body and brain were to be tried to the utmost. It was in 1838 that he bade farewell to the Highlands and the isles that he was never to see again. He sailed from Oban on November 15 of that year in the ship “St. George” for Sydney, and reached there on April 10, 1839. It was nearly forty years later that New Zealand mourned his death as one of its greatest statesmen. He never returned to Scotland, never had a rest from duty. “Lochaber no more, we'll maybe return to Lochaber no more,” the pipes wailed over his grave at Napier. A native race that he had come to regard with an affection akin to that for the clansfolk of his birthland, lamented him as their father and protector, their sheltering 
rata tree laid low.

          


          

            

[image: Sir Donald Maclean, K.C.M.G., Minister for Native Affairs and Defence. (From a photo about 1870.)]
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Early Colonial Days.

          
In New South Wales—he had come out at the suggestion of some relatives who had taken passage in the “St. George”—young Donald gained some practical experience of sheep-farming. He walked to a station near Bathurst, and presently was managing an out-station for some months. By this time, early in 1840, New Zealand was a greatly tempting field for young adventurers, and he decided to try his fortune here. The firm of Abercrombie and Co., of Sydney, who had 
kauri timber properties in the Auckland district, sent him across on business, and later he saw much pioneer life on the coast and became very friendly with the Maoris about the Hauraki Gulf, at a period when native law and custom still ruled, troubled little by the new dispensation under the 
pakeha.
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The Young Protector.

          
It was Dr. Sinclair, the then Colonial Secretary, under Governor Hobson at Auckland, who first discovered that this stalwart young Scotsman had already acquired a considerable knowledge of Maori affairs and could speak the language well. That was in 1843. Maclean was given an appointment as a junior official in the Native Department, which was then styled the Office of the Protector of Aborigines—a title which was abolished by Governor Grey. Under the Chief Protector, Mr. George Clarke, a member of a mission family in the north, he received some preliminary training as interpreter and agent, and then, in 1844, he was appointed a sub-protector, with his quarters at New Plymouth, and his field the country from South Taranaki to Kawhia, and inland to Taupo.
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Scotsman and Maori.

          
Physically Donald Maclean was well fitted for the heavy work of travel in those days of no roads, no bridges, no vehicles and few horses. Most of the travelling that fell to the officials and the missionaries was on foot; and Maclean must have walked some thousands of miles about the country in his time, carrying his swag as the Maoris carried their 
pikaus. The natives admired a big well-built man, and Maclean was just the type that filled their ideas of a warrior and leader—tall, burly, wide of shoulder, deep of chest.

          
For his part, Maclean quickly took a liking to the Maoris as a race. His love for the traditions and ways of his Highland and Isles folk predisposed him in favour of a people whose social life and methods of government so closely resembled those of his own people. The tribal pride, the intertribal jealousies and feuds, the readiness to fight at the slightest affront, the patriarchal rule of the 
Ariki and the 
rangatira, the popular passion for songs and chants and oratory, even the favourite working and fighting costume, the 
rapaki or kilt, all reminded the lad from Tiree of his clan and their neighbours, as they had been from time immemorial.

          
“Te Makarini,” as the Maoris called him, very soon came to enter into the Maori ways of thought. He became able to place himself in the position of the Maori, when occasion called, and to understand the often peculiar processes of reasoning that few 
pakehas could fathom. All this explains the often extraordinary hold he came to exercise over the tribes and the success that almost invariably attended his official dealings with a proud and often suspicious race.

          
In 1845 we find the 25-year-old Scot filling the role of official ambassador to the grand old chief Te Heuheu, of Taupo, the king-like 
Ariki who regarded Queen Victoria as a fellow-sovereign in no way superior to himself. Maclean reconciled rival clans, he carried the tenets of civilisation to savage places, he smoked the peace-pipe with dour old cannibals who rather despised the mild missionary, but who came to recognise in the Scot a chieftain of a fighting race like themselves.
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Land for Settlement.

          
For many a year he was chiefly engaged in negotiations for land on which to settle the incoming shiploads of 
pakehas. He mended the mistakes made by the Wakefields in their



defective purchases for the New Zealand Company. He bought in one district and another many hundreds of thousands of acres. He was the father of Napier and Hawke's Bay; he found it a vast waste country with a few Maori cultivations; he left it a land of 
pakeha wealth, of great flocks and herds, of great pastoral properties, the stage that preceded close settlement. He was never in a hurry; he never rushed the Maoris into bargains. His scrupulous fairness, his tolerance of the spirit of “taihoa,” gained confidence and the end desired where the importunities of other officials failed. Edward Gibbon Wake-field, who arrived in New Zealand in 1853, called him “the great Maori mystery man.” That described the popular view of his peculiar success in smoothing over native difficulties.
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The Greatest Native Minister.

          
From the middle Sixties to the time of his death at the beginning of 1877, Maclean was engaged in politics, and also in the active direction of native affairs and in the organisation of the Government's military policy in the most critical era of the Hauhau wars. His right to fame will rest chiefly on his masterly handling of native affairs and defence in the dark hours when it seemed to many that white settlement in the North Island could not survive unless Imperial troops were once more called in to help fight the colonists' battles.

          
Maclean in three years (1869–1872) brought peace to the land, conciliated powerful Maori tribes, cleared the bush of irreconcilable rebels that haunted it, by using native contingents, with a few white officers; he made friends with the Maori King Tawhiao and his chiefs and people, made roads into the interior; opened new areas for white settlement. He was the man for that troubled day; he succeeded where others had failed. The Maori tribes, whether friend or foe, trusted his word. He neither bluffed them nor deceived them; his methods were characterised by simplicity, firmness, kindness once peace had been made, perfect straightforwardness. Unlike some petty politicians and rabid writers of the day, he did not wish to see the Maori extinguished as a strong and virile race.

          
Maclean was eight times Native Minister. It was an extraordinary testimony to his capacity as a master of Maori affairs. Short-lived Ministries rose and fell, but Maclean was the one man always needed. No one could take his place. He held office in one Cabinet after another, from the middle of 1869 until he resigned through failing health in the last days of 1876. That period set the crown on his life's achievements. He was only fifty-six when he died, worn out by work and care and the worry of political attacks, and the effects of exposure and hard travel in his early days.
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The Farewell to Maclean.

          
The Maoris mourned for “Te Makarini” as for a parent. His faithful old ally, Major Ropata Wahawaha, leader of the fighting Ngati-Porou, said of him: “The affection of my own parents did not exceed his loving kindness to me. I grieve for my father. Who shall be a parent to me like unto him? He spread the sleeping-mat of peace for all the tribes of the island. Go, Te Makarini! Now that you have pointed out the path for us to follow, we will not be in doubt nor will our thoughts go astray.”

          

            

[image: Major Ropata Wahawaha, N.Z.C. The fighting Chief of the Ngati-Porou tribe, who served under Sir Donald Maclean's instructions in the campaigns against the Hauhaus. (From a painting by G. Lindauer.)]
Major Ropata Wahawaha, N.Z.C. The fighting Chief of the Ngati-Porou tribe, who served under Sir Donald Maclean's instructions in the campaigns against the Hauhaus. (From a painting by G. Lindauer.)


          

          
Another chief, at a Taupo meeting of lamentation, likened the departed white leader to the glowing sun vanishing in the west. Developing another poetic image, he compared the spirit of Te Makarini to an albatross, soaring above the storm-lashed capes, steadfastly keeping aerial watch over the coast of the land he loved.
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Reciprocity Urged

        
Stratford-Main Trunk railway will now carry West Coast railway coal for Taumarunui. Such coal was formerly shipped to Auckland, but it will now be landed at New Plymouth, reports the “Taranaki Daily News,” which points out that this will be helpful to the Harbour Board in increased wharfage dues, and to the town through purchases of ship's stores. The “News” asks merchants to reciprocate by instructing merchants who supply them to use the rail.
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[image: (Photo. C.J.A.) A trainless railway station at Penang, in the Straits Settlements. Contact with Singapore is made by launches plying between the railhead and this unique station.]
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A trainless railway station at Penang, in the Straits Settlements. Contact with Singapore is made by launches plying between the railhead and this unique station.
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Pulau Pinang
          
        

        

          
(By 

Cuthbert Allison.)
        

        

Nestling against the western shore of the Malay Peninsula and protected from the bluster of the Indian Ocean by the hills of Acheen, rests the Island of Pinang—a gem set in a jade-green sea. On the low-lying shore and facing the mainland stands a city, which, even down on its busy wharves, strikes one as being off the beaten track and in one of the world's backwaters. East and West blend with less effort than is usual in cities of the Orient.

        
Although an ocean port, the dirty docks, long wharf of huge piles, on which are built the ships-chandlers, and gin shops, are wanting. A tin-roofed go-downs, fronts the harbour formed by the league-wide stretch of water extending between the island and the opposing shore. Behind the wharves are the white stucco business streets, the glare from which is softened by the regulation buff of the Government Offices. Crowding these, to the south, are the red-tiled brick buildings of the more lowly Chinese town, while mingling with the surrounding greenery are scattered the attap-thatched homes of the Malays.

        
From the midst of this conglomeration of architectural contrasts rises the miezzin tower of the mosque, white against the perennial verdure of the hills that form the background. Dotted with white bungalows which climb to the very top of the jungle-clad peak, these hills give a sense of freshness to the scene and combine to make one of the most beautiful of pictures.

        
Pulau Pinang—Isle of Areca Palms! Twenty years have passed since I first rode along the Quay, perched up behind a perspiring heathen Chinee as he piloted the 'ricksha through the maze of bullock-carts. Squatting on the mud, a clustering mass of stranded tongkangs faced the tall warehouses across the crowded street, along which passed a constant stream of Indian coolies, their glistening backs laden with spices, rubber, rattans, corrugated iron, pieces of machinery, iron piping, and all the products of the East and West.

        
Hindoo temples, brilliant with scarlet paint and housing idols decked with golden foil and garlands of white flowers; the Malay mosque, gleaming white in the sun, where the devout walk barefoot across the courtyard and the little children learn their letters under the shade of the portico; the Chinese joss houses, mystic with twining dragons and fabulous birds, which offer emotionless nostrils to the clouds of incense and have no ears for the din of clashing cymbals or banging crackers.

        
Memories of clubs and hotels; the dances by a tropic sea; picnics at the Swimming Club, high on a spur of rock overlooking the blue water. The delights of a lunch in the cool dining-room of the hotel at the top of the Crag, after a morning's stiff climb, have become merged with the flavours of a bachelor curry, eaten in the sweltering heat of a plantation, where we sat with bare arms and chests, and toasted one another in tepid lager.

        
As the years pass by, the rosy mists of Romance irradiate the picture, where dwell the dim figures of old-time friends, waiting to be called to the front in blurred detail, or relegated to the background as fancy dictates.

        
Only a picture, but warm with the imprint of a life lived, the memory of a vanished youth.

        
And mingled with the memory is that piquant sauce—Regret.
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New Zealand Railways Records Division

        

          
Guards and Guides of the Files

          

The Records Division is the initial recipient of all inwards correspondence and the final depository and custodian of all completed communications and documents dealt with at Railway Headquarters, Wellington. It may be termed a clearing house.

          
Such a clearing house in Government Departments is titled “Records.” Elsewhere it is termed a Filing Division, Correspondence Department, or Mailing Room. All, however, have the same objective in view, and that is the bringing together of all memoranda on related subjects and indexing them so that they are procurable at a moment's notice.

        

        

          
The Sure Memory of the Management.

          
This collation of correspondence forms what is termed a “file,” and these files may in turn be styled the automatic or composite memory of the Management.

          
The Records Divison does not actually write letters. One of its primary duties is to put up to executives for decision, and to officials delegated to institute further inquiry or dictate replies, all information bearing in any way on a point raised in a communication. An inward letter, be it a single sheet or half-a-dozen typed pages, boiled down and stripped of its packing, shews up one point, and the finding of this one point is the guide which every Record Clerk and his assistants seek to enable them to allocate memoranda to the relative files, which in turn show all previous arguments bearing on the warp and woof of the subject.

        

        

          
A Glance at the System.

          
In the early days of the Management and up to twelve years ago, the book method of indexing files was in operation, but since 1921 the more modern method of card indexing has been utilised entirely. To-day there is not one record book in the Division. This card system is visual, alphabetic and numeric.

          
A glance at any cabinet shows numerous drawers with a letter of the alphabet on each. Open any of these, and immediately is seen an alphabetic arrangement of names, subjects, or stations, and behind each of these is an analysis—again alphabetical.

          
The subject index is made fool-proof by means of cross referencing of titles.

          
The location cabinet shows all stations in alphabetic sequence, and following each name is a further tabulation of cards A to Z “Accidents at,” “Accommodation at” are shown on the first two, and so the sequence goes on to “Water at” or “Wharves at.”

        

        

          
Routeing of Files.

          
Hourly throughout the day envelopes are opened and the contents date stamped. Correspondence dealing with staff affairs and commercial rates and events department, after being perused by the Record Clerk, is handed to assistants who are experts in the activities of these two departments. Their attention is drawn to important and urgent memoranda, and directions are given as to disposal. These are dealt with immediately, and in the space on the date stamp they are marked off to the Head of the Department concerned for further necessary action.

          
An hourly delivery of files and a similar collection of signed correspondence for despatch are made throughout the day; in fact there is a continuous movement, inwards and outwards, in order of urgency.

          
Ninety-nine per cent, of daily inward correspondence is routed by Records on the date of receipt. All correspondence to any one addressee is placed in pigeon-holes and despatched prior to train or steamer departure times. A District Traffic Manager opening his special Departmental envelope each morning or evening receives therein communications from General Manager, Commercial Manager, Law Officer, Publicity Manager, Chief Engineer, Chief Accountant, Locomotive Superintendent, or Controller of Stores.

        

        

          
Files of Olden Times.

          
A look at the main filing room portrayed in the illustration shows files dating from 1877, containing, in many cases, correspondence dating prior to that year. These were the days when typewriters were unknown in New Zealand, and all communications were handwritten, in some cases by “writers” and laboriously copied by the “office tiger.”

          
It may be mentioned herein that all files since 1877 are not available. Thousands and thousands of files, containing purely routine correspondence, have been burnt under supervision at the destructor. This work still goes on, and is one which no Record Clerk has delegated to subordinates.

          
The number of files now available is approximately 190,000 embracing every imaginable phase of the Management's operations.

        

        

          
Organisation of the Office.

          
In addition to the two assistants before mentioned, the Division employs female Office Assistants and Cadets. The former circulate the files as between the various offices, make new files and index them, deliver files telephoned for, despatch letters, circulars, and telegrams. Cadets obtain all files for inward letters and file away all completed files. This filing is an exacting duty; yet the present lads' margin of error is practically nil.

          
The Record Clerk or either of his two principal assistants is available at any time to show controllers of correspondence in business houses, etc. through the Division. A half-hour or so spent in such a visit will not be time wasted, but will be of mutual benefit to both parties.
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Guards and Guides of the Files

          

The Records Division is the initial recipient of all inwards correspondence and the final depository and custodian of all completed communications and documents dealt with at Railway Headquarters, Wellington. It may be termed a clearing house.

          
Such a clearing house in Government Departments is titled “Records.” Elsewhere it is termed a Filing Division, Correspondence Department, or Mailing Room. All, however, have the same objective in view, and that is the bringing together of all memoranda on related subjects and indexing them so that they are procurable at a moment's notice.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 8, Issue 1 (May 1, 1933)

The Sure Memory of the Management



          
The Sure Memory of the Management.

          
This collation of correspondence forms what is termed a “file,” and these files may in turn be styled the automatic or composite memory of the Management.

          
The Records Divison does not actually write letters. One of its primary duties is to put up to executives for decision, and to officials delegated to institute further inquiry or dictate replies, all information bearing in any way on a point raised in a communication. An inward letter, be it a single sheet or half-a-dozen typed pages, boiled down and stripped of its packing, shews up one point, and the finding of this one point is the guide which every Record Clerk and his assistants seek to enable them to allocate memoranda to the relative files, which in turn show all previous arguments bearing on the warp and woof of the subject.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 8, Issue 1 (May 1, 1933)

A Glance at the System



          
A Glance at the System.

          
In the early days of the Management and up to twelve years ago, the book method of indexing files was in operation, but since 1921 the more modern method of card indexing has been utilised entirely. To-day there is not one record book in the Division. This card system is visual, alphabetic and numeric.

          
A glance at any cabinet shows numerous drawers with a letter of the alphabet on each. Open any of these, and immediately is seen an alphabetic arrangement of names, subjects, or stations, and behind each of these is an analysis—again alphabetical.
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Routeing of Files.
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Files of Olden Times.
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In addition to the two assistants before mentioned, the Division employs female Office Assistants and Cadets. The former circulate the files as between the various offices, make new files and index them, deliver files telephoned for, despatch letters, circulars, and telegrams. Cadets obtain all files for inward letters and file away all completed files. This filing is an exacting duty; yet the present lads' margin of error is practically nil.
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Famous New Zealand Trials


C.A.L. Treadwell, O.B.E.


No. 2


The Trial of Thomas Hall and Margaret Houston

        

Some young couples begin their married lives with little else but love to start them on their way; some have little else but wealth and social position. Lucky indeed are the couple who have all three advantages. When Thomas Hall and his wife, Kate Emily Cain, were married in Timaru on 26th May, 1885, there seemed to be nothing that they needed to ensure a happy life for them both. At that time Hall had joined with a Mr. Laing-Meason in what appeared a flourishing business. About a month after his wedding day Hall was guilty of forging a promissory note for £620 which he discounted with a bank. From this time to the date of his arrest he forged a number of other notes for the purpose of staving off the day of reckoning. He falsified the books of the firm. He was able to do this without his partner's knowledge as Mr. Laing-Meason had nothing to do with the running of the office.

        
While he was forging securities for the purpose of raising money he appeared to all the world to be the young happily married man who, with a loving wife and a flourishing business, had the world at his feet. His wife was devoted to him and appeared to have no misgivings with regard to her husband. Very soon after his marriage it became clear to Hall that he needed a large sum of money to save him from gaol and he set his mind upon a scheme which he very nearly carried out, and which branded him as a most diabolical fiend.

        
Taking advantage of the trusting and loving nature of his wife he persuaded her to make her will in his favour. This was not his first step in his scheme for her destruction. The will was made in August 1885, but in May 1885, a few weeks before his wedding, he purchased “Taylor on Poisons.” A few weeks after his wedding he began a systematic purchase of antimony or tartar emetic, and colchicum, both of which are poisons. The month after Mrs. Hall had made a will in her husband's favour he insured her life for £3,000. When this had been effected Hall stood to lose an annuity of £250 if anything unforeseen should carry off his wife, but against this it was estimated he would immediately gain about £10,000. Hall purchased in all a great deal more poison than was needed to dispose of his wife.

        
Then for the first time in her life Mrs. Hall was taken ill with vomiting and acute abdominal pains. The illness was put down to the fact that she was about to become a mother. From that time Hall did little or nothing to disturb his wife's health. It is very difficult to understand why he withheld his hand over that period unless it was that when she was delivered of her child, that infant might become the fortunate possessor of the annuity, which Hall stood to lose if his wife should die. Mrs. Hall's



child was born on the 19th June, 1886, and her husband was most solicitous for her welfare.

        
Suddenly, and for no apparent reason, Mrs. Hall was taken seriously ill. Again she vomited and suffered great pain in her stomach. The first spasms of this illness were on the 23rd June, and they continued, in spite of all the family doctor could do. He was frankly puzzled and called in another doctor in consultation. Meanwhile Hall went on buying tartar emetic and colchicum. On the 5th July, which was the day after the first consultation between the doctors, he bought five ounces of colchicum. The doctors were fearful that Mrs. Hall was dying. She rallied and continued to improve a little and then to relapse again until the 12th August, when the doctor in attendance, Dr. McIntyre, called in two doctors for a further consideration of the case. The doctors examined the patient silently and then they looked at each other. They nodded; they had come to the same conclusion independently. Mrs. Hall was being slowly poisoned, and sinking rapidly to her death. Immediate action was necessary. They at once ordered that in the meantime she take no further food through her mouth. Dr. McIntyre exercised more vigilance than ever, for when some samples taken from his patient were analysed his suspicions were definitely confirmed. Antimony had been discovered.
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Without further delay Dr. McIntyre called at the local detective office and told Detective Kirby that Mrs. Hall was being poisoned. He also stated that the only persons who could be committing the crime were Hall, and the lady-help, Miss Houston. The detective and his Inspector took some time to be convinced that such an apparently happy man as Hall was such a fiend, but convinced they were. Suddenly the detective and three constables descended on Hall and Miss Houston and arrested them both. The police officer said to them: “I arrest you both on a charge of attempting to poison Mrs. Hall by administering antimony.” Not a word was said for a moment by either of the two accused, then Miss Houston turned to Hall and said, “Oh, antimony, that's what you got for your photography.” Then Hall answered huskily, “Yes, you have nothing to do with this.” Turning to the police, he said: “What shall I say? I suppose a man must be very careful when a charge like this is made against him?” The police officer said, “Say what you please, or say nothing if you think fit.” Hall then made the following remark: “I've used antimony for a long time. I've got it to make up into cigarettes with other things for my asthma. You know how I suffer from asthma. I have bought tartar emetic at both Gunn's and Eichbaums'. But whatever I have done in this matter, I have done by myself. There is nobody else concerned.”

        
Suddenly Hall thought of some damning evidence that he was carrying at that moment on his person and he looked for a way to rid himself of it. He looked at the fire burning cheerily in the grate and, as he moved towards it, his hand strayed towards his trousers pocket. He was firmly ordered to keep his hands out of his pocket. He then collapsed, and the police inspector sent his assistant for brandy from the next room. Then Hall desperately plunged his hand into his pocket. The inspector threw himself on Hall and then followed a desperate struggle. Hall was lifted to his feet, and as he stood up he kicked at a cork on the ground. His trousers were noticed to be stained. He had succeeded in uncorking a small bottle in his pocket, but sufficient remained to bear the tell-tale evidence of poison. Both prisoners were taken to prison, and next morning Timaru awoke to the greatest scandal it had experienced.

        
Among the interesting pieces of evidence found in the house was a book lying on Hall's table. It was “Taylor on Poisons.” It was dated by Hall as if he had bought it in Dunedin some years



before. It was, however, proved at the trial that he had purchased the book in Timaru on 9th May, which was just before his wedding day.

        
The preliminary hearing was taken in Timaru and the trial was then removed to Christchurch. The trial was begun on the 8th October, 1886, before Mr. Justice Johnston and a common jury. The case was of such interest and importance that the Attorney General, Sir Robert Stout led for the Crown. He was assisted bv Mr. J. C. Martin (afterwards Mr. Justice Martin), a brilliant barrister. The third counsel was Mr. White, the Crown Solicitor of Timaru. The prisoner, Hall, was defended by Mr. Joynt (then a leading and successful barrister of Christchurch) assisted by Mr. Perry of Timaru. Mr. Hay, then a young but brilliant barrister, defended Miss Houston.

        
The trial began on Monday, the 11th October, and did not conclude till the afternoon of Tuesday the 19th October. The Attorney General opened the trial with a strong speech, though little stress was laid on the part Miss Houston was supposed to have played. This was not surprising, for the evidence was illusory and very circumstantial.

        
The first witnesses deposed to the forgeries. This was for the purpose of shewing motive. Some reason for such a crime is to be expected though strictly speaking it is not necessary for the Crown to shew the reason for the prisoner's acts. The fact is all that is necessary.

        
This case presented no difficulty to the Crown on the score of lack of motive. It was established by these first witnesses that the prisoner, a well known, respected citizen was in reality a forger, and in the throes of his debts. The bank officials spoke of his large overdraft and how it was diminished by the discounting of promissory notes. It was then proved that these notes were forgeries. Then Hall's partner, Mr. Gilbert Laing-Meason, explained that he had known nothing of the financial position of the firm as he was the “outside man.” He told the Court that since the revelations his firm had been made bankrupt. Then came a witness to swear that Hall had approached him and effected a life insurance on the life of his wife for the sum of £3000.

        
At the end of the first day of the trial Mr. Joynt was very anxious to obtain a ruling from the Judge whether the Attorney General had the right to the last word in reply at the end of the case, even if he did not call evidence for the defence. The right to have the last word is a right that belongs to the Attorney General by virtue of his office. The Attorney General insisted on his right, but the Judge refused to rule at that stage of the trial. The second day opened with witnesses denying that their names, appearing on notes banked by Hall, were signed by them. Mrs. Hall's solicitor then swore to Mrs. Hall's means. She had certain land and an income from the estate of her mother for her life amounting to about £250 annually.

        
The next important witness was a Nurse Ellison. She was the mid-wife and spoke of Mrs. Hall's taking ill three or four days after a normal confinement. She told how Hall used to bring her her breakfast and how he displayed all the indicia of a fond and loving husband. On one occasion the nurse gave her some oysters which Mrs. Hall enjoyed. So the next day Miss Houston brought her up some more, but violent sickness succeeded the swallowing of these.

        
Dr. McIntyre gave evidence on the third day and his evidence was most important. It was he who first suspected poison and he was responsible for the subsequent arrest of the prisoners. After referring to the confinement on the 19th June, Dr. McIntyre told of Mrs. Hall's subsequent illness. He said on the fourth day there was sickness, vomiting and retching. This condition continued till the 16th August. The spasms of sickness sometimes lasted for hours though sometimes for days. Then other doctors were called in in and still the patient got no better. On the 12th August after three consultations, suspicion began to take form in Dr. McIntyre's mind. He succeeded in taking certain tests from Mrs. Hall's body and the results were analysed by him and Dr. Drew. Antimony was suspected and that poison was found.

        
For the next few days the closest watch was kept by the doctors with regard to the food Mrs. Hall was to take, and definite orders were given that the nurse alone was to give the food. Further tests from the body were taken and again antimony was found. On the 17th August, Dr. McIntyre called on the police. Following that call the prisoners were arrested. The cross examination of Dr. McIntyre did not depreciate the value of his evidence to any extent, so far as Hall was concerned. He said that he had involved Miss Houston in the charge because she had been associated in the cooking of Mrs. Hall's food. Dr. Drew's evidence followed that of Dr. McIntyre and corroborated it.

        
The police then gave evidence of the arrest, including the struggle at the home when Hall tried to dispose of the evidence he was carrying in his pocket. Professor Gow followed the police witnesses with scientific evidence of tests he had made for poison in certain exhibits.

        
Retail chemists told of many purchases openly made by Hall of the poisons. The daring of these purchases was one of the curious features of the case. A bookseller, Peter Hutton then told how Hall had called on him in Timaru on the 9th May, 1885 and said “I want a book which will give me some information about antimony.”

        
The next witness was directed against Miss Houston. The gaoler deposed to a letter that Miss Houston had written to Hall while awaiting trial. It was supposed to show great



friendship between the two prisoners. The amazing thing about the matter was that the gaoler destroyed the letter and relied on his memory to say what the contents were. He remembered it began with the words:
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“Dear Tommy Dodd,” and went on: “I should like very much to see you. I have not asked them, as it is contrary to the rules. Cheer up, Monday will soon be here. Is not this dreadful weather? If it does not clear up we shall have to make another ark. Ever yours, Megrims.”

        
The reference to “Tommy Dodd” was no doubt got from the name of a song that was popular in those days. It is doubtful whether the jury took the smallest interest in this piece of evidence for the reason that the gaoler was speaking from memory of the contents of the letter and that it was still more extraordinary that the letter had been destroyed. In any event the language of the letter was not inconsistent with the two living on friendly but perfectly proper relations.

        
The evidence came to a close in the morning of Monday the 18th October and then the question of whether the Attorney General had the right to have the last word was decided. Mr. Joynt said he did not propose to call evidence, and denied the right of the leader for the prosecution to have the final address to the jury. The Attorney General insisted on his right and the Judge upheld him. Having succeeded in gaining his point the Attorney General said he was satisfied in establishing his right, but that he did not propose to exercise it on this occasion.

        
Mr. Hay called some witnesses to testify to Miss Houston's excellent reputation. The Attorney General then made his final speech to the jury. He connected Miss Houston with the crime for the following reasons; the oysters she took to Mrs. Hall were poisoned and, if Hall poisoned them, she probably knew. It was conceded that there were no immoral relations between Hall and Miss Houston. He said however that they were on excellent terms and she had the best of means to know what he was doing. She must have seen the book on poisons on Hall's bedroom table as she made his bed. She did not volunteer any evidence to help the police, but tried to hinder the inspector in the struggle with Hall. So far as Hall was concerned he submitted that the clearest case had been made against him and he marshalled the evidence with great skill.

        
In Mr. Joynt's address to the jury he made a powerful and eloquent appeal for his client. He stressed the prejudice against which he had to struggle. He plausibly attacked the question of motive and shewed how loving and attentive Hall had shewn himself to be and how his wife had adored him. He suggested the tests for antimony made by the doctors were inconclusive and unreliable. He relied on the fact that proof was wanting of Hall's handing his wife any particular food that was proved to have been poisoned. He showed that Hall had suffered from sciatica and asthma and that these poisons were part of the treatment for these ailments. He stressed the uncertainty of the evidence and took advantage of the fact that Mrs. Hall had not been called by the Crown to prove the administration of the poison.

        
Mr. Hay's speech was a sensible and appealing one to the jury. There was no connection with Mrs. Hall and the poisoning, and he traversed with skill all the evidence touching her, and closed his address asking not only for an acquittal, but for a vindication.

        
The Judge's summing up was concise and clear. He concentrated his attention to Hall's part in the tragedy. He was quite fair.

        
The jury were out for the very short space of seven minutes. In answer to the registrar's usual question the foreman said: “We find the prisoner, Thomas Hall, guilty and the prisoner Margaret Graham Houston, not guilty. Can we, your Honour, add anything to that verdict” The Judge said he would not object to their making a statement. The foreman



then added: “The jury wish to state that they are unanimously of opinion that Margaret Graham Houston leaves the Court without a stain or blemish on her character.”

        
That she did so must be the opinion of anyone who takes the care to consider the evidence given at the trial. Having called on the prisoner the Judge sentenced him in these words:—“After a long and patient investigation, the jury have come to the conclusion which at once satisfies the ends of public justice, and ensures the protection of persons accused, but not guilty. The crime of which you have been convicted is one of the most inhuman and detestable crimes that one has ever read or heard of. You were a young man recently married to a young wife. That young wife was the mother of your first child. She was a woman whom you treated, in the world's eye, with all the consideration and respect due to her. She was a woman whose bedside you visited every morning with the deadly poison in your hand; a woman whom you saw day by day, hour by hour, stepping nearer to that grave to which you were endeavouring to consign her.

        
“You were getting for yourself a possible reputation for being a kind and considerate husband, whilst all through those long months you were seeking her destruction and her death. From the very hour you led her to the altar the thought was in your heart of sending her to her grave. No language that I can use can sufficiently describe the detestable character of the crime of which you have been found guilty. You had no excuse of intrigue or the temptation, such as we read of in poisoning cases, to urge you on to the commission of the crime.
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“Most murderers are kind when compared with you, for you have murdered from hour to hour, from day to day, from week to week. I am bound to say, though I make it a rule not to speak in strong terms to anyone fallen to such depths of human degradation, still in the interests of public justice, it is my duty to say that you have achieved in the annals of crime the position of being the vilest criminal ever tried in New Zealand. If the law, as applied to the crime for which you have been found guilty, was not merciful, you would most certainly have forfeited your life. The law does not permit me to pass the sentence of death upon you, but I shall proceed to pass a sentence which will stamp the detestation and horror of the crime of which you have been guilty. I now pass on you the next dread sentence of the law, which is that you be kept in penal servitude for the rest of your natural life.”

        
And so passed away behind the bars of a prison a man who, with all the advantages of a good social position and a good upbringing with which to begin his career, chose rather, through cupidity and a brutal nature, to commit a crime which is almost unrivalled in its baseness. Later Hall was released and he spent the rest of his life in comparative seclusion. There was one other incident to make the story complete. After his conviction his case went before the Court of Appeal on matters of pure law, touching the admissibility of certain of the evidence. The nature of that application (which failed) is not of general interest.
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The Wisdom of the Maori
          
        

        
(By 

Tohunga)

        

          

            
The proverbial sayings and aphorisms of the Maori contain much that is poetic, witty or ironical, and often embody sound wisdom. There are poetry and imagination in two of these “Whakatauki” alluding to the ocean.
          

          

            
“Tangaroa ara rau” (“The Sea-God's hundred pathways”), and “Tangaroa pu-kanohi nui” (“The great-eyed Poseidon, who beholds all the far-spreading ocean”).
          

          

            
An eloquent speaker, or a sweet singer: “Me he korokoro tui” (“As sweet-throated as the tui bird”).
          

          

            
The wish is the important thing: “E iti noa ana, na te aroha” (“Though the gift be small, it is given with love”).
          

          

            
Spoken by a man weary of domestic wrangling or of the scolding of wife or relatives: “Kia eke au ki runga ki te puna o Tinirau” (“I might as well sit on the blowhole of a whale.”).
          

          

            
An elderly wife is apt to be neglected by her husband for a younger woman: “Ka ruha te kupenga, ka pae kei te akau” (“When a fishing-net becomes old, it is cast away on the beach”).
          

          

            
A passing gratification contrasted with a lasting pleasure: “He pai kai, kaore e roa te tirohanga; he pai kanohi, e roa te tirohanga” (“Agreeable food soon vanishes; a beautiful face will long be gazed upon”).
          

        

        

          
A Lament for Absent Ones.

          
This song is said to have been the chant of Te Kooti when he was in exile in Chatham Island, 1866–68. It is a fragment of a lament composed by an earlier singer, a chief of Taupo.

          

            
Blow soft, ye northern breezes,


            
With love and sorrow laden,


            
Ye fill my soul with sadness


            
For kinsfolk far away,


            
For those beyond dread Paerau's range,


            
The grave. What eye beholds them there?
          

          

            
Where are my friends of other days,


            
The days of my youth and fame?


            
They're separated far from me,


            
My pride is shorn away.
          

          

            
Rain on, O rain! Unceasing,


            
Downpouring like a torrent;


            
As falls the rain's cascade,


            
So flow my tears.


            
Sleep on, O Wano!


            
In thy grave at Tirau,


            
Beyond yon mountain ridge,


            
Where the high-woods shade our olden home.
          

          

            
Return, my soul, to the soft soothing waters,


            
The great plashing hot-springs of Tokaanu,


            
The pools wherein my kinsfolk laved their limbs,


            
The people that I love.
          

        

        

          
Blessing the House.

          
There is much that is very poetical and beautiful in Maori ritual for the opening of newly-built carved houses and for the removal of the 
tapu incidental to the carving work. The 
pakeha puts the 
tapu on a new church or other important building, as we may observe at any ceremonial opening of such places. But the Maori takes the 
tapu off a new house, and at the same time he invokes the protection of the gods for the house and the comfort of its inmates. This ritual is not yet forgotten by any means; it is frequently observed, especially in the opening of tribal houses in the Rotorua and East Coast districts.

          
One of the finest house-opening prayers I have gathered from my old 
tohunga friends I heard in the Arawa country. Haerehuka was the priest of the ceremonies on this occasion, and this is the translation of one of the 
karakia he recited
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at the carved front door of the new village hall and guest-house. The house is considered as Tane-Mahuta, the Tree personified:

          
“Bind, bind together that all may be firm and steadfast, so that into thee, O Tane, may enter not the cold and stormy elements, the Frost-wind, the Great-Rain, the Long-Rain, the Cold Sleety Rain, the Hailstones; that thou mayst stand against the assault of the Mighty Wind, the Long Prevailing Wind, the tempests of the wind-god Tawhiri-matea! May all be warm and safe within thy walls! These shall dwell therein—Warmth, Heaped-up Warmth, and Glowing Heat, Joy and Gladness—these are the people who shall dwell within Tane standing here before me! Now, 'tis done! Bring hither the axe, and bind it on. Our work is o'er!”

          
And as Haerehuka ended, all the people cried the Maori Amen:

          

            
Haumi-e!


            
Hui-e


            
Taiki-e!
          

          
One may fittingly set beside this the following verse from an old English blessing song chanted at a house-warming:

          

            
Blesse ye foure corners of thys house,


            
And be ye Lintel Blest:


            
And Blesse ye hearthe and blesse ye bord,


            
And Bless eche place of Rest.
          

        

        

          
Fantail and Orator.

          
One of the prettiest 
poi dances I ever witnessed was one performed in the old tribal meeting-house at Maketu, Bay of Plenty, many years ago. A band of girls imitated, as they swung their tapping 
poi balls, the movements of the little fantail, as it turned from side to side and fluttered its feathers. And the Maori orator of the past generation—he is not quite past yet—was not above taking a lesson, too, from the beautiful little bird. The speaker of the old school, parading up and down before his audience on the village green, in the movements of the 
taki, with his 
taiaha or 
mere in his hand, imitates the action of the fantail. He jumps this way and that, turning quickly, and imparting a quiver to the weapon in his hand, like the bird's flirting tail. The fantail squeaks and pipes its “te-te-te” as it dances and darts after its insect food. So does the posturing speechmaker, and “te-te-te!” he ejaculates as he quivers the weapon.

          
There is an expression applied in songs to a great orator or leader of his people, “taku manu - hakahaka.” Literally it means “my dancing bird”; it refers to the ceremonial manner of the chieftain's speechmaking.

        

        

          
Flames of Earth and Sky.

          
A note from Hare Hongi explaining the scientific truth underlying the popular myths concerning thunder and lightning and volcanic phenomena:

          
“The demi-god Awanui-a-Rangi espoused Whaitiri (Thunder). The younger twin-sisters of Whaitiri were Niniwa-i-te-Rangi (Lightning) and Pere (the goddess of the active volcano). The myth runs that Whaitiri became aware that her sister, Pere, was very desirable, and that Awanui (her husband) was enamoured of her. Whaitiri promptly administered a thrashing to her sister Pere, who fled to the earth (since always seen in the flames of an active volcano). Niniwa remained aloft with Whaitiri. And now, when a volcano becomes excessively active, and its flames dart into space, the elders say: ‘Ko Pere tena; e mea ana kia hoki ake ki toona kainga, ki te rangi.’ But then Whaitiri thunders her wrath, and Niniwa rushes down to the assistance of her sister, Pere.

          
“When a volcano violently erupts, a thunder-cloud is quickly formed above it, and lightning leaps down to meet the volcanic flames. They are not three sisters, but three manifestations of one and the same thing, electricity.

          
“That is how the Maori taught that. He gave the phenomena a human interest.”
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A Lament for Absent Ones.

          
This song is said to have been the chant of Te Kooti when he was in exile in Chatham Island, 1866–68. It is a fragment of a lament composed by an earlier singer, a chief of Taupo.

          

            
Blow soft, ye northern breezes,


            
With love and sorrow laden,


            
Ye fill my soul with sadness


            
For kinsfolk far away,


            
For those beyond dread Paerau's range,


            
The grave. What eye beholds them there?
          

          

            
Where are my friends of other days,


            
The days of my youth and fame?


            
They're separated far from me,


            
My pride is shorn away.
          

          

            
Rain on, O rain! Unceasing,


            
Downpouring like a torrent;


            
As falls the rain's cascade,


            
So flow my tears.


            
Sleep on, O Wano!


            
In thy grave at Tirau,
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Where the high-woods shade our olden home.
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Blessing the House.

          
There is much that is very poetical and beautiful in Maori ritual for the opening of newly-built carved houses and for the removal of the 
tapu incidental to the carving work. The 
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at the carved front door of the new village hall and guest-house. The house is considered as Tane-Mahuta, the Tree personified:

          
“Bind, bind together that all may be firm and steadfast, so that into thee, O Tane, may enter not the cold and stormy elements, the Frost-wind, the Great-Rain, the Long-Rain, the Cold Sleety Rain, the Hailstones; that thou mayst stand against the assault of the Mighty Wind, the Long Prevailing Wind, the tempests of the wind-god Tawhiri-matea! May all be warm and safe within thy walls! These shall dwell therein—Warmth, Heaped-up Warmth, and Glowing Heat, Joy and Gladness—these are the people who shall dwell within Tane standing here before me! Now, 'tis done! Bring hither the axe, and bind it on. Our work is o'er!”

          
And as Haerehuka ended, all the people cried the Maori Amen:

          

            
Haumi-e!


            
Hui-e


            
Taiki-e!
          

          
One may fittingly set beside this the following verse from an old English blessing song chanted at a house-warming:

          

            
Blesse ye foure corners of thys house,


            
And be ye Lintel Blest:
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Fantail and Orator.

          
One of the prettiest 
poi dances I ever witnessed was one performed in the old tribal meeting-house at Maketu, Bay of Plenty, many years ago. A band of girls imitated, as they swung their tapping 
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There is an expression applied in songs to a great orator or leader of his people, “taku manu - hakahaka.” Literally it means “my dancing bird”; it refers to the ceremonial manner of the chieftain's speechmaking.
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Flames of Earth and Sky.

          
A note from Hare Hongi explaining the scientific truth underlying the popular myths concerning thunder and lightning and volcanic phenomena:

          
“The demi-god Awanui-a-Rangi espoused Whaitiri (Thunder). The younger twin-sisters of Whaitiri were Niniwa-i-te-Rangi (Lightning) and Pere (the goddess of the active volcano). The myth runs that Whaitiri became aware that her sister, Pere, was very desirable, and that Awanui (her husband) was enamoured of her. Whaitiri promptly administered a thrashing to her sister Pere, who fled to the earth (since always seen in the flames of an active volcano). Niniwa remained aloft with Whaitiri. And now, when a volcano becomes excessively active, and its flames dart into space, the elders say: ‘Ko Pere tena; e mea ana kia hoki ake ki toona kainga, ki te rangi.’ But then Whaitiri thunders her wrath, and Niniwa rushes down to the assistance of her sister, Pere.

          
“When a volcano violently erupts, a thunder-cloud is quickly formed above it, and lightning leaps down to meet the volcanic flames. They are not three sisters, but three manifestations of one and the same thing, electricity.

          
“That is how the Maori taught that. He gave the phenomena a human interest.”
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An Ab locomotive ready for the night's run.
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The “Loco”
          
        

        

          
(By “M.A.C.”)
        

        

          

            
“What does it mean to you
          


          

            
When you wake in the night, and hear
          


          

            
The shriek of the flying train,
          


          

            
Wild and piercing and clear?”
          
        

        

Recently a “par” covering an anecdote of an old locomotive, “Bc 463,” appeared in a local newspaper, and reading a subsequent paragraph on the same subject I could not help thinking of the interest stories of locomotives arouse.

        
Personally, I consider the locomotive the finest machine made. Somehow a “loco.” is a personality, alive and expressive. I was born in a locality overlooking the Wellington yards of the Manawatu Railway Company, and I have not yet outgrown my boyhood habit of waiting to see an engine pass. In later years I lived on the Main Trunk line, and my front garden ran down to the boundary of the railway. The line climbed a fairly stiff bank passing the house, but the shaking of an “Ab” or the fussing of a “Ww” was never a worry; indeed, I shall always consider houses which overlook the “line” as ideal.

        
I wonder if the advent of the Diesel and the electric “locos” will leave the same appeal with the railway. I think not. A tram car is undeniably useful, but it certainly is not romantic. I cannot imagine that I shall find any pleasure in waiting for poor dumb contraptions to pass me.

        
At the risk of being dubbed a crank, I'm going to try and express what the “loco” says to me.

        
Have you stood at the top of a hill watching the “Limited” climb towards you? Does not her exhaust, rising high above her, convey an impression of a high-flung head? Does she not seem to rejoice in power and her fitness for her task? Watch her as she runs down the opposite slope. Firmly yet calmly she steadies her charges, the cars, to the bottom.

        
Perhaps you have never listened to a double-headed train. Leading is a “Ww,” and an “Ab” tolerantly follows. The little “tank,” puffed up with her appointment as leader, tackles her task fussily, and simply “tears in.” Behind her the “Ab” follows, fairly quietly, seeming to urge her mate to keep cool. Of a sudden the “Ww” erupts white steam from the drain cocks of her cylinders, and appears to be in a vicious mood, something like a terrier with bared fangs. But the “Ab” buckles in, and if she doesn't do all the work she appears to.

        
There is a place where the line comes across country to meet the road, and turning sharply runs parallel with it. The “locos” do not like this turn, and when they strike it they are like high spirited horses fighting against the bit. Momentarily they appear to be going to ignore the behest of the rails, but they always obey and swing away in a new direction.

        
How superior a “loco” can be! A train of empty wagons clatters by. Irresponsible and noisy, the wagons bounce along, but the “loco.” is on duty, and—looking only ahead—ignores her foolish charges. How patient she can be! A wet night, and the evening “goods” makes her way up the grade. Slowly she climbs until, as though exasperated by the drag of her train, her drivers spin and her exhaust simply shatters with its noise. Then she pulls herself together, and the rattle through the train as she takes the weight conveys the impression that she has given herself a good shake. And when she reaches the top she gives a sigh of satisfaction? I think so.

        
Perhaps some day a poet will follow the track blazed by Lawson and give us verse of the engine, as Masefield has dealt with ships. Surely the subject is a worthy one.
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Pictures of New Zealand Life

 Take It Easy
          
        

        
(By 

Tangiwai.)

        

          

An American tourist has been complaining that the authorities in charge of travel do not give visitors sufficient time to see New Zealand properly; they rush them through the country. This is quite a mistaken idea. If our visitors are hurried from place to place it is usually done to please them; they want to see everything worth seeing as swiftly as possible. Especially Americans. They are used to hustle and look-see-quickly. Nothing, of course, would give us all greater pleasure than to have our U.S.A. friends make prolonged visits. What can they expect to see in a week or two? We could entertain them here for three months, or six, and continually show them something new. A couple of days at Rotorua is an absurdly brief stay, really.

          
The average American citizen who looks in, demands to see everything in this cute little country and catch the next steamer. We shall have to set him firmly down in one scenic garden of the gods to loaf and invite his soul for a month and see how he likes it before moving him to Waitomo or Tongariro or Wakatipu. Then there'd be a row. It is not easy to please all our tourist guests. But at least they can never go away and complain there is nothing worth seeing.

        

        

          
Our Wild Life.

          
The case is strong for the establishment of a Wild Life Control Board, as has often been urged, which shall co-ordinate the activities of the various bodies interested in the preservation of native birds and of the indigenous forests, and matters affecting shooting and fishing in the Dominion.

          
Perhaps the control of trout-fishing could with advantage be taken over by the Fisheries Department, which has its staff of experts; but all else could come under the proposed Board. The Native Bird Protection Society, which has done so much excellent work in the interests of the forest life, is fairly entitled to strong representation on such a body.

          
Indeed, the need for a united effort on behalf of New Zealand forests for New Zealand birds is urgent. Deer are not the



worst enemy of the native bush. The insidious opossum is working havoc with the comparatively defenceless birds. It cannot be too often pointed out that every foreign creature let loose in the bush means so much less food, so much more danger, for the beautiful creatures that have lived in the forests for untold ages in security. Extermination of the interlopers is the only cure.

        

        

          
The Perfect Farmer.

          
A wonderful testimony to the capacity of our Maori fellow-New Zealanders as workers on the land is contained in the report of the 
pakeha expert who judged the entries for the Ahuwhenua Trophy, presented by His Excellency the Governor for competition among those occupying farms under the new Native Land Development Scheme. The winner, James Swinton, of Raukokore, East Coast, was so good a farmer that the judge, Mr. Dempster, of the Agricultural Department, considered he should have more land. The second prize-winner was a dairy farmer of Ruatoki, where the Urewera Maoris have become industrious and successful suppliers of a dairy factory.

          
But the highest praise, following on the prize awards, was given to the native settlers on the Horohoro block, which is on the Rotorua-Atiamuri road. The standard of cleanliness in these Maoris' milking sheds was the highest the judge had ever seen on dairy farms. That such warm commendation should have been won by the newly-settled Maoris is splendid proof of the ability of the people to adapt themselves to the conditions and needs of modern farming life and production for the 
pakeha market.

        

        

          
Egmont from the Sea.

          
Taranaki's noble mountain is, in the present writer's belief, the most beautiful natural object in New Zealand. It is surely worthy of a place on our postage stamps, our coins (when New Zealand has its own coinage), and in other ways, as a kind of national token of this country. Seen through a framing of forest and fern trees, it is a picture entrancing. More glorious still does it appear when seen from the ocean. I have just been reading Captain Conor O'Brien's book “Across Three Oceans,” in which he describes his world cruise some years ago in his little vessel, the 20-ton ketch Saoirse, flying the flag of the Irish Free State. This is his impression of Taranaki from the sea, his first sight of New Zealand at daylight as he approached the West Coast from Melbourne:—

          
“… The clouds were lying low on the water, and high above them the sun was emerging from behind the colossal cone of Mount Egmont, which I had approached within forty miles. I think this was the most impressive mountain scenery I ever saw. The parabolic sweep of a mountain cone is a very beautiful line, but it is commonly rather flat; the andesite of Egmont, however, forms an unusually steep curve, and moreover the less interesting 3000 feet at the bottom (the whole peak is 8000 feet) were cut off by the low mists and the curvature of the globe. Various causes make a mountain look big; the stark symmetry of the volcano is one, the complexity of such a system as Snowdon is another, but the most potent is the contrast when one sees them standing on another element, such as the true horizon, or a mist lying on a level plain, so that there is a gap of as many miles as one's imagination cares to make it between the foreground and the background.”

          
Captain O'Brien wielded a rather mordant and ironical pen when describing colonial towns and people. He was cruel enough to say that New Zealand was so unreliable a place that rows of houses were sometimes seen sliding down the mud streets. But his testimonial to Egmont's beauty makes up for all that.

        

        

          
The Missionary's Sporting Offer.

          
A good deal has been heard, in the course of Treaty of Waitangi reminiscenses recently, of the Williams family of pioneer missionaries. Here is one of



several stories—it has not previously been told in print—narrated to me by a relative of Archdeacon Samuel Williams, son of the famous Henry Williams, first Archdeacon of Waimate. The Rev. Sam went to Gisborne—then usually called Turanganui—in 1865, in an effort to combat the spread of the Hauhau cult, and leaving the steamer Sturt at the anchorage, visited Waerenga a-Hika, the mission station. At the large village there he found a Hauhau prophet, with some disciples, who had worked up the feelings of the local Maoris to a dangerous pitch. As Mr. Williams entered the village there was sudden, absolute silence.

          
The missionary went up to the chief prophet and challenged him to exhibit his power, saying: “I hear that you are able to bring vessels ashore by your magic incantations. Well, there is the steamer which brought me, anchored yonder at Turanganui. Come and drag it ashore and you can then have all on board to offer as a sacrifice to your gods.”

          
An old Maori catechist came up and said: “Do you really mean what you say, Wiremu?”
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A picnic train awaiting the departure signal at Auckland station.


          

          
“Yes, I do,” said Mr. Williams. “If the prophet is able to drag that vessel ashore we will give up ourselves as a sacrifice to his gods.”

          
There was tense expectant silence for a while. Then Mr. Williams rose again and said: “You recollect the Bible story which says that when Elijah all by himself met the four hundred and fifty prophets of Baal and they were challenged to bring fire from Heaven, they failed to get any response; and that when he called, the fire came down and consumed not only the sacrifice but the very stones and water; and then he called out to the people to take the prophets of Baal and not let any escape, and all were slain. Now then, if this prophet fails to drag that vessel ashore, be careful that neither he nor any of his party escape. Let all be taken and slain!”

          
This bold demand completely changed the aspect of affairs. The people who were being deceived by the Hauhau emissaries felt ashamed of themselves, especially the younger men, and these now ran for their guns. But the fanatics did not wait to put their magic to the test. They left the scene in much haste and were soon out of sight.
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New Zealand Verse

        

          

            
              
“Ambition.”
            
          

          

            
I'm going to be a butcher,


            
And drive a horse and cart;


            
I'll have long strings of sausages,


            
And bits of bullock's heart.


            
I'll give the stray dogs each a bone,


            
Not “shoo!” them all away;


            
I'll give the poor just lots of meat,


            
And will not let them pay.


            
I'll let boys hold my horse, while I


            
Go round from door to door;


            
I'll have a big striped apron on—


            
What could a boy want more?


            
I'll knock at each door, and cry “Butcher!”


            
As loudly as ever I can.


            
Yes, that's what I'll be when I'm grown up,


            
A great big butcher man!
            —
Kay Morden.
          

          
* * *

        

        

          
The Mystery Train Romance.

          

            
The mantle of romance cannot be shaken from Mystery Trains, travel they ever so speedily; but here we have a rail romance, turned into a song as simple as “Maggie Murphy's Home” and as direct as the “Limited.”—Ed.

          

          

            

              
Song.
            

            

              
Mary wanted a sweetheart, Daniel wanted a girl.


              
They met with each other, thro' Mary's young brother,


              
And two hearts were set in a swirl.


              
Mary starts silently dreaming, Daniel goes roaming alone.


              
He'd call in to see, when he passed No. 3,


              
If Mary's young brother was home.


              
Mary peeped thro' the window; Daniel knocked at the door.


              
Mother would open and say: “Please come in,


              
You're ever so welcome, I'm sure.”


              
Daniel told Mary he loved her; Mary said “Boy, that is fine.”


              
'Twas a Mystery Train ride made these lovers decide


              
For a honeymoon spent on the Line.
            

            
Chorus:

            

              
Now they ride gay in a Mystery Train,


              
Spending their honeymoon down on the Main.


              
When they return they'll start over again


              
As Mr. and Mrs. O'Neill.
              —
M. Spurway.
            

            
* * *

          

        

        

          

            
Spring in the Moutere Valley.
          

          

            
The greenness that springs from the root of things,


            
And carpets the earth, and clothes the trees,


            
Will gladden the heart of the one who sings


            
While striding along, bared head to breeze.


            
His song let him take to the Moutere Hills;


            
Once there he has but to turn his head;


            
The scene to an artist is one that thrills—


            
That many-hued carpet, brightly spread.


            
The pattern is woven in coloured squares,


            
Divided by hedges—golden aflame;


            
A shining bright river, gorse that glares,


            
A vein of such gold no quartz could shame.


            
Gay lupins that roll like the wind-tossed seas,


            
A note give of blue in the carpet theme;


            
While masses of blossom on apple trees


            
Are like fallen clouds in an angel's dream.


            
'Tis a magic carpet of which we sing,


            
Changing its colours, gold, blue and white;


            
But the green endures and it still will bring


            
Assurance of ends that are good and right.
            —
Prentice Player.
          

        

        
        



          
The Track.

          
Tawa Flat.

          

            
Ahead, afar, lies the glist'ning track,


            
Slipping under, and falling back;


            
Coming, going, smooth stream flowing,


            
Shifting—twisting twin ribbons of black.


            
E'er gliding up the rushing steel


            
Spurned under the restless wheel,


            
Unceasingly ahead, ever growing,


            
Endlessly past, away to reel.
          

          
Tunnel.

          

            
In darkness does the way unwind:


            
Pressing in comes the path so blind;


            
And the train goes on, restless, striving


            
As it leaves the murky trail behind.
          

          
Ngahauranga Gorge.

          

            
Mistyness, shadows the far-flung track,


            
Sneaking up and slithering back;


            
Sinuous in rapid writhing


            
Shooting away, untwines the slack.
          

          
Kaiwarra.

          

            
Rushing on speeds the Limited Mail,


            
Dashing south on its chosen trail;


            
Roaring past on twin threads bending


            
Ever leaps backs the silvery rail.
          

          
Thorndon.

          

            
Abrupt before, lies the track, unled,


            
Spent and unflung where no wheels tread;


            
But the way goes back ghostly, wending,


            
And the way lies back still and dead.
          

          
—H. F. Fogden.

          
* * *

        

        

          
Mount St. John, Auckland, N.Z.

          

            
Six little sister willows


            
Sat round the crater bed,


            
And chattered, chattered merrily,


            
Like many a wiser head.
          

          

            
One swung her silken bonnet-strings


            
In the green young springtime breeze,


            
And one her dainty slippered foot—


            
And everyone agrees
          

          

            
That there's nothing like a willow


            
To look lovely in the Spring,


            
And there's nothing like soft emerald sheen


            
To make the heart to sing.
          

          

            
So one told of emerald bull-frogs


            
A-leaping to the sun;


            
And one of shy young nestling ferns;


            
Of simple shamrock one—
          

          

            
And they all flung out their laughter


            
On the rippling spring-time breeze,


            
And—what a pretty sight it is,


            
Sure everyone agrees,
          

          

            
When six little sister willows


            
Sit round a crater bed,


            
And chatter, chatter merrily,


            
Like many a wiser head!
          

          
—M. A. Innes.

        

        

          
A Hill Near Hawera.

          

            
It is good for a land to grow old, to be mellow with quiet and years,


            
For peace comes after the battles, invisibly into the tears.
          

          

            
It was here that the pakeha came and passionate war had its birth,


            
But the grass has covered the woe of the black and bitter earth.
          

          

            
Now skull and musket and axe are buried in hallowing green,


            
And nought but the fallen entrenchments marks where the sorrow has been.
          

          

            
Little children are joyous on the hill of the ancient plain,


            
And heifers graze on the field where many men were slain.
          

          
—
Douglas A. Stewart.

          
* * *

        

        

          
The Crocodile.

          

            
When I was young it fell to me


            
To doubt my own identity.


            
I doubted, in a murky mist,


            
Whether I really did exist;


            
But sharper than a two-edged sword


            
Came self-awareness, and I smile


            
To think how Ego was restored


            
Whene'er I met a crocodile.
          

          

            
That sounds as if I set my sail


            
Upon the Ganges; but I fear


            
I offer you no Traveller's Tale.


            
This crocodile shed not a tear,


            
Unless from some communal spring


            
Tears flow into a common pool.


            
The beast of my adventuring


            
Came forth from a young ladies' school.
          

          

            
Hard by a nascent hawthorn hedge


            
That girlies' school was situate.


            
I veered towards the pavement's edge


            
As did become my man's estate.


            
I did not wink, I did not stare,


            
But I vouchsafed a sickly smile,


            
Of inhibitions well aware,


            
Whene'er I met a crocodile.
          

          

            
Now I am old and weak and blind,


            
And walk abroad on sufferance


            
The erstwhile toy of womenkind,


            
The fugitive of circumstance.


            
But this is odd. Whate'er my fears


            
Of Nemesis I do not smile,


            
But thoughts arise too deep for tears


            
When e'er I meet a crocodile.
          

          
—
C. R. Allen.
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'Twas a Mystery Train ride made these lovers decide


              
For a honeymoon spent on the Line.
            

            
Chorus:

            

              
Now they ride gay in a Mystery Train,


              
Spending their honeymoon down on the Main.


              
When they return they'll start over again


              
As Mr. and Mrs. O'Neill.
              —
M. Spurway.
            

            
* * *

          

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 8, Issue 1 (May 1, 1933)

[The Mystery Train Romance]



            
The mantle of romance cannot be shaken from Mystery Trains, travel they ever so speedily; but here we have a rail romance, turned into a song as simple as “Maggie Murphy's Home” and as direct as the “Limited.”—Ed.
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Song



            

              
Song.
            

            

              
Mary wanted a sweetheart, Daniel wanted a girl.


              
They met with each other, thro' Mary's young brother,


              
And two hearts were set in a swirl.


              
Mary starts silently dreaming, Daniel goes roaming alone.


              
He'd call in to see, when he passed No. 3,


              
If Mary's young brother was home.


              
Mary peeped thro' the window; Daniel knocked at the door.


              
Mother would open and say: “Please come in,


              
You're ever so welcome, I'm sure.”


              
Daniel told Mary he loved her; Mary said “Boy, that is fine.”


              
'Twas a Mystery Train ride made these lovers decide


              
For a honeymoon spent on the Line.
            

            
Chorus:

            

              
Now they ride gay in a Mystery Train,


              
Spending their honeymoon down on the Main.


              
When they return they'll start over again


              
As Mr. and Mrs. O'Neill.
              —
M. Spurway.
            

            
* * *
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Spring in the Moutere Valley



          

            
Spring in the Moutere Valley.
          

          

            
The greenness that springs from the root of things,


            
And carpets the earth, and clothes the trees,


            
Will gladden the heart of the one who sings


            
While striding along, bared head to breeze.


            
His song let him take to the Moutere Hills;


            
Once there he has but to turn his head;


            
The scene to an artist is one that thrills—


            
That many-hued carpet, brightly spread.


            
The pattern is woven in coloured squares,


            
Divided by hedges—golden aflame;


            
A shining bright river, gorse that glares,


            
A vein of such gold no quartz could shame.


            
Gay lupins that roll like the wind-tossed seas,


            
A note give of blue in the carpet theme;


            
While masses of blossom on apple trees


            
Are like fallen clouds in an angel's dream.


            
'Tis a magic carpet of which we sing,


            
Changing its colours, gold, blue and white;


            
But the green endures and it still will bring


            
Assurance of ends that are good and right.
            —
Prentice Player.
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The Track





          
The Track.

          
Tawa Flat.

          

            
Ahead, afar, lies the glist'ning track,


            
Slipping under, and falling back;


            
Coming, going, smooth stream flowing,


            
Shifting—twisting twin ribbons of black.


            
E'er gliding up the rushing steel


            
Spurned under the restless wheel,


            
Unceasingly ahead, ever growing,


            
Endlessly past, away to reel.
          

          
Tunnel.

          

            
In darkness does the way unwind:


            
Pressing in comes the path so blind;


            
And the train goes on, restless, striving


            
As it leaves the murky trail behind.
          

          
Ngahauranga Gorge.

          

            
Mistyness, shadows the far-flung track,


            
Sneaking up and slithering back;


            
Sinuous in rapid writhing


            
Shooting away, untwines the slack.
          

          
Kaiwarra.

          

            
Rushing on speeds the Limited Mail,


            
Dashing south on its chosen trail;


            
Roaring past on twin threads bending


            
Ever leaps backs the silvery rail.
          

          
Thorndon.

          

            
Abrupt before, lies the track, unled,


            
Spent and unflung where no wheels tread;


            
But the way goes back ghostly, wending,


            
And the way lies back still and dead.
          

          
—H. F. Fogden.

          
* * *
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Mount St. John, Auckland, N.Z



          
Mount St. John, Auckland, N.Z.

          

            
Six little sister willows


            
Sat round the crater bed,


            
And chattered, chattered merrily,


            
Like many a wiser head.
          

          

            
One swung her silken bonnet-strings


            
In the green young springtime breeze,


            
And one her dainty slippered foot—


            
And everyone agrees
          

          

            
That there's nothing like a willow


            
To look lovely in the Spring,


            
And there's nothing like soft emerald sheen


            
To make the heart to sing.
          

          

            
So one told of emerald bull-frogs


            
A-leaping to the sun;


            
And one of shy young nestling ferns;


            
Of simple shamrock one—
          

          

            
And they all flung out their laughter


            
On the rippling spring-time breeze,


            
And—what a pretty sight it is,


            
Sure everyone agrees,
          

          

            
When six little sister willows


            
Sit round a crater bed,


            
And chatter, chatter merrily,


            
Like many a wiser head!
          

          
—M. A. Innes.
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A Hill Near Hawera



          
A Hill Near Hawera.

          

            
It is good for a land to grow old, to be mellow with quiet and years,


            
For peace comes after the battles, invisibly into the tears.
          

          

            
It was here that the pakeha came and passionate war had its birth,


            
But the grass has covered the woe of the black and bitter earth.
          

          

            
Now skull and musket and axe are buried in hallowing green,


            
And nought but the fallen entrenchments marks where the sorrow has been.
          

          

            
Little children are joyous on the hill of the ancient plain,


            
And heifers graze on the field where many men were slain.
          

          
—
Douglas A. Stewart.

          
* * *
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The Crocodile



          
The Crocodile.

          

            
When I was young it fell to me


            
To doubt my own identity.


            
I doubted, in a murky mist,


            
Whether I really did exist;


            
But sharper than a two-edged sword


            
Came self-awareness, and I smile


            
To think how Ego was restored


            
Whene'er I met a crocodile.
          

          

            
That sounds as if I set my sail


            
Upon the Ganges; but I fear


            
I offer you no Traveller's Tale.


            
This crocodile shed not a tear,


            
Unless from some communal spring


            
Tears flow into a common pool.


            
The beast of my adventuring


            
Came forth from a young ladies' school.
          

          

            
Hard by a nascent hawthorn hedge


            
That girlies' school was situate.


            
I veered towards the pavement's edge


            
As did become my man's estate.


            
I did not wink, I did not stare,


            
But I vouchsafed a sickly smile,


            
Of inhibitions well aware,


            
Whene'er I met a crocodile.
          

          

            
Now I am old and weak and blind,


            
And walk abroad on sufferance


            
The erstwhile toy of womenkind,


            
The fugitive of circumstance.


            
But this is odd. Whate'er my fears


            
Of Nemesis I do not smile,


            
But thoughts arise too deep for tears


            
When e'er I meet a crocodile.
          

          
—
C. R. Allen.
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International Railway Exhibition
          
        

        
(
By 

Joan K. Spence-Clark
)

        

          

A Most unusual and interesting exhibition of railway posters and publicity matter from all parts of the world was recently held in Christchurch. The response to a request for posters, photographs, and tourist literature was so enthusiastic that no less than forty different countries were represented.

          
A beautiful set of posters, gems of photography, came from Germany, picturing Bavaria, the Harz, Cologne, Wurtemburg, and the storied castles of the Rhine.

          
France was well represented by some thirty posters, mostly scenic, work of some of the world's best poster artists. Indeed, what many considered to be the most beautiful poster in the exhibition was that of a market scene at Candebec, Normandy, done in pastels.

          
India's posters, shewing her strange religious festivals and scenes on the famous “Pilgrim Line,” had a great appeal for those who had visited the East or who were interested in the quaint Hindoo rites and customs.

          
Canada's famous Canadian Pacific Railway and Canadian National Railway companies, with their luxurious cars; Australia's magnificent new railway station at Adelaide, proved by their pictures that the New World is well to the fore in railway comforts for passengers.

          
The United States railway companies, always eager to seize any chance for publicity, sent a most comprehensive collection, not the least interesting of which was a set of photographs shewing the historical development of the railway engines used by the Illinois Central Railway. The first engine was built in 1854, and the comparison between this early type with a length of fifty feet and one of their new monster locomotives typified the tremendous strides made in railway transport during the short time of eighty years.

          
History was made real by the posters coming from the British Isles, probably due to the world wide fame of the artists, as well as to the subjects they chose to draw—Westminster Abbey, The Tower of London, Oxford and Cambridge, all so well known even to those who have never left New Zealand.

          
The New Zealand Railways contributed a fine collection of photographs showing the construction and development of locomotives on the North Island Main Trunk line, also many photographs of the first engines used in New Zealand, which are now replaced by the new “K” class, Baltic type of engine.

          

            

[image: The International Railway and Poster Exhibition at Messrs. Hay's Ltd., Christchurch. About 13,000 people visited the Exhibition, which was also honoured by the presence of Dame Sybil Thorndyke.]
The International Railway and Poster Exhibition at Messrs. Hay's Ltd., Christchurch. About 13,000 people visited the Exhibition, which was also honoured by the presence of Dame Sybil Thorndyke.


          

          
Java, Siam, South America, Norway, Holland, Hungary, Switzerland, The Federated Malay States, Africa, Czechoslovakia, Panama, Cuba, Uruguay, and Finland, all sent fascinating photographs or posters shewing various aspects of the social life and customs of their nations.

          
Yet another source of interest provided at the exhibition, more especially to the boys and girls, was a model railway system with eight trains and 500 feet of track, electric signalling system, and electrically controlled yards.

          
Arrangements have been made for the collection of posters and photographs to be shewn in various parts of New Zealand, and it will provide people with a unique opportunity of learning something of the development of the railways, as well as of studying the methods of other nations besides our own.

        

        

          
Wanted: A Railway Friend

          
The undermentioned American Railwaymen, Mr. R. Leibengood, 6110 Michigen Avenue, St. Louis, Mo., U.S.A. (Secretary of the St. Louis Lodge of the Brotherhood of Locomotive Engineers and Firemen), and Mr. Samuel J. Gordon, Conductor, Box 103, Vanlue, Ohio, U.S.A., would be pleased to correspond with railwaymen in New Zealand.
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On the Look-out
          
        

        
(
By 

Ruru
)
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The Ruru, the morepork or New Zealand Owl.


        

        

The shotgun man is abroad in the land this month. “Ruru” wishes him good hunting, but on behalf of the feathered tribe begs moderation. The birds are not so plentiful as they were; the wild duck are dwindling in numbers with the draining of swamps and lagoons and the consequent decrease of feeding grounds. The time has gone for the huge bags which sportsmen used to brag about. A newspaper photograph of a proud gunner with a vast array of dead poultry around him is now regarded as one of those things that distinctly should not be done.

        
* * *

        
It was mentioned in a Court somewhere lately that in law a dog is allowed one bite before the owner can be held responsible for damages. In equity, it is to be presumed, the object of the dog's toothy attentions is allowed one free kick before he can be held responsible for damage to the animal.

        
* * *

        
Ours is a land of great engineering works. Really we deserve fame for the immense amount of technical skill, and money expended on railing, bridging and tunnelling this up-and-down country. It is rather a pity the Main Trunk tiains cross the great viaducts in a flash, or two flashes, and that the timetables necessitate crossing them in the night hours as a rule. Perhaps it is only from the bottom of the huge gulches—we used to descend and ascend that way in the old horse days while the viaducts were a-building—that one can appreciate the dimensions and mingled strength and grace of design of those lofty structures of concrete-bedded steel.

        
Second only to the railway engineering works come the hydro-electrical engineering schemes. At this moment there is a truly tremendous task on hand, the construction of the line of 120 miles from Arapuni to Stratford, in Taranaki, across one of the most rugged hill and bush regions in the Dominion. One learns that over 200 steel towers are required in the 45 miles of the central part of this line, by way of Taumarunui and onward, roughly parallel with the railway line. Many miles of track-clearing through heavy forest come as a preliminary to the big steel structural work that will carry the power to help milk Taranaki's (say) 100,000 cows and light its dairy mansions and happy homes and lighten its daily labours in a score of ways.

        
Now and again a bush-rover reports having seen a white native pigeon, a white kaka parrot or a white tui. There is, or was, a white kiwi on the Little Barrier Island sanctuary. These albino birds were accounted sacred by the Maoris. A report from the West Coast recently stated that a pure white pigeon was seen perched in a tree at the outlet of Lake Mapourika, close to the road which leads to the Franz Josef Glacier. It was a rare and beautiful sight. Mention of that tapu white bird reminds me of an incident told of the fight at the Pukekohe East Church Stockade; the seventieth anniversary of that gallant defence by a few settlers and militia-men against a large force of Maoris was celebrated lately. In the heat of the battle one of the garrison saw a native pigeon, a perfectly white bird, fly from the bush which grew close up to the stockade and perch on the belfry of the little church which the defences enclosed. No doubt the Maoris' firing had frightened it out of the bush. The defender who first noticed it called the attention of some of his comrades to the bird, sitting aloft there like a spirit of good omen. “Look at that pigeon,” he said. “He's the best soldier of us all. See how steady he is under fire!”

        
* * *

        
The sight of a small boy enjoying a large banana suggests to me a passing enquiry whether there are any of my readers who know the virtues of that delicacy, dried bananas. There seems to me the possibility of a great trade development here for the surplus produce of the South Sea Islands under New Zealand's flag. The sun-dried bananas, preserved in sugar and done up in stone or glass jars, which some of us used to get in Auckland from Niue Island by the schooners were far more acceptable than either dried dates or figs. Properly treated, they had a rich golden colour, and were so firm and hard that they could be sliced up small; and eaten with bread and butter they formed a most satisfying and palatable meal. An effort has been made in Rarotonga to introduce the dried banana to New Zealand, but the secret of success lies in the airproof packing; the jar used in Niue in the past has proved the best method.

        


        
New Zealand imports a great deal of foreign dried fruit. Here we have at our doors an infinitely better and daintier food, if expertly handled. There should be no need to import dates all the way from Mesopotamia when we have in Niue and Samoa and Rarotonga a richer and better fruit, waiting only the enterprise and technical care to convert it into a most valuable and readily marketable product. Some day, perhaps, a bright commercial man will discover the goodness thereof, and then it will become famous.

        
* * *

        
An Auckland newspaper correspondent has suggested that the Government should brighten up our express engines. “The carriages have improved of late years, why not the engines? In England the express engines are pictures, painted as they are,” he said. “Why not dress a few of the principal express engines in some good colours pleasing to local eyes as well as to tourists who visit these islands and who in practically all cases require to use our railways?”

        
The idea is passed on to our artists for bright suggestions. It has its obvious publicity possibilities, with appropriate paint schemes depicting for the tourists' eyes the dramatic scenes of the geyser region and volcano-land. A fuming locomotive done up vividly to represent Ngauruhoe in full blast would undoubtedly be a forceful pointer to the wonders of the Tongariro National Park. An engine, too, would conceivably lend itself admirably to Maori artistry. A full coat of face tattoo would at any rate serve to scare strolling cows off the line. But there are equally obvious dangers. It would scarcely do to give one of our cubist artists a free hand on the decoration scheme. Nor could a camouflage expert be entrusted safely with a paint brush. When he had finished with the loco. it might be difficult to tell whether it was coming or going.

        
* * *

        
Lord Bledisloe is no niggard with his praise of the New Zealand scene. The forests, the mountains, the rivers and lakes, have been the theme of speeches very pleasant to hear or read. “In no part of the world,” the Governor-General wrote lately, “can there be found more natural beauty in so small a compass as in the South Island.” His Excellency has just been visiting the Otago Lakes, and his enthusiasm was based on fresh and pleasant impressions. He had seen Wakatipu and Wanaka, and the Southern Alps.

        
It may well be that Wanaka left the most abiding memory on the Governor-General's mind. This great alpine lake seems to be coming into its own at last. Some day it will be a famous place, when a good road is made to the West Coast, from the head of the lake over the Haast Pass, the lowest pass in the whole wonderful chain of the Southern Alps. Present writer's memories of the Haast horseback route and a splendid sail down Wanaka's length will never fade. The alpine glories at the head, the vast forest that covers the pass, the Blue River rushing in through gorgeous scenes from some hidden source in Mt. Aspiring's glaciers, the long lake of heavenly blue with its high green islands, its great slants of mountain walls, and then by way of contrast the pretty little township at its foot amidst its orchards and gardens and the good farming country of the plain. Fortunate the traveller is who catches sight of the grandest object of all, the icy height of Mt. Aspiring, the most beautiful peak in the South Island.

        
Wanaka combines many of the features of Lake Wakatipu with those of Manapouri. In form and colour it is a place of supreme loveliness—given the right weather. And weather is always an unknown quantity in this climatically fitful land of ours.

        
* * *

        
A woman came home with four swordfish from the Mayor Island waters. The ladies have always been successful anglers. It isn't often the poor fish gets away once Eve gets her hooks into him.

        
* * *

        
“You'll scream when Dad falls into the river with a cartload of squealing pigs,” said a movietalkie advt. It might have been added that Dad did a bit of squealing too. But on behalf of the great body of primary producers one would like to enter a protest against this heartless view of disaster in the hog-raising industry.

        
* * *

        
That feminine live wire, Lady Angela St. Clair Erskine, left New Zealand for England breathing blessings on the Dominion's head, and not sea-blessings either. She said, on leaving, some nice things about “this delightful country.” She was delighted with everything in it, from the butter to the acres of kahawai fish through which she trolled on the northern coast. And especially the butter. Lady Angela was something of a stormy petrel to Australia, but when she comes to write about us her pen, one opines from her remarks, will be to our virtues ever kind and to our faults a little blind. Our incomparable butter helps.

        
* * *

        
A New Zealander now resident in London, sends me this news item, which he thinks holds a moral for all these days. At Hurst Park Racecourse in November last, a horse called Nincompoop met with an accident, and his trainer ordered him to be shot. As the heartbroken trainer walked away, Nincompoop got up from the ground and walked after him. He was reprieved. Now, a few weeks ago, Nincompoop won the Upton Steeplechase at Warwick. The lesson, dear brethren, seems to be: never say die. Get up and get at it; go in and win.
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Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 8, Issue 1 (May 1, 1933)

Our Women's Section





        

          
            
Our Women's Section
          
        

        

          
(Conducted by 

Sheila G. Marshall.)
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Vagabonds

          

            
“I know not where the white road runs


            
Nor what the blue hills are,


            
But a man can have the sun for friend


            
And for his guide, a star.”
          

          

They say that man is constantly and repeatedly shewing traces of his early life on this globe. No matter how deep the crust of civilisation or how strong the armour of habit and culture, he cannot quite escape from his long dead past. It persists throughout the centuries of toil and progress, through ages of struggle and development, through devastation and despair to glory and conquest, until man has achieved the almost incredible enigma which is twentieth century civilisation.

          
How he crosses vast continents in mere days, wings his daring way over great oceans, builds his towering cities and lives his complicated life, part of a vortex of movement, and society demands of him that he shall adopt her rules. Generally speaking success is achieved only by struggle and by stoic perseverance. We 
must stick at the job if we want to “get” anywhere. The man or woman who stays on the spot and masters his little area of knowledge is the economic success of to-day— a day of highly specialised labour. It is commonly believed that “a rolling stone gathers no moss.” Yet there 
are stones so small and slippery that no moss will deign to grow thereon, though they have moved not one inch in a thousand years!

          
Some people look with disdain and lofty pity upon the vagabonds of this world. From their secure little niche in society, from the safety of an office stool with the comfort of a “pay sheet” and the knowledge of ultimate promotion, they hear or read about the wanderers, about the men who “can't settle down,” who complain of feeling stifled by the routine of existence and deafened by the roar of modern machinery—men who can't stay long in one place, who seek the great spaces, and who dwell first in one city, then in another— citizens of none. Such they regard as socially useless—yet deep down in their hearts they envy the vagabond—envy him his freedom, his everchanging horizon, the breadth of his soul though his pocket be empty and his “home fire” has never burnt.

          
The vagabond has brought with him a memory of the days when his forefathers roamed in nomadic tribes over the face of the earth—he has inherited a restlessness and a wanderlust which he cannot satisfy. Perhaps there flows in his veins the blood of a daring Marco Polo, the spirit of adventure, which drove the Vikings across the bitter North Sea; the quest for strange things, which sent Elizabeth's sailors round the world. Who knows?

          
In every language there are stories of vagabonds, gypsies, minstrels, wanderers. Literature abounds with them and history is thronged with the figures of explorers and adventurers who heard the call of the unknown and who could not be tied by the powerful chains of home, security and comfort.

          
Since the War the vagabond has come into his own, and has wandered to the uttermost parts of the earth and become a “citizen of the world.” The tendency towards internationalism and racial brotherhood has helped him.

          
But from 
our point of view, actually in New Zealand, living in cities and acquiring a national spirit of our own, we need not stifle aud suppress our innate desire to move—rather encourage it. So many people know not their own land, and are so busy with the business of living that they haven't time to know where they 
do live! Later they don't even want to move, so comfortable is their little rut.

          


          
When holidays come—be a vagabond. You must stay in one place to “gather your moss,” but once a year you can be a nomad—you can know the glorious exaltation of the gypsy.

          
Travel through your own country, wander, explore, and discover for yourself its beauties.

          

            
“Beyond the East the sunrise,


            
Beyond the West the sea—


            
And East and West the wander-thirst


            
That will not let me be.”
          

        

        

          

            
Autumn Fashions.
          

          

            
A New Idea!

            
I met a girl the other day, who said she always preferred the winter for dressing. Summer clothes were such a nuisance, so many frills and flounces now to keep crisp and fresh.
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There is something so comforting about autumn and winter, after the wispy ephemeral summer; we almost look forward to a dependable tweed skirt. The girl who can look a devastating vision in flowered voile and a picture hat should be able to look just as attractive in sporting tweeds, vivid jumpers, and dashing scarves. She must borrow the spirit of the season and snatch eagerly all the colour and flame of falling leaves. When a keen wind sweeps over the city, and the sun has lost some of its generous warmth she will be gay—a challenge.

            
You remember how everyone was knitting last year? In fact I have heard husbands complain they could never have a sensible discussion with wives ! “Be quiet a minute, dear— 
knit one, 
purl one!”


            
This year the craze is to be even more preyalent —
everything is to be knitted and you will see the most attractive schemes imaginable. Even men will not despise a tie or pull-over.

            
Here is a 
new idea from England, and just the thing for now—because it can transform one frock a dozen times. In the sketch you will see a plain woollen frock such as we all have, and are wondering what to do with—still quite 
good, but not the “latest thing.” All you have to do is to choose some colours which will be outstanding and contrasting and 
knit yourself a smart little beret, a jaunty scarf and a wide, close-fitting belt, as in the sketch. Behold a transformation—and you can have as many as ever you want! Some people even knit bags and deep cosy cuffs.

          

          

            
Our Beauty Note.

            
“We live in a woman's world,” I read the other day. “The place is absolutely run for them now and soon will be run 
by them.”

            
I felt extremely sceptical about this. True enough that women have emerged rather aggressively and with much spectacular display from their age-old obscurity. Naturally they are absorbing rather more than their share of attention just at present, and are very much “to the fore” in all things. But surely a balance will be achieved, and from being merely ornamental, women will be useful too. We must not concentrate too wholeheartedly upon our 
equality with men, and although we have revolted from the long accepted idea that our sphere in life is to be beautiful—we must not altogether forget it. Once a woman's only claim to notice lay in her charms and they were her sole weapon in the struggle. Now it is believed that she actually possesses quite remarkable brain powers—so that she no longer has to rely entirely upon her face as her fortune.

            
Yet we still wish men to idealise us and to admire our beauty.

            
There are so many artificialities and cults and so many methods of acquiring beauty that the business girl of to-day is tempted sometimes to give up the struggle. She simply can't be bothered, and hasn't time.

            
But here is a point to remember. Although you have hundreds of things to think about beyond yourself, try always to be well groomed. This is far more important than being ultra-fashionable. Too many girls concentrate any spare energy they may have upon clothes alone and forget the little things that matter, such as beautifully brushed and 
well-cut hair, hands which have had a little attention beyond soap and water, teeth which shine, and a skin which glows with health and care. Holes in gloves, heels down-trodden, a hastily darned ladder, safety-pins—all these are impossible to the wellgroomed girl. She knows how much they matter, and sometimes she will spend money on general repairs rather than on acquiring at once what Fashion has decreed shall be worn this winter. This woman has a sense of proportion.
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Vagabonds

          

            
“I know not where the white road runs


            
Nor what the blue hills are,


            
But a man can have the sun for friend


            
And for his guide, a star.”
          

          

They say that man is constantly and repeatedly shewing traces of his early life on this globe. No matter how deep the crust of civilisation or how strong the armour of habit and culture, he cannot quite escape from his long dead past. It persists throughout the centuries of toil and progress, through ages of struggle and development, through devastation and despair to glory and conquest, until man has achieved the almost incredible enigma which is twentieth century civilisation.

          
How he crosses vast continents in mere days, wings his daring way over great oceans, builds his towering cities and lives his complicated life, part of a vortex of movement, and society demands of him that he shall adopt her rules. Generally speaking success is achieved only by struggle and by stoic perseverance. We 
must stick at the job if we want to “get” anywhere. The man or woman who stays on the spot and masters his little area of knowledge is the economic success of to-day— a day of highly specialised labour. It is commonly believed that “a rolling stone gathers no moss.” Yet there 
are stones so small and slippery that no moss will deign to grow thereon, though they have moved not one inch in a thousand years!

          
Some people look with disdain and lofty pity upon the vagabonds of this world. From their secure little niche in society, from the safety of an office stool with the comfort of a “pay sheet” and the knowledge of ultimate promotion, they hear or read about the wanderers, about the men who “can't settle down,” who complain of feeling stifled by the routine of existence and deafened by the roar of modern machinery—men who can't stay long in one place, who seek the great spaces, and who dwell first in one city, then in another— citizens of none. Such they regard as socially useless—yet deep down in their hearts they envy the vagabond—envy him his freedom, his everchanging horizon, the breadth of his soul though his pocket be empty and his “home fire” has never burnt.

          
The vagabond has brought with him a memory of the days when his forefathers roamed in nomadic tribes over the face of the earth—he has inherited a restlessness and a wanderlust which he cannot satisfy. Perhaps there flows in his veins the blood of a daring Marco Polo, the spirit of adventure, which drove the Vikings across the bitter North Sea; the quest for strange things, which sent Elizabeth's sailors round the world. Who knows?

          
In every language there are stories of vagabonds, gypsies, minstrels, wanderers. Literature abounds with them and history is thronged with the figures of explorers and adventurers who heard the call of the unknown and who could not be tied by the powerful chains of home, security and comfort.

          
Since the War the vagabond has come into his own, and has wandered to the uttermost parts of the earth and become a “citizen of the world.” The tendency towards internationalism and racial brotherhood has helped him.

          
But from 
our point of view, actually in New Zealand, living in cities and acquiring a national spirit of our own, we need not stifle aud suppress our innate desire to move—rather encourage it. So many people know not their own land, and are so busy with the business of living that they haven't time to know where they 
do live! Later they don't even want to move, so comfortable is their little rut.

          


          
When holidays come—be a vagabond. You must stay in one place to “gather your moss,” but once a year you can be a nomad—you can know the glorious exaltation of the gypsy.

          
Travel through your own country, wander, explore, and discover for yourself its beauties.

          

            
“Beyond the East the sunrise,


            
Beyond the West the sea—


            
And East and West the wander-thirst


            
That will not let me be.”
          

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 8, Issue 1 (May 1, 1933)

Autumn Fashions



          

            
Autumn Fashions.
          

          

            
A New Idea!

            
I met a girl the other day, who said she always preferred the winter for dressing. Summer clothes were such a nuisance, so many frills and flounces now to keep crisp and fresh.
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There is something so comforting about autumn and winter, after the wispy ephemeral summer; we almost look forward to a dependable tweed skirt. The girl who can look a devastating vision in flowered voile and a picture hat should be able to look just as attractive in sporting tweeds, vivid jumpers, and dashing scarves. She must borrow the spirit of the season and snatch eagerly all the colour and flame of falling leaves. When a keen wind sweeps over the city, and the sun has lost some of its generous warmth she will be gay—a challenge.

            
You remember how everyone was knitting last year? In fact I have heard husbands complain they could never have a sensible discussion with wives ! “Be quiet a minute, dear— 
knit one, 
purl one!”


            
This year the craze is to be even more preyalent —
everything is to be knitted and you will see the most attractive schemes imaginable. Even men will not despise a tie or pull-over.

            
Here is a 
new idea from England, and just the thing for now—because it can transform one frock a dozen times. In the sketch you will see a plain woollen frock such as we all have, and are wondering what to do with—still quite 
good, but not the “latest thing.” All you have to do is to choose some colours which will be outstanding and contrasting and 
knit yourself a smart little beret, a jaunty scarf and a wide, close-fitting belt, as in the sketch. Behold a transformation—and you can have as many as ever you want! Some people even knit bags and deep cosy cuffs.
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equality with men, and although we have revolted from the long accepted idea that our sphere in life is to be beautiful—we must not altogether forget it. Once a woman's only claim to notice lay in her charms and they were her sole weapon in the struggle. Now it is believed that she actually possesses quite remarkable brain powers—so that she no longer has to rely entirely upon her face as her fortune.

            
Yet we still wish men to idealise us and to admire our beauty.

            
There are so many artificialities and cults and so many methods of acquiring beauty that the business girl of to-day is tempted sometimes to give up the struggle. She simply can't be bothered, and hasn't time.

            
But here is a point to remember. Although you have hundreds of things to think about beyond yourself, try always to be well groomed. This is far more important than being ultra-fashionable. Too many girls concentrate any spare energy they may have upon clothes alone and forget the little things that matter, such as beautifully brushed and 
well-cut hair, hands which have had a little attention beyond soap and water, teeth which shine, and a skin which glows with health and care. Holes in gloves, heels down-trodden, a hastily darned ladder, safety-pins—all these are impossible to the wellgroomed girl. She knows how much they matter, and sometimes she will spend money on general repairs rather than on acquiring at once what Fashion has decreed shall be worn this winter. This woman has a sense of proportion.
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 A Literary Page or Two
          
        

        
(
By 

Shibli Bagarag
.)

        

          

Often I meet New Zealand writers who declare hopelessly that one must have a name to succeed in the world of letters abroad. There are a host of examples to give the knock direct to such pessimism. Let me quote one only, recent example—Ian Coster.

          
Two or three years ago he was a junior on the Auckland “Sun.” When that fine paper went under through force of circumstances, Coster, with many others, was thrown on the unemployment market. He hit the trail straight for England, and was there only a few days when he secured a remarkable interview with George Bernard Shaw, by waylaying him in the street. The story was told so artlessly that Coster immediately attracted attention. Now, he is editor of Nash's Magazine, and spoken of as the best judge of a short story in London. One of Coster's first creative efforts appeared in the “N.Z. Artists' Annual,” in 1928. Incidentally Miss Nelle Scanlon's first published story appeared in the same annual a year earlier.

          
* * *

          
Another knock to the pessimist. He is given to declare with sad emphasis that New Zealand book production never pays. How so? Ken Alexander's “
High lights Of life,” published at his own risk, has already paid his printer, and shown him a dividend.

          
* * *

          
If I remember rightly, Hughie Smith told me he was eighty years of age when he looked into my office last year. He was as full of potential energy for his few days stay in the capital city as a quart of Scotch whisky. He recited to me, in the Doric, many lines of his poems, told me a string of yarns of his beloved West Coast, and anticipated with boyish enthusiasm the big Scots' gathering he was to attend that night. He seemed to whirl out of my office like a sheet of paper in the grip of a Wellington gale. The next I heard of eighty-year-old Hughie was to be greeted the other day with a hefty volume of his poems replete with pictures of himself in kilts, sporran, bagpipes and haggis (pardon possible ignorance as to attire—I am not a Scotsman).

          
* * *

          
The poems travel the whole gamut of sentiment. Their homely sincere note must appeal to all. I am sure that the spirit of Hughie Smith will be present in all its irresistible enthusiasm for the sweet warm things of life, in many a home in New Zealand, when the book he has produced becomes better known. The cost of the volume is a modest 3/9 from the author, Inangahua Junction, West Coast.

          
* * *

          
On the merits of his recently published collections of cartoons, “
Minhinnicks Annual,” Gordon Minhinnick, of the “N.Z. Herald,” is destined to take his place in the gallery of big black and white artists produced by the Dominion. During the past year Minhinnick has developed strength in his cartoon work. The best of these cartoons are included in the book under review, and are supplemented by a number of delightful comic strips. The contrast between the bold line in his cartoons and the easy fluency of treatment in the strips is interesting. The Annual, which has been nicely produced by the “Herald,” sells at 1/6.

          
* * *

          
Half-way along Customs Street East, in Auckland, is a neat little bookshop. If you go inside you will hear behind a partition the clatter of machinery. The bookseller-printer-owner, Mr. Percy Salmond, looks at peace with the world in general as he takes your order for a magazine, a book, or a printing job. If it is the latter you may want, he will smile engagingly, for this is his hobby. With just pride, he will produce a specimen—his own magazine, “Fernleaf,” which is the official journal of the Auckland Returned Soldiers' Association. This is his pet job, and on point of interest to those concerned, it is certainly an excellent little publication.

          
* * *

          
Little valued as a journalist in this country, Eric Baume, formerly of the Wellington



“Dominion” recently published his first book in Sydney. Baume is a big man in the newspaper world over the other side, holding an important literary and executive position on “Sun” newspapers there.

          
* * *

          
It is consoling these days to see a publication of the calibre of “
Art in N.Z.” coming out with undiminished vigour. Four years old, and with two great issues, numbers 18 and 19, to tell the world that Art and Literature in the Dominion can hold its own in an economic system that vacillates like a seismograph in the grip of an overgrown earthquake. Unperturbed by such upheavals, Mr. Harry H. Tombs, the director, and Mr. C. A. Marris, the literary editor, continue to cut and polish a quarterly gem scintillating with the brilliance of such contributors as Eileen Duggan, C. R. Allen, Russell Reeve, and other names so valued in the New Zealand literary world. Prior interest is, of course, given to the art side, and in this respect we find in the 18th issue excellent plates in colour and black and white, of the work of Esmond Atkinson, T. A. McCormack, Paul Edmonds and others, and in the 19th (latest) issue a fair amount of space is devoted to a promising young artist, Mr. James Cook. The last two issues also have special interest in the decisions arrived at in the recent literary competitions. The annual sub. to Art in N.Z. is 13/6, from the publishers, Harry H. Tombs, Wingfield Street, Wellington.

          
* * *

          
I have told it often, but I think it is good enough to repeat here. It is one of the brightest gems of unconscious humour perpetrated by a country reporter. At a township a few hundred miles from Wellington, the local undertaker dropped dead while officiating at a funeral. Recording the fact in its issue next day, the local paper said “the unexpected happening cast quite a gloom over the gathering.”

          
* * *

          
When, as a youth, I journeyed to “seek my fortune” in Sydney, one of my first helpmates was Mr. James Edmond, who died the other day. Edmond and John Barr took me (in a spirit, of glorious charity) to the rare wee pub below the “Bulletin” office. I must have been horribly uninteresting, but they, good fellows, toasted enthustically “the young fellow from Maoriland.” I remember Edmond so well. He was in carpet slippers (in those days newspaper men did not worry about details in attire) and through the high-powered glasses Edmond gave me a few succinct observations on the essentials of journalism. I did not see or hear from him again until a few years ago, when he wrote to me as follows:—“I haven't been in Maoriland since before the war, when I did the track to Milford Sound and the sandflies thereof. I had a vague idea of crossing the Tasman Sea again this year, but the project is off. It seems a duty to have a look at Alice Springs, the new capital of the new territory of Central Australia, and I suppose the smallest metropolis in the British Empire. I have seen about thirty capitals in my life, and I want to add this one to the collection.” James Edmond was an outstanding figure in Australian journalism (was editor of the “Bulletin” for several years)—one of the few survivors of that grand old school of “Bulletin” journalists.

          
Had a letter the other day from W. S. Percy, well known here in the old J.C.W. days, as a comedian. Mr. Percy, who is now in London, takes a big interest in book-plates, having signed a number himself. He sent me a number of rare plates for presentation to the N.Z. Ex Libris Society.

          
* * *

          
Did you know that—

          
“Maori Tales” is to be translated into short talkie subjects. A film company is busy on the job in Auckland.

          
The late Mrs. G. D. Greenood drew over £200 in royalties from the sale of her book “Gloaming.”

          
Tana Fama has nearly completed a 60,000 word novel, the locale of the plot of which is in the South Seas.

          
Messrs. Gordon and Gotch, Wellington, distributors of this Magazine, sold out the April issue within twenty-four hours of publication.

          
J. C. Hill, cartoonist of the “Auckland Star,” had a caricature of de Valera recently published in “The Tatler.”

          
A branch of the world-famous Pen Club may be formed in New Zealand shortly.

          
* * *

        

        

          
Reviews

          
“
Saturdee,” by Norman Lindsay (Endeavour Press).—This wonderfully humorous story of school-boy mischief, is just another example of the versatility of the remarkable Lindsay. Tom Sawyer and Hucklebury Finn are back numbers, when we place them alongside Peter, “Stinker” and Co. A vastly entertaining novel, more for “oldsters” than for youngsters. Price 6/-, at leading bookshops.

          
“
Bulletin Australian Year Book” (N.Z. Office Bulletin, 14 Panama St.). —A complete reference book, relative to all aspects of Australian life—commercial, political, sport, etc. A handy book on the shelves of any office in the Dominion. Price 1/- (cloth 2/-).

          
“
The Animals Noah Forgot” (Endeavour Press).—“Banjo” Paterson makes a wonderful come-back in this interesting collection of verse. There are illustrations by Norman Lindsay. Price 2/6.
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“
Bulletin Australian Year Book” (N.Z. Office Bulletin, 14 Panama St.). —A complete reference book, relative to all aspects of Australian life—commercial, political, sport, etc. A handy book on the shelves of any office in the Dominion. Price 1/- (cloth 2/-).

          
“
The Animals Noah Forgot” (Endeavour Press).—“Banjo” Paterson makes a wonderful come-back in this interesting collection of verse. There are illustrations by Norman Lindsay. Price 2/6.
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World Affairs
          
        

        

          
(By 
E. 
Vivian Hall
.)
        

        

          

            
Mr. MacDonald again in America—U.S. Tariff Repentance — German Anti-Semitism — Soviet Third Degree—Four Powers Pact
          

        

        

          
Explosives Lying About.

          

When before has the world experienced so many national and international disturbances as crowd the young path of the year 1933? The crash of aircraft and banks in the United States blends with the roar of the Hitler campaign in Germany, and together they almost put the Japan-China undeclared war into a back seat. While the Jews indict German justice, Britain challenges the justice of the Soviet, as displayed in one of the most extraordinary espionage-sabotage trials ever staged. The character of the Moscow trial compares sharply with that of Lieutenant N. Baillie Stewart (Seaforth Highlanders) who has just been sentenced to five years penal servitude, and cashiered, for communicating to Germans information that might be useful to an enemy. Russia has not only talked to the British Ambassador in such a way as to send him home, but has also a dispute with Manchukuo concerning railway rolling stock. In short, dynamite lies about everywhere. As a preventive measure, Europe is considering a Four Powers Pact.

        

        

          
Westward Ho!

          
For the second time, the British Prime Minister, Mr. Ramsay MacDonald, has made a pilgrimage across the Atlantic. Many storms have come and gone since he visited President Hoover. The closing of the banks in the United States testified to the failure of Mr. Hoover's war against depression, and it now seems to be admitted in the United States that the new President will have to restore the U.S. farmer's export market. That means a departure by the Democratic Administration from the Republican high tariffism and from the idea that the United States can be self-contained and also prosperous. How can a country that exports 55 per cent, of its cotton, 41 per cent, of its tobacco, and 33 per cent, of its lard be indifferent to the advantages of reciprocity in tariff matters? And how can such a country, after ceasing its foreign lending, hope to collect interest on war debts, except by receiving goods?

        

        

          
Reserved About Debts.

          
Even when the Republicans were in office, it was realised that foreign trade contained the key to foreign debts. Mr. Mellon, who was Mr. Hoover's Secretary to the Treasury and later Ambassador to London, declared that “trade was better than debts.” Mr. Roosevelt has not said so much as that yet, but he has said— equally important—that trade is better than tariffs. Put the Mellon attitude and the Roosevelt attitude together, and it would seem that U.S. opinion is working towards a recognition that neither debts nor tariffs must be allowed to strangle trade. But internal politics still prevent Mr. Roosevelt from talking as liberally about debts as he does about high tariffism. Uncle Sam as mortgagee seems to be a more sensitive person than Uncle Sam as protectionist.

        

        

          
Empire Tariffs.

          
And this remark recalls to mind the fact that British Empire tariff policy is being rapidly built up—an event which is in itself an epoch, but which in sensation (though not in importance) is overshadowed by German sabres and Moscow chains. Following on Ottawa, Britain has tariff negotiations with Argentina, Denmark, and many other foreign countries. Intra-Empire and extra-Empire trade is to be placed under a new charter built up of commercial conventions and treaties. An American departure from high tariffs and a British departure from free trade combine to make an economic revolution, but there are so many more melodramatic revolutions in being that the tariff-makers are hardly noticed. Among them are the Governments of New Zealand and Australia, anxious to escape from mutual embargoes in the prosaic field of vegetables and fruits.

        

        

          
More Light Needed.

          
There are two subjects concerning which more light is required. When one remembers how much light the Lytton Commission's report threw on the facts of Manchukuo, the thought arises that a Lytton report on the character and extent and authorship of Jew baiting in Germany would be a great help to judgment. Hitlerism is hardly understood outside Germany (if there!). The other subject is the Soviet charges against British engineers. At time of writing, the vacillation of some of the prisoners, and of one in particular, veils the facts in mystery. Rapidly recurring self-contradictions may convey to the impartial hearer a strong impression concerning a witness's mental condition,



but may completely defeat any attempt to ascertain what actually occurred.

        

        

          
Is it Evidence?

          
Some of the people who are indicting the Soviet system are not seeking to weigh the evidence. They say that there is no evidence. Admissions of guilt secured from persons held in captivity and subjected to pressure are, they hold, valueless. Before the trial began at Moscow, the British Foreign Secretary, Sir John Simon, speaking officially (and drawing on his legal experience and study of the systems of many countries) raised the question whether evidence obtained by pressure from imprisoned suspects had evidential value. And herein seems to reside the major point. Governments will leave their nationals to the justice of foreign courts so long as the process stands for justice. But how much longer? Always a national scandal, third degreeism now shows that it can be dangerous internationally, and possibly a cause of war.

        

        

          
Kiss—Less We Fight!

          
The Four Powers Pact is another proposition the character of which is as yet only half disclosed. Long before 1914, it was said that the Triple Alliance (Germany, Austria, Italy) was necessary to prevent war between Italy and Austria. At the time, that remark was considered to be cynical. An alliance between two States, as an alternative to war between them, was, said someone, unthinkable. How thinkable such a thing can be was sufficiently demonstrated when the Great War recorded Italy's participation against her former allies—a deferred entry, it is true, and yet not nearly so deferred as was America's. It is therefore not cynical to say that one of the main purposes of the Four Powers Pact must be to insure against war between two or more of its signatories.

        

        

          
Ballast Within League.

          
Hitherto, the insurance against such a war has been the participation of all the Powers in certain treaties and in the League of Nations (except the League's architect, America). Evidently that participation is insufficient—if it is not insufficient, why the Pact? At the same time, it seems that every effort will be made to keep the new machine (the Four Powers Pact) within the framework of the League. It may be that the Four Powers Pact will bring about Pact agreements that the League can register without upsetting the non-Pact countries represented in the League. But all speculation on the point is premature until the Mussolini idea emerges from the French crucible. Friends of the Pact think that it could prevent a European Manchukuo. If Manchukuo and Japan's exit have damaged the League, how much deadlier the effect of an armed coup in the Dantzig corridor!
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The Way of the Rail


Notes of the Month

        
Twice the revenue and three times the number of passengers—that is the fine record put up by the Waiuku branch railway for forty-three weeks of the 1932–33 financial year, compared with the corresponding term in the previous year. With results such as these in front of them, the Railways Board decided to reinstate as from the 1st April, Saturday evening train connections between Auckland and the branch, which had been lost over two years ago owing to paucity of traffic. Here was a clear-cut case of the danger of supporting road motor competition and the benefit of increased rail traffic.

        
* * *

        
The Signal Section of the American Railway Association has now completed the issue of sixteen pamphlets on “American Railway Signalling Principles and Practices”—the most comprehensive work upon the subject which we have seen. As an indication of the thoroughness with which the compilers have performed their work it may be mentioned that Chapter XIV. is a pamphlet containing eighty-one pages (demy octavo) of simple one-or-two-line definitions of signalling terms used in the narrative. Diagrams and half-tone illustrations help to make the letterpress of the other chapters fully explanatory of the whole subject. The complete set is now available for sale to railway employees at low cost (3.45 dols.) upon application to the Secretary, 30 Vesey Street, New York.

        
* * *

        
Discussing Canada's railway problem at Toronto the other day, Mr. E. W. Beatty, Chairman and President of the C.P.R., spoke on the unification plan for Canadian Railways. Referring to the objection that it would involve a reduction in personnel, he gave some interesting particulars of the turnover of railway labour at normal times. “It has been shown by investigations in the United States,” he said, “that the normal turnover by withdrawals due to ill health, death, retirements and voluntary changes, runs from 5 to 6 per cent, per annum of the total number of employees. Therefore, from natural causes, in the event vacancies were not filled, the personnel of Canadian railways would be reduced in five years from 25 to 30 per cent., and it would not be possible to administer the unified properties with a staff reduced below 75 or 70 per cent, of normal. Consequently, the danger of injustice can be readily exaggerated, and, of course, the danger of reduction, even in the event I have mentioned, decreases with the return to more normal times and heavier traffic.” In New Zealand the railway staff losses through death alone have averaged 55 annually in the last four years.

        
* * *

        
“The New Zealand Truth” recently made a special panel display of the following paragraph, headed “We Hand this Bouquet to N.Z. Railways Department”:

        
It is a popular pastime to growl at all forms of official enterprise, particularly the Railways. But when Mother Nature frowned on the North Island last week and washed away roads, rails and bridges in a dozen places the N.Z. Railways Department rose to the occasion and did a job that deserves a hearty handshake.

        
Passengers and urgent goods, stranded in trains, faced a dismal prospect. A lot of hard work, quick thinking and vigorous organisation got the line clear within a day when the outlook at first indicated something more like a week.

        
“We hope to get the passengers and mail matter to Auckland about eight o'clock on Thursday morning,” said one communique issued in Wellington on Wednesday. And at just a quarter to eight the next day the north-bound express steamed into Auckland. It was a fine achievement in overcoming big difficulties and showed the public that the Service is out to win recognition for efficiency and clear-headedness in emergencies.
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A Page of Fun
        

        

          
For the Fun of It.

          
Sir Austen Chamberlain told this story at a recent dinner. A negro applied for a job and set forth his attributes without too much modesty. “All right,” said the boss, “you can have a job, and as to salary—well, I'll pay you just whatever you're worth.”

          
“Dat's no use to me, sah,” returned the applicant. “I's gettin' mo' dan dat where I is now.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
A Backwoods Story.

          
Two old settlers—confirmed bachelors—sat in the backwoods. The conversation drifted from politics to cooking.

          
“I got one o' them there cookery books once, but I never could do nothin' with it,” said one.

          
“Too much fancy work in it?” asked the other.

          
“You've hit it. Every one of them recipes began in the same way: ‘Take a clean dish’— and that settled me.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Music Hath Charms.

          
The policeman's son was learning music.

          
“How many beats are there to the bar in this piece of music, dad?”

          
“Fancy asking a policeman a question like that,” said the boy's mother. “If you asked your daddy how many bars there were to the beat he might have been able to tell you!”

          
* * *

        

        

          
The Tramp Again.

          
“Believe me, mum,” said a tramp, “the soles of these boots I'm wearin' are so thin that if I 'appened to tread on a penny, which I never does, worse luck, I could tell if it was ‘eads or tails.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
The Dictionary Up-to-date.

          
The Question: “What do they mean by ‘superfluous,’ Bill?”

          
The Answer: “Aw, somethin’ unnecessary. Like the ‘Will yer’ in ‘Will yer have a drink?’” —“Sydney Bulletin.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Easy.

          
“Ah, Watson,” commented the prospective Sherlock, sipping his whisky and soda, “I see you have changed your underwear.”

          
“Marvellous, Holmes …. but how'd you know?”

          
“Well, Watson, you've forgotten to put your trousers on.”

        

        

          
Inside Information.

          
The village carpenter was short of work, so he called at the week-end cottage of a business man who was resting after one of the most unfortunate deals of his commercial career.

          
“I should like the job of makin' the new dog kennel which I understand ye be needin', zur,” said the village carpenter.

          
“How did you come by this information?” asked the business man.

          
“Well, zur, I did 'ear as 'ow one o' they clever chaps in London 'ad sold 'ee a pup.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Pretty Thin.

          

            
When man perceives, with soul appalled,


            
That very soon he may be bald,


            
With hopeful heart he seeks the lair,


            
Of savant skilled in saving hair.


            
He uses violet rays and steams,


            
He pours on pints of pleasant potions,


            
Olive oils and herbal lotions.


            
For many months his fingers lull,


            
Our senses as he rubs our skull.


            
When we our mirror seize with glee


            
And gaze therein, what do we see?


            
Our precious hairs, though neatly parted,


            
Are thinner now than when he started!
          

          
* * *

        

        

          
Truism.

          
“The young boxer must learn defensive tactics first,” says a writer. A boy's best friend is his smother.

          

            

[image: ]
          

          

            
“Now, 99, what the deuce is the game?”
          

          

            
“Well, Sergeant, I was restless, and it was such a lovely night.
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Variety in Brief

        

At the time of which I speak, in the Eighties, telephones were naturally few and far between in the country towns of New Zealand, and the very fact that Kuripa station had such an instrument, made it an important place apart from its two trains three days a week. Charlie Smith, the Stationmaster, was regarded as a wizard because village gossip had it that he could “talk to the wall” and arrange all kinds of surprising things.

        
This belief was even strengthened when Old Ben the shepherd called at the station for a dog that was supposed to have arrived for him. Unfortunately, the Stationmaster was having one of his busy days, waybilling assorted goods —from cans of cream to crates of chickens—to catch the train due for the city that morning. When asked about the dog he just muttered from amongst his piles of papers that there was no dog on hand.

        
Old Ben was just turning to go when Charlie Smith remembered that there 
Was a dog there. But he did not dare to risk losing his prestige by altering his decision so suddenly; besides the old shepherd was not a man to be trifled with. He called to Old Ben to wait, and going across to the ‘phone, started a pretended conversation with the railway authorities down the line, asking them to “send the dog by ‘phone.” After much ringing of bells and banging on the batteries, he turned to Ben and said, “We'll go along to the shed now. The dog ought to be just about through.”

        
Sure enough there was the dog in the shed, where it had been put after its arrival by train earlier in the morning, but as Old Ben was not to know this, he firmly believed that the Station-master was a marvel, and that the dog had really come by ‘phone. At the hotel that night he told a crowd of amazed rustics how he had stood by and watched the wonderful Charlie Smith perform dog transport by wire. No doubt the world was becoming a marvellous place when an enterprising railway could provide such wonderful inventions.

        
The good news travelled. Charlie Smith was a genius. All very well of course, until Farmer Brown called for a cow that had been consigned from Riverside, a village twenty miles away. On being told there was no cow, he said, “Garn. Mr. Smiff, bring it by ‘phone, like you did Old Ben's dog.”

        
This was certainly a teaser for the Station-master, but being the right man for an emergency, he was again able to rise to the occasion. He looked up the telephone directory, and pointed out to Farmer Brown that Riverside did not have a telephone, so therefore it was impossible to get his cow that way.

        
Farmer Brown was quite satisfied, and received his cow by train that afternoon. Charlie Smith was more than satisfied, because he had upheld his reputation as a genius—the Wizard of the Telephone.—Flip.

        
* * *

        
Word comes to us of a pantomime, produced at the London Hippodrome, of which Dan Leno Jun., is the part author. It is interesting to see the illustrious name appearing once more on a London play bill. To the New Zealander the name of Dan Leno may be connected with the legend of Home, the Old Country of which he may have but second-hand knowledge. Dan Leno, sen., was one of the greatest little drolls that England has ever known. He was born in the North of England, and before he won fame as a pantomime comedian he was famous in his own northern town as a clog dancer. The pantomime seems to have undergone a revival in London during last Christmas, no less than four big West End theatres being occupied with that form of entertainment. The J.C. Williamson pantomimes, which followed on the lines of the Drury Lane pantos are no longer seen in New Zealand. The revival of pantomime in London may herald a return to that form of entertainment in these parts. In the meantime hats off to Dan Leno, junior. May be bring in his train something of the glory which was Dan Leno, senior.—C.R.A.

        
* * *

        
In American tales of the pioneering days and of the more modern lumber-camps, we read much of the immense pride taken by the men in their prowess with the tools of their trade. Thrilling stories are told of riding logs in the timber drives through rough and treacherous water for bets, and of the keen competition between rival sawyers and axemen in their work.

        
In the New Zealand bush riding logs in drives is unknown, but bushman are every bit as jealous of their pride of place in any particular line in which they claim to excel, be it driving trees on a hillside, felling big trees with the saw in a particular direction, (both operations requiring great skill and judgment), or any other work calling for experience and ability.

        
I recall an amusing experience which took place in a bush camp in Hawke's Bay many years ago.

        
It was then the custom to put in the lower cut of the scarf level, and the top cut only on the slant, as opposed to the modern method of slanting both.

        
There was a gang employed by a boss on wages, and it included a few “new chums.” The boss was not pleased with the steps and stairs



effect obtained by one of the new chums, so he took his axe and felled the next tree himself.

        
When he had finished the stump was almost smooth enough to appear to have been sawn.

        
An old hand nearby, seeing the boss's very evident pride in this, took up a bet with him to cut a tree even more smoothly. The whole camp assembled to watch.

        
This man was a very fine axeman and made his stump every bit as good as that of the boss.

        
“How's that?” he asked, when he had finished.

        
“Good enough to write your cheque on,” replied the boss, and producing his cheque-book he paid off his rival on the spot.—Daz.

        
* * *

        
The following story proves the extent to which the Addison's Gold Fields (near Westport) were prospected in the “early” days. At the present time one has to be very careful when walking over the pakihis for fear of coming upon an old mining shaft.

        
Jerry had returned to his hut after a hectic evening at a nearby shanty; he opened the door, lurched and took a header into his large open fire place.

        
He fell asleep, and on awakening some hours later and seeing the stars shining overhead exclaimed to himself “I'm down a —— shaft.”

        
He thereupon did the natural thing for a man in his position (and condition) and commenced to climb up the inside of the chimney.

        
On arriving breathless at the top, he paused, then stepped onto “terror firmer”—twelve feet below and gasped before collapsing “I'm down another —— shaft.”—H.H. Westport.

        
* * *

        
One time, when travelling to Christchurch, my suitcase went astray. In my carriage were some young ladies, who were without tickets. They got out of the train long before I did, and when I eventually discovered my loss, somehow my thoughts reverted to them, and I formed suspicions that perhaps I shouldn't have. Thoughts of professional bilkers (as read about in cheap literature) persisted in coming to my mind, and I couldn't forget that they were without tickets. Three weeks later, when I had given it up, my case was returned to me, absolutely intact. It appeared—how wrong one's impressions can be!—the young women were members of a Bible Class camp; actually had forgotten their tickets; and had taken my case by mistake. Discovering the case didn't belong to their party they sent it on to a boy's camp nearby, and it then knocked about between the two camps for the period mentioned before finding its way back to the railway station. I might mention that the Railway Department was everything it could be in looking for my case, and I received the utmost consideration from all officials with whom I came into contact. But for a while my thoughts concerning those girls were very dark.—C.H.F.

        
* * *

        
Recently I took out little Letty, aged four, to see her grandma. Grandma was wearing glasses, and Letty asked what they were and why she was wearing them. I explained why, and called them “specs.” “Why not teach the child to speak properly?” asked grandma. She then told Letty they were a pair of spectacles, and made her repeat it several times. “Well, and how did you like grandma?” Dad asked Letty when we arrived home. “Oh, she was alright,” replied Letty, “but she was wearing a pair of respectables!”—S.E.D.

        
* * *

        
Henare was being sued for debt, and the plaintiff's lawyer suggested that racecourse gambling had caused the native's position. Henare denied the suggestion, saying he had not attended races for some time, as he had become religious. The Bench was doubtful. “Just try and recall how many meetings you have attended during the past twelve months?” he asked. Henare thought for a while and then answered: “Apout one hundred an' four.”

        
“An average of two a week,” remarked the prosecuting lawyer, a gleam of triumph in his eyes. “No,” corrected Henare; “two every Suntay.”

        
“No Sunday meetings are allowed in New Zealand,” snapped the advocate. “Too right,” Henare assured him earnestly. “Proper prood an' fire meetings at te Salvation Army what converted me.”—“O. W. Waireki.”

        
* * *

        
Now and again the faithful Maorilander tries to pronounce Maori names decently. I always try. Round about Granity—look at your map, South Island, West Coast, Karamea Bight—I heard very often the strange name 
Knocko-War. These mining townships, by the way, are populated mostly by immigrants from “iverywhear.” But I could never find 
Knockowar. In a little shop window I saw a hand-made bill announcing the event of the season—a dance at 
Ngakawau. I turned to a local resident. “Where is”—I gave the pronunciation this fashion—“
Ung-Ah-Kah-Wah-U?” The resident looked at me. “I dunno. Never heard of it.” “But,” I insisted, “there is going to be a dance there if this notice is worth anything.” “Oh,” he rallied, “you mean 
Knockowar. Yes, that's right. You going?” “No—I'm afraid I can't do these old-time Welsh dances.”—Pumice.

        
* * *

        
Few New Zealanders, I am sure, have seen a white heron—alive. I first saw one in a little backwash of the Clutha River, not thirty yards from a main road. Two years later, the bird came again to the old backwash, and paddled about on its long black legs catching minnows and whitebait. Often it could be seen flying in the distance, but for a week it returned at intervals to the same spot. I must have been singularly lucky, for so rare is it, that the Maoris, who prized its feathers highly, believed it to be seen only once in a lifetime.—G.S. McA.
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