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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.
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Editorial


The Scenic Resorts of New Zealand

        

          


The competition conducted by this Magazine on the question “What is New Zealand's Best Scenic Feature” has produced a fine assortment of opinions upon this subject. An analysis of the very large number of entries for the competition shews that in the opinion of competitors there are only six scenic features of outstanding importance. These are, the Southern Alps (including Mount Cook and Franz Josef) which attracted 
16 per cent. of entries; the West Coast of the South Island, 
15 per cent.; the Southern Lakes, 
14 per cent.; Taranaki (with, of course, Mount Egmont), 
14 per cent.; Stewart Island, 
6 per cent.; Arthur's Pass and the Otira Gorge, 
6 per cent.; and Waikaremoana, 
4 per cent. Places which also attracted entries were—Russell, Rangitoto, Wairakei, the Wanganui River, Tongariro, the Havelock Hills (Hawke's Bay), Port Nicholson, Marlborough Sounds, Bank's Peninsula, and Fiordland. Some competitors refused to be specific in regard to any geographic feature, and in preference chose such general subjects as the mountains, the lakes, the bush, and so on.

          
We had expected a more general spread of opinion in regard to places whose charms are perhaps more subtle, although possibly not so well known as those mentioned in the foregoing summary, and it was surprising indeed to find, for instance, that Northland, which has so much to attract the traveller, was largely neglected, Rotorua—the best known place to visitors from overseas—was hardly mentioned, and that places like Nelson, the overland run between Gisborne and the Bay of Plenty, the Wairarapa, and the Manawatu had passed observers by.

          
One contributor naively claimed “The Railways” to be the best scenic feature, and stoutly maintained his claim by stating that if any traveller stayed on the train he could not miss seeing the best of every worth-while feature which New Zealand has to offer. It is certainly true that the railways have served to open up the way to all those places that have gained most favour with our contributors, and have done much in the direction of giving publicity to these places.

          
The object of the competition was in line with the general purpose of this magazine in its national aspect, and the results shew that this has been well achieved in inducing New Zealanders to think about their own country. From sound knowledge comes the desire to travel, and further travel by New Zealanders through their own land cannot fail to increase appreciation of its grandeur and varied loveliness. Thus can be tapped those wells of sentiment from which loyalty and patriotism draw their purest draughts.

          
Further stimulation of the New Zealand spirit may be expected to follow from our next competition: “What has been the greatest feat in New Zealand?”

        

        

          

New Zealand'S Best Scenic Feature.


Result of Competition.

          
In the April issue of the magazine a competition upon the above subject was announced. It has drawn entries from all parts of New Zealand, and an examination of the 500-word articles received shews that the entrants, for the most part, knew their subjects thoroughly and had a genuine enthusiasm for their favourite scenic feature. The Editor called to his assistance a small committee in finalising the selection, and its members were unanimous in awarding the £5 cash prize for an article by Isobel M. Peacocke upon Wairakei. Miss Peacocke's article will be published in the July issue of the magazine, and we think readers will agree as to its outstanding merit. The names of other prize-winners will be announced next month.

          
A reminder is given that the next competition “What has been the greatest feat in New Zealand?” closes on the 10th June.

          


          

            

[image: Evolution Of Small Farms In The North Island Of New Zealand. (Rly. Publicity photos.) (1) Typical new settler's cottage; (2) cutting out fencing posts; (3) Sustenance Officer calls on the job; (4) a going concern; (5) draining; (6) temporary quarters on a new farm.]
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Small Farms to the Rescue

 
Hopeful Outlook for New Zealand

          
        

        
By “
Free Farmer”

        

          

            
The small-farms plan should bring the right type of unemployed man to the right type of unemployed land or to land that is not adequately employed. We have the right men—plenty of them; we have the right land—plenty of it; we have money, but not as much as we should like.
          

        

        

          
The Line of Least Risk.

          

New zealand has to work along the line of least risk and greatest hope with a policy for a satisfactory placing of surplus population—and that line lies mainly on the land. Nature has given these islands very favourable factors for successful farming—and the task to-day is to arrange the best possible working alliance between Nature and man. This ideal can be achieved, in good time, for increasing numbers of families by small-farms settlement.

        

        

          
A Necessary Glance Backward.

          
Before going into details of further settlement upon small farms, it is well to look backward on New Zealand's economic evolution. The welfare of the country is broadly based on grassland farming, which the refrigerator—facilitating the export of perishable produce to far-distant markets—has largely promoted. During a long period of years, particularly since the invention of the refrigerator, New Zealand has devoted increasing amounts of capital and energy to the development of farming.

          
Necessarily associated with that expansion of farming was the progressive policy of public works (State and Local)—railways, roads, harbours, electric power, and so on—which called for the raising of many millions of money, chiefly loans from London.

          
Simultaneously, with a large investment of public money, directly and indirectly, in connection with land settlement, private capital is also largely involved. Altogether, the whole financial and commercial life of the country has become intimately bound up with the farming industries.

        

        

          
Obligations Overseas.

          
How does New Zealand pay interest on the loans of the State and Local Bodies, raised overseas, and dividends on capital supplied from other countries? The payment is almost wholly made with farm produce, which constitutes about 95 per cent. of the Dominion's exports. At present New Zealand's farming industries are required to maintain a large volume of production, with a lower proportion of overhead costs.

        

        

          
Old Avenues Narrowed.

          
In regard to the development of farming and public works, attention has to be given to the many thousands of men, employed year by year in the past, directly or indirectly, as the result of the big public works programmes of the State and Local Bodies. The provision of main highways, railways, and hydro-electric works is nearly complete. There will not be much fresh enterprise in harbour works, apart from the main ports. The City Councils and the prinicipal Borough Councils have mainly finished their schemes of tramways, water-supply, sewage and other municipal needs and amenities, on which many millions of loan money have been expended. The great majority of commercial and manufacturing firms have completed their building schemes. Accordingly, many avenues of employment—formerly very wide—are very narrow to-day, and a readjustment is necessary to absorb the surplus population.

        

        

          
New Zealand Faces a New Era.

          
Briefly, it has been shown that New Zealand has practically completed one cycle of development, and now faces a new era—the era which



will be specially marked by the one-family farm movement. Ivan the Terrible, invoking death as his ally, took a short cut with surplus folk, but happily New Zealand is not Old Russia. With extended settlement on small farms thousands of men now carried by the public (through the State and charitable organisations) will bear the weight of themselves and their families and a fair share of the national burden.

        

        

          
Scope for 50,000 Families.

          
Even if the average size of a farm—to maintain fully man and family—had to be fifty acres, the right use of only a portion of the land that could be made available for this purpose could accommodate 50,000 families. But in many cases a smaller area than fifty acres would be sufficient for a family.

        

        

          
Types of Settlement.

          
The placing of more men on the land can be achieved in three ways:—

          
(1) By farmers actually increasing the number of employees.

          
(2) By the establishment of families on large areas;

          
(3) By the establishment of families on small holdings from which they can at least earn their livelihood.

          
Actual records show that even in prosperous times farmers do not increase their employees materially. It therefore appears that the only way to raise effectively the rural population is by the establishment of families on land which they work themselves.

          
Where the State has to find the finance, individual settlement on an extensive scale on large areas cannot be considered at present. Settlement is therefore thrown back to the establishment of families on small areas.

        

        

          
Types of Small Holdings.

          
One-family holdings may be classified in three groups:—

          
1. Small holdings potentially incapable of providing the whole of the livelihood of the family, and where the earnings from the land must be permanently supplemented by at least partial employment by individuals, or by assistance from the State, or by both in varying degree.

          
2. Small holdings potentially capable of providing the livelihood of families, but entailing expenditure by the State which may never be recoverable from the earnings of settlers from the holdings themselves.

          
3. Small holdings potentially capable of providing the livelihood of families and finally meeting all expenditure incurred by the State, provided the price level of primary products tends to rise.

        

        

          
Self-supporting Family Farms.

          
Naturally, the self-supporting farm is the most desirable system, if adequate finance is available for the establishment of suitable settlers. It is well to bear in mind that the one-family farm is a feature of all agricultural countries that have been forced by circumstances into some measure of self-reliance.

          
The results of the ten-acre scheme—about 500 holdings, up to the present—indicate satisfactory prospects for its extension into the self-supporting farm where the size is not based on acreage but on the ability of the land to support the family on a reasonably good standard of living, immeasurably preferable to the conditions of unemployed men and their families in the towns.

        

        

          
Cost of Establishment.

          
Cost, of necessity, has to be a first consideration in any settlement policy. The self-supporting small farm can be financed at an expenditure of not more than £700, even where the whole of the land has to be developed from a virgin condition. Where suitable developed land can be obtained on a leasehold basis, the capital expenditure can be very much less.

          
If it is assumed, however, that £700 capitalisation is necessary to establish a one-family farm, this would mean about 1,400 families per million pounds of capital expenditure. Even if it happened that interest on such money would have to be found by the State for a few years—and there really should be no need for this—such expenditure would appear to be far preferable to the alternative—an enormous number of families remaining with no future, except, perhaps, complete dependence on the State.

        

        

          
Plenty of Willing Hands.

          
The experience of the past nine months has shown that large numbers of unemployed men are eager to go on the land, with a fair and square opportunity to make homes for themselves and their families. Their purpose is not to become large farmers in the future, but to become independent of State aid. Their ideal is to win their way to the position of free settlers in the best sense of the word free—free from debt, free from fear, free from worry.

        

        

          
Avoiding Heavy “Overhead” Burdens.

          
The sturdy men who are now anxious to find a place on the land are anxious to get holdings with a minimum of liabilities. They prefer to begin in a comparatively small way and grow gradually and safely, instead of starting in a large way and shrinking under a heavy pressure of overhead costs. They recognise that a living can be made from a small farm—and after all, it is the living that matters. Naturally, this conception enlarges enormously the number that can be accommodated on the land, to the advantage of themselves and the Dominion as a whole.

        

        
        



          
Government's Helping Hand.

          
Of course, at this stage, however great may be the admirable spirit of self-reliance animating the intending settlers, they must be helped at the outset. The Government's plan is to supply the unemployed family with land; to provide a home and all necessary equipment, to make the land productive; and to give sustenance up to £1 a week until the returns from the land obviate the need of such assistance. Finally, when the holder has established himself successfully he will be required to pay a rent that will cover the capitalisation of his establishment. He will also have the opportunity to acquire the freehold of his farm when he is in a position to take this step.

        

        

          
Farm Buying at £1 a Week.

          
One-family hand-milking dairy farms, carrying eighteen to twenty-four cows, using cows as a figure indicating adequate livelihood, can be provided for unemployed men and their families at a rental of not more than £1 a week—a rental which includes some provision for the holder to acquire the freehold of his section. It is well known that a farm of eighteen to twenty-four cows, hand-milked, can give as much net profit as a farm of from thirty to thirty-five cows machine-milked. It must be emphasised that the one-family dairy-farm must not be large enough to necessitate machine-milking. A hand-milked cow averages a 10 per cent. better yield than a machine-milked one. The hand also holds down that burden of “overhead”; the maintenance cost per cow is reduced to about £1 a year.
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A new settler's dairying herd.


          

        

        

          
Variety of Produce.

          
Naturally the man on a small dairy-farm will do his best to “live on the land” by growing vegetables and fruit, keeping poultry, raising a few pigs, and so on. On a large dairy-farm dairying is usually the only objective, but on a small farm, milking a few cows can become diversified. The economic eggs of the future must be put in a variety of baskets—a variety which will be the definite objective of the Small Farm Movement.

          
The selling-capacity of small farms is shown in the following list, to which additions can be made:—Labour to neighbourhood, butterfat, bobby calves, weaner calves, vealers, yearling heifers, weaners, porkers, baconers, eggs, young poultry, cull fowls, ducks and various specialised poultry, sheep and wool from cull lamb buying, angora wool, root and vegetable crops for human use, root crops for stock feeding to neighbourhood, small fruits capable of bearing within up to three years, maize, firewood, grass and clover seeds (hand-harvested), special certified seed, preserved fruit and pickles to neighbourhood, vegetable seeds, certain flower seeds, tobacco, and many other commodities from which at least a few pounds can be made, and which, in the aggregate, would easily provide a comfortable living.

          
Of course, in regard to immediate returns, butterfat appears to be the major line most easy of attainment, but the ultimate objective should be the development of farms where the yearly labour of the farmer is at least partly devoted to production of higher per acre return than milk. Such crops must, however, be producible without high capitalisation costs.
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The small-farms plan should bring the right type of unemployed man to the right type of unemployed land or to land that is not adequately employed. We have the right men—plenty of them; we have the right land—plenty of it; we have money, but not as much as we should like.
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The Line of Least Risk.

          

New zealand has to work along the line of least risk and greatest hope with a policy for a satisfactory placing of surplus population—and that line lies mainly on the land. Nature has given these islands very favourable factors for successful farming—and the task to-day is to arrange the best possible working alliance between Nature and man. This ideal can be achieved, in good time, for increasing numbers of families by small-farms settlement.
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A Necessary Glance Backward.

          
Before going into details of further settlement upon small farms, it is well to look backward on New Zealand's economic evolution. The welfare of the country is broadly based on grassland farming, which the refrigerator—facilitating the export of perishable produce to far-distant markets—has largely promoted. During a long period of years, particularly since the invention of the refrigerator, New Zealand has devoted increasing amounts of capital and energy to the development of farming.

          
Necessarily associated with that expansion of farming was the progressive policy of public works (State and Local)—railways, roads, harbours, electric power, and so on—which called for the raising of many millions of money, chiefly loans from London.

          
Simultaneously, with a large investment of public money, directly and indirectly, in connection with land settlement, private capital is also largely involved. Altogether, the whole financial and commercial life of the country has become intimately bound up with the farming industries.
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Obligations Overseas.

          
How does New Zealand pay interest on the loans of the State and Local Bodies, raised overseas, and dividends on capital supplied from other countries? The payment is almost wholly made with farm produce, which constitutes about 95 per cent. of the Dominion's exports. At present New Zealand's farming industries are required to maintain a large volume of production, with a lower proportion of overhead costs.
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Old Avenues Narrowed.

          
In regard to the development of farming and public works, attention has to be given to the many thousands of men, employed year by year in the past, directly or indirectly, as the result of the big public works programmes of the State and Local Bodies. The provision of main highways, railways, and hydro-electric works is nearly complete. There will not be much fresh enterprise in harbour works, apart from the main ports. The City Councils and the prinicipal Borough Councils have mainly finished their schemes of tramways, water-supply, sewage and other municipal needs and amenities, on which many millions of loan money have been expended. The great majority of commercial and manufacturing firms have completed their building schemes. Accordingly, many avenues of employment—formerly very wide—are very narrow to-day, and a readjustment is necessary to absorb the surplus population.
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New Zealand Faces a New Era.

          
Briefly, it has been shown that New Zealand has practically completed one cycle of development, and now faces a new era—the era which



will be specially marked by the one-family farm movement. Ivan the Terrible, invoking death as his ally, took a short cut with surplus folk, but happily New Zealand is not Old Russia. With extended settlement on small farms thousands of men now carried by the public (through the State and charitable organisations) will bear the weight of themselves and their families and a fair share of the national burden.
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Scope for 50,000 Families.

          
Even if the average size of a farm—to maintain fully man and family—had to be fifty acres, the right use of only a portion of the land that could be made available for this purpose could accommodate 50,000 families. But in many cases a smaller area than fifty acres would be sufficient for a family.
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Types of Settlement.

          
The placing of more men on the land can be achieved in three ways:—

          
(1) By farmers actually increasing the number of employees.

          
(2) By the establishment of families on large areas;

          
(3) By the establishment of families on small holdings from which they can at least earn their livelihood.

          
Actual records show that even in prosperous times farmers do not increase their employees materially. It therefore appears that the only way to raise effectively the rural population is by the establishment of families on land which they work themselves.

          
Where the State has to find the finance, individual settlement on an extensive scale on large areas cannot be considered at present. Settlement is therefore thrown back to the establishment of families on small areas.
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Types of Small Holdings.

          
One-family holdings may be classified in three groups:—

          
1. Small holdings potentially incapable of providing the whole of the livelihood of the family, and where the earnings from the land must be permanently supplemented by at least partial employment by individuals, or by assistance from the State, or by both in varying degree.

          
2. Small holdings potentially capable of providing the livelihood of families, but entailing expenditure by the State which may never be recoverable from the earnings of settlers from the holdings themselves.

          
3. Small holdings potentially capable of providing the livelihood of families and finally meeting all expenditure incurred by the State, provided the price level of primary products tends to rise.
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Self-supporting Family Farms.

          
Naturally, the self-supporting farm is the most desirable system, if adequate finance is available for the establishment of suitable settlers. It is well to bear in mind that the one-family farm is a feature of all agricultural countries that have been forced by circumstances into some measure of self-reliance.

          
The results of the ten-acre scheme—about 500 holdings, up to the present—indicate satisfactory prospects for its extension into the self-supporting farm where the size is not based on acreage but on the ability of the land to support the family on a reasonably good standard of living, immeasurably preferable to the conditions of unemployed men and their families in the towns.
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Cost of Establishment.

          
Cost, of necessity, has to be a first consideration in any settlement policy. The self-supporting small farm can be financed at an expenditure of not more than £700, even where the whole of the land has to be developed from a virgin condition. Where suitable developed land can be obtained on a leasehold basis, the capital expenditure can be very much less.

          
If it is assumed, however, that £700 capitalisation is necessary to establish a one-family farm, this would mean about 1,400 families per million pounds of capital expenditure. Even if it happened that interest on such money would have to be found by the State for a few years—and there really should be no need for this—such expenditure would appear to be far preferable to the alternative—an enormous number of families remaining with no future, except, perhaps, complete dependence on the State.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 8, Issue 2 (June 1, 1933)

Plenty of Willing Hands



          
Plenty of Willing Hands.

          
The experience of the past nine months has shown that large numbers of unemployed men are eager to go on the land, with a fair and square opportunity to make homes for themselves and their families. Their purpose is not to become large farmers in the future, but to become independent of State aid. Their ideal is to win their way to the position of free settlers in the best sense of the word free—free from debt, free from fear, free from worry.
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Avoiding Heavy “Overhead” Burdens.

          
The sturdy men who are now anxious to find a place on the land are anxious to get holdings with a minimum of liabilities. They prefer to begin in a comparatively small way and grow gradually and safely, instead of starting in a large way and shrinking under a heavy pressure of overhead costs. They recognise that a living can be made from a small farm—and after all, it is the living that matters. Naturally, this conception enlarges enormously the number that can be accommodated on the land, to the advantage of themselves and the Dominion as a whole.
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Government's Helping Hand.

          
Of course, at this stage, however great may be the admirable spirit of self-reliance animating the intending settlers, they must be helped at the outset. The Government's plan is to supply the unemployed family with land; to provide a home and all necessary equipment, to make the land productive; and to give sustenance up to £1 a week until the returns from the land obviate the need of such assistance. Finally, when the holder has established himself successfully he will be required to pay a rent that will cover the capitalisation of his establishment. He will also have the opportunity to acquire the freehold of his farm when he is in a position to take this step.
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Farm Buying at £1 a Week.

          
One-family hand-milking dairy farms, carrying eighteen to twenty-four cows, using cows as a figure indicating adequate livelihood, can be provided for unemployed men and their families at a rental of not more than £1 a week—a rental which includes some provision for the holder to acquire the freehold of his section. It is well known that a farm of eighteen to twenty-four cows, hand-milked, can give as much net profit as a farm of from thirty to thirty-five cows machine-milked. It must be emphasised that the one-family dairy-farm must not be large enough to necessitate machine-milking. A hand-milked cow averages a 10 per cent. better yield than a machine-milked one. The hand also holds down that burden of “overhead”; the maintenance cost per cow is reduced to about £1 a year.
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Variety of Produce.

          
Naturally the man on a small dairy-farm will do his best to “live on the land” by growing vegetables and fruit, keeping poultry, raising a few pigs, and so on. On a large dairy-farm dairying is usually the only objective, but on a small farm, milking a few cows can become diversified. The economic eggs of the future must be put in a variety of baskets—a variety which will be the definite objective of the Small Farm Movement.

          
The selling-capacity of small farms is shown in the following list, to which additions can be made:—Labour to neighbourhood, butterfat, bobby calves, weaner calves, vealers, yearling heifers, weaners, porkers, baconers, eggs, young poultry, cull fowls, ducks and various specialised poultry, sheep and wool from cull lamb buying, angora wool, root and vegetable crops for human use, root crops for stock feeding to neighbourhood, small fruits capable of bearing within up to three years, maize, firewood, grass and clover seeds (hand-harvested), special certified seed, preserved fruit and pickles to neighbourhood, vegetable seeds, certain flower seeds, tobacco, and many other commodities from which at least a few pounds can be made, and which, in the aggregate, would easily provide a comfortable living.

          
Of course, in regard to immediate returns, butterfat appears to be the major line most easy of attainment, but the ultimate objective should be the development of farms where the yearly labour of the farmer is at least partly devoted to production of higher per acre return than milk. Such crops must, however, be producible without high capitalisation costs.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 8, Issue 2 (June 1, 1933)

Railway Progress in New Zealand — General Manager'S Message





        
Railway Progress in New Zealand



General Manager'S Message


        

The Financial Year, 1932–1933, In Review.—The financial results of last year's working of the railways are now available and the figures that are published show that for the year 1932–33, £6,034,403 was earned with an expenditure of £5,183,859, leaving net earnings of £850,554. This last mentioned figure represents the dividend that will be available to the Treasury as representing the owners of the Railways and in these days when even old-established concerns are showing not only decreased dividends, but in all too many cases losses instead of dividends, this result can be regarded from that point of view with a large amount of satisfaction. Probably more satisfactory still is the fact that a gradual improvement in the financial results has been achieved in the last two years, despite the increasingly unfavourable general trading position. Briefly stated the improvement has been effected by strenuous effort to obtain as much as possible of all classes of traffic and at the same time to keep expenditure down to the lowest level consistent with safe, reasonable service.

        
Wherever the Department has under taken the running of road services, it has been done as either supplementary or alternative to the running of trains. The figures of rail and road passenger traffic must therefore be taken together in viewing the progress of this side of railway operations. When this is done it is seen that the Department carried a total of over 21 million passengers in both 1932 and 1933, the total decrease in the latter year being less than half a million. In view of the absence of Easter traffic from the 1933 year and the general backward state of business, this result must be regarded as satisfactory. A pleasing feature is that the number of standard fare train journeys made during the year was 5 per cent. higher than in 1932.

        
The tonnage of goods decreased by over 300,000 tons to 5,490,000 (the level of the year 1910) and the revenue by £274,000. Five-sixths of the tonnage decrease and more than half of the revenue decrease can be attributed to coal traffic which showed unusual variations—unduly high in 1932 owing to the special requirements of the Auckland Power Board through the Arapuni Hydro-electric Works being out of commission and unduly low in 1933 chiefly through industrial difficulties in the mining industry.

        
Other principal decreases in tonnage and revenue were in cement, road metal, and bulk benzine. All of these are in practically non-competitive lines and the decreases are here due entirely to trade conditions. When trade revives an immediate improvement in the railway position in freights such as these may be confidently anticipated.

        

Staff Training.—The value of the Railway Correspondence School established some years ago and of the examination tests (elementary, intermediate and senior) conducted in connection therewith—tests which must be passed before further progress can be made in the service—has been amply demonstrated in these recent years of keen competition for traffic. The system of staff training and examination aims, of course, at a higher standard of efficiency and there is no doubt that much of the satisfaction which the Department's clients now so frequently express regarding the good service they receive is evidence that this aim is being achieved.
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General Manager.
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Famous New Zealand Trials

 The Maungatapu Mountain Murders
          
        

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

        

Gold has been found, and in 1864, there were a number of “rushes” to various parts of the Marlborough and Nelson Districts. In particular, there had been one in the Wakamarina Diggings in the centre of which were the hamlets of Canvastown and Deep Creek. Then, in 1866, the fields were practically abandoned. There was only one settlement left and that was at Deep Creek, where some old miners were earning fairly good money. However, the news had come through that great reefs of gold had been struck in the Grey country, and from all parts of the Colony trooped the hopeful miners to the West Coast. Many succeeded and many did not.

        
On the 12th June, 1866, John Kempthorne, a storekeeper, Felix Mathieu, an hotelkeeper, James Dudley, a storekeeper, and James De Pontius, a miner, all set out from Deep Creek for Nelson, whence they intended to trek South to the West Coast, hoping there to find their fortune. As they walked along slowly (having to accommodate their pace to that of a slow moving pack horse that was bearing their impedimenta), they reached Canvastown before noon. Their joint wealth in gold and dust approximated £300. They left again in the afternoon and made their way along the track through the forest and on the sides of precipices and into the depths of the black valleys. They halted at an accommodation house six and a half miles further on and early next morning, on Wednesday, the 13th June, 1866, started on their final stretch for Nelson.

        
Mathieu, who owned the pack horse, had arranged for one Moller to follow from Deep Creek so that he could take the horse back from Nelson.

        
On the morning the party left the accommodation house, Moller set out from Deep Creek. He was a good walker and he had nothing to impede his progress. Rapidly he was catching up and whenever he met anyone coming from the opposite direction in which he was going, he would learn that his party was ahead. At Canvastown he learnt that his party was only a little ahead and Moller hurried on to join them. Halfway between Canvastown and Nelson there was a hamlet known as Franklyn's Flat and again he got news of the party slowly making their way ahead. On the road he met a Mr. Livingston who, with a woman called Fulton, were going towards Canvastown. They told him the party were only a mile or so along the way. Then a little later when he had expected he would have, by then, caught the party he met a man, by name, Bown. He had been travelling from Nelson and had seen nothing of the party. Moller was astounded. There was only one road and Bown ought to have seen his party. He hurried on but saw nothing of his friends. At Nelson there was no news of the men, and Canvastown on the 16th June. There he told Jervis, the storekeeper, who at once jumped to the conclusion that the men had been murdered. It seemed the only conclusion to come to,



though there had been no kind of violence in the district since the “rushes” began. Yet there was no other explanation. Jervis went further and said he thought he could pick the men who had committed the crime. He told Moller of four men who had taken his empty store for a night. They had looked strange and suspicious-looking persons. They had allowed no one to enter the building while they were there though they seemed to be very busy doing something. One of the men had gone to Deep Creek and had there met a woman who had recognised him as Phil Levy, when he had been prospecting on the Dunstan. The woman was Mrs. Morgan, and when she saw Levy, said: “What, Phil Levy, what do you want here?” Levy shook hands with the woman and then Mrs Morgan asked: “Where is the woman Emma that was living with you on the Dunstan?” He replied, “Hush, don't say a word about her now,” and he hurried away. The woman Emma had mysteriously disappeared when she was living with Levy.

        
The police were not entirely unaware of the four men who were now under suspicion and they had been traced along the road. It was known that they were practically penniless. On the Monday following Moller's return to Canvastown the police started their search for the men, though there was, by no means, a general impression that a crime had been committed. Levy was seen at the Wakatu Hotel and was held on suspicion, though there really was little justification for arresting him at that time. After Levy's arrest his mates were found to be in town. Levy and one of them had slept overnight at Porcelli's Oyster Saloon in Bridge Street, Nelson. The three men were rounded up and gave their names as Richard Henry Mullin, Thomas Noon, and Thomas Joseph M'Gee. They were ultimately identified as Richard Burgess, Thomas Kelly and Joseph Thomas Sullivan respectively.

        
As soon as the men were lodged in gaol the excitement in Nelson was intense. A public meeting was called in the open square and about 300 men attended from whom a committee was formed to organise a search for the missing men. Some of the local Maoris were included in the party on account of their knowledge of bush-craft; £50 was raised at once to finance the search and about fifty men started off in a short space of time to search the precipices and the bush along the roadside. The day the expedition started Hemi Martine found the pack horse, covered with branches, lying dead fifty feet below the road down the side of the mountain. The men's swags were still attached to the horse and some other articles were found alongside the dead animal.

        
Almost at once the Government offered a reward of £400 for the recovery of the bodies, and a Mr. Kempthorne offered another £200 for the finding of his brother's body. At the same time the Government offered a further reward of £200 and a free pardon to any accomplice provided he was not the actual murderer.

        
For the next eight days the search continued in the bush below the road for five or six miles on the Nelson side of Franklyn's Flat. On the eighth day when the party was about to search above the road, news came through that Sullivan had confessed to having been an accomplice, but not an actual murderer, and he gave the police information where the bodies would be found. Sullivan's confession was a very full one and implicated his three mates completely, not only for the murder of the party of four, but also of another old man whom they had murdered on the road the day before they had murdered the party. On the 30th June the bugles rang out to the search parties to assemble on the road, and the information that Sullivan had given was verified. It requires no emphasis to portray the feelings of those searchers when they viewed the murdered bodies of those four men. Two of the men had been shot, one had been strangled and Mathieu had been shot first but not instantly killed and he was stabbed as he struggled against his foul murderers. A final shot into the knife wound put an end to his suffering. Horror and anger possessed these searchers and that feeling was soon sweeping over the whole township of Nelson. The wonder is that an attempt was not made to break into the prison and lynch the fiends who lay therein. Three days later James Battle's body was recovered. All Nelson turned out to the funeral and three thousand took part in the solemn procession. The search party refused to accept Mr. Kempthorne's reward.

        
The manner in which Sullivan came to confess was that a notice of the reward was placed in front of the cells occupied by the four men and after a few days Sullivan, to save his own skin, and well aware that sooner or later the bodies would be found (he knew that, with the others, he would be charged), took advantage of the offer to save himself by incriminating his fellow conspirators. He said he was not an actual murderer as his rôle in the crime was to watch the road for passers by while the others disposed of the unfortunate men.

        
At the hearing in the Magistrate's Court, Sullivan was placed in the witness box while his mates occupied the dock. His evidence was enough to hang the others and later, after a remand, when the evidence was reduced to writing, Burgess created a complete surprise by confessing his part of the crime, but tried to clear the other two prisoners while inculpating Sullivan. It was a desperate move to revenge himself on Sullivan. While here it is impossible to give much detail of what Burgess said in his confession, which he headed “The Confession of Burgess the Murderer,” the beginning is, I think, worth while repeating. It was in these words:—

        
“Written in my dungeon drear, this 7th day of August, in the year of Grace, 1866. To God, be ascribed all power and glory in subduing the rebellious spirit of a most guilty wretch,



who has been brought, through the instrumentality of a faithful follower of Christ, to see his wretched, and guilty state, inasmuch as hitherto he has led an awful and wretched life, and through the assurance of this faithful soldier of Christ, he has been led, and also believes that Christ will yet receive and cleanse him from all his deep-dyed and bloody sins.” In this manner the confession proceeds for another paragraph or two. The insincerity of it, however, can be estimated when it is realised that the confession falsely purported to exonerate Levy and Kelly and to link up only Sullivan with Burgess. It was an hypocritical and blasphemous attempt to deceive his earthly judges.

        
The trial of Burgess, Kelly and Levy began on the 12th September. The Grand Jury returned true bills on the four charges of murder and then also on the fifth charge of murder in respect of the death of Battle. The charge touching the death of Mathieu alone was proceeded with. The evidence touching the other deaths was, of course, relevant to the inquiry. The trial was presided over by Mr. Justice Johnston and the jury was a special one. Mr. Robert Hart, of Wellington, then a well-known barrister, went over to Nelson and conducted the prosecution, with the aid of the local Crown Solicitor, Mr. H. Adams. Levy had secured counsel in Mr. Pitt, of the Nelson bar, but the other two men conducted their own defences. Burgess's defence, as may be imagined from the confession he had made, was mainly directed to throwing doubt on Sullivan's word so as to implicate him as an actual murderer. When the evidence began the question as to which of the three should begin cross-examining the witnesses brought from Burgess the statement: “I merely stand here as an expert in this awful tragedy. I do not expect any advantage for myself, but I on consideration, should wish to cross-examine Sullivan before Mr. Pitt.”

        
After formal witnesses had proved plans that had been taken of the locality of the crimes, evidence was given of the finding of the bodies of the victims. It was shewn that they had all been treated much in the same way. The arms had been pinioned together and then the victims had been led up the hill into the bush and there in their helpless state foully done to death. Then followed medical evidence, which was little more than formal, for there could hardly be any doubt how death had been encountered. The first witness on the second day of the trial was Sullivan, and Mr. Pitt tried to have him excluded as incompetent to give evidence.
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It was a hopeless attempt and Sullivan was quickly sworn and told the most horrible tale that surely has ever fallen from the lips of a witness. He told of his association with the others previous to their coming into the district. They all came up from Hokitika. He told how they occupied the empty building at Canvastown and how Levy was sent to Deep Creek to see if there was any building there worth robbing. There they heard of the party they later murdered and made preparations then and there to stick them up, rob and dispose of their bodies in the thick bush where there would be little chance of discovery. They loaded their pistols and revolvers and sharpened their knives wherewith to do their foul deed. As they went along the lonely track to meet the party they found an ideal place for their crime. They found a place where the bush was thick, where three could conceal themselves. Here there was a huge rock (ever since known as “Murderer's Rock”), behind which the fourth could hide.

        


        
He told how the victims approached and were duly stuck up and robbed and then were led up the mountain on the promise that they would be freed. Sullivan said that his part of the crime consisted in staying on the road watching out while the other three led the victims away to their doom. Sullivan admitted that he also killed the pack horse. Burgess cross-examined Sullivan as to his previous history, and elicited that he was an escaped criminal from Australia and that he had been deported from England after a conviction for robbery. He said that he had been stuck up in Australia by bushrangers and had told the police. Burgess suggested that he was one of them himself and had turned approver on that occasion as he was doing now. Sullivan, naturally, denied this. A little later Burgess asked Sullivan “Why did you murder that poor unfortunate man, Battle?” But the Judge told the witness he need not answer that question.

        
The cross-examination of this fiend occupied many hours and firmly established that both Burgess and Sullivan were criminals of the worst possible type. Sullivan was in the witness box for fifteen hours in all.

        
Burgess, in his final address to the jury, attempted to reveal himself as a most vile person then repentant, who desired not to save himself from the end that justice would demand, but to save two unfortunate men, Kelly and Levy, who were quite innocent of the crime. He Explained that they had gone ahead of Sullivan and himself and they really knew nothing of the crime which he and Sullivan perpetrated. Burgess gave horrible details of how he and Sullivan actually murdered the four men. He finished a long speech invoking God in the interest of justice. Kelly's speech was a long rambling one and his final words shew the confusion that fell from his lips. These were his last words: “Gentlemen, I am not able to make remarks on my evidence, and I wish you would do it for me. I throw my life into your hands; do your duty, and give me a verdict of acquittal. There were four or five men being killed; now this was not done by four men. It is not done by a lot of men. Don't think that four or five men would do this, and one of them a Jew. Two men might be found who would do all this; but not four, and one of these four a Jew. Gentlemen, I again declare my innocence, and although I am a marked man, I have not killed any of these men.”

        
Mr. Pitt did what could be done for Levy. He denied that Levy's clothing bore any marks of the crime. He warned them against accepting the word of such a vile creature as Sullivan. Mr. Hart traversed the evidence at great length and on the morning of the sixth day the Judge began his summing up to the jury. It was inevitable that his summing up should be deadly. It would not have been judicial had it been otherwise. He properly warned them against believing Sullivan without corroboration. But what could a jurv do when Burgess confessed the crime and neither of the other prisoners went into the box. The jury retired at 4.23 p.m. and came back in 55 minutes.

        
In answer to the customary questions the foreman announced that all three were found guilty. Burgess said little, but Kelly became panic-stricken and began a rambling and irrelevant speech shewing himself to be the cur that he was. Levy said he was innocent. The Judge addressed the prisoners in sentencing them to death and was interrupted several times by Kelly. As the Judge was about to pronounce sentence on Levy, the prisoner said: “I am happy to inform you that in my own mind, and from the very bottom of my heart, by the God I worship, I leave this bar an innocent man.” The Judge at once replied “Then I must inform you that there is no apparent warrant for your saying so, and that this statement of yours has no effect on me, and should not have the slightest effect on the jury or the public.”

        
On the following Wednesday, Sullivan was tried for the murder of James Battle and was duly found guilty, and sentenced to death.

        
On Wednesday, the 3rd October, Burgess, Kelly, and Levy were duly executed. The excitement in the town was so great that the military forces had been called out in case of trouble. None arose in point of fact. The execution was conducted within the prison walls and while Burgess and Levy met their end with the stoicism commonly found in hardened criminals, Kelly shewed himself to be a cowardly our throughout the proceedings. He held up the proceedings for half an hour with his interruptions and in reading a long speech he had composed. He became hysterical and his conduct must have had a harrowing effect on all who were present.

        
Burgess possessed a terrible character. At the age of fifteen he was sentenced to 15 years transportation for burglary, and in Australia he was sentenced to 10 years for highway robbery. He was also tried for murder, but was acquitted. In an autobiography he wrote in prison he admitted having taken part in the murder of nine persons. Kelly's past included 7 years transportation for thefts, and in Australia he was the associate of a notorious bushranger, named Gardiner. He was tried along with three other desperadoes, for the murder of a Mr. Marcus. He was acquitted, but one of the others convicted and hanged was his brother. He came to New Zealand and in an affray at Gabriel's Gully he fired on the police and received a term of four years hard labour. Levy's past was not known till he came to New Zealand. He was known to the police as a receiver of stolen goods and used to suggest the commission of crimes to others while keeping out of trouble himself.

        
Sullivan received the benefit of his confession and was not hanged though his past was a bad one. He had been deported from England as a youth and thereafter dabbled in crime though he was not sentenced to any long term of imprisonment so far as can be ascertained.
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Mr. G. H. Mackley Appointed.


        

          

The appointment of Mr. G. H. Mackley as General Manager of the New Zealand Railways in succession to the late Mr. P. G. Roussell, was announced recently by the Prime Minister, Rt. Hon. G. W. Forbes. Since the death of Mr. Roussell some months ago, Mr. Mackley has been Acting-General Manager, and prior to that, from December, 1931, he occupied the position of Assistant General Manager.

          
Born at Port Chalmers in 1883, and educated at the Invercargill Grammar School, Mr. Mackley joined the Railways as a cadet in the traffic branch at Otautau, Southland, in 1900. He worked at various stations in the Southland and Otago districts until 1907, when he was appointed as a clerk in the Chrischurch goods department.

          
After being transferred on promotion to Petone station, and later to Invercargill goods department, he was appointed Assistant Relieving Officer and later (1913) stationmaster at Heriot. Subsequent to this he had five years as stationmaster at Kaikohe and Onerahi, and served as Assistant Relieving Officer in the Wellington district, being later promoted to the position of Divisional Clerk in the District Traffic Manager's Office at Wellington, where he then qualified as a Train-running Officer (1920–24), being later transferred to Ohakune. During part of this period he represented the Department before the Railway Appeal Board. He was Chief Clerk at Ohakune from 1925 to 1928, and was selected in September, 1928, to be Chief Clerk in the Head Office, Wellington.

        

        

          
Service in Most Districts.

          
Mr. Mackley has had a remarkably wide range of experience in his thirty-three years with the Department. He has worked in practically every position in the traffic branch, and has had actual service in the majority of the larger districts, from Invercargill to Whangarei. The types of work have included goods, parcels and passenger traffic, shipping work of all types associated with the railways, train-running and transport experience (for he is a certified train-running officer), and executive responsibility as a District Chief Clerk and relieving District Manager.

          
As Chief Clerk at Head Office, Mr. Mackley had very comprehensive responsibilities. His office was the medium through which correspondence between the General Manager and the branch heads, as well as the public, was conducted. It was the central clearing-house of the service, and gave opportunities for knowledge of the inter-relation of the various branches of the Department not otherwise obtainable.
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A keen student and collector of railway literature, Mr. Mackley has also taken a personal interest in several organisations outside the Department upon matters of public weal. For many years he was actively engaged in some of the more strenuous sports—football, rowing, and running, and he is an enthusiastic angler.

        

        

          
Keen Public Spirit.

          
An indication of his public spirit was shown when he took up the cudgels on behalf of the Dalmatians, of Kaikohe, who were threatened with internment during the Great War. He successfully defended them, and his action was approved by the Royal commission which subsequently dealt with the question. Mr. Mackley still prizes a watch given him by the grateful Dalmatians in recognition of his disinterested efforts on their behalf.

          
As a member of the Railway Officers’ Institute, Mr. Mackley took an active interest in the affairs of his fellow railwaymen, and was on two occasions chosen as delegate to the Institute's annual conference.

          
Throughout his career he has invariably gained the highest regard of the various officers with whom he has worked, and the reports of these officers bear striking testimony of the high regard in which he was held throughout the service. Among the general public also Mr. Mackley is held in the highest esteem, because of the helpful attitude he adopts toward all those with whom the Department has to deal, and the very thorough way in which all representations made to him are considered.

          


          

            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
          

        

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 8, Issue 2 (June 1, 1933)

[section]



          

The appointment of Mr. G. H. Mackley as General Manager of the New Zealand Railways in succession to the late Mr. P. G. Roussell, was announced recently by the Prime Minister, Rt. Hon. G. W. Forbes. Since the death of Mr. Roussell some months ago, Mr. Mackley has been Acting-General Manager, and prior to that, from December, 1931, he occupied the position of Assistant General Manager.

          
Born at Port Chalmers in 1883, and educated at the Invercargill Grammar School, Mr. Mackley joined the Railways as a cadet in the traffic branch at Otautau, Southland, in 1900. He worked at various stations in the Southland and Otago districts until 1907, when he was appointed as a clerk in the Chrischurch goods department.

          
After being transferred on promotion to Petone station, and later to Invercargill goods department, he was appointed Assistant Relieving Officer and later (1913) stationmaster at Heriot. Subsequent to this he had five years as stationmaster at Kaikohe and Onerahi, and served as Assistant Relieving Officer in the Wellington district, being later promoted to the position of Divisional Clerk in the District Traffic Manager's Office at Wellington, where he then qualified as a Train-running Officer (1920–24), being later transferred to Ohakune. During part of this period he represented the Department before the Railway Appeal Board. He was Chief Clerk at Ohakune from 1925 to 1928, and was selected in September, 1928, to be Chief Clerk in the Head Office, Wellington.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 8, Issue 2 (June 1, 1933)

Service in Most Districts



          
Service in Most Districts.

          
Mr. Mackley has had a remarkably wide range of experience in his thirty-three years with the Department. He has worked in practically every position in the traffic branch, and has had actual service in the majority of the larger districts, from Invercargill to Whangarei. The types of work have included goods, parcels and passenger traffic, shipping work of all types associated with the railways, train-running and transport experience (for he is a certified train-running officer), and executive responsibility as a District Chief Clerk and relieving District Manager.

          
As Chief Clerk at Head Office, Mr. Mackley had very comprehensive responsibilities. His office was the medium through which correspondence between the General Manager and the branch heads, as well as the public, was conducted. It was the central clearing-house of the service, and gave opportunities for knowledge of the inter-relation of the various branches of the Department not otherwise obtainable.

          

            

[image: Mr. G. H. Mackley.]
Mr. G. H. Mackley.


          

          
A keen student and collector of railway literature, Mr. Mackley has also taken a personal interest in several organisations outside the Department upon matters of public weal. For many years he was actively engaged in some of the more strenuous sports—football, rowing, and running, and he is an enthusiastic angler.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 8, Issue 2 (June 1, 1933)

Keen Public Spirit



          
Keen Public Spirit.

          
An indication of his public spirit was shown when he took up the cudgels on behalf of the Dalmatians, of Kaikohe, who were threatened with internment during the Great War. He successfully defended them, and his action was approved by the Royal commission which subsequently dealt with the question. Mr. Mackley still prizes a watch given him by the grateful Dalmatians in recognition of his disinterested efforts on their behalf.

          
As a member of the Railway Officers’ Institute, Mr. Mackley took an active interest in the affairs of his fellow railwaymen, and was on two occasions chosen as delegate to the Institute's annual conference.

          
Throughout his career he has invariably gained the highest regard of the various officers with whom he has worked, and the reports of these officers bear striking testimony of the high regard in which he was held throughout the service. Among the general public also Mr. Mackley is held in the highest esteem, because of the helpful attitude he adopts toward all those with whom the Department has to deal, and the very thorough way in which all representations made to him are considered.

          


          

            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
            

[image: ]
          

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 8, Issue 2 (June 1, 1933)

On the Look-out





        

          
            
On the Look-out
          
        

        
(By 

Ruru)

        
“
Good evening, everybody.” This is the chorus of a popular marching song on the Tararua Ranges, as relayed to Ruru by the wekas of Mt. Hector.

        

          
“One more river,


          
That's the Waiohine;


          
Jolly nasty river,


          
One more river to cross.”
        

        
* * *

        
Waiohine, by the way, is a map misspelling of the real name of the mountain river which gave a tramping party such trouble. It should be Waiohina. The name has a poetic origin. The mists and the snows resting on the Tararua Ranges were figuratively spoken of by the Maoris on the eastern plains as the “hina” or “white hair” of the mountains. Hence the river which flowed from those wintry heights came to be called Wai-o-hina, or “Water of White Hair.”

        
* * *

        
A New Zealand man who sojourned on Pitcairn Island, has expressed the opinion that the simple-life islanders wanted shaking up a bit in the way of industrial development and more contact with the big outside world. This aroused a retort from a Pitcairn resident in Auckland that the island folk are quite contented and happy as they are. They had all they wanted for a carefree life. Still, that will not satisfy our modern progressivists. I can picture a hustling captain of industry, or an efficiency expert let loose on inefficient Pitcairn to work it up to the requisite pitch of sophisticated advancement. There are so many things we could introduce there by way of persuading it to get a move on.

        
There are, to begin with, our gas bills, electric light bills, radio licenses, telephone accounts, tight boots, tight husbands, Alsatian dogs, motor cycles, thirty-seven different kinds of inspectors, “Pro Bono Publico” and “Indignant Ratepayer,” midnight jazz parties, policemen, opossums in the orchard, fishing licenses, fourteen thousand and eighteen regulations, Rotary Club speeches, Hollywood cuties, and the rent. When the carefree Pitcairn has begun to assimilate that little lot of concomitants of civilisation we can send him some more to help him onward and upward.

        
* * *

        
It is natural that the Maoris of the North should be taking a close and particular interest in the
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restoration of the Waitangi Treaty house and property, which have become a national trust through the patriotic generosity of Lord Bledisloe. The native proposals include the building of a carved meeting-house on the historic ground overlooking the classic waters of Tokerau. There is an effort in other parts of the North to revive some of the olden art-craft and picturesque features of the race. The Hokianga district Maoris especially are providing timber, the kauri and totara from their own forests, for the building of the sightly 
whare-whakairo. The artists to decorate the buildings can be provided there too, instead of sending to the Arawa country for carvers and carvings, as has too often been the practice in other parts of the Island.

        
The talent for working shapeless wood into a thing of beauty is inherent in the race; many Maoris have a natural gift for using the carving chisel. The Ngapuhi people of the North have been in danger losing olden customs; and indirectly the Governor-General has set in motion a general movement for their revival. And it has been remarked that the people will make none the worse farmers for a reconstruction in some measure of the stimulating past.

        
* * *

        
The case for the establishment of a Wild Life Control Council is strengthened by the frequent reports of the destrucition of the native bird life by the many pests. Various interests and activities could be co-ordinated with benefit to New Zealand's bush and its feathered inhabitants if one strong body were in a position to deal with all the problems concerned. Friends of the birds are also friends of the forest, and no doubt a Council could do much by its influence to save the bush along the main routes of travel, where the indigenous woodland is so much more attractive to the eye than any plantations of foreign pines and firs.

        
* * *

        
Sportsmen sometimes complain that game for their rifles and shotguns is becoming scarcer in New Zealand. As far as concerns the gunners, it is scarcely to be wondered at that wildfowl are decreasing, considering the havoc that has been made in the past among the native duck and other birds, and the decrease of the



feeding areas by the draining of swamps and unwatering of lagoons. But there are still far more deer than we can well deal with, and the forests would be the better for a great reduction of their numbers. Perhaps when they are considerably fewer, New Zealanders will begin to appreciate the good red deer again, and even take to venison as a change from mutton.

        
Those who look for strenuous sport with the rifle might be invited to try their stalking and marksmanship on the hordes of wild goats that infest the Mt. Egmont State Forest Reserve. It is quite a sporting proposition. The goats will give the riflemen a merry enough run for it, and the sports will have the satisfaction of knowing that every billy and nanny laid out will help to save that glorious bush.

        
Kapiti Island was an example of a half devastated bush area, all the undergrowth and young plants and ferns eaten, until the Lands Department took it in hand, sent a custodian and riflemen there, and had the hundreds of goats shot out.

        
* * *

        
“Ruru's” province does not embrace international politics, any more than it does domestic party 
korero. But all this angry talk about the Japanification of China, which really does not matter to us, suggests the timeliness of a reminder that Japan has always been our very good friend, that she was our stout and useful ally in the War—remember those Jap. cruisers off Wellington Heads waiting to escort our troopships over the dangerous seas—and that our interest in the Pacific will best be served by remaining the best of friends. Also, and by the way, we never read of Jap. pirates capturing steamers and holding prisoners for ransom—a thriving Chinese industry.

        
* * *

        
Pukeroa Park, that beautiful hill above Rotorua town, is about to revert to its former use as a recreation ground, now that it is no longer needed for the big war period hospital. It is a place of history as well as green loveliness. The great palisaded fortress of the Arawa once stood there. It should never be forgotten that the Rotorua citizens and the Government owe Pukeroa to the generosity of the Maoris. Fifty odd years ago the Arawa exhibited a spirit of chieftainlike generosity that some commercial-minded 
pakehas could not understand. The Government policy in establishing a State Spa at Rotorua was welcomed warmly, and apart from the sale of thermal areas to the Crown at very low prices, many absolute gifts were made. One of these was Pukeroa Hill, which was to be used as a recreation reserve by both Maoris and Europeans.

        
Now we may hope to see the removal of the structures which cumber the old citadel of the Arawa, and the spacious ground become once again the gathering place of Rotorua's two races for sports and holiday-making. It is really a wonderful public possession, capable of being made more beautiful and interesting still, by the planting of native trees—much neglected in Rotorua town so far—and, I suggest, by using native art-craft in wood-carving for the entrance gates, as in the days of old.

        
* * *

        
New Zealand's principal fault just now appears to be that it is producing too much that is too good. Alongside the newspaper heading “Higher Production—Big Butterfat Increase,” the other day, was the announcement, “Low Butter Prices Continue — Cheese Market Weaker.” All previous records in dairy produce yield have been broken by the grading figures for the 1932–33 season. So bad times simply seem to stimulate better quality. Very fine indeed—if we could only get the cash for it. Now it seems also that Nelson grows such wonderful apples that they are often too big to export, the graders say they are over the odds; smaller ones are more acceptable. Our honey is produced in such quantities that it is not easy to market it all; our eggs are better than any other eggs ever known to the henneries of the world. The land literally overflows with milk and honey. Even our fighting fish are the very best in the sporting market, and our geysers are hotter stuff than any other spouters known. All we want, as I said before, is for the world to come running this way with its money-bags.
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Famous New Zealanders

 No. 3 
Sir George Grey


 Some Impressions of a Great Administrator
          
        

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

        

          

            
Sir George Grey, K.C.B., soldier, explorer, governor, politician, orator, scholar and philanthropist, New Zealand's most commanding historical figure, is the subject of this sketch by a writer who knew him in his later days. No personality in the story of these islands was stronger or more enigmatical than Grey, who made many friends and many enemies, and none made more lasting impression on the country, for he framed its Constitution and in great measure shaped its future.
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(From a miniature in the N.Z. General Assembly Library.)


          

          

On a leading Auckland daily newspaper, in the days when Sir George Grey lived in retirement after his life of activity and turmoil, the practice held of sending a member of the staff to obtain the veteran's opinion on current political events of moment. It was tradition there that Sir George's sage views were of considerably greater value than those of most men, and certainly the journalistic practice usually was justified by results, for the old man seldom failed to say something interesting from a point of view that perhaps could not be expected from other public men of the day. His was the long sight; always he peered into the misty future. He drew from his great experience of the past lessons and warnings that he applied to the coming days. He could have said, with the poet, “The sunset of life gives me mystical lore.” More than once on newspaper duty, I had the opportunity of meeting the grand old man, and one occasion in particular is still vivid in memory. It was not long before Grey's final departure for England, and some development in New Zealand politics called for a talk with him and a request for his opinion on the situation. So this then youthful interviewer was despatched by the editor, who was a great friend of Grey and a supporter of his liberal principles in politics. Whatever the subject was, it was of lesser importance than that to which Sir George straight-away switched the conversation when I called on him at his home in Parnell. White of hair and of closely-cut crisp beard, stooped of shoulders (not so much the stoop of infirmity, as what is called the scholar's stoop, that always marked Grey), the great man sat there in his study looking out on the green lawns and the trees and through the trees, the sparkling Waitemata, the scene he loved more, I suppose, than any other on earth. When the first question was put, an expression of mild amusement gave a quite whimsical quirk to his lips and a gleam to his eyes. The sage was not to be drawn so easily. With perfect courtesy he put the subject aside for the moment and took up a new book he had just been reading and gave it to me for a glance. It was the Rev. Dr. Paton's book on the New Hebrides.

        

        

          
A South Sea Dream of Empire.

          
With that subject as a text he entered upon a fascinating exposition of his long ago scheme for a confederation of the islands of the South Pacific. He went back to the days of the first



Bishop Selwyn, when he and that man of fine courage cruised to the Western Pacific, and he told how it had been his ardent wish that all the Southern groups, from the New Hebrides eastward to Fiji, Tonga, Samoa and Rarotonga should be banded together into a kind of oceanic empire, under the British flag, with New Zealand as the administrative centre. It was now over forty years since he had suggested such a federation to the Imperial authorities, but no one in Britain then cared twopence for all the isles of the great South Sea, and Grey learned that he must concern himself only with New Zealand, which was considered quite enough trouble to the Mother Country.

          
The grey old statesman, his usually low, rather quavering voice strengthening and steadying as he discussed the subject that had always been of great concern to him, spoke of his ideal, of those long-ago days of his first governorship in New Zealand—an all-British expanse of island-dotted ocean, all British except for the French who had already got a footing in the Eastern Pacific; a federated constellation of tropic states in which civilised government should replace political chaos and intertribal bloodshed, in which trade should be stimulated by a fleet of vessels trading from Auckland to every group, and in which the approaches to New Zealand and Australia should be guarded by these chains of coral outposts.

          
That was the outline of his dream: a dream that had it then won the approval of the British Government, at the beginning of the Fifties, would have saved these colonies, and Britain too, a vast amount of anxiety and international complications and would have improved the condition of all the Island peoples.

          
This interviewer returned to the office with very vague ideas of Sir George's views on the political situation of the hour—naturally so, for the diplomatic veteran had said not a word that would give a handle to either faction; “a plague o’ both your houses” was no doubt his private opinion. But a far more spacious subject had been opened before him; he had had the rare opportunity of hearing the Pacific Confederation ideal expounded by its originator; a scheme that has been elaborated, in theory at least, by many a later publicist, and that some of our last generation of politicians liked to have the world imagine was quite a clever notion of their own. Grey's fine conception of the oceanic empire has to some extent been given effect to, for New Zealand's 
mana and flag now cover many Pacific islands; but there would have been a wide-extending homogeneity of government and corresponding peaceful progress among most of the groups south of the Equator had such a man as Grey been enabled to devote his personal influence and statecraft to the execution of such a plan of empire.

        

        

          
The First Governorship.

          
However, Grey's work in New Zealand is the known and visible measure of his greatness. His career here is a matter of familiar history at any rate the main features, and so need not be detailed in this brief sketch. What impresses one most, in a mental review of the man's capacity and achievements, successes—and failures—is his many-sidedness, his multiplicity of interests and accomplishments. He was a well-skilled soldier before he came out to “the Colonies,” he was an explorer of proved courage and enterprise, a scientist, and a writer, and a successful governor in South Australia before he saw New Zealand shores. He reduced administrative chaos to order at Auckland, and he carried through the North Auckland military campaign with success within a few weeks of his arrival. He was then only thirty-three years of age. He had two other little wars on his hands in the Islands, following on Heke's; these he disposed of; and then began the uninterrupted progress of the country. He found it distracted with war, he left it in peace at the end of his first governorship. It was in that first governorship that he established his character for statesmanship; it is the period by which we like best to remember him.

        

        

          
Grey's Maori People.

          
It was in those rough but golden days that he won the hearts of the Maoris by his interest in their customs and beliefs, legends and poetry, by his sympathy with their wishes to acquire civilised habits, and his practical assistance to the native farming communities. It is pleasant to recall the stories of Grey in camp on his long inland journeys, long before there were roads or bridges in the land, making light of all the little discomforts which annoyed his 
pakeha staff, and finding keen enjoyment in learning Maori and in listening to the endless folk-tales of the old chiefs, and with his faithful interpreter Piri-Kawau taking them down for future record. That was Grey's delight; he loved to recall with mingled pleasure and regret those days on the bush trail and in primitive 
Kaingas.


        

        

          
“Aroha” for the Governor.

          
Never was any ruler of a land with a native race so greeted and so lamented as Sir George Grey was when he was leaving New Zealand in 1853 on the completion of his first term of governorship. Deputations of chiefs and addresses of farewell from all over the island expressed the grief of the people at his departure. I would like to quote many of these poetic 
mihis of sorrow, but those from a Waikato district in which he had taken particular interest will indicate the sincerity and depth of the Maori esteem and gratitude. The place was Rangiaowhia, which under missionary and official guidance and help became a garden of cultivation and fruitfulness in the days before the war. Here came Grey in 1848 and 1849 visiting his loyal wheat-farmers and giving them practical encouragement in the arts of civilisation. An Englishman, Tom Power, was sent to instruct the people in ploughing and other farm work.

          


          
Hoani Papita Kahawai and other chiefs of Rangiaowhia, in their address of farewell to Kawana Kerei, recalled the great kindness which he had manifested towards the people of the place and the gifts of ploughs, horses, carts and other property, which had enabled the Maoris to assimilate some of the usages of the 
pakeha.


          
“You have made our lands important,” they wrote. “Our love to you and our remembrance of you will not cease; no, never. Go hence, O friend, go to the Queen and carry with you our love to her in return for the gifts which we have in our possession. If the Queen should send another governor, let his love for the Maoris be like yours, and we will repay him with our love.”

          
Another farmer chief, Hori te Waru, wrote: “Our love for you is great because you have shown us much kindness. You have elevated us and provided teachers to instruct our children and implant good principles in their hearts.”

        

        

          
The Tragedy of War.

          
And ten years later the Governor was launching an army against those once so loyal folk of Rangiaowhia, and presently Hoani Papita and his people were flying for their lives to the swamps and the ranges, leaving their beautiful village a ravaged and bloodstained ruin, and never again were they to worship in their pretty churches (that old Selwyn church of Rangiaowhia still stands there) or gather the fruits of the good soil. Land and cultivations, churches and all passed to the 
pakeha. For in Kawana Kerei's absence in South Africa, Rangiaowhia had become the centre of Maori Kingite politics; and gun and tomahawk displaced the peaceful age symbolised by Tom Power's plough.

          
The scene had changed indeed when Grey returned for his second governorship. Profound distrust had succeeded the olden confidence. Governor Grey was no longer the gladly hailed benefactor. Some of the Maori descriptions of him and his officials in the critical period just before the Waikato War were excellently apt and terse and to the point. The chief Patene told young John Gorst, the Government Commissioner at Te Awamutu, that the officers of the Government were worms, bait that Governor Grey was fishing with, and if they were suffered to remain some tribes of Waikato would inevitably be caught. It was a common saying that Governor Browne was a hawk who came swooping down on the Maoris from a clear sky, whereas Kawana Kerei was like a 
kiore, a rat; he would burrow underground and come out when and where least expected. A Ngati-Haua chief said that the usual way of catching a 
ruru (owl) was for one man to shake some object before it to attract its attention, while his companion slipped a noose over its head from behind; so Governor Grey had sent his companion (Gorst) to dazzle them with laws and regulations while he was waiting a chance to entangle them in the meshes of the Queen's sovereignity.

          

            

[image: Sir George Grey (1812–1898), Governor of New Zealand, 1845–1853 and 1861–1868. (From a photograph about 1860.)]
Sir George Grey (1812–1898), Governor of New Zealand, 1845–1853 and 1861–1868. (From a photograph about 1860.)


          

        

        

          
His Island of Retreat.

          
Perhaps the happiest time of Grey's life was when he was playing the squire on his beautiful island home the Kawau. That natural park of the Hauraki Gulf he made a kind of botanical museum; he had a staff of gardeners for the grounds of his mansion-house (it cost him £5,000), and from the island he sent many plants to stock the Albert Park in Auckland. He grew trees and flowers from all parts of the world; he even had coconut palms, under glass; they grew but there were no “milky-nuts.” There with his books and all manner of treasures about him, he lived a leisured cultured life and often played the hospitable host to famous men from abroad. It was from this quiet retreat, among the great 
pohutukawa groves and the products of many a foreign land, that he was called forth to lead a party and shake up the dry bones of politics in Wellington. He was an inspiration to reform; his presence, his eloquence, and his magnetic 
mana carried all before them—for a time. But that great burst of popularity, which followed on the successful appeal of a deputation which waited on him at the Kawau, was chiefly confined to Auckland, where Grey always was a hero. He was Premier of the Colony for two years, 1877–79. There is no space here to narrate the ex-Governor's career as a fighting politician; but it may be summed up as a



meteor-like life, full of fire and thrust. The veteran's last few years in politics were a miserable dragging out of a great career; wiser of him had he retired before his reputation and his popularity waned. He alienated his supporters by his too-autocratic methods, his obstinacy, his secretiveness, his unreliability, his indifference to the views of others of his party.

        

        

          
Grey and Robert Louis Stevenson.

          
But the sidelights on Grey as humanist; his literary and artistic interests, his splendid bequests to Auckland City, his friendship with scholars and scientists, are the most pleasant things in retrospect. One remembers how he and Robert Louis Stevenson met in Auckland; two men with a great deal in common, particularly in their regard for the native races of the Pacific. Stevenson passed through Auckland in February, 1893, on his way to and from Sydney; it was his last voyage, for he died in Samoa the following year. Those two eloquent greathearts, how they delighted in each other's company for the brief time R. L. S. had to spare while the mail-ship was in port. I have a treasured memory of that last passing through of Stevenson, for I met him there, on board the 
Mariposa, and he talked of his books (he told me he was busy on “The Schooner Farallone,” a title which later he changed to “The Ebb Tide”) and of Vailima, but most of all of Samoa's troubled politics. Presently Sir George Grey came down in his carriage, and took Stevenson off to his Parnell home, Stevenson recorded that visit in “Vailima Letters.” He wrote that he had seen a good deal of Sir George Grey:

          
“What a wonderful old historic figure to be walking on your arm and recalling ancient events and instances!


[image: The Bombardment of Ruapekapoka Pa. Sir George Grey (then Captain Grey), Governor, virtually directed the operations in the siege of Ruapekapeka Pa, the final scene in Hone Heke's war in the North. This picture, from a soldier's drawing, shows the attack on the stockade with artillery and war-rockets, on January 10, 1846. The Governor is in the group of officers in the middle of the picture.]
The Bombardment of Ruapekapoka Pa. Sir George Grey (then Captain Grey), Governor, virtually directed the operations in the siege of Ruapekapeka Pa, the final scene in Hone Heke's war in the North. This picture, from a soldier's drawing, shows the attack on the stockade with artillery and war-rockets, on January 10, 1846. The Governor is in the group of officers in the middle of the picture.


It makes a man small, and yet the extent to which he approved what I had done—or rather have tried to do—encouraged me. Sir George is an expert, at least he knows these races: he is not a small employé with an ink-pot and a Whitaker.”

          
Stevenson hotly championed the cause of the Samoan people and assailed with all the indignation of his chivalrous soul the mismanagement of affairs there by the Powers. Grey understood all that, and he had a keenly sympathetic listener when he sketched his early-days dream, the federation of the South Pacific Islands which would have prevented the more than half-a-century of 
raruraru, to use an expressive Maori word—turmoil, botheration, distraction—in Samoa, for had he had his way the group would have been under a British protectorate in the Fifties.

        

        

          
The Last Days.

          
Of the flickering out of a great spirit, much that would be moving could be written—his prophet-like last speeches in Auckland, his pact with his old political antagonist Rewi Maniapoto to be buried both in the same grave at Rewi's old home, a pathetic covenant that was never fulfilled; his voyage to England and his reconciliation to the wife of his youth. Hori Kerei's bones lie in St. Paul's Cathedral, not in a township on the Old Frontier of Waikato. But the story of New Zealand is his real monument; his work as a nation-builder, a lawgiver; his benefactions to the citizens of Auckland, his salving of Maori legends and poetry. His “Polynesian Mythology” alone assures him lasting fame.
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Sir George Grey, K.C.B., soldier, explorer, governor, politician, orator, scholar and philanthropist, New Zealand's most commanding historical figure, is the subject of this sketch by a writer who knew him in his later days. No personality in the story of these islands was stronger or more enigmatical than Grey, who made many friends and many enemies, and none made more lasting impression on the country, for he framed its Constitution and in great measure shaped its future.
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Sir George Grey whom a young man.


(From a miniature in the N.Z. General Assembly Library.)


          

          

On a leading Auckland daily newspaper, in the days when Sir George Grey lived in retirement after his life of activity and turmoil, the practice held of sending a member of the staff to obtain the veteran's opinion on current political events of moment. It was tradition there that Sir George's sage views were of considerably greater value than those of most men, and certainly the journalistic practice usually was justified by results, for the old man seldom failed to say something interesting from a point of view that perhaps could not be expected from other public men of the day. His was the long sight; always he peered into the misty future. He drew from his great experience of the past lessons and warnings that he applied to the coming days. He could have said, with the poet, “The sunset of life gives me mystical lore.” More than once on newspaper duty, I had the opportunity of meeting the grand old man, and one occasion in particular is still vivid in memory. It was not long before Grey's final departure for England, and some development in New Zealand politics called for a talk with him and a request for his opinion on the situation. So this then youthful interviewer was despatched by the editor, who was a great friend of Grey and a supporter of his liberal principles in politics. Whatever the subject was, it was of lesser importance than that to which Sir George straight-away switched the conversation when I called on him at his home in Parnell. White of hair and of closely-cut crisp beard, stooped of shoulders (not so much the stoop of infirmity, as what is called the scholar's stoop, that always marked Grey), the great man sat there in his study looking out on the green lawns and the trees and through the trees, the sparkling Waitemata, the scene he loved more, I suppose, than any other on earth. When the first question was put, an expression of mild amusement gave a quite whimsical quirk to his lips and a gleam to his eyes. The sage was not to be drawn so easily. With perfect courtesy he put the subject aside for the moment and took up a new book he had just been reading and gave it to me for a glance. It was the Rev. Dr. Paton's book on the New Hebrides.
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A South Sea Dream of Empire.

          
With that subject as a text he entered upon a fascinating exposition of his long ago scheme for a confederation of the islands of the South Pacific. He went back to the days of the first



Bishop Selwyn, when he and that man of fine courage cruised to the Western Pacific, and he told how it had been his ardent wish that all the Southern groups, from the New Hebrides eastward to Fiji, Tonga, Samoa and Rarotonga should be banded together into a kind of oceanic empire, under the British flag, with New Zealand as the administrative centre. It was now over forty years since he had suggested such a federation to the Imperial authorities, but no one in Britain then cared twopence for all the isles of the great South Sea, and Grey learned that he must concern himself only with New Zealand, which was considered quite enough trouble to the Mother Country.

          
The grey old statesman, his usually low, rather quavering voice strengthening and steadying as he discussed the subject that had always been of great concern to him, spoke of his ideal, of those long-ago days of his first governorship in New Zealand—an all-British expanse of island-dotted ocean, all British except for the French who had already got a footing in the Eastern Pacific; a federated constellation of tropic states in which civilised government should replace political chaos and intertribal bloodshed, in which trade should be stimulated by a fleet of vessels trading from Auckland to every group, and in which the approaches to New Zealand and Australia should be guarded by these chains of coral outposts.

          
That was the outline of his dream: a dream that had it then won the approval of the British Government, at the beginning of the Fifties, would have saved these colonies, and Britain too, a vast amount of anxiety and international complications and would have improved the condition of all the Island peoples.

          
This interviewer returned to the office with very vague ideas of Sir George's views on the political situation of the hour—naturally so, for the diplomatic veteran had said not a word that would give a handle to either faction; “a plague o’ both your houses” was no doubt his private opinion. But a far more spacious subject had been opened before him; he had had the rare opportunity of hearing the Pacific Confederation ideal expounded by its originator; a scheme that has been elaborated, in theory at least, by many a later publicist, and that some of our last generation of politicians liked to have the world imagine was quite a clever notion of their own. Grey's fine conception of the oceanic empire has to some extent been given effect to, for New Zealand's 
mana and flag now cover many Pacific islands; but there would have been a wide-extending homogeneity of government and corresponding peaceful progress among most of the groups south of the Equator had such a man as Grey been enabled to devote his personal influence and statecraft to the execution of such a plan of empire.
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The First Governorship.

          
However, Grey's work in New Zealand is the known and visible measure of his greatness. His career here is a matter of familiar history at any rate the main features, and so need not be detailed in this brief sketch. What impresses one most, in a mental review of the man's capacity and achievements, successes—and failures—is his many-sidedness, his multiplicity of interests and accomplishments. He was a well-skilled soldier before he came out to “the Colonies,” he was an explorer of proved courage and enterprise, a scientist, and a writer, and a successful governor in South Australia before he saw New Zealand shores. He reduced administrative chaos to order at Auckland, and he carried through the North Auckland military campaign with success within a few weeks of his arrival. He was then only thirty-three years of age. He had two other little wars on his hands in the Islands, following on Heke's; these he disposed of; and then began the uninterrupted progress of the country. He found it distracted with war, he left it in peace at the end of his first governorship. It was in that first governorship that he established his character for statesmanship; it is the period by which we like best to remember him.
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Grey's Maori People.

          
It was in those rough but golden days that he won the hearts of the Maoris by his interest in their customs and beliefs, legends and poetry, by his sympathy with their wishes to acquire civilised habits, and his practical assistance to the native farming communities. It is pleasant to recall the stories of Grey in camp on his long inland journeys, long before there were roads or bridges in the land, making light of all the little discomforts which annoyed his 
pakeha staff, and finding keen enjoyment in learning Maori and in listening to the endless folk-tales of the old chiefs, and with his faithful interpreter Piri-Kawau taking them down for future record. That was Grey's delight; he loved to recall with mingled pleasure and regret those days on the bush trail and in primitive 
Kaingas.
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“Aroha” for the Governor.

          
Never was any ruler of a land with a native race so greeted and so lamented as Sir George Grey was when he was leaving New Zealand in 1853 on the completion of his first term of governorship. Deputations of chiefs and addresses of farewell from all over the island expressed the grief of the people at his departure. I would like to quote many of these poetic 
mihis of sorrow, but those from a Waikato district in which he had taken particular interest will indicate the sincerity and depth of the Maori esteem and gratitude. The place was Rangiaowhia, which under missionary and official guidance and help became a garden of cultivation and fruitfulness in the days before the war. Here came Grey in 1848 and 1849 visiting his loyal wheat-farmers and giving them practical encouragement in the arts of civilisation. An Englishman, Tom Power, was sent to instruct the people in ploughing and other farm work.

          


          
Hoani Papita Kahawai and other chiefs of Rangiaowhia, in their address of farewell to Kawana Kerei, recalled the great kindness which he had manifested towards the people of the place and the gifts of ploughs, horses, carts and other property, which had enabled the Maoris to assimilate some of the usages of the 
pakeha.


          
“You have made our lands important,” they wrote. “Our love to you and our remembrance of you will not cease; no, never. Go hence, O friend, go to the Queen and carry with you our love to her in return for the gifts which we have in our possession. If the Queen should send another governor, let his love for the Maoris be like yours, and we will repay him with our love.”

          
Another farmer chief, Hori te Waru, wrote: “Our love for you is great because you have shown us much kindness. You have elevated us and provided teachers to instruct our children and implant good principles in their hearts.”
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The Tragedy of War.

          
And ten years later the Governor was launching an army against those once so loyal folk of Rangiaowhia, and presently Hoani Papita and his people were flying for their lives to the swamps and the ranges, leaving their beautiful village a ravaged and bloodstained ruin, and never again were they to worship in their pretty churches (that old Selwyn church of Rangiaowhia still stands there) or gather the fruits of the good soil. Land and cultivations, churches and all passed to the 
pakeha. For in Kawana Kerei's absence in South Africa, Rangiaowhia had become the centre of Maori Kingite politics; and gun and tomahawk displaced the peaceful age symbolised by Tom Power's plough.

          
The scene had changed indeed when Grey returned for his second governorship. Profound distrust had succeeded the olden confidence. Governor Grey was no longer the gladly hailed benefactor. Some of the Maori descriptions of him and his officials in the critical period just before the Waikato War were excellently apt and terse and to the point. The chief Patene told young John Gorst, the Government Commissioner at Te Awamutu, that the officers of the Government were worms, bait that Governor Grey was fishing with, and if they were suffered to remain some tribes of Waikato would inevitably be caught. It was a common saying that Governor Browne was a hawk who came swooping down on the Maoris from a clear sky, whereas Kawana Kerei was like a 
kiore, a rat; he would burrow underground and come out when and where least expected. A Ngati-Haua chief said that the usual way of catching a 
ruru (owl) was for one man to shake some object before it to attract its attention, while his companion slipped a noose over its head from behind; so Governor Grey had sent his companion (Gorst) to dazzle them with laws and regulations while he was waiting a chance to entangle them in the meshes of the Queen's sovereignity.
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His Island of Retreat.

          
Perhaps the happiest time of Grey's life was when he was playing the squire on his beautiful island home the Kawau. That natural park of the Hauraki Gulf he made a kind of botanical museum; he had a staff of gardeners for the grounds of his mansion-house (it cost him £5,000), and from the island he sent many plants to stock the Albert Park in Auckland. He grew trees and flowers from all parts of the world; he even had coconut palms, under glass; they grew but there were no “milky-nuts.” There with his books and all manner of treasures about him, he lived a leisured cultured life and often played the hospitable host to famous men from abroad. It was from this quiet retreat, among the great 
pohutukawa groves and the products of many a foreign land, that he was called forth to lead a party and shake up the dry bones of politics in Wellington. He was an inspiration to reform; his presence, his eloquence, and his magnetic 
mana carried all before them—for a time. But that great burst of popularity, which followed on the successful appeal of a deputation which waited on him at the Kawau, was chiefly confined to Auckland, where Grey always was a hero. He was Premier of the Colony for two years, 1877–79. There is no space here to narrate the ex-Governor's career as a fighting politician; but it may be summed up as a



meteor-like life, full of fire and thrust. The veteran's last few years in politics were a miserable dragging out of a great career; wiser of him had he retired before his reputation and his popularity waned. He alienated his supporters by his too-autocratic methods, his obstinacy, his secretiveness, his unreliability, his indifference to the views of others of his party.
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Grey and Robert Louis Stevenson.

          
But the sidelights on Grey as humanist; his literary and artistic interests, his splendid bequests to Auckland City, his friendship with scholars and scientists, are the most pleasant things in retrospect. One remembers how he and Robert Louis Stevenson met in Auckland; two men with a great deal in common, particularly in their regard for the native races of the Pacific. Stevenson passed through Auckland in February, 1893, on his way to and from Sydney; it was his last voyage, for he died in Samoa the following year. Those two eloquent greathearts, how they delighted in each other's company for the brief time R. L. S. had to spare while the mail-ship was in port. I have a treasured memory of that last passing through of Stevenson, for I met him there, on board the 
Mariposa, and he talked of his books (he told me he was busy on “The Schooner Farallone,” a title which later he changed to “The Ebb Tide”) and of Vailima, but most of all of Samoa's troubled politics. Presently Sir George Grey came down in his carriage, and took Stevenson off to his Parnell home, Stevenson recorded that visit in “Vailima Letters.” He wrote that he had seen a good deal of Sir George Grey:

          
“What a wonderful old historic figure to be walking on your arm and recalling ancient events and instances!


[image: The Bombardment of Ruapekapoka Pa. Sir George Grey (then Captain Grey), Governor, virtually directed the operations in the siege of Ruapekapeka Pa, the final scene in Hone Heke's war in the North. This picture, from a soldier's drawing, shows the attack on the stockade with artillery and war-rockets, on January 10, 1846. The Governor is in the group of officers in the middle of the picture.]
The Bombardment of Ruapekapoka Pa. Sir George Grey (then Captain Grey), Governor, virtually directed the operations in the siege of Ruapekapeka Pa, the final scene in Hone Heke's war in the North. This picture, from a soldier's drawing, shows the attack on the stockade with artillery and war-rockets, on January 10, 1846. The Governor is in the group of officers in the middle of the picture.


It makes a man small, and yet the extent to which he approved what I had done—or rather have tried to do—encouraged me. Sir George is an expert, at least he knows these races: he is not a small employé with an ink-pot and a Whitaker.”

          
Stevenson hotly championed the cause of the Samoan people and assailed with all the indignation of his chivalrous soul the mismanagement of affairs there by the Powers. Grey understood all that, and he had a keenly sympathetic listener when he sketched his early-days dream, the federation of the South Pacific Islands which would have prevented the more than half-a-century of 
raruraru, to use an expressive Maori word—turmoil, botheration, distraction—in Samoa, for had he had his way the group would have been under a British protectorate in the Fifties.
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The Last Days.

          
Of the flickering out of a great spirit, much that would be moving could be written—his prophet-like last speeches in Auckland, his pact with his old political antagonist Rewi Maniapoto to be buried both in the same grave at Rewi's old home, a pathetic covenant that was never fulfilled; his voyage to England and his reconciliation to the wife of his youth. Hori Kerei's bones lie in St. Paul's Cathedral, not in a township on the Old Frontier of Waikato. But the story of New Zealand is his real monument; his work as a nation-builder, a lawgiver; his benefactions to the citizens of Auckland, his salving of Maori legends and poetry. His “Polynesian Mythology” alone assures him lasting fame.
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Our London Letter

 Luxurious Rolling Stock on the Home Railways
          
        

        

          
By 
Arthur L. Stead.
        

        

          

New and luxurious passenger stock is constantly being put into traffic on the Home railways. In these days of keen competition, attractive and comfortable passenger carriages play a big part in retaining business to the rail, and on the four group railways of Britain there is found to-day some of the finest passenger rolling-stock in the whole world.

          
The London, Midland and Scottish line—the largest of the four British consolidations—has just introduced into the fast Anglo-Scottish services a batch of new composite (first and third-class) passenger carriages of exceptionally interesting design. The carriages are 60 ft. 1 in. long over body, and 8 ft. 11¼ in. wide. Distance between centres of bogies is 43 ft. 6 in., and bogie wheel base 9 ft. The underframe is of rolled steel channels, and the body framing is of teak with steel panelling arranged to give a flush finish. Two first-class and four third-class compartments are reached from a side corridor running the full length of the coach, and entrance to the vehicle is gained by two doors on each side, one door being placed at either end of the car.

          
Because of the luxurious nature of the interior fittings, each first-class compartment seats four passengers only. Upholstery is in blue and gold moquette, and arm-rests give the seats an arm-chair character. The floor is covered with a hand-woven carpet, and the windows are fitted with curtains and blinds of blue and gold silk. The interior woodwork is of walnut. In the third-class section, six passengers are accommodated in each compartment. Grey velvet upholstery is here employed. A tasteful rubber mat covers the floor, and mahogany is the interior woodwork favoured. The lavatory at the end of the carriage has walls of duck-eggshell blue Rexine, and the floor is laid with terrazzo. Heating, ventilation and lighting, have been given special attention, and all things considered it would be hard to find a more comfortable and attractive passenger carriage than this, excluding, of course, the special Pullman and similar vehicles for the use of which an additional fare has to be paid.

          
The view has more than once been expressed that the British railways are inclined to unduly pamper the modern traveller in the matter of luxurious rolling-stock. Whatever truth there may be in this, it is certainly striking how the railways have put themselves out in recent years to add to the pleasure and comfort of passenger travel. Luxurious interior fittings to carriages have been
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supplemented by such innovations as travelling cinema shows and radio entertainments, gramophones and libraries. On the group railways of Britain, there are in daily service travelling cocktail bars, hairdressing saloons, quick-lunch buffets, shower-baths, and a score of other amenities undreamt of a decade or two ago.

        

        

          
A Cinema Innovation.

          
Recently, the Southern Railway has commenced the construction of a special station cinema at the Victoria terminal, in London, the designing of which has been entrusted to Mr. Alister MacDonald, the architect son of the Prime Minister. News films chiefly, will be shewn, interspersed with films depicting travel scenes at home and abroad. Passengers waiting for trains will be admitted free of charge, and timely warning of the approaching departure of each train will be flashed on the screen during the programme.

          
Just what the railwaymen of the nineteenth century would think of innovations of this character is a bit of a problem. Stephenson and Brunel, for example, never dreamt of the railway industry embracing such activities as part of its daily routine. This year, it may be recalled, the Great Western Railway is celebrating the one hundredth anniversary of the appointment of Isambard Brunel as its chief engineer.

          
Brunel practically made the Great Western Railway. He was the pioneer of broad-gauge railways, and among the famous engineering works that stand to his credit are the Clifton Suspension Bridge over the Menai Straits, and the even more remarkable Royal Albert Bridge, conveying the Great Western line over the River Tamar, at Saltash, near Plymouth. Another activity of the gifted engineer was the construction of the atmospheric railway which linked Exeter with Newton Abbot, in South Devon. It was the good fortune of the writer to travel over Brunel's Saltash Bridge a short time ago, and to inspect this unique monument to engineering genius, which is to-day in as sound a condition as it was when opened for traffic more than sixty years ago.

        

        

          
“Country Lorry” Services.

          
In the successful combating of road competition, the Great Western Railway is an acknowledged leader. This line was one of the first to realise how rapidly road transport was destined to expand, and in addition to being the pioneer of railwayowned road motor vehicles, the Great Western has probably advanced more than any other system in the direction of acquiring financial and working interests in the leading road transport undertakings.

          
Apart from the ordinary town collection and delivery services by road motor, the Great Western operates a most successful “railhead distribution” service, to which previous reference has been made in these pages; and an elaborate interlinked “country lorry” service, under which remote villages are given daily road connection with the railway. “Country lorry” services are now established at 115 centres, while a number of special



collection services for milk have been inaugurated in the West Country, in one case involving the collection of 7,000 gallons per day from 600 scattered farms. In the city collection and delivery services, the Great Western have largely replaced horses by nine horse-power petrol tractors, running on three wheels. These have proved most economical, and exceptionally convenient for movement in congested streets and works premises.

        

        

          
Big Italian Electrification Scheme.

          
The recent opening of the throughout electrified main-line of the Southern Railway of England, between London and Brighton, is not apparently to be allowed to pass unchallenged. Several of the continental railway systems have big electrification plans in prospect, the most noteworthy of these being in Italy and Sweden.

          
In Italy proposals have been approved for the conversion from steam to electric operation, of about 2,500 miles of railway track, at a total cost of something like £45,000,000. The scheme is divided into three sections, each section embracing four years’ work. The principal routes concerned are those connecting Italy with Switzerland and Austria, and the north-south main-line between Milan and Reggio, on the Straits of Messina, as well as the Turin-Trieste main-line.
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The “Flying Hamburger.”

          
To the world-famed giants among passenger trains, like the “Flying Scotsman,” the “Royal Scot.” the Wellington-Auckland Limited, the “Twentieth Century Limited,” and the Chicago-Los Angeles “Chief,” there is now to be added another name. This is the “Flying Hamburger” of the German National Railways, operating between Berlin and the port of Hamburg.

          
The “Flying Hamburger” covers the 178 miles between the German capital and Hamburg in about 140 minutes, a throughout average speed of 75 m.p.h. It is not a conventional heavy passenger train, this remarkable “Flying Hamburger,” but a two-car articulated train, accommodating 102 passengers, and driven by two 410 h.p. Maybach-Diesel engines. The train is the result of lengthy experiments conducted by the German authorities with Diesel-electric units, and in the near future it is likely that many new services of this character will be introduced. In general, Germany is not a land of high passenger train speeds. The main-line services are not particularly speedy, although they are exceptionally punctual. Forty miles an hour is considered quite a good average express speed in Germany, and for all practical purposes this speed appears to meet adequately the needs of German travellers.
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New and luxurious passenger stock is constantly being put into traffic on the Home railways. In these days of keen competition, attractive and comfortable passenger carriages play a big part in retaining business to the rail, and on the four group railways of Britain there is found to-day some of the finest passenger rolling-stock in the whole world.

          
The London, Midland and Scottish line—the largest of the four British consolidations—has just introduced into the fast Anglo-Scottish services a batch of new composite (first and third-class) passenger carriages of exceptionally interesting design. The carriages are 60 ft. 1 in. long over body, and 8 ft. 11¼ in. wide. Distance between centres of bogies is 43 ft. 6 in., and bogie wheel base 9 ft. The underframe is of rolled steel channels, and the body framing is of teak with steel panelling arranged to give a flush finish. Two first-class and four third-class compartments are reached from a side corridor running the full length of the coach, and entrance to the vehicle is gained by two doors on each side, one door being placed at either end of the car.

          
Because of the luxurious nature of the interior fittings, each first-class compartment seats four passengers only. Upholstery is in blue and gold moquette, and arm-rests give the seats an arm-chair character. The floor is covered with a hand-woven carpet, and the windows are fitted with curtains and blinds of blue and gold silk. The interior woodwork is of walnut. In the third-class section, six passengers are accommodated in each compartment. Grey velvet upholstery is here employed. A tasteful rubber mat covers the floor, and mahogany is the interior woodwork favoured. The lavatory at the end of the carriage has walls of duck-eggshell blue Rexine, and the floor is laid with terrazzo. Heating, ventilation and lighting, have been given special attention, and all things considered it would be hard to find a more comfortable and attractive passenger carriage than this, excluding, of course, the special Pullman and similar vehicles for the use of which an additional fare has to be paid.

          
The view has more than once been expressed that the British railways are inclined to unduly pamper the modern traveller in the matter of luxurious rolling-stock. Whatever truth there may be in this, it is certainly striking how the railways have put themselves out in recent years to add to the pleasure and comfort of passenger travel. Luxurious interior fittings to carriages have been
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Camp of the 65th Regiment at Onepoto Valley, Napier, 1859.
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Historical Incidents
          
        

        

          
Written for “The New Zealand Railways Magazine” by J. C.
        

        

          

Much has been written during the last few weeks of what is practically the rebirth of Napier, the splendidly successful effort of reconstruction after the double disaster of earth-quake and fire, and of the resolution and courage displayed by the people of Hawke's Bay in their endeavours to overcome the trouble with which the powers of Nature afflicted them. Headed by His Excellency the Governor, the citizens of New Zealand have united to do honour to the plucky men and women of the devastated districts who have risen superior to evil Fate and have made their town a better place in some respects than it was before the great misfortune fell upon them. The daily newspapers have told us much of that. Hawke's Bay is at work again more busily than before; time is effacing its scars; skilled scientific building is making its provincial capital safer than before.

          
Authentic pictures of the past of a country are particularly interesting in such a land as New Zealand, with its adventurous history, a many-coloured story of pioneer life and hazard. Hawke's Bay settlement was not endangered, except on one memorable occasion, by such wars and raids as Taranaki suffered in the Sixties. Nevertheless there was much of the rough end of life in the infancy of the province. The endeavours of the early settlers to turn the wild land to account were necessarily strenuous, and often visited by misfortune. Travel was difficult in that unroaded, unbridged country, where even the Maori population was sparse, except near the coast.

        

        

          
When the “Royal Tigers” Came.

          
Napier was not without its military life and stir, both before and during the Hauhau wars on the East Coast. As early as 1857 there was a garrison of British troops in the young town. This was a detachment of some 200 of the 65th Regiment, that hard-fighting corps of Indian fame which had for its proud nickname
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“The Royal Tigers.” The 65th had been in New Zealand for twelve years and were by this time veterans in Colonial life. They were sent to Napier as the result of a local intertribal feud, between factions of the Ngati-Kahungunu tribe; really they were not needed, because the 
pakeha population was never at any time in danger, at any rate not until the early Sixties, when the 65th were busy elsewhere.

        

        

          
The Tale of a Maori Curse.

          
The Maori trouble was a kind of family squabble, arising out of what was regarded
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Napier To-day


as a curse. The principal chief of Hawke's Bay, Te Hapuku, also called Te Ika nui o te Moana (“The Great Fish of the Ocean”) had been from the first the friend of the land-purchase officers and the settlers, and he had led his tribe in selling large blocks of land to the Government. Next to him in importance was Tareha Te Moananui. He also had sold land, including the site of Napier town. In 1857 a quarrel arose between the two chiefs, always jealous of one another, and Te Moananui, somewhat illogically taunted Te Hapuku with having sold land and forests to the 
pakeha. “As he has sold the forest,” he said, “he must now cook his food with the bones of his ancestors.”

          
This speech was a most serious 
kanga, or curse, to the Maori mind, and “The Great Fish of the Ocean” raised a war-party of his clan and attacked Te Moananui. In vindication of his war-making he said: “A blow is soon forgotten, but insulting words live for ever.”

          
Te Moananui, in his turn, besieged Te Hapuku in his palisaded 
pa. As the scene of the trouble was within a few miles of Napier the white population became alarmed and the Governor of the day was appealed to to send soldiers to protect the settlement. Now came into action the founder of Napier, the great Donald Maclean (afterwards Sir Donald), who was the Government agent in Hawke's Bay. He arranged a peaceful settlement. Te Hapuku, who seemed to be getting the worst of it, agreed to evacuate his 
pa and remove to a more secure spot, his ancestral lands at Poukawa. He burned his village, and with all his people marched off with the honours of war.

          
Meanwhile, the 65th detachment, commanded by Colonel Wyatt, arrived and established a camp at Onepoto, a valley and beach on the side of Scinde Island facing the inner harbour. One-poto means a short strip of sandy beach. Some facetious members of the Royal Tigers christened the camp “One-potato Gully.”

        

        

          
An Inland Journey in 1859.

          
One of the 65th officers stationed at Napier at this period was a young lieutenant named H. S. Bates. He liked the Maoris and learned their language, and he married a young chieftainess, daughter of Manihera, of the Atiawa tribe (of Taranaki), in Wellington. In 1863 he was made interpreter and A.D.C. to the



Governor, Sir George Grey. When he returned to England with his regiment, of which he became Colonel, he left a young son to be educated with a missionary family (the mother had died), and to this son in later years he left all his large property in England. The son was the late Mr. H. S. Bates, of Wanganui who gave me some of the sketches and manuscript narratives left by his father. This account of a ride through Hawke's Bay, in 1859, is of value as a picture of the primitive condition of this now well-settled and wealthy province. Lieutenant Bates had been invited by two acquaintances, young sheep farmers on the Ruataniwha Plains, to visit them at their new station at shearing time.

          
“It was a hot summer morning, at the end of 1859,” he wrote. “I had started from my little hut in the One-poto Valley, a narrow gorge on Scinde Island, surrounded by fern-clad hills, a spot in which fate and the service of my country compelled me to while away two and a half years of life. It was pleasant to climb up the steep roadway which led from the confined valley, and inhale the cool sea breeze which was borne to the plateau where the recently erected wooden barracks stood, surrounded by an earth parapet. Descending a steep and newly-cut bridle track, we left the fern-clad hills of Scinde Island and came on to a flat, or wide sterile expanse of pumice stone, the debris of some far-off volcano. This was the site of the future town of Napier, and though there were at present only two or three small weather-boarded and shingled shanties on it, the map which hung in the Provincial Survey Office showed it parcelled out into streets, squares, and corner lots, with here and there a church or school house reserve. Vain dreams they seemed then; but the performance has been greater than the anticipation. Years afterwards I sold the quarter of an acre which I owned in the pumice-stone desert for £300, or at the rate of £1200 per acre.

          
“Passing over this scene of desolation, we came to a long strip of hard shingle, over which we made good progress. On our left were low sandhills, which separated us from the sea beach, on which the little waves were breaking in melodious rhythm. Oyster-catchers and other sea-birds stood here and there, perched on stones, gazing seaward, or now and again picking up some mussel or other shellfish, bearing the bivalve aloft and letting it drop on some hard piece of rock below, a process which was repeated again and again till the shell cracked and gave up its contents. On our right were mudflats and swamps fringed with raupo reeds.

        

        

          
German and Irish.

          
“About seven miles from Napier the track turned abruptly to the right, and a deep river bars the way. On the other side of the river, which is about a hundred yards wide, smoke rises from the turf chimney of a small hut built of sods. Two or three vigorous ‘coo-ees’ bring the ferryman out of his 
whare, and he proceeds to work a crazy ramshackle sort of ferry boat over to our side, by hauling at a chain. A rough-looking German is Nat Tieck, commonly known as ‘the colonel,’ a man of few words. We quickly dismount, and lead our horses on to the cranky raft. I help the ferryman to haul on the chain, and we are soon landed on the other side. The ‘colonel's’ wife, a red-headed Irishwoman, is digging potatoes in a fenced-in patch. Her I politely address with ‘Güten Morgen, Frau Tieck, wie geht's ihnen?’ To which the red-headed one replies with some asperity, ‘Ah, go along wid yez and yer blarney!’

          
“We climb on to our horses’ backs and jog along another mile to the village of Clive, a new settlement, which consists of a Maori 
pa fenced on the river's bank, a few huts, a weather-boarded publichouse, and last, a well-built house, the home of Mr. Ferguson, an elderly North of Ireland man, who is king of the place. He is a magistrate and keeps the general store, where you can buy anything from a ‘goashore’ iron pot or a spade to a tin of sardines or a bottle of hair-oil. As we enter the public room of the little wooden



house, there behind the board which stretches across an angle of the room, forming the bar, there is a pleasant vision, the landlord's half-caste daughter, the possessor of a pretty face and comely figure, fine and generous curves.

          
“Our horses were quite fresh after their feed and two hours rest, and we were soon loping along at a bush canter, the usual colonial pace. We passed Pakowhai, with its stockaded enclosure and thatched huts overhung by luxuriant peach trees. Shortly before sunset we descended some low hills and came to a river, on the far side of which was a wooden house with reed-thatched roof, backed by a stable built of rough hewn slabs. Two or three native huts stood near. This was Ngawhakatatara, our resting place for the night. Next day we got on to Ruataniwha Plains, on the extremity of which was the sheep station for which we were bound. On our left rose low hills, while the plain, covered with coarse native grass, with here and there a palm-like cabbage-tree, stretched for some twenty miles up to the edge of the Seventy-mile Bush. On our right the margin of the plain was marked by the sombre range of the Ruahine Mountains. By sundown we reached Te Kereru, the sheep station of our friends. A neat weather-board house with a verandah encircling it, stood on a gentle eminence, backed by the bush, with a wide prospect over the great yellow plain. The forest near the house had been roughly cleared and burnt, leaving some of the larger trees still standing; their blackened stumps and scorched branches pointing in indignant remonstrance to the unheeding sky. Near at hand was the woolshed, a long wooden erection, and beyond this again were various huts and stockyards. We were warmly welcomed by the two partners. The gang of sheep-shearers had arrived, and for the next few days from early dawn to late in the evening, every soul would be hard at work.”

          
Then the return to Onepoto camp: “Hark to that bugle call resounding in the still morning air! I am within two miles of home. As I recognise the reveillé, which is sounding at the barracks on the top of the hill, I kick Robin into a canter. There is just time for me to get to my house, a gorgeous structure made apparently of sardine-boxes and biscuit-tins, there to jump into my tub, hurry on my uniform and get up to barracks in time as officer of the day, to inspect the issue of bread and meat.”

        

        

          

            
Napier'S Masonic Hotel.
          

          
Famous for many years for its table and wines, the Masonic created for itself an atmosphere quite unique in the annals of colonial hotels.

          
To-day on its old key position, a new Masonic has been built, of which Napier may well be proud. Constructed on the most approved shock-proof system, and exemplifying the finest type of that individualistic architecture which is making Napier unique amongst Colonial cities, the building is designed to give sheltered sunshine in two main courts and with a “loggia” and sun porches taking full value of the incomparable sea view over the new Parade.

          
The Lounge and Dining-room are unequalled in the Dominion for design and beauty of furnishing and bed-rooms embody every modern convenience.

          
Very attractive terms are being offered by the Management, to those desirous of making a prolonged stay during the winter months.
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Much has been written during the last few weeks of what is practically the rebirth of Napier, the splendidly successful effort of reconstruction after the double disaster of earth-quake and fire, and of the resolution and courage displayed by the people of Hawke's Bay in their endeavours to overcome the trouble with which the powers of Nature afflicted them. Headed by His Excellency the Governor, the citizens of New Zealand have united to do honour to the plucky men and women of the devastated districts who have risen superior to evil Fate and have made their town a better place in some respects than it was before the great misfortune fell upon them. The daily newspapers have told us much of that. Hawke's Bay is at work again more busily than before; time is effacing its scars; skilled scientific building is making its provincial capital safer than before.

          
Authentic pictures of the past of a country are particularly interesting in such a land as New Zealand, with its adventurous history, a many-coloured story of pioneer life and hazard. Hawke's Bay settlement was not endangered, except on one memorable occasion, by such wars and raids as Taranaki suffered in the Sixties. Nevertheless there was much of the rough end of life in the infancy of the province. The endeavours of the early settlers to turn the wild land to account were necessarily strenuous, and often visited by misfortune. Travel was difficult in that unroaded, unbridged country, where even the Maori population was sparse, except near the coast.
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When the “Royal Tigers” Came.

          
Napier was not without its military life and stir, both before and during the Hauhau wars on the East Coast. As early as 1857 there was a garrison of British troops in the young town. This was a detachment of some 200 of the 65th Regiment, that hard-fighting corps of Indian fame which had for its proud nickname
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“The Royal Tigers.” The 65th had been in New Zealand for twelve years and were by this time veterans in Colonial life. They were sent to Napier as the result of a local intertribal feud, between factions of the Ngati-Kahungunu tribe; really they were not needed, because the 
pakeha population was never at any time in danger, at any rate not until the early Sixties, when the 65th were busy elsewhere.
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The Maori trouble was a kind of family squabble, arising out of what was regarded
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as a curse. The principal chief of Hawke's Bay, Te Hapuku, also called Te Ika nui o te Moana (“The Great Fish of the Ocean”) had been from the first the friend of the land-purchase officers and the settlers, and he had led his tribe in selling large blocks of land to the Government. Next to him in importance was Tareha Te Moananui. He also had sold land, including the site of Napier town. In 1857 a quarrel arose between the two chiefs, always jealous of one another, and Te Moananui, somewhat illogically taunted Te Hapuku with having sold land and forests to the 
pakeha. “As he has sold the forest,” he said, “he must now cook his food with the bones of his ancestors.”

          
This speech was a most serious 
kanga, or curse, to the Maori mind, and “The Great Fish of the Ocean” raised a war-party of his clan and attacked Te Moananui. In vindication of his war-making he said: “A blow is soon forgotten, but insulting words live for ever.”

          
Te Moananui, in his turn, besieged Te Hapuku in his palisaded 
pa. As the scene of the trouble was within a few miles of Napier the white population became alarmed and the Governor of the day was appealed to to send soldiers to protect the settlement. Now came into action the founder of Napier, the great Donald Maclean (afterwards Sir Donald), who was the Government agent in Hawke's Bay. He arranged a peaceful settlement. Te Hapuku, who seemed to be getting the worst of it, agreed to evacuate his 
pa and remove to a more secure spot, his ancestral lands at Poukawa. He burned his village, and with all his people marched off with the honours of war.

          
Meanwhile, the 65th detachment, commanded by Colonel Wyatt, arrived and established a camp at Onepoto, a valley and beach on the side of Scinde Island facing the inner harbour. One-poto means a short strip of sandy beach. Some facetious members of the Royal Tigers christened the camp “One-potato Gully.”
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An Inland Journey in 1859.

          
One of the 65th officers stationed at Napier at this period was a young lieutenant named H. S. Bates. He liked the Maoris and learned their language, and he married a young chieftainess, daughter of Manihera, of the Atiawa tribe (of Taranaki), in Wellington. In 1863 he was made interpreter and A.D.C. to the



Governor, Sir George Grey. When he returned to England with his regiment, of which he became Colonel, he left a young son to be educated with a missionary family (the mother had died), and to this son in later years he left all his large property in England. The son was the late Mr. H. S. Bates, of Wanganui who gave me some of the sketches and manuscript narratives left by his father. This account of a ride through Hawke's Bay, in 1859, is of value as a picture of the primitive condition of this now well-settled and wealthy province. Lieutenant Bates had been invited by two acquaintances, young sheep farmers on the Ruataniwha Plains, to visit them at their new station at shearing time.

          
“It was a hot summer morning, at the end of 1859,” he wrote. “I had started from my little hut in the One-poto Valley, a narrow gorge on Scinde Island, surrounded by fern-clad hills, a spot in which fate and the service of my country compelled me to while away two and a half years of life. It was pleasant to climb up the steep roadway which led from the confined valley, and inhale the cool sea breeze which was borne to the plateau where the recently erected wooden barracks stood, surrounded by an earth parapet. Descending a steep and newly-cut bridle track, we left the fern-clad hills of Scinde Island and came on to a flat, or wide sterile expanse of pumice stone, the debris of some far-off volcano. This was the site of the future town of Napier, and though there were at present only two or three small weather-boarded and shingled shanties on it, the map which hung in the Provincial Survey Office showed it parcelled out into streets, squares, and corner lots, with here and there a church or school house reserve. Vain dreams they seemed then; but the performance has been greater than the anticipation. Years afterwards I sold the quarter of an acre which I owned in the pumice-stone desert for £300, or at the rate of £1200 per acre.

          
“Passing over this scene of desolation, we came to a long strip of hard shingle, over which we made good progress. On our left were low sandhills, which separated us from the sea beach, on which the little waves were breaking in melodious rhythm. Oyster-catchers and other sea-birds stood here and there, perched on stones, gazing seaward, or now and again picking up some mussel or other shellfish, bearing the bivalve aloft and letting it drop on some hard piece of rock below, a process which was repeated again and again till the shell cracked and gave up its contents. On our right were mudflats and swamps fringed with raupo reeds.
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German and Irish.

          
“About seven miles from Napier the track turned abruptly to the right, and a deep river bars the way. On the other side of the river, which is about a hundred yards wide, smoke rises from the turf chimney of a small hut built of sods. Two or three vigorous ‘coo-ees’ bring the ferryman out of his 
whare, and he proceeds to work a crazy ramshackle sort of ferry boat over to our side, by hauling at a chain. A rough-looking German is Nat Tieck, commonly known as ‘the colonel,’ a man of few words. We quickly dismount, and lead our horses on to the cranky raft. I help the ferryman to haul on the chain, and we are soon landed on the other side. The ‘colonel's’ wife, a red-headed Irishwoman, is digging potatoes in a fenced-in patch. Her I politely address with ‘Güten Morgen, Frau Tieck, wie geht's ihnen?’ To which the red-headed one replies with some asperity, ‘Ah, go along wid yez and yer blarney!’

          
“We climb on to our horses’ backs and jog along another mile to the village of Clive, a new settlement, which consists of a Maori 
pa fenced on the river's bank, a few huts, a weather-boarded publichouse, and last, a well-built house, the home of Mr. Ferguson, an elderly North of Ireland man, who is king of the place. He is a magistrate and keeps the general store, where you can buy anything from a ‘goashore’ iron pot or a spade to a tin of sardines or a bottle of hair-oil. As we enter the public room of the little wooden



house, there behind the board which stretches across an angle of the room, forming the bar, there is a pleasant vision, the landlord's half-caste daughter, the possessor of a pretty face and comely figure, fine and generous curves.

          
“Our horses were quite fresh after their feed and two hours rest, and we were soon loping along at a bush canter, the usual colonial pace. We passed Pakowhai, with its stockaded enclosure and thatched huts overhung by luxuriant peach trees. Shortly before sunset we descended some low hills and came to a river, on the far side of which was a wooden house with reed-thatched roof, backed by a stable built of rough hewn slabs. Two or three native huts stood near. This was Ngawhakatatara, our resting place for the night. Next day we got on to Ruataniwha Plains, on the extremity of which was the sheep station for which we were bound. On our left rose low hills, while the plain, covered with coarse native grass, with here and there a palm-like cabbage-tree, stretched for some twenty miles up to the edge of the Seventy-mile Bush. On our right the margin of the plain was marked by the sombre range of the Ruahine Mountains. By sundown we reached Te Kereru, the sheep station of our friends. A neat weather-board house with a verandah encircling it, stood on a gentle eminence, backed by the bush, with a wide prospect over the great yellow plain. The forest near the house had been roughly cleared and burnt, leaving some of the larger trees still standing; their blackened stumps and scorched branches pointing in indignant remonstrance to the unheeding sky. Near at hand was the woolshed, a long wooden erection, and beyond this again were various huts and stockyards. We were warmly welcomed by the two partners. The gang of sheep-shearers had arrived, and for the next few days from early dawn to late in the evening, every soul would be hard at work.”

          
Then the return to Onepoto camp: “Hark to that bugle call resounding in the still morning air! I am within two miles of home. As I recognise the reveillé, which is sounding at the barracks on the top of the hill, I kick Robin into a canter. There is just time for me to get to my house, a gorgeous structure made apparently of sardine-boxes and biscuit-tins, there to jump into my tub, hurry on my uniform and get up to barracks in time as officer of the day, to inspect the issue of bread and meat.”
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Napier'S Masonic Hotel.
          

          
Famous for many years for its table and wines, the Masonic created for itself an atmosphere quite unique in the annals of colonial hotels.

          
To-day on its old key position, a new Masonic has been built, of which Napier may well be proud. Constructed on the most approved shock-proof system, and exemplifying the finest type of that individualistic architecture which is making Napier unique amongst Colonial cities, the building is designed to give sheltered sunshine in two main courts and with a “loggia” and sun porches taking full value of the incomparable sea view over the new Parade.

          
The Lounge and Dining-room are unequalled in the Dominion for design and beauty of furnishing and bed-rooms embody every modern convenience.

          
Very attractive terms are being offered by the Management, to those desirous of making a prolonged stay during the winter months.

          

            

[image: Carnival Time in Napier.]
Carnival Time in Napier.


          

          


          

            

[image: Railwayman: “Wonderful smoke this National Tobacco. I believe it is the healthiest tobacco on the market.“ Man behind the Counter: “Yes, I smoke it myself. Apart from the fact that the tobacco is one hundred per cent. in quality, it is produced by a company that is one hundred per cent. New Zealand. I believe that company pays hundreds of thousands to the Government in freight and taxes and employs over a thousand workers. Why, dash it all, the more we smoke the better for the country; and the loyal way the company sticks to the Railways in fares and freight, helps to keep the railwaymen in their jobs.”]

Railwayman: “Wonderful smoke this National Tobacco. I believe it is the healthiest tobacco on the market.“



Man behind the Counter: “Yes, I smoke it myself. Apart from the fact that the tobacco is one hundred per cent. in quality, it is produced by a company that is one hundred per cent. New Zealand. I believe that company pays hundreds of thousands to the Government in freight and taxes and employs over a thousand workers. Why, dash it all, the more we smoke the better for the country; and the loyal way the company sticks to the Railways in fares and freight, helps to keep the railwaymen in their jobs.”
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Napier in Verse
          
        

        

          
Earthquake Memories, by 

W. F. Hill, Napier.
        

        

          

February 3rd, 1931.

          

            
There was no thought of sorrow in town that Summer day;


            
Tall ships were in the port, and a cruiser in the Bay;


            
The folk were gay and brightly clad, and each fond gossip greets


            
Her happy friends, and all was blithe in shops and crowded streets.


            
The bells had called to worship within the sacred fane—


            
(“O, spare us, tender Jesu, and give surcease of pain”).


            
All in their mood were tranquil and the day serene and bright,


            
When sudden as a thunderclap doom came with fearful might.


            
In travail and in labour, the tortured terrain shakes


            
Upheaving force lifts wood and stone, and, as a giant, breaks


            
The mighty beams. The soaring spires are rocked and buildings fall,


            
And swift, devouring flame leaps high beyond the smoking pall.


            
We tread a path of sadness, ‘mid groans of those in pain—


            
(“O, rampant Death, what reaping thy scythe is to obtain!“).


            
Numbing, the rending shocks recur; yet, at the onset main,


            
O splendid deeds! O tender ruth! What love and courage reign!


            
And, on the sad to-morrow, a town of bleak despair,


            
A stark, black wreck with rocking walls and ruin everywhere


            
Save in the hearts of those who strove and dared dread Fate to take


            
From them their Heritage of Hope, which nothing could abate.
          

        

        

          

            
Requiem.
          

          

            
The touch of Time, that with a tender grace Lulls the said grief for loved one called away,


            
Doth now conspire some mellowed thought to trace,


            
Giving us solace on our earthly way.


            
Haply the pile that we, with loving hands,


            
Hath raised o'er them, their monument to be,


            
Calls the lone stranger, who, in passing, scans


            
To raise a prayer, to voice his sympathy.


            
The loving heart that in this anxious breast


            
Is now resigned and keeps no thought of fear,


            
E'en waits alone to hear God's kind behest


            
That bids him join again the loved one dear.
          

        

        

          

            
Napier Redivivus.
          

          

            
From the pain I was called to endure


            
I have risen again in my pride,


            
With the Sun for a vesture of gold,


            
With the ambient Sea for my bride.


            
I am proud of my structures complete,


            
My roadways so gracious and wide;


            
And the joy, and the joy of my guests shall be great


            
In the welcome that I shall provide.


            
For the splendour I now can command


            
And the glory that lives in my home,


            
I can grant to my people the praise


            
For the courage and love they have shown.


            
Faithful watch have they kept for my sake,


            
Whilst no asking of mine has been vain.


            
They have come, they have come, to my uttermost call,


            
Striv'n and suffered, again and again.


            
Stately buildings of shapely design,


            
With beauty in structure and tone,


            
The sweetness of verdurous shade


            
Are part of the joy that I own;


            
But the greatest of all that is mine,


            
Which attained to the uttermost goal,


            
Is the pioneer's glorious gift to his son—


            
“A steadfast, unconquerable soul.”


            
Come to me from the East and the West,


            
Over seas and through outermost foam.


            
Proud ships I shall welcome again


            
When they come to my bountiful home.


            
No trace of my grief will you find


            
(It is lost in the land of my dreams).


            
You shall sport in my surf and your body shall glow


            
In my sun and find health in its beams.
          

        

        

          

            
Devotional.
          

          

            
We of the breed who, stricken low, doth rise


            
To fight again, tho’ fainting, sick with pain;


            
Do thank thee, Lord, that tho’ the body dies


            
The soul doth live to take the greater gain.


            
Forgive us, Lord, if we who should be meek


            
Are swollen in our pride for small things done.


            
Keep us in humbled ways; teach us to speak


            
In accents low for dread of what my come.


            
For mercies great and joys that all doth find,


            
For shining sun and beneficient rain,


            
For tossing seas beneath the laughing wind;


            
For these, Thy gifts, we thank Thee, Lord, again.


            
Yet as we bow our heads within Thy gate,


            
Make it not hard lest we should loose the cord.


            
Grant us to keep Thy Law inviolate


            
Till death. Have mercy on Thy People, Lord.
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[image: “I was always a lover of soft-winged things.“—Victor Hugo. (Photos, courtesy A. F. Blackett.) The famous Gannet Rookery at Cape Kidnappers, Napier, New Zealand.]

“I was always a lover of soft-winged things.“—Victor Hugo.


(Photos, courtesy A. F. Blackett.)


The famous Gannet Rookery at Cape Kidnappers, Napier, New Zealand.


            


            
[image: ]

            
[image: ]

            
[image: ]

          

        

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 8, Issue 2 (June 1, 1933)

February 3rd, 1931



          

February 3rd, 1931.

          

            
There was no thought of sorrow in town that Summer day;


            
Tall ships were in the port, and a cruiser in the Bay;


            
The folk were gay and brightly clad, and each fond gossip greets


            
Her happy friends, and all was blithe in shops and crowded streets.


            
The bells had called to worship within the sacred fane—


            
(“O, spare us, tender Jesu, and give surcease of pain”).


            
All in their mood were tranquil and the day serene and bright,


            
When sudden as a thunderclap doom came with fearful might.


            
In travail and in labour, the tortured terrain shakes


            
Upheaving force lifts wood and stone, and, as a giant, breaks


            
The mighty beams. The soaring spires are rocked and buildings fall,


            
And swift, devouring flame leaps high beyond the smoking pall.


            
We tread a path of sadness, ‘mid groans of those in pain—


            
(“O, rampant Death, what reaping thy scythe is to obtain!“).


            
Numbing, the rending shocks recur; yet, at the onset main,


            
O splendid deeds! O tender ruth! What love and courage reign!


            
And, on the sad to-morrow, a town of bleak despair,


            
A stark, black wreck with rocking walls and ruin everywhere


            
Save in the hearts of those who strove and dared dread Fate to take


            
From them their Heritage of Hope, which nothing could abate.
          

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 8, Issue 2 (June 1, 1933)

Requiem



          

            
Requiem.
          

          

            
The touch of Time, that with a tender grace Lulls the said grief for loved one called away,


            
Doth now conspire some mellowed thought to trace,


            
Giving us solace on our earthly way.


            
Haply the pile that we, with loving hands,


            
Hath raised o'er them, their monument to be,


            
Calls the lone stranger, who, in passing, scans


            
To raise a prayer, to voice his sympathy.


            
The loving heart that in this anxious breast


            
Is now resigned and keeps no thought of fear,


            
E'en waits alone to hear God's kind behest


            
That bids him join again the loved one dear.
          

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 8, Issue 2 (June 1, 1933)

Napier Redivivus



          

            
Napier Redivivus.
          

          

            
From the pain I was called to endure


            
I have risen again in my pride,


            
With the Sun for a vesture of gold,


            
With the ambient Sea for my bride.


            
I am proud of my structures complete,


            
My roadways so gracious and wide;


            
And the joy, and the joy of my guests shall be great


            
In the welcome that I shall provide.


            
For the splendour I now can command


            
And the glory that lives in my home,


            
I can grant to my people the praise


            
For the courage and love they have shown.


            
Faithful watch have they kept for my sake,


            
Whilst no asking of mine has been vain.


            
They have come, they have come, to my uttermost call,


            
Striv'n and suffered, again and again.


            
Stately buildings of shapely design,


            
With beauty in structure and tone,


            
The sweetness of verdurous shade


            
Are part of the joy that I own;


            
But the greatest of all that is mine,


            
Which attained to the uttermost goal,


            
Is the pioneer's glorious gift to his son—


            
“A steadfast, unconquerable soul.”


            
Come to me from the East and the West,


            
Over seas and through outermost foam.


            
Proud ships I shall welcome again


            
When they come to my bountiful home.


            
No trace of my grief will you find


            
(It is lost in the land of my dreams).


            
You shall sport in my surf and your body shall glow


            
In my sun and find health in its beams.
          

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 8, Issue 2 (June 1, 1933)

Devotional



          

            
Devotional.
          

          

            
We of the breed who, stricken low, doth rise


            
To fight again, tho’ fainting, sick with pain;


            
Do thank thee, Lord, that tho’ the body dies


            
The soul doth live to take the greater gain.


            
Forgive us, Lord, if we who should be meek


            
Are swollen in our pride for small things done.


            
Keep us in humbled ways; teach us to speak


            
In accents low for dread of what my come.


            
For mercies great and joys that all doth find,


            
For shining sun and beneficient rain,


            
For tossing seas beneath the laughing wind;


            
For these, Thy gifts, we thank Thee, Lord, again.


            
Yet as we bow our heads within Thy gate,


            
Make it not hard lest we should loose the cord.


            
Grant us to keep Thy Law inviolate


            
Till death. Have mercy on Thy People, Lord.
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The famous Gannet Rookery at Cape Kidnappers, Napier, New Zealand.
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Napier To-day
          
        

        

          
Written for the “New Zealand Railways Magazine,” by 

W. F. Hill.
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A Story of a New Zealand Achievement

          

            

It is a glorious spring day and from the verandah where I sit I can gaze out across the Napier town and to the sea beyond.

            
A fresh breeze is blowing from the east, just strong enough to put some white caps on the waves. A white-sailed yacht curtseys and lifts as she makes her way across the bay.

            
The dark colouring of the water against the glowing sunshine reminds one of a lovely picture by Somerscales. In the distance, where the horizon melts away in tender mist, the trawlers can be seen making their way to the port beyond the Bluff.

            
Looking south is the lovely curve of the Bay, golden in the sunlight. The league-long rollers of the Pacific surge toward the shore, holding themselves in majesty until the mighty moment when they crash and break in lovely foam.

            
The Norfolk Pines lifting their tendril branches in the breeze make a gracious break between the shore and the sea.

            
Immediately in the foreground is the new town of Napier, Hawke's Bay, New Zealand.

          

          

            
The Tragedy of 1931.

            
In February, 1931, this town suffered a sad set-back. Earthquake, followed by devastating fire, had reduced much of the business portion of Napier to desolate wreck. The many premises built of wood which were sandwiched between the more modern buildings had fed the fire which followed the upheaval, and this, in the abscence of water, had spread, until some portions of the town were destroyed.

            
Water and gas mains were smashed and electric wires were either down or burnt.

            
All the life of the community seemed to be irretrievably stopped. Many who came to visit and help the sufferers at this time prophesied that Napier was finished and could never rise again after such a stupendous cataclysm.
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Napier citizens, however, are made of stern stuff. They were not prepared to admit for a single day that they were beaten. Recovering from the shock in record time, they instantly commenced the organisation that eventually led to the rehabilitation of the town.

          

          

            
The New Town.

            
The result of their efforts lies before us.

            
The new town has been laid out with widened streets and, as far as possible, in accordance with the latest town planning requirements. Overhead telephone and electric wires are a thing of the past. These wires are now carried underground.

            
The new buildings are erected in harmonious styles and with an effect that gives the observer a very attractive picture.

            
The Spanish style of architecture is mostly evident and the frontages have in many cases been finished in various shades of colour which are very pleasing to the eye. There are no posts to support the verandahs and this helps to give a graceful continuity of line to the long and widened thoroughfares. The new buildings are erected in ferro-concrete or brick.

            
A very fine effect is to be obtained at the junction of Hastings and Emerson Streets. This spot has again become the business centre and is the best place to see the town's present active life.

            
In the majority of cases the old names are displayed over the shops and warehouses, although the buildings are often a direct contrast to the owner's pre-earthquake premises. It can be said that the chrysalis has developed into the butterfly.

            
To-day when the view down the longer street is bathed in sunlight, and the pavements are crowded with expectant shoppers, is a good time to see what is going on. The pleasant breeze and sunshine conspire to give one and all a feeling of delightful optimism; and the pleasing colour of the ladies’ summer dresses, the fresh buildings and glittering plate glass windows combine to make one feel a very spirit of cheerful holiday.

            
Upon the Marine Parade great improvements have been carried out which will help visitors to Napier to enjoy their stay. A large area has been reclaimed from the sea and this has been laid out in lawns and shrubbery with very beautiful effect. The wants of children and parents who are keeping holiday have been catered for with great success.

            
Facing the ocean is the facade of the new Masonic Hotel which bids fair to be one of the best provincial hostelries south of the line.

            
Needless to say, all the buildings erected are earthquake proof so that they would be safe if these parts were again visited by an upheaval.

            
Scientists, however, tell us that there is very little probability of such an occurrence, as earthquake history has shown



that an upheaval is not to be expected in this neighbourhood again.

            
The wonderful achievement of rebuilding which has been carried out in the face of great difficulty reflects great credit upon the people of Napier. Money has been spent in millions of pounds sterling and this in itself was difficult to obtain. The great thing, however, that made the resurrection possible was the grit and firm purpose of the citizens who bravely supported their Commissioners in every possible way.

            
Napier is now a very pleasant town, and a walk through her spacious streets is a very pleasant pastime. Or, if your fancy takes you to wander over the hills outside the town you will get bright glimpses as you climb and eventually when you reach the summit will see the lovely view that I attempted to describe when I picked up my pen.

            
A blue sky, glorious sunshine, brilliant town, fruitful country and lovely sea.

            
Added to this a climate unequalled else-where in this world of ours. We are well blessed and we are content.

          

        

        

          

            
“The Flying Waikato.”
          

          
Writing to the General Manager of Railways, Wellington, Mr. A. M. Satterthwaite, Christchurch, expresses appreciation of the Railways organisation in the following terms:—

          
In December last I had occasion to arrange for my two sons, aged five and six years respectively, to travel from Christchurch to Cambridge on their own, and now wish to advise that they have safely returned. I would like to express my appreciation of the Railway organisation which enabled these lads to travel from Wellington to Cambridge, their sole attendants being the sleeper attendant and the guard on the “Limited Express.” I understand from the elder boy that your train attendant was punctilious in his attention.

          
My boys, like most children, are of course extremely interested in railways, and particularly in the “Flying Scotsman,” pictures of which appear in their books. You will be interested to know that the “Limited Express” now enjoys the name of the “Flying Waikato” as far as our home is concerned.
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Napier's popular swimming baths attracts thousands of patrons throughout the summer months.
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Napier citizens, however, are made of stern stuff. They were not prepared to admit for a single day that they were beaten. Recovering from the shock in record time, they instantly commenced the organisation that eventually led to the rehabilitation of the town.

          

          

            
The New Town.

            
The result of their efforts lies before us.

            
The new town has been laid out with widened streets and, as far as possible, in accordance with the latest town planning requirements. Overhead telephone and electric wires are a thing of the past. These wires are now carried underground.

            
The new buildings are erected in harmonious styles and with an effect that gives the observer a very attractive picture.

            
The Spanish style of architecture is mostly evident and the frontages have in many cases been finished in various shades of colour which are very pleasing to the eye. There are no posts to support the verandahs and this helps to give a graceful continuity of line to the long and widened thoroughfares. The new buildings are erected in ferro-concrete or brick.

            
A very fine effect is to be obtained at the junction of Hastings and Emerson Streets. This spot has again become the business centre and is the best place to see the town's present active life.

            
In the majority of cases the old names are displayed over the shops and warehouses, although the buildings are often a direct contrast to the owner's pre-earthquake premises. It can be said that the chrysalis has developed into the butterfly.

            
To-day when the view down the longer street is bathed in sunlight, and the pavements are crowded with expectant shoppers, is a good time to see what is going on. The pleasant breeze and sunshine conspire to give one and all a feeling of delightful optimism; and the pleasing colour of the ladies’ summer dresses, the fresh buildings and glittering plate glass windows combine to make one feel a very spirit of cheerful holiday.

            
Upon the Marine Parade great improvements have been carried out which will help visitors to Napier to enjoy their stay. A large area has been reclaimed from the sea and this has been laid out in lawns and shrubbery with very beautiful effect. The wants of children and parents who are keeping holiday have been catered for with great success.

            
Facing the ocean is the facade of the new Masonic Hotel which bids fair to be one of the best provincial hostelries south of the line.

            
Needless to say, all the buildings erected are earthquake proof so that they would be safe if these parts were again visited by an upheaval.

            
Scientists, however, tell us that there is very little probability of such an occurrence, as earthquake history has shown



that an upheaval is not to be expected in this neighbourhood again.

            
The wonderful achievement of rebuilding which has been carried out in the face of great difficulty reflects great credit upon the people of Napier. Money has been spent in millions of pounds sterling and this in itself was difficult to obtain. The great thing, however, that made the resurrection possible was the grit and firm purpose of the citizens who bravely supported their Commissioners in every possible way.

            
Napier is now a very pleasant town, and a walk through her spacious streets is a very pleasant pastime. Or, if your fancy takes you to wander over the hills outside the town you will get bright glimpses as you climb and eventually when you reach the summit will see the lovely view that I attempted to describe when I picked up my pen.

            
A blue sky, glorious sunshine, brilliant town, fruitful country and lovely sea.

            
Added to this a climate unequalled else-where in this world of ours. We are well blessed and we are content.
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It is a glorious spring day and from the verandah where I sit I can gaze out across the Napier town and to the sea beyond.

            
A fresh breeze is blowing from the east, just strong enough to put some white caps on the waves. A white-sailed yacht curtseys and lifts as she makes her way across the bay.

            
The dark colouring of the water against the glowing sunshine reminds one of a lovely picture by Somerscales. In the distance, where the horizon melts away in tender mist, the trawlers can be seen making their way to the port beyond the Bluff.

            
Looking south is the lovely curve of the Bay, golden in the sunlight. The league-long rollers of the Pacific surge toward the shore, holding themselves in majesty until the mighty moment when they crash and break in lovely foam.

            
The Norfolk Pines lifting their tendril branches in the breeze make a gracious break between the shore and the sea.

            
Immediately in the foreground is the new town of Napier, Hawke's Bay, New Zealand.
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The Tragedy of 1931.

            
In February, 1931, this town suffered a sad set-back. Earthquake, followed by devastating fire, had reduced much of the business portion of Napier to desolate wreck. The many premises built of wood which were sandwiched between the more modern buildings had fed the fire which followed the upheaval, and this, in the abscence of water, had spread, until some portions of the town were destroyed.

            
Water and gas mains were smashed and electric wires were either down or burnt.

            
All the life of the community seemed to be irretrievably stopped. Many who came to visit and help the sufferers at this time prophesied that Napier was finished and could never rise again after such a stupendous cataclysm.
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“The Flying Waikato.”
          

          
Writing to the General Manager of Railways, Wellington, Mr. A. M. Satterthwaite, Christchurch, expresses appreciation of the Railways organisation in the following terms:—

          
In December last I had occasion to arrange for my two sons, aged five and six years respectively, to travel from Christchurch to Cambridge on their own, and now wish to advise that they have safely returned. I would like to express my appreciation of the Railway organisation which enabled these lads to travel from Wellington to Cambridge, their sole attendants being the sleeper attendant and the guard on the “Limited Express.” I understand from the elder boy that your train attendant was punctilious in his attention.

          
My boys, like most children, are of course extremely interested in railways, and particularly in the “Flying Scotsman,” pictures of which appear in their books. You will be interested to know that the “Limited Express” now enjoys the name of the “Flying Waikato” as far as our home is concerned.
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Napier's popular swimming baths attracts thousands of patrons throughout the summer months.
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Enjoying themselves in the surf at Napier.
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A City of Dreams

 
Conrad in Search of His Youth—In Napier
.
        

        
(By 

Plato Muligan.)

        

When I returned to Napier in 1933, two years after the disaster, I felt like a sad character of fiction—Conrad, “Conrad in Search of his Youth,” by Leonard Merrick. Like many great efforts in fiction, it lies neglected on the library shelves.

        
Conrad was a sentimentalist. He had reached that age when there is a sentimental re-birth (cynics call it the dangerous age). Losing youth, nature craves to re-live that age—the golden age—once more. Conrad being of this temperament, journeys forth like a re-born Ulysses, to try and glimpse the world once more in the rosy hues of youth.

        
I was another Conrad then, when full of fond hope I took the train to Napier one late summer day this year from Wellington.

        
Napier had been a birthplace of youth in 1917. I had been appointed chief reporter of the “H.B. Herald,” and, full of fresh blown conceit, I arrived in the City of the Marine Parade to tell the world, through the columns of the “Herald,” of the political, municipal and social activities of the golden little city by the sea.

        
Very soon I knew the full scale of the ocean murmurs on the Parade Beach, the more material murmur of the civic chiefs at Council and Board meetings, and, in time off, the softer murmur of little ladies “doing” the Parade, also the grand organ murmur of late evenings, and mornings welled to a double crescendo to the tune of that sadly enthusiastic melody “For He's a Jolly Good Fellow!”

        
I met a host of good fellows—Mick Gleeson, Louis Hay, Barney Dolan, Percy Spiller, J. Math, all much older than I, but, thank goodness, indulgent to impetuous youth.

        
Oh how I knew my Napier, backwards! Aye, frontwards! I knew every inch of the Marine Parade, of Tiffen Park, every place in Shakespeare Road, Colenso Hill, every massive stone on the breakwater. The last mentioned, because being of a romantic and obviously sentimental mind, I oft held converse with Nature as I sat alone on these man-made boulders at night to lament on some shattered romance.

        
Then, in this year of 1933, I came back to it all. I sought in vain for old sights. There was solace in the fact that a city of another generation's dreams had been built over the golden days of yesterday—but—I wanted my old Napier!

        
I found it only in one place—a rough surfaced rock at the portals of Shakespeare Road, and on this I recovered, in memory, an old inscription—a century of tyrannic upheaval had failed to obliterate these words: “The Right Rev. Geo. Augustus Selwyn preached from this rock in 1844?”

        
Like Conrad, I mourned. I had preached from here in 1917 on the joys of youth, but time, with its relentless tread, had sought to obliterate all my dreams—save one—the glorious thought of the persistency of man that can raise from the ruins of an earthquake, a dream city for future generations.
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Railway Ambulance Division

        

          
A Selfless Service

          

            
The true spirit of helpfulness towards others is found in the Railway Ambulance Divisions, the members of which give voluntary trained assistance in case of accident, not only “on the job” but in the street and on the playing field. We are indebted to Mr. W. F. Ashman, Divisional Secretary of the Hillside (Dunedin) Railway Ambulance, for the following notes from that Division, also for a report enclosed from the No. 1 Locomotive Ambulance Division, which we have pleasure in reproducing. A movement such as this deserves every encouragement and support.
          

          

Briefly, ambulance work involves a knowledge of the structure and functions of the human body, combined with the ability to render immediate skilled attention to persons who have suffered injury. The object is to apply, as speedily as possible, those methods of treatment of specific injuries which facilitate the work of the doctor (should the case require his attention) and the patient's ultimate recovery.

          
Apart from a temporary suspension of activities during the period of the Great War, the history of the Railway Ambulance Brigade at Hillside dates back for more than twenty years. The first Superintendent of the Division was Mr. W. Connor. Upon Mr. Connor's resignation Mr. A. Peters was elected Superintendent, a position he held in a thorough and painstaking manner for five years.

          
The Division's first public duty in the field was undertaken during the Duke of York's visit to Dunedin in 1927, when over 200 cases were treated. Since that date the Division has made steady progress in its unselfish work for humanity.

          
With the idea of fostering efficiency in first-aid work, the Hillside Division has taken part in the Ambulance District Competitions which are held annually in the main centres of the Dominion, and also in the Inter-district Competitions, held at Auckland at Easter time, and in the South Island on Labour Day. At all of these competitions the Hillside Division has been able to hold its own, being keen competitors for all events. In 1931, at Auckland, the Division gained the Gaze Challenge Cup, and were second in the Gracie Memorial Cup. Last year the Gaze Cup was again won, and also the Intercolonial Cup, and a second prize in another event.


[image: A feature of the Carnival procession held recently at Inglewood, Taranaki. The motor lorry on which the above advertisement was displayed was pleasingly decorated and supplied to the Railways Department free of charge by Mr. P. Curd, carrier, Inglewood.]
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At Auckland, five separate events were held for Ambulance men, comprising team bandage work, stretcher drill, roller bandage work, mine accidents, and improvising team work.

          
The local Competition of the Otago District has already been keenly contested, the McGeorge Cup, Improvising Trophy, Novice Cup, Officers’ Cup, and Roller Bandage Trophy all being won at different times since 1927. At the present time the Division also holds a Cup from the Christchurch District.

          
The public duty activities of the Division have gradually increased in recent years, the football field and skating rink receiving most of the attention. The following figures shew the number of accidents attended since 1927:—(1927), 4,600; (1928), 4,314; (1929), 3,554; (1930), 3,412; (1931), 2,623; (1932), 1,592. In 1932, 160 football matches were attended, and much useful work was done by the Division.

          
Besides this work, members of the Division go out as instructors to other organisations (Boy Scouts, Boys’ Brigade, Fire Brigade, etc.).

          
At the present time the Division is under the control of Mr. Thompson (as Superintendent), Mr. Swanson (First Officer), and Mr. Ashman (Secretary and Cadet Superintendent). These officers are putting their full heart into the work and are achieving most gratifying results.

          
The Cadet movement (attached to the Division in 1929) has shown steady progress, and to-day its roll stands at thirty-five. The children are given training in first-aid work, and upon reaching eighteen years of age they step up to the Senior Division. They shew great keenness in their studies, and their competitions have given tangible proof of a good all-round knowledge of ambulance work.

        

        
        



          
The No. 1 Locomotive Ambulance Division

          

            

The No. 1 Locomotive Ambulance Division, Dunedin, was established in 1927, the pioneer of the movement being the Assistant-Locomotive Foreman, Mr. D. Foster, a veteran in first-aid work. The first-aid class formed by Mr. Foster had a membership of 29, Dr. R. Allen being the class-lecturer. Of the 29 members, 23 sat for the examination (conducted by Dr. Bridge) at the end of the term, and 20 passed. While preparing members for this examination, Dr. Allen set a special paper and donated a prize for the member gaining the most marks. This prize was won by the late Mr. Roy Tuck, with Mr. J. Dickson second.

            
The next step in the progress of the Division was taken in August, 1927. At a meeting called in that year by Mr. Foster, official registration forms were filled in, and the No. 1 Locomotive Ambulance became a registered Division, with Mr. Foster as Superintendent, Mr. Syder First Ambulance Officer, and Dr. C. Greenslade, Acting-Divisional Surgeon. There was a membership of 20.

            
On 5th March, 1928, the Division commenced the class for the year. When the six lectures for that year were completed, fifteen of the older members sat for the advanced aid certificate and nine new members sat for the first-aid certificate. This examination was also conducted by Dr. Bridge, and nineteen passed. The roll showed a membership of four over that of the previous year.

            
On 21st April, 1929, the lectures were again taken up, under Dr. Greenslade, who had three grades to conduct—medallion, advanced aid, and first-aid. On 8th September, 1929, fourteen sat for the medallion, six for the advanced aid, and seven for the first-aid, and all passed, with the exception of one. Dr. Durward was the examiner on that occasion.

            
The activities for the year 1930 were marked with the resignation of the Divisional Surgeon, Dr. Greenslade, and the Divisional Superintendent, Mr. Shaw, both of whom, owing to the pressure of private business, found it impossible to carry on in their respective positions. The position of Divisional Surgeon was filled by Dr. G. Barnett, whose work for the Division is valued greatly. The position of Superintendent was filled by Mr. G. Syder, Mr. H. Archer being elected to First Ambulance Officer. The lectures for 1930 were conducted by the newly appointed Divisional Surgeon, Dr. Barnett, who worked untiringly for the advancement of the members. The roll closed at the end of the year with a membership of 31.

            
For the years 1931–1932, the lectures were conducted by the Divisional Surgeon, and the passes were still very satisfactory. Although the roll for 1932 has not yet been received from headquarters, the number of members shows a gratifying increase, being in the vicinity of forty-five.

            
During 1930 the members of the Division made their first appearance on public duty. During the football season that year forty members were placed on the various grounds, and were called upon to treat thirty cases, and in the same year sixty cases were attended to at the Locomotive Depot and Goods Yard, Dunedin.

            
In 1931, 126 members were placed in attendance at football grounds, being called upon to treat ninety-six cases. In 1932, 245 members reported for duty during the football season. They were present at 156 games, and attended to 249 injuries. In addition, to these services, the Division supplied men, two nights a week, for attendance at two skating rinks, where 218 members signed on for duty and treated thirty-one injuries.

            
At the Otago Winter Show last year, twenty men were present, their services being requisitioned in the treatment of five cases. The Division also had men on duty during the other public gatherings throughout the year.

            
Last year's activities also included the following record of cases treated:—At Dunedin station, 68 cases; Goods Sheds, 44; Dunedin Goods Yards, 96; and at the Locomotive Depot 68—a total of 276 cases. The above does not include sixteen street accidents, which were attended by members of the Division, so that the total number of cases treated during the year is approximately 550.

            
The Division also interests itself in competition work, and has been successful in winning numerous prizes. The “McGeorge Cup,” which is competed for annually in Dunedin, has been won four times in succession, the “Novice Cup” being won in 1931, and the “Whangarei Efficiency Cup,” which is competed for at Auckland, being won by a team representing the Locomotive Ambulance Division, which visited Auckland in 1929.

            
In 1931 the Division entered teams for competitions held in Auckland and Christchurch, and at both of these competitions the judges awarded the team three prizes, two seconds and one third.

          

          

            
“A Little Rented Area.”

            
“Most of my travelling, including my trip to Rotorua, has been done by train, and I like the train best. One is not jammed up against all and sundry in an atmosphere fetid with petrol fumes—how horrid petrol fumes are on a damp day! In the railway carriage one has a chair and a wee area to one's self—a little rented area so to speak, wherein one can exercise the privileges of a landowner. And then, if necessary, the passenger can get up and stretch his legs in what might be called the public walks of the carriage. And if so minded, you can study your fellow-man at a nice respectable distance.“—H. Rutherford, in the “N.Z. Dairy Exporter and Farm Home Journal.”
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At Auckland, five separate events were held for Ambulance men, comprising team bandage work, stretcher drill, roller bandage work, mine accidents, and improvising team work.

          
The local Competition of the Otago District has already been keenly contested, the McGeorge Cup, Improvising Trophy, Novice Cup, Officers’ Cup, and Roller Bandage Trophy all being won at different times since 1927. At the present time the Division also holds a Cup from the Christchurch District.

          
The public duty activities of the Division have gradually increased in recent years, the football field and skating rink receiving most of the attention. The following figures shew the number of accidents attended since 1927:—(1927), 4,600; (1928), 4,314; (1929), 3,554; (1930), 3,412; (1931), 2,623; (1932), 1,592. In 1932, 160 football matches were attended, and much useful work was done by the Division.

          
Besides this work, members of the Division go out as instructors to other organisations (Boy Scouts, Boys’ Brigade, Fire Brigade, etc.).

          
At the present time the Division is under the control of Mr. Thompson (as Superintendent), Mr. Swanson (First Officer), and Mr. Ashman (Secretary and Cadet Superintendent). These officers are putting their full heart into the work and are achieving most gratifying results.

          
The Cadet movement (attached to the Division in 1929) has shown steady progress, and to-day its roll stands at thirty-five. The children are given training in first-aid work, and upon reaching eighteen years of age they step up to the Senior Division. They shew great keenness in their studies, and their competitions have given tangible proof of a good all-round knowledge of ambulance work.
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The No. 1 Locomotive Ambulance Division, Dunedin, was established in 1927, the pioneer of the movement being the Assistant-Locomotive Foreman, Mr. D. Foster, a veteran in first-aid work. The first-aid class formed by Mr. Foster had a membership of 29, Dr. R. Allen being the class-lecturer. Of the 29 members, 23 sat for the examination (conducted by Dr. Bridge) at the end of the term, and 20 passed. While preparing members for this examination, Dr. Allen set a special paper and donated a prize for the member gaining the most marks. This prize was won by the late Mr. Roy Tuck, with Mr. J. Dickson second.

            
The next step in the progress of the Division was taken in August, 1927. At a meeting called in that year by Mr. Foster, official registration forms were filled in, and the No. 1 Locomotive Ambulance became a registered Division, with Mr. Foster as Superintendent, Mr. Syder First Ambulance Officer, and Dr. C. Greenslade, Acting-Divisional Surgeon. There was a membership of 20.

            
On 5th March, 1928, the Division commenced the class for the year. When the six lectures for that year were completed, fifteen of the older members sat for the advanced aid certificate and nine new members sat for the first-aid certificate. This examination was also conducted by Dr. Bridge, and nineteen passed. The roll showed a membership of four over that of the previous year.

            
On 21st April, 1929, the lectures were again taken up, under Dr. Greenslade, who had three grades to conduct—medallion, advanced aid, and first-aid. On 8th September, 1929, fourteen sat for the medallion, six for the advanced aid, and seven for the first-aid, and all passed, with the exception of one. Dr. Durward was the examiner on that occasion.
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For the years 1931–1932, the lectures were conducted by the Divisional Surgeon, and the passes were still very satisfactory. Although the roll for 1932 has not yet been received from headquarters, the number of members shows a gratifying increase, being in the vicinity of forty-five.

            
During 1930 the members of the Division made their first appearance on public duty. During the football season that year forty members were placed on the various grounds, and were called upon to treat thirty cases, and in the same year sixty cases were attended to at the Locomotive Depot and Goods Yard, Dunedin.

            
In 1931, 126 members were placed in attendance at football grounds, being called upon to treat ninety-six cases. In 1932, 245 members reported for duty during the football season. They were present at 156 games, and attended to 249 injuries. In addition, to these services, the Division supplied men, two nights a week, for attendance at two skating rinks, where 218 members signed on for duty and treated thirty-one injuries.

            
At the Otago Winter Show last year, twenty men were present, their services being requisitioned in the treatment of five cases. The Division also had men on duty during the other public gatherings throughout the year.

            
Last year's activities also included the following record of cases treated:—At Dunedin station, 68 cases; Goods Sheds, 44; Dunedin Goods Yards, 96; and at the Locomotive Depot 68—a total of 276 cases. The above does not include sixteen street accidents, which were attended by members of the Division, so that the total number of cases treated during the year is approximately 550.

            
The Division also interests itself in competition work, and has been successful in winning numerous prizes. The “McGeorge Cup,” which is competed for annually in Dunedin, has been won four times in succession, the “Novice Cup” being won in 1931, and the “Whangarei Efficiency Cup,” which is competed for at Auckland, being won by a team representing the Locomotive Ambulance Division, which visited Auckland in 1929.
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“Most of my travelling, including my trip to Rotorua, has been done by train, and I like the train best. One is not jammed up against all and sundry in an atmosphere fetid with petrol fumes—how horrid petrol fumes are on a damp day! In the railway carriage one has a chair and a wee area to one's self—a little rented area so to speak, wherein one can exercise the privileges of a landowner. And then, if necessary, the passenger can get up and stretch his legs in what might be called the public walks of the carriage. And if so minded, you can study your fellow-man at a nice respectable distance.“—H. Rutherford, in the “N.Z. Dairy Exporter and Farm Home Journal.”
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The No. 1 Locomotive Ambulance Division, Dunedin, was established in 1927, the pioneer of the movement being the Assistant-Locomotive Foreman, Mr. D. Foster, a veteran in first-aid work. The first-aid class formed by Mr. Foster had a membership of 29, Dr. R. Allen being the class-lecturer. Of the 29 members, 23 sat for the examination (conducted by Dr. Bridge) at the end of the term, and 20 passed. While preparing members for this examination, Dr. Allen set a special paper and donated a prize for the member gaining the most marks. This prize was won by the late Mr. Roy Tuck, with Mr. J. Dickson second.

            
The next step in the progress of the Division was taken in August, 1927. At a meeting called in that year by Mr. Foster, official registration forms were filled in, and the No. 1 Locomotive Ambulance became a registered Division, with Mr. Foster as Superintendent, Mr. Syder First Ambulance Officer, and Dr. C. Greenslade, Acting-Divisional Surgeon. There was a membership of 20.

            
On 5th March, 1928, the Division commenced the class for the year. When the six lectures for that year were completed, fifteen of the older members sat for the advanced aid certificate and nine new members sat for the first-aid certificate. This examination was also conducted by Dr. Bridge, and nineteen passed. The roll showed a membership of four over that of the previous year.

            
On 21st April, 1929, the lectures were again taken up, under Dr. Greenslade, who had three grades to conduct—medallion, advanced aid, and first-aid. On 8th September, 1929, fourteen sat for the medallion, six for the advanced aid, and seven for the first-aid, and all passed, with the exception of one. Dr. Durward was the examiner on that occasion.

            
The activities for the year 1930 were marked with the resignation of the Divisional Surgeon, Dr. Greenslade, and the Divisional Superintendent, Mr. Shaw, both of whom, owing to the pressure of private business, found it impossible to carry on in their respective positions. The position of Divisional Surgeon was filled by Dr. G. Barnett, whose work for the Division is valued greatly. The position of Superintendent was filled by Mr. G. Syder, Mr. H. Archer being elected to First Ambulance Officer. The lectures for 1930 were conducted by the newly appointed Divisional Surgeon, Dr. Barnett, who worked untiringly for the advancement of the members. The roll closed at the end of the year with a membership of 31.

            
For the years 1931–1932, the lectures were conducted by the Divisional Surgeon, and the passes were still very satisfactory. Although the roll for 1932 has not yet been received from headquarters, the number of members shows a gratifying increase, being in the vicinity of forty-five.

            
During 1930 the members of the Division made their first appearance on public duty. During the football season that year forty members were placed on the various grounds, and were called upon to treat thirty cases, and in the same year sixty cases were attended to at the Locomotive Depot and Goods Yard, Dunedin.

            
In 1931, 126 members were placed in attendance at football grounds, being called upon to treat ninety-six cases. In 1932, 245 members reported for duty during the football season. They were present at 156 games, and attended to 249 injuries. In addition, to these services, the Division supplied men, two nights a week, for attendance at two skating rinks, where 218 members signed on for duty and treated thirty-one injuries.

            
At the Otago Winter Show last year, twenty men were present, their services being requisitioned in the treatment of five cases. The Division also had men on duty during the other public gatherings throughout the year.

            
Last year's activities also included the following record of cases treated:—At Dunedin station, 68 cases; Goods Sheds, 44; Dunedin Goods Yards, 96; and at the Locomotive Depot 68—a total of 276 cases. The above does not include sixteen street accidents, which were attended by members of the Division, so that the total number of cases treated during the year is approximately 550.

            
The Division also interests itself in competition work, and has been successful in winning numerous prizes. The “McGeorge Cup,” which is competed for annually in Dunedin, has been won four times in succession, the “Novice Cup” being won in 1931, and the “Whangarei Efficiency Cup,” which is competed for at Auckland, being won by a team representing the Locomotive Ambulance Division, which visited Auckland in 1929.

            
In 1931 the Division entered teams for competitions held in Auckland and Christchurch, and at both of these competitions the judges awarded the team three prizes, two seconds and one third.
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By 

Will Lawson


        

          

The “old man” wallaroo that hopped over the wire fence on to the moonlit railway that night didn't realise what was coming to him. But it was coming without doubt, as fast as an Australian locomotive could bring it.

          
Jacky Boyd, on the swinging footplate of the “night mixed” for Orange was laying the miles out stiff. The headlight of his engine, No. 099, lit up the track far ahead; her chime whistle's deep notes made the echoes site up and take notice. In the guard's van of the train was Texas Jack, one of the hardest nuts on the road, and one whom the most staggering catastrophe could not terrify.

          
When the glare of the head-light flickered along the hillside, the wallaroo stood erect from feeding on the juicy railway grass, and wrinkled his nose in mild inquiry. Then he heard the roll of wheels and the bull's bellow of No. 099. Perhaps the noises flurried him. The brilliant headlight and overpowering noises suddenly swung around the curve, before he could make up his mind. Straight along the twin rails the light shone, pointing out an obvious track. The wallaroo adopted the suggestion. He sailed away ahead of the train, like a bush mayor doing the honours.

          
Jacky Boyd opened her out; 099's big driver hit the rail-joints with louder uproar. She rolled and pitched, her pilot “hunting” from side to side with the thrust of her pistons. For once she was not hunting blindly. The wallaroo was the quarry. He seemed to know it. His legs hit the ballast a bit harder. It was easy for him, and the headlight lit up his path.

          
Jacky Boyd pushed his throttle wider. He was galloping after the “old man” that didn't seem to notice anything special about the speed. Yet it roused Texas, and made him peer out of the little side-windows of his van. Not being able to see the wallaroo, he came to the conclusion that Jacky Boyd had gone



mad. He was mediating whether he shouldn't use his emergency air-control, when an ear-splitting yell came from 099's whistle, and almost immediately the train pulled up, sighing and shuddering, and with a final dull jolt.

          
It was a long train; it meant a long walk to the engine. Texas was undecided about setting out till he saw whether they were going on again immediately, when there came a series of bleats and moans and bellowings from the engine's whistle, like a whole seraglio of sea-lions in full blast.

          
That decided it. Texas set off at a run. It seemed like a real, thrilling smash.

          
When Jacky Boyd found that the wallaroo was merely pacing them, he got annoyed.

          
“I'll shift him!” he said.

          
With the words, he opened the cylinder-cocks and blew the big whistle. They were passing through a cutting and Jacky meant to scare the wallaroo right out of sight, along the road, so that he wouldn't worry him any more. But the combined noises of hissing steam and the chime-whistle were concentrated. They sounded like the heralds of judgment-day arriving on a high-pressure cyclone. The wallaroo's courage was shattered, and instead of racing ahead, as Jacky had expected, he turned and made a desperate bid to mount the 30-foot slope of the cutting, on the fireman's side.

          
The first leap took him out of the radius of light and cloudy steam. For a moment they thought he had gone, having probably got a ledge to hold him. Then there came a tremendous clattering and sliding and scrambling and an avalanche of stones thundered down.

          
“Strike me purple!” the fireman exclaimed, thinking a land-slide was coming. But it was the wallaroo. Without warning it bounced clean into the roomy cab, knocking the fireman off his feet and sending his shovel flying. The way the fireman got up and retired to the rear of the tender was marked by wonderful agility and discretion.

          
Jacky Boyd hadn't the same chance. The wallaroo took to him like a brother; and, for some seconds, the dim oil-lamp lit up a tangled, heaving mass, while 099 tore gaily along on her way. The wallaroo was terrified and desperate. At last Jacky managed to tear himself clear, and he stopped Number Sixteen so quickly, he skidded half her wheels. Then he turned his attention again to the wallaroo.

          
It had retired to the fireman's corner. Fear of Jacky, upon whom its attention was fixed, prevented it from seeing that its way of escape lay through the open gangway by which it had entered.

          
Enormous and heavy—for the wallaroo is the biggest kind of kangaroo—it scrambled and hopped about, with Jacky facing it, and dodging when it kicked out with its terrible hind legs. Jacky thought he was getting the better of the scrap, and was reaching for a spanner to end it, when the animal's fore-paw became entangled in the whistle-cord. That was what caused the S.O.S. call that galvanised Texas Jack into action—the roaring, bleating notes could only mean murder and disaster.

          
Texas is long and lean, and his face carries lines of experience. He pushed his weather-beaten head and shoulders into the cab, just as the wallaroo began to undress Jacky with its leg action. The fireman was trying to hit it with a fire slice, a long, iron affair that wobbled in his hands.

          
Coming in fresh, though a bit winded, Texas had the best chance. He grabbed the fire shovel, and hit the wallaroo on the head, half stunning it. Then he took off his belt, and borrowed Jacky's, and lashed the beast's legs together.

          
“Heave the thing overboard,” gasped Jacky, as he struggled to adjust his clothes. “What next may a man expect on this dash road?”

          
The fireman was for putting the animal overboard, too. But Texas was thrifty. Without having any definite ideas of what a wallaroo was worth, he decided



to keep it. He never threw anything away.

          
“Lend's a hand, and we'll put him in the ‘loover,’” he said.

          
Behind the tender was a “louvre” van, with mixed goods in it, consigned to tradesmen of Tenterfield. Together they hauled and hoisted the wallaroo into the van, and slammed the door.

          
“Right away,” Texas said, and Jacky hit her up so fast Texas nearly missed the van as it came past. And they made the pace to Orange.

          
No one but a railway hand is supposed to open the door of the railway van. But regular clients get careless about this rule. There were several carts backed up to the ramp waiting for the stuff in the “louvre” van. The horses, lounging in the britchings, were still half asleep. One of the drivers opened the door of the “louvre” van.

          
This man still maintains that he was bombed. The wall of the van seemed to bound at him and stun him. But it was only the wallaroo. He had come to his senses, and had struggled clear of the straps. Then he had climbed over all the stuff in the van without finding a way of escape, till the sleepy carter slid open the door.

          
Freedom lay out there. Some trifles of human kind stood in the way. He bowled them over in one leap. His next leap landed him in a cart, and woke up the horse with a jolt. The horse squealed and bolted, spilling the wallaroo, which made another jump, sideways, and collided with three horses. They made a welter of it, too, with empty carts reeling and clattering behind them, and citizens awaking and looking out, saw an enormous leaping marsupial making for the bush.

          
For what other machine ever seen on earth is as stupendous as a locomotive thundering down a long stretch of track, with black smoke bursting from its stack and its mighty drivers pounding the rails? Where is there another such sight, at morning, noon or night? What other contrivance of human hands is so stately, so regal, so overpowering?—H. L. Mencken, in “The American Mercury.”
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An Appreciation

          
Mr. Donald McKenzie, who retired recently from the firm of Messrs. Wright, Stephenson and Co. Ltd., Addington, writes to the District Traffic Manager, Christchurch, as follows:—

          
After 32 years’ service in charge of stores for Messrs. Wright, Stephenson and Co. Ltd., 19 years of which have been spent at Addington, it gives me very great pleasure to express my deep appreciation of the assistance rendered, not only by the higher officers, but also of all other members of the railway service with whom I came in contact in the course of my work at Addington.

          
My association with the railway staff has always been most pleasant, no reasonable request for assistance ever having been refused. Upon severing connection with my firm I feel it is only just to place on record the appreciation I have for the members of the railway service.
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(By 

Tangiwai.)

        

          
Trampers and Climbers.

          

Bushcraft is a fascinating science of the out-of-doors which will always be needed in such a country as New Zealand. More and more our young people are taking to the hills and the forest for their recreation, and anything that will assist them to obtain the utmost benefit from this health-giving form of pleasuring should be encouraged. Far better that kind of holidaying than knocking about the cities or sitting watching an athletic few toiling at their games. But mountain-climbing and bush-roving, while providing glorious exercise and change of scene and air and developing powers of endurance, are full of peril and trouble for the inexperienced and the incautious. The young men and women from the towns who take to the mountains with their camp gear for a brief outing are apt to underrate the possible difficulties and misadventures. From my observation, most of them are quite inadequately equipped for the work, at any rate those who undertake mountain expeditions. You will not see even the seasoned bushman, the sheep musterer, the cattle hunter, or the veteran deer stalker go into the ranges so meagrely clothed, for one thing, as most of the youngsters of both sexes who sally out light-heartedly from the city officers and colleges and schools for a quick-travel excursion into the rough high country.

        

        

          
Costume and Swag.

          
“Travel light” is an excellent maxim of the bush trial if it is rightly applied. But it is quite misconstrued by many of these enthusiastic young trampers. They set out into mountains where cold and stormy weather is always likely in ridiculous shorts, unsuitable boots, flimsy upper garments, and at the same time load themselves up with an excess of camp gear. It may be that they imagine this is likely to make them hardy. Probably that is the idea which prompts some of the young women trampers to emulate their boy friends and reduce their clothes to the minimum, until they look better prepared for a swimming race than for a hill excursion. One has seen some strange spectacles at the week-ends.

          
One figure, a typical one, would make an excellent subject for Mr. Ken Alexander's pencil. It consisted, as seen from the rear, of a very large swag, a 
pikau of quite amazing proportions, surmounting a pair of thin bare legs, short socks and low shoes. If the 
pikau-bearer wore shorts they were certainly not visible. One would not have known what the other side of the 
pikau looked like had not the bearer thereof turned round, and then it became fairly obvious that it was a girl. Her perspiring face expressed grim determination to conquer the Orongorongo Ranges or the Tararuas, or whatever else Providence might put in her path. She wore a low-cut blouse of some unsubstantial material. She was plucky, enthusiastic no end, but one wished for courage to give her some friendly counsel about what to wear and what not to carry on a mountain climb.

        

        

          
For Bush and Mountain.

          
Some of our ambitious young amateur mountaineers get out from the towns wearing little more than the much-photographed costume of Mr. Gandhi. Even a Maori warrior on the tomahawk path would have displayed more judgment in the matter of clothing if he were going into the hill country. Shorts and thin singlets and that sort of thing are well enough for brief tramps across the lower lands, in the middle of summer; but higher country and lower temperatures call for more rational clothes. Long experience in many parts of New Zealand, in bush and mountain land, has convinced me that the



knickerbockers and long stockings costume is the most comfortable and the most suitable for rough country and possible rough weather.

          
In such regions as the Urewera Country, in the days before roads and bridges, I found that the best place for trousers was in the swag, there was so much river crossing to be done. But that lack of covering to be done. But that lack of covering would not do for, say, the Fiordland National Park. “Tenderfoot” travellers have been known to wear shorts, a rig right enough for the running track or the tennis lawn or the football field, for the walk from Lake Te Anau across McKinnon's Pass to Milford Sound. They were literally tenderlegs, very tender, by the time the sandflies and mosquitoes had finished with them. Large areas of exposed skin are a sad mistake in Fiordland.

        

        

          
The Old Campaigners.

          
I do not think a better all-weathers costume could be devised for bush and ranges than the uniform my old friend Captain Gilbert Mair used to wear on his fighting expeditions in the Urewera Country and other war-troubled regions in the Hauhau War days. It consisted of knickerbockers and thick woollen stockings, a light shawl belted round the waist, woollen shirt and uniform jacket. The shawl, worn kilt-wise, was a protection in pressing through thick bush, and a comfort at night, with the blanket. Many 
pakeha bush - fighters, surveyors and others adopted the Maori and Highland kilt fashion, but Maori found by long and hard experience that his additions to the costume made it a perfect dress for all purposes of marching and fighting in a wild land.

          
I knew a hard old scout, the late Steve Adamson—one of a family of four big hard-case brothers—who went through Whitmore's campaign in the Urewera Country attired only in a pair of trousers cut off just below the knees, and a woollen shirt. He marched barefooted, like his brother Tom with him and Tom wore very little more. They were more concerned about their carbines and revolvers and their loads of ammunition than about their uniforms. But it is not many men who could travel with as much indifference to the weather and the rough country as those tough scouts of the old brigade.

        

        

          
Strong Diet.

          
Our friend the Maori, for all his acquired 
pakeha tastes, still relishes his bit of shark. On some of the beaches where Maori land goes down to the sea, long lines of shark suspended to dry in the sun on occasions diffuse a fragrance pleasing to the nostrils of all but the finicky paleface. One of the most favoured haunts of shark and shark-fisher is Ohiwa Harbour, in the southernmost sweep of the Bay of Plenty. The main road from Whakatane and the rail-head at Taneatua to Opotiki skirts the well-sunned well-sheltered shores of this fish-swarming harbour at Kutarere. The Maoris say that the inner shore of Owhakena Island, covering the entrance to the wide shallow bay, is the chief breeding ground of the sharks. Here are to be found the 
kapetau, the 
ururoa or long-head, and the 
mangopare or hammerhead, the three varieties of shark greatly desired for food. The 
mako-taniwha, the fighting shark which sporting fishermen find such a frolicsome foe, appears to keep more to the outer waters of the bay.

          
There is a large Maori village at Wainui, on the Ohiwa shore, and here come the Urewera people and their kin for their annual fishing expeditions, for a grand feast and a supply of dried fish for the winter. One year I was down that way there was a catch of about four thousand sharks, made by the full force of the tribe out in boats and canoes. Rakuraku, a grim old tattooed chief of the past generation, and his tall lean warrior brother Netana, were particularly keen on organising these expeditions, a glorious combination of pleasure and food-getting.

        

        
        



          
The “Go-ashore.”

          
The good old three-legged pot is still the most-used cooking utensil in many a Maori camp. I have never seen so many of these “go-ashores” in a native village as in a certain large but little-known 
kainga in the King Country, called Aotearoa—the famous name also of the whole island. Aotearoa is the headquarters village of the King Country section of the Ngati-Raukawa tribe. Those pots, there were dozens of them, scores, I think, in the large cooking-sheds, under the fruit trees of that beautifully situated but much run-to-seed old settlement, facing the rising sun. Curious word, “go-ashore,” and often ridiculously misconstrued. A popular version among 
pakeha old hands was that Captain Cook gave a three-legged pot to a Maori, and pointing to the beach, said “Go ashore,” hence the name. As with many another scrap of beachcombing lore, the facts are otherwise.

          
“Kohua,” the Maori term for the pot that replaced the earth-oven in many a 
kainga, is a genuine native word, meaning originally the method of heating water, or cooking food, by means of red-hot stones in a wooden vessel. The term was naturally
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transferred to the convenient 
pakeha pot when it reached the home of the Maori. Naturally, also, the whaler and the sailor and the trader, when they heard the New Zealander call the new household treasure a “kohua,” corrupted it to an expression they could get their tongues round and remember, hence “goashore.”

        

        

          
And “Copper Maori.”

          
Another popular bit of pidgin-Maori is the expression frequently seen in newspapers, and even in books, “kapa Maori,” for an earth-oven, the steam-cooking 
haangi or 
umu. “Kapa” here is not a Maori word, it is really “copper.” The expression originated with early-days 
pakeha sailors, who transferred the word from the boiler in the ship's cooking-galley to the native 
kainga. So the 
haangi became the “Maori coppers” and presently was turned about to “copper Maori,” and the Maori hearing this promptly made it “kapa,” which 
pakehas and even some of the younger generation of the native race imagine is the Maori term for the earth-oven. So persists the beachcomber word of old.
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Trampers and Climbers.

          

Bushcraft is a fascinating science of the out-of-doors which will always be needed in such a country as New Zealand. More and more our young people are taking to the hills and the forest for their recreation, and anything that will assist them to obtain the utmost benefit from this health-giving form of pleasuring should be encouraged. Far better that kind of holidaying than knocking about the cities or sitting watching an athletic few toiling at their games. But mountain-climbing and bush-roving, while providing glorious exercise and change of scene and air and developing powers of endurance, are full of peril and trouble for the inexperienced and the incautious. The young men and women from the towns who take to the mountains with their camp gear for a brief outing are apt to underrate the possible difficulties and misadventures. From my observation, most of them are quite inadequately equipped for the work, at any rate those who undertake mountain expeditions. You will not see even the seasoned bushman, the sheep musterer, the cattle hunter, or the veteran deer stalker go into the ranges so meagrely clothed, for one thing, as most of the youngsters of both sexes who sally out light-heartedly from the city officers and colleges and schools for a quick-travel excursion into the rough high country.
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Costume and Swag.

          
“Travel light” is an excellent maxim of the bush trial if it is rightly applied. But it is quite misconstrued by many of these enthusiastic young trampers. They set out into mountains where cold and stormy weather is always likely in ridiculous shorts, unsuitable boots, flimsy upper garments, and at the same time load themselves up with an excess of camp gear. It may be that they imagine this is likely to make them hardy. Probably that is the idea which prompts some of the young women trampers to emulate their boy friends and reduce their clothes to the minimum, until they look better prepared for a swimming race than for a hill excursion. One has seen some strange spectacles at the week-ends.

          
One figure, a typical one, would make an excellent subject for Mr. Ken Alexander's pencil. It consisted, as seen from the rear, of a very large swag, a 
pikau of quite amazing proportions, surmounting a pair of thin bare legs, short socks and low shoes. If the 
pikau-bearer wore shorts they were certainly not visible. One would not have known what the other side of the 
pikau looked like had not the bearer thereof turned round, and then it became fairly obvious that it was a girl. Her perspiring face expressed grim determination to conquer the Orongorongo Ranges or the Tararuas, or whatever else Providence might put in her path. She wore a low-cut blouse of some unsubstantial material. She was plucky, enthusiastic no end, but one wished for courage to give her some friendly counsel about what to wear and what not to carry on a mountain climb.
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For Bush and Mountain.

          
Some of our ambitious young amateur mountaineers get out from the towns wearing little more than the much-photographed costume of Mr. Gandhi. Even a Maori warrior on the tomahawk path would have displayed more judgment in the matter of clothing if he were going into the hill country. Shorts and thin singlets and that sort of thing are well enough for brief tramps across the lower lands, in the middle of summer; but higher country and lower temperatures call for more rational clothes. Long experience in many parts of New Zealand, in bush and mountain land, has convinced me that the



knickerbockers and long stockings costume is the most comfortable and the most suitable for rough country and possible rough weather.

          
In such regions as the Urewera Country, in the days before roads and bridges, I found that the best place for trousers was in the swag, there was so much river crossing to be done. But that lack of covering to be done. But that lack of covering would not do for, say, the Fiordland National Park. “Tenderfoot” travellers have been known to wear shorts, a rig right enough for the running track or the tennis lawn or the football field, for the walk from Lake Te Anau across McKinnon's Pass to Milford Sound. They were literally tenderlegs, very tender, by the time the sandflies and mosquitoes had finished with them. Large areas of exposed skin are a sad mistake in Fiordland.
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The Old Campaigners.

          
I do not think a better all-weathers costume could be devised for bush and ranges than the uniform my old friend Captain Gilbert Mair used to wear on his fighting expeditions in the Urewera Country and other war-troubled regions in the Hauhau War days. It consisted of knickerbockers and thick woollen stockings, a light shawl belted round the waist, woollen shirt and uniform jacket. The shawl, worn kilt-wise, was a protection in pressing through thick bush, and a comfort at night, with the blanket. Many 
pakeha bush - fighters, surveyors and others adopted the Maori and Highland kilt fashion, but Maori found by long and hard experience that his additions to the costume made it a perfect dress for all purposes of marching and fighting in a wild land.

          
I knew a hard old scout, the late Steve Adamson—one of a family of four big hard-case brothers—who went through Whitmore's campaign in the Urewera Country attired only in a pair of trousers cut off just below the knees, and a woollen shirt. He marched barefooted, like his brother Tom with him and Tom wore very little more. They were more concerned about their carbines and revolvers and their loads of ammunition than about their uniforms. But it is not many men who could travel with as much indifference to the weather and the rough country as those tough scouts of the old brigade.
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Strong Diet.

          
Our friend the Maori, for all his acquired 
pakeha tastes, still relishes his bit of shark. On some of the beaches where Maori land goes down to the sea, long lines of shark suspended to dry in the sun on occasions diffuse a fragrance pleasing to the nostrils of all but the finicky paleface. One of the most favoured haunts of shark and shark-fisher is Ohiwa Harbour, in the southernmost sweep of the Bay of Plenty. The main road from Whakatane and the rail-head at Taneatua to Opotiki skirts the well-sunned well-sheltered shores of this fish-swarming harbour at Kutarere. The Maoris say that the inner shore of Owhakena Island, covering the entrance to the wide shallow bay, is the chief breeding ground of the sharks. Here are to be found the 
kapetau, the 
ururoa or long-head, and the 
mangopare or hammerhead, the three varieties of shark greatly desired for food. The 
mako-taniwha, the fighting shark which sporting fishermen find such a frolicsome foe, appears to keep more to the outer waters of the bay.

          
There is a large Maori village at Wainui, on the Ohiwa shore, and here come the Urewera people and their kin for their annual fishing expeditions, for a grand feast and a supply of dried fish for the winter. One year I was down that way there was a catch of about four thousand sharks, made by the full force of the tribe out in boats and canoes. Rakuraku, a grim old tattooed chief of the past generation, and his tall lean warrior brother Netana, were particularly keen on organising these expeditions, a glorious combination of pleasure and food-getting.
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The “Go-ashore.”

          
The good old three-legged pot is still the most-used cooking utensil in many a Maori camp. I have never seen so many of these “go-ashores” in a native village as in a certain large but little-known 
kainga in the King Country, called Aotearoa—the famous name also of the whole island. Aotearoa is the headquarters village of the King Country section of the Ngati-Raukawa tribe. Those pots, there were dozens of them, scores, I think, in the large cooking-sheds, under the fruit trees of that beautifully situated but much run-to-seed old settlement, facing the rising sun. Curious word, “go-ashore,” and often ridiculously misconstrued. A popular version among 
pakeha old hands was that Captain Cook gave a three-legged pot to a Maori, and pointing to the beach, said “Go ashore,” hence the name. As with many another scrap of beachcombing lore, the facts are otherwise.

          
“Kohua,” the Maori term for the pot that replaced the earth-oven in many a 
kainga, is a genuine native word, meaning originally the method of heating water, or cooking food, by means of red-hot stones in a wooden vessel. The term was naturally
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transferred to the convenient 
pakeha pot when it reached the home of the Maori. Naturally, also, the whaler and the sailor and the trader, when they heard the New Zealander call the new household treasure a “kohua,” corrupted it to an expression they could get their tongues round and remember, hence “goashore.”
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And “Copper Maori.”

          
Another popular bit of pidgin-Maori is the expression frequently seen in newspapers, and even in books, “kapa Maori,” for an earth-oven, the steam-cooking 
haangi or 
umu. “Kapa” here is not a Maori word, it is really “copper.” The expression originated with early-days 
pakeha sailors, who transferred the word from the boiler in the ship's cooking-galley to the native 
kainga. So the 
haangi became the “Maori coppers” and presently was turned about to “copper Maori,” and the Maori hearing this promptly made it “kapa,” which 
pakehas and even some of the younger generation of the native race imagine is the Maori term for the earth-oven. So persists the beachcomber word of old.
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New Zealand Verse
        

        

          

            
Aotearoa.
          

          

            
In fadeless forests, winter gone,


            
The bell-tongued tuis sing,


            
From gurgling throats, delicious notes


            
Like liquid gems they fling,


            
Where all in bold rich-tassell'd gold


            
The kowhai-clusters cling.


            
And where the later-waking year


            
Its laughing life-breath breathes,


            
Clematis all its stations tall


            
Has hung with starry wreaths,


            
And red with wax the flowers of flax


            
Burst from their shapely sheaths.


            
But come with me the land to see


            
When glorious summer glows,


            
While blue of lakes reflection takes


            
From stainless mountain snows,


            
And rivers gush in headlong rush


            
Of power that fiercely flows!


            
All green the changeless forest stands,


            
Save where the rata red


            
In burning flush is all ablush,


            
Like sunset-clouds o'erhead,


            
Or stoops to view its splendours through


            
The mirroring river-bed.


            
With autumn comes no sense of loss;


            
The skies more richly smile;


            
The merry breeze the bush may tease


            
With threats of storm awhile,


            
While orchard's health and farm's full wealth


            
Glow, mile on sunlit mile.


            
Here even winter laughs away


            
The fear of want and cold,


            
For mildly warm June days but charm


            
With earlier sunset-gold,


            
Sunset that smites with opal lights


            
The violet mountain-fold.


            
Is this a home from which to roam?


            
A country to despise?


            
Come, native! stand upon the land,


            
And ope your dreaming eyes!


            
Of all the isles on which Sol smiles,


            
This is the jewelled prize!


            
And hymn aloud the long White Cloud


            
That wraps her mountain strand,


            
For great as Greece, in war and peace,


            
In art and order grand,


            
And greater in her science strong,


            
Shall rise this lovely land.
            —A.
          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            
O Bush-Clad Hills.
          

          

            
O bush-clad hills,


            
New Zealand's lavish grandeur,


            
Majestic, greenly glorious, sheer Beauty's regal throne;


            
O bush-clad hills,


            
Sun-lit to blazing splendour,


            
Or frowning, gloomy, terrible, with storm-clouds round you blown.


            
O bush-clad hills,


            
Uplifting human heartbeats


            
To where those wooded heights above sublimely kiss the skies;


            
O bush-clad hills,


            
Blue-beckoning in the distance,


            
I love the way your Beauty heals the mind your strength defies.
            —
Hamilton Scott, Whangarei.
          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            
Stewart Island Fisherman.
          

          

            
Stewart Island Fisherman,


            
Whither do you tack?


            
Hard a port to fishing grounds


            
And hard a starboard back


            
With ev'ry stitch of canvas on


            
Your saucy little smack.


            
Stewart Island Fisherman,


            
Cheerio! What luck?


            
Tossing on your fishing ground


            
Hidden to the truck


            
With nothing but a staysail and …


            
A mighty lot o’ pluck.


            
Stewart Island Fisherman,


            
Whither are you bound?


            
Wind abeam for Half Moon Bay


            
From your fishing ground


            
With ev'ry stitch of canvas. May


            
God speed you safe and sound.
            —
J. J. Stroud.
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Life's Little Lunacies

        

          
To-moan Poisoning.

          

Life has as many ups and downs as a fireman's ladder at a house-warming, but the fire-fighter who can pause during the heat and burning of the day to unleash a little love and laughter into the contentious conflagration called life, pours better for the pause. He is the cheerful chump who knows that all work and no quirk makes Jack grow up into a financier, or even worse. So thank God for the cheerful chump who gives to the woozy world a fitful fillup with laughing gas—the age-old antidote for To-moan poisoning. The “bright and chary,” nor does it include such specimens of perpetual commotion as the bibulous-backbanger and opportunist-optimist. Also out, is the early bacon-and yeggster who, with his ghoulish gaiety, causes our breakfast sausage to grovel in its gravy, at the protozen period of our progress when all we ask is a little “largo” in the limbo of the “tempo” while we change gear from “shake-down” to shake-up.

        

        

          

            
Passing the Buck-up.
          

          
The cheerful chump is a confidence-man whose gold-bricks are not lead-lined, and who passes the buck-up instead of the “buck.”

          
When Hope is laid low with ruematism; when the pessimist plays Luck's Lament on the melancholia; when everything seems as bad as it is and nothing even as good as it was; when the world has pawned its faith and lost the ticket; when all these things have happened the cheerful chump refuses to throw in the towel simply because both eyes are bunged and the floor has got stuck to his chest. For taking all in gall, “cheer” flutters among the flowers of fortitude, while the misery — merchant like a bottled beetle burbles that contentment is corked and beautitude “bootlegged.” Such briefly is a brief for the champion of cheer, the producer of Honour Bright's Pop-o-light Pills for people who pall.
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Ups And Downs
                  
                
              


          

          

            

              
Perpetrated By 
Ken Alexander.
            
          

        

        

          
Broadcasting on the Hooraydio.

          
So let's turn on the hooraydio and liberate a laughful lyric by Doctor D. Light, the eye-ear-and-knows specialist:

          

            
The sloth is glum, the walrus too,


            
They haven't had the chance, like you,


            
To differentiate between


            
Their lot and what it might have been.


            
We more enblightened sons of sin


            
With mental means above the chin,


            
Should pause before we “chew the rag,”


            
Because we deem we're “in the bag,”


            
And contemplate how Fortune terse


            
Could possibly have made it worse.


            
The cheerful chump who dodges Doom.


            
And daily gives the gate to Gloom,


            
Is not a flippant kind of flop


            
Deficient round about the top;


            
But one who sees the show compact
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And not a solitary act.


            
Thank God the cheerful cove is yet


            
Among us in our doubt and debt,


            
To make our sense of humour keener


            
When things appear not worth a “deener.”


            
Who wants to be a woozy whelk


            
Or else a frigid frozen elk?


            
Such samples never grieve their lot,


            
Because they never know “what's what,”


            
Or even get a ghostly gleam


            
That things are seldom what they seem.


            
But cheery chumps, with confidence


            
That living's worth the high expense,


            
Do more in half a brace of twists


            
Than hundreds of economists.


            
So here's hand to those who cheer


            
When things are looking kind of queer,


            
And though the grade is one in two


            
Keep chugging up towards the blue.


            
They never pause to whip the cat,


            
But climb their best when things are “flat.”
          

        

        

          
The Tree of Adventure and the “Root of All Weevil.”

          
The cheer-germinator demonstrates that the exiguous exorbitancies of economic existence are equivalent to the music of dumbell exercises in a carillon, as compared with the ineradicable effervescence of the ego; for the essence of human existence is persistence.

          
Elasticity is the spring of man's mental machinery and catapults his consciousness beyond the circumscription of circumstance; unless, of course, his spring has been busted by too many barrages in the siege of Boodle. But life, thanks to human hope and humour, is full of facts figurating that the tree of adventure rises above the “root of all weevil,” and that in the midst of debt man can still put a little life into “living.” For courage is the evaluation of evolution, and the “homo” would have been blotto in half a jiffo had he not pitted his puny but palpable penchants against the atrocities of atrophy. His highest hope has always been his maddest moment. When he soars above the murmuring of Mammon he leaves his monica on the pages of the past. When he moves among the shades of Sharon and emulates the heroic “hobos” of history he robs the improbable of improbability and ticks off timidity. Foolish he may appear to his cozened cousin courting the inglenook in pampered prolixity, but he lives life, even if it kills him.

          
Why do men defy the ethics of the air in pervious pantechnicons? Why do they risk a permanent change of address in regions with a dark brown taste where necking-parties are carried to excess and only the guest who keeps his head gets away with it? Why does he tickle the ivories in the elephant-haunted quavers and crochets of Pianoforte, put the leopard on the spot, go on a jag with the jaguar, hunt the gorilla when it has its monkey up, and pot the python in the Serpentine? Why do men leave bed and breakfast, hearth and home, work and wages, bath and boodle, tax and “tick,” to mooch through mud, shiver in shorts, offer their bodies as lunch for lepidoptera and enjoy the advantages of being rid of the advantages of Progress? Why?
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Because the call of the wild is the only contemporary call which is not a call to alms. Men brave the wide and free because it is the only freedom free from finance and the terrors of Progress. Hence they risk the unknown knowing that it can't be any worse than the dun known. Whence the tracker, the trekker and the tramper.

        

        

          
Perpendiculous Perambulations.

          
Trampers are called trampers because they don't tramp. They crawl, clamber, slip, slither, slide and shiver, but they can no more tramp than a gopher can goose-step. They rope themselves together by their whiskers, keep their feet from freezing in alpensocks, leap chasms in short “strides,” and subsist on eidelweis and enthusiasm. They speak the Yodel, which is a sort of Swiss with a swizzle, and they get so close to Nature that they often have to be chipped off with an ice axe. To us poor flat-fish who live on the level and eat our meals without the necessity of jacking them up, such upended enthusiasm is inexplicable. Not for us the glory of the sun rising with difficulty like an egg nog vacating an ice box. Not for us the thrill of subsisting on a sub-section of sausage with the mercury registering two hundred fathoms below plimsol off a rock-bound coast, and the mountain crag shivering in its sockets. Never shall we tote “Matilda” up the perpendiculous pinnacles, or glissade down the glossary on an empty stomach. We are denied the joy of being fished up fissures and sorting out our feet in the morning after a night spent like an atom of frozen mutton in an Eskimo pie.

        

        

          
The Sky-scrapers Anthem.

          
But we admit that there exists such cold-soarage souls who warp and wilt in warmth, to whom goose-flesh is the skin you love to touch, who glory in Nature's frozen products, to whom a nip in the air is worth two in the bar, and whose favourite tunes are “I Miss my Swiss” and “Old King Cold.” They are tough and turgid guys to whom anything flatter than ninety degrees below zero is conducive to fallen arches and general lowness. They are mountainous mathematicians who recognise only ice-sozzleys try-angles, and believe that a line taken in any direction will meet itself coming back. This is why they never lose themselves. Sometimes, of course, they mislay the particular mountain they had in mind, and sometimes they find that someone has gone and ratted a ravine. This explains why the slogan of the sky-scraper's club is “not lost but gone before.” Speaking mountatudinously, it is practically impossible to mistake going down a mountain for going up it, and vice versatile, so that it is fair to assume that as long as they keep descending they must be on the way down. So how can anyone ever be lost? Q.E.D., C.O.D., and so on. Let us sing a mountain air with or without a nip, as the cork may be.

          

            
Some men are made for merriment,


            
And some are made for work,


            
And some to try experiment


            
Where Nature's labours lurk.


            
At every opportunity


            
They risk their tender loins,


            
By vieing with impunity


            
With Nature's granite groins.


            
They give the granite tit for tat,


            
And prove that man's a trier,


            
Who, even though his life is flat,


            
Aspires to something higher.
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When Hope is laid low with ruematism; when the pessimist plays Luck's Lament on the melancholia; when everything seems as bad as it is and nothing even as good as it was; when the world has pawned its faith and lost the ticket; when all these things have happened the cheerful chump refuses to throw in the towel simply because both eyes are bunged and the floor has got stuck to his chest. For taking all in gall, “cheer” flutters among the flowers of fortitude, while the misery — merchant like a bottled beetle burbles that contentment is corked and beautitude “bootlegged.” Such briefly is a brief for the champion of cheer, the producer of Honour Bright's Pop-o-light Pills for people who pall.
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Broadcasting on the Hooraydio.

          
So let's turn on the hooraydio and liberate a laughful lyric by Doctor D. Light, the eye-ear-and-knows specialist:

          

            
The sloth is glum, the walrus too,


            
They haven't had the chance, like you,


            
To differentiate between


            
Their lot and what it might have been.


            
We more enblightened sons of sin


            
With mental means above the chin,


            
Should pause before we “chew the rag,”


            
Because we deem we're “in the bag,”


            
And contemplate how Fortune terse


            
Could possibly have made it worse.


            
The cheerful chump who dodges Doom.


            
And daily gives the gate to Gloom,


            
Is not a flippant kind of flop


            
Deficient round about the top;


            
But one who sees the show compact
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And not a solitary act.


            
Thank God the cheerful cove is yet


            
Among us in our doubt and debt,


            
To make our sense of humour keener


            
When things appear not worth a “deener.”


            
Who wants to be a woozy whelk


            
Or else a frigid frozen elk?


            
Such samples never grieve their lot,


            
Because they never know “what's what,”


            
Or even get a ghostly gleam


            
That things are seldom what they seem.


            
But cheery chumps, with confidence


            
That living's worth the high expense,


            
Do more in half a brace of twists


            
Than hundreds of economists.


            
So here's hand to those who cheer


            
When things are looking kind of queer,


            
And though the grade is one in two


            
Keep chugging up towards the blue.


            
They never pause to whip the cat,


            
But climb their best when things are “flat.”
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The Tree of Adventure and the “Root of All Weevil.”

          
The cheer-germinator demonstrates that the exiguous exorbitancies of economic existence are equivalent to the music of dumbell exercises in a carillon, as compared with the ineradicable effervescence of the ego; for the essence of human existence is persistence.

          
Elasticity is the spring of man's mental machinery and catapults his consciousness beyond the circumscription of circumstance; unless, of course, his spring has been busted by too many barrages in the siege of Boodle. But life, thanks to human hope and humour, is full of facts figurating that the tree of adventure rises above the “root of all weevil,” and that in the midst of debt man can still put a little life into “living.” For courage is the evaluation of evolution, and the “homo” would have been blotto in half a jiffo had he not pitted his puny but palpable penchants against the atrocities of atrophy. His highest hope has always been his maddest moment. When he soars above the murmuring of Mammon he leaves his monica on the pages of the past. When he moves among the shades of Sharon and emulates the heroic “hobos” of history he robs the improbable of improbability and ticks off timidity. Foolish he may appear to his cozened cousin courting the inglenook in pampered prolixity, but he lives life, even if it kills him.

          
Why do men defy the ethics of the air in pervious pantechnicons? Why do they risk a permanent change of address in regions with a dark brown taste where necking-parties are carried to excess and only the guest who keeps his head gets away with it? Why does he tickle the ivories in the elephant-haunted quavers and crochets of Pianoforte, put the leopard on the spot, go on a jag with the jaguar, hunt the gorilla when it has its monkey up, and pot the python in the Serpentine? Why do men leave bed and breakfast, hearth and home, work and wages, bath and boodle, tax and “tick,” to mooch through mud, shiver in shorts, offer their bodies as lunch for lepidoptera and enjoy the advantages of being rid of the advantages of Progress? Why?
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Because the call of the wild is the only contemporary call which is not a call to alms. Men brave the wide and free because it is the only freedom free from finance and the terrors of Progress. Hence they risk the unknown knowing that it can't be any worse than the dun known. Whence the tracker, the trekker and the tramper.
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Perpendiculous Perambulations.

          
Trampers are called trampers because they don't tramp. They crawl, clamber, slip, slither, slide and shiver, but they can no more tramp than a gopher can goose-step. They rope themselves together by their whiskers, keep their feet from freezing in alpensocks, leap chasms in short “strides,” and subsist on eidelweis and enthusiasm. They speak the Yodel, which is a sort of Swiss with a swizzle, and they get so close to Nature that they often have to be chipped off with an ice axe. To us poor flat-fish who live on the level and eat our meals without the necessity of jacking them up, such upended enthusiasm is inexplicable. Not for us the glory of the sun rising with difficulty like an egg nog vacating an ice box. Not for us the thrill of subsisting on a sub-section of sausage with the mercury registering two hundred fathoms below plimsol off a rock-bound coast, and the mountain crag shivering in its sockets. Never shall we tote “Matilda” up the perpendiculous pinnacles, or glissade down the glossary on an empty stomach. We are denied the joy of being fished up fissures and sorting out our feet in the morning after a night spent like an atom of frozen mutton in an Eskimo pie.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 8, Issue 2 (June 1, 1933)

The Sky-scrapers Anthem



          
The Sky-scrapers Anthem.

          
But we admit that there exists such cold-soarage souls who warp and wilt in warmth, to whom goose-flesh is the skin you love to touch, who glory in Nature's frozen products, to whom a nip in the air is worth two in the bar, and whose favourite tunes are “I Miss my Swiss” and “Old King Cold.” They are tough and turgid guys to whom anything flatter than ninety degrees below zero is conducive to fallen arches and general lowness. They are mountainous mathematicians who recognise only ice-sozzleys try-angles, and believe that a line taken in any direction will meet itself coming back. This is why they never lose themselves. Sometimes, of course, they mislay the particular mountain they had in mind, and sometimes they find that someone has gone and ratted a ravine. This explains why the slogan of the sky-scraper's club is “not lost but gone before.” Speaking mountatudinously, it is practically impossible to mistake going down a mountain for going up it, and vice versatile, so that it is fair to assume that as long as they keep descending they must be on the way down. So how can anyone ever be lost? Q.E.D., C.O.D., and so on. Let us sing a mountain air with or without a nip, as the cork may be.

          

            
Some men are made for merriment,


            
And some are made for work,


            
And some to try experiment


            
Where Nature's labours lurk.


            
At every opportunity


            
They risk their tender loins,


            
By vieing with impunity


            
With Nature's granite groins.


            
They give the granite tit for tat,


            
And prove that man's a trier,


            
Who, even though his life is flat,


            
Aspires to something higher.
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Our Women's Section
              
            
          
        

        

          
(Timely Notes and Useful Hints by 
Helen.)
        

        

          

            
Round The Shops.
          

          

            
The Winter Silhouette.

            

The military touch which was apparent in our summer sports clothes is accentuated in the winter styles. Broad shoulders, slim hips and a waist are essential; to acquire the latter, choose your foundation garment with care. Then turn your attention to the shoulders. The new neckline is definitely high. If your frock has a wide yoke slipping down over the top of the arm, or epaulettes, or a sleeve that puffs in the right place, or better still a cape collar in self material, white or black, you have attained the shoulder width. How fresh and smart your last year's “best dress” would look with the addition of a cape! And don't forget that sleeves may puff anywhere. I saw a charming black gown with yoke and sleeves in striped material of red, grey and black. At the top of the sleeve pleats hid the colours, but lower down they flared out in delightful contrast. From just below the elbow, black moulded the arm.

          

          

            
Colours and Materials.

            
These are almost as important as the silhouette. In the matter of colours, dress to suit yourself. If you look regal in purple and lovely in violet, revel in the new season's shades. If you have brown eyes and an olive skin, or just the right fairness, mustard yellow will look ravishing. But if you know perfectly well that these colours do not suit you, don't wear them because they are smart. Wear the colours you like, the shades you have tested, and look your best. Blue is 
not popular this winter, but you blue-birds can wear grey effectively. The reds are lovely, and orange still holds its own.

            
And now the materials. It is exciting to turn from summer voiles, linens, silks, to the richness of winter fabrics. English manufacturers are endeavouring to show that they can still lead the world. The looms are turning out a multitude of weaves. You may take your choice; here are corded and diagonal finishes, new flecks and basket weaves in all kinds of woollen fabrics. In the finer materials and in silk the crinkle effect is new. Plain and corded velvets have definitely come into favour.

          

          

            
Sports Clothes.

            
For the country, for golf, or for morning wear, choose a tweed suit or one in two-tone effect—for instance, a plaid or check skirt in plain fabric repeating the skirt material on the coat collar or one of the new scarf collars. Your skirt should be gored, or else have flat pleats to keep the slim effect. With your two-piece suit, wear one of the new striped silk shirt blouses. Whether you golf, or merely look sporty, a suede coat is an asset. Hip-length coats, belted or not, certainly seem to be here to stay. Have you seen the corded velvet coat worn with a tweed skirt? They are the very latest and so becoming. Wear a jaunty stitched tweed hat or a felt with a tweed finish with your tweed suit, and a velvet with your corded velvet coat. A complete suit of corded velvet is charming for more dressy occasions.

            
Hand and machine-knitted garments are well to the fore. Jumpers, berets, scarves and cravats in gay colours or with multi-coloured stripes are useful and becoming. I saw a smart jumper knitted in diagonal stripes of brown, tangerine and tawny yellows. Buttons are now worn on jumpers, even on those of the hand-knitted variety, adding interest to the yoke effect or running in glittering lines up the long thin cuffs. By the way, buttons still wink with a steely glitter. They are not quite so military, as the steel often rims a coloured button, or inserts itself in a shiny triangle.

            
Ermine-velour, fur fabric or fur, is smart and warm for hip-length coats, or for one of the new cravats which are worn with collarless coats or with street frocks.

          

          

            
Hats are Small and Jaunty.

            
The millinery trade should be showing signs of revival. True, hats are cheaper than they have been for years, but what a temptation it
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is to buy two or three instead of one. The new hats are so individual, no two alike. Before you leave the shop, decide on the exact tilt. The forward and sideways shove is an art, and must not disarrange the coiffure. A sleek head is essential for one side is uncovered, but not sufficiently to allow a winter wind to spoil the general effect. Among the hats, felts hold their own, and tweeds and velvets are new.

          

          

            
Is Marriage Merely a Change of Jobs?

            
You have probably met the girl who has given up a fairly good office position for marriage, and now, after the first glamour has gone, feels that she has left one job for another—with fewer rewards in the shape of nice clothes and good times. Probably that girl put her best into her office job, and now does not realise that here is her opportunity to show her capabilities as an organiser and a doer. She will reap worth-while rewards in the way of more efficient household management, greater leisure in which to keep up her personal interests, and, best of all, a happy and proud husband.

            
We all know the woman who always has household tasks ahead of her. She is always thinking of them, and they are always being dragged into conversation. We are sorry for her, and feel that she is bungling her job, but we are too busy and keen on our own tasks to bother about her wails. Salvation lies in treating housework as an ordinary job, a five-hour or six-hour job, not a twenty-four hour burden. And the beauty of a housewife's job is that with a little additional organisation she can have her leisure when she will. If her husband lunches in town, it is so easy, by starting a little earlier in the morning to have her friends in to lunch or to afternoon bridge. The people she has invited will no doubt invite her back and she will build up quite a series of good times. Once the dinner dishes are put away at night, the wife is free to spend a quiet evening by the fireside or to enjoy some little social outing. The “young married” with a little management can have quite as gay a time as her young salaried sister.

            
* * *

          

        

        

          

Knitting.


Hints for Knitters.

          
Do not wind the wool into a hard ball, as this stretches the wool and takes away its elasticity. Wind loosely over the fingers, withdrawing them frequently to change the position of the ball and to keep it symmetrical.

          
To join skeins, thread one end into a darning needle and run the needle about 3in. along into the other end, thus doing away with unsightly knots on the inside of the garment.

          
Before making up a garment, run in all the ends neatly and securely on the wrong side. Lay each part separately on an ironing blanket and pin down exactly to the size and shape required. Then with a damp cloth and hot iron carefully press. Sew up the seams neatly with wool, placing the two edges together and sewing stitch to stitch.

          
The seams of knitted jumpers may be stitched with the machine. It is quicker and straighter and makes a better job. Join the shoulder seams first, then stitch the sleeves into the armholes. The sleeve and side-seam can then be sewn in one. Press all the seams carefully, and they will hardly show. A great deal depends upon the care taken in pressing and making-up a knitted garment. Even a well knitted garment can lack style and finish if it is made up carelessly.

          
* * *

        

        

          

            
Home Notes.
          

          

            
Cork table mats may be cleaned by rubbing them gently with fine emery paper wrapped round a piece of wood.

            
To remove grease spots from silk, lay the material right side up on a folded towel and apply Fuller's earth to the soiled place, leaving for twenty-four hours. Shake and brush lightly. A second, or even a third application may be necessary to remove the spot completely.

          

          

            
In Season.

            
In city markets and greengrocers’ shops the marrow is lording it at present, and the country housewife, if she lives in a maize-growing district, is showered under with marrows, so now is the time to test out new marrow recipes.

            
Have you ever thought of marrow jam? Here is a recipe, guaranteed delicious:

            
6lbs. marrow;

            
6lbs. sugar;

            
3 lemons;

            
1½ozs. hard ginger (well bruised), and

            
12 pods of chilies, in muslin bags.

            
Peel the marrows and remove all soft parts and seeds and cut into small squares, squeeze the juice from the lemons and cut the rinds exceedingly fine. Mix marrow, sugar and lemon in a bowl, and leave for twenty-four hours. Put in the ginger and bags of chilies, and boil for 1½ to 2 hours—until, in fact, the juice jells and the marrow squares are transparent; then remove the muslin bags, and bottle.

            
N.B.—The marrows must be quite ripe and almost woody, or they will boil pulpy. The chilies may be omitted.

            

              

[image: ]
            

          

          
          



            
Marrow Stuffed.

            
1 small marrow;

            
1 onion;

            
1 cup breadcrumbs or mashed potato;

            
1 egg;

            
1 tablespoonful flour;

            
Pepper, salt and a few leaves of sage.

            
Skin marrow, make an opening in the centre, remove seeds and core, and fill with stuffing. Replace the piece cut out. Dredge marrow with flour, put in a baking dish, baste and bake light brown. Serve with brown gravy.

            
* * *

          

        

        

          

            
The Winter Enemy.
          

          

            
This is the season of coughs and colds. A great deal can be done towards keeping immune from colds by building up resistance to withstand the germ infection. Wearing suitable clothing (which should be warm without being stuffy), giving attention to diet, having as much exercise, fresh air and sunshine as you can get, maintaining proper personal hygiene, avoiding hot stuffy rooms and crowded buildings, and, last but not least, keeping your distance from infected persons—these are the important factors in keeping fit.

            
If you have a heavy head, dry throat, and that cold shivery feeling, it is well to take precautions. Take a hot bath and get right to bed, with a hot-water bottle and an extra blanket, have hot lemon drinks or milk and perhaps two aspirin tablets. This treatment should break up the “cold” if the infection is not severe, and you should be well in the morning, otherwise you must keep to your room and bed for a day or two and take precautions not to spread the infection.
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It is especially necessary for anyone with a cold not to come in contact with sick or elderly folk, as they are predisposed to infection owing to their lowered vitality and powers of resistance. So do not visit sick friends in hospital until you are quite recovered and free of infection.

            
* * *

          

          

            
To Give an Inhalation.

            
Inhalations are often ordered for head and chest colds. The usual medium is a jug of hot water with inhalant and a bath towel over the head. This is not the best way to give an inhalation, as the pores of the skin are opened to admit a chill and the eyes are parboiled. The correct way is to pour a pint of boiling water into a receptacle with the inhalant ordered, and leave for a minute or two to cool somewhat. Surround with a towel folded to form a funnel; the steam then goes directly into the nose and into the passages and lungs without the discomfort of steaming the face. Another way is to cover the receptacle with a brown paper bag with a small hole cut in the corner. After use, the paper bag should be burnt.
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The military touch which was apparent in our summer sports clothes is accentuated in the winter styles. Broad shoulders, slim hips and a waist are essential; to acquire the latter, choose your foundation garment with care. Then turn your attention to the shoulders. The new neckline is definitely high. If your frock has a wide yoke slipping down over the top of the arm, or epaulettes, or a sleeve that puffs in the right place, or better still a cape collar in self material, white or black, you have attained the shoulder width. How fresh and smart your last year's “best dress” would look with the addition of a cape! And don't forget that sleeves may puff anywhere. I saw a charming black gown with yoke and sleeves in striped material of red, grey and black. At the top of the sleeve pleats hid the colours, but lower down they flared out in delightful contrast. From just below the elbow, black moulded the arm.

          

          

            
Colours and Materials.

            
These are almost as important as the silhouette. In the matter of colours, dress to suit yourself. If you look regal in purple and lovely in violet, revel in the new season's shades. If you have brown eyes and an olive skin, or just the right fairness, mustard yellow will look ravishing. But if you know perfectly well that these colours do not suit you, don't wear them because they are smart. Wear the colours you like, the shades you have tested, and look your best. Blue is 
not popular this winter, but you blue-birds can wear grey effectively. The reds are lovely, and orange still holds its own.

            
And now the materials. It is exciting to turn from summer voiles, linens, silks, to the richness of winter fabrics. English manufacturers are endeavouring to show that they can still lead the world. The looms are turning out a multitude of weaves. You may take your choice; here are corded and diagonal finishes, new flecks and basket weaves in all kinds of woollen fabrics. In the finer materials and in silk the crinkle effect is new. Plain and corded velvets have definitely come into favour.

          

          

            
Sports Clothes.

            
For the country, for golf, or for morning wear, choose a tweed suit or one in two-tone effect—for instance, a plaid or check skirt in plain fabric repeating the skirt material on the coat collar or one of the new scarf collars. Your skirt should be gored, or else have flat pleats to keep the slim effect. With your two-piece suit, wear one of the new striped silk shirt blouses. Whether you golf, or merely look sporty, a suede coat is an asset. Hip-length coats, belted or not, certainly seem to be here to stay. Have you seen the corded velvet coat worn with a tweed skirt? They are the very latest and so becoming. Wear a jaunty stitched tweed hat or a felt with a tweed finish with your tweed suit, and a velvet with your corded velvet coat. A complete suit of corded velvet is charming for more dressy occasions.

            
Hand and machine-knitted garments are well to the fore. Jumpers, berets, scarves and cravats in gay colours or with multi-coloured stripes are useful and becoming. I saw a smart jumper knitted in diagonal stripes of brown, tangerine and tawny yellows. Buttons are now worn on jumpers, even on those of the hand-knitted variety, adding interest to the yoke effect or running in glittering lines up the long thin cuffs. By the way, buttons still wink with a steely glitter. They are not quite so military, as the steel often rims a coloured button, or inserts itself in a shiny triangle.

            
Ermine-velour, fur fabric or fur, is smart and warm for hip-length coats, or for one of the new cravats which are worn with collarless coats or with street frocks.

          

          

            
Hats are Small and Jaunty.
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is to buy two or three instead of one. The new hats are so individual, no two alike. Before you leave the shop, decide on the exact tilt. The forward and sideways shove is an art, and must not disarrange the coiffure. A sleek head is essential for one side is uncovered, but not sufficiently to allow a winter wind to spoil the general effect. Among the hats, felts hold their own, and tweeds and velvets are new.

          

          

            
Is Marriage Merely a Change of Jobs?

            
You have probably met the girl who has given up a fairly good office position for marriage, and now, after the first glamour has gone, feels that she has left one job for another—with fewer rewards in the shape of nice clothes and good times. Probably that girl put her best into her office job, and now does not realise that here is her opportunity to show her capabilities as an organiser and a doer. She will reap worth-while rewards in the way of more efficient household management, greater leisure in which to keep up her personal interests, and, best of all, a happy and proud husband.

            
We all know the woman who always has household tasks ahead of her. She is always thinking of them, and they are always being dragged into conversation. We are sorry for her, and feel that she is bungling her job, but we are too busy and keen on our own tasks to bother about her wails. Salvation lies in treating housework as an ordinary job, a five-hour or six-hour job, not a twenty-four hour burden. And the beauty of a housewife's job is that with a little additional organisation she can have her leisure when she will. If her husband lunches in town, it is so easy, by starting a little earlier in the morning to have her friends in to lunch or to afternoon bridge. The people she has invited will no doubt invite her back and she will build up quite a series of good times. Once the dinner dishes are put away at night, the wife is free to spend a quiet evening by the fireside or to enjoy some little social outing. The “young married” with a little management can have quite as gay a time as her young salaried sister.
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These are almost as important as the silhouette. In the matter of colours, dress to suit yourself. If you look regal in purple and lovely in violet, revel in the new season's shades. If you have brown eyes and an olive skin, or just the right fairness, mustard yellow will look ravishing. But if you know perfectly well that these colours do not suit you, don't wear them because they are smart. Wear the colours you like, the shades you have tested, and look your best. Blue is 
not popular this winter, but you blue-birds can wear grey effectively. The reds are lovely, and orange still holds its own.
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You have probably met the girl who has given up a fairly good office position for marriage, and now, after the first glamour has gone, feels that she has left one job for another—with fewer rewards in the shape of nice clothes and good times. Probably that girl put her best into her office job, and now does not realise that here is her opportunity to show her capabilities as an organiser and a doer. She will reap worth-while rewards in the way of more efficient household management, greater leisure in which to keep up her personal interests, and, best of all, a happy and proud husband.

            
We all know the woman who always has household tasks ahead of her. She is always thinking of them, and they are always being dragged into conversation. We are sorry for her, and feel that she is bungling her job, but we are too busy and keen on our own tasks to bother about her wails. Salvation lies in treating housework as an ordinary job, a five-hour or six-hour job, not a twenty-four hour burden. And the beauty of a housewife's job is that with a little additional organisation she can have her leisure when she will. If her husband lunches in town, it is so easy, by starting a little earlier in the morning to have her friends in to lunch or to afternoon bridge. The people she has invited will no doubt invite her back and she will build up quite a series of good times. Once the dinner dishes are put away at night, the wife is free to spend a quiet evening by the fireside or to enjoy some little social outing. The “young married” with a little management can have quite as gay a time as her young salaried sister.

            
* * *
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Knitting.


Hints for Knitters.

          
Do not wind the wool into a hard ball, as this stretches the wool and takes away its elasticity. Wind loosely over the fingers, withdrawing them frequently to change the position of the ball and to keep it symmetrical.

          
To join skeins, thread one end into a darning needle and run the needle about 3in. along into the other end, thus doing away with unsightly knots on the inside of the garment.

          
Before making up a garment, run in all the ends neatly and securely on the wrong side. Lay each part separately on an ironing blanket and pin down exactly to the size and shape required. Then with a damp cloth and hot iron carefully press. Sew up the seams neatly with wool, placing the two edges together and sewing stitch to stitch.

          
The seams of knitted jumpers may be stitched with the machine. It is quicker and straighter and makes a better job. Join the shoulder seams first, then stitch the sleeves into the armholes. The sleeve and side-seam can then be sewn in one. Press all the seams carefully, and they will hardly show. A great deal depends upon the care taken in pressing and making-up a knitted garment. Even a well knitted garment can lack style and finish if it is made up carelessly.

          
* * *
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Home Notes.
          

          

            
Cork table mats may be cleaned by rubbing them gently with fine emery paper wrapped round a piece of wood.

            
To remove grease spots from silk, lay the material right side up on a folded towel and apply Fuller's earth to the soiled place, leaving for twenty-four hours. Shake and brush lightly. A second, or even a third application may be necessary to remove the spot completely.

          

          

            
In Season.

            
In city markets and greengrocers’ shops the marrow is lording it at present, and the country housewife, if she lives in a maize-growing district, is showered under with marrows, so now is the time to test out new marrow recipes.

            
Have you ever thought of marrow jam? Here is a recipe, guaranteed delicious:

            
6lbs. marrow;

            
6lbs. sugar;

            
3 lemons;

            
1½ozs. hard ginger (well bruised), and

            
12 pods of chilies, in muslin bags.

            
Peel the marrows and remove all soft parts and seeds and cut into small squares, squeeze the juice from the lemons and cut the rinds exceedingly fine. Mix marrow, sugar and lemon in a bowl, and leave for twenty-four hours. Put in the ginger and bags of chilies, and boil for 1½ to 2 hours—until, in fact, the juice jells and the marrow squares are transparent; then remove the muslin bags, and bottle.

            
N.B.—The marrows must be quite ripe and almost woody, or they will boil pulpy. The chilies may be omitted.

            

              

[image: ]
            

          

          
          



            
Marrow Stuffed.

            
1 small marrow;

            
1 onion;

            
1 cup breadcrumbs or mashed potato;

            
1 egg;

            
1 tablespoonful flour;

            
Pepper, salt and a few leaves of sage.

            
Skin marrow, make an opening in the centre, remove seeds and core, and fill with stuffing. Replace the piece cut out. Dredge marrow with flour, put in a baking dish, baste and bake light brown. Serve with brown gravy.

            
* * *
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The Winter Enemy.
          

          

            
This is the season of coughs and colds. A great deal can be done towards keeping immune from colds by building up resistance to withstand the germ infection. Wearing suitable clothing (which should be warm without being stuffy), giving attention to diet, having as much exercise, fresh air and sunshine as you can get, maintaining proper personal hygiene, avoiding hot stuffy rooms and crowded buildings, and, last but not least, keeping your distance from infected persons—these are the important factors in keeping fit.

            
If you have a heavy head, dry throat, and that cold shivery feeling, it is well to take precautions. Take a hot bath and get right to bed, with a hot-water bottle and an extra blanket, have hot lemon drinks or milk and perhaps two aspirin tablets. This treatment should break up the “cold” if the infection is not severe, and you should be well in the morning, otherwise you must keep to your room and bed for a day or two and take precautions not to spread the infection.

            

              

[image: ]
              

[image: ]
            

            
It is especially necessary for anyone with a cold not to come in contact with sick or elderly folk, as they are predisposed to infection owing to their lowered vitality and powers of resistance. So do not visit sick friends in hospital until you are quite recovered and free of infection.

            
* * *

          

          

            
To Give an Inhalation.

            
Inhalations are often ordered for head and chest colds. The usual medium is a jug of hot water with inhalant and a bath towel over the head. This is not the best way to give an inhalation, as the pores of the skin are opened to admit a chill and the eyes are parboiled. The correct way is to pour a pint of boiling water into a receptacle with the inhalant ordered, and leave for a minute or two to cool somewhat. Surround with a towel folded to form a funnel; the steam then goes directly into the nose and into the passages and lungs without the discomfort of steaming the face. Another way is to cover the receptacle with a brown paper bag with a small hole cut in the corner. After use, the paper bag should be burnt.
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World Affairs
          
        

        
(
By 

E. Vivian Hall.
)

        

          

            
Many “Gestures”—But No Deeds Yet—Has America Cut Her Moorings?—Guarantee and Debts—Japan a Silent Worker.
          

        

        

          
A Vocal Trio.

          

At the moment, in world affairs, there has been a bewildering succession of “gestures,” all of which (even Germany's latest) look good, but they have not yet been translated into definite results. On three successive days the Prime Minister of Britain, the President of the United States, and the Chancellor of Germany have all given out specially worded world messages, demanding peace. But pertinent questions, such as whether the United States will co-operate in any guarantee of European peace, remain at the moment unanswered. Paris remarks on the omission from President Roosevelt's speech of any such guarantee. But the British Prime Minister, Mr. J. Ramsay MacDonald, seeks to interpret as hopefully as possible what the President said, and deduces that “henceforth America will be indifferent to nothing concerning the world's peace.” America, he says, has “boldly cut her moorings.” Now, has she?

        

        

          
French Eyes on Roosevelt.

          
This question is vital, for the guarantee has dogged world history from Versailles downwards. France believed that Versailles arrangements included the guaranteeing of her frontiers by Britain and France and the United States. But this triple guarantee—France, Britain, United States—was subject to ratification, and the U.S. Congress that revolted from Woodrow Wilson never ratified it; and because the guarantee was not finalised in the United State it was not enforced by Britain. France considered herself sold. Ever since Versailles she has linked disarmament and guarantee of her integrity. Why (she asks) should she abandon armed supremacy in Europe unless the Anglo-American guarantee of her frontiers against aggression, promised by Woodrow Wilson and Lloyd George, but never given, is made good? That “fourth step” in the latest Roosevelt speech has been carefully read, but so far Paris cannot read “guarantee” into it, nor even trade boycott of a European aggressor.

        

        

          
What About Congress?

          
At such a moment one looks for a sign from Congress, but it has not appeared as these lines are written. In all internal matters of depression-fighting, this new Congress has appeared to be most docile. Seldom or never has a Congress loaded a President with extraordinary economic powers so quickly and willingly. But external policy, debts, guarantee, etc., is unknown ground. What does Congress say in its heart when it reads Mr. MacDonald's statement that America has “boldly cut her moorings?” She has cut various economic moorings, but has she really cut away from Monroeism? Is Mr. Roosevelt prepared to pledge the United States to any measure of military or economic pressure on a European aggressor? Will Congress support him in such a measure of support for France as will make France a genuine co-operator in disarmament

        

        

          
Papen and Hitler.

          
Just prior to the Roosevelt, MacDonald and Hitler speeches there was a “sabre-rattling” speech by Von Papen, who for the moment forgot his recent sedate diplomacy. Was the Von Papen speech a deliberate test of how much the British, the Americans, and the French would stand? Certainly it drew fire—as did the anti-Semitism violence—and Herr Hitler's latest speech is adjudged to be, by comparison, conciliatory. But another pertinent question, whether Germany will agree in the Disarmament Conference to the British short service plan of standardising effectives and getting away from the professional army, is not answered by anything that Herr Hitler has yet said. His statement that Germany has no thought of invading any country does not solve the Conference deadlock. Can it be said that recent German speeches, with their lack of consistency, tell the outside world anything at all? Is it the purpose of language to conceal thought?

        

        

          
Retreat From Versailles.

          
And Mussolini? He and the Four Power Pact are not just now in the foreground. Whether the Pact is to yet become a force is not clear. The Italian correspondent of “The Manchester Guardian” specifies German-Italian territorial gains which, he says, are motives behind the Pact, but were concealed from Mr. MacDonald when in Rome. Pressure, he says, would be exerted by the Four Powers to make Poland compensate Germany on the eastern frontier, and to make Czecho-Slovakia and Rumania compensate Hungary. A compensated Germany would then abandon an Austrian programme embarrassing to Italy. These allegations are not presented as having authority, but they are an example of fairly wide-spread suspicions that the Pact would mean dangerous frontier adjustments leading to war. Poland and Czecho-Slovakia are not infants. Yet judges like Mr.



J.L. Garvin declare that readjustments must come. Can there be peace on the Versailles basis? Can any change of that basis avoid war? Herein lies the dilemma.

        

        

          
Feeding the Jap Bulldog.

          
Apparently the Russian Soviet does not want a war on two fronts. Its European front is more important than its foothold on the distant and not always ice-free Pacific. So its Foreign Minister suggests a sale of railway interests to Manchukuo or Japan. The sale terms may be rejected, but the overture seems to prove that the Soviet values not the old Tsaristic expansion eastward. Perhaps the idea is that when Japan's appetite is glutted with Chinese and Russian Far Eastern territory, the Soviet's rear will be safe. A rapidly changing Europe has perils enough for Russia, without a Japanese conflict. Not only Poland, but the German sphinx, must cause Moscow a lot of thought, and it must be hard for Russians to swallow whole the reported statement of the Nazi journal “Angriff” that the alleged German Russian friendship will never be affected by “Germany's war on Communism.” But they see a star in the West. The Roosevelt semi-recognition of the Soviet is one of the significant events of recent days.

        

        

          
“Mythical!”

          
With photographs underlined “The Camera Cannot Lie,” the “Jewish Chronicle” (7th April) charges against the Germans many indignities enforced on Jews by violence. One Jewish lawyer, it is alleged, was shot. German boy-cotters of the Jews published the following as being in “Protocols of the Learned Elders of Zion”: “As soon as a non-Jewish State dares to resist us, we must be in a position to bring its neighbours into war against it.” If this were a valid quotation from a Jewish document of authority, it would at once be made to fit the execration with which Germany's neighbours have greeted the German anti-Semitism. But the “Jewish Chronicle” says that these “Protocols” are mythical.
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The Way of the Rail


Notes of the Month

        

Week-End tripping by train has never been more popular in Taranaki than during recent months. Twice there were train-loads of a thousand passengers, and from January to April the average number on the week-end excursion trains was 400 per trip. Good weather, low fares, excellent coaches, suitable timing, and powerful locomotives have all exercised their beneficent pull upon the people of the great dairying province towards these healthful and change-giving outings.

        
* * *

        
The powerful new “K” locomotives are every day proving their worth on the New Zealand Railways—but in an emergency they are priceless. This was proved when on the night succeeding Anzac Day, when an accumulation of travellers at Auckland wanted to reach Wellington in a hurry, the “Limited,” headed by a “K” set off with two cars and a sleeper more than the former “limit” of the “Limited.”

        
* * *

        
A correspondent calls attention to yet another free accident insurance scheme which bases its chief benefit upon the safety of rail travel. This is the “Auckland Star,” and its announcement offers £2000 if the reader be killed in a train as against £150 if killed in the home. Applying the Mark Twain method of calculation, it is thus more than twelve times safer to travel by train than to stay at home. Here we have just another warning against spending holidays at home when good excursion trains are running.

        
* * *

        
John Aye has just produced a book, “Humour on the Rail,” which contains some new gems. Among these are the Irish porter who moistened the gum on labels with his tongue. When asked by the English traveller: “Don't you keep a brush for the purpose?” he replied “No, your Honour; our tongue is the only instrument we are allowed to use.” And then there was the dazed passenger who wanted a ticket. “Yes, sir, what station please?” said the booking clerk. “Well, what stations have you got?” was the reply.

        
* * *

        
The autumn meeting of the Wellington Racing Club at Trentham this year shewed a pronounced improvement in the numbers carried by rail. The attendance at the races was about what it was the previous year, but the number of train passengers rose from 3600 to 5200. This year a universal fare between Wellington and Trentham of 5/-, for carriages only, replaced last year's discriminate rates of 5/- for cars and 4/- for seated wagons. The change certainly pleased the public. The result, a 100 per cent. increase in revenue for the Department.

        
* * *

        
The Arthur's Pass National Park Board has been impressed by the success of railway excursions to that area. The Board's annual report states that last winter the ten train excursions to the Pass carried 2515 passengers. The lure of the mountains and the joy of ski-ing are keenly felt by the plainsfolk of Canterbury. The Board has provided a toboggan run, and the Ski Club is working with them in the erection of a mountain hut. In Christchurch recently, Mr. W. D. Fraser, engine-driver at Otira, has been delivering lantern lectures on the Park. These lectures have provided valuable publicity for the Railway excursions to this favourite playground of Canterbury and Westland, and a recent letter to Mr. Fraser from the General Manager expressed the Department's appreciation of this good work.
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Among The Books.

 A Literary Page or Two
          
        

        
(By 

Shibli Bagarag.)

        

I Can only infer from their literary judgments that our self appointed Court of N.Z. critics is, as an Irishman might say, intellectually, egregiously gregarious. With the secure knowledge that there is no Court of Appeal, these self appointed judges, promulgate from time to time, their disordered opinions. The trouble is that they have never heard evidence and are listened to credulously by such widely-quoted publications as the London “Bookman.” A few years ago the paper mentioned was the mouthpiece of a “literary authority,” who, summing up in learned judgment the outstanding writers of the Dominion, ignored the merits of at least a dozen of our literary stars. Fancy a “comprehensive study of N.Z. literature” passing over such names as James Cowan, Elsdon Best, Lindsay Buick, G. B. Lancaster, Fergus Hume, Dick Harris and others! Almost as if the Government Statistician were to omit from his Year Book the births, deaths and marriages summary. Such absurd omissions are common even in speakers and writers in our midst: totally unforgivable lapses when we find them aggravating the fault by casually mentioning (as a kind of charitable afterthought) such a genius as Eileen Duggan. Sad too, our finest poet, Dick Harris, is most frequently ignored.

        
* * *

        
The classic printing house of N.Z. is in Wingfield Street, Wellington. Its chief is Mr. Harry H. Tombs. It is no mercenary mind that produces so assiduously such classic publications as “Art in N.Z.” and “Music in N.Z.,” and occasional select little vols. of N.Z. poetry. Mr. Tombs will always be remembered as a literary and art prospector who has discovered rare and prodigious nuggets—that is, speaking in literary and not commercial values.

        
* * *

        
To have one's works selected for special honour by American literary organisations is a distinction having a certain publicity value. G. B. Lancaster (Miss Edith Lyttelton) therefore must derive some material pleasure from the fact that the Literary Guild of America “has chosen” her latest novel “Pageant,” and that one critic of the Land of the Note Spangled Banner, described the novel as “a corker.” The novel is being published in England by Allen and Unwin, and in Australia by the Endeavour Press.

        
* * *

        
The first edition market has flopped badly abroad, but it is gratifying to note from recent auction sales in this country that our small library of early historical writings still keeps to a fairly high level. Whereas a first edition of Galsworthy's “Forsyte Saga” recently sold in America at £11 (it sold in boom times as high as twenty or thirty pounds) we find many old N.Z. books retaining their normal value.

        
* * *

        
A few years ago when writing of an immortal tailor, to wit Tom Bohlson, the rolling basso of Wellington city, I referred to him as “being by no means the tenth part of a man, but, as the whole, with an extra part to spare for a possible future partner.” Discussing various aspects of literature with a friend recently, I was reminded strongly of Tom, who, with those of the Trade who have gone before him, has inspired two classics in the world of letters. George Meredith found his greatest literary inspiration in tailordom in “Evan Harrington” and I think I was justified in comparing Tom Bohlson to “Great Mel.” Secondly, without the maker of trousers, vest and coat, the world would never have given to it “Sartor Resartus.” Even the meanest will admit, therefore, that these two great works justify the existence of the superb gentry, to whom we are most persistently indebted. I have discovered also from our friend Tom, that, as there is poetry in motion, so there is the birth of a great poetry in the wielding of the tailors’ shears. No master conductor ever waved his baton with such noble results as does the real tailor his shears.

        


        
Mr. Bonamy Dobtree, literary critic and author of London is inquiring for unpublished information re Adam Lindsay Gordon as he is considering writing a life of the poet. There may be a literary enthusiast or two in this country who might help him.

        
* * *

        
I raise my hat to “Spilt Ink” and its indefatigable organisers, N. F. Hoggard and M. S. Nestor, who, in addition to running a most interesting cyclostyled monthly, have organised branches of the Spilt Ink Club in several parts of N.Z. Ken Alexander is president of the central Wellington body and the branches in other centres are working most enthusiastically.

        
* * *

        

          
Did You Know That—
        

        
A Club periodical is possible in Wellington. Incorporating the activities of several of the principle clubs in its pages, the suggested all embracing title is “The Ace of Clubs.” Mr. Alan Reeve, who published last year a clever book of Wellington caricatures, is now busy on another collection which he hopes to issue in a few months time.

        
* * *

        
Mr. W. J. Heslehurst, the advtg. will-o'-the-wisp of Australia and N.Z. was last heard of as publicity and entertainments manager of one of the intercolonial sound trip excursions. The life story of Bill Heslehurst, if it is ever secured by some enterprising publisher, may be worth a small fortune.

        
* * *

        
Mr. W. J. Kearney, for many years commercial editor of the Wellington “Dominion,” is editor of the new financial fortnightly “The Investors’ Journal.”

        
* * *

        
One of the meatiest Trade publications in the Dominion is “The Orchardist” edited by Mr. R. D. McCully—the man who has ‘eaved-out-adam in the making of mass eating of Dominion Mark Apples.
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Variety in Brief

        
Illuminating effort from an essay by a Nuhaka schoolboy:—

        
“‘Up guards, and at 'em!’ was what a Stationmaster cried when some holiday makers rushed to board an excursion train without tickets.”

        
—“O. W. Waireki.”

        
* * *

        
After inspecting one of the new “K” locomotives at Auckland station, Henare waxed eloquent. “‘K’ te werry great man, orrite,” he declared. “He make good engines, good soup and good jam.”—“O. W. Waireki.”

        
* * *

        
Within a very short distance of the Railway Round House, Greymouth, there is a piece of Native Bush, about three acres in extent, that is composed almost entirely of 
Kowhai.


        
By some happy chance the tide of settlement has passed it by, and thus this portion of the old-time Maori forest exist to-day as it was in the days of yore. By design happier still, on the part of a few Greymouth citizens, it has been classed as a scenic reserve, and will doubtless be preserved to delight future generations.

        
During the months of September and October it is a glorious sight with the 
Kowhai's gold gleaming under the sunshine or glowing through the rain. In either case visitors, during daylight hours, are treated to sights and sounds worth going a long way to see and hear. The trees are then heavy with their rich amber blossoms, and are ravished for their sweet contents by 
tuis, which throughout the winter subsist on less sumptuous fare; with guttural chortlings, sudden anvil like notes, an occasional bell and flute symphony, or a burst of mellifluous melody, they feverishly break through the clustering blooms, seemingly intoxicated by the delicious and long-waited-for banquet, while all the air is full of silvery sound.

        

          
“Bells as musical


          
As those that on the golden-shafted trees


          
Of Eden, shook by the Eternal breeze.”
        

        
The title, Bell-Bird, has been conferred not upon the 
tui, but upon the 
mako-mako, who is also a lover of the 
Kowhai's nectar, but, strangely enough, this particular 
Kowahi grove is apparently strictly reserved for the 
tui family, for never have I seen a “Mockie” in it. There is, however, no question about the bell quality in the 
tui's notes, which are often indistinguishable from those of the 
mako-mako or “Mockie” as he is frequently called. This title is not, as so many seem to imagine, a diminutive for Mocking Bird, but is a corruption of the Maori 
mako-mako. Whilst both the 
mako-mako and 
tui have strong claims to the title of Bell-Bird there is another clamant in the 
Kokako or so-called New Zealand Crow—whose notes, alas, are no longer heard amongst the blue hills of Westland.

        
On a calm evening just before sunset, when day is retreating behind the western bars, I can imagine nothing more lovely than this pleasant spot near Greymouth Town,—this musical and colourful link between the Maori past and 
Pakeha present. It is surely like the place described in Mahomet's Bible, where joyous bells are hung on the trees in Paradise, and are stirred into most exquisite harmony from the Throne of God.—E.L.K.

        
* * *

        
This from a small farm in the North Island of New Zealand. With unfailing regularity a wise old collie brought the cows to the milking yard each evening. One day on the return of his master from the nearby town, he discovered that “Glen” had also, rounded up the dozen or so sheep kept on the place. Wondering why, and being attracted by the excited manner of the dog, his owner (after counting the flock and finding one missing) followed “Glen's” lead to an open drain where he rescued the sheep which had fallen in and nearly drowned. The conclusion he arrived at was that “Glen,” with a dog's sense of reasoning, brought the sheep together—a thing he had never done before—so that the fact of one missing could be detected.—Wirihana.

        
* * *

        
From the earliest days of motion pictures railroad features have been very popular, and many of them have proved outstanding successes. One does not have to be very old to recall the Helen Holmes series, pioneer efforts in this class of feature that were so popular in 1913–14, and even later. Undoubtedly they blazed the trail for a chain of railroad attractions, including two recent films of very great merit, “Shanghai Express” and “The Ghost Train.“—O. W. Waireki.

        
* * *

        
Some friends went away for a holiday, locking up their house for the duration. On their return they found the living room in a state of minor wreckage. Pictures were askew, vases and ornaments were knocked over, and in some cases were lying broken on the floor. Cushions and small movable articles were also shifted. Thought of burglars or earthquakes at once came into the mind, but investigation revealed that the rest of the room was as left, and it was found that the windows of the living room had not been touched. Then was discovered under the sofa the body of a small dead owl. It had evidently got down the chimney, and, being unable to escape, had flown about the room in terror. creating minor damage as it did so. Had it managed to effect an escape our friends may never have solved the “Mystery of the Wrecked Room.“—C.H.F.
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