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Public Interest



        

          
Public Interest.
        

        

There have been many definitions of what constitutes news, and most publications aim to train their staffs to know by a special sense just what will be most likely to interest their readers.

        
The make-up of the human animal is perhaps the best starting point in attempting to understand the origins of news. If you have ever fed a lonely seagull on a sea beach you will understand the beginnings of news in the animal world. The seagull at the sight of food cannot restrain an excited cawing that every winged thing within hearing understands—and repeats, so that in a few moments the news has carried for miles, and hundreds of birds are on the spot seeking to share the feast. Equally quickly the news of free entertainment for children, or free beer for men, will fly through a city.

        
News is the unusual or desired. So when the primary needs of food and shelter are provided, when repletion and rest have satisfied the more primitive senses, temperamental cravings commence to take the field, demanding news that will interest, amuse, excite or inspire.

        
The appeal of the heroic story is one that never grows stale. It has a double point of attack in that heroism is based first on health and then on unusual circumstances. When something out of the ordinary occurs, that is news. And when it is associated with an individual, so that it becomes a human story it has the elements of the most attractive kind of news. When it refers to an individual achievement in some worthy line of endeavour it approaches the ideal in human interest value.

        
A pre-eminent pianist, dancer, juggler, singer, speaker, or runner, is always news. So are the Dionne quintuplets, the champion bricklayer, and the lady who wins the beauty contest. “The Man They Couldn&t Hang” was a box-office record-breaker, and whoever happens to be the world's best boxer, golfer, tennis-player, or billiardist is always news until he is eclipsed.

        
The desire to excel in any particular direction is essentially a biological development. The practice, patience and application necessary to excellence in those things that create the greatest public interest are usually associated with some personal aptitude or original advantage, as the sense of colour and form in a painter, the perfect heart of a Lovelock, and the strength, weight, speed, courage and “football brains” of an All Black or Springbok.

        
Public interest is therefore a power for progress, as it has its basis in the natural desire to excel and in the natural admiration for excellence.

        
The multiplicity of publications in New Zealand covering, as they do, not only matters of general public interest, but also news about specialised activities in almost every line of endeavour, is one of the surest signs of national progress, and the avidity with which information released over the air is listened to is a further proof of the desire for the development of that knowledge from which all advancement springs.

        
Public interest is a force that makes for the betterment of the human race, as it feeds the instinct for improvement latent in nature; and whatever can be done to attract and hold friendly public interest is on the route of ultimate human progress.
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Railway Progress in New Zealand.



General Manager's Message.


        

The retirement, during the present month, of Mr. H. L. Gibson, District Traffic Manager, Dunedin, and Mr. W. P. Miller, District Traffic Manager, Wanganui, on the completion of forty years' continuous service with the New Zealand Railways, affords occasion for special acknowledgment of the excellent work for the Railways and for the people of New Zealand performed by these officers during their long period of service.

        
Their achievement and record of service should also afford inspiration to the younger members of the Department, for in the Railways perhaps more than in any other employment, the saying holds true, as it did in the armies of Napoleon, that “every soldier may be carrying a marshal's baton in his knapsack.”

        
The officers referred to won their way on personal merit in a service that aims to afford equal opportunity to all.

        
They joined the Railways at a time when both the Department and New Zealand were going through a period of steady development. They are able to look back on the days when the old oil lamps afforded the only illumination in the small unheated railway carriages of those days, and when other equipment and facilities for the transaction of business were equally primitive when compared with the modern conveniences of to-day.

        
The last forty years have seen steady and unfailing developments in signalling and safety devices, in the standard of buildings, in the improvement of running tracks, tunnels, bridges and viaducts, in workshops' structure and practice, in locomotives and other rolling stock, in through traffic business, in operating methods, in the speed and comfort of trains, in the training and education of railwaymen, and in the general amenities provided both for patrons and employees of the Department. So great, indeed, have been the changes and developments in the last forty years that it is unlikely the future holds the possibility of equivalent development. Those who have come through that period, as have Messrs. Gibson and Miller, and have held the respect and confidence of the Management, their fellow-employees and the public during that long period of development under changing conditions, have proved themselves to be men of the highest worth. The work they have done and the success they have achieved point the way for those who are to follow after in carrying on the affairs of the National Transportation System.

        

          

[image: ]
        

        
General Manager.
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From 
Taranaki to King Country


 
The Romantic Railway Route From Stratford to Taumarunui
.
        

        
(
By 
O. N. 
Gillespie

.)

        

          
In countless spots in Taranaki, town and country, the visitor is shown the close and majestic cone of Egmont, and, in the distance, the snowy mass of Mount Ruapehu. The spreading country in between is a maze of blue mountain ridges and shadowy hilltops. To the north it is a land of mystery, much of it untrodden by the foot of man. In the last few years, however, a railway line has been made, striking boldly across all this terra incognita, and bringing the cosy town of Taumarunui, nestling at the junction of the Ongarue and the Wanganui Rivers, within four hours or so of Stratford, that lovely “town by the mountain.”
        

        

The trip along this new iron trail is a combination of a joyous vision of scenic wonder and a visual lesson on the historical truth that the railways made, and are making, New Zealand.

        

In more than one part of New Zealand, the Iron Trail is again being laid, bringing its gifts of regularity of transport and ease of travel to regions that have never known to set clocks by an engine whistle or heard the homely rattle of a night goods train.

        
I have just completed a leisurely and easy-going journey from Stratford to Taumarunui, the last major cross country railway route to be completed in our country. The route runs roughly parallel with the Taranaki coast, bearing east and north, and it has created a new world in its own fashion, and certainly brought a new area of beauty within travelling reach of every New Zealander.

        
James Cowan remembers of this region that in the days when he tramped with the railway route exploration party some forty years ago “there was not a habitation of man between the upper Ohura and the outskirts of Stratford, a distance of over eighty miles.”

        
This enormous mass of mountain and ravine, tumbled plateau and broad valley, bush-clad ridge and hidden swamp, lies between the North Taranaki Bight and the Wanganui River. The railway threads through it approximately in the middle, and a peep at the map is in the nature of a special illumination on the meaning of that black line with the criss-crossed markings. Clustered on either side of it and along it are the printed names of little towns and settlements. On either side are large and portentous blanks.

        
On the journey one gets glimpses from the tops of ridges, of noble rolling billows of bush and fern stretching into the blue distance and dominated by the towering white sentinel peaks on either horizon of Egmont and Ruapehu. It has its air of grandeur and remoteness from the workaday ugliness of commercialism. It is very comforting though to watch, from the carriage


[image: (Rly. Publicity photo.) One scene in an ever-changing panorama. Forest glory in the Tangarakau Gorge, North Island, New Zealand.]
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One scene in an ever-changing panorama. Forest glory in the Tangarakau Gorge, North Island, New Zealand.


windows, the passing homesteads and green fields, even if there are signs of occasional rawness and evidences of a transition period in the newly broughtin bush lands.

        
However, one welcome fact emerges. The very lateness of this area of settlement, the recent date of the task of reclaiming valley and hill and flat from fern, flax and forest, has brought us down to the time when we have acquired wisdom about our forest heritage. Much of the best of the bushclad beauty of these valleys has been saved from axe and torch.

        
The pilgrimage from Stratford to Taumarunui is a scenic journey first of all, but it is also a panorama of our progress—a series of illustrated living booklets on the evolution of New Zealand from the pristine state of nature to the land with the highest average standard of living on earth. To proceed with this metaphor, Stratford and Taumarunui are like the book ends which hold the volumes straight on the shelves of a book-lover's library.

        
These two towns, standing at either end of the journey differ in personality, but both are representative of the New Zealand genius for making a small town a civic paradise, or something riear it.

        
Stratford is on the lower slopes of Mount Egmont, whose flawless cone is visible from every street corner, park seat, back garden, and playing field in the town. Its volcanic deposit, also, it must be said, is responsible for the



riches and the very existence of the whole district.

        

          

[image: (Rly. Publicity photo.) A picturesque corner of King Edward Park, Stratford, North Island, New Zealand.]
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A picturesque corner of King Edward Park, Stratford, North Island, New Zealand.


        

        
There is “something in the Stratford air,” for its altitude is over 1,000 feet, and a morning stroll in the sunshine is, as I found, good wine for any city dweller. I like to think that Stratford takes its distinctive features from its proximity to that tremendous mountain monarch. The first observable quality of Stratford as a civic creation is spaciousness; nobly wide streets; large parks; open spaces and a uniformity of solid and imposing business premises and public buildings. I have heard countless claims about the dimensions of bridges, but I am prepared to admit Stratford's assertion that it owns the 
widest bridge in New Zealand. It is the full width of Broadway and in point of fact seems part of that roomy street. I was delighted to find, however, that “over the bridge” is still a phrase in use by the citizens, but it must baffle a stranger now and then.

        
In spite of the serried lines of motor cars in the main street, Broadway is so wide that the Traffic Inspector told me there was practically no traffic problem.

        
I like to think, too, that the mountain air has something to do with the progressiveness of the place. It was the first municipality to put into practice the forty-hour week; it was certainly not later than second in the installation of a municipal electric lighting system in New Zealand; it has led the way in the provision of free night lighting in the main streets. This scheme is most artistic, making a double row of frosted pearly globes that confer an opulent beauty on the vista from either end.

        
Stratford should be proud of its city fathers and once again I notice that phenomenon so persistent in the civic history of progressive and successful municipalities; long term of leadership in office, exemplified here in the person of Mr. J. W. McMillan.

        
Naturally Stratford has all the amenities of a larger city in older lands—deep drainage, good theatres, hotels, libraries, clubs, modern shops, paved streets, and extensive recreational facilities.

        

          

[image: (Rly. Publicity photo.) The railway through the scenic wonderland of the Tangarakau Gorge.]
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The railway through the scenic wonderland of the Tangarakau Gorge.


        

        
But its parks will, I think, be for ever and a day the jewels in Stratford's crown of civic distinction.

        
King Edward Park would adorn any metropolitan centre anywhere in the world. It consists of fifty acres, mainly natural woodland; through it runs the Patea River, not the merely slow-running utilitarian stream which we cross at the South Taranaki Port, but a sparkling, limpid swift-flowing mountain stream. The “Round Tour” is a noble walk, and there are, of course, formal gardens in plenty. Swimming baths are being excavated, though the river abounds in delightful swimming holes. The camping site is well-sheltered and excellently appointed. On the western side, fine football grounds and general recreation areas are being levelled to give still more room. Victoria Park contains twenty acres, with football grounds, tennis courts and so on, and a delightful little lake from which, of course, on a clear day, Mount Egmont is reflected.

        
Then there is a small jewel in the process of being cut and polished in the new Windsor Park.

        
Miracles are being wrought by a band of enthusiasts upon the banks of the Patea River just as it emerges from under the railway bridge. There are the usual sporting facilities for golf and other games, but I reserve a special word for the splendid racecourse with its imposing concrete steps, and its record of parking as many cars as Trentham or Riccarton. Then there



is the famous plateau, 4,000 feet above sea level, reached by a perfect motor road, and one of the best of the Mount Egmont trips.
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The motor camping ground at Stratford.


        

        
However, we had to leave the ordered and settled beauty of Stratford. There is no doubt about Stratford's future, and a study of the mounting figures recorded at its railway station is a source of still more comfort. This great cross-country railway is proving all the time its value to Stratford, and to New Zealand, and the tale of its inwards and outwards haulage is most impressive. Stratford takes its place as a junction centre.

        
Leaving Stratford, we pass a string of cosy little townships, all with a hall, a store or two, the inevitable service stations, and houses nestling on selected sites on the brows of hills, Electric light and power are everywhere until we get to Whangamomona. Our trip being a leisurely mixture of road and rail, we found that before Whangamomona was reached there were some fine patches of native bush, and the panoramic views from the Whanga Hill were well worthwhile. The little railway station town of Whangamomona lies in a saucer ringed by hills; and we had a cup of tea with the well-known hostess of this busy stopping place.

        
The journey increases steadily in interest after Whangamomona, fine ridge roads giving splendid distance views, and after the fine Tahora Pass, we reach the Tangarakau Gorge. This is going to give descriptive writers endless trouble with their adjectives, and the visitor making his first trip, will, as I did, suffer continually from suppressed speech.

        
From entrance point to actual exit, the pass is no less than fourteen miles in length. The road is practically level and follows the course of the river which is a tributary of the Wanganui. Here is an immense and continuous canyon of green bush, of lacy fern, of towering white cliffs above a stream now whitened by rapids and now slowing to dark pools. I have seen countless gorge roads of great beauty in New Zealand and have admired all the famous ones.

        
Tangarakau is unique among them all. The scene has a kaleidoscopic variety which is almost bewildering. Here is the final contradiction of the ridiculous observation about the sombre uniformity of New Zealand bush colouring. Every tint is here from
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A lakelet in Victoria Park, Stratford.


apple green to emerald, from sage green to the glow of aquamarine.

        
My friend of the camera was almost an object of compassion. If he could have been a two-camera man on the lines of those two-gun western experts, he would have been shooting from both hips all the time.

        
Anyone who can remember the Wanganui or the Mokau in their original glory will sympathise with him. Tangarakau offers a new view, a fresh photographic “shot” to every hundred yards of roadway. There is the effect of a succession of drop scenes. On the right stands a perpendicular bluff hundreds of feet high; on the left is a maze of drooping fern and dripping mosses; the whole seems to be the entrance to an immense tunnel through dark green foliage. Then an imperceptible curve in the road seems to move a shutter; now we see an endless vista of pinnacle hills, studded with small trees and feathered with tree ferns arranged in symmetrical patterns; each onward move brings down another canvas startlingly different, filling the eye with fresh magic of nature painting. It needs an ancient Grecian poet to give this rhythmical scenic diorama its proper verbal music.

        
Half-way along we stopped at a fine modern bridge across the stream. There were dozens of views to choose from, but a small white railed enclosure under the lovely trees took the eye and became the centre of the picture. In that silent place of ineffable beauty lies Joshua Morgan, pioneer surveyor, who died by the roadside while his greathearted mate made the trek in record
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time across the ranges to Tongaparutu on the Taranaki coast, thence to New Plymouth, the nearest source in those days of medical aid.
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Rangaroa, Taumarunui's pretty hill suburb.


        

        
In that simple act of gallantry and brotherhood they both achieve immortality; an increasing company of wayfarers throughout the ages will read the plain and forthright story on the board by the roadside.

        
However, Tangarakau has to be left, for all its continuing loveliness. The valleys commence to broaden and we find neat and tidy modern townships in Ohura and Matiere, and the line strikes east to meet the Main Trunk at Okahukura.

        
The road turns suddenly south at the rail junction and we followed the slow-flowing Ongarue with its willow lined banks right into Taumarunui. Now we pass huge cuttings through the pumice, shining white and absolutely vertical. The roads are broad everywhere, the country undulating, well planted and dotted with homesteads that show signs of the contentment of old establishment.

        
Taumarunui is a rich surprise. It is an important railway centre, as everyone knows, and this factor while contributing to the town's material success, also provides it with an entirely undeserved reputation. All expresses, except when the “Daylight” is running, pass through Taumarunui at times, which are rather like nine in the morning for a busy housewife, the essence of inconvenience. In my mind it has always existed as the place where after continuous talk, some one says “Now we'll have a cup of tea at Taumarunui and really get to sleep… .”

        
Out on the platform, the air seems sharp, and there emerges a one-sided street of shops and premises, a sprinkling of which are lit up. It all seems chilly and discouraging.

        
Taumarunui is a bustling, progressive, and exceedingly pretty town. It has all the usual modern amenities which would grace a European metropolis, and its citizens have a standard of civic comfort not yet reached in many a city of hundreds of thousands elsewhere.

        
The business premises are of metropolitan standard, there is an imposing hospital, beautifully situated on a plateau overlooking the river valley. But I am pleased to say that Taumarunui has retained a distinctive personality. The Cherry Grove with the
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The Meeting of the Waters. The junction of the Ongarue and Wanganui Rivers, North Island, New Zealand.


fine gates given by the Mayor (and its well equipped motor camp), I rate as one of the delectable things of New Zealand. It has not been tinkered with, retouched and planted with immigrant flower beds. I except from criticism of exotic trees, the willows of Taumarunui. ‘They are there by the thousand and have become part of the landscape as if they had determined to be good settlers and become naturalised.

        
The Cherry Grove Park is bounded by both the Ongarue and the Wanganui and we show the meeting of the waters in one of our pictures. The borough has displayed great wisdom and enterprise in the acquisition over a number of years of domain properties, the last of which, the fine racecourse, was obtained the day of my visit.

        
There are river flats which look like ornamental English park grounds, studded with second growth totaras, with their formal appearance of the trees from a Noah's Ark. Skillful use has been made of the rivers, but the real surprise in store for the first visit to Taumarunui is Rangaroa. The configuration of the country about Taumarunui runs to the occurrences of perfectly flat and spacious tablelands. Rangaroa has all the appearance of a garden suburb, away above the town, with fine residences, footpaths with pleasant green strips kept in order by the house owners, and pretty gardens.

        
When next you look out of the carriage window at Taumarunui you must look for a gently inclined road that sweeps up the side of the hill opposite to the main street, and imagine (
Continued on page 
49)
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Wharfside Reverie.
          

          

            
The harbour swell sucks lazily among the sea-mossed piles,


            
And mirrors, O! how crazily, stained hulls and smoke-dim'd tiles.


            
White liners swing at moorings, dark tramp to wharfside clings,


            
At rest from world-wide tourings; gulls dip, make shining rings.


            
A chain of ports life flickers on, and, as with ships at sea,


            
Men meet and greet, careen, are gone, to windward or to lee.


            
Some find calm days and tread white decks,


            
where sun-etched cordage plays.


            
And others gales, aye, woe and wrecks; go their eternal ways.


            
Far ports seem sweet to battered ships that buffet storm and foam,


            
On long and lonely ocean trips, the crews' thoughts winging home.


            
O'er decks awash taut rigging sings, shrill birds midge sleety skies,


            
The torn grey waste in anger flings its spume in red-rim'd eyes.


            
Yet down below the watch asleep in dreams that rest the mind,


            
Heed not the thudding chilly deep nor hear the screaming wind.


            
For they are now in Slumber Sound where catspaws lull and die,


            
Their souls are now Nirvana drowned, the din, mere lullaby.


            
But peace ashore is vainly sought without the honest mind.


            
It may be neither sold nor bought, yet may be your's to find.


            
A man's mind is like history, selects what to admit,


            
Thus makes its own mad mystery, then thinks bleak thoughts that fit.


            
This age of ours when mind may dare may change the point of view,


            
Make crimes of what mean virtues were, and cherish virtues new.


            
Success may not mean jewels rare, the holders' souls in pawn,


            
But men's homes free of weary care and eager for each dawn.
            —
Pescador.
          

        

        

          

            

Bluebells.
          

          

            
I have seen the spring to-day,


            
Dancing where the bluebells sway;
          

          

            
'Twas a blackbird, bold and gay,
          

          

            
Led me by that leafy way… .


            
Through the wood and o'er the hill,
          

          

            
Down beside a fairy rill,


            
Where the dewdrops sparkled still
          

          

            
On hyacinth and daffodil.


            
Primroses were growing there,


            
The breath of violets filled the air;


            
Glowing from their mossy lair,


            
Buttercups shone everywhere… .


            
Winter lingers long they say;


            
Still the skies are cold and grey—
          

          

            
But where laughing bluebells play, I have seen the spring to-day.
            —
J. H. Mather.
          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            

By The Waters Of Hunua.
          

          

            
Hidden by the hills surrounding
          

          

            
Hark! an echo sounding, sounding;
          

          

            
'Tis the voice of falling water


            
'Tis the chanting of Hunua.


            
Here the breezes tell the Fern Trees
          

          

            
Songs of love so sweet and low;
          

          

            
Here the brown skinned youths and maidens


            
Roamed contented long ago.


            
Where the white-skinned wild Manuka
          

          

            
Gives its perfume to the air;


            
Where the Rata's bright red blossoms


            
Fall to earth, lie bleeding there.
            —
Rhoda Hare.
          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            

The Airman.
          

          

            
What do I care that he died in honour,


            
Breasting the clouds, and facing the sun… .


            
It is nothing to me that you call him a hero,


            
Nothing to me when the long day is done.


            
I am his mother; I bore his body.


            
I gave him strength, and I gave him sight.


            
This was my son, the man you honour, Cleaving the heavens on wings of light,


            
Riding alone, and lapping the sunrise, Circling the earth as the dark midnight flies.


            
This was my son, I mourn him for ever.


            
Leave me alone to weep where he lies.


            
What do I care that a king brings laurel


            
Bound in a wreath to lay by his head… .


            
I am his mother, I come empty-handed.


            
Leave me alone to grieve for my dead.
            —
Joyce West.
          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            

Autumn Beauty.
          

          

            
The peace of autumn sunshine warmly lies


            
Above the glory of the dreaming flowers,


            
And, from the trees, a drowsy wind blows down


            
The falling leaves in glinting golden showers;


            
The dahlia's petals, rich and tawnyred,


            
Drift softly like a fairy's rainbow wing,


            
And from the rose's loveliness, there falls


            
The crimson treasure that the sunbeams bring


            
To crown her summer beauty. Every hill


            
Is veiled with shadows, misty-blue and cool,


            
And clouds, with gentle fingers, touch their sides,


            
And dim the radiance of each sunlit pool,


            
Rich scents and colours give the quiet days


            
A wonder and enchantment, that is near


            
To perfect beauty, and that shining peace


            
Through which there shines God's image, pure and clear.
            —
C.A.L.
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Our London Letter
              


              
The Famous “Coronation Scot”
            
          
        

        

          
by 
Arthur L. Stead

        

        

          

Streamlined throughout, and decorated in a wonderful exterior colouring of blue and silver, the “Coronation Scot,” new Anglo-Scottish flyer of the London, Midland & Scottish Railway has excited world-wide admiration. Covering the 401½ miles each way between London (Euston) and Glasgow (Central) in six-and-a-half hours, the “Coronation Scot” is easily the fastest rail service on record between the two cities. Five new streamlined, high-speed locomotives have been built for the service, together with three complete nine-coach luxury trains employing air-conditioned ventilation and striking schemes of exterior and interior decoration. The locomotives are a product of the railway shops at Crewe, while the carriages also are railway-built, coming from the L.M. & S. shops at Wolverton.

          
In effect, the new “Coronation” locomotives are a modified streamlined version of the successful “Princess Royal” class, introduced in 1933. All projections have been smoothed away, the only visible parts reminiscent of an orthodox locomotive being the wheels and motion. Nearly 74 feet long overall, the locomotive weighs 164 tons 9 cwts. It has a larger boiler than the “Princess Royal,” and in order to give increased speed the driving wheels are of 6 ft. 9 in. diameter (3 in. larger). Steam pressure is 250 lbs. per sq. in., and the four cylinders each have a diameter of 16½ in., while the grate area is no less than 50 sq. ft.—eleven per cent, greater than the “Princess Royals.” The superheater is exceptionally large, consisting of 40 tubes with a total heating surface of 856 sq. ft. The comfort of the engine crews has been carefully studied, features of the cab equipment being double sliding-windows, tip-up seats, and draught-preventing doors and look-out screen. The six-wheeled tender is the largest ever built by the L.M. & S. for passenger work. A novel feature is the provision at the back of the tender of a steamoperated coal - pusher (which may be operated by the engine-men during the run) so as to push the coal forward within reach of the fireman, thus saving considerable manual labour.

          
The colour scheme of the “Coronation” locomotive is blue and silver, there being four horizontal bands of silver running along the engine, and continuing throughout the train, and meeting in a V-shaped point at the streamlined “nose” of the locomotive. The effect at full speed is that of a glorious blue and silver flash. Each nine-coach train seats 82 first and 150 third-class passengers, the total weight of the train being 297 tons unloaded. Two kitchen cars are included in the make-up of each complete train. Both saloon and compartment type accommodation is provided, and the interior decoration is on pleasing modern lines. Different timbers are used in each car, these varying from English oak to Australian maple and walnut. The furnishings and trimmings are carried out in blue, green and brown, each train being completed in one colour. The metal fittings are finished satin matt chrome in the first-class cars, and oxidised Venetian bronze in the third-class. For lighting, tubular strip lamps are mainly employed, harmonising with the general decorative scheme.
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Altogether, the “Coronation Scot” is indeed a handsome train.

        

        

          
Permanent-way Improvements.

          
Fast running, which is now becoming general on the Home railways, calls for increased attention to roadbed and track. Extensive experiments are being made with a view to heightening permanent-way efficiency, new types of flat-bottomed rails, weighing 110 lb. per yard as compared with the standard 95 lb. bull-headed rails, being installed, with new types of bed plates replacing the conventional chair. The welding together of continuous lengths of rails is also being tried out. On the London & North Eastern main-line south of Peterborough there have been laid rails of 100 lb. per yard and 120 ft. in length. At the beginning of the century the standard main-line rail lengths at Home were 30 ft. and 45 ft. After the Great War the 60 ft. standard was established, and since that time this has gradually been increased to 100 ft.

          
The relaying of the Home railway tracks follows an ordered programme. For one mile of express track there are needed 176 rail lengths, each 60 ft. long and 95 lb. per yard, weighing 149 tons. In addition, 4,230 cast-iron chairs, each of 46 lb., and weighing in the aggregate 87 tons, are fixed to 2,115 sleepers by 12,690 chair-screws. A similar number of wooden screw ferrules, 4,230 felt pads to rest between
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chairs and sleepers, 470 steel fishplates, and fish-bolts to match weighing nearly 2½ tons, are also laid down to each mile of track, not overlooking some 3,500 tons of stone ballast for every mile of double track. Truly, it is a “permanent-way” our trains run on!
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International Railway Congress.

          
Of immense benefit to one and all is the exchange of ideas and information among railwaymen of every land. It was in recognition of this fact that there was established as long ago as 1885 that influential body known as the International Railway Congress Association, which has recently held its thirteenth session in Paris. The first meeting in 1885, held in Brussels, was attended by the delegates of 19 governments and 131 railway administrations representing 31,500 miles. Today, the Association comprises approximately 126 European railways, 28 members in Asia and Australasia, 24 in Africa, and 25 in the Americas. In all, these administrations control the operation of nearly 319,000 miles of railway. At each Congress the subjects handled come under five sections: way and works; locomotives and rolling-stock; working; general; and light railways. Reporters from various lands, who are experts in their respective subjects, circulate questionnaires prior to the Congress to the various member undertakings, and their summaries and comments are placed before the gathering and discussed at length. The effect is to bring a concise picture of developments in every field in every corner of the railway world before the delegates, thus enabling them to direct future progress along the soundest lines. This year's Congress, held in Paris, was followed by several interesting excursions, including a visit to the locomotive testing-station at Vitry, and the inspection of the crack French liner “Normandie.”

        

        

          
Future of the Turbine Locomotive.

          
Turbine locomotives have not developed to any extent in Europe, although here at Home the L.M. & S. Railway is experimenting with a machine of this type in main-line service. In Sweden, as a result of trials extending over some years, additional turbine locomotives have been acquired, these being a product of the Ljungstrom Steam Turbine Company. The locomotives have a conventional boiler, with a pressure of 185 lb., the turbine being mounted
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A picturesque scene in Montmartre, Paris.


transversely across the front of the smoke-box, and geared to a jack-shaft from which drive is transmitted to the eight coupled wheels by coupling rods. The locomotive is of 2-8-0 wheel arrangement, and has a four-wheeled tender. The turbine is rated at 1,370 h.p., but can, however, exert up to a maximum of 2,000 h.p. Of the combined impulse and reaction type, a high tractive effort is exerted over a great range of speed. In a recent test a drawbar pull of 21.7 tons was recorded, hauling 1,687 tons up a 1 in 100 gradient. The modern three-cylinder reciprocating engines of similar adhesive weight previously utilised gave a drawbar pull of only 16.7 tons. The particular turbine locomotives in question are employed by the Swedish State Railways over the Grangesberg-Oxelosund Railway, a very difficult route involving many steep grades, over which are handled heavy iron ore trains of up to 1,700 tons. There is undoubtedly a promising future ahead for the turbine locomotive, and we hope in due course to hear of its extended employment both on the continent and on the Home railways.
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Altogether, the “Coronation Scot” is indeed a handsome train.
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Permanent-way Improvements.

          
Fast running, which is now becoming general on the Home railways, calls for increased attention to roadbed and track. Extensive experiments are being made with a view to heightening permanent-way efficiency, new types of flat-bottomed rails, weighing 110 lb. per yard as compared with the standard 95 lb. bull-headed rails, being installed, with new types of bed plates replacing the conventional chair. The welding together of continuous lengths of rails is also being tried out. On the London & North Eastern main-line south of Peterborough there have been laid rails of 100 lb. per yard and 120 ft. in length. At the beginning of the century the standard main-line rail lengths at Home were 30 ft. and 45 ft. After the Great War the 60 ft. standard was established, and since that time this has gradually been increased to 100 ft.

          
The relaying of the Home railway tracks follows an ordered programme. For one mile of express track there are needed 176 rail lengths, each 60 ft. long and 95 lb. per yard, weighing 149 tons. In addition, 4,230 cast-iron chairs, each of 46 lb., and weighing in the aggregate 87 tons, are fixed to 2,115 sleepers by 12,690 chair-screws. A similar number of wooden screw ferrules, 4,230 felt pads to rest between
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chairs and sleepers, 470 steel fishplates, and fish-bolts to match weighing nearly 2½ tons, are also laid down to each mile of track, not overlooking some 3,500 tons of stone ballast for every mile of double track. Truly, it is a “permanent-way” our trains run on!
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International Railway Congress.

          
Of immense benefit to one and all is the exchange of ideas and information among railwaymen of every land. It was in recognition of this fact that there was established as long ago as 1885 that influential body known as the International Railway Congress Association, which has recently held its thirteenth session in Paris. The first meeting in 1885, held in Brussels, was attended by the delegates of 19 governments and 131 railway administrations representing 31,500 miles. Today, the Association comprises approximately 126 European railways, 28 members in Asia and Australasia, 24 in Africa, and 25 in the Americas. In all, these administrations control the operation of nearly 319,000 miles of railway. At each Congress the subjects handled come under five sections: way and works; locomotives and rolling-stock; working; general; and light railways. Reporters from various lands, who are experts in their respective subjects, circulate questionnaires prior to the Congress to the various member undertakings, and their summaries and comments are placed before the gathering and discussed at length. The effect is to bring a concise picture of developments in every field in every corner of the railway world before the delegates, thus enabling them to direct future progress along the soundest lines. This year's Congress, held in Paris, was followed by several interesting excursions, including a visit to the locomotive testing-station at Vitry, and the inspection of the crack French liner “Normandie.”
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Future of the Turbine Locomotive.

          
Turbine locomotives have not developed to any extent in Europe, although here at Home the L.M. & S. Railway is experimenting with a machine of this type in main-line service. In Sweden, as a result of trials extending over some years, additional turbine locomotives have been acquired, these being a product of the Ljungstrom Steam Turbine Company. The locomotives have a conventional boiler, with a pressure of 185 lb., the turbine being mounted
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A picturesque scene in Montmartre, Paris.


transversely across the front of the smoke-box, and geared to a jack-shaft from which drive is transmitted to the eight coupled wheels by coupling rods. The locomotive is of 2-8-0 wheel arrangement, and has a four-wheeled tender. The turbine is rated at 1,370 h.p., but can, however, exert up to a maximum of 2,000 h.p. Of the combined impulse and reaction type, a high tractive effort is exerted over a great range of speed. In a recent test a drawbar pull of 21.7 tons was recorded, hauling 1,687 tons up a 1 in 100 gradient. The modern three-cylinder reciprocating engines of similar adhesive weight previously utilised gave a drawbar pull of only 16.7 tons. The particular turbine locomotives in question are employed by the Swedish State Railways over the Grangesberg-Oxelosund Railway, a very difficult route involving many steep grades, over which are handled heavy iron ore trains of up to 1,700 tons. There is undoubtedly a promising future ahead for the turbine locomotive, and we hope in due course to hear of its extended employment both on the continent and on the Home railways.
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The Lake-Isle of Mokoia
          
        

        

          
(By 

Stewart Perry.)
        

        

The first sight of Mokoia, set like a jewel in Lake Rotorua is one which it is hard to forget.

        
Twenty years ago an English traveller wrote:

        
“Presently we came to a clearing in the forest, where there was a sawmill, in the centre of a little village of workmen's cottages, with a school and tiny church. And soon after that we saw lying far below us, and looking exactly like a land-girt sea, the waters of Rotorua.

        
“It was girded with blue hills, fringed with green bush, edged with silver sand. Gay little summer clouds had alighted here and there on its surface for a bath, and it lay shimmering in the afternoon sunshine like liquid sapphires at the bottom of a deep sevres bowl.

        
“We had just time for a glimpse of it before the train turned a corner and shut it in from view until we had run some miles down the hill to its level.”

        
Still to-day that is how one approaches Rotorua. Leaving the main line at Frankton, the traveller boards a slower train and is just becoming used to the journey when a casual glance out of the window shows him the same handful of liquid sapphires, with the storied island of Mokoia set in the very centre, to set his memory at work groping to catch elusive recollections of what Sir George Grey wrote of the island, of how Domett expanded what Grey told him, and of the tales the Maoris themselves wove about the island.

        
The shores of the lake are only a few minutes from the Railway Station, and almost lap the famous baths. The traveller's first excursion is generally to some point on the edge of the lake from which he can see Mokoia.

        
An historic island if there ever was one. Hongi, the Maori Napoleon, performed his greatest feat out of a desire to capture it, when he made his men drag their canoes thirty miles from the coast through dense bush to the shores of Rotorua. Greek history contains a parallel to that feat; and it is to Greek history, or mythology, that one must look for a parallel to the swim of Hinemoa. The Maoris have their own Hero and Leander myth; and even today the Maori guides will relate it to any who ask them.

        
It was not from a guide that Sir George Grey learned of the legend, but from a chief, and a chief of the very tribe which owned Hinemoa as their princess. Sir George's own words are interesting:

        
“Attracted by the beauty of the spot, I determined to pass a morning on the island of Mokoia. I proceeded there in a canoe with some friends and two or three natives. Wandering about, I grew weary, and was tempted at last to sit down at the edge of a beautiful warm spring, close to the margin of Lake Rotorua, in which lake the island of Mokoia stands. After a time a native chief came up to me, and knowing my fondness for legends, he told me the beautiful legend of his ancestress Hinemoa, who had landed on the spot where we sat. I was charmed with the tale… . The discovery of this legend, on December 26th, 1849, created a strong sensation of pleasure in many minds in New Zealand. It was not then known, and at first could hardly be believed, that tales, containing so much of romance and poetic beauty, existed in
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Mokoia Island, Lake Rotorna, North Island, New Zealand.


New Zealand. I shall never forget the pleasure with which my valued friend, Domett, first heard it, and long will live the magnificent poem, ‘Ranolf and Amohia,’ into which his genius has expanded the legend, so fortuitously acquired.”

        
A great man, this Domett, in New Zealand history, though almost forgotten now. Browning's great friend, he was the “Waring” of the greater man's poem; but not only that, he was the real deviser of our education system, the master-mind in our early land troubles, the inaugurator of our system of land tenure, a Prime Minister of the Dominion, and a fine philosopher and poet, as well as a great satirist.

        
The legend itself, from which, of course, the poet departs, tells of Tutanekai, the stepson of Whakaue, who lived with his father and brothers on the island of Mokoia. There reached them there a report of the beauty of a high-born maiden called Hinemoa. Tutanekai and each of his elder brothers desired to have her as a wife.

        
Tutanekai used to play on the trumpet, his friend Tiki on the flute, and in the evenings the sound of their music was wafted across the lake to the village at Owhata, where dwelt the beautiful Hinemoa. Hinemoa's heart leapt when she heard the music, for she knew that the trumpet was the trumpet of Tutanekai. But Hinemoa was so prized by her family that they would not betroth her even to a chief, and Tutanekai, the illegitimate, was held in contempt even by the other sons of his mother.



Yet he dared to confess his love. He told Hinemoa that when she heard the music of the trumpet she must launch and paddle into the night towards it; but night after night went by and she did not come; for her kinsfolk were suspicious and had drawn the canoes high up on the beach. Then one night the music sounded even more sweetly than before, and surged over her like a wave and she made up her mind to swim across to Mokoia.

        
She placed her clothes on a rock, and took to the water, with three large gourds as floats on each side of her, so that she could rest when she became weary. At last she reached the other bank and lay in a hot pool to warm herself.

        
To the pool came the servant of Tutanckai, with a calabash to get his master a drink. “Who's there?” called Hinemoa, in the gruff voice of a man, and when the servant answered that he was Tutanekai's man, she told him to give her the calabash; then grew it on the ground and broke it. The servant returned to Tutanekai, who sent him again with a new calabash—and again—but each time “the man in the pool” broke it. At last Tutanekai arose in his wrath and came down himself to the pool. Hinemoa hid behind a rock, but soon allowed herself to be discovered, and her lover lifted her slim brown body from the water.

        
They went to the house of Tutanekai and reposed there; and thereafter, by the ancient law of the Maoris, they were man and wife. In the morning Tutanekai was missing when the people came from their houses to cook and eat their morning meal, and Whakaue sent a servant to bring him. Peoping through the window of the house the man saw four feet instead of two, and the secret was a secret no longer.

        
Then Tiki, who played upon the flute, mourned that Tutanekai had a wife while he had none, and Tutanekai went to his father Whakaue and persuaded him to give Tupa, his daughter, to Tiki for his wife.

        
This is the tale which Domett expanded and elaborated to make his epic. Hinemoa becomes Amohia (the stress in each name is on the third syllable), and the swim to the island is reproduced.

        
The warm pool in which Amohia warmed herself after her swim has been dubbed Psyche's Bath, and may still be seen on the island, though alas! it no longer deserves the description which Domett applied to it in the words
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The famous Hongi's Track, near Rotorua, North Island, New Zealand.


which bring this very brief survey to a close:

        

          
“It was a sparry basin, smoothly lipped and fringed


          
With snowy stalactite, just tinged With a faint delicate flush


          
Like that white rose, the maiden-blush.


          
The water seemed a liquid piece of heaven—so blue—


          
Of midmost heaven a lovely piece


          
Laid bare by a slight breach in the summer-fleece;


          
And look what sparkling crowds through


          
Diaphonous azure, fast and ever


          
Escaping in the mountain's fever


          
And trembling up with timorous haste to greet


          
And deck with diamond grail the beauteous guest,


          
As down she sinks into her lucid nest


          
And in transparent sapphire makes her warm and liquid nest.”
        

        
That famous writer of “thrillers,” Edgar Wallace, was a great smoker. Like so many literary men he sought— and found—inspiration in tobacco. Affixed to a wall of his study he had a big pipe-rack holding perhaps a dozen pipes, and it was his practice before speaking into the dictaphone he always used (he never used a pen) to “load” three or four pipes, so that directly he had smoked out one he could light another, without interrupting his train of thought. But tobacco is just as necessary to brain workers in other walks of life. The harassed business man, the scientist faced with some abstruse problem, and many others find solace in the weed. In all such cases there is nothing like a good comfortable smoke, and no tobacco half so refreshing as “toasted” Cut Plug No 10 (Bullshead), Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Cavendish, Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold. “Why toasted?” it used to be asked. Now every smoker knows that toasting eliminates the poisonous nicotine (common to all tobaccos) and renders “toasted” pure, sweet, fragrant and very comforting.
*
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Picton—Marlborough's picturesque port, at the head of Queen Charlotte Sound, South Island, New Zealand.


        

        

The two northern provinces of the South Island lie side by side at its head and in spite of the fact that Nelson is called “Sleepy Hollow” it seems to me always that it is Marlborough that is the quiet province. I have seldom seen more alert folk even in summer than I saw in Nelson. If you want the common average of human nature in a province take the traffic on one of its country roads, and by even the norm of its aged, Nelson disclaims its drowsy misnomer. One old octogenarian that I saw pedalling along there looked more alive than many of the lads that you pass in city streets. Bernard Shaw said once that to mind your own business is to need the doctor. That old man of eighty was still vital because his interest in men and things kept his thoughts off himself. Besides, Nelsonians are as thrifty as continentals and no Belgian could have a greater devotion to the “coin du terre” policy of cultivating every spare inch of ground. I have never met lazy Nelsonians. In the country places they work their fingers to the bone and since luxuries are by them assigned to their proper place they could live in times of stress where others would die. Rip Van Winkle would find himself awakened by the flat of a spade in modern Nelson; and it is characteristic that its first of spring is called by the practical, if unlovely, name of “Spud Monday.” The calm of its landscape is in direct proportion to the verve of its people.

        
When I call Marlborough the quiet province I do not mean that it should have been called “sleepy.” Its quiet is the quiet of reserve. Marlborough travellers are slow to enter into conversation with strangers. I have often thought that its villages are such tranquil places because the inhabitants do not live in one another's pockets. Your average Marlburian is by instinct civil but not intimate. Perhaps the conformation of the land has something to do with this reticence. Though it lies so companionably by Nelson on the map it has been a lonely province. A fierce strip of water lies between it and Wellington and, though the distance as the crow flies is short, a ship Marlborough - bound has to pass through the lovely convolutions of her Sounds before it reaches Picton. There is something dreamlike and unreal about that winding journey. On and on the boat sails, rounding headland after headland, one heavy with bush
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A harvesting scene in Marlborough Province, South Island, New Zealand.


and birds, another bare and wind-bitten; one grassy and duned, another so barren that the sheep have to nose between stones for a chary mouthful; and, below, a sea of cypress green so clear that the eye goes down and down to the very sea-pan where great salty boughs and blossoms prove that no weight can stop the earth from giving. This candid water has no secrets, no afterthoughts, and by the time Mabel Island is sighted its lucent transference has prepared metropolitans for the simplicity of Picton which, too, is lonely. On the Cloudy Bay side of the province you have the Pacific neat and the Pacific is the great solitary of the oceans. It will be some time before airways conquer the reserve that such frontiers have bred.

        
Its other boundaries are even more lonely. Leaving Picton, which is not a village nor yet a large town, the road winds a few pleasant farm-strewn miles before it skirts the Para swamp, which is one great sigh of flax and raupo with a pukeko's blue thrown in for luck here and there. The motors pass it quickly enough now but the



trapsand gigs of earlier days were glad when its last corner was rounded and they struck the creek-hemmed Tua Marina road.

        
On a hill there one day a little boy found a great rusty gold-hilted sword that must have belonged to Arthur Wakefield or one of his companions, for on that ridge Rauparaha and his men mowed them down in what was known as the Wairau Massacre. History has done justice to the Maori in that dispute and though the Massacre Hill holds a monument with the names of those who fell, the men of that place, when they lay their dead in that little God's acre, feel no bitterness now. Not many miles away there is a small Maori 
pa where the Maoris live to themselves save for friendly business relations with their white neighbours. And yet but for the common-sense of certain administrators this episode might have meant more trouble. Victory is often posthumous, and I think Arthur Wakefield himself would have seen that, though he fell on that little ridge, he attained his end, for the hill on which the urchin found his sword is part of a peaceful farm, just such a farm as the men on the “Tory” visioned.

        
Nor does the interest of Tua Marina end there. It was said of it once that it reached notice only in pictorial accounts of its floods of which in earlier days it had as many as seven in a winter with such heavy siltings that its paddocks were an Islamic green. Those days are gone and its waters are tamed. And yet this small village is connected with two literary names. Did I not read somewhere that Australia's great natural storyteller, Henry Lawson, wrote a rhyme once in Tua Marina and has Hubert Church not written a lengthy poem which takes its name from that place? There has been a controversy as to whether it is not a corruption of the Maori, but why change a word that has evoked a poem? I hope that it will remain Tua Marina for, wrong or right, it is dearer than any other name.

        
The rich, contented plain runs on towards its capital, where all the farmers' business is transacted in the same unflurried, even manner that characterises the countryside. Blenheim is urbane but not as yet urban, though its position on the air-routes may alter that. A deep and kindly tolerance distinguishes it, a tolerance as great as that for which Maryland strove in the early days of America; Marlborough has the gift of holding its tongue. Men who have to wrestle with the seasons and the sod are too much involved in the practical to overindulge themselves in the polemical.

        
If you go south from Blenheim the character of the country changes. It loses its ox-eyed calm and becomes hilly. The road flashes round bends and in places is as white as a rabbit's scut from limestone. Here and there a river-bank is blue with papa rock before one swings into the Kaikoura road which selvedges the sea. Few New Zealand roads are more lonely or more beautiful. It looks clear out across the Pacific and for miles and miles nothing comes between you and that sea-rim. The horizon, the kelp and the hawks have it all their own way on that road. You pass the place where the faithful little “Wakatu” grounded and sweep on under the Kaikoura mountains. This lovely crescent of snow-caps is not well enough known. Folk may recall dimly that somewhere in the South Island there is a peak, Tapuaenuku or Odin, but you have to see its white wedge against the sky. Both the inland and the seaward Kaikouras have a sharp beauty.

        
Then on goes the road to the Hundalees, a boundary as lonely as the sea itself. The last time I passed through that long and lonely stretch I saw only one man in miles and I heard only one bird—it was a magpie, I think, and its screech reminded me of that music
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A typical homestead in the Marlborough Province, showing the Blenheim—Christcharch main road on the right.


hall ditty so dear to Chesterton concerning one Jane “whose vocal vagaries have killed the canaries and druv the gas back to the main.” The Southern Main Trunk will make light of that frontier.

        
Nor is the passage between Nelson and Marlborough on the other side of the province much more peopled. A lovely country road winds on past Havelock, past Canvastown, a mining relic, on to the Rai Saddle. There seems nothing left in the world but ridges and sky and, as the road advances, the leopard-coloured hills grow more and more barren till between the traveller and Nelson lies the great bulk of the Whangamoa.

        
Marlborough has had its historian in T. Lindsay Buick whose book, “Old Marlborough,” is cherished by the province; and the Blenheim countryside has been faithfully described by Nelle Scanlan in “Pencarrow.” The tide of custom follows the tide of trade and it is said of New Zealand that it tends to become Americanised; but that is not true as yet of Marlborough. Whether it will, remain the quiet province one cannot foretell, but I hope if it loses its old virtues, of which, as of its beauty, it is almost unconscious, it will replace them only by better—though indeed what can be better than a tolerance that sees the twinkle in life? I hope it will never lose that.
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(By 

James Cowan.)
        

        

          

            

[image: Mr. George Crosswell, of Opotiki, whose marvellous escape from the Hauhaus at Opepe is narrated in this story.]
Mr. George Crosswell, of Opotiki, whose marvellous escape from the Hauhaus at Opepe is narrated in this story.


          

          

On that desolation of scrubgrown pumice land between Taupo and the eastern ranges, where the motorist speeds up to get over the uninteresting plain as quickly as possible, there is a place about which a book could be written, the site of Opepe stockade. At the beginning of the Seventies this Armed. Constabulary post was the advanced field post on the Kaingaroa Plain, a strategic position guarding the tracks to Napier and along the Rangitaiki valley. Later Taupo became the headquarters of the frontier patrol. But before the stockade was built by the bushmen and carbineers of the Constabulary tragic history was made at Opepe, June 7th, 1869.

          
The story of the surprise attack on a party of cavalrymen encamped there has often been described as a “massacre.” That error has been corrected, at any rate in the official and authoritative descriptions. It was really a skilful little military operation on the part of the Hauhaus, the advance party of Te Kooti's force marching from the Urewera Country to Taupo and Waikato. They cut off a careless detachment of the Bay of Plenty Cavalry, killed nine out of the fourteen, and captured all the arms and horses. Had the Government forces scored such a success it certainly would not have been described as a massacre. “Brilliant Action at Opepe” would have made a newspaper thriller of the moment. It was really a minor war incident in itself, but the moral effect was considerable, for it greatly heartened the sturdy rebels.

        

        

          
Pakeha and Maori Narratives.

          
I have heard the story of Opepe from men on both sides in this incident of our civil wars, and that is the only satisfactory way in which such history can be written. All have gone now, it can never be done again. I was fortunate in hearing from ex-trooper George Crosswell the story of his marvellous escape, and in gathering from the grim old Hauhau warriors Te Rangi-Tahau, of Taupo, and Peita Kotuku, of the King Country, the narratives of their share in an exploit that greatly increased the mana of their leader, Te Kooti, in the heart of the Island.

        

        

          
St. John's Cavalry Party.

          
The Government had decided, after the invasion of the Urewera Country in 1869, to establish military outposts in the Taupo Country, and Lieut-Colonel St. John left the redoubt called Fort Galatea on June 4, with an escort of about twenty officers and men. Opepe was indicated as a likely place for a kind of watch-post of the Plains. For a graphic account of the events that followed on the departure of the detachment of jingling cavalrymen, in high spirits for the new adventure, read George Crosswell's story as he told it to me in 1921. He was small-built, wiry and active; his powers of endurance must have been great, otherwise he could not have survived the midwinter ordeal of a naked flight across the galeswept Kaingaroa.

        

        

          
Suspicious Camp Fires.

          
“Leaving the Galatea redoubt on Friday, June 4th, we were taken by a Maori guide across the Rangitaiki River at a ford above the old primitive footbridge called the Arawhata—manuka poles set from bank to bank at a very narrow place. We camped there that night on the eastern side of the river, close under the Heruiwi hills, on the western border of the Urewera County, Te Kooti was encamped somewhere there. After dark our guide lit several large fires, and I remember well that I had some suspicions of him at the time. I remarked to my comrade, George Stephenson, that it was very queer that the Maori should be allowed to light the fires, which were not needed, for we noticed that he did not stay to warm himself at them. They were quite apart from our cooking fires. I have no doubt that the fires were intended as signals to Te Kooti's scouts on the range above, and that our guide was in collusion with the Hauhaus. He was a ‘friendly,’ from a tribe near Rotorua. Our Commander seemed quite unsuspicious.

        

        

          
The Camp at Opepe.

          
“We continued our march next morning up the eastern side of the Rangitaiki, until we reached a place well up towards Runanga. Here we re-crossed the river and that night we reached the Opepe Bush, which extended for about a mile on the northern side of the Runanga-Taupo track, a short distance from the main trail. We turned off from the track there and by a side-path reached a little plateau, with a pumice gully on two sides and the bush immediately in the rear. There were four or five deserted Maori 
whares there, roughly built huts of saplings and fern-tree trunks, roofed with totara bark.

          
“There the fourteen of us were left, Cornet Angus Smith in command. There were, two N.C.O.'s, Sergt-Major Slattery, an old soldier of the British Army, and Sergeant C. F. Dette. Four of the party were from Tauranga—Troopers Harry Gill (son of Judge Gill, of the Native Land Court), Johnson, Bidois and Poictier or Potie; the last three were half-castes. The rest of us were from Opotiki: Troopers George Stephenson, Ross, Lawson, Harry Cook, Lockwood, McKillop (trumpeter), and myself. I had enlisted under the name of Leary, which was my stepfather's name; I resumed later my proper name of Crosswell. Cornet Angus Smith was also from Opotiki; he had been a storekeeper there.
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“I believe someone asked Colonel St. John if the camp was a safe place, and he replied that we were as safe there as we would be in London. With two other officers he rode on to Tapu-wae-haruru, on the north end of Lake Taupo. We made ourselves fairly comfortable in the huts, after turning out our horses on a grass clearing at the edge of the bush. On Sunday the 6th, some of us rambling about, got three sheep, probably strays from one of the out-stations on the ranges to the east, and we killed them and hung them up in the camp. (We never had the pleasure of eating that mutton).

          
“On the following morning I went to search for my horse, which had strayed in the direction of Fort Galatea; after an unsuccessful search I returned to camp. It was raining, and I was wet through by the time I got back to the 
whares, so I took off all my clothes and hung them to dry at a big fire which we lit in one of the smallest huts, built of 
ponga fern-tree trunks. In the largest 
whare—the door of which faced north, towards the bush—there were seven men; in another were the three half-caste troopers from Tauranga, and I and the others were in the small 
whare. I had returned to the hut about an hour, it now was about four o'clock in the afternoon.

        

        

          
Surprised by the Maoris.

          
“I was lying on my blanket reading a paper, when I heard voices outside, and looking out saw a Maori, a stranger, who had come up from one of the gullies on our flanks. Some of our men called to him and the troopers came out of the big hut to talk to him; they took him for a friendly native. I heard more voices, and getting up was confronted at the door of the 
whare by two Maoris in fighting trim, with Enfield rifles capped and cocked.

        

        

          
A Panic-stricken Flight.

          
“They shook hands with me, and let me pass outside; I had just got up from my blanket, and had not a stitch of clothing on as my uniform was not yet dry. I had a suspicion now that something was wrong. I did not attempt to take my arms. Passing the armed natives I walked towards my comrades, most of whom were now outside the huts. Then all with one accord realising that the Maoris were enemies, made a rush for the shelter of the bush, which was perhaps a chain away. Not a single one of us had any arms; our carbines, revolvers and swords were all in the huts.

          
“When we made the dash for the bush the Maoris did not fire immediately, as they were on both sides of us, and they could not fire without endangering their own party. The instant, however, that the troopers ran the gauntlet, a heavy volley was fired after us; the bullets knocked up the earth about me. The shooting continued as long as any of us were in sight; a great many shots were fired. I had only time for a hasty glance about me when I realised that we were trapped, but long enough to see that the place was full of Maoris; there must have been quite a hundred of them. Immediately the first volley was fired into us I took a different direction from that of the others, and dashed by myself for the bush, making to my left; they ran to the right.

          

            

[image: Te Rangi-Tahau, of Taupo, who led the attack on the troopers at Opepe.]
Te Rangi-Tahau, of Taupo, who led the attack on the troopers at Opepe.


          

        

        

          
The Friendly Forest.

          
“As I was racing over the short distance between my hut and the belt of bush, I received a skin wound; a bullet grazed my left arm, but I scarcely felt it. I plunged into the bush and made my way through it as fast as I could struggle. When I had gone four or five chains I met Trooper George Stephenson, of Opotiki.

          
“We kept together, and just at dark—it would then be about five o'clock—we got out of the bush, which was a belt of high trees and thick undergrowth about a mile in length and half a mile in width. Stephenson was fully dressed, but had no arms, not even a revolver, and I don&t think any of the others had had an opportunity to get their weapons. Our one impulse was to get into the cover of the bush.

        

        

          
Across the Open Plain.

          
“After we got out of the bush into the tussock country, we lay down and rested for a few minutes. We could hear nothing, either of the Hauhaus or of our comrades. We rose and continued our flight, making for Fort Galatea, forty miles away to the north. We travelled on all night and after a time found a beaten horse track under foot, leading in the direction of Galatea. We hurried on all the next day, along the left bank of the Rangitaiki. We kept off the open track in the daytime.

          
“It was very cold, raw weather, but the excitement and the speed at which we were travelling kept me from feeling it as much as I would otherwise have done in my naked condition. My feet suffered most, they were terribly cut about by the fern and the pumice track. We reached Fort Galatea at last that evening and gave the news of the attack on the camp. My feet were quite poisoned by the rough journey and it was a long time before they were right again.

          
“The other three survivors straggled in long after us. Sergeant Dette and Trooper Lockwood reached the Fort after spending three nights and two days on the Kaingaroa Plain. Neither of them saw the other all that time. Cornet Angus Smith, our officer, did not come in until ten days after his escape form the camp. He was in a very bad way when he was found wandering about outside the redoubt by a search party.

          
“When we made that dash for the bush, I believe the three half-caste troopers from Tauranga were lying down in their hut and they may have been killed there. Many years afterwards I heard from a Maori in Opotiki who had been one of Te Kooti's men at Opepe that our big Sergeant-Major Slattery was the only one who made much of a fight. He picked up a stick or stone from the ground and was only killed after a struggle. George Stephenson was a very big man, too; it was a wonder that the Maoris missed him, he was so good a target when he ran for the bush.”

        

        

          
Spoils of War.

          
Fourteen Terry carbines and as many revolvers and swords, besides the horses and saddles, were the spoils of war at Opepe. The jubilant Hauhaus also stripped the fallen of their uniforms. Then there were the arms taken by the Heruiwi scouts, Peita and Makarini. With these weapons and gear Te Kooti was able to complete the equipment of his mounted men, so that by 1870 he had a small body of cavalry, armed and uniformed like the Government men.

          
The Maoris who captured the Camp were the advance guard of Te Kooti's force. They were led by Te Rangi-Tahau, who was a chief of East Taupo, and familiar with all the tracks.

          
* * *

          
There was an astonishing sequel to the cutting-off of the cavalry detachment. Cornet Angus Smith, who should have been court-martialled for dereliction of duty in failing to post sentries



and safeguard the camp, was awarded the New Zealand Cross. This award was made long after the war, and there was much indignation among other holders of the Cross—such men as Colonel Roberts, Captain Mair, Captain Preece and others—for it was considered a gross misuse of a rare and greatly prized decoration, reserved for acts of distinguished valour. Undoubtedly Smith was deserving of censure; but Lieut-Colonel St. John was even more culpable, for he should have realised that to post a few men in an open camp close to the bush was simply inviting an enemy raid; and he knew that Te Kooti intended marching to Taupo.

        

        

          
A Despatch Carrier's Fate.

          
It was probably the intercepting of despatches from Fort Galatea that first put Te Kooti on the track of the troopers at Opepe. Very soon after Colonel St. John's party had left Galatea for Taupo, information was brought in to the redoubt by Mair's scouts that Te Kooti was at Heruiwi waiting to descend on the plains and make for Taupo, and as it was feared that St. John's small detachment would be attacked and cut up despatches were written by Mair and others and sent on to overtake him. The bearer of the letters was Trooper Donald McDonald, who was accompanied by Trooper Alexander Black. The two troopers when near the Tieke clump of bush, on the east side of the Rangitaiki (following the Runanga track) were seen from the hills by some of Te Kooti's mounted men, who hurried to intercept them.

          
Peita Kotuku and another Hauhau, Makarini, were the two who actually cut the troopers off. Peita shot McDonald, and the other man, coming up as he lay on the ground with a gunshot in his hip, cut off his head with a butcher's knife. Makarini was actuated by the spirit of revenge; he took 
utu for the killing of his brother in the retreat from Ngatapa in January, 1869. Black abandoned his horse and carbine and rushed down towards the Wheao River, and after hiding in the fern escaped to Fort Galatea. Peita
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took the letters which he found on McDonald to Te Kooti, who, after having them translated to him, hurried off his men on the trail of St. John's troopers.

          
This was narrated to me by old Peita at Taringamutu in the King Country. He, like his comrade Te Rangi-Tahau, had escaped from Chatham Island with Te Kooti in the schooner Rifleman in 1868; and for three desperate years he followed the fortunes of his great war-chief.
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Rail-Road Transport.
          

          
The “Railway Age” of 22nd May, 1937, reports that in the United States 78 railways now own 5,274 passenger vehicles and 17,550 freight vehicles, operating in every State in the Union. These figures do not, in general, include the motor trucks operated by the railways in non-revenue service, such as for stores, mechanical and maintenance department.
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[image: Mr. George Crosswell, of Opotiki, whose marvellous escape from the Hauhaus at Opepe is narrated in this story.]
Mr. George Crosswell, of Opotiki, whose marvellous escape from the Hauhaus at Opepe is narrated in this story.


          

          

On that desolation of scrubgrown pumice land between Taupo and the eastern ranges, where the motorist speeds up to get over the uninteresting plain as quickly as possible, there is a place about which a book could be written, the site of Opepe stockade. At the beginning of the Seventies this Armed. Constabulary post was the advanced field post on the Kaingaroa Plain, a strategic position guarding the tracks to Napier and along the Rangitaiki valley. Later Taupo became the headquarters of the frontier patrol. But before the stockade was built by the bushmen and carbineers of the Constabulary tragic history was made at Opepe, June 7th, 1869.

          
The story of the surprise attack on a party of cavalrymen encamped there has often been described as a “massacre.” That error has been corrected, at any rate in the official and authoritative descriptions. It was really a skilful little military operation on the part of the Hauhaus, the advance party of Te Kooti's force marching from the Urewera Country to Taupo and Waikato. They cut off a careless detachment of the Bay of Plenty Cavalry, killed nine out of the fourteen, and captured all the arms and horses. Had the Government forces scored such a success it certainly would not have been described as a massacre. “Brilliant Action at Opepe” would have made a newspaper thriller of the moment. It was really a minor war incident in itself, but the moral effect was considerable, for it greatly heartened the sturdy rebels.
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Pakeha and Maori Narratives.

          
I have heard the story of Opepe from men on both sides in this incident of our civil wars, and that is the only satisfactory way in which such history can be written. All have gone now, it can never be done again. I was fortunate in hearing from ex-trooper George Crosswell the story of his marvellous escape, and in gathering from the grim old Hauhau warriors Te Rangi-Tahau, of Taupo, and Peita Kotuku, of the King Country, the narratives of their share in an exploit that greatly increased the mana of their leader, Te Kooti, in the heart of the Island.
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St. John's Cavalry Party.

          
The Government had decided, after the invasion of the Urewera Country in 1869, to establish military outposts in the Taupo Country, and Lieut-Colonel St. John left the redoubt called Fort Galatea on June 4, with an escort of about twenty officers and men. Opepe was indicated as a likely place for a kind of watch-post of the Plains. For a graphic account of the events that followed on the departure of the detachment of jingling cavalrymen, in high spirits for the new adventure, read George Crosswell's story as he told it to me in 1921. He was small-built, wiry and active; his powers of endurance must have been great, otherwise he could not have survived the midwinter ordeal of a naked flight across the galeswept Kaingaroa.
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Suspicious Camp Fires.

          
“Leaving the Galatea redoubt on Friday, June 4th, we were taken by a Maori guide across the Rangitaiki River at a ford above the old primitive footbridge called the Arawhata—manuka poles set from bank to bank at a very narrow place. We camped there that night on the eastern side of the river, close under the Heruiwi hills, on the western border of the Urewera County, Te Kooti was encamped somewhere there. After dark our guide lit several large fires, and I remember well that I had some suspicions of him at the time. I remarked to my comrade, George Stephenson, that it was very queer that the Maori should be allowed to light the fires, which were not needed, for we noticed that he did not stay to warm himself at them. They were quite apart from our cooking fires. I have no doubt that the fires were intended as signals to Te Kooti's scouts on the range above, and that our guide was in collusion with the Hauhaus. He was a ‘friendly,’ from a tribe near Rotorua. Our Commander seemed quite unsuspicious.
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The Camp at Opepe.

          
“We continued our march next morning up the eastern side of the Rangitaiki, until we reached a place well up towards Runanga. Here we re-crossed the river and that night we reached the Opepe Bush, which extended for about a mile on the northern side of the Runanga-Taupo track, a short distance from the main trail. We turned off from the track there and by a side-path reached a little plateau, with a pumice gully on two sides and the bush immediately in the rear. There were four or five deserted Maori 
whares there, roughly built huts of saplings and fern-tree trunks, roofed with totara bark.

          
“There the fourteen of us were left, Cornet Angus Smith in command. There were, two N.C.O.'s, Sergt-Major Slattery, an old soldier of the British Army, and Sergeant C. F. Dette. Four of the party were from Tauranga—Troopers Harry Gill (son of Judge Gill, of the Native Land Court), Johnson, Bidois and Poictier or Potie; the last three were half-castes. The rest of us were from Opotiki: Troopers George Stephenson, Ross, Lawson, Harry Cook, Lockwood, McKillop (trumpeter), and myself. I had enlisted under the name of Leary, which was my stepfather's name; I resumed later my proper name of Crosswell. Cornet Angus Smith was also from Opotiki; he had been a storekeeper there.
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“I believe someone asked Colonel St. John if the camp was a safe place, and he replied that we were as safe there as we would be in London. With two other officers he rode on to Tapu-wae-haruru, on the north end of Lake Taupo. We made ourselves fairly comfortable in the huts, after turning out our horses on a grass clearing at the edge of the bush. On Sunday the 6th, some of us rambling about, got three sheep, probably strays from one of the out-stations on the ranges to the east, and we killed them and hung them up in the camp. (We never had the pleasure of eating that mutton).

          
“On the following morning I went to search for my horse, which had strayed in the direction of Fort Galatea; after an unsuccessful search I returned to camp. It was raining, and I was wet through by the time I got back to the 
whares, so I took off all my clothes and hung them to dry at a big fire which we lit in one of the smallest huts, built of 
ponga fern-tree trunks. In the largest 
whare—the door of which faced north, towards the bush—there were seven men; in another were the three half-caste troopers from Tauranga, and I and the others were in the small 
whare. I had returned to the hut about an hour, it now was about four o'clock in the afternoon.
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Surprised by the Maoris.

          
“I was lying on my blanket reading a paper, when I heard voices outside, and looking out saw a Maori, a stranger, who had come up from one of the gullies on our flanks. Some of our men called to him and the troopers came out of the big hut to talk to him; they took him for a friendly native. I heard more voices, and getting up was confronted at the door of the 
whare by two Maoris in fighting trim, with Enfield rifles capped and cocked.
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A Panic-stricken Flight.

          
“They shook hands with me, and let me pass outside; I had just got up from my blanket, and had not a stitch of clothing on as my uniform was not yet dry. I had a suspicion now that something was wrong. I did not attempt to take my arms. Passing the armed natives I walked towards my comrades, most of whom were now outside the huts. Then all with one accord realising that the Maoris were enemies, made a rush for the shelter of the bush, which was perhaps a chain away. Not a single one of us had any arms; our carbines, revolvers and swords were all in the huts.

          
“When we made the dash for the bush the Maoris did not fire immediately, as they were on both sides of us, and they could not fire without endangering their own party. The instant, however, that the troopers ran the gauntlet, a heavy volley was fired after us; the bullets knocked up the earth about me. The shooting continued as long as any of us were in sight; a great many shots were fired. I had only time for a hasty glance about me when I realised that we were trapped, but long enough to see that the place was full of Maoris; there must have been quite a hundred of them. Immediately the first volley was fired into us I took a different direction from that of the others, and dashed by myself for the bush, making to my left; they ran to the right.
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Te Rangi-Tahau, of Taupo, who led the attack on the troopers at Opepe.
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The Friendly Forest.

          
“As I was racing over the short distance between my hut and the belt of bush, I received a skin wound; a bullet grazed my left arm, but I scarcely felt it. I plunged into the bush and made my way through it as fast as I could struggle. When I had gone four or five chains I met Trooper George Stephenson, of Opotiki.

          
“We kept together, and just at dark—it would then be about five o'clock—we got out of the bush, which was a belt of high trees and thick undergrowth about a mile in length and half a mile in width. Stephenson was fully dressed, but had no arms, not even a revolver, and I don&t think any of the others had had an opportunity to get their weapons. Our one impulse was to get into the cover of the bush.
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Across the Open Plain.

          
“After we got out of the bush into the tussock country, we lay down and rested for a few minutes. We could hear nothing, either of the Hauhaus or of our comrades. We rose and continued our flight, making for Fort Galatea, forty miles away to the north. We travelled on all night and after a time found a beaten horse track under foot, leading in the direction of Galatea. We hurried on all the next day, along the left bank of the Rangitaiki. We kept off the open track in the daytime.

          
“It was very cold, raw weather, but the excitement and the speed at which we were travelling kept me from feeling it as much as I would otherwise have done in my naked condition. My feet suffered most, they were terribly cut about by the fern and the pumice track. We reached Fort Galatea at last that evening and gave the news of the attack on the camp. My feet were quite poisoned by the rough journey and it was a long time before they were right again.

          
“The other three survivors straggled in long after us. Sergeant Dette and Trooper Lockwood reached the Fort after spending three nights and two days on the Kaingaroa Plain. Neither of them saw the other all that time. Cornet Angus Smith, our officer, did not come in until ten days after his escape form the camp. He was in a very bad way when he was found wandering about outside the redoubt by a search party.

          
“When we made that dash for the bush, I believe the three half-caste troopers from Tauranga were lying down in their hut and they may have been killed there. Many years afterwards I heard from a Maori in Opotiki who had been one of Te Kooti's men at Opepe that our big Sergeant-Major Slattery was the only one who made much of a fight. He picked up a stick or stone from the ground and was only killed after a struggle. George Stephenson was a very big man, too; it was a wonder that the Maoris missed him, he was so good a target when he ran for the bush.”
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Spoils of War.

          
Fourteen Terry carbines and as many revolvers and swords, besides the horses and saddles, were the spoils of war at Opepe. The jubilant Hauhaus also stripped the fallen of their uniforms. Then there were the arms taken by the Heruiwi scouts, Peita and Makarini. With these weapons and gear Te Kooti was able to complete the equipment of his mounted men, so that by 1870 he had a small body of cavalry, armed and uniformed like the Government men.

          
The Maoris who captured the Camp were the advance guard of Te Kooti's force. They were led by Te Rangi-Tahau, who was a chief of East Taupo, and familiar with all the tracks.

          
* * *

          
There was an astonishing sequel to the cutting-off of the cavalry detachment. Cornet Angus Smith, who should have been court-martialled for dereliction of duty in failing to post sentries



and safeguard the camp, was awarded the New Zealand Cross. This award was made long after the war, and there was much indignation among other holders of the Cross—such men as Colonel Roberts, Captain Mair, Captain Preece and others—for it was considered a gross misuse of a rare and greatly prized decoration, reserved for acts of distinguished valour. Undoubtedly Smith was deserving of censure; but Lieut-Colonel St. John was even more culpable, for he should have realised that to post a few men in an open camp close to the bush was simply inviting an enemy raid; and he knew that Te Kooti intended marching to Taupo.
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A Despatch Carrier's Fate.

          
It was probably the intercepting of despatches from Fort Galatea that first put Te Kooti on the track of the troopers at Opepe. Very soon after Colonel St. John's party had left Galatea for Taupo, information was brought in to the redoubt by Mair's scouts that Te Kooti was at Heruiwi waiting to descend on the plains and make for Taupo, and as it was feared that St. John's small detachment would be attacked and cut up despatches were written by Mair and others and sent on to overtake him. The bearer of the letters was Trooper Donald McDonald, who was accompanied by Trooper Alexander Black. The two troopers when near the Tieke clump of bush, on the east side of the Rangitaiki (following the Runanga track) were seen from the hills by some of Te Kooti's mounted men, who hurried to intercept them.

          
Peita Kotuku and another Hauhau, Makarini, were the two who actually cut the troopers off. Peita shot McDonald, and the other man, coming up as he lay on the ground with a gunshot in his hip, cut off his head with a butcher's knife. Makarini was actuated by the spirit of revenge; he took 
utu for the killing of his brother in the retreat from Ngatapa in January, 1869. Black abandoned his horse and carbine and rushed down towards the Wheao River, and after hiding in the fern escaped to Fort Galatea. Peita
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took the letters which he found on McDonald to Te Kooti, who, after having them translated to him, hurried off his men on the trail of St. John's troopers.

          
This was narrated to me by old Peita at Taringamutu in the King Country. He, like his comrade Te Rangi-Tahau, had escaped from Chatham Island with Te Kooti in the schooner Rifleman in 1868; and for three desperate years he followed the fortunes of his great war-chief.
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Rail-Road Transport.
          

          
The “Railway Age” of 22nd May, 1937, reports that in the United States 78 railways now own 5,274 passenger vehicles and 17,550 freight vehicles, operating in every State in the Union. These figures do not, in general, include the motor trucks operated by the railways in non-revenue service, such as for stores, mechanical and maintenance department.
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Katoomba-Leura

 The Playground of the Commonwealth
          
        

        

          
(Written for the “New Zealand Railways Magazine,” by 
R. H. Weston, Publicity Officer, Katoomba Municipal Council)
        

        

Most of us are in the happy position of being able to look forward to an annual holiday, and a large proportion of life's happiness lies in pleasurable anticipation. It frequently happens that when a particular holiday resort is recommended, the prospective tourist asks: “What shall I do and see when I get there?” This is a perfectly reasonable question, to which, after you have read this article, it is believed you will agree Katoomba has replied satisfactorily.

        
Situated on the heights of the far-famed Blue Mountains of New South Wales, 3,336 feet above sea level, the Queen City of the Hills has established its claim as the premier health and holiday resort of the Commonwealth. Realising its value as a source of revenue, the Department of Railways caters liberally for the tourist, and return tickets for the price of the single journey are issued on the excursion trains run at short intervals during the weekend. The train in which the Department justifiably takes pride is the Caves Express, sometimes known as the Blue Train. Hauled by a 36 class engine, weighing 159 tons in steam, there are six cars making the total weight of the train 311 tons. After passing Parramatta, the end of the main suburban line, she gets into flat open country, and stretching out like a greyhound extended, attains a maximum speed of 73 m.p.h. The train runs non-stop to Springwood, 49 miles west of Sydney, and in the last 10 miles of the run she climbs 1,218 feet, and pulls up in 67 minutes after leaving the city. The next 18 miles takes her up towards the clouds for another 2,118 feet, and with four stops, she flings the last stage behind in 46 minutes. It will thus be seen that the trip of 67 miles is done in less than two hours, and has earned for the Express the proud distinction of being one of the fastest mountain-climbing trains in the world. As I stood on a cutting recently, and watched the Blue Train approaching a crossing with a blast of her whistle, the words of that sweet Maoriland singer, Will Lawson, flashed across my mind. Listen to the first verse of “A Song of Size”:—

        

          
His engine weighed


          
ust eighty tons,


          
(Blow for the crossing—blow)


          
He swung his spade


          
On the long fast runs,


          
The smallest man


          
In the ‘firing line,’


          
Built on a plan


          
That was superfine.


          
He couldn&t have weighed


          
Scarce eight stone four


          
But, sonny, he made her furnace roar.


          
(Blow, you Big Bull, blow!)
        

        
One of the most important considerations for a successful holiday is accommodation. In Katoomba and Leura, there are over 100 guest houses, with tariffs to suit every purse; all the larger establishments have their own ball and billiard rooms, tennis courts, hot water service and everything that spells comfort. For those who prefer to get close to nature, the Council has
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A section of the Federal Pass which winds for three miles through magnificent scenery between Katoomba and Leurs Falls in the Blue Mountains, New South Wales.


spared no expense in providing a camping area for the motorist, with sites for 175 tents, an unlimited supply of water, electricity, sewerage and firewood, as well as laundry, kitchen and shower bath facilities, the charges for all these conveniences being negligible.

        
The whole district abounds with scenic gems, and while the Council has made no attempt to improve on nature, everything possible has been done to assist her by the construction of tracks and steps, making the beauty spots easily accessible. One of the major attractions is the Prince Henry Cliff Walk, which, although only opened for a comparatively brief period, has already given pleasure to thousands.

        
Commencing in the vicinity of the Orphan Rock, the walk skirts the cliff edge, but always far enough away for perfect safety, for a distance of seven miles, affording magnificent panoramic views every yard of the way, and terminating at Gordon Falls, Leura.

        
The first section ends at Echo Point, of world renown, where the view has been proclaimed by many as equal to anything to be found the whole world over.

        
The second section of the walk brings the visitor to the Meeting of the Waters and Leura Cascades, both things of beauty, while a little lower
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Where the train climbs to an altitude of 8,000 ft. on the run to Katoomba, Blue Mountains, New South Wales.


down will be found the Weeping Rock and Bridal Veil, where a tremendous volume of water leaps gaily in its mad rush towards the cliff edge. At Gordon Falls, the end of the walk, a full day may happily be spent; there are facilities for picnics, splendid parking area, with a playground for the little people. From the lookout at this point, when visibility is good, one has a clear view of the Gib at Bowral, a distance of eighty miles, giving one an idea of the clarity of the mountain air.

        
One could go on indefinitely describing the gems with which nature has so liberally endowed this area, and which have helped to make Katoomba famous. Mention may be permitted of the floodlights which are switched on at 7.30 each evening, and turn night into day at the Meeting of the Waters, Leura Cascades, Chelmsford Bridge, the Three Sisters, Katoomba Falls and Cascades and the Orphan Rock. By the rushing waters of the cascades and surrounding growth of ferns, the lights are subdued. As hot nights and mosquitoes are unknown, it is common to see picnic parties revelling in these surroundings in the summer evenings. For the rugged rock formation, the lights are more powerful, revealing in a weird manner the nooks and crannies of these strange rocks.

        
In addition to assisting nature in all directions the Council has enhanced the beauty of the area by tree planting and the provision of parks and gardens. Among the latter is Hinkler Park, known as the children's paradise. Here will be found every conceivable gadget calculated to delight the juvenile heart, and the small people literally swarm over the equipment installed for their amusement. The Kingsford Smith Memorial Park will, on completion, be a serious rival to Hinkler Park. With their green lawns, and well-kept gardens a blaze of colour for most months of the year, the parks so liberally scattered throughout the area are a source of delight to visitors and residents alike. An ambitious tree-planting scheme has been commenced, by which 5,000 trees are to be set out over 24 miles of roads over a period of two years.

        
The sportsman has been catered for in this up-to-date town, and the Municipal
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Flying: Fox Gap, overlooking Jameson Valley, Katoomba, Blue Mountains, New South Wales.


Golf Course is regarded as second to none in the State. Up to championship standard, with turfed greens and fairways, the course has been laid out over 18 holes in such a manner as to command magnificent views from tee and fairway. There is a modern clubhouse, fitted with hot and cold showers, where every golfing requisite may be purchased or hired, and the course is open to the public seven days a week, the fees being exceptionally moderate. The privately-owned bowling green is picturesquely situated within five minutes of the railway station, while adjoining the green are five Municipally controlled tennis courts, on which such stars as Crawford, McGrath, the Willards, and others have been seen in action. In addition to the Municipal Courts, the town abounds with private playing areas, while provision is also made for cricket and football, as well as two swimming pools.

        
Katoomba has every convenience of which a modern city boasts, and offers unrivalled facilities for the perfect holiday, where health and happiness go hand in hand. The Council is at all times anxious to encourage visitors, and a note to the Town Clerk will bring illustrated literature concerning this wonderland to any address in the world.
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The average excursionist Arthur's Pass bound, is content with but a passing glance at the wealth of mountain, river and bush scenery that the train journey between Springfield and Arthur's Pass offers. But those who wish for a more enduring acquaintance, I would ask to leave the excursion train and make the trip to some of the lakes, valleys and hills easily accessible by the Midland Railway in its snake-like course through the outer mountain ranges.

        
At Springfield the dominating feature of the landscape is the Torlesse Range, the outside rampart of the barrier of mountains beyond. Nestling in a small basin at the foot of Mt. Torlesse is Lake Rubicon, a lakelet that offers good ice skating during a great part of the winter. It makes a comfortable day's outing from Springfield, and is comparatively well-known owing to the mystery train activities.

        
The Torlesse Range lies south-west from the Waimakariri River, between its tributaries the Kowai and Broken Rivers, and stretches from Porters Pass to Staircase. The range includes four main peaks, Rubicon Peak (6,442 feet) is the nearest to Springfield, and is the one usually referred to when speaking of Mt. Torlesse. Rubicon Peak, Back Peak (6,485 feet) and Otarama Peak (6,457 feet) form an amphitheatre enclosing the snow basin in which the Staircase Creek has its source.

        
These three peaks are separated from the highest point on the range—Castle Hill Peak (6,553 feet)—by a rock arete intersected by several gaps. In the old coaching days, this part of the range was a land-mark known as “the sleeping lady,” because seen from the flat, the rock gaps appear in outline as the clearly defined features of a recumbent human figure.

        
Between Kowai Bush and Staircase there are some fine views of the Waimakariri


[image: The Broken River Viaduct, Midland Line, South Island, New Zealand.]
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Gorge. Immediately after leaving Staircase Station the train passes over a viaduct 237 feet from rails to riverbed, which is 27 feet higher than the spire of the Christchurch Cathedral.

        
Mt. Rosa (3,380 feet) rising off the Waimakariri tableland is reached by a four mile walk across the flat land to the right of the Avoca Station. From the summit there is a fine view up the Poulter and Esk Valleys. The Poulter and the Esk are two of the main tributaries of the Waimakariri River.

        
In the region near Craigieburn and Cass are a number of small lakes, Pearson and Grassmere on the West Coast Road being the best known. Marsh-fringed Sarah, however, can be seen from the train.

        
But leave the train at Craigieburn and go straight over the low hill at the back of the station. There will be found two gems—Hawdon and Marymere at the foot of a mountain (St. Bernard) that seems to rise out of the lakes themselves.

        


        

          

[image: Staircase Viaduct and the Waimakarirl River, Midland Line, South Island, New Zealand.]
Staircase Viaduct and the Waimakarirl River, Midland Line, South Island, New Zealand.


        

        
Mount St. Bernard (5,505 feet) is not so difficult to scale as might appear. True it is steep, but the effort will be rewarded by the view to be obtained from the summit.

        
Within easy walking distance of Cass lies Lake Pearson, the largest lake in


[image: Miss N. Menzles, who won the first prize awarded to the best dressed girl advertising the railways, at the Grand Carnival Ball, held recently at Hokitika.]
Miss N. Menzles, who won the first prize awarded to the best dressed girl advertising the railways, at the Grand Carnival Ball, held recently at Hokitika.


the district. Four miles in length and almost divided in two where it narrows down to a straight twenty feet wide, its placid waters are often a perfect mirror of the surrounding hills. As a result Mt. St. Bernard towering high above the lake can sometimes be seen both above and below at the same time.

        
About two miles below Cass Station the Cass River flows into the Waimakariri, and here a great part of the heavily-bushed Hawdon Valley, the north branch of the Waimakariri, can be seen.

        
The Waimakariri takes its source from three small glaciers on the western face of Mt. Rolleston, and a large glacier between Mt. Rolleston and Mt. Armstrong. It then flows along a high level valley until it reaches the Waimakariri Falls. Thence it flows around the foot of Mt. Carrington to join the White River, and to set out on its eventual course, gathering the tribute of many rivers, making its way through the great gorge, and the open sweeping curve course across the plains.

        
This completes a brief survey of some of the most interesting points in the Midland district. The places mentioned make convenient one day outings from Christchurch, and there is no reason why this part of the country should not be more frequently visited instead of being, as at present, terra incognita to the average tramper.
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Bledisloe Park And Its Associations
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(
By “
Arawa.”)

        

In 1935 the Arawa Trust Board set aside an area of ten acres at Maketu as a public domain on the historic site of the landing of the Arawa Canoe. It was proposed that the domain be called “Bledisloe Park” in order to commemorate the appreciation of the Arawa tribe of the interest taken in the Maori race by the then Governor-General, Lord Bledisloe, and Lady Bledisloe, and to vest the area as a gift to Their Excellencies in trust for the people of New Zealand.

        
This gesture was typical of the Arawa, who have ever been generous and public-spirited.

        
There is an unusual sequence connected with the gift by the Arawa Trust Board of this particular area of land. Two members of the Arawa Trust Board are the direct descendants of two of the chief characters who made history on this identical spot over seventy years ago.

        
Seventy years ago Maketu was vastly different from what it is now. To-day it is just a quiet summer-watering place with a small permanent mixed population of pakeha and Maori. Seventy years ago Maketu boasted a resident magistrate, courthouse, and a detachment of Armed Constabulary, besides such amenities as Post and Telegraph office, and of course, a public house. The present Anglican Church was built about this time through the efforts of the Rev. S. M. Spencer and his Maori missionary followers. The mission house occupied a beautiful site planted with numerous varieties of English trees. The valleys and hillsides everywhere in springtime were a mass of peach blossom. On Puke-maire (re-named Fort Colvile) the 43rd Regiment had turned a Maori fighting 
pa into a fortified redoubt. There were various other redoubts in the vicinity (traces of them still remain), made originally before the Europeans took formal possession of New Zealand. The native population of Maketu in those days numbered several hundreds, mostly belonging to either the Ngatipikiao or the Ngati-whakaue hapus, sub-tribes of the Arawa. The paramount chief of the Ngatipikiao was Te Pokiha Taranui, or Major Fox as he was later called. Winiata Tohi Tururangi was the fighting leader of the Ngatiwhakaue. Both men were loyal and staunch supporters of the Queen's Army.

        
On April 22nd, 1864 (a few days before the Gate Pa defeat) 800 men of the Ngatiawa, Whakatohea, Ngatipukeko and Ngatiporou invaded the Maketu country. They had been turned back at Lake Rotoiti, in an effort to break through to aid the Waikato Maoris, so they made another attempt via Maketu and Tauranga. The men and officers of the 43rd under Major Colvile were hastily recalled to the fort. The fighting men of the 
pa were mustered without loss of time and a body of the Arawa under their chief, Pokiha, took possession of a redoubt on a perpendicular cliff 80 to 90 feet high above the Waihi River estuary and overlooking the sandhills that stretch without break as far as Matata.

        
Some of the 43rd Regiment under Major Colvile, and some of the Colonial Defence Force under Major Drummond Hay and Captain (later Colonel) T. McDonnell strengthened the Arawa resistance.
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Back Row (from left to right): Messrs. E. Ansley, H. A. Gilmore, R. W. Frost, R. P. Andrews, G. N. Walton, W. W. Work and J. R. Ritchie.


Centre Row: W. Fibbs, R. Schumacher, N. A. Creswell, W. G. McLeod, F. Paddy, E. M. Frank (Hon. Secretary and Treasurer).


Front Row: His Worship the Mayor (Mr. W. J. Rogers), Mr. S. J. Barry (Chairman), The Hon. D. G. Sullivan (Minister of Railways), Mr. G. H. Mackley (General Manager of Railways), and Mr. W. A. Veitch.


Absent: Messrs. J. Batt, A. W. Southern and W. D. Bowra.


        

        
An Arawa narrator states that Major Colvile ordered Retreat Tapsell, a Sergeant in the Armed Constabulary, and another native to ride post-haste to Tauranga with a message to Colonel Booth, requesting the immediate assistance of 
H.M.S. Esk. Retreat and his companion had the greatest difficulty in delivering Major Colvile's message, for they were promptly arrested by the sentry when they tried to force an entrance into the Camp, after a gruelling and dangerous ride along the Ocean Beach.

        
After much firing from the cliffs upon the enemy entrenched in riflepits on the sandhills below and across the river, Major Colvile ordered Captain McDonnell and nine men of the Colonial Defence Force, to take possession of a rifle-pit under the cliffs on the near side of the river. The enemy were only 350 yards away from this pit and it meant traversing 500 yards exposed to a raking fire. The garrison on the cliff opened an extra heavy fire to cover this movement. It was the intention later in the day when the tide was low and the river fordable to make a general attack on the enemy but after McDonnell and his men had been in the pit (a trench 20 ft. by 6 ft. by 3 ft. deep), some little time, the firing on the cliffs above ceased. Shortly afterwards the bugle sounded the recall, but no movement was made to cover their return. They were short of ammunition.

        
Suddenly the cliffs were ringing from left to right with the sound of



a tremendous volley. Across the 500 yards of open space ran Pokiha Taranui at a trot with his rifle at the trail.

        
Leaping into the rifle-pit, he said to McDonnell: “That was meant for me. Take no notice of that bugle, you cannot get all your men out of here alive. Wait until sundown and I will take you back.”

        
Realizing their danger and leaving his men on the cliffs above, this gallant warrior and gentleman had risked his life for the pakeha and won. At nightfall those men fled back to safety with bullets snipping off the toetoe all around them as they ran. Pokiha and McDonnell were the last to leave.

        
Te Pokiha Taranui was recommended for the New Zealand Cross, but did not receive it. Later, when Major Jackson, of the Waikato, had to present a repeating rifle to the bravest man in the force, it was awarded to old Pokiha with acclamation.

        
That night the invaders crossed the river and took the rifle-pit McDonnell and his men had evacuated, and for nearly a week fighting took place daily between them and the Arawa. The British went back to Fort Colvile, leaving McDonnell and a few men with the Arawa. Then a man-of-war appeared, firing shells at the enemy from the sea. None were hit but instead the firing afforded the invaders an opportunity to retreat and prevented the Arawa from following.

        
That night the enemy had retreated as far as Otamarakau where the little gun-boat 
Sandfly had them at her mercy.

        
Next morning, the fleeing enemy were, in their turn, surprised to find the Arawa—over 300 of them—under their veteran leader, Winiata, upon them. Winiata, as he had predicted previously, was the only one killed in this final defeat of the invaders. Later the Government of the day erected a handsome memorial stone in the churchyard at Maketu as a token of esteem and gratitude for services nobly rendered, although the body of this old Ngatiwhakaue rangatira lies under the floor of the Maori Anglican Church at Ohinemutu. His death on the field of battle occurred on April 28th, 1864.
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The special trains standing at Craigieburn Station.


        

        

The Mystery Hikes arranged by the Railways Department at Christchurch have, during the present year, reached the high-water mark of popularity. Commencing with approximately 300 excursionists on the occasion of the first outing of the season, the bookings reached a record figure on 29th August last, when two trains, consisting of a total of twenty-two carriages and employing three engines, were required to convey the 780 enthusiastic hikers to Lake Black-water.

        
The actual tramp covered about ten miles of fairly easy undulating territory in the heart of the “back country” of Canterbury.

        
Lake Blackwater lies in the rugged mountainous region between Springfield and Arthur's Pass, and the train journey to Craigieburn, the nearest railway station to Lake Blackwater, is one of interest and varied scenic attraction — especially that portion through the Waimakariri Gorge with its sixteen tunnels and famous viaducts.

        
At Avoca Station, the destination of the trains, two long whistles from the leading engine, were sounded, and the tramp commenced. The tramp to the lake lies over undulating country, with snow-covered mountain peaks and native bush on all sides, and the lake, situated at an altitude of about 2,000 feet, was reached without undue fatigue by the trampers.

        
On all of these excursions ample provision is made for the trampers to partake of refreshments, and hot tea
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Trampers in the tussock country between Avoca and Lake Blackwater, South Island, New Zealand.


is usually provided by the Railways Department, free of charge. This is supplied in full measure to one and all during the luncheon interval.

        
An interesting period of sight-seeing was spent at Lake Blackwater on this occasion, and after lunch the trampers set off to visit the Waimakariri Gorge on their way to Craigieburn where the trains were waiting for the return journey. Emerging from the valley on the way to the station, was seen one of the finest spectacles of the day—the magnificent panorama of rugged snow-covered mountains which have made this region famous the world over—a sight which deeply impressed every member of the large party.

        
A further halt was made for refreshments at Craigieburn (provision again being made by the Railways Department for the supply of hot tea), after which the trampers boarded the trains for the run home to the City of the Plains.
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Once in a while there comes to every district an exceptionally prolific season. Some time ago a South Island province experienced this phenomenon, and such a growth of barley the old farmers admitted had never been seen. In the midst of this remarkable growth stood one paddock which surpassed even the surrounding record crops.

        
On the day when the reaper was put in to garner this wonderful harvest, an enthusiastic visitor stood with the owner, and saw the team of great Clydesdales almost sinking out of sight in the rippling golden waves of grain.

        
“It is the most magnificent crop I have ever seen,” he ventured.

        
“Aye,” said the farmer.

        
“It will return a stupendous number of bushels to the acre,” he went on.

        
“Aye,” agreed the farmer.

        
“And the market is towering, with no sign of a break,” concluded the enthusiast.

        

          
“Aye,” once again from the farmer. “But look what it has taken out of the land.”
        

        
The unexpected ingratitude of this gloomy remark was obvious; not so obvious the fundamental truth it expressed. The more successful the crop, the greater the amount of produce from a given acreage, the more the land is denuded of its vital elements. The sad story of the Middle West farms in the United States of America, where virgin prairie was mercilessly cropped, and left an arid desert when the farmers moved further west, showed the disastrous consequences of uncontrolled exploitation.

        
In a comparatively small country such as New Zealand, the imperative need of feeding the land after cropping has never been lost sight of, and the Railways Department, at an early stage in the history of the then Colony, recognised the vital need of bringing fertilizers and soil ameliorants to the farmer.

        
It would frequently happen that a
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An example of prolific cropping in New Zealand, following the application of fertilizer to the soil.


farmer, handicapped by want of capital, could barely pay for the necessary fertilizers, and if he were faced with transport charges in addition, his position became impossible, and his sole alternative was to forego the application of fertilizers to his land, with disastrous results to both man and land.

        
Besides plant foods, most of the farm lands of the Dominion require the application of lime imperatively, and the urgency of the problem brought the Departments of Railways and Agriculture into co-operation to meet the situation. In the outcome lime was to be carried in lots of six tons or over for use by bona-fide farmers, orchardists and other producers, free of charge, for distances up to one hundred miles. The later development of road transport by motor vehicles led to the reservation by the Department of the right to withdraw the concession of free carriage if the recipient uses other means of transport than the Railways (presuming the Railways are available) for the carriage of other goods to or from the farm.

        
Fertilizers and artificial manures are conveyed at rates representing approximately a reduction of forty per cent, on the standard charges.
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It would be difficult to estimate the value of these concessions to agriculture in the Dominion. Year by year, the quantities of soil ameliorants handled by the Railways have increased, until now something like two and a-half million acres of land are annually treated with fertilizers. The grassland products alone in the Dominion at normal prices exceed £50,000,000 for the year, and as an indication of the services rendered by the Railways in assisting the achievement of so remarkable a development in the productivity of the land, it is worthy of note that the following tonnages of lime and artificial manures were carried free or at concession rates during last year.

        

          

            

              
	
              
	Tons.
            

            

              
	Agricultural Lime –
              
	244,896
            

            

              
	Artificial Manures –
              
	626,717
            

            

              
	Total Tons.
              
	871,613
            

          

        

        
In the earlier stages of the manufacture of fertilizers, it frequently happened that there was an undue proportion of what is known as “filler” or “diluent,” that is, material which produces no beneficial effect on crops or soil. Moreover, there was present, in some cases, an excess of moisture to the extent of perhaps twenty per cent. It became manifest that the carriage of useless or unwanted material at reduced rates, and that the farmer should be called upon to pay at the rate of from £15 to £30 per ton for either moisture or diluent of no fertilizing value was, to say the least of it, uneconomic. The need for strict supervision was speedily recognised.

        
Under the regulations of the Fertilizers Act and its Amendments the Department of Agriculture set up a system of rigid inspection and analysis of fertilizers, with the result that the Railways have now little or no dead weight to carry, and the farmer is protected so that when he purchases fertilizers he is supplied only with actual plant food or soil ameliorant. The magnitude of the problem may be measured by the number of brands of artificial manures registered in the
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Loading frozen meat at Wellington, New Zealand, for the London market.


year 1931–32. This was something like 2,200, a number which appears ridiculous in a country the size of New Zealand. The bringing into operation of a scale of registration fees has reduced the number of brands to 915 in the past year. It may be remarked that many of these are identical or very similar, but manufactured or marketed by different companies.

        
Duly delivered to their destination on the farms, the lime and manures are left to perform their vital function, and the first part of the Railways task is completed. In due season, the tide turns, and from woolshed and dairy factory, orchard and farm, flows back to the railway sidings a stream of produce and stock. Long trains of sheep and cattle trucks move in orderly succession to the freezing works; truck loads of wool and produce to the centres; refrigerator vans bring beef and mutton or fruit to the wharves of the main ports for overseas shipments, and so the Railways tale of services rendered to agriculture in the Dominion comes round full cycle.
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Mt. Kgmont (8,260 ft.) from Lake Mangamahoe, North Island, New Zealand.


        

        

Nature presents at times in mountainous regions and other more or less unfrequented parts of the earth's surface, many wonderful sights. Of these perhaps most striking are the various forms of mirage. These are the result of reflection or refraction of light generally on the clouds or on the earth's surface. They occur only under certain circumstances. Fortunate indeed is the traveller who happens to be just where conditions favour such a happening. He sees a sight that he will never forget all his life.

        
Of all forms of mirage none is more grand and awe-inspiring than that known as the “Spectre of the Brocken.” It is seen most frequently on the Hartz Mountains in West Saxony, a province of Prussia, and owes its origin to the action of the light of the sun, setting on the clouds. It is somewhat remarkable that this nimbus spectacle is seen and has got its name from one particular place on the earth's surface, probably due to special atmospheric and climatic conditions. It has, however, been observed in New Zealand, though somewhat rarely. Men who have spent many years among the mountains have made special reference to some of the occasions on which they have had the good fortune to see this mirage, but only one appears to have seen it as did the writer during a descent on Mt. Egmont.

        
The Spectre was so named from having been first observed in 1780 on the Brocken, an enormously magnified shadow of an observer cast upon a bank of cloud in high mountain regions when the sun is low. The shadow, often accompanied by coloured bands, reproduces every motion of the observer in the form of a gigantic but misty image of himself.

        
The Brocken is a mountain in Prussian Saxony, the highest point (3,733 ft.) of the Hartz and indeed of North Germany. Its huge granite-strewn dome commands magnificent views in all directions, to Magdebury and the Elbe, Leipzig, and the Thuringian Forest, celebrated by Longfellow and Sullivan in poetry and music in the Golden Legend.

        
Some twelve years ago this great
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A Maori canoe scene on Lake Rotorua, North Island, New Zealand.


and notable sight was observed on Mt. Egmont by a small party of climbers, the late Samuel Turner, his son Cyril and myself. We were exceedingly fortunate in that only a few times has it been witnessed, as we saw it, on Egmont or in any other part of the Dominion. It was as unexpected as it was welcome. Mr. Truner had climbed in Prussia and practically every mountain range in the world and his name became a househould word in the annals of climbing in New Zealand. One of his most noteworthy feats was the pioneer ascent of Tutoko, a most difficult climb indeed.

        
What added to the experience is the fact that, whereas generally each member of a party sees only his own figure on the cloud, we had the good fortune to see all three figures mirrored distinctly on the cloud.

        
It is a coincidence that on the night previous to the climb, we were sitting with Mr. and Mrs. Murphy, Miss Murphy and some visitors round one
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of those wonderful log fires in the smoking room of the old hostel at Dawson Falls—while our visitors will recall the great blaze in a room which seemed more friendly and cosy than one gets now in the days of electric heaters and ranges—and the talk swung round to the “Spectre of the Brocken.” None of us had seen the spectacle but Mr. Murphy, and he only twice. Miss Murphy resurrected a long article descriptive of one previous occasion on which it had been seen. She added naively. “And it is a superstition about it, that a fatality always has been known to follow.” We read the article, talked a bit more and then went to sleep in preparation for the morrow.

        
Up betimes in the morning, we started for what we expected would be just an ordinary climb, such as two of us had often had previously. It was, however, Cyril's maiden adventure on the mountain and naturally he was full of interest and of anticipation. Actually it turned out to be the most extraordinary we or any other climbers on Mt. Egmont up to that time ever had.

        
We had decided to ascend by Stratford Ridge the best climbing when there is not much snow on the peak, and to return by way of Fanthams Peak (Rimutoto) to Dawson Falls. The journey up the east ridge and down almost to the tussock on the south was devoid of much interest, save for the fact that a heavy mist settled down when we were halfway up and thence forward until we reached the summit we saw at no one time more than fifty yards ahead. Direction finding was, under such circumstances, a matter of some difficulty. That we succeeded so well is a tribute to the mountaineering genius of Mr. Turner to whose judgment we naturally deferred. We had lunch in the crater and enjoyed tramping to various points of vantage, with a modicum of skiing, of course without the aid of modern skis.

        
The descent was begun about three o'clock and after exploring parts of the Peak, we were almost on the tusssock line by 4.30 p.m., with the late afternoon sun behind us and getting ready to disappear. Mr. Turner and I were a little in advance when suddenly we saw simultaneously a curious formation in the clouds away to the east.

        
One can imagine the somewhat awed feeling we experienced as this huge circle of cloud, set round by a faint rainbow, gradually forming itself as we watched. And this was followed by the framing in its centre of two figures—ourselves—much more than life size and then by the smaller figure of our youthful companion who had for the moment been separated from us as he went to look at something in which he was interested. When to this is added the recollection of the somewhat alarming story told us on the previous night, our feeling of mystery and awe may
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be imagined. It was without doubt a most awe-inspiring spectacle.

        
It was really a thrilling and wonderful experience, more so to the youngster making his first climb and to myself who had made several. We talked it over with visitors who had since arrived and it was quite interesting to have seen a spectacle missed by climbers of much experience. To me it recalled a sight I had seen in the late afternoon from the old Stratford golf links when the form of old Taranaki was mirrored in the clouds near Tongariro and Ruapehu, whence came, so tradition tells, the former driven away in a fight for lovely Pihanga.

        
Mr. Rod Syme and Mr. J. P. Murphy, two of the foremost mountaineers in New Zealand, have seen the spectre on Egmont and Messrs. B. C. Aston and A. P. O'Donoghue, in the inland Kaikouras. But the general experience is that only one figure was reflected in the cloud.

        
Over the afternoon tea table the talk centred round the actual event and one felt that other climbers were a little envious and perhaps incredulous. But we had the satisfaction of knowing we had an experience very unusual in the history of climbing on the sentinel of Taranaki. It was quite unforgettable, a sight that will never fade from one's memory, truly the experience of a lifetime.

        
When the slump (now happily a thing for the past) hit the Old Country the demand for what are called “luxury lines” slackened off a lot, but according to latest advices the cigar trade in England is now livelier than it has been for many a day. We Maorilanders are not so partial to cigars as they are at Home, and during the depression the trade in them dwindled away to nothing with us. But the demand for tobacco remained as keen as ever. More especially was this the case regarding our famous toasted brands — Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), Cavendish, Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold. These are always wanted. When things are bad the smoker craves them to buck him up; when things are good he wants them just because things 
are good! There's something about toasted that never fails to appeal to lovers of the weed, so sweet is it, so fragrant, so soothing and comforting. But beware of imitations! They're no good. No more like the real thing than chalk's like cheese.
*
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Taranaki To King Country—
          

          
(
Continued from page 
13
)

          
that away above the last smoke of the mighty “K” engines, there stands a secret township of modern homes.

          
Across the Wanganui River, too, we climbed about splendid reserves of native bush which have been wisely preserved. On this side of the river, too, there is a neat railway settlement. To the south a bridge brings us to the adjoining township of Mananui, a substantial sawmilling and industrial centre. It will be seen that the borough census figures of Taumarunui are rather misleading. They do not represent more than a third of the effective population.

          
Before leaving this delightful river city in miniature, I must mention the golf links. I had heard that they were among the best in New Zealand, but was not prepared for their magnificence. They belong to the municipality and the whole town plays the game.

          
Here again I found the factor of a long continuance of chieftainship in municipal affairs, and I found Mr. C. A. Boles a worker of, vision and untiring devotion to his adopted town. He also, by the way, gave me a demonstration of how a mayor could saddle and bridle the winner of a score of good races, the well remembered Rereatu.

          
It is curious how transport fashions change. Taumarunui at one time was best known as the starting place for the first stage down the Wanganui River. To-day it is the nerve centre for a dozen scenic and pleasure routes. It will be possible soon to dine in Wellington, catch the “Limited,” and be out to Taupo for breakfast. The same trip, with variations but equal speed, will be possible from Auckland or Taranaki.

          
I predict, too, that it will not be long before, by road and rail, there will be a continuous procession of holiday makers to see this delectable new pleasure route with its “book-ends” of handsome, truly typical and wholly likeable towns, Stratford and Taumarunui.
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(
Perpetrated and Illustrated by 

Ken Alexander
.)

        

          
Peds, Petrol and The Past.

          

Pedestrianism is now a protected industry. After all, a motorist is only a petrol-propelled pedestrian; and a pedestrian is bound sooner on later, to become a motorist, either in sorrow or in anger. The streets are only bits of land reserved from sale so that people can get from one place to another without climbing over buildings. Certainly some of the streets look as though they were preserved only by sheer luck. Most of them came into being as cow tracks anyway, and there was always the chance of some go-getter running up a public house in the middle of them so that travellers had either to go round it or through it, the hypothesis being that no sane person would go round a pub if he could go through it.

          
No one would be surprised if the city road-holers or perennial bitumen-bur-rowers were to dig up the ossified remains of a pre-petrol man, with a pint pot in his hand, caught by the internal-combustion era in the centre of Willis Street There may be other interesting relics of the past awaiting discovery under our streets, such as a pre-traffic policeman still on his beat, just as he stood when the city was overwhelmed by the great motor inruption. If we dug sufficiently deep we might even find the complete remains of a boy without a bicycle or a bullock-driver being reprimanded by a city father for reckless driving.

          
No doubt, in those days when the pedestrian strolled down the centre of the street with a horse breathing on the jback of his neck, many people were-caught and overwhelmed by a sudden onslaught of progress.

          
But what would be the use of disinterring the pre-petrol past? It would only cause us to envy the time when a street-walker was not a toe-dancer with a swivel eye, a ball-and-socket neck, and two-way feet.

        

        

          
“Happy Days Are Here Again.”

          
But we have travelled the celeritous cycle and once again it is recognised that the pedestrian has rights pre-dating the time when the first motor-car got itself run down by a horse-and-cart. While not encouraged to pick doubles, quarrels or daisies in the centre of traffic he is now deemed, within the meaning of the Riot Act, to be a visible and indivisible part of the pandemonium. He is permitted, nay! encouraged, to cross from one side of, the street to the other in a manner that does not suggest that he is sickening for painter's palsey or kangaroo fever. Where once he hesitated on the curb


[image: “Dig up the ossified remains of a pre-petrol man with a pint-pot in his hand.”]
“Dig up the ossified remains of a pre-petrol man with a pint-pot in his hand.”


until little girls tied their skipping ropes to him and little boys tried to carve their initials on him, now, courteous men in the uniform of the Legion of Liftmen, beckon him across as though he were their rich uncle from Kalgoorlie. At one time the valiant ped., after waiting his opportunity until mushrooms sprouted out of his boots, would gather up his gallopers and brave the bitumen-bouncers, the gasolene-go-getters and the pedestrian-pouncers. He would plunge in, feet first, and keep going until he reached the other side, or the hospital, whichever his luck deemed desirable. He defied both the rule of the road and the role of the rude.

          
But now all that is changed. There are crossing places for him, as clearly defined as the jungle track to the old water-hole. There are uniformed street-day collectors (see above) to keep him on the straight and narrow path; there



are safety zones in which he can regain his “sangfroid” and his umbrella.

        

        

          
The Sign of the Zoneiac.

          
The safety zone is yet something of a solecism to the time-toughened ped, who has ploughed a lonely furrow on this part and that, for so many moons that he finds it difficult to credit such a sanctuary. He is still inclined to eye it with the shy suspicion of the wild buck who senses the zoo; and who can blame him? For years he has braved the bounding main (street). As a lisping infant he was warned at his mother's knee to look, listen and leap. It is a little difficult for him to retire so suddenly from the heat and burden of the bitumen. For too long has he flirted with peril to realise that there is now a campaign afoot to preserve the pedestrian for posterity. As one of the vanishing races, in common with the bison, the blacksmith and the peanut-roaster, he is to be protected so that, when little Carburetter Jones asks his father, in the year 20002 
a.b. (after bowser) “What is a pedestrian?” it will be possible to run one down for the little fellow without taking him to the museum.

          
In another decade one can envision old gentlemen shaking their heads at one another and wheezing. “Remember how we crossed Cuba Street in ‘34, old timer?” And there will certainly be a Returned Pedestrian's Association where nimble veterans will swap anecdotes of the nifty “nineteens” and recount breathless tales of tip-and-run. Tough old pedestrian petrol-pioneers will deplore the softness of an age that shrinks from plunging into the monoxide and braving the bonnets.

        

        

          
The Jay-walkers' Jamboree.

          
And, it is reasonable to imagine, there will be an annual jamboree of jay-walkers in aid of the Free Ambulance,
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with a mooch-past in the main thoroughfare at five o'clock and a trophy, presented by the Magician's Society, for the best hair-breadth escape.

          
Also, tough old veterans will congregate at radiator-rodeos to recapture the old-time zest in life destroyed by the advent of pedestrian-preservation. In a kind of benzinian bull-ring they will wave red lights at maddened motors and leap with their old-time adroitness as trumpeting tourers, savage sedans, careering coupes, herds of wild motor cycles and untamed taxis charge down upon them. These old gasolene gladiators must have their little bit of fun. We can&t let the old spirit die. After all, these are the men who trod the trackless wilderness and made the roads fit for heroes. If they rear and roar like a bull-moose in a milk cart we must be patient. The time will come when we will regard them proudly as bulwarks of the bitumen and write books about them with titles like “Street Rovers of the Brave Old Days,” and “Traffic Tales for Boys.”

          
For the old order of cross-as-cross-can passeth. The jay-walker is being forced back before the relentless advance of the traffic cop. The diagonal-dodger is defunct, the hesitator is lost.

          
But the crowning glory of this war-to-end-whirr is achieved when a motorist stops—yes, sir 
Stops—to let you cross. It takes some getting used to. At first you imagine that he is a boyhood's friend who craves word of the old home town. In consequence, you drape yourself over his door for a spot of reminiscence before you realise that he represents The New Humanity—the return to The Age of Chivalry.

          
Ah, me! Life goes on—benzine.
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Among the Books

 A Literary Page or Two
          
        

        
(
By “

Shibli Bagarag.”)

        

          

Because of the phenomenal demand for Hector Bolitho's “Edward VIII,” initial supplies of the book were sold out in a few hours in the New Zealand bookshops that had placed first orders. It was only a few weeks ago, therefore, that I managed to secure a copy, and the legend on the jacket was “40th Thousand—Seventh Impression,” probably the first time that any New Zealand author has reached such a huge sale. For this reason alone Bolitho may smile serenely at the storm of criticism and abuse that his book has provoked in some quarters. In the opinion of this critic Bolitho may smile also in the secure knowledge that he has written a notable book with singular sincerity and the restraint that decency would command in writing on such a delicate subject. I know Bolitho possibly more intimately than many people in this part of the world, but although I know him I have not allowed friendship to obscure my vision. I can, however, understand more clearly his point of view. I believe in his sincerity, and I believe also that any intelligent unbiassed reader of the book will admit this sincerity.

          
Eyre and Spottiswoode, of London, are the publishers.

          
* * *

          
It is not necessary to be an artist to be an expert in showcard and ticket writing. Actually, many artists are by no means proficient at lettering; even when they are, they prefer to leave the lettering side of it to the underlings or hacks. For these reasons “The Key Lettering Book” just published by Angus & Robertson should have a very wide appeal. In most branches of commercial life, even in domestic life, the man or woman who shows an aptitude for
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lettering will find many opportunities for doing useful work. The book by Herbert Newell (it has a foreword by Walter Jardine) instructs in this useful art in a plain practical manner. Having read it, I am now revelling in one of the most interesting hobbies I have taken up for a long time.

          
* * *

          
I must confess that I always view with some distrust and distaste any book purporting to provide the key to personality for success in the business or social world. I am particularly sceptical when the “personality book” is of American origin. I must admit, however, that “Charm,” by Margery Wilson, an Australian edition of which has been published by Angus and Robertson, has completely captured my interest and sympathy, although it was published first in the States. This book is going to do a tremendous amount of good among those who read it in this part of the world. It is sound, practical, sincere and well-written. In short, the author tells us how to create or to increase the charming personality that extracts the best out of others and out of ourselves. It is a good book, too, for it preaches in the most “unpulpit-like” fashion that greatest of all virtues, charity. Actually charity is a synonym for charm. A most helpful book this. Appropriately, the publishers have printed “Charm” in a most charming manner.

          
* * *

          
Do any of my readers know anything about a magazine entitled “The Forerunner,” which was printed in Havelock North about a quarter of a century ago? The other day I came across No. 18 of this publication, and was deeply interested in its excellent verse and prose, and its artistic format. Among its contributors was Dick Harris, the New Zealand poet.

          
An interesting item during a recent auction sale of books in Wellington was the manuscript of Lieut.-Col. Porter's diary, dating from 1869 to 1871. Lieut.-Col. Porter was author of “The Life and Times of Major Ropata Wahawa.” The bidding commenced at 5/- (whereat the auctioneer smiled broadly), and rose to £3/15/-, when the MSS. was knocked down to the Turnbull Library.

          
* * *

          
It was only the other day that I discovered that Ernest Dowson the tragic poet of the ‘nineties, who in many characteristics reminds me of our own poet, the late Dick Harris, was related to Alfred Domett, one time Prime Minister of New Zealand and author of “Ranolf and Amohia” and other poems.

          
* * *

          
Copies of New Zealand books signed by the authors are being keenly sought after by collectors. In their latest catalogue of New Zealand and Australian books, Kealy's Ltd., the well known Auckland bookshop, a section is devoted to books autographed by New Zealand writers.

          
* * *

          
A German translation of James Cowan's book of South Sea stories and sketches, “Suwarrow Gold,” published by Jonathan Cape last year, is to be issued shortly. The London publishers have sold the German rights to a publishing house in Leipzig on the author's behalf.
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Reviews.
          

          
“Water Into Gold,” by Ernestine Hill (Robertson & Mullens, Melbourne) is the appropriate title of a remarkably interesting story of the grand old river Murray. From the early days when the Murray knew only the bark canoes of the aboriginals to the present day when the pluck and enterprise of man has linked the river with the magic of irrigation, transforming arid country into prosperous cities and towns, the author traces the fascinating story of the Murray. We meet the intrepid Stuart, the first to navigate the waters; we see the quaint old paddle steamers following in his wake; we meet the Charley brothers; the great Alfred Deakin and others who utilised the Murray to make one of the greatest irrigation schemes in the world, and then the miracle of transforming Murray waters into the gold of the fruits of the soil. Along the way, too, we meet such spectacular people as De Garis, Grant Hervey and others. Every page of this fine volume is as interesting as a modern novel, but of enduring value. Over one hundred and thirty splendid illustrations are contained in the book, which is a credit to the publishers.

          
* * *

          
“Legend for Sanderson” (Angus & Robertson), by Vance Palmer, is one of the best novels yet written by the popular Australian author, and also is a notable psychological study. It is a tale of the North, as they call it in Australia. We meet the clever old scoundrel Sanderson, paying the inevitable penalty for his years of dissipation, and with only one real friend, the woman he lives with. After his tragic passing we come to his son Neil who has his father's dominating character without its frailties. And we see the tortures of his mind as he fights the ever present shadow of his parent. We meet Besanck, his friend, a sardonic waster, also the lovable old builder Peter and his wayward daughter, Freda. From the torrid atmosphere of the canefields we journey among the Barrier Islets. Always the author is weaving his absorbing story, and like the expert surgeon of words that he is, always
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busy with his knife on the souls and minds of his characters. An unusual and striking novel.

          
* * *

          
“The Awakening,” by Capt. G. D. Mitchell, M.C., D.C.M. (Angus & Robertson, Sydney) is by the author of that widely discussed war book, “Backs to the Wall.” In the latter book, Capt. Mitchell dealt with actuality, the Great War. In his latest book he discusses possibility, or is it probability? A red day dawns in Australia in 1938. A foreign invader appears and rains death and destruction from land, sea and air on the coastal towns and cities of Queensland and New South Wales. There arises one John Cromwell, an exmajor of the A.I.F., then living in North Queensland. Supported by a few comrades from the Great War, he organises a command consisting of farmers, bushmen and city folk. In desperate guerrila fashion they hold the invaders at bay, capturing much of their ammunition, guns and even tanks. How far they succeed is told in a gripping breathless story. As the Right Hon. W. M. Hughes observes in his introduction, the book is a lesson on unpreparedness.

          
* * *

          
“Pollyanna” and “Pollyanna Grows Up,” by Eleanor H. Porter (Angus & Robertson, Sydney) are the first two of the Platypus Edition of the Pollyanna books. Pollyanna is known and loved by tens of thousands of readers the world over, and should gain many new admirers in this part of the world through the cheap compact edition now to hand from the well-known Australian publishing house. The story of Pollyanna is a wholesome and at times exciting one, appealing in the first place to the young woman of to-day, yet sufficiently appealing also to interest average readers of both sexes.

          
* * *

          
“Crescendo,” by Eric de Mauny (Hand-Craft Press, Wellington), is a booklet of blank verse which is interesting because the author is striving to express himself. There is promise of better things to come. The young poet should have called his book “Prelude” — “Crescendo” might come later. This is the second booklet produced by the Hand-Craft Press, and is a big improvement in contents and format on ithe first, “Up to Sixteen,” by Lindsay M. Constable.

          
* * *

        

        

          

            
Shibli Listens In.
          

          
A. N. Field, the author of the much discussed book, “The Truth About the Slump,” is now editor of an independent national monthly called “The Examiner.” It is a candid commentary on current events, and deals in a very thorough manner with economic problems.

          
* * *

          
The proceedings of the P.E.N. Congress at Buenos Aires have been printed in a volume of 300 pages. Included is an address by Mr. Johannes C. Andersen (New Zealand delegate) on “The Future of Poetry.”

          
* * *

          
Newbold's, the big secondhand booksellers of Dunedin, will publish another catalogue shortly. The previous list had such a wealth of bibliographic detail that it was soon out of print.
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Because of the phenomenal demand for Hector Bolitho's “Edward VIII,” initial supplies of the book were sold out in a few hours in the New Zealand bookshops that had placed first orders. It was only a few weeks ago, therefore, that I managed to secure a copy, and the legend on the jacket was “40th Thousand—Seventh Impression,” probably the first time that any New Zealand author has reached such a huge sale. For this reason alone Bolitho may smile serenely at the storm of criticism and abuse that his book has provoked in some quarters. In the opinion of this critic Bolitho may smile also in the secure knowledge that he has written a notable book with singular sincerity and the restraint that decency would command in writing on such a delicate subject. I know Bolitho possibly more intimately than many people in this part of the world, but although I know him I have not allowed friendship to obscure my vision. I can, however, understand more clearly his point of view. I believe in his sincerity, and I believe also that any intelligent unbiassed reader of the book will admit this sincerity.

          
Eyre and Spottiswoode, of London, are the publishers.

          
* * *

          
It is not necessary to be an artist to be an expert in showcard and ticket writing. Actually, many artists are by no means proficient at lettering; even when they are, they prefer to leave the lettering side of it to the underlings or hacks. For these reasons “The Key Lettering Book” just published by Angus & Robertson should have a very wide appeal. In most branches of commercial life, even in domestic life, the man or woman who shows an aptitude for
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lettering will find many opportunities for doing useful work. The book by Herbert Newell (it has a foreword by Walter Jardine) instructs in this useful art in a plain practical manner. Having read it, I am now revelling in one of the most interesting hobbies I have taken up for a long time.

          
* * *

          
I must confess that I always view with some distrust and distaste any book purporting to provide the key to personality for success in the business or social world. I am particularly sceptical when the “personality book” is of American origin. I must admit, however, that “Charm,” by Margery Wilson, an Australian edition of which has been published by Angus and Robertson, has completely captured my interest and sympathy, although it was published first in the States. This book is going to do a tremendous amount of good among those who read it in this part of the world. It is sound, practical, sincere and well-written. In short, the author tells us how to create or to increase the charming personality that extracts the best out of others and out of ourselves. It is a good book, too, for it preaches in the most “unpulpit-like” fashion that greatest of all virtues, charity. Actually charity is a synonym for charm. A most helpful book this. Appropriately, the publishers have printed “Charm” in a most charming manner.

          
* * *

          
Do any of my readers know anything about a magazine entitled “The Forerunner,” which was printed in Havelock North about a quarter of a century ago? The other day I came across No. 18 of this publication, and was deeply interested in its excellent verse and prose, and its artistic format. Among its contributors was Dick Harris, the New Zealand poet.

          
An interesting item during a recent auction sale of books in Wellington was the manuscript of Lieut.-Col. Porter's diary, dating from 1869 to 1871. Lieut.-Col. Porter was author of “The Life and Times of Major Ropata Wahawa.” The bidding commenced at 5/- (whereat the auctioneer smiled broadly), and rose to £3/15/-, when the MSS. was knocked down to the Turnbull Library.

          
* * *

          
It was only the other day that I discovered that Ernest Dowson the tragic poet of the ‘nineties, who in many characteristics reminds me of our own poet, the late Dick Harris, was related to Alfred Domett, one time Prime Minister of New Zealand and author of “Ranolf and Amohia” and other poems.

          
* * *

          
Copies of New Zealand books signed by the authors are being keenly sought after by collectors. In their latest catalogue of New Zealand and Australian books, Kealy's Ltd., the well known Auckland bookshop, a section is devoted to books autographed by New Zealand writers.

          
* * *

          
A German translation of James Cowan's book of South Sea stories and sketches, “Suwarrow Gold,” published by Jonathan Cape last year, is to be issued shortly. The London publishers have sold the German rights to a publishing house in Leipzig on the author's behalf.
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Reviews.
          

          
“Water Into Gold,” by Ernestine Hill (Robertson & Mullens, Melbourne) is the appropriate title of a remarkably interesting story of the grand old river Murray. From the early days when the Murray knew only the bark canoes of the aboriginals to the present day when the pluck and enterprise of man has linked the river with the magic of irrigation, transforming arid country into prosperous cities and towns, the author traces the fascinating story of the Murray. We meet the intrepid Stuart, the first to navigate the waters; we see the quaint old paddle steamers following in his wake; we meet the Charley brothers; the great Alfred Deakin and others who utilised the Murray to make one of the greatest irrigation schemes in the world, and then the miracle of transforming Murray waters into the gold of the fruits of the soil. Along the way, too, we meet such spectacular people as De Garis, Grant Hervey and others. Every page of this fine volume is as interesting as a modern novel, but of enduring value. Over one hundred and thirty splendid illustrations are contained in the book, which is a credit to the publishers.

          
* * *

          
“Legend for Sanderson” (Angus & Robertson), by Vance Palmer, is one of the best novels yet written by the popular Australian author, and also is a notable psychological study. It is a tale of the North, as they call it in Australia. We meet the clever old scoundrel Sanderson, paying the inevitable penalty for his years of dissipation, and with only one real friend, the woman he lives with. After his tragic passing we come to his son Neil who has his father's dominating character without its frailties. And we see the tortures of his mind as he fights the ever present shadow of his parent. We meet Besanck, his friend, a sardonic waster, also the lovable old builder Peter and his wayward daughter, Freda. From the torrid atmosphere of the canefields we journey among the Barrier Islets. Always the author is weaving his absorbing story, and like the expert surgeon of words that he is, always
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busy with his knife on the souls and minds of his characters. An unusual and striking novel.

          
* * *

          
“The Awakening,” by Capt. G. D. Mitchell, M.C., D.C.M. (Angus & Robertson, Sydney) is by the author of that widely discussed war book, “Backs to the Wall.” In the latter book, Capt. Mitchell dealt with actuality, the Great War. In his latest book he discusses possibility, or is it probability? A red day dawns in Australia in 1938. A foreign invader appears and rains death and destruction from land, sea and air on the coastal towns and cities of Queensland and New South Wales. There arises one John Cromwell, an exmajor of the A.I.F., then living in North Queensland. Supported by a few comrades from the Great War, he organises a command consisting of farmers, bushmen and city folk. In desperate guerrila fashion they hold the invaders at bay, capturing much of their ammunition, guns and even tanks. How far they succeed is told in a gripping breathless story. As the Right Hon. W. M. Hughes observes in his introduction, the book is a lesson on unpreparedness.

          
* * *

          
“Pollyanna” and “Pollyanna Grows Up,” by Eleanor H. Porter (Angus & Robertson, Sydney) are the first two of the Platypus Edition of the Pollyanna books. Pollyanna is known and loved by tens of thousands of readers the world over, and should gain many new admirers in this part of the world through the cheap compact edition now to hand from the well-known Australian publishing house. The story of Pollyanna is a wholesome and at times exciting one, appealing in the first place to the young woman of to-day, yet sufficiently appealing also to interest average readers of both sexes.

          
* * *

          
“Crescendo,” by Eric de Mauny (Hand-Craft Press, Wellington), is a booklet of blank verse which is interesting because the author is striving to express himself. There is promise of better things to come. The young poet should have called his book “Prelude” — “Crescendo” might come later. This is the second booklet produced by the Hand-Craft Press, and is a big improvement in contents and format on ithe first, “Up to Sixteen,” by Lindsay M. Constable.

          
* * *
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Whole Family With Indigestion


Suffered Whatever They Ate.


All Right Again Now.

        
A mother of four writes:—“Myself and family of four all seemed to suffer from acidity, pains in the back, and other forms of indigestion. I suffered whatever I ate. But since we have been taking Kruschen (for the last three months) we can eat anything, and all enjoy our food much better. We never have a trace of acidity or pain now. I think it is wonderful—it has no upsetting results. Whatever we may have to go without, we could not give up Kruschen.”—(Mrs.) W.K.

        
You know how badly an engine runs when it gets clogged up. It's the same with your body when your gastric—or digestive—juices fail to flow. Your food, instead of being assimilated by your system, simply collects and stagnates inside you, producing harmful acid poisons. What you need is a tonic—Nature's own tonic—Nature's six mineral salts.

        
You get all these six salts in Kruschen and each one of them has an action of its own. Together, they stimulate and tune up the bodily functions from a number of different angles. The first effects of these salts is to promote the flow of the saliva and so awaken the appetite. The next action occurs in the stomach, where the digestive juices are encouraged to pour out and act upon the food. Again, in the intes final tract certain of these salts promote a further flow of these vital juices which deal with partly digested food and prepare it finally for absorption into the system.

        
So you see there is no mystery about Kruschen. It works on purely scientific and well-known principles. Prove it for yourself.

        
Kruschen Salts is obtainable at all Chemists and Stores at 2/6 per bottle.
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Timely Notes and Useful Hints.
        

        

          

            

Our Women's Section.
          

          

            
By 

Helen.
          

          

            

New Zealand buyers have been particularly active this season. The stores are filling up rapidly with wares from the United States, England, the Continent. Not frocks only, but hats, shoes, accessories, undies, bathing and sun-outfits are arriving from many lands.

            
The scorner of feminine fripperies can find much to condemn in the welter of colour, softness and sheen that the drapery emporiums are spreading so enticingly. A walk through even one large shop tires one almost as does the watching, eyes right, eyes left, of championship tennis. There is a continual switching of attention with an ensuing feeling of daze, necessitating emergence into the drabber street. But even here things of interest, especially in shop-windows, scatter the attention.

            
* * *

            
Frocks are elaborate, featuring tuck-ings, frills, embroideries, pleatings, or contrasting insets. Street frocks are accompanied by boleros, coatees, finger-tip or three-quarter length coats or redingotes. If there is not one of these, the style simulates one as in the case of the bolero front or the redingote-frock, which, by the insertion of a contrast panel down the front, gives the effect of an edge-to-edge closing.

            
* * *

            
In addition, accessories — belts, buckles, dress-clasps — are becoming larger, brighter, more assertive. If a frock is severely plain, it hastens to contradict that effect by having a particularly dashing belt, sash, buckle, metal posy or necklace; and probably the accompanying hat will be an airy wisp of a thing—a twist of net or ribbon, the twirl of a feather, the glint of a flower, a flirt of veiling. Fashions are like that, refusing even in one costume, to be pinned to any one mood.

            
* * *

            
Evening frocks flow and billow, and, even for young girls seem opulent. Consider the effect of old-gold cire satin under its long redingote of brown net; or of cire lace (over taffeta) ballooned into sleeves, fluted into a basque, frothing at the wide hem-line; of coarse but narrow cream lace in horizontal or vandyked bands a foot apart on an otherwise demure net gown. Every model startles!

            
* * *

            
Gilt and chromium, untarnishable, are specially featured in jewellery. Sets comprising necklace, ear-rings, brooch and bracelet may imitate old examples of the jeweller's art or may be quite new in design. Especially rich-looking are twisted cords of gold. Lapel sprays, mainly large, are in silver or gold or enamelled in bright colours. Precious stones of all descriptions are imitated and scattered lavishly in this new jewel revival.

            
* * *

            
Belts in leather feature novel punch-ings, lacings, combinations of colour and metal motifs. Buckles and clasps are ingenious in both material and design. Wide belts featuring peasant embroideries will make gay many a simple frock as did the collar and cuff-sets which brightened end-of-winter frocks.

            
* * *

            
Handbags are following the trend for elaboration in costume. The leather is rarely left unadorned. It may be shirred, tucked, punched, stitched. Shapes are being experimented with. The “kodak” bag (you can guess the shape) is new. I have also seen several smart semicircular bags. Many bags feature top handles. The top
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closing is most popular; in many cases knobs, of ingenious shapes, are pressed past each other to close the bag.

          

          

            
Something to Think About.


Parents versus Non-Parents.

            
An article on this topic, which appeared in “Scribner's Magazine,” provokes thought. The main thesis is that we are in the midst of a new class war, the fundamental struggle of our time, a struggle for the possession of the future, fought on one side by those who have children and on the other by that strange group who may be called non-parents—they are more than childless as they heartily disbelieve in children.

            
The wants of the two groups fall into entirely dissimilar categories. The non-parents desire immediate benefits for themselves! the parents are concerned with improving conditions in this world where their children have to live. As an example the writer cited one locality where a fierce battle took place between non-parents, who desired the provision of a first-class road which would ensure easier accessibility and a rise in the property-market and parents, who desired the money to be spent on a new school with up-to-date laboratories. Which desire was the more worthwhile? And what caused people of varied callings and social status to range themselves on one side or the other? The possession of children.

            
Were the people who desired laboratories naturally more altruistic than the other group? No! The fact of being parents caused them to choose the finer, more altruistic scheme. So it is in most things. The possession of children causes people to plan for the



future welfare of humanity rather than to seek the gratification of their immediate desires.
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May I quote a sentence with many implications: “At any level of income, the childless are richer than the parents.” Should that be?

          

          

            
Which Type Do You Prefer?


Two Men Who Interest Me.

            
Ted and Jim are brothers and they are good friends. And there the classing of them together ends. Ted spends his leisure going seasonally from one strenuous form of organized sport to another and filling any minutes that remain with joyous sociability. Jim keeps himself just as fit by walking (not organized tramps, but solitary and solid covering of ground); scorning the party spirit, he spends most of his time feeding an avid intellectual curiosity, concerning his own radiological field and advances in preventive and curative medicine generally. He is interested in minds as well as bodies, but in general terms. Any aspect of modern living, regarded broadly, such as new forms of the painter's and writer's art, radio and television as educative mediums, experiments in national socialism as opposed to pure socialism, attracts him. He is roused to study, analyse, synthesize and pigeon-hole them until the acquisition of further data.

            
But if his brother Ted were to run off with someone else's wife, if his sister announced that she was bringing her young family to make her home with him, if my cheeky young friend Jocelyn, were to try to start an outrageous flirtation with him, Jim wouldn&t be particularly interested in cause and effect, nor even in the phenomenon itself. Probably such human idiosyncrasies would merely trouble his high calm with a passing wave of irritation.

            
Have you grasped them? Ted, bronzed, friendly, ready for anything the crowd is ready for; Jim, rather remote, partly from choice and partly because the very clarity of his intellectual processes frightens the ordinary mortal who prefers “fluffy” thinking which leaves the environment warmly hazy.

            
There you have them! Jim piques one's curiosity. Ted is there for all the world to see. I know which one I prefer to be with, and which one would be more sympathetic in misfortune. But I also know that only one of them is likely to make any permanent contribution to the good of humanity—as a whole and speaking generally.

          

          

            
Caring for Leather Goods.

            
You are probably the owner of one or two solid leather suit-cases, perhaps presented to you, which you are proud of except on those occasions when lack of porters, or of pence, cause you to carry your own luggage. If you are a methodical person, you probably examined and treated your leather possessions before putting them away after the summer holidays. If you did not do so, you had better drag them out from that cupboard or down from that shelf, as you will probably do anyhow in the course of spring-cleaning operations.

            
First of all make sure that all stitching and straps are solid. Remember the stitch in time and don&t hesitate to make use of a saddler. Incipient cracks in the leather are a sign that the hide is dried out, “starved.” To restore it, apply oil, olive or almond or the just as effective and less expensive linseed, cottonseed or neat's foot oils. Do not saturate the hide. Apply the oil in very small quantities, rubbing it well in as you go. Too much oil will darken leather and spoil its appearance; enough will repair its surface and preserve it.

          

          

            
Hints.

            
Put a cardboard picnic plate in the cake-tin before depositing the cake therein. You will thus avoid the timry taste and the plate forms a good cutting base. Shake the plate, and your tin will be ready for the next cake.

            
It is best not to keep vegetables in a pantry, if it can be avoided, as there is a certain amount of odour attached to them. Have a tiered wire basket, in, say, the wash-house. (Lift it out on wash-days). The wire allows free circulation of air.

            
If you wish to hang your antique plate on the wall, it can be fastened quite securely with the aid of three glides (the paper-fasteners which are used in every office). Slide the glides over the plate at equidistant intervals and fasten each to each across the back with strong string. The glides cannot then shift position. Hang by a string joining two of the glides. Do not attempt to strengthen the job by using four glides, or the plate will not hang correctly.

          

        

        

          

            
Health Notes.
          

          
Sufferers from “bilious attacks” caused by dietetic indiscretion and lack of exercise, are apt to think that a sluggish liver is more or less a matter of routine. They are undoubtedly wrong in their assumption, because if these functional disturbances are not checked, a serious breakdown in health late in middle age will be the outcome.

          
Rich foods and relaxation from the discipline of keeping fit, combined with the devitalising effects of chronic constipation upon the liver cells, invariably create a vicious cycle of disease. This is all the more readily induced if the blood is insufficiently oxygenated from confinement in ill-ventilated rooms.

          
This state of ill-health is nearly always punctuated by “bilious attacks.”
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The furred tongue, the bitter taste in the mouth, the feeling of nausea culminating in vomiting, all proclaim that the fundamental rules for the maintenance of good health are broken.

          
Such functional disturbances are most prevalent during middle age, and the anticipated leisure brings in its train:

          
1. “Liverishness.” 2. Indigestion. 3. Heart and kidney trouble.

          
Here are a few simple rules for healthful eating and drinking:

          
a. Plenty of fresh vegetables, b. Not too many sweets, c. Avoidance of rich and greasy foods. d. Drink several glasses of water daily, e. Real cooking. Good health will not last with last-minute meals, f. Don&t bore your stomach with monotonous meals.

          
Exercise has a stimulating effect on the liver.

          
There are several other causes of “bilious attacks.” In people of nervous disposition attacks of bilious vomiting may arise from purely emotional disturbances. This type of biliousness is fairly frequent in children. Fresh air, plain foods, no overdue excitement all help to combat this peculiarity. Migrainous subjects, too, may be subject to these attacks—the intense headache ending up with acute vomiting. Eyestrain may also be related to liver disturbance, and those who suffer from inexplicable “bilious attacks” should have their eyes tested.

        

        

          

            
“The Scrap Book.”
          

          

            
You can&t have a beautiful face unless your feet are in a beautiful condition. Nothing short of a clown's mask can make you look happy if you are enduring foot discomfort. Don&t ignore calluses, corns or bunions.

            
* * *

            
Keep a pair of scissors handy in the kitchen. They will always come in handy for cutting the rind of bacon, trimming fish, etc.
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Open all cupboards on a fine day. This gives them a chance to air and helps to keep the moths away. It is also a good idea to empty drawers where clothes are kept and line with fresh paper once a month.
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Cheese and Warmth.

            
Ripe old cheese improves if it's slightly warmed before serving.

            
* * *

          

          

            
Butter and the Loaf.

            
Buttering the loaf and not the slice, when sandwich making, gives a thin slice and a thin sandwich. The thinner the sandwhich, the better it is.

          

          

            
To-day's Boiled Potatoes.

            
Either new potatoes or old that are destined for boiling are four shades whiter and twice as mealy if a cup of milk is added to the water in which they are cooked.
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Recipes. Puddings—Hot And Cold.
          

          

            
Pineapple Salad.

            
In a glass dish place a layer of finely chopped pineapple, cut up a lemon very fine, sprinkle over pineapple, then add sugar. Repeat layers if necessary. Make at least three hours before needed.

          

          

            
Golden Syrup Mould.

            
2 cups milk heated, mix together 1 tablespoon each flour, cornflour, sugar and golden syrup with one egg. Add to milk and make like boiled custard. Turn into a wetted mould and sprinkle with cocoanut.

          

          

            
Feather Pudding.

            
1 cup flour, 1/2 cup milk, 1/4lb. sugar, 2 tablespoons plum jam, 1 tablespoon butter, 1 teaspoon soda, 1 egg. Cream, butter and sugar, add egg well-beaten in flour. Dissolve soda in milk, add jam, stir well. Steam three hours.

          

          

            
Apple Plum Pudding.

            
3 cups breadcrumbs rolled fine, 1 cup tart apples chopped fine, 1 cup raisins and currants whole or chopped, teaspoon salt and sufficient water to moisten the whole. Steam two hours. Serve hot with a sweet sauce.

          

          

            
Half-Hour Pudding.

            
1 egg, 1 tablespoon butter, 1 small teacup sugar, 1/2 teacup milk. Mix all together with 1 full teacup flour and 2 teaspoons baking powder. Grease pudding basin and place 3 tablespoons jam or treacle on bottom. Put mixture on top and steam for half an hour.
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Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 12, Issue 7 (October 1, 1937.)

Our Women's Section



          

            

Our Women's Section.
          

          

            
By 

Helen.
          

          

            

New Zealand buyers have been particularly active this season. The stores are filling up rapidly with wares from the United States, England, the Continent. Not frocks only, but hats, shoes, accessories, undies, bathing and sun-outfits are arriving from many lands.

            
The scorner of feminine fripperies can find much to condemn in the welter of colour, softness and sheen that the drapery emporiums are spreading so enticingly. A walk through even one large shop tires one almost as does the watching, eyes right, eyes left, of championship tennis. There is a continual switching of attention with an ensuing feeling of daze, necessitating emergence into the drabber street. But even here things of interest, especially in shop-windows, scatter the attention.

            
* * *

            
Frocks are elaborate, featuring tuck-ings, frills, embroideries, pleatings, or contrasting insets. Street frocks are accompanied by boleros, coatees, finger-tip or three-quarter length coats or redingotes. If there is not one of these, the style simulates one as in the case of the bolero front or the redingote-frock, which, by the insertion of a contrast panel down the front, gives the effect of an edge-to-edge closing.

            
* * *

            
In addition, accessories — belts, buckles, dress-clasps — are becoming larger, brighter, more assertive. If a frock is severely plain, it hastens to contradict that effect by having a particularly dashing belt, sash, buckle, metal posy or necklace; and probably the accompanying hat will be an airy wisp of a thing—a twist of net or ribbon, the twirl of a feather, the glint of a flower, a flirt of veiling. Fashions are like that, refusing even in one costume, to be pinned to any one mood.

            
* * *

            
Evening frocks flow and billow, and, even for young girls seem opulent. Consider the effect of old-gold cire satin under its long redingote of brown net; or of cire lace (over taffeta) ballooned into sleeves, fluted into a basque, frothing at the wide hem-line; of coarse but narrow cream lace in horizontal or vandyked bands a foot apart on an otherwise demure net gown. Every model startles!

            
* * *

            
Gilt and chromium, untarnishable, are specially featured in jewellery. Sets comprising necklace, ear-rings, brooch and bracelet may imitate old examples of the jeweller's art or may be quite new in design. Especially rich-looking are twisted cords of gold. Lapel sprays, mainly large, are in silver or gold or enamelled in bright colours. Precious stones of all descriptions are imitated and scattered lavishly in this new jewel revival.

            
* * *

            
Belts in leather feature novel punch-ings, lacings, combinations of colour and metal motifs. Buckles and clasps are ingenious in both material and design. Wide belts featuring peasant embroideries will make gay many a simple frock as did the collar and cuff-sets which brightened end-of-winter frocks.

            
* * *

            
Handbags are following the trend for elaboration in costume. The leather is rarely left unadorned. It may be shirred, tucked, punched, stitched. Shapes are being experimented with. The “kodak” bag (you can guess the shape) is new. I have also seen several smart semicircular bags. Many bags feature top handles. The top


[image: ]
closing is most popular; in many cases knobs, of ingenious shapes, are pressed past each other to close the bag.

          

          

            
Something to Think About.


Parents versus Non-Parents.

            
An article on this topic, which appeared in “Scribner's Magazine,” provokes thought. The main thesis is that we are in the midst of a new class war, the fundamental struggle of our time, a struggle for the possession of the future, fought on one side by those who have children and on the other by that strange group who may be called non-parents—they are more than childless as they heartily disbelieve in children.
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Were the people who desired laboratories naturally more altruistic than the other group? No! The fact of being parents caused them to choose the finer, more altruistic scheme. So it is in most things. The possession of children causes people to plan for the



future welfare of humanity rather than to seek the gratification of their immediate desires.
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May I quote a sentence with many implications: “At any level of income, the childless are richer than the parents.” Should that be?

          

          

            
Which Type Do You Prefer?


Two Men Who Interest Me.

            
Ted and Jim are brothers and they are good friends. And there the classing of them together ends. Ted spends his leisure going seasonally from one strenuous form of organized sport to another and filling any minutes that remain with joyous sociability. Jim keeps himself just as fit by walking (not organized tramps, but solitary and solid covering of ground); scorning the party spirit, he spends most of his time feeding an avid intellectual curiosity, concerning his own radiological field and advances in preventive and curative medicine generally. He is interested in minds as well as bodies, but in general terms. Any aspect of modern living, regarded broadly, such as new forms of the painter's and writer's art, radio and television as educative mediums, experiments in national socialism as opposed to pure socialism, attracts him. He is roused to study, analyse, synthesize and pigeon-hole them until the acquisition of further data.

            
But if his brother Ted were to run off with someone else's wife, if his sister announced that she was bringing her young family to make her home with him, if my cheeky young friend Jocelyn, were to try to start an outrageous flirtation with him, Jim wouldn&t be particularly interested in cause and effect, nor even in the phenomenon itself. Probably such human idiosyncrasies would merely trouble his high calm with a passing wave of irritation.

            
Have you grasped them? Ted, bronzed, friendly, ready for anything the crowd is ready for; Jim, rather remote, partly from choice and partly because the very clarity of his intellectual processes frightens the ordinary mortal who prefers “fluffy” thinking which leaves the environment warmly hazy.

            
There you have them! Jim piques one's curiosity. Ted is there for all the world to see. I know which one I prefer to be with, and which one would be more sympathetic in misfortune. But I also know that only one of them is likely to make any permanent contribution to the good of humanity—as a whole and speaking generally.

          

          

            
Caring for Leather Goods.

            
You are probably the owner of one or two solid leather suit-cases, perhaps presented to you, which you are proud of except on those occasions when lack of porters, or of pence, cause you to carry your own luggage. If you are a methodical person, you probably examined and treated your leather possessions before putting them away after the summer holidays. If you did not do so, you had better drag them out from that cupboard or down from that shelf, as you will probably do anyhow in the course of spring-cleaning operations.

            
First of all make sure that all stitching and straps are solid. Remember the stitch in time and don&t hesitate to make use of a saddler. Incipient cracks in the leather are a sign that the hide is dried out, “starved.” To restore it, apply oil, olive or almond or the just as effective and less expensive linseed, cottonseed or neat's foot oils. Do not saturate the hide. Apply the oil in very small quantities, rubbing it well in as you go. Too much oil will darken leather and spoil its appearance; enough will repair its surface and preserve it.

          

          

            
Hints.

            
Put a cardboard picnic plate in the cake-tin before depositing the cake therein. You will thus avoid the timry taste and the plate forms a good cutting base. Shake the plate, and your tin will be ready for the next cake.

            
It is best not to keep vegetables in a pantry, if it can be avoided, as there is a certain amount of odour attached to them. Have a tiered wire basket, in, say, the wash-house. (Lift it out on wash-days). The wire allows free circulation of air.

            
If you wish to hang your antique plate on the wall, it can be fastened quite securely with the aid of three glides (the paper-fasteners which are used in every office). Slide the glides over the plate at equidistant intervals and fasten each to each across the back with strong string. The glides cannot then shift position. Hang by a string joining two of the glides. Do not attempt to strengthen the job by using four glides, or the plate will not hang correctly.
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New Zealand buyers have been particularly active this season. The stores are filling up rapidly with wares from the United States, England, the Continent. Not frocks only, but hats, shoes, accessories, undies, bathing and sun-outfits are arriving from many lands.

            
The scorner of feminine fripperies can find much to condemn in the welter of colour, softness and sheen that the drapery emporiums are spreading so enticingly. A walk through even one large shop tires one almost as does the watching, eyes right, eyes left, of championship tennis. There is a continual switching of attention with an ensuing feeling of daze, necessitating emergence into the drabber street. But even here things of interest, especially in shop-windows, scatter the attention.

            
* * *

            
Frocks are elaborate, featuring tuck-ings, frills, embroideries, pleatings, or contrasting insets. Street frocks are accompanied by boleros, coatees, finger-tip or three-quarter length coats or redingotes. If there is not one of these, the style simulates one as in the case of the bolero front or the redingote-frock, which, by the insertion of a contrast panel down the front, gives the effect of an edge-to-edge closing.

            
* * *

            
In addition, accessories — belts, buckles, dress-clasps — are becoming larger, brighter, more assertive. If a frock is severely plain, it hastens to contradict that effect by having a particularly dashing belt, sash, buckle, metal posy or necklace; and probably the accompanying hat will be an airy wisp of a thing—a twist of net or ribbon, the twirl of a feather, the glint of a flower, a flirt of veiling. Fashions are like that, refusing even in one costume, to be pinned to any one mood.

            
* * *

            
Evening frocks flow and billow, and, even for young girls seem opulent. Consider the effect of old-gold cire satin under its long redingote of brown net; or of cire lace (over taffeta) ballooned into sleeves, fluted into a basque, frothing at the wide hem-line; of coarse but narrow cream lace in horizontal or vandyked bands a foot apart on an otherwise demure net gown. Every model startles!

            
* * *

            
Gilt and chromium, untarnishable, are specially featured in jewellery. Sets comprising necklace, ear-rings, brooch and bracelet may imitate old examples of the jeweller's art or may be quite new in design. Especially rich-looking are twisted cords of gold. Lapel sprays, mainly large, are in silver or gold or enamelled in bright colours. Precious stones of all descriptions are imitated and scattered lavishly in this new jewel revival.

            
* * *

            
Belts in leather feature novel punch-ings, lacings, combinations of colour and metal motifs. Buckles and clasps are ingenious in both material and design. Wide belts featuring peasant embroideries will make gay many a simple frock as did the collar and cuff-sets which brightened end-of-winter frocks.

            
* * *

            
Handbags are following the trend for elaboration in costume. The leather is rarely left unadorned. It may be shirred, tucked, punched, stitched. Shapes are being experimented with. The “kodak” bag (you can guess the shape) is new. I have also seen several smart semicircular bags. Many bags feature top handles. The top
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closing is most popular; in many cases knobs, of ingenious shapes, are pressed past each other to close the bag.
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Something to Think About.


Parents versus Non-Parents.

            
An article on this topic, which appeared in “Scribner's Magazine,” provokes thought. The main thesis is that we are in the midst of a new class war, the fundamental struggle of our time, a struggle for the possession of the future, fought on one side by those who have children and on the other by that strange group who may be called non-parents—they are more than childless as they heartily disbelieve in children.

            
The wants of the two groups fall into entirely dissimilar categories. The non-parents desire immediate benefits for themselves! the parents are concerned with improving conditions in this world where their children have to live. As an example the writer cited one locality where a fierce battle took place between non-parents, who desired the provision of a first-class road which would ensure easier accessibility and a rise in the property-market and parents, who desired the money to be spent on a new school with up-to-date laboratories. Which desire was the more worthwhile? And what caused people of varied callings and social status to range themselves on one side or the other? The possession of children.

            
Were the people who desired laboratories naturally more altruistic than the other group? No! The fact of being parents caused them to choose the finer, more altruistic scheme. So it is in most things. The possession of children causes people to plan for the



future welfare of humanity rather than to seek the gratification of their immediate desires.
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Which Type Do You Prefer?


Two Men Who Interest Me.

            
Ted and Jim are brothers and they are good friends. And there the classing of them together ends. Ted spends his leisure going seasonally from one strenuous form of organized sport to another and filling any minutes that remain with joyous sociability. Jim keeps himself just as fit by walking (not organized tramps, but solitary and solid covering of ground); scorning the party spirit, he spends most of his time feeding an avid intellectual curiosity, concerning his own radiological field and advances in preventive and curative medicine generally. He is interested in minds as well as bodies, but in general terms. Any aspect of modern living, regarded broadly, such as new forms of the painter's and writer's art, radio and television as educative mediums, experiments in national socialism as opposed to pure socialism, attracts him. He is roused to study, analyse, synthesize and pigeon-hole them until the acquisition of further data.

            
But if his brother Ted were to run off with someone else's wife, if his sister announced that she was bringing her young family to make her home with him, if my cheeky young friend Jocelyn, were to try to start an outrageous flirtation with him, Jim wouldn&t be particularly interested in cause and effect, nor even in the phenomenon itself. Probably such human idiosyncrasies would merely trouble his high calm with a passing wave of irritation.

            
Have you grasped them? Ted, bronzed, friendly, ready for anything the crowd is ready for; Jim, rather remote, partly from choice and partly because the very clarity of his intellectual processes frightens the ordinary mortal who prefers “fluffy” thinking which leaves the environment warmly hazy.

            
There you have them! Jim piques one's curiosity. Ted is there for all the world to see. I know which one I prefer to be with, and which one would be more sympathetic in misfortune. But I also know that only one of them is likely to make any permanent contribution to the good of humanity—as a whole and speaking generally.
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Caring for Leather Goods.

            
You are probably the owner of one or two solid leather suit-cases, perhaps presented to you, which you are proud of except on those occasions when lack of porters, or of pence, cause you to carry your own luggage. If you are a methodical person, you probably examined and treated your leather possessions before putting them away after the summer holidays. If you did not do so, you had better drag them out from that cupboard or down from that shelf, as you will probably do anyhow in the course of spring-cleaning operations.

            
First of all make sure that all stitching and straps are solid. Remember the stitch in time and don&t hesitate to make use of a saddler. Incipient cracks in the leather are a sign that the hide is dried out, “starved.” To restore it, apply oil, olive or almond or the just as effective and less expensive linseed, cottonseed or neat's foot oils. Do not saturate the hide. Apply the oil in very small quantities, rubbing it well in as you go. Too much oil will darken leather and spoil its appearance; enough will repair its surface and preserve it.
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Hints.

            
Put a cardboard picnic plate in the cake-tin before depositing the cake therein. You will thus avoid the timry taste and the plate forms a good cutting base. Shake the plate, and your tin will be ready for the next cake.

            
It is best not to keep vegetables in a pantry, if it can be avoided, as there is a certain amount of odour attached to them. Have a tiered wire basket, in, say, the wash-house. (Lift it out on wash-days). The wire allows free circulation of air.

            
If you wish to hang your antique plate on the wall, it can be fastened quite securely with the aid of three glides (the paper-fasteners which are used in every office). Slide the glides over the plate at equidistant intervals and fasten each to each across the back with strong string. The glides cannot then shift position. Hang by a string joining two of the glides. Do not attempt to strengthen the job by using four glides, or the plate will not hang correctly.
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Health Notes.
          

          
Sufferers from “bilious attacks” caused by dietetic indiscretion and lack of exercise, are apt to think that a sluggish liver is more or less a matter of routine. They are undoubtedly wrong in their assumption, because if these functional disturbances are not checked, a serious breakdown in health late in middle age will be the outcome.

          
Rich foods and relaxation from the discipline of keeping fit, combined with the devitalising effects of chronic constipation upon the liver cells, invariably create a vicious cycle of disease. This is all the more readily induced if the blood is insufficiently oxygenated from confinement in ill-ventilated rooms.

          
This state of ill-health is nearly always punctuated by “bilious attacks.”


[image: ]



The furred tongue, the bitter taste in the mouth, the feeling of nausea culminating in vomiting, all proclaim that the fundamental rules for the maintenance of good health are broken.

          
Such functional disturbances are most prevalent during middle age, and the anticipated leisure brings in its train:

          
1. “Liverishness.” 2. Indigestion. 3. Heart and kidney trouble.

          
Here are a few simple rules for healthful eating and drinking:

          
a. Plenty of fresh vegetables, b. Not too many sweets, c. Avoidance of rich and greasy foods. d. Drink several glasses of water daily, e. Real cooking. Good health will not last with last-minute meals, f. Don&t bore your stomach with monotonous meals.

          
Exercise has a stimulating effect on the liver.

          
There are several other causes of “bilious attacks.” In people of nervous disposition attacks of bilious vomiting may arise from purely emotional disturbances. This type of biliousness is fairly frequent in children. Fresh air, plain foods, no overdue excitement all help to combat this peculiarity. Migrainous subjects, too, may be subject to these attacks—the intense headache ending up with acute vomiting. Eyestrain may also be related to liver disturbance, and those who suffer from inexplicable “bilious attacks” should have their eyes tested.
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“The Scrap Book.”
          

          

            
You can&t have a beautiful face unless your feet are in a beautiful condition. Nothing short of a clown's mask can make you look happy if you are enduring foot discomfort. Don&t ignore calluses, corns or bunions.

            
* * *

            
Keep a pair of scissors handy in the kitchen. They will always come in handy for cutting the rind of bacon, trimming fish, etc.

            

              

[image: ]
            

            
Open all cupboards on a fine day. This gives them a chance to air and helps to keep the moths away. It is also a good idea to empty drawers where clothes are kept and line with fresh paper once a month.
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Cheese and Warmth.

            
Ripe old cheese improves if it's slightly warmed before serving.

            
* * *

          

          

            
Butter and the Loaf.

            
Buttering the loaf and not the slice, when sandwich making, gives a thin slice and a thin sandwich. The thinner the sandwhich, the better it is.

          

          

            
To-day's Boiled Potatoes.

            
Either new potatoes or old that are destined for boiling are four shades whiter and twice as mealy if a cup of milk is added to the water in which they are cooked.
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To-day's Boiled Potatoes.

            
Either new potatoes or old that are destined for boiling are four shades whiter and twice as mealy if a cup of milk is added to the water in which they are cooked.
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Recipes. Puddings—Hot And Cold.
          

          

            
Pineapple Salad.

            
In a glass dish place a layer of finely chopped pineapple, cut up a lemon very fine, sprinkle over pineapple, then add sugar. Repeat layers if necessary. Make at least three hours before needed.

          

          

            
Golden Syrup Mould.

            
2 cups milk heated, mix together 1 tablespoon each flour, cornflour, sugar and golden syrup with one egg. Add to milk and make like boiled custard. Turn into a wetted mould and sprinkle with cocoanut.

          

          

            
Feather Pudding.

            
1 cup flour, 1/2 cup milk, 1/4lb. sugar, 2 tablespoons plum jam, 1 tablespoon butter, 1 teaspoon soda, 1 egg. Cream, butter and sugar, add egg well-beaten in flour. Dissolve soda in milk, add jam, stir well. Steam three hours.

          

          

            
Apple Plum Pudding.

            
3 cups breadcrumbs rolled fine, 1 cup tart apples chopped fine, 1 cup raisins and currants whole or chopped, teaspoon salt and sufficient water to moisten the whole. Steam two hours. Serve hot with a sweet sauce.

          

          

            
Half-Hour Pudding.

            
1 egg, 1 tablespoon butter, 1 small teacup sugar, 1/2 teacup milk. Mix all together with 1 full teacup flour and 2 teaspoons baking powder. Grease pudding basin and place 3 tablespoons jam or treacle on bottom. Put mixture on top and steam for half an hour.
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Half-Hour Pudding.

            
1 egg, 1 tablespoon butter, 1 small teacup sugar, 1/2 teacup milk. Mix all together with 1 full teacup flour and 2 teaspoons baking powder. Grease pudding basin and place 3 tablespoons jam or treacle on bottom. Put mixture on top and steam for half an hour.
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Wit And Humour
        

        

          
At the Ticket Office.

          
A foreigner who required a return ticket for himself and a single for his wife, framed his request to the booking-clerk, thus:

          
“Gib me two dickets. Von for me to come back and von for my wife not to come back.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
After the Fight.

          
“What did you think of the big fight last night Bill?” asked the retired boxer of his pal.

          
“Fight?” retorted Bill scornfully. “If the missus and me ‘ad put up a show like that on Saturday night the kids would ‘ave booed us.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
At the Front Door.

          
Visitor: “Are your parents in, little boy?”

          
Urchin: “They was in, but now they is out.”

          
Visitor: “Dear me, where's your grammar?”

          
Urchin: “Gra'ma's having a lay-down upstairs.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
“Eyes Right!”

          
“Absent from parade—anything to say?” asked the commanding officer.

          
“Yessir. One of my mules kicked the quarter-master, and I had to fix it sir.”

          
“Fix it?”

          
“Yessir, the mule's ‘oof, sir.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
And What He Didn&t Know.

          
Auctioneer: “What am I offered for this beautiful bust of Robert Burns?”

          
Man in crowd: “That ain&t Burns; that's Shakespeare.”

          
Auctioneer: “Well, folks, the joke's on me. That shows what I know about ancient Greece.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Absolutely.

          
A teacher was giving his class a lecture on charity.

          
“Willie,” he said, “If I saw a boy beating a donkey, and I stopped him from doing so, what virtue should I be showing?”

          
“Brotherly Love,” Willie reported promptly.

        

        

          
Life's Minor Tragedies.

          
The small boy who went on strike at the church door because they promised him a train to carry up the aisle, and when he got there, it was only part of a lady's dress.

          
* * *

        

        

          
Gallant.

          
Two men were seated together in a crowded street car. One of them noticed that the other had his eyes closed.

          
“Wassamatter, Bill,” he asked “feeling ill?”

          
“I'm all right,” answered Bill, “but I hate to see ladies standing.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Might Have Been An Arrow.

          

            
I sneezed a sneeze into the air;


            
It fell to ground I knew not where;


            
But hard and cold were the looks of those


            
In whose vicinity I snoze.
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No Fun.

          
Two Scotchmen were chatting together, and in the course of conversation, they started talking about smoking.

          
“There's nae muckle pleasure in it, Jock.”

          
“How dae ye mak' that oot, Andy?” asked his friend.

          
“Weel, if ye're smokin' your ain bacca, ye're thinkin' o' the awfu' expense, and if ye're smokin' some ither body's ye're pip's crammed sae tight it winna draw.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Deceptive Appearances.

          
We always called a spade a spade until we hit our foot with one the other day.

        

        

          
Watchful, Too.

          
Teacher: “What is the feminine of bachelor?”

          
Boy: “The feminine of bachelor is lady-in-waiting.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
“An Army Contract.”

          
“Shine, please, boy,” said the six-foot-five soldier to the shoeblack.

          
The boy looked down at the vast expanse of boot before him. Then:

          
“Bert,” he called out to another boy, “Gimme an ‘and—I've got an army contract!”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Awed Neutrality.

          
Wife: “Wake up, John! There's a burglar going through your pants pockets.”

          
Husband (turning over): “Oh, you two just fight it out between yourselves.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Flowers for the Living.

          
The absent-minded professor was busy in his study. “Have you seen this?” said his wife, entering. “There's a report in the paper of your death.”

          
“Is that so,” returned the professor without looking up. “We must remember to send a wreath.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
A Budding Engineer.

          
Tommy, aged fourteen, set out to get a job. He asked a foreman of a local engineering works for one.

          
“What can you do, Sonny?” asked the foreman.

          
“Anything,” replied Tommy.

          
“Can you file smoke?” asked the foreman.

          
“Yes, sir,” replied Tommy with a grin, “If you'll screw it in the vice for me.”

        

        

          
He got the job!

          
* * *

        

        

          
Spring Fashions.

          
A well-dressed woman walked into the milliner's shop and asked for the manageress. “I see from your advertisement,” she said, “that you have just received two thousand hats from Paris.”

          
“That is so, madam.”

          
“Good,” said the woman as she removed her hat, “I wish to try them on.”
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Absolutely



          
Absolutely.

          
A teacher was giving his class a lecture on charity.

          
“Willie,” he said, “If I saw a boy beating a donkey, and I stopped him from doing so, what virtue should I be showing?”

          
“Brotherly Love,” Willie reported promptly.
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Life's Minor Tragedies



          
Life's Minor Tragedies.

          
The small boy who went on strike at the church door because they promised him a train to carry up the aisle, and when he got there, it was only part of a lady's dress.

          
* * *
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Gallant



          
Gallant.

          
Two men were seated together in a crowded street car. One of them noticed that the other had his eyes closed.

          
“Wassamatter, Bill,” he asked “feeling ill?”

          
“I'm all right,” answered Bill, “but I hate to see ladies standing.”

          
* * *
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Might Have Been An Arrow



          
Might Have Been An Arrow.

          

            
I sneezed a sneeze into the air;


            
It fell to ground I knew not where;


            
But hard and cold were the looks of those


            
In whose vicinity I snoze.
          

          

            

[image: (Courtesy of “Humorist.”) “So you call this hiking—coming in at two in the morning on all fours!” “Yesh, dear. I'm dog tired.”]
(
Courtesy of “Humorist.”)


“So you call this hiking—coming in at two in the morning on all fours!” “Yesh, dear. I'm dog tired.”
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No Fun



          
No Fun.

          
Two Scotchmen were chatting together, and in the course of conversation, they started talking about smoking.

          
“There's nae muckle pleasure in it, Jock.”

          
“How dae ye mak' that oot, Andy?” asked his friend.

          
“Weel, if ye're smokin' your ain bacca, ye're thinkin' o' the awfu' expense, and if ye're smokin' some ither body's ye're pip's crammed sae tight it winna draw.”

          
* * *
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Deceptive Appearances



          
Deceptive Appearances.

          
We always called a spade a spade until we hit our foot with one the other day.
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Watchful, Too



          
Watchful, Too.

          
Teacher: “What is the feminine of bachelor?”

          
Boy: “The feminine of bachelor is lady-in-waiting.”

          
* * *
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“An Army Contract.”



          
“An Army Contract.”

          
“Shine, please, boy,” said the six-foot-five soldier to the shoeblack.

          
The boy looked down at the vast expanse of boot before him. Then:

          
“Bert,” he called out to another boy, “Gimme an ‘and—I've got an army contract!”

          
* * *
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Awed Neutrality



          
Awed Neutrality.

          
Wife: “Wake up, John! There's a burglar going through your pants pockets.”

          
Husband (turning over): “Oh, you two just fight it out between yourselves.”

          
* * *
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Flowers for the Living



          
Flowers for the Living.

          
The absent-minded professor was busy in his study. “Have you seen this?” said his wife, entering. “There's a report in the paper of your death.”

          
“Is that so,” returned the professor without looking up. “We must remember to send a wreath.”

          
* * *
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A Budding Engineer



          
A Budding Engineer.

          
Tommy, aged fourteen, set out to get a job. He asked a foreman of a local engineering works for one.

          
“What can you do, Sonny?” asked the foreman.

          
“Anything,” replied Tommy.

          
“Can you file smoke?” asked the foreman.

          
“Yes, sir,” replied Tommy with a grin, “If you'll screw it in the vice for me.”
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He got the job!



          
He got the job!

          
* * *
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Spring Fashions



          
Spring Fashions.

          
A well-dressed woman walked into the milliner's shop and asked for the manageress. “I see from your advertisement,” she said, “that you have just received two thousand hats from Paris.”

          
“That is so, madam.”

          
“Good,” said the woman as she removed her hat, “I wish to try them on.”
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Panorama of the Playground — The All Blacks And The Springboks





        

          
            

              
Panorama of the Playground
              


              
The All Blacks And The Springboks
            
          
        

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

        

          

By the time this article appears in print the third and final Rugby test match between New Zealand and South Africa will have been decided. It is not my intention to prophesy the result of that match; too many competent critics have been all at sea in forecasting results of test matches this season. But it must be placed on record that New Zealand's representatives played superlative football to defeat the Springboks in the first test and raised our prestige to the crest of the wave once more.

          
Fourteen men played against fifteen men for the greater part of this match and triumphed by 13 points to 7. It was a performance that ranks with the match against England at Twickenham in 1924 and the gallant fight by the British team against New Zealand at Christchurch in 1930.

          
That win at Wellington converted pessimism into optimism and the Springboks, playing the crucial second test at Christchurch, did not go on the field as favourites. Weather conditions did not favour our visitors but the team was strengthened by the inclusion of Nel (who set a glorious example of team-spirit by leaving himself out of the first test team when he considered himself not worthy of a place—an example set by Cliff Porter in 1924)—Tony Harris and Gerry Brand, perhaps the greatest full-back ever to visit New Zealand.

          
Down six points to nil with thirty minutes of play left, the Springboks rallied with desperation born of despair and not only pulled the game out of the fire but clinched the result beyond doubt.

          
It was a popular win. The Springboks had been great in defeat, made no excuses but congratulated the winners, and this was the spirit in which the New Zealanders took the second test defeat.

          
Football is only a game and the game as played by the Springboks is the type that will never lack in appeal. It was feared that Benny Osier's influence on South African football—he used the side-lines to a marked degree—would detract from the spectacularity of. the visitors' play but throughout the tour open play was indulged in to a point that sometimes bordered on the reckless.

          
What a pity that we will have to wait many years before we have another visit from such a fine band of sportsmen!

        

        

          
The Olympic Games.

          
When great men die some have monuments erected to their honour; others have hospitals named after them. But Baron Pierre de Coubertin, whose death was announced a short time ago, will have his name indelibly inscribed on the memory of young sportsmen by a monument unique in history.

          
It is not a graven image, nor is it a handsome edifice towering above all others—it is the Olympic Games!

          
The revival of the modern Olympic Games, the first of which were held at Athens in 1896, was due almost entirely to the energy of Baron Pierre de Coubertin.

          
It is said that the desire for international athletics arose in his mind


[image: ]
when, at the age of seventeen years, he began to scrutinise the weaknesses of the French people and the discouragements under which they were recovering hope and self-respect after the disastrous Franco-Prussian War. His life as a student was so gloomy, so narrow and so repellent, that he entered on a course of thorough self-examination.

          
He came to the conclusion that three Monarchies, two Empires and three Republics during a single century were hardly indicative of stability and he felt that somewhere in the growing youth there were faculties repressed and powers stunted, which, if properly developed, would assist in the solution of the problem of French regeneration. At this time he was a cadet at St. Cyr, with a wholly unattractive future in prospect. Accordingly, he resigned, and became a pupil in the Free School of Political Science.

          
For a time he contemplated a political future, but within a few years he determined to devote his life and resources to the introduction of sport into the French education. To this end he travelled widely in America and England, and felt convinced that the organisation of sport in these two English-speaking countries was of real importance to the life of the people.

          
It was in 1892 that Baron de Cour-bertin first propounded his desire for a new era in international sport. On November 25th of that year, at a meeting of the Union des Sports Athletiques in France, he made his first public announcement as follows:—

          


          
“Let us export our oarsmen, our runners, our fencers, into other lands. That is the true Free Trade of the future; and the day it is introduced into Europe the cause of Peace will have received a new and strong ally. It inspires me to touch upon the further step I now propose, and in it I shall ask that the help you have given me hitherto you will extend again, so that together we may attempt to realise, upon a basis suitable to the conditions of our modern life, the splendid and bene-ficient task of reviving the Olympic Games.”

          
But it was not until the congress in 1894 that something definite was arrived at and when Baron de Coubertin proposed that the first of the modern Olympic Games be given to Athens and received the support of the King of Greece and the Duke of Sparta, the Games became a step nearer.

          
It is not my intention to trace the gradual growth of the Olympic movement from its small beginning in 1896 to the perfectly organised meeting which was held in Berlin in 1936, but I cannot conclude this note on Baron de Coubertin without making references to his inspiring work in framing the Olympic opening and closing ceremonies.

          
He wrote the Olympic oath: “We swear that we will take part in the Olympic Games in loyal competition, respecting the regulations which govern them and desirous of participating in them in the true spirit of sportmanship for the honour of our country and for the glory of sport.”

          
Baron Pierre de Coubertin's dream has become a reality and every four years, when the athletes of the world gather in a foreign land, his name will be revered as the man who made a fine contribution to the Peace of the World! What finer monument could a man have?

        

        

          
Cricket in New Zealand.

          
New Zealand's cricketers left their best performances to the concluding stages of the English tour and did much to remove any suggestion that the team was far removed from the standards of the two teams that had previously toured England. The bowling of Cowie, the batting of Donnelly, and the wicket-keeping of the Rugby-cricketer Tindall,


[image: ]
were three features which impressed English critics. But the unanimous opinion is that our cricketers must have more first-class match play before we may hope to hold our own with representative English or Australian elevens. The New Zealand Rugby Union did much to popularise Rugby in Australia by the regular despatch of All Black teams and it is sincerely hoped that the Australian Board of Cricket Control will reciprocate this gesture by sending Australian cricketers to New Zealand at more regular intervals.

        

        

          
New Zealand Representative Basketball.

          
It is pleasing to record that a representative team of New Zealand basketball players will be sent to Australia next season. Although the two countries play different codes—neither of which is strictly in accordance with the international rules—it is considered that the time has arrived when a visit should
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[image: ]
be paid and with Mrs. H. D. Muir in charge of the New Zealand girls the Australians should see first-class displays.

        

        

          
World's Heavyweight Boxing Title.

          
History was made in world championship boxing when Joe Louis defended his heavyweight crown within a few weeks of winning it from James Brad-dock. Although the Welshman, Tommy Farr, did not succeed in defeating the negro he did, at least, have the satisfaction of knowing that his performance, of going the full fifteen rounds and fighting all the way, has set the critics talking. He has done a great piece of work in re-establishing the reputation of British heavyweights And, a word of praise to the New Zealander, Strickland, who is steadily climbing the fistic ladder. He is ranked among the best in America and a title match with Louis is not beyond the bounds of possibility.
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Variety In Brief
        

        

          

            
Illusion.
          

          

The living colour of foliage, green on green, almond on moss and jade jewelled against deep bronze with here and there dashes of brilliant emerald. A bank of rangiora creamy with blossom, guarded by slim lace bark trees. Underfoot a wide sloping ledge of sun-splashed sward.

          
I move nearer.

          
The grassy turf gently sloped to the edge of a pool. The water was still but for tiny ripples where frogs might have been. Sunlight caught these movements in the water with a golden light and each stood out, shining, from the lacquered surface of, the pool.

          
The bush was still. The birds seemed drowsy in the noon-day heat.

          
Quietly I stepped even nearer.

          
A glimpse of scarlet had caught my eye. Looking more closely I saw what it was.

          
Under a group of tree ferns to the right of the pool, lay a girl with arms out-spread. One hand lay curled upwards towards the sky. Her head was turned away. I moved closer but she did not stir. The scarlet of her bathing suit gleamed amid the green of trees and grass. She was asleep. I walked away feeling I must not disturb her.

          
Once I looked back and all the colours seemed to leap before me.

          
The pool, black with gilded lines; the high granite wall clustered with brilliant greens which tumbled in verdant profusion to the mossy bank below, where lay the girl, still sleeping, a tiny glow of vivid scarlet.

          
Slowly I turned listening even then for the calls of tui or bellbird.

          
Swinging back the great door I stepped out into the street. I had just seen the picture declared by the critics as the most outstanding of those exhibited in that year's academy.—Gwen Harrison.

        

        

          

            
Turuturu Mokai.
          

          
Mr. O. N. Gillespie mentions Turu-turu Mokai in his recent article in the Magazine. Few remember that this place was the scene of a massacre of pakehas in the early days. The settlers, while farming their areas during the day, all withdrew to the stronghold at night. This was defended by regular troops, who, of course, kept a guard posted all night.

          
The Maoris must have considered the taking of this fort for a long time before their wits devised a way to capture it. The fort was situated at the top of a long rise, and it was thought that the Maoris would be seen in ample time to give warning. No notice, however, was taken of the sheep grazing in all directions outside the fort. No notice was taken, when, in the half-light of dawn, several of the sheep had approached close to the walls. When these sheep threw off their sheeps' clothing and showed themselves, if not as wolves, at least as something equally dangerous, it was too late. The sentries were shot before they realised what had happened, and by the time the rest of the settlers had awakened, they had to fight hand to hand with Maoris who were entering in increasing numbers.

          
One man only survived and he was awarded the Victoria Cross for his efforts to bring help from Patea. Now that time has wiped out the bitterness, both Maori and Pakeha must admit the genius of the attack.—C. McB.

          
* * *

          
During the past year (1936) I travelled about 4,260 miles by New Zealand Government Railways trains, in the North and South Islands. About 652 miles were covered by excursion trains, the total fares costing about 22/-. The trains ran from Taumarunui to Rotorua, return, Christchurch to Timaru return, and Dunedin to Inver-cargrll return. The fallowing locomotives were used to haul the trains:—

          
In the North Island: AA class, No. 649, AB class, Nos. 702, 705, 816, 830, K class, Nos. 901, 904, 907, 908, 909, 910, 911, 912, 913, 918, 919, 920/1/2/3, X class, No. 588, 
Wab class, Nos. 796, 801, WW class, No. 567. South Island: A class, No. 422, AB, class Nos. 689, 727, 782, 804, 812, Q class, No. 345, 
Wab class, No. 789, F class, Nos. 13, 163. Electric locomotives, Nos. E7, and E9.—M.B.
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The Auckland-Wellington “Limited” Express Crossing Paremata Bridge, North Island, New Zealand.
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PALMERSTON NORTH.

GRAND HOTEL - - Palmerston North.
(C.T. and W.A. House, by appointment.)
Telephones 6223, 5701. P.0. Box 190.

Telegrams: Grand Hotel, Palmerston North.
Tariff: 18/6 per day; Weekly Tariff by Arrangement.
Justice & Edmunds’ Motor Garage opposite.
Key kept by Night Porter. E. L. BARNES, Proprietor.
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" QUEENSLAND Private Hotel, Rotorua.

BExcellent Table and Service. Garage and Pnrklng-aren Free.
Concesslon to Civil Servants.
Summer Tariff: 10/- daily; £3 weekly.
‘Winter Tariff: 8/- daily; £2/10/- weekly.
D. E. BERGE, Proprletrea!

R R RO . B s i s D e
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‘Where to st:
ket THE GRANGE,
Opposite Railway-station. Centrally Situated.
Good Accommodation. Excellent Cuisine.
A Home Away From Home.
Tariff: 10/- per day; £8 per week.
Under new management. Mrs, G. SAVAGE, Proprietress.
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Phone 205. P.0. Box 173.

“ARMIDALE ” Private Hotel, Rotorua.

“Home Away From Home.”
Summer: 11/- per day—£3/10/- per weelk.
Winter: 10/- per day—£3/3/- per week.
Mrs. A. W. SHEPHERD, Proprietress.

TR ORI ... M M Tt o s g o

TARIFF

R
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ROTORUA.

WHEN IN ROTORUA
Make Your Stay at the

HOTEL AUSTRALIA

First House on left from Raflway Station
A High-class Private Hotel at a Reasonable Tariff.
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g SAMILTON ammmmiiimmm

HOTEL CAISTOR

2 BRYCE STREET Telephone 2271
Speclalizes in accommodation for Bed and Breakfast only—
while retalning all comforts of a complete home—baths and
shower rooms. Abundant hot water. Comfortable lounge,
beautiful surroundings.

TARIFF, 6/6. MISS L. WHITE, Hostess.
e e T e B e i o O ot ot Sy kS A oy
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"Phones 19 and 253. Wires: “ Motoco,” Rotorus,

R.M. TRANSPORT Co.

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

CIVILITY RELIABILITY PUNCTUALITY

———  DAILY SERVICES: —
TAURANGA, WHAKATANE, OPOTIKI, GISBORNE, WAIRAKEI, TAUPO, NAPIER.

DAILY EXCURSIONS TO ALL SIGHTS,
Information Bureau. Fleet of 20 Cars ready Dy or Night.
Agents for Thos. Cook and Soms. We advise in Tourists' interests.
New concrete Garage. Private Lockers.
Mok wotodits Himis Tooi tn Now Seslasd,

We are Experts in Our Business ———— Our Business Requires It.
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amce AUCKLAND, seamemm:
THERE'S NOTHING LACKING AT—

HOTEL FERNLEIGH

28 SYMONDS STREET, AUCKLAND.

Ideal Situation. Close Proximity to University and
Beautiful Albert Park.
Trams Pass the Door.

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

Proprietress, MISS L. SMITH - Phone 41-319
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Truth About
Your Railways!

The More you Ride by Rail the More
You Save,

Going by Tl gives You Pocket
Money for Holidays.

Inter-luland Booking by Rail banishes
Bughears uf Teansport

Failvaye take the Eright out

of Freight,

Your Ruilvaye offer Cheap, Safe
Delivery for Pareels,
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D URO ... Tools of Progress

1Ideal for Tas parreRN MAKER ant
THE MAN WITH A HOBEY

Write for Descriptive. Catlogue to

JOHN CHAMBERS & SON LTD.

Avckland. Wel Cuvisichurcl,  Duncdin and I
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TO GO[fel’s/ﬁ@@ee@.

Start the Year Right

By Subscribing To

o
®

@

®

Monthly instructional articles a feature. @
1 Novs from ol over the Dominion. @

®

@

®

®

Full of interest and information.
Price 12(6 p.a, postage paid, issued monthly.
Wit and add your name to our evr grouing lt of subscribers.
Adire: “NZ. GOLF ILLUSTRATED,"
P.O. Box 1136 - - - Auckland,C.1.

PSSO 9@505@9‘050

&
¢
¢
¢
-
&
&
&
v
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e

THE COUNTY Emerson Street, NAPIER

The most modern unlicensed Hotel in Hawke’s Bay.
Central, fireproof, moderate tariff, excellent cuisine.
#*A A, P.S.A., Thos. Cook & Sons Govt. Tourist
by appointment, C.T, concessions.
Telephone 1407. P.O. Box 191.

=

UG
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185 Powderham Street i NEW PLYMOUTH
Four minutes from Post Office.
Terms for Casuals, 10/- per day; Permanents by arrangement.

g BRAEMAR GUEST HOUSE
$
:
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IS YERoERcu SLERLEING VELLE, G Al Ens e s Eneanes
i ‘Where to Spend a Holiday when Visiting Helensville:

HINEMOA HOUSE

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

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

Phone 47. Mrs. T. KEANE, Proprietress.
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M
PRINCE OF WALES
PRIVATE HOTEL EH MASTERTON
Good Accommodation,
Concessions to C.Ts. and Motorists. Garage next door.
Tariff: 10/- per day. "Phone 1524.
G. PRIME, Proprietor.

e e






etexts/Gov12_07Rail/Gov12_07Rail002j(h280).jpg
g S AR R RO SRR e DN S prennaen ooy

The CRITERION PRIVATE HOTEL
DANNEVIRKE.

Refined, Central and Splendid Service. !
Tariff: 9/- per day; Dinner, Bed and Breakfast, 7/-; |
Weekly, £2/2/-. !

—lm———

R. A. NICOL, Proprietor.
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ooocooco WANGANUL,

GRAND HOTEL

One of Wanganui’s Leading Hotels.
Earthquake and fireproof. H. and c. running water in all
bedrooms. Abundance of bathing accommodation. Best of

Cuisine and attention guaranteed.
Tariff: 15/- day; C.T. 12/- day. Speight’s Ale only on tap.
Box 364, Wanganul; Tel. 3946. Percy James, Proprietor.
st o 2
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Transport Wisdom

T

Commonsense for National Welfare !
-

o i gt s susly Ry

YOUR RAILWAYS FOR YOUR WELFARE.
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. ‘When on holiday in the South Island, break your
journey at the HENLEY HOTEL.

|
Special Concessions to Railway Employees. %

A. T. ROSS, Proprietor.
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INVERCARGILL.

HOTEL DESCHLERS
ESK STREET 52 INVERCARGILL. 2
Three minutes’ walk from Railway-station. A home away
from home. Tourists and travellers specially catered for.
Also Motor Union Hotel : Good Table, Good Service.
Box 357.

Phone 300.






etexts/Gov12_07Rail/Gov12_07Rail003b(h280).jpg
00000 CHRISTCHURCH.
The Leading Hotel of Christchurch, NZ.

HOTEL FEDERAL

PR
(Overlooking Victoria Square). g
Excellent Cuisine, and Service Second to Nome in New
Zealand.  The bedrooms are large, well-ventilated, and g
heated with Gas Fires, the majority being equipped with
hot and cold water. JAZZ Room included on premises. §
Special Concessions to Rallway Servants. 8
Phone 32-920. - P.0. Box 532 §
T. G. LEWlS, Proprietor.
When Visiting Christchurch Always Stay at the
HOTEL FEDERAL. §

00000000000000000000000000000!
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THE EMPIRE HOTEL, Wellington.
RENOVATED and MODERNISED
from basement to roof

Telephoncs and 1ot and Cold. Water in Evers Room.
Lurorious. Lounges Blanned for Gomvenient. Fariition for
Frivato Barties
nt Places to Torerather for Morning or Aftarnoon

Tans Gocktatia or & Resttul” Malf ‘Hour,

The Culsine, famons. throwghout tne Domilon anid Aboad.
i e Matntained 'at 15 Present Surpssing iandard
The Eimpive s the Distinctive Wellingion Venso. for Byery
Tyme oF Hocias Function. Feom the Formal bunduot 1o -Ten
2o vwo. trom’ Weddmi Breuktust ta the Birthdsy Dinner
for Do,

Atmosphere of Dignity and Comfort, Howitality and Service.
Snacios airy oome
Telegraog: * Tmpire,” Wellington.
Management: ‘3. A. Carr, e of Hotel Ghrgen and

ma Thotel, Auckiand.

s e R e LB RS, |

Ples
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NEW BOON FOR THE PUBLIC

5 per cent,
Interest on Travel Savings

AL YOUCHERS sy b OBTANED for G
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@ for Trips and Freight
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Fire
Extinguishers

for all risks !

MOTOR VEHICLES
HOUSES

PUBLIC BUILDINGS
GARAGES, &c.

Richardson McCabe
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(Courtesy of * Humorist.")
“So you call this hikin; ming in at

g—cor
two 'in the morning on all fours!
“yesh, dear. I'm dog tired.”
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EXCESSIVE OIL CONSUMPTION
DEFINITELY CURED BY FITTING

“FISHER”
CHANNELSLOT OIL CONTROL
PISTON RINGS.
ot o R md Pitng e Rk O

D. P. Fréﬁ%ﬁ LTD.
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In WELLINGTON it’s the
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EAT MORE OFTEN

Notmare FOOD, but
more FREQUENT Food,” say the Doctors

Mean s

“Chomuar's

BOURNVILLE
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** Take d holiday, without &
Need of ¢ L Buy Rallway
best doctors for anybody who has  §ave . tg - Travel
Healthful

been working hard for a year or so.

Such a piece of commonsense indi-  Stamps.

H li d cates a carefree trip by train to

olidays one of the charming places in the
*Wonderland of the Pacific.”

‘ Make sure of saving enough for

a holiday, for such expenditure is

really an investment to ensure good
c"EiRYF‘:('AIER'PS health and lengthen life.

T —
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Stciking_ New Zealand Photo-
raphe and Well-weiien An
S New Zosland Subjecks a1e

Specaly sougtc by “Walkabaut,”
Geographic Magorine.

Ariidles are  acceptable up o
250 words, peimarily deating
Vith subjects bf an interesting
Gengraphical_sature.  Payment
AT of 72/ per thousand
Words and from 7/6 for pictures,
Aerending an quality. © Where
Dhotogeaghs. are nor available
Jo arate artiles, the N2
Govesnment Pabiicty | Depart:
e will endesvonr 1o forward
{iable. ihstrations  direct to
“Walkaboot* on fequest. Con:
uibations shorid be. addressed
to: The Editor,

FWalkaboot”

Flindore St. Railway Bldg.

‘Meibosrne.
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RESULT “PUZZLE PIL" NO. 208.
Tho winning campatitors tn this con-
tost aroi FIRST PRIZE £35: Tho ‘fol.
Towing five Sompatitors supmitted afl
corract solutions and therefore share the
Firut Frive of £, Each wil roeeive £15.
Ruckiands ‘3 Hathason, 3. Stevens
Wellington: G, 'Martin, 5. Androws:
Christeharch: 3. Williame. SECOND
PIILE £351 The following clght com.
Detitora Wwith one orcor shiro the Second
Friso ‘ot '£25. Tach will recelve £5/2/6.
Aueana: A T Clarkson, J._Kean
P Gonolly ; Waipawa: Miss' A. Staffa
Wellingion: A" Doyes, 1. Carruthers
Christchuren! . Jamoson; Dunedin: Mise
5 MeAuley. Prizemoncy wil bo posted
on ‘Monday, October 1ih.
SOLUTION T0 “PUZZLE PIE" NO. 205.
Paragraph from the “Wolllngton 1nds
Dedont+ ApHl Tlst, 1570, pago §:
“This aance went ‘on Gl after another
hour Had psed when from Sheer exhkus.
tlon anothor couplo gave way, leaving the
foor o the romaining two bair of
Lerpsichorean dovotece.
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I2ew Zealand Woman’s Weekly
“THE NATIONAL FAVOURITE”

Watch for the new Competition Game !

CUBE - WORDS
Carrying £50 in Cash Prizes

Home Dressmaking Entries on Display
i~ Wellington _(James  Smith, Ltd.),
Chrisechurch (D.1.C), and Dunedin
(Arthur Barnert, Led)
FOR DISPLAY DATES SEE DAILY PAPERS.

The N.Z. Woman's Weekly always has Price
Something New and Entertaining ... T3

AT ALL BOOKSTALLS and STATIONERS.
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“HEY FOLKS”!

Do you realise what fifteen per cent.
discount means to you—3/- in f—when
you require articles of Jewellery such

as Engu-xnment Rings, Watches,
iz Clocks, ete.? :: ::

H. H. LANE

The Official Civil Service Jeweller
HEREFORD COURT, CHRISTCHURCH
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‘WANGANUIL

™ o Wansams « e NEW  RUTLAND

Situated opposite Post Office, this Hotel offers visitors a dignified atmosphere
of Comfort and Service combined with a Reasonable Tariff.
J. P. HOARE, Proprietor.
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FOR PAINTING
WALLS AND WOODWORK
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MOTOR CAR SPARE PARTS
(Good Used)
Our Prices are Right—And Our
Illustrated Pamphlet will establish
our claim to have
“LARGEST STOCKS IN N.Z.”
Send For One.
AUTO REPLACEMENTS LTD.
Frankton Junction. Estab. 1921.
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From Station to Steamer !

SAFE_GHECKING OF LUGGAGE

I @ When you are about to travel by rail
from any officered station to a main port

you can check your luggage right through

to your ship for your overseas voyage.

HAND Take the easy way to avoid bother with luggage.

YOUR WORRIES ioc YOUR RAILWAYS!
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RALPH’'S RELIABLE
REMEDIES

PROMPT MAIL ORDER CHEMIST
DEPT. R.

RALPH SANFT
201 Symonds Street, Auckland, C.8.
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AVORLD-TAMED TASMAN GLACIE
Mt.COOK
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The SPORTING
& DRAMATIC |
REVIEW - Every Week |
FULLY INDEXED GUIDE TO FORM.
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300,000 SECONDHAND BOOKS.
From 1500 to 1937, carefully classified.

Correspondence and enquiries heartily

welcomed. NEWBOLDS

289 George Street, DUNEDIN, C.1.
Largest Secondhand Booksellers in
Australasia.

(Please send us your name for our
Catalogue, ready soon.)
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FRANK PETRIE LTD. For SUTS, OVERCOATS and SPORTS WEAR

LONDON'S LATEST SUITINGS AND STYLES,
39 WILLIS STREET, Civil Servants — Terms by Arrangement.
WELLINGTON. PHONE 42-389.
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KEALY'’S Book Catalogue

No. 9, of Bargains in Second-hand
Books, just issued. Post free on
Request.

KEALY’S LIMITED,

21 Shortland St., Auckland, C.1.
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Stoking with a
‘WARM’ Smile

You'll be anxious to_economise on fuelling
bill this year. Then consider the
outslanding superiorty

COALBROOKDALE COAL

Ttis Clean, Pure Coal that minimises clinker
It bums brighter and much longer.
1t radiates a cheerful comfort.
Specify Coalbrookdale!

The Westport Coal Co. Ltd. 4553
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When you Travel by Car—

TRAVEL WHITE STAR

Daily 8 am.: AUCKLAND to NEW PLYMOUTH.
Daily 7.45 am.: NEW PLYMOUTH to AUCKLAND.

Phones: Auckland 41-000, 44-656 : New Plymouth: 357, 1117

GIBSONS MOTORS LTD.

PASSENGER TRANSPORT SPECIALISTS - - NEW PLYMOUTH
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===+~ ELECTRICAL and MECHANICAL ===
Maintenance Equipment 7o~ Commutators and Slip-Rings

Immediate € Delivery

MARTINDALE ¥ STERLING
moTATOR sToncs o msuarie vamwwes
neRcUTIING WACHNES TS o nsusnne pans
MMUTATOR, GEMENTS © WCASTICKHG VARMSHES
* vaLrage TesTons || * courounss, e

ALLIANCE ELECTRICAL CO. LTD.

Head Office—AM.. Buidings, Wallngeon, C..
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WHITE STAR SERVICES. Telephone 2161
Marton Junction: Dep. Wanganul: 416 a.m.f, 6.15 p.m.*, 9.16 p.m.* *Conmects with
Auckland Express. tConnects with Wgton. Express. Fares: Day 6/-, Night 8/6, Single.
Palmerston N.: Dep. Wanganul: 7.45 a.m. 10 a.m.{% 1215 p.m.% 4 p.m.* tConnects

with Napier Express. *Cars via Marton. Fares: 10/-, Single.

Napler: Dep. Wanganui: 10 a.m.*, 12.15 p.m., 4 p.m. *Connects Napler Express Palm. N.

SUNDAY TIME TABLE: Palmerston N., via Marton: Dep. Wanganul: 11.15 a.m., 4.30
p.m. Cars connect with services to Napler and Masterton. Marton Junction: 9.16
p.m.f {Connects with Auckland Express. MARTIN & VERNO!
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FOR ALL SPORTING MEN!?

|
N.Z. SPORTING LIFE
’>und RﬁFEREE

Price 4d. - - - ALL BOOKSELLERS
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CROMPTON |
GUARANTEED LA M Ps

CROMPTON LAMPS GIVE MAXIMUM LIGHT
FOR EVERY UNIT OF ELECTRICITY USED.

A. &. T. BURT, LTD.
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BERATAN

AVEL SAVINGS
STAMPS

i B s






etexts/Gov12_07Rail/Gov12_07Rail021a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov12_07Rail/Gov12_07Rail045b(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov12_07Rail/Gov12_07Rail045a(h280).jpg





etexts/Gov12_07Rail/Gov12_07Rail057a(h280).jpg
I |
Guar ()
your }hroal' 1 I7
- take Ve & 2/ "NHALATION






etexts/Gov12_07Rail/Gov12_07Rail018c(h280).jpg
Get Down to
“IRON FACTS”

| e s s |
e |
most impotant contracts |
S
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Otago Iron Rolling Mills Co. Ltd.
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UNCERTAINTY
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Ljungstrom Turbine, 2—8—0 Locomotives, Grangesberg—Oxelosund Railway, Sweden.
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P.0. BOX 372
TELEPHONE 42-130

TRLEGRAMS:
“HOTEL CECTL"
Appointed  Auto-
mobile_Association
Hotel.

Wite, _telephone
or wire your
reservations.

“The Cecil  is synonymous with comfort, courtesy and contentment. Just opposite
Wellington's wonderful new Railway Station vou will seq the Hotel Cecil

ton's Station Hotel. Nearby are the berthing places of ferry and overs
Parllament Buildings, and most of the leading centros of Interest of the Cepital

" THE HOTEL CECIL

Lambton Quay, WELLINGTON. Proprietor: Robt. T. M. Edmonds.
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Old Brandy— THE BEST.
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The match that has won
its way to popularity—

BEEHIVE

by Consistency, Dependability
and Service.
BRYANT & MAY, BELL & CO, LTD.
Wellington.
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@The Sonthland Times
THE ONLY MORNING PAPER PUBLISHED
IN SOUTHLAND.

Audited Net Circulation, 9,421,
Largest Circulation outside the four Chief Centres.

As approved by Association of N.Z. Advertisers.

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

London Office: 56 Fleet Street.
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NEW ZEALAND'S
LEADING DAILY NEWSPAPER

The New Zealand Herald

NSSISINNRRNISY (A ;CKLAND) MINEINIEIIESTY
Guaranteed Net Daily Sales Exceed

68,000 cope

Proprietors:
WILSON & HORTON LTD.
Queen Street, Auckland.
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Richest in Flavour... ® ?

MORE CUPS TO THE POUND! G
THE DUST-FREED TEA
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THE 1936 CENSUS
states that the population of the seven counties north
of Wellsford in North Auckland is

61,770 ——
The spending power of tlus popu]anan is at least

£3,000,000
he “ NORTHERN ADVOCATE" is elivered daily
in every one of these counties and from Mangawai
to Awanui, a distance of 150 miles.
Use this Medium to Convey Your SALES Message.
THE NORTHERN ADVOCATE

P.0. Box 210 : Phone 2399 : Whangarei
connects_all depts.
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Technical Books Cost Money

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

New Zealand Farmer Weekly

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

“The Ideal
Journal for the
Man on the
Land.”
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Sooner or Later Rotorua
says HAEREMAI ! to
Everyone of Importance
And Everyone of Import-
ance says HAEREMAI !
to the...

ROTORUA
‘THE PROVINCIAL DAILY MURN'NG POST

WITH A NATIONAL APPEAL
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RAILWAYS
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An cxample of proile crpota in New Zunland following e avstonien of
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o s o e a5t v of NEW ZEALAND by g

Govenment Lice Insurance Department

CONSIDR s DRPENDRNT s et 1 SUPERANNUATION by » e o the
ALL PROFITS DIVIDED O A ruNos vEsTED
AMoNGST PoLiCTHOLDERS. N ZEALAND

(CASH ANOUNT DIVIDED ANNUALLY AS PROFITS b sy TREBLED n e pst TEN VEARS.
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@The @Waikato Times

HAMILTON

The Times has an intensive circulation
throughout the Waikato District
—the richest Dairying District
of the Dominion.
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——— When you think
of the richest
wheat and  wool
district in

New Zealand

You think of
SOUTH CANTERBURY

and THE TIMARU HERALD
that circulates to 97%

of the people of South
Canterbury.
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THE RAILWAY s the
SAFE WAY'!

—
Safe and Comfortable Transport
for Passengers.

=

SURE SERVICES for Goods !
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@The “ Grepmonthy Star”

The largest paper published on

the West Coast (S.1)—12to 16

pages daily —gives a complete

coverage of the prosperous West
Coast.

46 MACKAY ST. - GREYMOUTH.






