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

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

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

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


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

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

        
The Editor cannot undertake the return of 
Ms.

        

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

        

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

        
27/9/33.
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British Long Distance Speed Record

        
The London “Evening Standard” of 30th November last contains particulars of the record run put up on that date by a “Flying Scotsman” engine and four carriages on the 186 miles run from King's Cross station to Leeds. The distance was covered in 151 minutes.

        
The previous best record for the same journey was 193 minutes by a Pullman train, so that the record is beaten by 42 minutes. The normal time, with stops, is just under four hours.

        
The fastest speed reached on the run was 94 1/2 miles an hour, and the average speed was 73.8 miles an hour.

        
The weather conditions, apart from local mist between Doncaster and Leeds, were so good that 14 minutes were knocked off the time schedules.

        
The four coaches were a special instrument coach, two ordinary coaches and a dining-car. Throughout the journey coffee and sandwiches were served.

        
The engine—No. 4472—has been on service for ten years.

        
The only passengers were railway officials.

        
The purpose of the experiment was to contrast a steam train with the German Diesel-engined “Hamburg Flyer,” which does the 178-mile run between Berlin and Hamburg in 138 minutes—an average speed of 78.4 miles an hour.

        
Previous record runs include that of the G.W.R. Cheltenham Flyer on July 6, 1932, when it covered the 76 1/4 miles between Swindon and Paddington in 56 minutes 47 seconds, an average speed of 81.6 miles an hour.

        
The fastest speed ever recorded by a British train is 102 miles an hour. It was reached by a Great Western Ocean special from Plymouth to Paddington on the decline east of the Whitehall Tunnel in 1905.
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Bound Copies of the Magazine
        

        
The publication of this issue of the Magazine (March) completes the ninth volume. Readers are reminded that they may send forward their accumulated copies (April 1934 to March 1935 inclusive) for binding purposes. The volumes will be bound in cloth with gilt lettering at a cost of 5/6 per volume. Those desirous of having their copies bound may hand them to the nearest Stationmaster (with the sender's name endorsed on the parcel) who will transmit them free to the Editor, “New Zealand Railways Magazine,” Wellington. When bound, the volumes will be returned to the forwarding Stationmaster, who will collect the binding charge. In order to ensure expedition in the process of binding, copies should reach the Editor not later than 31st May, 1935.
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His Excellency the Governor-General, Lord Bledisloe, at Flock House, inspecting milk-cans, the design of which, he remarked, was practically the same as the can he had invented in England many years ago.
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New Zealand Royal Trains, 1901–1934.


(W. W. Stewart collection.)


The above illustrations are historically interesting as indicating 33 years of transportation progress in New Zealand. The illustrations depict the departure, from Auckland, of four Royal trains, commencing with the train (top) provided for our present King and Queen (then Duke and Duchess of Cornwall and York) (1901); the train provided for the Prince of Wales (1920); the train provided for the Duke and Duchess of York (1927), and the train provided for the Duke of Gloucester (1934).
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For the Reader's Benefit

        

With next month's issue, the “New Zealand Railways Magazine” will commence its tenth year of publication, and its size will be increased by a further sixteen pages.

        
The Magazine has developed well past the mere “house organ” stage. It is now recognised as an important national publication, carrying, month by month, a dependable survey of the country's social and economic development and giving a reliable picture of the life and colour of New Zealand.

        
As the greatest State Department and at the same time the most important factor in opening up the country for production, industry and commerce, the Railways were well placed to provide a publication of this nature, not only as a means to bring the public and the railway staff into friendly and understanding contact, but also to make known the attractions of the various parts of the Dominion, with all of which the Railways are in constant and intimate personal and business relationship. The last nine years (one-eighth of the total time that railways have been running in this country) have seen the greatest changes in the railway system, and in no respect has change been more marked than in its commercial developments and its service relations to the community. The Magazine has at all times kept both public and staff abreast of these changes to the intended advantage of both.

        
The popularity of the Magazine with readers and advertisers is an indication that an effective demand existed for something of the kind. It is operating in a field not covered by any other publication, and each increase in size and circulation has been justified by an improvement in its net revenue position. The enlargement which is to take place from the April issue will allow many new features to be introduced, and this should still further enhance the reader value of the publication.

        
Reminders are constantly coming to hand that the overseas circulation of the Magazine is a most valuable one. It is no uncommon thing for visitors to state that their decision to come to New Zealand was inspired by the impression of the Dominion gained through scanning the Magazine's pages, and advertisers have even occasionally been embarrassed by inquiries from America or some other among the Continental countries for goods that have at times been cleared from the shelves or stores before arrival of these delayed inquiries.

        
Besides direct sales through the High Commissioner's office in London and by direct mail, there is evidence that many New Zealanders send their copies to overseas friends. Taken altogether the circulation in other countries is thus quite considerable.

        
New Zealand undoubtedly suffers from wrong ideas created by writers and others who, after spending a week or two here, are prepared to tell the world all about the Dominion. Added to the natural tendency of travellers to exaggerate for the sake of effect—and who can completely avoid it?—there is a mass of impressions gained from chance sayings or contacts hastily made and only partly understood, with the result that the writings and speeches of such visitors frequently present a picture of New Zealand which no New Zealander could possibly recognise. All this has a deterrent rather than a stimulating effect on our tourist traffic. The Magazine, by its overseas circulation, helps to correct this distorted view, and it is felt that its enlargement will enable this national work to be done still more effectively in the future.
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Railway Progress in New Zealand



General Manager's Message


        

          

Information coming to hand from the various railway districts of the Dominion indicates that the public are responding well to the Department's efforts to give them increased facilities for travel and for goods transport.

          
The increase in passenger travel at week-ends on the various excursion and special trains is a marked feature of the present summer season.

          
The cash-on-delivery system for parcels sent by rail is attracting much attention on account of its convenience and the reasonable rate at which the service is performed by the Department. There is practically no limit to the flexibility of the system in meeting the convenience of traders and purchasers under the C.O.D. arrangement or to the quantities which the Department is in a position to handle, and the service has been very favourably commented upon by those who have used it.

          
Further action has been taken to stimulate goods traffic by rail in the Wellington-Napier area by providing a fixed rate for freight carried on fast night goods trains on this route, the charge including a door-to-door service of collection and delivery. Local carriers at each end have facilitated the inauguration of these night services which are appreciated by commercial houses on account of the quick service and low overall cost of the system.

          
In this and in other ways no effort is being spared to bring an increasing share of traffic to the Railways, which have facilities for carrying, with little additional cost, a greater number of passengers and tonnage of freight than at present.

          
Public and staff alike are personally interested in the successful outcome of such efforts.

          

            

[image: ]
          

          

            
General Manager.
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Farm Training for Returned Soldiers' Sons.


(Rly. Publicity photos.)
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Call of Flock House

 
Good Openings for Returned Soldiers' Sons.
          
        

        

          
(By “
Onlooker.”)
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Flock House, North Island, New Zealand.


          

          

Any open-minded visitor to Flock House learns with profound surprise that more sons of New Zealand's returned soldiers have not seized the opportunity of a practical training course to qualify them for successful life on the land. Here is a well-managed institution—really a homely place in beautiful country by the Rangitikei River, about thirty miles by good roads from Palmerston North—which offers free farm-training for fifty lads, but the response to the generous call of the Board of Trustees has fallen far below expectations.

        

        

          
The Original Purpose.

          
Flock House is a monument of New Zealand sheepowners' gratitude to brave men of the British mercantile marine who lost their lives or were grievously wounded in their steadfast performance of duty on the perilous high seas during the Great War. Flock House, which arose from the “New Zealand Sheepowners' Acknowledgment of Debt to British Seamen Fund,” was intended to provide facilities for new careers in the country districts of this Dominion for sons and daughters of British seamen. During the past ten years many of these young folk have passed satisfactorily through Flock House, but unhappily the depression of recent years has checked the ingress of British seamen's sons. However, it has left the way open for the entry of New Zealand soldiers' sons.

        

        

          
Governor-General's Astonishment.

          
When His Excellency the Governor-General, Lord Bledisloe, was presenting the Championship Cup to the best trainee at Flock House, recently, he said that he was amazed to find that there were not more young men ready to grasp—and grasp eagerly—the opportunities that the place presented. Those who had accepted the offer were very wise and very lucky, for they had every kind of help and encouragement to make themselves competent, resourceful, self-reliant young farmers. His Excellency emphatically declared his belief—based on careful observation—that this country would continue to furnish a good living for an increasing number of efficient farmers.

        

        

          
All-Round Training.

          
Here is a farm of more than 7000 acres, ranging from rich river flats to a sandy wilderness by the sea, to which the estate has a frontage of three and a half miles. The lads are brought into working touch with various kinds of agriculture, sheep-farming, dairying, swine husbandry, poultry-keeping, and forestry. The helpful work on the land is supplemented with in-door instruction by experts.

          
The average age of admission is about sixteen years. The period of training is eight months, after which the lads are assured permanent positions on farms or stations at fair rates of wages. The demand for these trainees is continuously greater than the supply. Well, why do not more lads take this chance of a safe start in life?

        

        

          
Farms of their Own.

          
Last year the Trustees, on behalf of twenty experienced young men, graduates from Flock House, purchased a good improved property of 2300 acres in the Waikato. This achievement came from the young men's own savings, supplemented by a proportional subsidy granted by the Fund in each case.
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A field of lucerne has replaced sparse woods on a sandy tract.
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Mr. Edward Newman, C.M.G., member of the Government Railways Board and Chairman of the Board of Trustees of Flock House.


          

          
“During the first year,” states an official report, “the property is being farmed as a community settlement and the new settlers are also engaged in fencing and developing the separate farms which later will be occupied by the individuals comprised in the company. The future of this settlement is assured as the young men have been able to enter into it on particularly favourable terms in regard to the cost of land and stock, and the calibre of the settlers leaves nothing to be desired.

          
“The Trustees hope later to be able to assist further group settlements of this nature, as more of our young men attain maturity, competency and the necessary sufficient bank balances.”

        

        

          
No Loneliness.

          
No lad need be lonely nor dispirited at Flock House. There is plenty of provision for play—tennis, cricket, football, hockey, swimming, and so on. A film projector has been converted into a “Talkie,” which gives good programmes on Saturday evenings. Altogether life has no lack of interest here. Things go with the right swing all the time, thanks to the co-operation of an enthusiastic staff. And food! Well, it can be fairly described as remarkably good.

        

        

          
Wealth from Waste.

          
The seaward side of the estate offers a national lesson in winning wealth from waste. Close to the coast is a thriving forest of between 500 and 600 acres of pines and macrocarpa, a sturdy rampart against the onsets of westerlies, which rolled up the sand into many dunes long ago. Those winds are ever eager to shift the sand further inland, but this impulse is checked on a mile-and-a-half front by that stalwart garrison of trees, which have gained 35ft. of height in ten years. This sheltering belt will be gradually extended until the whole of this stretch of land will be guarded by the dark-green woods.

          
This protection from the salty sandscattering gusts will facilitate the conversion of poor surfaces into productive country. Experiments have proved well that a top-dressing of lime makes the soil suitable for Marlborough lucerne. Thus a dreary wilderness is being changed into pastures—a valuable object lesson which could be profitably applied to similar desolate places along the west coast of Wellington Province.
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Flock House, North Island, New Zealand.


          

          

Any open-minded visitor to Flock House learns with profound surprise that more sons of New Zealand's returned soldiers have not seized the opportunity of a practical training course to qualify them for successful life on the land. Here is a well-managed institution—really a homely place in beautiful country by the Rangitikei River, about thirty miles by good roads from Palmerston North—which offers free farm-training for fifty lads, but the response to the generous call of the Board of Trustees has fallen far below expectations.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 9, Issue 12 (March 1, 1935)

The Original Purpose



          
The Original Purpose.

          
Flock House is a monument of New Zealand sheepowners' gratitude to brave men of the British mercantile marine who lost their lives or were grievously wounded in their steadfast performance of duty on the perilous high seas during the Great War. Flock House, which arose from the “New Zealand Sheepowners' Acknowledgment of Debt to British Seamen Fund,” was intended to provide facilities for new careers in the country districts of this Dominion for sons and daughters of British seamen. During the past ten years many of these young folk have passed satisfactorily through Flock House, but unhappily the depression of recent years has checked the ingress of British seamen's sons. However, it has left the way open for the entry of New Zealand soldiers' sons.
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Governor-General's Astonishment.

          
When His Excellency the Governor-General, Lord Bledisloe, was presenting the Championship Cup to the best trainee at Flock House, recently, he said that he was amazed to find that there were not more young men ready to grasp—and grasp eagerly—the opportunities that the place presented. Those who had accepted the offer were very wise and very lucky, for they had every kind of help and encouragement to make themselves competent, resourceful, self-reliant young farmers. His Excellency emphatically declared his belief—based on careful observation—that this country would continue to furnish a good living for an increasing number of efficient farmers.
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All-Round Training.

          
Here is a farm of more than 7000 acres, ranging from rich river flats to a sandy wilderness by the sea, to which the estate has a frontage of three and a half miles. The lads are brought into working touch with various kinds of agriculture, sheep-farming, dairying, swine husbandry, poultry-keeping, and forestry. The helpful work on the land is supplemented with in-door instruction by experts.

          
The average age of admission is about sixteen years. The period of training is eight months, after which the lads are assured permanent positions on farms or stations at fair rates of wages. The demand for these trainees is continuously greater than the supply. Well, why do not more lads take this chance of a safe start in life?
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Farms of their Own.

          
Last year the Trustees, on behalf of twenty experienced young men, graduates from Flock House, purchased a good improved property of 2300 acres in the Waikato. This achievement came from the young men's own savings, supplemented by a proportional subsidy granted by the Fund in each case.
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A field of lucerne has replaced sparse woods on a sandy tract.
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Mr. Edward Newman, C.M.G., member of the Government Railways Board and Chairman of the Board of Trustees of Flock House.


          

          
“During the first year,” states an official report, “the property is being farmed as a community settlement and the new settlers are also engaged in fencing and developing the separate farms which later will be occupied by the individuals comprised in the company. The future of this settlement is assured as the young men have been able to enter into it on particularly favourable terms in regard to the cost of land and stock, and the calibre of the settlers leaves nothing to be desired.

          
“The Trustees hope later to be able to assist further group settlements of this nature, as more of our young men attain maturity, competency and the necessary sufficient bank balances.”
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Wealth from Waste.

          
The seaward side of the estate offers a national lesson in winning wealth from waste. Close to the coast is a thriving forest of between 500 and 600 acres of pines and macrocarpa, a sturdy rampart against the onsets of westerlies, which rolled up the sand into many dunes long ago. Those winds are ever eager to shift the sand further inland, but this impulse is checked on a mile-and-a-half front by that stalwart garrison of trees, which have gained 35ft. of height in ten years. This sheltering belt will be gradually extended until the whole of this stretch of land will be guarded by the dark-green woods.

          
This protection from the salty sandscattering gusts will facilitate the conversion of poor surfaces into productive country. Experiments have proved well that a top-dressing of lime makes the soil suitable for Marlborough lucerne. Thus a dreary wilderness is being changed into pastures—a valuable object lesson which could be profitably applied to similar desolate places along the west coast of Wellington Province.
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The Gate of Yorkshire
          
        

        
(By 
D. J. Cowie.)

        
When I learnt the other day that the home of our Governor-General elect, Lord Galway, is at Bawtry, Yorkshire, my memory harked back to a cycling tour of my youth. The objective was Whitby, on the North Riding Coast; the starting point was London. I had toiled up the Great North Road, through Grantham, Stamford, Newark, and other famous towns.

        
Eventually I reached the border of Nottinghamshire; and Yorkshire, nobly represented by the little hamlet of Bawtry, lay directly across my path, or rather, I should say, on either side of it. I remember Bawtry, then, as a cheerful, red-tiled village, with a population of about 1,000 souls, straddling the main road as it entered Yorkshire.

        
Bawtry, being so conveniently situated on the North Road, was once a favourite lurking place of highwaymen. Especially memorable was the story of the famous saddler of Bawtry, who, according to local legend, was hanged for leaving his beer. It appears that a north-going traveller, whose saddlebags were laden with gold, stopped at Bawtry and commissioned this man to make some repairs to his saddle. The job done, the traveller paid the saddler and “shouted him” a tankard of beer, then continued his journey. In a wood just outside the town he was bailed up by a masked man and robbed of his gold. The traveller thereupon returned to Bawtry, and, happening to call in at the house of the saddler, found the tankard of beer he had bought him standing there untouched. This was sufficient evidence to set the authorities upon the trail of the culprit, and in due course the unnatural saddler was caught and hanged.

        
Being only on the edge of Yorkshire, Bawtry and its surroundings were scarcely the Yorkshire I had expected to find. Lush meadows, cool woods, hawthorn hedges and, in the distance, green hills were the chief items in the landscape. Our Governor-General elect, though a countryman with a home in real country, will have many new scenic experiences during his stay in the Dominion.
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Preparing a sandy wilderness for lucerne, at Flock House.
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Famous New Zealanders

 No. 24

 
Professor J. Macmillan Brown

 A Great Teacher, Writer And Traveller.
          
        

        

          
(Written for the “New Zealand Railways Magazine” by 

James Cowan.)
        

        

          

            
Professor John Macmillan Brown, M.A., Chancellor of the Uni-University of New Zealand, who died in Christchurch at the age of eighty-nine, on January 18th of this year, will live in the Dominion's history as the greatest pioneer of education in these islands, and as a vigorous and tireless rover of the Pacific in the cause of scientific enquiry. He was closely identified with the Canterbury University College from its foundation, and he left a fortune for the establishment there of a School of Pacific Islands Studies. He was an English and classical scholar of high attainments, and he was a keen investigator in the field of anthropological research in Polynesia and other parts of the Pacific. He was an eloquent speaker and writer, a philosopher, and an earnest advocate of the claims of higher education for all.
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The late Professor J. Macmillan Brown.


          

          

The late Professor Macmillan Brown was emphatically one of those men who leave the country the better for their presence in it. He was not only a great educationist and a leader in the arts and sciences, but he was a warm-hearted humanist, whose thought was ever for the advancement of his fellows in the knowledge and the culture that make a nation great. He saw beyond his time; he was a prophet and a guide; and from his death-bed he spoke his last words of counsel and warning to the people; his last address as Chancellor of the University of New Zealand was read on his behalf in the Senate only a few hours before he died.

          
For sixty years he had been a leader in scholarship and progressive thought in New Zealand; and his last thought was for the advancement of those studies which should be peculiarly the province of this country at the gates of the wide Pacific.

        

        

          
His Professorial Career.

          
Macmillan Brown's early scholastic work was both solid and brilliant. The foundations of his great attainments were laid in his native Scotland, where he studied in Edinburgh and Glasgow Universities. Scholarships gave him an entrance into Balliol College, Oxford, where he distinguished himself in English and classics. He came under the splendid influence of Dr. Jowett, the famous Master of Balliol, and he met, through Jowett, such men as Matthew Arnold and Swinburne. He wrote a great deal before he came to New Zealand, and he was offered newspaper editorial work, but an offer of the Professorship of English and Classics in the just-founded Canterbury College brought him to New Zealand in 1874.

          
It was very strenuous toil; the eager young Scots scholar threw himself into the work with all his heart, and he was working sixteen hours a day, so enthusiastic was he for the advancement of his classes. He had to give up the classical side of his work, but he soon took on the teaching of political economy and history. For twenty years he was the great driving force in the life of the college. He was a member of the New Zealand University Senate since 1877, and for the fourteen years before his death he was Chancellor. His annual addresses were always looked forward to as likely to contain stimulating and discussion-provoking thought; nothing that Macmillan Brown said was perfunctory or lacking in fire and the spirit of leadership. He delighted in shaking up the dry bones of indifference and 
laissez faire; he was unceasing in his appeals to the country's legislators for greater practical support of the cause of higher education.

        

        

          
Voyaging in the Pacific.

          
Macmillan Brown was fifty years old when he began a new phase of activity, a life that led him cruising about the Pacific Ocean until he became the most travelled of all New Zealand's writers and publicists, and indeed probably the greatest scientific traveller in the world. When failing eyesight forced him reluctantly to give up his professorial work he realised that, as he could not continue to read and write by artificial light he would have to seek the regions of longest sunshine and short winters or no winters. So he became a rover of the Pacific, seeking the sunshine of the tropic lands. He reconstructed his whole scheme of life, and turned his necessity to profitable account by studying the racial origins and problems and social anthropology of the Pacific Islands peoples.

        

        

          
“From Island Unto Island.”

          
For thirty years he travelled about the Pacific, in all kinds of vessels, finding his way to the most remote places.



His first study was Hawaii, with its strange mixture of races, and he gradually explored the other groups and the East Indies, Japan and the shores of Asia, until he knew the whole Pacific, literally from China to Peru. When he returned to New Zealand from one of his early voyages he told me that Mr. S. Percy Smith, who had about that time retired from the position of Surveyor-General of New Zealand, had been one of his sources of inspiration in Polynesian matters and had encouraged him to apply his scientific mind to problems which the Polynesian Society had been formed to investigate. Mr. Smith made several South Sea cruises to gather traditions bearing on Polynesian origins and migrations; and Macmillan Brown, though not a Maori-Polynesian linguist as Percy Smith was, greatly extended the original scope of investigation. He took the whole Pacific as his field; and he studied not only ethnological matters but also economic conditions and political issues. He entered every country with an open mind; he was never content to accept the views of earlier investigators; he delighted to propound new theories and hammer home novel conclusions. Some of his theories seemed to me to be based on inadequate data; nevertheless they were always thought-provoking, stimulating further enquiry.

          
Discomforts and difficulties of travel in the Pacific never deterred the vigorous and enthusiastic Macmillan Brown from searching out islands where some questions waited to be solved or at any rate discussed. He voyaged in all kinds of vessels, from ocean liners to small auxiliary-screw schooners. He contrived to visit even half-forgotten Rapa, most southerly of Eastern Pacific Islands, and he made repeated attempts, at last successful, to reach the most wonderful and enigmatical of all places, Easter Island.

        

        

          
The Riddle of the Pacific.

          
It was through the courtesy of the Chilian Government that he set foot on that island of the strange stone men. A vessel of the Chilian Navy, a square-rigged training ship, made a call at Wellington in 1924, when bound from Australia to Valparaiso, for the special purpose of giving him a passage to Easter Island; and on that sail-and-steam voyage across the wide stretch of the Pacific he increased his knowledge of Spanish. He was the greatest scientific enquirer of all those who had visited mysterious Rapanui, but even he, who brought to bear on that uncanny island of the giant images all the powers of his keen brain, could not claim that he had solved its anti-quarian problems. “The Riddle of the Pacific”—the fitting title of his book on Easter Island—remains an eternal conundrum.

          
I have often thought that had a good speaker of Maori from New Zealand visited Rapanui while there were still some of the old wise men living, he could have gathered information that would have solved the mystery of the island and its quarries and statues. But the atrocious raids of the Peruvian slave-ships in 1863 ruined Rapanui; the ruffian Spanish kidnappers from Callao carried off most of the inhabitants for forced labour, and the native priests and legend-keepers were among those stolen.

          
Macmillan Brown, like his predecessors, arrived on the scene too late to do much but describe the antiquities and the melancholy spirit of the island, and to propound fascinating theories about the vanished lands of the Pacific.

        

        

          
Books and Lectures.

          
Those Pacific cruisings of the active little professor, which criss-crossed all the wide ocean, gave him material for several books, dealing with the origin and culture of Maori and Polynesian, the Dutch East Indies, and other topics arising out of racial migrations and the mingling of races. Primitive man in Oceania presented endless questions for discussion and solution. Nothing in the Pacific escaped his eye or brain. He discussed such subjects as the origin and development of artistic design and artcraft, the origin of the Maori curve and spiral in carving, in a way that revealed the great breadth and range of his observations.

          
He talked publicly even more than he wrote. The professorial manner was always with him, but he never wearied his hearers. He was the most fascinating and charming of teachers and lecturers. I first made his acquaintance in Christchurch in 1906, and I remember well how pleasant it was to listen to the greatly learned man discuss all manner of men and places, and reveal every now and again some unexpected treasury of knowledge, the garnerings of his travels. That was at his home beside the glistening waters of the little Wairarapa, where grand old trees bent over the quiet stream. In his later years he built a pretty home on the Cashmere Hills, high above Christchurch city, where he could look out over the green glory of the plains to the snowy glint of the far-away mountains. There lies Macmillan Brown, returned to the earth beside the city where he taught with all the loving fire and energy of youth sixty years ago. He will never be forgotten. His books are his memorial; but an even greater memorial will be the School of Pacific Studies for which he left the greater part of the wealth he had gathered by wise investments and savings.

          
Professor Macmillan Brown's wife (who died in 1903) was a very gifted woman, a fitting mate. She was Helen Connon, M.A., the first woman to graduate with honours in a British University; she became Principal of the Christchurch Girls' High School.

        

        

          
An Appeal to Reason.

          
There is a pathetic interest as well as solid value in Macmillan Brown's last address to the University Senate, read on his behalf by the Pro-Chancellor, the Hon. J. A. Hanan, while the grand old teacher and prophet lay dying. It sounds now like a bugle call, not to war but to the
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Canterbury University College, Christchurch, where the late Professor J. Macmillan Brown spent twenty strenuous years of his life as teacher.





leaders of thought among us to rally to the cause of peaceful liberty and freedom, the true education of humanity which should make wars impossible. Some extracts are the essence of wisdom.

          
“The only chance of suppressing or even limiting the scope of the destructive art of the armament-makers,” wrote Macmillan Brown, “is greater intelligence in the human race, and this can be attained chiefly by education. Educational institutions have the youth of a country in the formative or plastic stage, and that is the stage when it is easiest to develop intelligence; it is on this that the keen outlook and wisdom of the succeeding generations depend. And without this keenness of outlook and wise penetration in mankind, war and the preparation for war, the source of most human misfortunes, will never be traced to their true source, the net-work of armament-making. And when the human race as a whole see plainly when their disasters come, they will, led by their wise statesmen, take measures to extirpate this destructive art and its masters.

          
“Next to experience and competition during the lifetime it is education makes the intelligence of man to increase. Improve the environment and man grows more intelligent. The broader, the longer and the more extensive and intensive the education is the greater the rise in the quality of the environment. Races, ages, and nations are more truly distinguished from each other by their system of education than by any other feature. Its growth is the growth of civilisation.”

          
The wise old man returned again and again to his appeal for disarmament. So long as the fear of war existed in the international mind, so long the existing depression would oppress the world and choke the channels of commerce. And he lamented the pride of man, little man. Humanity had many millions of years to travel before realising how minute is the place of this earth in the cosmos. Telescopes revealed “billions of universes that dwarf our little world;” but man would still think himself as the centre of it all.

          
Education, education in the highest sense, is now more necessary than ever—that was the burden of the great philosopher's dying call to his fellow-New Zealanders.

        

        

          

From the Engine Cab.

          
In a special appeal to motorists for care at level-crossings, an engine-driver, speaking from 
2Ya Wellington recently, put the position very clearly, as the following extract indicates:—

          
“An engine-driver may, during a shift, pass more than one hundred railway signals, all of which have to be obeyed. The passing of one at danger, may spell disaster to himself and his passengers. He also has other things to think about. He has to run to a timetable. He has to use judgment in regulating the speed. Tablets have to be exchanged. An occasional hot bearing may add to his troubles. He also has, as you have, his homesicknesses. I will not bother you with any more of the engine-driver's anxieties, but just mention those few to show you that although there are various important matters to be attended to, firmly fixed in the engine-drivers' mind is the obeyance of all signals whether they be clear or danger signals.

          
“Mr. Motorist, I have explained how we must pass and treat all signals, probably over a hundred in one day. Am I asking too much of you to stop, look and listen at all level-crossings? I do not suppose the majority of you will cross half a dozen in one day.”

        

        

          

An Appreciation.

          
As a sample of the rail traveller's appreciation of the courtesy and helpfulness of the Railway staff in New Zealand, we have pleasure in reproducing the following letter recently received by the Chairman of the Government Railways Board, Mr. H. H. Sterling, C.M.G., from a grateful resident of Te Awamutu:— I wish to call your attention to the courtesy, help, and consideration accorded me by your officers at Te Awamutu recently, and to assure you of my sincere appreciation of the same.

          
Briefly, the facts are as follows:—On or about 17th December I rang our Stationmaster (Mr. R. H. Annibal) asking for three reserved seats on an express train leaving here about 8.20 on the morning of the 23rd December.

          
On or about the 19th December Mr. Annibal advised me per phone that no seats were available on that train, but he had reserved the seats on an extra express leaving here about 4.40 on the same morning.

          
Now, Sir, there was no need for him, or his staff, to go out of their way to secure me accommodation, and I greatly appreciate the consideration and trouble that the local officers went to in this matter.

          
When returning from my leave the Stationmaster at Wellsford was courtesy itself. I rang him and asked for seats on the Opua-Auckland express and Auckland-Wellington Limited on the 4th instant. A few days prior to coming home, and when I got to the Wellsford station the reserved seat tickets on both trains were available. I cannot speak too highly of your officers' courtesy, and want to assure you of my appreciation of the services rendered me.

        

        

          
An old Wellington identity, full of years but still devoted to his pipe, when asked which smoke of the day he preferred, replied with a smile, “I have no preference. To me all smokes are equally good. Why, I often wake in the night and have a whiff! Bad habit? Ha! ha! So it is. But like some other bad habits it's very enjoyable! I used to smoke ordinary plug, but for years past I've been smoking Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead) and I find I not only get more enjoyment out of it but can smoke it with absolute impunity, and that makes all the difference. There are other toasted brands, but I don't want anything better than Cut Plug No. 10.” “The other toasted brands” referred to are Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Cavendish, Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold. All are of superfine quality and all are quite harmless. “Toasted” is imitated, but never equalled, or even approached. It's inimitable! And year after year the demand increases. There's no finer, purer, or better tobacco manufactured. It's on sale everywhere.*
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Professor John Macmillan Brown, M.A., Chancellor of the Uni-University of New Zealand, who died in Christchurch at the age of eighty-nine, on January 18th of this year, will live in the Dominion's history as the greatest pioneer of education in these islands, and as a vigorous and tireless rover of the Pacific in the cause of scientific enquiry. He was closely identified with the Canterbury University College from its foundation, and he left a fortune for the establishment there of a School of Pacific Islands Studies. He was an English and classical scholar of high attainments, and he was a keen investigator in the field of anthropological research in Polynesia and other parts of the Pacific. He was an eloquent speaker and writer, a philosopher, and an earnest advocate of the claims of higher education for all.
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The late Professor J. Macmillan Brown.


          

          

The late Professor Macmillan Brown was emphatically one of those men who leave the country the better for their presence in it. He was not only a great educationist and a leader in the arts and sciences, but he was a warm-hearted humanist, whose thought was ever for the advancement of his fellows in the knowledge and the culture that make a nation great. He saw beyond his time; he was a prophet and a guide; and from his death-bed he spoke his last words of counsel and warning to the people; his last address as Chancellor of the University of New Zealand was read on his behalf in the Senate only a few hours before he died.

          
For sixty years he had been a leader in scholarship and progressive thought in New Zealand; and his last thought was for the advancement of those studies which should be peculiarly the province of this country at the gates of the wide Pacific.
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His Professorial Career.

          
Macmillan Brown's early scholastic work was both solid and brilliant. The foundations of his great attainments were laid in his native Scotland, where he studied in Edinburgh and Glasgow Universities. Scholarships gave him an entrance into Balliol College, Oxford, where he distinguished himself in English and classics. He came under the splendid influence of Dr. Jowett, the famous Master of Balliol, and he met, through Jowett, such men as Matthew Arnold and Swinburne. He wrote a great deal before he came to New Zealand, and he was offered newspaper editorial work, but an offer of the Professorship of English and Classics in the just-founded Canterbury College brought him to New Zealand in 1874.

          
It was very strenuous toil; the eager young Scots scholar threw himself into the work with all his heart, and he was working sixteen hours a day, so enthusiastic was he for the advancement of his classes. He had to give up the classical side of his work, but he soon took on the teaching of political economy and history. For twenty years he was the great driving force in the life of the college. He was a member of the New Zealand University Senate since 1877, and for the fourteen years before his death he was Chancellor. His annual addresses were always looked forward to as likely to contain stimulating and discussion-provoking thought; nothing that Macmillan Brown said was perfunctory or lacking in fire and the spirit of leadership. He delighted in shaking up the dry bones of indifference and 
laissez faire; he was unceasing in his appeals to the country's legislators for greater practical support of the cause of higher education.
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Voyaging in the Pacific.

          
Macmillan Brown was fifty years old when he began a new phase of activity, a life that led him cruising about the Pacific Ocean until he became the most travelled of all New Zealand's writers and publicists, and indeed probably the greatest scientific traveller in the world. When failing eyesight forced him reluctantly to give up his professorial work he realised that, as he could not continue to read and write by artificial light he would have to seek the regions of longest sunshine and short winters or no winters. So he became a rover of the Pacific, seeking the sunshine of the tropic lands. He reconstructed his whole scheme of life, and turned his necessity to profitable account by studying the racial origins and problems and social anthropology of the Pacific Islands peoples.
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“From Island Unto Island.”

          
For thirty years he travelled about the Pacific, in all kinds of vessels, finding his way to the most remote places.



His first study was Hawaii, with its strange mixture of races, and he gradually explored the other groups and the East Indies, Japan and the shores of Asia, until he knew the whole Pacific, literally from China to Peru. When he returned to New Zealand from one of his early voyages he told me that Mr. S. Percy Smith, who had about that time retired from the position of Surveyor-General of New Zealand, had been one of his sources of inspiration in Polynesian matters and had encouraged him to apply his scientific mind to problems which the Polynesian Society had been formed to investigate. Mr. Smith made several South Sea cruises to gather traditions bearing on Polynesian origins and migrations; and Macmillan Brown, though not a Maori-Polynesian linguist as Percy Smith was, greatly extended the original scope of investigation. He took the whole Pacific as his field; and he studied not only ethnological matters but also economic conditions and political issues. He entered every country with an open mind; he was never content to accept the views of earlier investigators; he delighted to propound new theories and hammer home novel conclusions. Some of his theories seemed to me to be based on inadequate data; nevertheless they were always thought-provoking, stimulating further enquiry.

          
Discomforts and difficulties of travel in the Pacific never deterred the vigorous and enthusiastic Macmillan Brown from searching out islands where some questions waited to be solved or at any rate discussed. He voyaged in all kinds of vessels, from ocean liners to small auxiliary-screw schooners. He contrived to visit even half-forgotten Rapa, most southerly of Eastern Pacific Islands, and he made repeated attempts, at last successful, to reach the most wonderful and enigmatical of all places, Easter Island.
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The Riddle of the Pacific.

          
It was through the courtesy of the Chilian Government that he set foot on that island of the strange stone men. A vessel of the Chilian Navy, a square-rigged training ship, made a call at Wellington in 1924, when bound from Australia to Valparaiso, for the special purpose of giving him a passage to Easter Island; and on that sail-and-steam voyage across the wide stretch of the Pacific he increased his knowledge of Spanish. He was the greatest scientific enquirer of all those who had visited mysterious Rapanui, but even he, who brought to bear on that uncanny island of the giant images all the powers of his keen brain, could not claim that he had solved its anti-quarian problems. “The Riddle of the Pacific”—the fitting title of his book on Easter Island—remains an eternal conundrum.

          
I have often thought that had a good speaker of Maori from New Zealand visited Rapanui while there were still some of the old wise men living, he could have gathered information that would have solved the mystery of the island and its quarries and statues. But the atrocious raids of the Peruvian slave-ships in 1863 ruined Rapanui; the ruffian Spanish kidnappers from Callao carried off most of the inhabitants for forced labour, and the native priests and legend-keepers were among those stolen.

          
Macmillan Brown, like his predecessors, arrived on the scene too late to do much but describe the antiquities and the melancholy spirit of the island, and to propound fascinating theories about the vanished lands of the Pacific.
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Books and Lectures.

          
Those Pacific cruisings of the active little professor, which criss-crossed all the wide ocean, gave him material for several books, dealing with the origin and culture of Maori and Polynesian, the Dutch East Indies, and other topics arising out of racial migrations and the mingling of races. Primitive man in Oceania presented endless questions for discussion and solution. Nothing in the Pacific escaped his eye or brain. He discussed such subjects as the origin and development of artistic design and artcraft, the origin of the Maori curve and spiral in carving, in a way that revealed the great breadth and range of his observations.

          
He talked publicly even more than he wrote. The professorial manner was always with him, but he never wearied his hearers. He was the most fascinating and charming of teachers and lecturers. I first made his acquaintance in Christchurch in 1906, and I remember well how pleasant it was to listen to the greatly learned man discuss all manner of men and places, and reveal every now and again some unexpected treasury of knowledge, the garnerings of his travels. That was at his home beside the glistening waters of the little Wairarapa, where grand old trees bent over the quiet stream. In his later years he built a pretty home on the Cashmere Hills, high above Christchurch city, where he could look out over the green glory of the plains to the snowy glint of the far-away mountains. There lies Macmillan Brown, returned to the earth beside the city where he taught with all the loving fire and energy of youth sixty years ago. He will never be forgotten. His books are his memorial; but an even greater memorial will be the School of Pacific Studies for which he left the greater part of the wealth he had gathered by wise investments and savings.

          
Professor Macmillan Brown's wife (who died in 1903) was a very gifted woman, a fitting mate. She was Helen Connon, M.A., the first woman to graduate with honours in a British University; she became Principal of the Christchurch Girls' High School.
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An Appeal to Reason.

          
There is a pathetic interest as well as solid value in Macmillan Brown's last address to the University Senate, read on his behalf by the Pro-Chancellor, the Hon. J. A. Hanan, while the grand old teacher and prophet lay dying. It sounds now like a bugle call, not to war but to the
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leaders of thought among us to rally to the cause of peaceful liberty and freedom, the true education of humanity which should make wars impossible. Some extracts are the essence of wisdom.

          
“The only chance of suppressing or even limiting the scope of the destructive art of the armament-makers,” wrote Macmillan Brown, “is greater intelligence in the human race, and this can be attained chiefly by education. Educational institutions have the youth of a country in the formative or plastic stage, and that is the stage when it is easiest to develop intelligence; it is on this that the keen outlook and wisdom of the succeeding generations depend. And without this keenness of outlook and wise penetration in mankind, war and the preparation for war, the source of most human misfortunes, will never be traced to their true source, the net-work of armament-making. And when the human race as a whole see plainly when their disasters come, they will, led by their wise statesmen, take measures to extirpate this destructive art and its masters.

          
“Next to experience and competition during the lifetime it is education makes the intelligence of man to increase. Improve the environment and man grows more intelligent. The broader, the longer and the more extensive and intensive the education is the greater the rise in the quality of the environment. Races, ages, and nations are more truly distinguished from each other by their system of education than by any other feature. Its growth is the growth of civilisation.”

          
The wise old man returned again and again to his appeal for disarmament. So long as the fear of war existed in the international mind, so long the existing depression would oppress the world and choke the channels of commerce. And he lamented the pride of man, little man. Humanity had many millions of years to travel before realising how minute is the place of this earth in the cosmos. Telescopes revealed “billions of universes that dwarf our little world;” but man would still think himself as the centre of it all.

          
Education, education in the highest sense, is now more necessary than ever—that was the burden of the great philosopher's dying call to his fellow-New Zealanders.
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From the Engine Cab.

          
In a special appeal to motorists for care at level-crossings, an engine-driver, speaking from 
2Ya Wellington recently, put the position very clearly, as the following extract indicates:—

          
“An engine-driver may, during a shift, pass more than one hundred railway signals, all of which have to be obeyed. The passing of one at danger, may spell disaster to himself and his passengers. He also has other things to think about. He has to run to a timetable. He has to use judgment in regulating the speed. Tablets have to be exchanged. An occasional hot bearing may add to his troubles. He also has, as you have, his homesicknesses. I will not bother you with any more of the engine-driver's anxieties, but just mention those few to show you that although there are various important matters to be attended to, firmly fixed in the engine-drivers' mind is the obeyance of all signals whether they be clear or danger signals.

          
“Mr. Motorist, I have explained how we must pass and treat all signals, probably over a hundred in one day. Am I asking too much of you to stop, look and listen at all level-crossings? I do not suppose the majority of you will cross half a dozen in one day.”
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An Appreciation.

          
As a sample of the rail traveller's appreciation of the courtesy and helpfulness of the Railway staff in New Zealand, we have pleasure in reproducing the following letter recently received by the Chairman of the Government Railways Board, Mr. H. H. Sterling, C.M.G., from a grateful resident of Te Awamutu:— I wish to call your attention to the courtesy, help, and consideration accorded me by your officers at Te Awamutu recently, and to assure you of my sincere appreciation of the same.

          
Briefly, the facts are as follows:—On or about 17th December I rang our Stationmaster (Mr. R. H. Annibal) asking for three reserved seats on an express train leaving here about 8.20 on the morning of the 23rd December.

          
On or about the 19th December Mr. Annibal advised me per phone that no seats were available on that train, but he had reserved the seats on an extra express leaving here about 4.40 on the same morning.

          
Now, Sir, there was no need for him, or his staff, to go out of their way to secure me accommodation, and I greatly appreciate the consideration and trouble that the local officers went to in this matter.

          
When returning from my leave the Stationmaster at Wellsford was courtesy itself. I rang him and asked for seats on the Opua-Auckland express and Auckland-Wellington Limited on the 4th instant. A few days prior to coming home, and when I got to the Wellsford station the reserved seat tickets on both trains were available. I cannot speak too highly of your officers' courtesy, and want to assure you of my appreciation of the services rendered me.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 9, Issue 12 (March 1, 1935)

[section]



          
An old Wellington identity, full of years but still devoted to his pipe, when asked which smoke of the day he preferred, replied with a smile, “I have no preference. To me all smokes are equally good. Why, I often wake in the night and have a whiff! Bad habit? Ha! ha! So it is. But like some other bad habits it's very enjoyable! I used to smoke ordinary plug, but for years past I've been smoking Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead) and I find I not only get more enjoyment out of it but can smoke it with absolute impunity, and that makes all the difference. There are other toasted brands, but I don't want anything better than Cut Plug No. 10.” “The other toasted brands” referred to are Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Cavendish, Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold. All are of superfine quality and all are quite harmless. “Toasted” is imitated, but never equalled, or even approached. It's inimitable! And year after year the demand increases. There's no finer, purer, or better tobacco manufactured. It's on sale everywhere.*
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 High Speed British Passenger Trains.
            
          
        

        
by 
Arthur L. Stead
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Fast passenger train running has always been a feature of British railways operation. While America and one or two Continental countries present striking examples of really fast passenger train, movement, taking all in all, in no other corner of the five continents do railways offer such a remarkable number of fast daily express runs as is the case in Britain. From the point of view of distance, what we at Home term “long” passenger journeys are actually very short trips as compared with the tremendous mileages covered by American trans-continental and European international expresses. Nevertheless, the great trunk services of the four group railways of Britain are recognised the world over as of outstanding interest and merit, and the fame of trains like the “Flying Scotsman,” the “Royal Scot,” the “Cheltenham Flyer,” and the “Brighton Belle” has for long been established wherever railwaymen foregather.

          
One of the finest shows of fast daily passenger trains is found in the Anglo-Scottish time-table of the London and North Eastern Railway. In and out of the King's Cross terminus in London there are operated a vast number of crack trains, all of them “hotels on wheels,” with the “Flying Scotsman” topping the list.

          
Pullman train operation is conspicuous at King's Cross. All-Pullman services include the “Queen of Scots” daily train between London, Leeds, Newcastle-on-Tyne, and Edinburgh; the “West Riding Pullman” between London and the thriving industrial centres of Yorkshire; and the “Harrow-gate Sunday Pullman” between London and the spa centre of Harrowgate. Two fine night trains are “The Aberdonian,” from London to Aberdeen; and the “Night Scotsman,” operating between King's Cross and Scottish points. These both have luxury sleepers in their make-up, and are rightly among the most popular of Anglo-Scottish connections.

        

        

          
Sleeping-car Appointments.

          
Because of the ever-growing popularity of night travel, the L. and N.E. Railway have recently introduced new sleeping-cars of an exceedingly comfortable type in their East Coast express services. Instead of one scheme of decoration being employed throughout each car, individual, decorative schemes have been adopted for the different pairs of compartments.

          
For the first car treated in this way, the colours are especially blended shades of blue, yellow, green and pink. Each berth is panelled out in mahogany to a height of 3ft. 6in. above the floor, with coloured walls up to the ceiling. The blankets in the different compartments are of colours to harmonise with the wall shades. Blue and fawn Wilton carpets are laid over sponge rubber to deaden sound, and all fittings- such as net racks- are chromium plated. Each compartment is furnished with three electric lights and heated by steam radiator, and every single piece of furnishing and equipment strikes a decidedly luxurious note. Third-class sleepers, run in the Anglo-Scottish services, are also being turned out on more luxurious lines. As a result, night bookings are increasing very materially, and in the busy summer season this spreading out of the passenger traffic over the twenty-four hours should prove of the greatest advantage in relieving congestion on the more popular daylight expresses.

        

        

          
Vast Coal Traffic.

          
Coal forms one of the most profitable traffics handled by the Home railways. The four group lines carry approximately 160,000,000 tons of coal every year, and the movement of this business, as well as the supply of empty wagons to the coalfields, calls for special care and attention. A great proportion of the coal moving from the pits is carried in privately-owned wagons. There are approximately 550,000 such wagons in service, the majority being owned by the collieries and the big coal merchants.

          
The leading coalfields are situated in Yorkshire, Derbyshire, South Wales and the Midlands. Through train loads of coal are worked daily to the principal consuming centres and seaports, while most slow goods trains include
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in their make-up numbers of coal wagons. In recent years efforts have been made to get the colliery owners to improve their overhead equipment so as to permit of the utilisation of highcapacity wagons. The Great Western has been a pioneer in this campaign, and in the South Wales coalfield, served exclusively by the Great Western, high-capacity trucks are regularly loaded up at the loading collieries. The railways themselves naturally are among the biggest users of British coal. The four group systems purchase annually 14,000,000 tons of “black diamonds,” the bulk of this tonnage going to feed their 21,000 steam locomotives.

        

        

          
Equipment at Locomotive Depots.

          
Locomotive shed improvements have been undertaken on an extensive scale at Home. Recent betterments include, at many sheds, the installation of mechanical aids to coaling, improved methods of ash disposal, and the provision of scientific washing-out plant. At the larger sheds increased attention is being paid to the turntable equipment, and at the L. and N.E. King's Cross locomotive depot there has just been installed the first turntable in Britain to be worked by the brake apparatus of the locomotive itself. At most depots, engines are carefully run on to the table, so that the weight is equally balanced about the central pivot, and the table is then pushed round by hand—an arduous task at any time, and becoming almost impossible with the heavy “Pacific” and “Baltic” locomotives of to-day. This has all been revolutionised at King's Cross.

          
The new appliance consists of a small vacuum engine with two double-acting oscillating cylinders geared to a tractor fixed to the turntable. When an engine is run on to the table, the driver connects the vacuum pipe of his locomotive to a corresponding pipe on the tractor and applies the vacuum ejector apparatus. This suction through the brake pipe causes the tractor to work and supplies ample power to turn the largest engine. If a locomotive is not in steam, its vacuum ejector will not, of course, supply the necessary suction. To allow for this, a vacuum accumulator is fixed beneath the table and supplies sufficient power to turn a dead engine; in addition, the apparatus can be thrown out of gear, and the turntable worked by hand, if desired.

        

        

          
Expansion of Container Traffic.

          
Container movement for merchandise of all kinds steadily increases throughout Europe. In Britain, the use of containers is expanding rapidly, and today almost every class of freight may be handled expeditiously and safely by container. In a modified form, the containers generally favoured represent the upper portion of a railway wagon which may be carried with equal facility on rail chassis or road vehicle. The containers vary in length in Britain from approximately seven to fourteen feet, and in general a carrying capacity in the neighbourhood of four tons is most common. The closed types are fitted with end doors, usually comprising a half-drop door at the bottom and a pair of swing doors above. Certain containers also have side doors, while in the open type the stock has drop doors on each side and at one end.

          
Among the latest types of container to be introduced on the Home lines are numbers of insulated containers for the carriage of meat. The Southern Railway uses large numbers of units of this type in connection with meat imports at Southampton Docks, and much of the meat coming to Britain from New Zealand is conveyed over the group railways in this convenient and expeditious fashion.

        

        

          
Practical Training in First Aid.

          
First-aid for the injured forms an important part of the training of the railwayman. The first-aid movement, sponsored by the St. John Ambulance Association, has enthusiastic followers throughout Britain, and the railway managements are happy to assist in every way the spread of the movement.

          
During the present winter season, first-aid classes are being held all over the railway system. The training, supervised by qualified medical men, is absolutely free. The lectures are held in the evening, and last about one hour each. They are followed by practical work, and ultimately by an examination. Successful candidates receive a certificate and a metal coat-badge to indicate that they are qualified to render efficient first-aid. The second year's study leads up to a “voucher” award, and the third up to a medallion, also carrying with it additional free travelling facilities. Fifteen-year ambulance experts, with their gold medals, are quite common, while there are also many railwaymen who proudly display their twenty-year bars, quarter-century medals and thirty-year bars. Contests are held between different ambulance teams of each railway, while there is every year an inter-railway challenge shield to be won by the best all-round ambulance team in Britain. It is not a pleasant feeling to stand by, helpless and undecided, when one's neighbour has met with an accident, and ambulance training is, beyond doubt, one of the finest studies any railwayman can take up.
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Sleeping-car Appointments.

          
Because of the ever-growing popularity of night travel, the L. and N.E. Railway have recently introduced new sleeping-cars of an exceedingly comfortable type in their East Coast express services. Instead of one scheme of decoration being employed throughout each car, individual, decorative schemes have been adopted for the different pairs of compartments.
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Vast Coal Traffic.

          
Coal forms one of the most profitable traffics handled by the Home railways. The four group lines carry approximately 160,000,000 tons of coal every year, and the movement of this business, as well as the supply of empty wagons to the coalfields, calls for special care and attention. A great proportion of the coal moving from the pits is carried in privately-owned wagons. There are approximately 550,000 such wagons in service, the majority being owned by the collieries and the big coal merchants.
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in their make-up numbers of coal wagons. In recent years efforts have been made to get the colliery owners to improve their overhead equipment so as to permit of the utilisation of highcapacity wagons. The Great Western has been a pioneer in this campaign, and in the South Wales coalfield, served exclusively by the Great Western, high-capacity trucks are regularly loaded up at the loading collieries. The railways themselves naturally are among the biggest users of British coal. The four group systems purchase annually 14,000,000 tons of “black diamonds,” the bulk of this tonnage going to feed their 21,000 steam locomotives.
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Locomotive shed improvements have been undertaken on an extensive scale at Home. Recent betterments include, at many sheds, the installation of mechanical aids to coaling, improved methods of ash disposal, and the provision of scientific washing-out plant. At the larger sheds increased attention is being paid to the turntable equipment, and at the L. and N.E. King's Cross locomotive depot there has just been installed the first turntable in Britain to be worked by the brake apparatus of the locomotive itself. At most depots, engines are carefully run on to the table, so that the weight is equally balanced about the central pivot, and the table is then pushed round by hand—an arduous task at any time, and becoming almost impossible with the heavy “Pacific” and “Baltic” locomotives of to-day. This has all been revolutionised at King's Cross.

          
The new appliance consists of a small vacuum engine with two double-acting oscillating cylinders geared to a tractor fixed to the turntable. When an engine is run on to the table, the driver connects the vacuum pipe of his locomotive to a corresponding pipe on the tractor and applies the vacuum ejector apparatus. This suction through the brake pipe causes the tractor to work and supplies ample power to turn the largest engine. If a locomotive is not in steam, its vacuum ejector will not, of course, supply the necessary suction. To allow for this, a vacuum accumulator is fixed beneath the table and supplies sufficient power to turn a dead engine; in addition, the apparatus can be thrown out of gear, and the turntable worked by hand, if desired.
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Among the latest types of container to be introduced on the Home lines are numbers of insulated containers for the carriage of meat. The Southern Railway uses large numbers of units of this type in connection with meat imports at Southampton Docks, and much of the meat coming to Britain from New Zealand is conveyed over the group railways in this convenient and expeditious fashion.
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Practical Training in First Aid.

          
First-aid for the injured forms an important part of the training of the railwayman. The first-aid movement, sponsored by the St. John Ambulance Association, has enthusiastic followers throughout Britain, and the railway managements are happy to assist in every way the spread of the movement.

          
During the present winter season, first-aid classes are being held all over the railway system. The training, supervised by qualified medical men, is absolutely free. The lectures are held in the evening, and last about one hour each. They are followed by practical work, and ultimately by an examination. Successful candidates receive a certificate and a metal coat-badge to indicate that they are qualified to render efficient first-aid. The second year's study leads up to a “voucher” award, and the third up to a medallion, also carrying with it additional free travelling facilities. Fifteen-year ambulance experts, with their gold medals, are quite common, while there are also many railwaymen who proudly display their twenty-year bars, quarter-century medals and thirty-year bars. Contests are held between different ambulance teams of each railway, while there is every year an inter-railway challenge shield to be won by the best all-round ambulance team in Britain. It is not a pleasant feeling to stand by, helpless and undecided, when one's neighbour has met with an accident, and ambulance training is, beyond doubt, one of the finest studies any railwayman can take up.
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New Zealand Verse
        

        

          

            
              
The Sea and the Children.
            
          

          

            
What are you singing, bright waves of the ocean?


            
Washing the beach where the little birds run;


            
Catching the shimmering sunbeams in motion,


            
Kissing them, tossing them back to the sun.
          

          

            
What are you telling the gay children playing


            
Knee-deep within your soft salt waves of blue?


            
Can their young hearts understand what you're saying?


            
Sweet secrets whispered between them and you.
          

          

            
Does their clear vision behold caverns lying,


            
Filled with sea wonders, your waters below?


            
Do their ears hear in your murmuring sighing


            
Surf on the lonely rocks wheeling gulls know?
          

          

            
Can they hear great winds in night darkness calling


            
Over your bosom from spaces afar?


            
Can they feel the great heart of you rising and falling?


            
See the moon's pale reflection and many a star.
          

          

            
Do they stand spellbound before your great story?


            
Young hot hearts wistful; though fettered; yet free—


            
Do they feel the salt tang of your breast old and hoary?—


            
These are the lads, then, who follow the sea.
            —
A. Bower Poynter.
          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            
              
Day Dreams.
            
          

          

            
I have lain all through the halcyon morn,


            
Upon a grassy cliff above the sea,


            
Where white gulls sing their ancient songs forlorn,


            
And skylarks carol on unceasingly,


            
And scents of gorse and manuka are borne


            
Upon the little soft, sea-winds to me.
          

          

            
Yet I have been across the world away,


            
Where, bright beyond a strange, fantastic quay,


            
A white town floats upon a blue, blue bay,


            
And weary, battered ships, spent with the sea,


            
Sail in to haven for a happy day,


            
And deep-voiced sailors swagger when they see


            
The slow, brown glance of girls—and wish to stay.
          

          

            
Oh, I have been across the world away,


            
Roaming the hot streets of a foreign town,


            
And, dreaming by the drowsy, palm-fringed bay,


            
Have heard a lilting tune come drifting down,


            
And seen a lissom girl with laughter gay,


            
Dance to its music, in a crimson gown.


            
I have lain all through the halcyon summer morn


            
Upon a grassy cliff above the sea.
            —
Hazel Dunn.
          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            
              
Humpty Dumpty.
            
          

          

            
To-day, little one, we attempt to review


            
A work which may be of some interest to you.


            
Its nature is narrative, simple of course,


            
With rather a strong allegorical force.


            
It preaches a moral but does it with skill


            
And takes the precaution of gilding the pill,


            
For the writer expresses his argumentation


            
By means of a vivid personification.


            
We see brought to life with a stroke of the pen


            
The ordinary egg of an ordinary hen.


            
This vitalised figure is placed on the field


            
And little by little the plot is revealed.


            
The action proceeds to a climax at length


            
In language of elegance rather than strength,


            
But stark is the tragedy, tragic the gloom


            
In which it is ruthlessly rushed to its doom.


            
The parable ends on a quieter note,


            
Proceeding with logical calm to denote


            
The fruitless exertions of all the king's men


            
To fasten the victim together again.


            
So that is the story of Humpty the egg,


            
And you will remember the moral, I beg.


            
You see it of course? It is this, little folk,


            
A lot of bad eggs are all right till they're broke.
            —R.G.P.

          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            
              
On Queenstown Hill.
            
          

          

            
The damp mists clung about the trees


            
Where the hill path went winding:


            
For wafting down the morning breeze,


            
We heard the tui singing.


            
The wet grass sagged against our knees


            
But we went onward climbing,
          

          

            
Upward we climbed, and soon the song


            
Wove through our happy laughter,


            
But, pausing where the white mists throng,


            
We heard it growing softer,


            
Till one clear note plealed loud and long


            
And there was silence after.
          

          

            
We turned and watched a golden light,


            
The formless white mists scatter,


            
And saw them, mirrored in their flight,


            
Deep in the lake's blue water


            
Like dreams left by the laggard night


            
For dawn's quick light to shatter.
            —
Helen M. Gibb.
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The Sea and the Children.
            
          

          

            
What are you singing, bright waves of the ocean?


            
Washing the beach where the little birds run;


            
Catching the shimmering sunbeams in motion,


            
Kissing them, tossing them back to the sun.
          

          

            
What are you telling the gay children playing


            
Knee-deep within your soft salt waves of blue?


            
Can their young hearts understand what you're saying?


            
Sweet secrets whispered between them and you.
          

          

            
Does their clear vision behold caverns lying,


            
Filled with sea wonders, your waters below?


            
Do their ears hear in your murmuring sighing


            
Surf on the lonely rocks wheeling gulls know?
          

          

            
Can they hear great winds in night darkness calling


            
Over your bosom from spaces afar?


            
Can they feel the great heart of you rising and falling?


            
See the moon's pale reflection and many a star.
          

          

            
Do they stand spellbound before your great story?


            
Young hot hearts wistful; though fettered; yet free—


            
Do they feel the salt tang of your breast old and hoary?—


            
These are the lads, then, who follow the sea.
            —
A. Bower Poynter.
          

          
* * *
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Day Dreams.
            
          

          

            
I have lain all through the halcyon morn,


            
Upon a grassy cliff above the sea,


            
Where white gulls sing their ancient songs forlorn,


            
And skylarks carol on unceasingly,


            
And scents of gorse and manuka are borne


            
Upon the little soft, sea-winds to me.
          

          

            
Yet I have been across the world away,


            
Where, bright beyond a strange, fantastic quay,


            
A white town floats upon a blue, blue bay,


            
And weary, battered ships, spent with the sea,


            
Sail in to haven for a happy day,


            
And deep-voiced sailors swagger when they see


            
The slow, brown glance of girls—and wish to stay.
          

          

            
Oh, I have been across the world away,


            
Roaming the hot streets of a foreign town,


            
And, dreaming by the drowsy, palm-fringed bay,


            
Have heard a lilting tune come drifting down,


            
And seen a lissom girl with laughter gay,


            
Dance to its music, in a crimson gown.


            
I have lain all through the halcyon summer morn


            
Upon a grassy cliff above the sea.
            —
Hazel Dunn.
          

          
* * *
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In language of elegance rather than strength,


            
But stark is the tragedy, tragic the gloom


            
In which it is ruthlessly rushed to its doom.


            
The parable ends on a quieter note,


            
Proceeding with logical calm to denote


            
The fruitless exertions of all the king's men


            
To fasten the victim together again.
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We turned and watched a golden light,


            
The formless white mists scatter,


            
And saw them, mirrored in their flight,


            
Deep in the lake's blue water


            
Like dreams left by the laggard night


            
For dawn's quick light to shatter.
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“From a Smoker Window”
          
        

        

          
(Third Radio Address from Station 
2Ya, Wellington, by 

Geo. G. Stewart, Publicity Manager, New Zealand Railways.)
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Here we are again, all ready for another radio ride, by railway smoking-car, where we can, through the length and breadth of the South Island. This, of course, is the greater Island of New Zealand, for it is ten miles longer than the North Island, and has fourteen thousand more square miles of territory. So, if you ever wonder why the South Island throws its weight about so much, the answer is because it has 58,000 out of the total New Zealand area of 104 thousand square miles.

        
* * *

        
But now, suppose we start quietly at Nelson and the north and work up steam as we proceed to the more exciting parts. Nelson, at some seasons, brings to mind Gray's Elegy, as the place in which

        
“All the air a solemn stillness holds Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight

        
And drowsy tinklings lull the distant folds.”

        
Not that it is a place of idleness, this sunshine city of orchards and gardens, hops and barley, schools of music and schools of thought. While other people play round with bread and butter, Nelson makes biscuits and jam—and enjoys them!

        
Its sons and daughters, nurtured in the quiet air of their basking, sun-blessed city, are often drugged to a state of semi-somnolent silence on their native heath. But they store up reserves of physical, mental and moral energy, and have been known to become “big noises” when they got away from it.

        
Here. Rutherford first heard about atoms; here Milner gave a new meaning to eloquence; here little Max manoeuvred his first forward rush; and here Kidson, at college, first answered the cry—“What's the weather going to be, Teddie?”

        
* * *

        
From Nelson southward to the Coast, along the route of “the railway of a dream,” we pass the smiling Waimea Plains, glance at the rich applelands, surmount Spooner's Range, cross the Hope Saddle, and then down the Buller watershed, past Murchison, Lyall, Inangahua, and Berlin's—names redolent with the glamour of the old gold-mining days—and so through the Buller Gorge and under Hawke's Crag to Westport. The road has made the romance of the nine-mile ferry a thing of the past. But I wonder if the boats still row, at the full of the tide, away above the Buller bridge or down among the weird lagoons of this brimming gorge-famed river?

        
The Westport railway pays handsomely, for it brings coal in huge quantities to be shipped from the Buller mouth to all those ports where the best coal goes. It connects with the high and wild plateau of Denniston. Down the long, steep incline from here, hurtle, on powerful wire cables, the high-ended railway wagons of Coal-brookdale coal, to satisfy the utmost demands of the most steam-minded locomotive or marine engineers.

        
At Inangahua Junction you join the train for Reefton, Greymouth and Hokitika. Reefton, like the Jolly Miller, with one hand in the hopper of mining, and the other in the bag of farming, makes its grab as the wheel goes round, and it is regaining prosperity in the process. Greymouth is the biggest town on the Coast, and “carries on” without worrying too much; and Hokitika, a healthy, happy seaside township, is the jumping-off place for the great West Coast drive, past the calm waters of glorious lakes, like the forest-bowered Ian the, all along the bush-flanked road that leads to Franz Josef and the Fox—glaciers that are famous the world over for their daring approach through native forest almost to sea-level. Here, in the course of an easy morning stroll, you may traverse a glacier, walk suspended over wild and wonderful forest gorges, bathe in Nature's hot baths, and cool off with a dip in the ocean. All the way from the tropics to Antarctica and back, in half a day! Both glaciers have comfortable hostels for the accommodation and entertainment of travellers. Just picture in your mind that magnificent scenery: foreground of forest; a scintillating glacier in the middle distance, and behind it all the sheer majesty of the snow-clad Alps.

        
* * *

        
And now back we go to Greymouth, and aboard the Midland express for the trans-Island run to Canterbury. As we strike a light in the warm comfort of the smoker, doesn't it seem a real wrench to leave the genial hospitality of the Coast? Even in the matter of whitebait you get bigger and more frequent helpings here than anywhere else in the
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world. They stoke their huge fireplaces to a constant state of roaring welcome. They have more rain than most places, but it doesn't worry them—less sunshine, but they make the best of it. It is a true saying: “Once a West Coaster, always a good sport.” And it was in the real spirit of the West Coast that Seddon wrote a glorious page in this country's history.

        
* * *

        
But now our train is puffing its way steadily up the grade of the Otira Gorge. Particularly lucky are they who travel this route when the sheen of red rata lights up the sombre beauty of that heavily-wooded and sightly valley. And now we are at Otira, for lunch while the engines change. We are to make the run through to Arthur's Pass by the famous Otira Tunnel, as it pierces the Southern Alps in 5 1/4 miles of dark, clean passage. While the lights in our car repel the utter Stygian darkness of the outer void, and the sound of our going reverberates in muffled cadences from the walls of the chasm, someone remembers that this is the longest tunnel in the British Empire and the seventh longest in the world. The history of its building is an epic of courage in the face of tremendous obstacles, and still another tribute to the engineering skill and tunnelling craftsmanship of New Zealanders.

        
* * *

        
And now we are at Arthur's Pass, on the edge of the Arthur's Pass National Park, a magnificent mountain playground for east-and-west-coasters alike. And we are in a drier, clearer land at the top of the long gradual slope which runs all across the plains to Christchurch.

        
The typical Canterbury man is broad, like the flats that he lives on. He is well conditioned like the lambs that frisk in his fields, and he is not very tall. Abroad he is apt to rave about the Avon, and at home he sees to it that they keep well ground the banks of this calm and cultured stream, as it winds importantly through the Cathedral City. For this is Christchurch—the home of enthusiasms, New Zealand Cups, Harts, Olivers, gardens, diagonals, and a 
Square.


        
And now would you like three reasons why we should visit Christchurch? The first is, to get out of it, by climbing the Cashmere Hills; the second, to enjoy the rush and struggle of the newspaper war, in a town where there's always a Sun-Star fight at night, and Times-Press in the morning; and the third, to see the Railway electric sign that reminds you of the safety and comfort assured by the national transport system.

        
Before leaving Canterbury it is good “soothing syrup” for the nerves, to take a run by rail and road to the quiet peace of Akaroa's sunny bays, and smoothly-sloping, sheep-infested hills.

        
* * *

        
Southward from Christchurch our fine express takes us at rapid speed over the trout-rivers and flat farmlands of the wool and wheat growing Canterbury Plains. Eastward lies the sea, and westward are the bold ridges of the distant high mountains.

        
In mountains the North has nothing to compare with the Southern Alps—that tremendous many-ribbed backbone, which extends, with hardly a break, almost the whole length of the Island. And now, we are at Timaru, a brisk, busy town, where they make flour and grow flowers—both excellently.

        
Timaru is also a favourite sea-side resort, and the starting-point for the Mt. Cook region; and that is, perhaps, the most notable of all the Dominion's tourist attractions.

        
* * *

        
Mt. Cook itself, the highest of all our mountains, and the most impressive by the sheer beauty and majesty of its contours, is a constant lure to the ambitious mountaineer. All other climbing in New Zealand might be regarded as practice for Mt. Cook.

        
From “The Hermitage,” the large and finely-appointed hotel which serves this mountain playground, shooting expeditions are organised to hunt the wily Thar, or the surefooted, lively Chamois. Here the botanist, finds new species of alpine flowers and shrubs; the geologist delights in the secrets of Nature laid bare by the tearing, resistless force of glaciers, like the Hochstetter, the Mueller, the Ball or the Tasman. Here the sightseer is enthralled by close-up views of these snowclad heights of romance—Elie de Beaumont, the Silberhorn, Sefton, the Minarets, and a dozen others, of outstanding eminence and beauty. The eye follows the fast rolling, snow-smoke of thundering avalanche, or watches the ceaseless play of the Hochstetter ice-falls. Safely guided, the visitor wanders through native forest, explores the cool recesses and the blue glimmering beauty of ice-caves, scales peaks or negotiates crevasses. Here, through days of bright, exhilarating sunshine, even the most sternuous exercise fails to produce that limp weariness you feel at lower levels.

        
And this is the place where winter sports are enjoyed in their highest excellence; for ski-ing (shee-ing) or ski-ing (skee-ing) has now become a high art, without some knowledge of which, no home in the future will be happy.

        
* * *

        
And now back to our train at Timaru, and south again, past Oamaru (of Waitaki and whitestone fame) and among the hills and lovely scascapes that open out on the approach to Dunedin. Some think these are amongst the most charming views in the Dominion.

        
And now for “twa or mebbe three” reasons for visiting Dunedin. The first, to salute the statue of Bobby Burns. This puts you right “on side,” and is a proper tribute to the memory of that most human of geniuses. The second, to meet a medical student in his native lair. This makes you shock-proof to doctors. And the third, to meet the canniest, and at the same time, the most hospitable people in the world.

        
* * *

        
South towards Invercargill we are running through the open, rolling downs of the wealth-producing south, for this

        
(Continued on p. 29.)
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On the road to Ross, Westland, South Island, New Zealand.
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The striking pictures that adorn the pages of this article should be carefully perused before its contents are read. Its title is not a statement made on the carefree and provocative lines of Lever's famous character who insisted that “Sackville Street's the finest street in Europe.” Not even the boldest of a daring race has said that The Curragh or Punchestown is the finest racecourse in Europe. I shall show presently that the heading above is nothing more or less than the sober truth.

          
Anyway, it is time that more publicity drums were beaten and more trumpets blown about this Dominion's commanding position with respect to the use, breeding, and proper enjoyment of the thoroughbred horse. It is not undue optimism to believe that when the time comes for us to have to swallow G. B. Shaw's advice to “eat your own butter,” a good measure of compensation for our loss of exports can be got by the right exploitation of our country's rich capacity for the production of bloodstock.
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The Members' Stand and the Grand Stand at Trentham.


          

          
New Zealand is second only to old England herself in the growing and furnishing of the finest type of race-horse. We alone in the world, had the temerity to send a horse to England, whose line of sons and daughters altered the whole map of winning strains in the Old Land. This was Carbine and there is, in addition, the famous Trenton, who also left an indelible improvement mark. Sir Modred, whose equal we have bred in dozens, headed the winning sires' list in U.S.A. With the one exception from France, all other countries, great or small, have had only one-way traffic with England in bloodstock.

          
To-day, as a result of intelligent and selective breeding for generations, in a climate ideal for the nurture and culture of the horse, and owing to our fecund, luxuriant and permanent pastures, our bloodstock has reached a standard of excellence rivalled only by the Mother Country.

          
One of the contributing causes towards this extraordinary phenomenon is this fact: the management of the racing of horses is, in our little country, without peer in the range of its incidence, in its efficiency, and in its sporting and entertainment value.

          
We have eighty or more courses, all of them good, and of them twenty at least bear comparison with the leading racecourses of the rest of the world, and four of them would take a “power o' beating” on any system of comparison. These remarks apply to galloping courses only, and the splendid arenas devoted to the harness sport, for instance, at Addington and Auckland, are not included.

          
Trentham is the best of them all, and is the best racecourse in the world. This contention does not need any legalistic precision to enable proof of
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Looking from the Members' Stand at Trentham, shewing main totalisator and the crowd watching the barometer.
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its truth to be furnished, but it may be necessary to explain the term “the best racecourse,” A variety of conditions must be taken into consideration to get a just appraisement of the comparative merit of racecourses. I can remember saying casually to Mr. G. L. Stead, the most practical of our racing authorities, “What is our best course?” His unhesitating answer was “Woodville, without any doubt.” His mind was on one quality—consistency as a testing ground.

          
Travellers may rave about the exotic beauty of Deauville and the luxury of Lonchamps or Neuilly. The grandstands of American courses get praise, but the least said about their dirt tracks the better. Buenos Ayres has stands on the same novel principle as Trentham. Some of the historic courses of England have a turf that can only be the product of centuries of loving care.

          
In the order of their importance, I list the points of a racecourse.

          


	1.
	
              The value of the race-track itself as a testing ground.
            


	2.
	
              The provisions made for the comfort of patrons and for the public's understanding, appreciation and enjoyment of the sport.
            


	3.
	
              The facilities given to trainers for the proper education and preparation of their charges.
            


	4.
	
              Position and beauty of surroundings.
            


          
In one or other of these qualities Trentham may be here and there excelled. In its combination of all four, it leads the world.

          
The race track at Trentham is a superb testing ground. Its exact length, a mile and a quarter, is ideal, and its shape is perfect. The band of heroes who undertook the acquisition of the Trentham ground and the tremendous task of converting it into a racecourse had a “clean slate” and made the most of that advantage.

          
Trentham course is an engineering job. It was a lake bottom of ancient lineage, consisting of 234 acres of potholes, stumps and patches covered with stones, waterworn throughout the ages, and of all sizes and shapes. The stones were removed, providing material for the making of the handsome and impressive sixty-yard slope up to the grandstand. The whole area was then surveyed, and the track relaid as to every foot of its circuit. On carefully constructed foundations, a clay subsoil was spread, and upon this a full layer of rich river silt. The turf is of the best English grasses, and might be a thousand years old.

          
The track is dead level. Such is the ideal nature of the turns that only one portion of the course needed banking. Few people know that just beyond the winning post, the outside of the course is four feet higher than the inside. Galloping accidents at Trentham, therefore, are never the fault of the course.

          
By way of being odious, it is necessary to stress the comparison the Old Country courses bear to Trentham. Many of them have taken shape in the dear old historic way of the Homeland, just as still run “the crooked lanes of England.” Many of them have no circuit—for instance, Epsom, Brighton and Newmarket. They have projecting “legs” for straight miles or summer conditions, and corners of every degree of fierceness. Even Royal Ascot has two dreadful corners, Leicester is a square cornered rectangle, and Newmarket has the shape of a shallow boomerang with the July “leg” at right angles. Few of them are level, and many of them have their height irregularities at awkward places. Many of them are marred by that serious curse, a crossing for pedestrians or vehicles. The copious watering at Trentham ensures a turf that is velvety and springy under all conditions. Be reminded that many English courses with great names, notably Newmarket, “cake” badly in dry seasons. When two horses, equally well, meet at Trentham, the test is conclusive. Time records for obvious reasons are not proof of the excellence of a course, but Trentham has held at various times most of the Australasian records, and for a period, held half of all the New Zealand eighteen standard distance records.

          
On the first test, therefore, Trentham is difficult to match.

          
On the second count, Trentham's provision for the comfort of patrons and members is on a scale that is a source of wonder to all overseas visitors. The three giant stands at Trentham carry seating accommodation for twelve thousand people. The cantilever principle on which they are built is confined to a half dozen courses in the world. The illustrations show the superb beauty of the design, with their entire freedom from pillar obstruction, and their air of majestic simplicity. They have, moreover, a feature which is unique the world over, and is not generally known to our own public.

          
Every person seated on any one of the three stands, from the farthest back seat on the People's Stand to the front corner of the Members' Stand, has an uninterrupted view of any race from start to finish. The stands are not in line, but are slightly angled, and every seat has been tested for the line of sight. This innovation was meticulously examined by the Institute of Architects of New South Wales, who reported that this miracle of planning was completely efficient. It applies also to any projected extension of the stands. The spacious birdcage and the fine brick housing for the horseboxes, provide a stage for the showing of the candidates which has about it the air of a theatre.

          
The accommodation for members and visitors is sumptuous. Apart from its luxury and convenience, there is ample room. An ordinary member of



the Wellington Racing Club has more comfort and quiet, and more genuine facilities for viewing and enjoying the races than are afforded in the Royal enclosure at Ascot. I say nothing of the frills—the tasteful restrooms; the lovely refreshment lounge for ladies and their escorts; the totalisator extensions for members' private use, and “all that.” The modern pari-mutuel equipment has the last word in its barometer indicator, and in a series of handsome buildings. The hosts of beautiful English trees; the spacious green lawns; vivid ornamental flower gardens; and the ample parking for motor cars, all make up a pleasure ground worthy of the capital of any country.

          
On this count, all in all, Trentham has no peer.

          
The training facilities at Trentham are beyond criticism. The trial grass is inside the rail, being a continuation of the main track. When the huge sprinklers are at work, the trial grass gets its ration, and is always in order. The plough and sand tracks (and the tan when it was procurable) were specially laid and prepared when the whole enclosure was remodelled. The plough can be deepened from two to four inches according to requirements. The club makes no charge to trainers, and there are no embarrassing regulations. Any horse can matriculate under ideal conditions at this ideal university.

          
Lastly, the surroundings at Tren-tham are breath-taking in their beauty. Instead of a huddle of roofs, factory chimneys, or a wide uninteresting heath, there is a vista of noble mountains. Many an eye wanders from the brilliant scene of racing colours and glowing horses, to the sublime panorama with which Nature encircles Trentham.

          
The very difficulties that were encountered in the building of Trentham made necessary a high measure of achievement; but none of it would have been possible without the work of enthusiasts. Trentham was conceived and erected by a band of capable business men who loved racing, and, above all, understood its problems and possibilities.

          
The stewards at the time were: President, Mr. J. G. Harcourt; Vice-Presidents, Messrs. W. H. Moorehouse and R. T. Turnbull; Stewards, Messrs. J. W. Abbott, James Ames, H. F. Johnston, Hon. T. K. MacDonald, Neil McLean, D. J. Nathan, and John Wilkins, and there was the indefatigable Treasurer and Trustee, Mr. O. S. Watkins. destined later to take the highest position in our racing world.

          
To-day Mr. E. L. Riddiford makes a worthy successor to the great preceding Presidents, Mr. J. G. Harcourt and Mr. J. G. Duncan. Under his guidance, aided by his vast fund of practical experience and a loving assiduity in the cares of his office, the noble tradition of the Wellington Racing Club is maintained at its full. The Club is fortunate, too, in the services of Mr. Haley, a human encyclopedia of everything about Trentham.

          
By way of giving final point to the claim that Trentham is unique, one last word must be said. The best racecourse in the world has eleven days of racing. The whole complicated machinery of these Metropolitan meetings as well as the intricate administration of the Club itself, is run by a lady secretary, Miss Bray, trimly calm and capable, and as efficient as she is dainty. I am indebted to her for much information in the writing of this article.

          
Not more than thirty minutes by rail or road from Wellington, there is the best racecourse in the world. Enough has never been said as to the capacity of New Zealand as a superb bloodstock farm, nor of the unrivalled standard of its racecourses. This article definitely proves that Trentham, being the best in a land which has the British love of the horse in a superlative degree, and an aggregation of advantages in the growing and racing of horses, has no peer as a testing and carnival ground for the meeting of thoroughbreds.

          
New Zealand has many claims to world superiority in its provision for the amenities of life and the recreation of its folk, many of them still waiting to be advanced and proved. However, one reading of this article will convince the reader that all its claims have been irrefutably demonstrated as nothing but the pure truth.

        

        

          
“Don't you smoke?” queried the affable stranger (who was smoking like a factory-chimney himself) of the young fellow alongside as the Rotorua express sped on its way. “Wish I could!” came the reply, “but” (with a laugh), “it always turns me up!” “It's easy enough to learn,” said the affable one, “get a tin of Riverhead Gold, and roll your own. That won't turn you up! Been trying to learn with a pipe, haven't you?” The other nodded. “That's no good, my dear chap! You take my tip and you'll soon be a smoker!” Three months later they met again—in Queen Street, Auckland. The young fellow pointed with pride to his pipe. “Took your tip,” he said, “it worked like a charm! I'm smoking Navy Cut No. 3 now. It's glorious!” “Nothing like toasted, my boy! Next to no nicotine in it. I don't know its equal.” The genuine toasted has no equal. It is matchless! Only five brands, remember!—Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Cavendish, Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold.*
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The striking pictures that adorn the pages of this article should be carefully perused before its contents are read. Its title is not a statement made on the carefree and provocative lines of Lever's famous character who insisted that “Sackville Street's the finest street in Europe.” Not even the boldest of a daring race has said that The Curragh or Punchestown is the finest racecourse in Europe. I shall show presently that the heading above is nothing more or less than the sober truth.

          
Anyway, it is time that more publicity drums were beaten and more trumpets blown about this Dominion's commanding position with respect to the use, breeding, and proper enjoyment of the thoroughbred horse. It is not undue optimism to believe that when the time comes for us to have to swallow G. B. Shaw's advice to “eat your own butter,” a good measure of compensation for our loss of exports can be got by the right exploitation of our country's rich capacity for the production of bloodstock.
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The Members' Stand and the Grand Stand at Trentham.


          

          
New Zealand is second only to old England herself in the growing and furnishing of the finest type of race-horse. We alone in the world, had the temerity to send a horse to England, whose line of sons and daughters altered the whole map of winning strains in the Old Land. This was Carbine and there is, in addition, the famous Trenton, who also left an indelible improvement mark. Sir Modred, whose equal we have bred in dozens, headed the winning sires' list in U.S.A. With the one exception from France, all other countries, great or small, have had only one-way traffic with England in bloodstock.

          
To-day, as a result of intelligent and selective breeding for generations, in a climate ideal for the nurture and culture of the horse, and owing to our fecund, luxuriant and permanent pastures, our bloodstock has reached a standard of excellence rivalled only by the Mother Country.

          
One of the contributing causes towards this extraordinary phenomenon is this fact: the management of the racing of horses is, in our little country, without peer in the range of its incidence, in its efficiency, and in its sporting and entertainment value.

          
We have eighty or more courses, all of them good, and of them twenty at least bear comparison with the leading racecourses of the rest of the world, and four of them would take a “power o' beating” on any system of comparison. These remarks apply to galloping courses only, and the splendid arenas devoted to the harness sport, for instance, at Addington and Auckland, are not included.

          
Trentham is the best of them all, and is the best racecourse in the world. This contention does not need any legalistic precision to enable proof of
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Looking from the Members' Stand at Trentham, shewing main totalisator and the crowd watching the barometer.
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its truth to be furnished, but it may be necessary to explain the term “the best racecourse,” A variety of conditions must be taken into consideration to get a just appraisement of the comparative merit of racecourses. I can remember saying casually to Mr. G. L. Stead, the most practical of our racing authorities, “What is our best course?” His unhesitating answer was “Woodville, without any doubt.” His mind was on one quality—consistency as a testing ground.

          
Travellers may rave about the exotic beauty of Deauville and the luxury of Lonchamps or Neuilly. The grandstands of American courses get praise, but the least said about their dirt tracks the better. Buenos Ayres has stands on the same novel principle as Trentham. Some of the historic courses of England have a turf that can only be the product of centuries of loving care.

          
In the order of their importance, I list the points of a racecourse.

          


	1.
	
              The value of the race-track itself as a testing ground.
            


	2.
	
              The provisions made for the comfort of patrons and for the public's understanding, appreciation and enjoyment of the sport.
            


	3.
	
              The facilities given to trainers for the proper education and preparation of their charges.
            


	4.
	
              Position and beauty of surroundings.
            


          
In one or other of these qualities Trentham may be here and there excelled. In its combination of all four, it leads the world.

          
The race track at Trentham is a superb testing ground. Its exact length, a mile and a quarter, is ideal, and its shape is perfect. The band of heroes who undertook the acquisition of the Trentham ground and the tremendous task of converting it into a racecourse had a “clean slate” and made the most of that advantage.

          
Trentham course is an engineering job. It was a lake bottom of ancient lineage, consisting of 234 acres of potholes, stumps and patches covered with stones, waterworn throughout the ages, and of all sizes and shapes. The stones were removed, providing material for the making of the handsome and impressive sixty-yard slope up to the grandstand. The whole area was then surveyed, and the track relaid as to every foot of its circuit. On carefully constructed foundations, a clay subsoil was spread, and upon this a full layer of rich river silt. The turf is of the best English grasses, and might be a thousand years old.

          
The track is dead level. Such is the ideal nature of the turns that only one portion of the course needed banking. Few people know that just beyond the winning post, the outside of the course is four feet higher than the inside. Galloping accidents at Trentham, therefore, are never the fault of the course.

          
By way of being odious, it is necessary to stress the comparison the Old Country courses bear to Trentham. Many of them have taken shape in the dear old historic way of the Homeland, just as still run “the crooked lanes of England.” Many of them have no circuit—for instance, Epsom, Brighton and Newmarket. They have projecting “legs” for straight miles or summer conditions, and corners of every degree of fierceness. Even Royal Ascot has two dreadful corners, Leicester is a square cornered rectangle, and Newmarket has the shape of a shallow boomerang with the July “leg” at right angles. Few of them are level, and many of them have their height irregularities at awkward places. Many of them are marred by that serious curse, a crossing for pedestrians or vehicles. The copious watering at Trentham ensures a turf that is velvety and springy under all conditions. Be reminded that many English courses with great names, notably Newmarket, “cake” badly in dry seasons. When two horses, equally well, meet at Trentham, the test is conclusive. Time records for obvious reasons are not proof of the excellence of a course, but Trentham has held at various times most of the Australasian records, and for a period, held half of all the New Zealand eighteen standard distance records.

          
On the first test, therefore, Trentham is difficult to match.

          
On the second count, Trentham's provision for the comfort of patrons and members is on a scale that is a source of wonder to all overseas visitors. The three giant stands at Trentham carry seating accommodation for twelve thousand people. The cantilever principle on which they are built is confined to a half dozen courses in the world. The illustrations show the superb beauty of the design, with their entire freedom from pillar obstruction, and their air of majestic simplicity. They have, moreover, a feature which is unique the world over, and is not generally known to our own public.

          
Every person seated on any one of the three stands, from the farthest back seat on the People's Stand to the front corner of the Members' Stand, has an uninterrupted view of any race from start to finish. The stands are not in line, but are slightly angled, and every seat has been tested for the line of sight. This innovation was meticulously examined by the Institute of Architects of New South Wales, who reported that this miracle of planning was completely efficient. It applies also to any projected extension of the stands. The spacious birdcage and the fine brick housing for the horseboxes, provide a stage for the showing of the candidates which has about it the air of a theatre.

          
The accommodation for members and visitors is sumptuous. Apart from its luxury and convenience, there is ample room. An ordinary member of



the Wellington Racing Club has more comfort and quiet, and more genuine facilities for viewing and enjoying the races than are afforded in the Royal enclosure at Ascot. I say nothing of the frills—the tasteful restrooms; the lovely refreshment lounge for ladies and their escorts; the totalisator extensions for members' private use, and “all that.” The modern pari-mutuel equipment has the last word in its barometer indicator, and in a series of handsome buildings. The hosts of beautiful English trees; the spacious green lawns; vivid ornamental flower gardens; and the ample parking for motor cars, all make up a pleasure ground worthy of the capital of any country.

          
On this count, all in all, Trentham has no peer.

          
The training facilities at Trentham are beyond criticism. The trial grass is inside the rail, being a continuation of the main track. When the huge sprinklers are at work, the trial grass gets its ration, and is always in order. The plough and sand tracks (and the tan when it was procurable) were specially laid and prepared when the whole enclosure was remodelled. The plough can be deepened from two to four inches according to requirements. The club makes no charge to trainers, and there are no embarrassing regulations. Any horse can matriculate under ideal conditions at this ideal university.

          
Lastly, the surroundings at Tren-tham are breath-taking in their beauty. Instead of a huddle of roofs, factory chimneys, or a wide uninteresting heath, there is a vista of noble mountains. Many an eye wanders from the brilliant scene of racing colours and glowing horses, to the sublime panorama with which Nature encircles Trentham.

          
The very difficulties that were encountered in the building of Trentham made necessary a high measure of achievement; but none of it would have been possible without the work of enthusiasts. Trentham was conceived and erected by a band of capable business men who loved racing, and, above all, understood its problems and possibilities.

          
The stewards at the time were: President, Mr. J. G. Harcourt; Vice-Presidents, Messrs. W. H. Moorehouse and R. T. Turnbull; Stewards, Messrs. J. W. Abbott, James Ames, H. F. Johnston, Hon. T. K. MacDonald, Neil McLean, D. J. Nathan, and John Wilkins, and there was the indefatigable Treasurer and Trustee, Mr. O. S. Watkins. destined later to take the highest position in our racing world.

          
To-day Mr. E. L. Riddiford makes a worthy successor to the great preceding Presidents, Mr. J. G. Harcourt and Mr. J. G. Duncan. Under his guidance, aided by his vast fund of practical experience and a loving assiduity in the cares of his office, the noble tradition of the Wellington Racing Club is maintained at its full. The Club is fortunate, too, in the services of Mr. Haley, a human encyclopedia of everything about Trentham.

          
By way of giving final point to the claim that Trentham is unique, one last word must be said. The best racecourse in the world has eleven days of racing. The whole complicated machinery of these Metropolitan meetings as well as the intricate administration of the Club itself, is run by a lady secretary, Miss Bray, trimly calm and capable, and as efficient as she is dainty. I am indebted to her for much information in the writing of this article.

          
Not more than thirty minutes by rail or road from Wellington, there is the best racecourse in the world. Enough has never been said as to the capacity of New Zealand as a superb bloodstock farm, nor of the unrivalled standard of its racecourses. This article definitely proves that Trentham, being the best in a land which has the British love of the horse in a superlative degree, and an aggregation of advantages in the growing and racing of horses, has no peer as a testing and carnival ground for the meeting of thoroughbreds.

          
New Zealand has many claims to world superiority in its provision for the amenities of life and the recreation of its folk, many of them still waiting to be advanced and proved. However, one reading of this article will convince the reader that all its claims have been irrefutably demonstrated as nothing but the pure truth.
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“Don't you smoke?” queried the affable stranger (who was smoking like a factory-chimney himself) of the young fellow alongside as the Rotorua express sped on its way. “Wish I could!” came the reply, “but” (with a laugh), “it always turns me up!” “It's easy enough to learn,” said the affable one, “get a tin of Riverhead Gold, and roll your own. That won't turn you up! Been trying to learn with a pipe, haven't you?” The other nodded. “That's no good, my dear chap! You take my tip and you'll soon be a smoker!” Three months later they met again—in Queen Street, Auckland. The young fellow pointed with pride to his pipe. “Took your tip,” he said, “it worked like a charm! I'm smoking Navy Cut No. 3 now. It's glorious!” “Nothing like toasted, my boy! Next to no nicotine in it. I don't know its equal.” The genuine toasted has no equal. It is matchless! Only five brands, remember!—Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Cavendish, Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold.*
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From a Smoker Window.

        
(Continued from p. 23.)

        
Southland mines a wonderful brown coal, as well as gaining a rich harvest from crops and pastures. And then, after a glance across to the mountains and bays of tempting Stewart Island, away up to Lumsden for the lake trip over Te Anau. Now comes the Milford Walk to Milford Sound, declared by those who have made it to be the finest walk in the world, as Milford, with its Mitre Peak, is doubtless the most lovely Sound.

        
* * *

        
Back to the train at Lumsden, and on to Kingston to join the lake steamer for the picturesque run to Queenstown, headquarters of all this wonderful Lakeland District. The sheer beauty of Queenstown's surroundings is indescribable—the deep blue of its clear water; the bold range of the Remarkables; the. lovely Park; the head - of - the - Lake steamer trip with music and dancing as we glide past isles of romance; the run past the waterfalls of the Bridal Veil, to Paradise; and the breathtaking drive to Skippers—all this has to be lived to be understood. And then by car through the gold-enchanted Kawarau Gorge to Cromwell, and down by rail through the unique rock-bastioned Otago Central to Dunedin, or over the Lindis Pass for a quick run, past Waimate and the great hydro-electric works of Waitaki to rejoin the north-bound express at Stud-holme Junction.

        
* * *

        
From Christchurch northward, train and motor take tired people to Hanmer, as the old threedecker used to take them “to the Islands of the blest.” Hanmer, up among the foothills, is a place of quiet rest, good golfing, excellent accommodation, thermal waters, and special medical treatments.

        
And now the last run takes us by train to Parnassus and then by motor through Kaikoura, a township of rare attractiveness, healthily-set between the sea and the mountains, and then up the charming East Coast road to Marlborough—that land of promise and rich performance, to the still repose of the deep-water Picton Port, for cruises in the deeply-indented and pleasantly-varied Marlborough Sounds.
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Ski-ing on the world-famed Tasman Glacier, Mt. Cook, South Island, New Zealand.


        

        
I have given these three chats about travel in New Zealand to stir some of you out of your stay-at-home contentment, and to make you make the effort to go about and see your own country. Of course, your opinion might not agree with mine. You might prefer Hanmer and I might sigh for Mt. Cook. You might want a seaside like Timaru, and I might want a land-slide like Skippers. You might long for a sword-fish fight off Russell, and I might be happy with a whitebait net at Grey. But look them over and take your pick—from glowworms that put the stars to flight, to hot baths of healing and pleasure; from mountain to lake; from forest to waterfall; from one end to the other of this wonderful country; and until you have seen them all you are no judge of relative merits, and you can't love your country as you should because you don't know all its loveliness. To paraphrase the stone injunction at Burke's Pass, “Take the word of a child of the misty gorges”—see New Zealand first, and see it, as so much of it can best be seen, from the Smoker Window.

        
At Christie's famous auction mart in London, not long since, was offered to the highest bidder an old English tobacco-box in solid silver, beautifully chased, and with an exquisitely painted female figure on the lid. A thing of beauty! Originally it may have cost five or six guineas. Under the hammer it realised £35. Years hence it may fetch double. Genuine antiques usually appreciate in value. Such tobacco boxes were quite common in the 18th century. Nowadays most men carry pouches, and are (rightly) more concerned about the quality of their tobacco than about its container. Brands innumerable there are, a prime favourite with 20th century smokers being “toasted New Zealand”—remarkable no less for its soothing and comforting properties than for its comparative freedom from the health-destroying nicotine—eliminated by toasting. The five brands of this beautiful tobacco—Cut Plug No. 10 (Bullshead), Navy Cut No. 3 (Bulldog), Cavendish, Riverhead Gold and Desert Gold—are in universal request. There's no tobacco like “toasted.” But see you get the real thing. Avoid worthless imitations.*
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The Wisdom of the Maori
          
        

        
(
By 

Tohunga
.)

        

          
Teaching the Language.

          

Lord Bledisloe, in his capacity of Governor-General, never let slip an opportunity of urging the cultivation of the Maori traditions and poetical and artistic lore, and also the Maori language. In his farewell address to the Waikato Maoris, an address directed also at the pakehas of the Dominion, he appealed once more to the people to adhere to the best things of the past, and in particular the Maori tongue. He emphasised the lamentable neglect of the language, and regretted the fact that “few public men in New Zealand can speak the beautiful Maori tongue, and therefore few can put themselves in the Maori's place and find out what his true aspirations are.” He hoped, for the sake not only of the Maori people but of all sections of the community, that a greater knowledge of the Maori language and customs would be developed.

          
Wise counsel from a great man who has shown again and again during his sojourn with us that he is heart and soul a patriotic New Zealander as well as an Englishman. He has indicated a great defect in our system of education. The Maori population is increasing steadily; it will not be many years, at the present rate of progress, before it is up to 100,000. The Maori has regained the old zest in life, the will to get on and become a strong people again, and the importance of education in all forms of native culture is gradually being realised.

          
But education lags behind. The language is not encouraged by the bodies that control the schooling of the New Zealander, either in the primary or the secondary Schools. Indeed I know that it is actively discouraged in some native schools. I have even heard of Maori children being forbidden to speak their own tongue in the playground. The idea is that they hear enough Maori at home, and that every effort should be made at school to concentrate on English. The intention may be good, but the effect is to make the children rather ashamed of their parent tongue.

        

        

          
A Necessary Subject.

          
In my opinion the time has come for the inclusion of Maori in the pass subjects necessary for a New Zealand University degree in Arts. At present it is an optional subject, and as we know, little or no interest is given to merely optional subjects. A vast amount of the work devoted to French, for example, could be diverted to Maori. It is likely to be of more use and interest to a New Zealander than any other language except English. Latin is indispensable to a student who would understand the origin of his own language; but French I would make a purely optional subject. Maori emphatically, should be taught in the secondary schools. It has its literary culture equally with French.

          
As for the Governor-General's reference to the want of knowledge of the Maori tongue amongst public men in New Zealand, I need not discuss that here. Sufficient to say that I would like to see our public men, and especially the young “coming-on” men, take the great Englishman's sage counsel to heart.

        

        

          
The Tale of Horohoro.

          
In last month's “Railways Magazine” I discussed some place names. One I shall take for a topic just now is Horohoro. That flat-topped mountain range, lifting like a huge violet table from the plains, is a wonderful landscape feature when you come on it round a bend in the Rotorua-Atiamuri road. There was a little isolated Maori kainga at its foot, on the gently sloping talus of good volcanic soil. Now there is a well-cultivated native farming area with modern homes about the base of the ancient mountain. It is a fascinating skyline, that table with a vertical uplift of more than a thousand feet (its summit between 2400 and 2500 feet above sea-level), its tremendous eastern face of rocky wall, broken into innumerable chines. Horohoro I have seen translated as “fallen, fallen,” in supposed allusion to the geological cataclysm of old which left this Maori “mesa” standing there sharp-cut against the sky. Also, “horohoro” might refer to landslips, or falls of rock from the cliffs. But the root word “horo” means something quite different.

          
A wise man of the Arawa once discoursed to me on some of these names and their origins. The full name of the mountain (it is really the butt-end of the range which extends from the Hautere-Mamaku plateau) was given by this authority on local history as “Te Horohoronga-nui-a-Tia,” which means “The Great Swallowing of Tia.” This ancestor Tia lived six centuries ago; he was one of the chiefs who landed at Maketu from the Polynesian immigrant canoe Arawa.

        

        

          
Tia and the Tapu.

          
He set forth into the interior to explore and claim land for himself and his family and followers. Some incident occurred here which placed him under the temporary ban of 
tapu. It became necessary to remove this inconvenient restriction before he could eat or travel, and so here at the base of the strange mountain, then nameless, a priestly ceremony was performed. The principal part of the rite consisted in the swallowing (
horoho-ronga) of some specially charmed or 
karakia'd food which had been cooked in a sacred fire. It had to be gulped down without remaining long in the mouth. Thus was Tia freed from the wizardly spell, and the incident was commemorated in the name given to the place where the explorers had camped.

          
There is an alternative explanation of the name, which was given me by an elder of the Ngati-Raukawa tribe, whose territory extends from the westward to Horohoro. This variant means “The Sacred Cleansing of the Hands of Tia”—in the Maori “Te Horohoroinga-o-nga-Ringaringa-a-Tia.” Here the root word is “horoi,” to wash. The story pertaining to it, as preserved by the Ngati-Raukawa, is that a member of the travelling party died there, and Tia having handled the body at the burial in a cave, was temporarily 
tapu and therefore unable to use his hands to feed himself. The rite of “pure” or “whakanoa,” was performed. The prayers were recited, and Tia ceremonially washed his hands—“out, damned spot!”—in a stream, to cleanse them from the imaginary fatal tapu. Not until this and divers other rites were observed did Tia the 
tohunga feel free to take his customary nourishment again, whatever it was in those days when everything was new in Aotearoa.

          
So there is a choice of name-origins there for you, but the basic incident is the same, ridding Tia of the troublesome 
tapu at the base of the grey mountain. This Tia was responsible also for the name of Lake Taupo, but that is a rather long story which will keep for another occasion.

        

        

          
High Gear.

          
Traffic Inspector: “Now, Miss, what gear were you in at the time of the accident?”

          
Demure Miss: “Oh, I had on a black beret, tan shoes and a tweed sports dress.”
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A wise man of the Arawa once discoursed to me on some of these names and their origins. The full name of the mountain (it is really the butt-end of the range which extends from the Hautere-Mamaku plateau) was given by this authority on local history as “Te Horohoronga-nui-a-Tia,” which means “The Great Swallowing of Tia.” This ancestor Tia lived six centuries ago; he was one of the chiefs who landed at Maketu from the Polynesian immigrant canoe Arawa.
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Tia and the Tapu



          
Tia and the Tapu.

          
He set forth into the interior to explore and claim land for himself and his family and followers. Some incident occurred here which placed him under the temporary ban of 
tapu. It became necessary to remove this inconvenient restriction before he could eat or travel, and so here at the base of the strange mountain, then nameless, a priestly ceremony was performed. The principal part of the rite consisted in the swallowing (
horoho-ronga) of some specially charmed or 
karakia'd food which had been cooked in a sacred fire. It had to be gulped down without remaining long in the mouth. Thus was Tia freed from the wizardly spell, and the incident was commemorated in the name given to the place where the explorers had camped.

          
There is an alternative explanation of the name, which was given me by an elder of the Ngati-Raukawa tribe, whose territory extends from the westward to Horohoro. This variant means “The Sacred Cleansing of the Hands of Tia”—in the Maori “Te Horohoroinga-o-nga-Ringaringa-a-Tia.” Here the root word is “horoi,” to wash. The story pertaining to it, as preserved by the Ngati-Raukawa, is that a member of the travelling party died there, and Tia having handled the body at the burial in a cave, was temporarily 
tapu and therefore unable to use his hands to feed himself. The rite of “pure” or “whakanoa,” was performed. The prayers were recited, and Tia ceremonially washed his hands—“out, damned spot!”—in a stream, to cleanse them from the imaginary fatal tapu. Not until this and divers other rites were observed did Tia the 
tohunga feel free to take his customary nourishment again, whatever it was in those days when everything was new in Aotearoa.

          
So there is a choice of name-origins there for you, but the basic incident is the same, ridding Tia of the troublesome 
tapu at the base of the grey mountain. This Tia was responsible also for the name of Lake Taupo, but that is a rather long story which will keep for another occasion.
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High Gear



          
High Gear.

          
Traffic Inspector: “Now, Miss, what gear were you in at the time of the accident?”

          
Demure Miss: “Oh, I had on a black beret, tan shoes and a tweed sports dress.”
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The Royal Train—A Product of New Zealand's Railway Industry.


(Rly. Publicity photos.)


The above are illustrations of various compartments on the Royal train, built at the Otahuhu Railway Workshops, Auckland, for the tour over the North Island lines by His Royal Highness the Duke of Gloucester. (1) The Royal car; (2) the lounge; (3) the Duke's dining car; (4) the Duke's bedroom; (5) the general dining car; (6) the kitchen; (7) lounge in the Ministerial car; (8) the official car.
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A Unique Monument
          
        

        

          
(By 

Thos. Watson.)
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The Scott Monument in Queenstown.


        

        

IN the beautiful Public Gardens at Queenstown, Lake Wakatipu (one of New Zealand's most popular tourist resorts), embowered on all sides by towering alpine heights of most rugged grandeur, there may be seen the most striking and unique monument, surely, ever raised to the heroic dead. It is a memorial to Captain Scott and those of his fellow explorers who perished on the return journey from the South Pole.

        
Upon the face of an enormous solitary glacial rock there is inserted a polished marble slab (the stars of the Southern Cross engraved above) with the following inscription thereon:—

        

          

            

Erected.
            

              
	With Funds collected by the 42nd
            

            

              
	Company Senior Cadets
            

            

              
	To Commemorate
            

            

              
	The Patient, Stubborn, Invincible
            

            

              
	Courage,
            

            

              
	The Loyal Comradeship
            

            

              
	And Brilliant Achievement
            

            

              
	of
            

            

              
	Captain Robert Falcon Scott,
            

            

              
	C.V.O.R.N.
            

            

              
	Dr. Edwin Adrian Wilson, F.Z.S.
            

            

              
	Captain Lawrence E. G. Oates,
            

            

              
	Inniskilling Dragoons,
            

            

              
	Lieut. Henry R. Bowers, R.I.M.
            

            

              
	and
            

            

              
	Petty Officer Edgar Evans, R.N.
            

            

              
	Who Reached the
            

            

              
	South Pole
            

            

              
	On January 17th, 1912, and Perished
            

            

              
	On the Return Journey.
            

            

              
	They Rest in the Great
            

            

              
	White Silence of Antarctica
            

            

              
	Amid the Scenes of Their Triumph,
            

            

              
	Wrapped in the Winding Sheet
            

            

              
	Of the Eternal Snows.
            

            

              
	Sub Umbra Crucis.
            

          

        

        
No more fitting environment could be imagined for such a monument. The Government Gardens are alone an inspiration—lovely for situation beyond compare.

        
Standing before this unique yet most eloquent shrine, the rapt beholder, in silent homage, has impressed unforgettably upon his imagination something of the unfading glory, tragic to the full though it be, of that last scene in the Great Adventure. And withdrawing one's self reluctantly from the sacred spot, overlooked by the towering peak of “Ben Lomond,” “The Remarkables,” and other alpine giants that look down from their dizzy altitudes, there is carried away not only the most vivid of memories, but also a thrill of soul caught from that eloquent tribute which shall tell forth for all time the glory of those heroic souls who sleep amid the eternal solitudes of the Great White Silence. New Zealand—“Last, Loneliest, Loveliest” of British Possessions—was the final port of departure of the explorers for the Antarctic (as also the first land reached by the ship on her return). And as the blue shore-line of Otago Peninsula dipped below the horizon, Captain Scott and his companions, heading out into the mystery and the tragedy of the frozen South, would have their last glimpse of civilisation. So it is meet that New Zealand should have provided this beautiful memorial (not her only one to the explorers) away up there by the shining waters of her inland sea—Wakatipu, enfolded by the mighty ramparts of the Southern Alps.

        
No one visiting Queenstown should miss seeing the monument. It is a splendid tribute to whoever conceived the idea.
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Queenstown, South Island, New Zealand.
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Railways Always





        

          
            
Railways Always
          
        

        
(
Perpetrated and Illustrated by 

Ken Alexander.)

        

          

Dear Readers, my knowledge of railways is confined to a contented and contemplative parking on my back collar-stud while throwing banana skins at retreating scenery through an open window.

          

            
I know trains go by jets of vapour,


            
That cause the piston rods to caper.


            
But otherwise I fear my knowledge.


            
Is less than what I learnt at college.


            
I know that trains go here and there,


            
Disseminating steam to spare,


            
And getting people where they're


            
going,


            
And that's the limit of my knowing


            
Sufficient is a writer's job,


            
To net himself an honest bob,


            
By telling others (such is pelf!)


            
The things he doesn't know himself.
          

          
For the writer's job is to write, and the greater his ignorance of the subject under his subjection, the less is his style likely to be cramped by a slavish adherence to sordid Fact. Only by barefaced ignorance of everything pertaining to subject-matter can he attain that originality of outlook and freshness of style which has made ultramodern poetry so deliriously disruptive and insuperably insolable.

        

        

          
Loquacity and Veracity.

          
A little knowledge is a dangerous thing, but none at all gives a writer freedom of expression and suppression, without that tiresome insistence on veracity which makes school books (especially arithmetic) such heavy reading.

          
It is well known that the more men know the less likely are they to make it known, because the more one knows the more one knows how little one knows. On the other hand, some men are so loaded with informative ammunition that they are practically missile-bound. But a mind which is fortunate enough to be practically empty is capable of anything. Which is why, when the editor said to me, “I want a misinformative article on the history and traditions of the “Iron Horse” in all its rumifications,” I simply said, “O.K., chief,” and slipped into “top.”

        

        

          
Railway Ruminiscences.

          
Of course the veriest school boy knows that the first railway engine was built by Robert Louis Stephenson, who called it the “Racket,” because he conceived the idea by listening to his kettle kicking up that sort of noise which suggests that sort of engine.

          
Later, “Puffing Billy” was invented by Captain Kettle, but, being a seaman, he naturally forgot to put wheels under it, and so it was never really in the running. It was the fashion in those early days of mechanical morbidity to invest each new specimen of hurtling hardware with a name synonymous with its symptoms; thus we find unrecorded references to “Asthmatical Ann,” “Rattling Rupert,” “Billy-the-bone-Shaker,” “Gasping Gus,” and “The Big Noise.”

          
These engines were of the depressed double-demented anti-alacrity pull-and-push type, and could run both backward and forward, which was a very fine proclivity—until they tried to do both at once. The passengers rode in open coaches, from which practice arose that ancient railway toast, “Here's soot in your eye.”

          
The engine driver wore a top hat and riding boots in case he should find it necessary to hitch on an extra horse-power. He was the big brain in Soot and Celerity Ltd., and could even tell the directors “where they got off” because he was the only one, barring the engine, who knew how it worked— and even the engine frequently forgot.

          
In the present effete and pampered age people insist on knowing when a train starts so that they can arrange to arrive three minutes later, but in the early age of steam nobody knew when a train would start, which was O.K. with everybody, because you can't possibly miss a train which doesn't know when it goes. The hypothetical passenger just took a day off and waited round until something happened. If it didn't happen he still had the day off.

          

            

[image: “That tiresome insistence on veracity.”]
“That tiresome insistence on veracity.”


          

        

        
        



          
The Man in Front.

          
When railway trains first took to rails the Law demanded that a man walk ahead waving a red flag so that nobody should walk into the train. At first this was the sort of job many of us are looking for to-day, but as trains began to add a spot of alacrity, Johnnie Walker had to pull up his socks to keep the hardware off his suspenders. Hence the slogan “Johnnie Walker, still going strong.” But, finally, engines became so fast that anybody who could keep ahead of them found that they were able to earn better money catching hares by hand for the Smithfield markets. So the practice died out, and people gradually recognised a certain element of risk in holding picnics on the railway track.

          
All of which is as incredible as it sounds, and strictly within the bounds of improbability; but, after all, truth is stranger to fiction, and the best lies are merely Truth in a state of elation.

        

        

          
Train Travel, Far and Near.

          
In their infancy, trains were a luxury, but to-day the railway is as necessary as soap—more so, in fact, because you can cover infinitely more ground by stepping on the train than you can by stepping on the soap.

          
The railways to-day are as ubiquitous as cabbage in the restaurant belt, and one has only to step into any station in the world to find a railway.

          
“Travel by rail” is no empty euphonism, because you can't travel at all if you don't, for

          

            
In Yugoslav the trains whip through,


            
And you go, I go, we go, too,


            
By rail through Hungary and Crotia—


            
Unless we stay in Nova Scotia.


            
In Switzerland the people go


            
By train to yodel in the snow,


            
And, just like we, on stations kiss—


            
Unless of course they “miss their Swiss.”


            
And Italy has gone to pains,


            
To build the very Fascist trains.


            
In Argentine the trains are rampers,


            
And pant all day across the pampas,


            
Where Rumba and the shy Sombrero,


            
Flee panting from the wild Bolero.


            
And, even out in far Uganda,


            
Through jungle does the train meander.


            
New Zealand, as you know, of course,


            
Is traversed by the “Iron Horse,”


            
No sooner here than it has gone—


            
Which makes us feel extremely “bon.”


            
In South America we know,


            
The trains perforce must travel slow,


            
Because they take the local grandees,


            
Tip-tilted up the dizzy Andes,


            
And crawl aloft in lowest gear,


            
With people resting on one ear;


            
They change the ear on which they ride,


            
When travelling down the other side.


            
Where'er you go, in spots worth while,


            
You'll find the railway, mile on mile.


            
Where'er you take your bone and gristle,


            
You'll likely hear an engine whistle;


            
And, if in doubt or perturbation,


            
You'll beat it to the nearest station,


            
Because, in desert heat or snow,


            
The train's a friend you know you know.
          

          
A country without a railway is tantamount to a plate of fried eggs without the eggs.
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“You can cover more ground by stepping on the train than by stepping on the soap.”


          

        

        

          
The Great Chinese Puzzle.

          
Even China, that land of contradictions (not to mention arguments), where a mandarin is not an orange with an inferiority complex, and where a boy in the railway service starts at the top of the ladder and works his way down to the manager's chair, has railways—except when the bandits have them. Certainly the theoretical traveller is never sure whether the ticket he gets at the little window is for Manchuko, the week's washing, or a pop in the local lottery, but a railway is always a railway as long as there is a spot of steam in the boilers.

          
And so, dear readers, after reading this reprehensible rumble on railways, if you know any more than when you began, you know more than I know, now that I have finished.

        

        

          
'
Tis A Wonderful Sight.

          
Walsh, the commercial traveller, arrived at the wayside village station.

          
“When's the next train to town?” he asked the porter.

          
“Three hours' time is the next,” he was informed.

          
Walsh decided, therefore, to make his way to the village to spend the waiting hours in a cinema.

          
Reaching the main street, he began his search, but half an hour later found him still looking in vain.

          
“Haven't you a cinema here?” he asked one of the inhabitants.

          
“No, sorr,” replied his informer, gravely.

          
“Is there a billiards hall?” asked Walsh, hopefully.

          
The villager shook his head.

          
“What do you do for entertainment, then?” inquired the traveller, desperately.

          
“Oh,” smiled the other, “we have fine fun! They've just got a new bacon-slicer up at the general store—'tis a wonderful sight!”
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[section]



          

Dear Readers, my knowledge of railways is confined to a contented and contemplative parking on my back collar-stud while throwing banana skins at retreating scenery through an open window.

          

            
I know trains go by jets of vapour,


            
That cause the piston rods to caper.


            
But otherwise I fear my knowledge.


            
Is less than what I learnt at college.


            
I know that trains go here and there,


            
Disseminating steam to spare,


            
And getting people where they're


            
going,


            
And that's the limit of my knowing


            
Sufficient is a writer's job,


            
To net himself an honest bob,


            
By telling others (such is pelf!)


            
The things he doesn't know himself.
          

          
For the writer's job is to write, and the greater his ignorance of the subject under his subjection, the less is his style likely to be cramped by a slavish adherence to sordid Fact. Only by barefaced ignorance of everything pertaining to subject-matter can he attain that originality of outlook and freshness of style which has made ultramodern poetry so deliriously disruptive and insuperably insolable.
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Loquacity and Veracity.

          
A little knowledge is a dangerous thing, but none at all gives a writer freedom of expression and suppression, without that tiresome insistence on veracity which makes school books (especially arithmetic) such heavy reading.

          
It is well known that the more men know the less likely are they to make it known, because the more one knows the more one knows how little one knows. On the other hand, some men are so loaded with informative ammunition that they are practically missile-bound. But a mind which is fortunate enough to be practically empty is capable of anything. Which is why, when the editor said to me, “I want a misinformative article on the history and traditions of the “Iron Horse” in all its rumifications,” I simply said, “O.K., chief,” and slipped into “top.”
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Railway Ruminiscences.

          
Of course the veriest school boy knows that the first railway engine was built by Robert Louis Stephenson, who called it the “Racket,” because he conceived the idea by listening to his kettle kicking up that sort of noise which suggests that sort of engine.

          
Later, “Puffing Billy” was invented by Captain Kettle, but, being a seaman, he naturally forgot to put wheels under it, and so it was never really in the running. It was the fashion in those early days of mechanical morbidity to invest each new specimen of hurtling hardware with a name synonymous with its symptoms; thus we find unrecorded references to “Asthmatical Ann,” “Rattling Rupert,” “Billy-the-bone-Shaker,” “Gasping Gus,” and “The Big Noise.”

          
These engines were of the depressed double-demented anti-alacrity pull-and-push type, and could run both backward and forward, which was a very fine proclivity—until they tried to do both at once. The passengers rode in open coaches, from which practice arose that ancient railway toast, “Here's soot in your eye.”

          
The engine driver wore a top hat and riding boots in case he should find it necessary to hitch on an extra horse-power. He was the big brain in Soot and Celerity Ltd., and could even tell the directors “where they got off” because he was the only one, barring the engine, who knew how it worked— and even the engine frequently forgot.

          
In the present effete and pampered age people insist on knowing when a train starts so that they can arrange to arrive three minutes later, but in the early age of steam nobody knew when a train would start, which was O.K. with everybody, because you can't possibly miss a train which doesn't know when it goes. The hypothetical passenger just took a day off and waited round until something happened. If it didn't happen he still had the day off.
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The Man in Front.

          
When railway trains first took to rails the Law demanded that a man walk ahead waving a red flag so that nobody should walk into the train. At first this was the sort of job many of us are looking for to-day, but as trains began to add a spot of alacrity, Johnnie Walker had to pull up his socks to keep the hardware off his suspenders. Hence the slogan “Johnnie Walker, still going strong.” But, finally, engines became so fast that anybody who could keep ahead of them found that they were able to earn better money catching hares by hand for the Smithfield markets. So the practice died out, and people gradually recognised a certain element of risk in holding picnics on the railway track.

          
All of which is as incredible as it sounds, and strictly within the bounds of improbability; but, after all, truth is stranger to fiction, and the best lies are merely Truth in a state of elation.
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Train Travel, Far and Near.

          
In their infancy, trains were a luxury, but to-day the railway is as necessary as soap—more so, in fact, because you can cover infinitely more ground by stepping on the train than you can by stepping on the soap.

          
The railways to-day are as ubiquitous as cabbage in the restaurant belt, and one has only to step into any station in the world to find a railway.

          
“Travel by rail” is no empty euphonism, because you can't travel at all if you don't, for

          

            
In Yugoslav the trains whip through,


            
And you go, I go, we go, too,


            
By rail through Hungary and Crotia—


            
Unless we stay in Nova Scotia.


            
In Switzerland the people go


            
By train to yodel in the snow,


            
And, just like we, on stations kiss—


            
Unless of course they “miss their Swiss.”


            
And Italy has gone to pains,


            
To build the very Fascist trains.


            
In Argentine the trains are rampers,


            
And pant all day across the pampas,


            
Where Rumba and the shy Sombrero,


            
Flee panting from the wild Bolero.


            
And, even out in far Uganda,


            
Through jungle does the train meander.


            
New Zealand, as you know, of course,


            
Is traversed by the “Iron Horse,”


            
No sooner here than it has gone—


            
Which makes us feel extremely “bon.”


            
In South America we know,


            
The trains perforce must travel slow,


            
Because they take the local grandees,


            
Tip-tilted up the dizzy Andes,


            
And crawl aloft in lowest gear,


            
With people resting on one ear;


            
They change the ear on which they ride,


            
When travelling down the other side.


            
Where'er you go, in spots worth while,


            
You'll find the railway, mile on mile.


            
Where'er you take your bone and gristle,


            
You'll likely hear an engine whistle;


            
And, if in doubt or perturbation,


            
You'll beat it to the nearest station,


            
Because, in desert heat or snow,


            
The train's a friend you know you know.
          

          
A country without a railway is tantamount to a plate of fried eggs without the eggs.
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The Great Chinese Puzzle.

          
Even China, that land of contradictions (not to mention arguments), where a mandarin is not an orange with an inferiority complex, and where a boy in the railway service starts at the top of the ladder and works his way down to the manager's chair, has railways—except when the bandits have them. Certainly the theoretical traveller is never sure whether the ticket he gets at the little window is for Manchuko, the week's washing, or a pop in the local lottery, but a railway is always a railway as long as there is a spot of steam in the boilers.

          
And so, dear readers, after reading this reprehensible rumble on railways, if you know any more than when you began, you know more than I know, now that I have finished.
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'
Tis A Wonderful Sight.

          
Walsh, the commercial traveller, arrived at the wayside village station.

          
“When's the next train to town?” he asked the porter.

          
“Three hours' time is the next,” he was informed.

          
Walsh decided, therefore, to make his way to the village to spend the waiting hours in a cinema.

          
Reaching the main street, he began his search, but half an hour later found him still looking in vain.

          
“Haven't you a cinema here?” he asked one of the inhabitants.

          
“No, sorr,” replied his informer, gravely.

          
“Is there a billiards hall?” asked Walsh, hopefully.

          
The villager shook his head.

          
“What do you do for entertainment, then?” inquired the traveller, desperately.

          
“Oh,” smiled the other, “we have fine fun! They've just got a new bacon-slicer up at the general store—'tis a wonderful sight!”
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Pictures of New Zealand Life
          
        

        

          
(By 

Tangiwai.)
        

        

          
Maoriland's Farewell.

          

When great occasions call for a touch of the poetic and the imaginative, our Maoris can be depended upon to surpass the prosaic pakeha. What could be more touching and beautifully appropriate than the Waikato tribes' good-bye address to their Excellencies Lord and Lady Bledisloe at Ngaruawahia? The Maori mind seeks the wealth of ancestral symbolism and legendary allusions for such ceremonial good-byes. The address likened the greatly popular pair to the “kowhai-tu-rangiora” of ancient imagery, the golden trees of life and health, showering their sweet blossoms upon the people, and they metaphorically waved a farewell to them as they voyaged across the great ocean which Kupe the navigator explored centuries ago.

          
“Let the vast ocean be spread out smooth and calm for you, may it glisten like the precious 
pounamu; may the dancing shimmer of summer be about you as you go!”

          
That is a true New Zealand farewell, something racy of the land and the forest, of halcyon days on shore and sea. And when the pakeha comes to add his farewell to the send-off of the Maori, he is not likely to find words more fitting and full-hearted than the godspeed that now belongs to the two races—“Haere ra! Haere ra!”

        

        

          
This fortunate Land—A Contrast.

          
We have had some experience of a dry spell this summer, which by reason of its unusualness we call a drought. Short supply of water and a hot summer have combined to make things uncomfortable, and in some places disastrous for farmers. But while such privations and losses as some of our country people have suffered in the drought and the fires are serious and call for sympathetic assistance, there is the offset of a certain quick recovery. This land of ours is never long without a bounteous rainfall. Think of those countries which for many months at a time never see rain and yet where the workers on the land carry on heroically.

          
Here, by way of consolatory comparison, is a cattle-man's description of his land and life, published recently in an American journal:

          
“Our ranch lies in extreme Western Texas. we own thirty-eight sections—24,320 acres—of land. We generally range, by leases, from eighteen to thirty sections more—some sand and some hard land. There are no running streams and no lakes; the country has no outside drainage, though the Pecos River flows through an alkali valley only fifteen miles away. Stock water comes from wells 250 to 300 feet deep, lifted to surface tanks by mills that whirl in the hard-blowing winds. The country is gently rolling, covered with scrub mesquite rarely as high as a man on horseback. The range is principally grama and bunch needle grass, though mesquite beans sometimes supplement these, and winter weeds are as much looked for as grass. Yet as poor and dry as this land is, we have that pride in its possession that is to be expected of people who have for long loved and lived close to the soil. And though state land across our pasture, fences leases for much less than the taxes and interest on ours, we have bought for assurance of tenure; somehow feeling that ownership of land and settled life are stabilising moral factors in a mechanical, mobile world. This ranch is in a desert country—a plough has never touched our land. During the last two years we have had less than five inches of rain.”

          
Try to picture life in such a land, ye complaining New Zealanders! Imagine a region without running water, without a lake. Those people, raising stock in such a land are the best type of pioneers; they deserve better fortune. New Zealand to them would be a farmer's paradise. Yet they stick it out in a country and climate that would terrify, horrify our New Zealanders. Let us be thankful we are where we are!

        

        

          
The Billy That Wouldn't Boil.

          
The late Mita Taupopoki, the picturesque and eloquent old chief of Whakarewarewa, was one of the Tuhourangi tribespeople who survived the destruction of Te Wairoa village by the eruption of Mt. Tarawera in 1886. In Wellington we have one of the pakeha survivors, Mr. H. Lundius, who was a surveyor in the district when this fearful rain of ash and mud descended on the village where the grass and the jungly bushes and trees grow green over the olden scene of destruction. Mr. Lundius could write a bookful of stories about that night of horror, when no one knew whether they would ever see daylight again. But he prefers to tell the lighter side of things.

          
One curious little incident the veteran surveyor relates concerns Joe McRae's hotel. A few hours before the midnight outburst of the volcano, Mr. McRae and several others were sitting in the smoking-room of the hotel. After a while McRae asked his cook, George Baker, to go out to the kitchen and boil a kettle for tea for the party. After a considerable time, when that pot of tea was overdue, the cook returned and said that the water would not boil. He had a good fire going, but the kettle would not come to the boiling point. McRae and his guests thought it was curious, and Joe gave it up, and they all had something else instead of tea. It was the peculiar atmospheric conditions immediately preceding the earthquakes and the eruption that prevented the water boiling; that was realised afterwards, of course, but it was a mystery at the time.

        

        

          
The Hand of Providence.

          
That night Mr. Lundius and his chief, Mr. J. C. Blythe, were staying with Mr. Haszard, the Wairoa schoolmaster and his family. They saved some inmates of the house, but Mr. Haszard and the young children were killed by the fall of the mud-loaded roof, and Mrs. Haszard was fatally injured. “When we got Mrs. Haszard out of the ruins of the house,” says Mr. Lundius, “she was very weak, and I went down to McRae's Hotel to search for some brandy for her. The place was in ruins and I had small hope of finding anything intact. But to my great astonishment and relief I found that the bar-room was quite in order. Not a bottle or a glass broken. It was the only room in the hotel that was not damaged by the collapse of the roof. I found the brandy for the poor suffering lady. I used to have a joke with some of my teetotal friends about it afterwards, once we had got over the tragic side of it. What moral does that point, I asked, when I told how every bottle of 
waipiro escaped. Someone retorted, ‘Oh, the devil looks after his own.’”
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When great occasions call for a touch of the poetic and the imaginative, our Maoris can be depended upon to surpass the prosaic pakeha. What could be more touching and beautifully appropriate than the Waikato tribes' good-bye address to their Excellencies Lord and Lady Bledisloe at Ngaruawahia? The Maori mind seeks the wealth of ancestral symbolism and legendary allusions for such ceremonial good-byes. The address likened the greatly popular pair to the “kowhai-tu-rangiora” of ancient imagery, the golden trees of life and health, showering their sweet blossoms upon the people, and they metaphorically waved a farewell to them as they voyaged across the great ocean which Kupe the navigator explored centuries ago.

          
“Let the vast ocean be spread out smooth and calm for you, may it glisten like the precious 
pounamu; may the dancing shimmer of summer be about you as you go!”

          
That is a true New Zealand farewell, something racy of the land and the forest, of halcyon days on shore and sea. And when the pakeha comes to add his farewell to the send-off of the Maori, he is not likely to find words more fitting and full-hearted than the godspeed that now belongs to the two races—“Haere ra! Haere ra!”
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This fortunate Land—A Contrast.

          
We have had some experience of a dry spell this summer, which by reason of its unusualness we call a drought. Short supply of water and a hot summer have combined to make things uncomfortable, and in some places disastrous for farmers. But while such privations and losses as some of our country people have suffered in the drought and the fires are serious and call for sympathetic assistance, there is the offset of a certain quick recovery. This land of ours is never long without a bounteous rainfall. Think of those countries which for many months at a time never see rain and yet where the workers on the land carry on heroically.

          
Here, by way of consolatory comparison, is a cattle-man's description of his land and life, published recently in an American journal:

          
“Our ranch lies in extreme Western Texas. we own thirty-eight sections—24,320 acres—of land. We generally range, by leases, from eighteen to thirty sections more—some sand and some hard land. There are no running streams and no lakes; the country has no outside drainage, though the Pecos River flows through an alkali valley only fifteen miles away. Stock water comes from wells 250 to 300 feet deep, lifted to surface tanks by mills that whirl in the hard-blowing winds. The country is gently rolling, covered with scrub mesquite rarely as high as a man on horseback. The range is principally grama and bunch needle grass, though mesquite beans sometimes supplement these, and winter weeds are as much looked for as grass. Yet as poor and dry as this land is, we have that pride in its possession that is to be expected of people who have for long loved and lived close to the soil. And though state land across our pasture, fences leases for much less than the taxes and interest on ours, we have bought for assurance of tenure; somehow feeling that ownership of land and settled life are stabilising moral factors in a mechanical, mobile world. This ranch is in a desert country—a plough has never touched our land. During the last two years we have had less than five inches of rain.”

          
Try to picture life in such a land, ye complaining New Zealanders! Imagine a region without running water, without a lake. Those people, raising stock in such a land are the best type of pioneers; they deserve better fortune. New Zealand to them would be a farmer's paradise. Yet they stick it out in a country and climate that would terrify, horrify our New Zealanders. Let us be thankful we are where we are!
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(By “

Shibli Bagarag.”)
        

        

          
A Literary Page or Two

          

New Zealand's biggest newspaper war is being waged in Christchurch at time of writing. Possibly before these notes appear in print at least one of the contestants will have fallen and the battle will be over. Regrettable and all as it is, it seems probable that Christchurch could not really support four dailies. My sympathies are for the poor fellows who may have to find new jobs. The average New Zealand pressman takes a lot of beating. Somehow, New Zealand seems to produce brilliant pressmen with the same facility that it gives to the world brilliant cartoonists. The pity is that any of them are ever forced to leave this country.

          
* * *

          
The frontispiece of the December issue of “Art in New Zealand” is, I think, one of the finest examples of colour work reproduction I have seen in this country. The picture is “The Ruawahine,” an oil painting by H. Linley Richardson, R.B.A. Well worth framing, that is, if one does not mind lifting one page from one of the most precious of New Zealand literary and art files. With an eye to the publisher's interests I would suggest buying an extra copy. There are many other fine things in this December issue. On the literary side I was struck with the revelation of another side of the genius of Miss Eileen Duggan. This is her power as a reviewer. She reviews three New Zealand books with uncanny skill.

          
* * *

          
All New Zealand writers should beg, borrow, or buy a copy of “The Australian Authors' and Artists' Handbook,” a copy of which I have received from the editor, Mr. W. E. FitzHenry, of “The Bulletin.” Although the directory side deals purely with the Australian field, the supplementing articles are extremely valuable. Here the aspiring writer, artist, song writer, play writer, etc., will find the advice he has been pestering myself and other old hands for, over the last several years. The book is as complete and as satisfying as any young or old newspaper contributor would wish. And all for a modest half-crown.

          
May Hubert Church be called a New Zealand poet? Eileen Duggan asked this question in the course of a graceful tribute to Church a few years ago. The logical answer is that, although Church was born in Tasmania, he spent the greater part of his life in the Dominion and because most of his verse reflects the colour of this country he belongs to it. No New Zealand poet has made such beautiful and dignified music of his adopted land than has Hubert Church. I might instance “New Zealand,” one of his longest poems, where his words roll out in solemn orchestration in a tribute to this land. Again quoting Miss Duggan: “To appreciate Church's ‘New Zealand’ we should read it in a foreign country where the very names of Cloudy Bay and Egmont would do violence to one's heart.” The great beauties of New Zealand gave Church surges of a mighty exaltation. Driven into himself by his extreme deafness he made music in his own soul, transcribing in majestic language the glories of nature. Leading critics have placed him as one of New Zealand's greatest poets. A. G. Stephens considered that Church's “Ode,” the final poem in his first booklet, was the best poem ever written in New Zealand.
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Looking into the life of this poet, the most remarkable fact is that for a long term of years he occupied an inconspicuous desk in the Treasury Department, Wellington. It is incomprehensible to me, as it must be to many, that a man of his temperament could endure such uninspiring toil. His deafness was a severe affliction and narrowed his friendships to a few. The disability dated from his schooldays in England and was due to a blow from a cricket ball. It is sad to note how often the poet reverts to sound in his verse. He writes of “the note-betangled calling, of the birds and rivulets entwined.” Again: “To listen to a waterfall that winnows slumber thro' the pines.” Then, when writing of Sinclair Head, he speaks of “the wild surges chanting without end.” Finally the pathetic thought in his beautiful poem “Echo”:

          

            
Sweet Echo so divinely heard


            
Distributing a spirit word,


            
How rich the benison you give


            
For weary listeners to receive.
          

          
Although comparatively an old man when the Great War broke out, Church went to London and did voluntary war work there with his wife. After the war he settled in Melbourne still clinging, as he had done through all his wanderings, to his small library of rare books. He died there in 1932.

          
* * *

          
Book-plate collecting may bring one in touch with all manner of notable people. Every mail brings me letters from strange folk and strange places, but I hardly thought it would give me contact with Royalty. It came recently in the form of an imposing looking envelope, the flap of which was ornamented with a huge silver seal. Inside was the gorgeously coloured book plate of Le Prince Eugene Lascaris. A letter in French, on chaste notepaper ornamented with the Royal Arms, conveyed the intimation that His Highness was pleased to exchange plates with me. “Agreer, cher Monsieur,” concluded the princely missive, “l'assurance de ma parfaite estime. Votre tres devoue.
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Eugene.” The Prince sent me also a photo of himself, his wife and child. The letter may be a valuable passport one of these days when I make enough money from writing these notes to travel abroad!

          
* * *

        

        

          

Reviews.

          
“The Wild Planet,” by Professor Walter Murdoch (Angus and Robertson, Sydney) is one of the brightest objects in the constellation of words. The astronomical telescope of the reviewer reveals many uninteresting objects—dull, lifeless spheres, tantalising meteors which flash by with sudden mysterious brilliance, cosmical comicalities, hopeless satellites, and the like. But to land on a wild planet controlled by the expert hand of this Professor Murdoch, is like stealing an extra holiday in the year. He is certainly one of the most brilliant essayists of the day. Every essay in this collection is a sheer delight. I will not single out any one of them. I commend the lot to you, so the only way out is to buy the book and read, and re-read it, at your leisure.

          
“Adventuring in Maoriland in the Seventies,” by G. L. Meredith (Angus and Robertson, Sydney). The value of this book is that it is a faithful mirror of the times. It is composed of letters written by Mr. Meredith in the Seventies to his mother. The editing of the letters is in the capable hands of Dr. A. J. Harrop, who has written a lengthy introduction. Dr. Harrop is a well known historical authority and a competent journalist. In the year 1872 Mr. Meredith left his home in Tasmania to see what New Zealand had to offer in the way of adventures. That he found many, exciting and amusing, and touching all grades of life, is revealed in this most interesting human document. The book sells at 6/-.

          
“Adventures in Geyserland,” by Arthur Warbrick (“Patiti”), formerly Government Guide at Rotorua, was recently published by A. H. and A. W. Reed, of Dunedin. Here is a thrilling story of adventure over many years through the weird and wonderful geyser fields of New Zealand. Guide Warbrick has done some incredibly daring things in the forty-five years he spent guiding and exploring in the Dominion's thermal and volcanic regions. As James Cowan states in his introduction: “His long experience in our geyserland holds many an episode of daring and enterprise in the face of danger and terrible death.” Methinks the “Wide World Magazine” would have offered him a fancy price for the serial rights of his story. This, in fact, should be sufficient inducement for you, my readers, to buy the book. There are numerous illustrations splendidly produced. The book is dedicated to His Excellency Lord Bledisloe.

          
“Anne of the Green Gables,” the authorised film edition of the story by L. M. Montgomery, has just been published by Angus and Robertson, of Sydney. It is a fine wholesome story. The illustrations are actual scenes from the picture. I marvel that this book of over 300 pages could be produced in Australia to retail at 2/9.

          
“How to Improve Your Tennis,” by A. V. Doyle (Angus and Robertson, Sydney), is an excellent manual for the young tennis player. As the author states in his introduction: “My object in publishing this book at very small cost is to bring it within the purchasing power of the young folk, in the hope that they will learn something that will help them to improve their play.”

          
“New Zealand's Beautiful Northland,” by A. T. Brainsby, recently published by the Northern Publishing Co., Ltd., Whangarei (1/-), is the appropriate title of an interesting and informative booklet well adapted to serve its purpose as an illustrated guide to the attractions of North Auckland. Information which any intending visitor may wish to have about the beauty spots or towns in North Auckland and the means of reaching these by rail, launch or motor, is here given for his guidance. He is made acquainted with many interesting facts concerning the early settlement of New Zealand and the important part which the Northland has played in our history and literature. He is introduced to the incomparable scenic attractions of the Northland; its curative mineral springs; its magnificent kauri forests; its native bird life; its blue waters and golden beaches; its sub-tropical islands; its world-famous deep-sea fishing grounds; its industrial and agricultural potentialities, and that “something different” which gives it such an irresistible lure.
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Not a Rheumatic Pain for Four Years

        

          
70-Years-Old Man Praises Kruschen.


Still Fit for a Day's Work.

          
A man who once suffered severely from rheumatism writes:—

          
“For a long time I suffered with rheumatism, and at one time was laid up for about nine weeks. About five years ago I was advised to try Kruschen. I did so, and have continued using them ever since. Kruschen did the trick, as I have not had a rheumatic pain for over four years. I am nearly 70 years of age, and feeling fine, and always able for my day's work —thanks to Kruschen.”—A.S.

          
If only everyone would realise that the “little daily dose of Kruschen” is just as important to internal cleanliness as soap and water are to external cleanliness, there would soon be no more constipation, no more sluggish livers, no more rheumatism, gout or lumbago.

          
If the eliminating organs become sluggish, they permit harmful uric acid to accumulate and deposit itself in the tissues, muscles and joints in the form of needle-pointed crystals, which cause the excruciating pains of rheumatism.

          
Two of the ingredients of Kruschen Salts have the power of dissolving uric acid crystals. Other ingredients assist Nature to expel these dissolved crystals through the natural channels. In addition, there are still other salts in Kruschen which prevent food fermentation in the intestines, and thereby check the further accumulation not only of uric acid but of other body poisons which undermine the health.

          
Moreover, these various salts are arranged with such scientific exactitude that there is no possibility of lowering aftereffects, however, consistently “the little daily dose” is taken.

          
Kruschen Salts is obtainable at all Chemists and Stores at 2/6 per bottle.

        

        

          

            
“Shibli” Listens in
          

          
Hector Bolitho writes me that his next book will be “Older People,” “hardly an autobiography—rather a series of recollections of older people I have known.” He mentioned that his brother's latest book has been successful and caused a mild stir in Germany.

          
Stuart Peterson, formerly of “The Free Lance” and now in Sydney, recently carried on Tom Glover's daily cartoon on the Sydney “Sun” while Glover was absent on holiday.

          
“Marten Stuart,” whose latest novel, “And Shadows Flee,” has been favourably reviewed, is Mrs. Walter Scott, of Te Awamutu. She was “The New Zealand Artists' Annual” “Annual Discovery” in the 1930 issue of that publication. In that issue appeared her first published short story.
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“Shibli” Listens in
          

          
Hector Bolitho writes me that his next book will be “Older People,” “hardly an autobiography—rather a series of recollections of older people I have known.” He mentioned that his brother's latest book has been successful and caused a mild stir in Germany.

          
Stuart Peterson, formerly of “The Free Lance” and now in Sydney, recently carried on Tom Glover's daily cartoon on the Sydney “Sun” while Glover was absent on holiday.

          
“Marten Stuart,” whose latest novel, “And Shadows Flee,” has been favourably reviewed, is Mrs. Walter Scott, of Te Awamutu. She was “The New Zealand Artists' Annual” “Annual Discovery” in the 1930 issue of that publication. In that issue appeared her first published short story.
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Our Women's Section

 Timely Notes and Useful Hints.
          
        

        

          
By 

Helen

        

        

          

Fashion Glimpses.

          

            
Chinese Influence.

            

The swagger coat has departed, and in its stead we have the coolie coat—hip-length, loose-fitting. With its round yoke and link fastening, it gives the correct Chinese coolie line. Another adoption for the successfully slim is the Chinese tunic, a delightful fashion, with its little Chinese collar standing stiffly up round the neck-line.

            
Russia contributes the Cossack coat with its wide revers, worn with a fur cravat and cap.

          

          

            
Suits.

            
Coats and skirts are slim-fitting, fullness in the latter being supplied by inverted pleats. The Norfolk influence is obvious in tweeds. Most tweed suits are belted, and many have patch pockets (four, very often). Buttons are in wood or leather. One autumn suit in heavy linen had an open inverted pleat at the back, giving a quaint, loose effect.

          

          

            
Blouses.

            
Checks are not nearly so prominent. Dark blouses are “fashion firsts.” The type with saddle shoulders, notched collar and shirt fastening are smart for wear with skirts or suits.

          

          

            
Sleeves.

            
Long, tight sleeves are featured in many new winter frocks. The raglan sleeve is smart. Bell sleeves are new, especially with a tight band of contrasting material peeping out at the wrist.

            
* * *

          

        

        

          

            

The Evening Silhouette.

            
Bell sleeves for afternoon and bell skirts for evening! In the bell skirt the fullness is at the back, often ending in a slight train. Metallic moires, lamés or velvets are delightful fabrics for this style of gown.

            
For the slim, yet rounded, nothing could be more beautiful than the pencil or flower stalk silhouette. The frock moulds the figure, fullness being introduced unobtrusively below the knee-line. The shoulder line is widened by means of shoulder frills, the dropped Victorian shoulder line, or capes in material, fur or feathers. One glorious gown was moulded (there is no truer word) in suffle green satin. As its wearer moved, the light glinted and flowed over her. Dipping over one shoulder was a cape of shaded green ostrich feathers, lovely in contrast with her corn-gold hair.

            
Under the gleam of the electrics, expanses of flesh no longer shine. In other words, backless evening gowns are “out.” Frocks are cut out or slashed in various ways, but the newest mode is the slit back, fastening high at the neck-line. Neck-lines are mostly high and round, or draped.

          

          

            
Trimmings.

            
Velvet yokes, sashes, capes and bows contrast with frocks. Sequins and diamente sparkle on the new evening gowns, and metallic weaves in daylight. Hostess frocks feature frilling or pleating at the hem, or kilting on cuffs and neck-line. Clips are important, whether it be to fasten a scarf or a draped neck-line. Faggoting is featured on yokes or in dainty collar and cuff sets. The new initial brooches of cut-out chromium fasten scarves or bandanas. The new cravats are very short. Scarves are worn with suits, coats or frocks. With suits and coats they are tied cravat fashion, or doubled and the loose end passed through the loop last formed. One new coat with a neat fur collar had a scarf passing round under the collar and tying in a bow in front. Many tweed coats feature scarf collars. One with braided ends had a braided beret to match.

            
An easy way to furbish up a last winter's frock is to make for it a little taffeta collar and scarf cut in one.

            
A useful set comprises a double-breasted corduroy velvet jacket with velvet hat to match.

          

        

        

          

Heads and Hats.

          
A word as to the new hair-dressing. Curls at the back are “out.” We wear our back hair shorter and straighter. But the sides! To be correct we should have three tiers of curls. Our hats show our curls. Large, floppy berets in velvet are smart, but I have a tiny doubt. I have seen these berets worn by Miss Seventeen and a well-groomed Forty, but I would have preferred, in each case, one of the new little felts.

          
Hats I must really describe next month; also the glorious new colours and materials, especially the nubbly fabrics and the glinting metallic-finished woollens.

          
* * *

        

        

          

False Romance In The Short Story.

          
Consider the following two plots:—

          


	(1)
	
              Beautiful girl from poor home works for modiste; blues her savings on model frock; wearing it for first time is caught in rain and offered lift by expensive young man in expensive car. Acquaintance develops. Girl pretends to belong to leisured class. Young man proposes marriage and is joyfully accepted, despite the fact that he had seen through her subterfuge from the start.
            


	(2)
	
              Wealthy young playwright registers at hotel in assumed name. Makes acquaintance of beautiful young girl who turns out to be actress down on her luck. His Rolls Royce reveals him as wealthy man. Girl reproaches him for deception but accepts weddingring and lead in his new play.
            


          
One of these plots was culled from a leading English fiction magazine, and the other from an obscure women's weekly. One was by a noted English novelist, the other by an unknown woman scribbler. Plot for plot it is impossible to place one before the other, though I will concede the novelist slight superiority in presentation. The remuneration alone serves to differentiate between the known and the unknown, the former probably receiving



for one short story what the latter might be lucky enough to earn by her pen in one year.

          
For sugary-sweetness and shoddy romance, the stories are on a par. Let us only hope that the novelist, at least, realised that he was degrading his art; that, instead of depicting life as it is, harsh with fears and failures, beautiful in self-triumphs and ideals, he was creating a false and harmful impression of existence.

          
Physical beauty, for instance, should not be the only admirable attribute of a heroine, nor handsome features and a large bank-roll of a hero. The idea is farcical. Our two writers have been busily creating false values. The joys of life are not those money can buy, yet we have these foolish stories appealing to the vanity and greed of young people. In most cases, a fuller experience of life will probably provide a truer sense of values, but ideas culled from sentimental literature may have already falsely oriented a young life.

          
Admittedly, editors are forced to publish the best available instead of the best possible. It behoves us therefore to read always with a critical eye lest our own sense of values be impaired; best of all, to refrain from reading that which is obviously unreal.

          
* * *

        

        

          

Home Notes.

          

            
Pickles, Sauces, etc.

            
Vegetables for making pickles should be young, fresh and free from bruises. Care should be taken to see that they are not over-cooked, but that they are crisp and tender. Vinegar must be boiled. The jars and bottles must of course be well sealed and air-tight. Use earthenware and enamelled vessels for pickle and sauce making.

            

Apple Chutney.—3lbs. apples, 1lb. shallots, 1 1/2lbs. onions, 1/2lb. seeded raisins, 1/4lb. brown sugar, 1 quart vinegar, 1/4oz. white pepper, 1/4oz. curry powder, 1/4oz. ground ginger, pinch cayenne.

            
Method: Mince or chop apples, onions and shallots, and place in a preserving pan. Mix the dry ingredients to a thin paste with a little vinegar and add to the apples, etc. Cover with the vinegar and boil for one hour. Stir well. Bottle.

            

Plum Sauce.—6lbs. plums, 2 1/2lbs. sugar, 3 pints vinegar, 6 teaspoons salt, 1 saltspoon cayenne, 1 tablespoon cloves, 1 dessertspoon ground ginger.

            
Method: Boil all together till reduced to a pulp, about two hours. Strain and bottle when cold.

            

Tomato Sauce.—5lbs. tomatoes, 1lb. onions, 1 1/2 pints vinegar, 1lb. apples, 1lb. brown sugar, 2ozs. allspice, 2ozs. cloves, 2ozs. salt, 2ozs. peppercorns, 1/2oz. ground ginger, 1oz. garlic (if liked), cayenne pepper to taste.

            
Method: Slice tomatoes, apples and onions. Boil all together until soft, then add sugar, vinegar, spices and salt. Boil slowly for two hours. Rub through a colander. Reheat and boil until it is like a thick cream—about half-an-hour. Bottle when cold and cork securely.

            

Mustard Pickle.—1 cauliflower, 1lb. beans, 1lb. green tomatoes, 6 small cucumbers, 1lb. pickling onions, 1 1/2 quarts vinegar. Method: Divide cauliflower and cut other vegetables into small pieces, leaving onions whole. Sprinkle enough salt to make a brine, and leave till next day. Wash and drain through a colander. Mix 1/4lb. tin mustard, 1/2 cupful brown sugar, 2 tablespoons flour, and 1 teaspoon of tumeric powder, wet with cold vinegar, stir into boiling vinegar, add the pickles and boil for five minutes. Remove from fire and scatter a few chillies through. Bottle when cold, and seal.

            

Pickled Onions.—Place onions (silver skins are best) in warm water for 10 minutes, then skin and soak them in brine (1oz. salt to quart of water, boiled for 10 minutes) for 12 hours. Drain away the water, and dry the onions on a cloth. Pack into the jars closely with a lump of loaf sugar in each jar. Fill up with boiling vinegar to which 1 teaspoon of salt and 1 1/2 teaspoons of pickling spices, peppercorns and all spice have been added for each jar (2lb. jam jar). Cover when cold. Shallots are done in the same way, but are not soaked in the salt and water.

            
* * *

          

        

        

          

Hand Knitting.

          
Now that March is here, with the approach of the autumn season and almost the end of our wonderful summer, our thoughts turn once more to the winter clothes problem. Hand knitting seems more popular than ever, and woolly wear is more delightfully original and well-fitting. The wool this season is in fascinating colourings, and for outdoor wear will match the new materials. For winter undies wools are obtained in lovely pastel shades. Children's wear is charming, and the loveliest little hand-knitted garments are seen. There should be
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Standing (left to right).—Messrs. Hurst (Clerk), D. Wallace (Cadet), H. Pearce (afterwards Stationmaster, Milton), W. Vincent (Goods Foreman), —. Todd (Clerk).


Sitting (left to right).—A. Heskett (Cadet, afterwards Stationmaster, Kurow), A. Weir (Shipping Foreman). T. W. Brebner (Chief Clerk, afterwards Traffic Manager, Invercargill), S. J. Loring (Stationmaster, afterwards District Traffic Manager, Greymouth), G. Brownlee (Cadet, afterwards District Traffic Manager, Wanganui), —. Farquhar (Cadet).


Mr. G. Brownlee, who was District Traffic Manager at Wanganui at the time of his retirement in 1919, has kindly supplied the above photograph. Mr. Brownlee is well known to railwaymen and also as a public man in Auckland, where, subsequent to his retirement, he became interested in educational matters and is now a member of the Auckland Education Board, a position he has occupied for the last 12 years. He was also a member of the Auckland City Council for four years, and of the Auckland Grammar School Board and other school controlling authorities. It is interesting to recall that Mr. Brownlee was an original member of the Government Railways Superannuation Board, a position he occupied for five years.





more women wielding knitting needles this season than even last year.

          

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

          
To join wool, thread one end into a darning needle and run needle about three inches along into the other end, drawing the wool through. This does away with unsightly knots on the inside of the garment.

          
To produce a firm edge to your work always knit into the back of cast-on stitches.

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

          
The seams of knitted jumpers may be stitched with a machine. It is quicker and straighter and makes a better job. Join the shoulder seams first, then stitch the sleeves into the armholes. The sleeve and sideseam can then be sewn in one. Press all the seams carefully and they will hardly show. A great deal depends upon the care taken in pressing and making up a knitted garment. Many a well-knitted garment has been spoiled by careless finishing off.

          

To Utilise Old Wool.—Most of us have some good out-of-date hand-knitted garments in our wardrobes. This wool may be washed and re-knitted and, provided it is not faded, will make up like new. First, carefully unpick all the seams. Unravel the wool and wind into skeins, tying them in several places with wool of a different colour to make the skeins secure.

          
Now soak each skein of wool in warm soapsuds, using Lux for preference. Wash well, squeezing with the hands. Do not rub or wring the wool. Rinse thoroughly in warm water and lay on newspaper or a towel in a shady place to dry. The careful washing and drying removes all the crinkles from the wool.

          
* * *

        

        

          

Health Notes.

          
Frequently people who are apparently in normal health are the victims of constipation. This condition should be prevented if possible. The cause must be discovered and removed or avoided. The condition may be the result of habit, a faulty diet, insufficient intake of water or an indoor sedentary life. There may be few symptoms, or there may be headache, abdominal discomfort, and loss of appetite with a coated tongue and fetid breath.

          
The treatment consists of the regulation of the diet, regular exercise, including one or two daily walks and the cultivation of regular habits. The diet should include green vegetables (raw and cooked), fruit, including prunes, figs, raisins, dates, oranges, grapefruit and apples, wholemeal bread, wholemeal or oatmeal porridge, and plenty of water (hot or cold). Avoid rich and fried food, pastry, etc. Sipping a glass of hot water before breakfast is helpful. Aperients should be avoided as much as possible. Small does of liquid paraffin are efficacious.
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Fashion Glimpses.

          

            
Chinese Influence.

            

The swagger coat has departed, and in its stead we have the coolie coat—hip-length, loose-fitting. With its round yoke and link fastening, it gives the correct Chinese coolie line. Another adoption for the successfully slim is the Chinese tunic, a delightful fashion, with its little Chinese collar standing stiffly up round the neck-line.

            
Russia contributes the Cossack coat with its wide revers, worn with a fur cravat and cap.

          

          

            
Suits.

            
Coats and skirts are slim-fitting, fullness in the latter being supplied by inverted pleats. The Norfolk influence is obvious in tweeds. Most tweed suits are belted, and many have patch pockets (four, very often). Buttons are in wood or leather. One autumn suit in heavy linen had an open inverted pleat at the back, giving a quaint, loose effect.

          

          

            
Blouses.

            
Checks are not nearly so prominent. Dark blouses are “fashion firsts.” The type with saddle shoulders, notched collar and shirt fastening are smart for wear with skirts or suits.

          

          

            
Sleeves.

            
Long, tight sleeves are featured in many new winter frocks. The raglan sleeve is smart. Bell sleeves are new, especially with a tight band of contrasting material peeping out at the wrist.

            
* * *
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Suits.
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Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 9, Issue 12 (March 1, 1935)

Blouses



            
Blouses.

            
Checks are not nearly so prominent. Dark blouses are “fashion firsts.” The type with saddle shoulders, notched collar and shirt fastening are smart for wear with skirts or suits.
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Sleeves.

            
Long, tight sleeves are featured in many new winter frocks. The raglan sleeve is smart. Bell sleeves are new, especially with a tight band of contrasting material peeping out at the wrist.

            
* * *
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The Evening Silhouette.

            
Bell sleeves for afternoon and bell skirts for evening! In the bell skirt the fullness is at the back, often ending in a slight train. Metallic moires, lamés or velvets are delightful fabrics for this style of gown.

            
For the slim, yet rounded, nothing could be more beautiful than the pencil or flower stalk silhouette. The frock moulds the figure, fullness being introduced unobtrusively below the knee-line. The shoulder line is widened by means of shoulder frills, the dropped Victorian shoulder line, or capes in material, fur or feathers. One glorious gown was moulded (there is no truer word) in suffle green satin. As its wearer moved, the light glinted and flowed over her. Dipping over one shoulder was a cape of shaded green ostrich feathers, lovely in contrast with her corn-gold hair.

            
Under the gleam of the electrics, expanses of flesh no longer shine. In other words, backless evening gowns are “out.” Frocks are cut out or slashed in various ways, but the newest mode is the slit back, fastening high at the neck-line. Neck-lines are mostly high and round, or draped.

          

          

            
Trimmings.

            
Velvet yokes, sashes, capes and bows contrast with frocks. Sequins and diamente sparkle on the new evening gowns, and metallic weaves in daylight. Hostess frocks feature frilling or pleating at the hem, or kilting on cuffs and neck-line. Clips are important, whether it be to fasten a scarf or a draped neck-line. Faggoting is featured on yokes or in dainty collar and cuff sets. The new initial brooches of cut-out chromium fasten scarves or bandanas. The new cravats are very short. Scarves are worn with suits, coats or frocks. With suits and coats they are tied cravat fashion, or doubled and the loose end passed through the loop last formed. One new coat with a neat fur collar had a scarf passing round under the collar and tying in a bow in front. Many tweed coats feature scarf collars. One with braided ends had a braided beret to match.

            
An easy way to furbish up a last winter's frock is to make for it a little taffeta collar and scarf cut in one.

            
A useful set comprises a double-breasted corduroy velvet jacket with velvet hat to match.
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Heads and Hats.

          
A word as to the new hair-dressing. Curls at the back are “out.” We wear our back hair shorter and straighter. But the sides! To be correct we should have three tiers of curls. Our hats show our curls. Large, floppy berets in velvet are smart, but I have a tiny doubt. I have seen these berets worn by Miss Seventeen and a well-groomed Forty, but I would have preferred, in each case, one of the new little felts.

          
Hats I must really describe next month; also the glorious new colours and materials, especially the nubbly fabrics and the glinting metallic-finished woollens.

          
* * *
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False Romance In The Short Story.

          
Consider the following two plots:—

          


	(1)
	
              Beautiful girl from poor home works for modiste; blues her savings on model frock; wearing it for first time is caught in rain and offered lift by expensive young man in expensive car. Acquaintance develops. Girl pretends to belong to leisured class. Young man proposes marriage and is joyfully accepted, despite the fact that he had seen through her subterfuge from the start.
            


	(2)
	
              Wealthy young playwright registers at hotel in assumed name. Makes acquaintance of beautiful young girl who turns out to be actress down on her luck. His Rolls Royce reveals him as wealthy man. Girl reproaches him for deception but accepts weddingring and lead in his new play.
            


          
One of these plots was culled from a leading English fiction magazine, and the other from an obscure women's weekly. One was by a noted English novelist, the other by an unknown woman scribbler. Plot for plot it is impossible to place one before the other, though I will concede the novelist slight superiority in presentation. The remuneration alone serves to differentiate between the known and the unknown, the former probably receiving



for one short story what the latter might be lucky enough to earn by her pen in one year.

          
For sugary-sweetness and shoddy romance, the stories are on a par. Let us only hope that the novelist, at least, realised that he was degrading his art; that, instead of depicting life as it is, harsh with fears and failures, beautiful in self-triumphs and ideals, he was creating a false and harmful impression of existence.

          
Physical beauty, for instance, should not be the only admirable attribute of a heroine, nor handsome features and a large bank-roll of a hero. The idea is farcical. Our two writers have been busily creating false values. The joys of life are not those money can buy, yet we have these foolish stories appealing to the vanity and greed of young people. In most cases, a fuller experience of life will probably provide a truer sense of values, but ideas culled from sentimental literature may have already falsely oriented a young life.

          
Admittedly, editors are forced to publish the best available instead of the best possible. It behoves us therefore to read always with a critical eye lest our own sense of values be impaired; best of all, to refrain from reading that which is obviously unreal.

          
* * *
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Home Notes.

          

            
Pickles, Sauces, etc.

            
Vegetables for making pickles should be young, fresh and free from bruises. Care should be taken to see that they are not over-cooked, but that they are crisp and tender. Vinegar must be boiled. The jars and bottles must of course be well sealed and air-tight. Use earthenware and enamelled vessels for pickle and sauce making.

            

Apple Chutney.—3lbs. apples, 1lb. shallots, 1 1/2lbs. onions, 1/2lb. seeded raisins, 1/4lb. brown sugar, 1 quart vinegar, 1/4oz. white pepper, 1/4oz. curry powder, 1/4oz. ground ginger, pinch cayenne.

            
Method: Mince or chop apples, onions and shallots, and place in a preserving pan. Mix the dry ingredients to a thin paste with a little vinegar and add to the apples, etc. Cover with the vinegar and boil for one hour. Stir well. Bottle.

            

Plum Sauce.—6lbs. plums, 2 1/2lbs. sugar, 3 pints vinegar, 6 teaspoons salt, 1 saltspoon cayenne, 1 tablespoon cloves, 1 dessertspoon ground ginger.

            
Method: Boil all together till reduced to a pulp, about two hours. Strain and bottle when cold.

            

Tomato Sauce.—5lbs. tomatoes, 1lb. onions, 1 1/2 pints vinegar, 1lb. apples, 1lb. brown sugar, 2ozs. allspice, 2ozs. cloves, 2ozs. salt, 2ozs. peppercorns, 1/2oz. ground ginger, 1oz. garlic (if liked), cayenne pepper to taste.

            
Method: Slice tomatoes, apples and onions. Boil all together until soft, then add sugar, vinegar, spices and salt. Boil slowly for two hours. Rub through a colander. Reheat and boil until it is like a thick cream—about half-an-hour. Bottle when cold and cork securely.

            

Mustard Pickle.—1 cauliflower, 1lb. beans, 1lb. green tomatoes, 6 small cucumbers, 1lb. pickling onions, 1 1/2 quarts vinegar. Method: Divide cauliflower and cut other vegetables into small pieces, leaving onions whole. Sprinkle enough salt to make a brine, and leave till next day. Wash and drain through a colander. Mix 1/4lb. tin mustard, 1/2 cupful brown sugar, 2 tablespoons flour, and 1 teaspoon of tumeric powder, wet with cold vinegar, stir into boiling vinegar, add the pickles and boil for five minutes. Remove from fire and scatter a few chillies through. Bottle when cold, and seal.

            

Pickled Onions.—Place onions (silver skins are best) in warm water for 10 minutes, then skin and soak them in brine (1oz. salt to quart of water, boiled for 10 minutes) for 12 hours. Drain away the water, and dry the onions on a cloth. Pack into the jars closely with a lump of loaf sugar in each jar. Fill up with boiling vinegar to which 1 teaspoon of salt and 1 1/2 teaspoons of pickling spices, peppercorns and all spice have been added for each jar (2lb. jam jar). Cover when cold. Shallots are done in the same way, but are not soaked in the salt and water.

            
* * *
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Hand Knitting.

          
Now that March is here, with the approach of the autumn season and almost the end of our wonderful summer, our thoughts turn once more to the winter clothes problem. Hand knitting seems more popular than ever, and woolly wear is more delightfully original and well-fitting. The wool this season is in fascinating colourings, and for outdoor wear will match the new materials. For winter undies wools are obtained in lovely pastel shades. Children's wear is charming, and the loveliest little hand-knitted garments are seen. There should be
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Mr. G. Brownlee, who was District Traffic Manager at Wanganui at the time of his retirement in 1919, has kindly supplied the above photograph. Mr. Brownlee is well known to railwaymen and also as a public man in Auckland, where, subsequent to his retirement, he became interested in educational matters and is now a member of the Auckland Education Board, a position he has occupied for the last 12 years. He was also a member of the Auckland City Council for four years, and of the Auckland Grammar School Board and other school controlling authorities. It is interesting to recall that Mr. Brownlee was an original member of the Government Railways Superannuation Board, a position he occupied for five years.





more women wielding knitting needles this season than even last year.

          

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

          
To join wool, thread one end into a darning needle and run needle about three inches along into the other end, drawing the wool through. This does away with unsightly knots on the inside of the garment.

          
To produce a firm edge to your work always knit into the back of cast-on stitches.

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

          
The seams of knitted jumpers may be stitched with a machine. It is quicker and straighter and makes a better job. Join the shoulder seams first, then stitch the sleeves into the armholes. The sleeve and sideseam can then be sewn in one. Press all the seams carefully and they will hardly show. A great deal depends upon the care taken in pressing and making up a knitted garment. Many a well-knitted garment has been spoiled by careless finishing off.

          

To Utilise Old Wool.—Most of us have some good out-of-date hand-knitted garments in our wardrobes. This wool may be washed and re-knitted and, provided it is not faded, will make up like new. First, carefully unpick all the seams. Unravel the wool and wind into skeins, tying them in several places with wool of a different colour to make the skeins secure.

          
Now soak each skein of wool in warm soapsuds, using Lux for preference. Wash well, squeezing with the hands. Do not rub or wring the wool. Rinse thoroughly in warm water and lay on newspaper or a towel in a shady place to dry. The careful washing and drying removes all the crinkles from the wool.

          
* * *
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Health Notes.

          
Frequently people who are apparently in normal health are the victims of constipation. This condition should be prevented if possible. The cause must be discovered and removed or avoided. The condition may be the result of habit, a faulty diet, insufficient intake of water or an indoor sedentary life. There may be few symptoms, or there may be headache, abdominal discomfort, and loss of appetite with a coated tongue and fetid breath.

          
The treatment consists of the regulation of the diet, regular exercise, including one or two daily walks and the cultivation of regular habits. The diet should include green vegetables (raw and cooked), fruit, including prunes, figs, raisins, dates, oranges, grapefruit and apples, wholemeal bread, wholemeal or oatmeal porridge, and plenty of water (hot or cold). Avoid rich and fried food, pastry, etc. Sipping a glass of hot water before breakfast is helpful. Aperients should be avoided as much as possible. Small does of liquid paraffin are efficacious.
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Another Railway Champion

 Mr. R. W. 
Mcvilly.
          
        

        

          
(By “
Playboy.”)
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IN a period of fifty years or so the Railway service has produced its due proportion (and more) of champions in almost every field of athletic endeavour; many of them men whose names are indelibly written in the history of sport in New Zealand. The champion basking in the limelight is the cynosure of all eyes, but behind him, unseen (often unheard of) by the crowds that applaud them, are the men who make the limelight itself—the administrators of sport. In this world of economic stress and strife there is still, luckily, that saving grace which prompts certain human beings to disregard their leisure (and sometimes, too, their own material advancement) to work and plan and organise the leisure of others. In this sphere of human activity, where men, for no material reward at all, freely and willingly give time and effort which, in their vocations, they would consider slavery, the Railway service has taken a part that has never been fully recognised. Take the sport of boxing, for instance. There was a time when it was practically controlled in Wellington (and to its great benefit) by a small band of railwaymen.

          
Of all the railway servants who have thus given their time and spared no labour, none is more entitled to honour than Mr. R. W. McVilly. How, on earth, in those far off pre-war days (when the best the service could do for its next in command to the General Manager was to label him Chief Clerk) Mr. McVilly could spare the time for a bare perusal of sporting results let alone do what he did in the field of management of them, always was a puzzle. We knew he had a home somewhere (rumour had it in Kelburn), but at almost any hour of any day or night there he was in that office in Featherston Street, behind that barricade of files that never lowered an inch. And yet come a meeting of the Boxing Association, the New Zealand Rowing Association, or the Wellington Centre of the N.Z.A.A.A., he would be there. Very much there, indeed, until all hours of the night at times, and then, as often as not, back to that office in Featherston Street. As another man will wearily leave his toil for a breath of air and a mental or physical let up, he would leave his office for a night of hard work to keep some struggling sport alive. Even during the day he would find time to let the Railways run on their own wheels for a moment or two while, after giving play to that faculty of his for sitting like the Sphinx and listening, he would with words few and decisive settle some sporting point that had caused endless trouble.

          
I first met him when as a stripling of eighteen I attended as a delegate from a club (now defunct) my first annual meeting of the Wellington Centre of the N.Z.A.A.A. That meeting extended over two nights, until one a.m. on each occasion. The nights were warm, and so were the discussions. I fell foul of him that night—practically the only time in the thirty years all told I have known him. He loved an argument in those days—mainly, I suppose, because it was a relief from the daily office round where he gave the orders and no arguing.

          
His three sporting loves, as I have said, were rowing, boxing and athletics. I knew him not as a rowing administrator, that not being one of my own sports. In boxing on and off for many years I came in contact with him, and knew him for the stalwart he was. But it was, and is, in athletics (in which his interest is still as alive as ever) I have had most opportunity of valuing his great services.

          
Holding the position he did in the biggest of all State enterprises there never has been any question of his using sport as a means of self-assertion or seeking the limelight. His forthright pronouncements have at times been the subject of much newspaper discussion which, favourable or otherwise, has left him unmoved. For years he declined honours which the athletic world wanted to bestow on him because he knew where he would be of the greatest service to the sport. I remember when in 1909 the headquarters of the N.Z.A.A.A. were permanently
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transferred to Wellington from Christchurch, after the period of some six months or so during which there were two bodies claiming Dominion control. He had taken a prominent part in the revolution, but once peace was restored he steadfastly declined a seat on the Dominion Council. He knew he could render greater service to New Zealand athetics by remaining on the Wellington Centre to guide its very active destinies when Wellington led the way (how times have changed!) than by anything that could be done on the controlling body.

          
Of the help he was to the Wellington Centre the full story will never be told. No man was more adroit in hiding his own benefactions. I remember when overseas athletic teams came to New Zealand the promptness with which Wellington's share of the guarantee would be lodged used to cause some astonishment in other centres. None of them knew that it was always a cheque signed R. W. McVilly that furnished the guarantee. But, after all, those guarantees and the trophies he has given at various times when their stimulus was needed are but fragments of the whole of the valuable services he has given. What a stalwart support he was in bad times! When things were going well he could be as hasty as any of us, but when they were bad he was the well of calm strength from which we drew reviving draughts. He would preside at a meeting, sitting silent while others thrashed a question to pieces and left them scattered. The meeting would end without anything being done. But next day perhaps he would quietly solve the difficulty.

          
In the days to which I am particularly referring, Mr. McVilly had no club affiliation, which was in itself all to the good. Not that there would be any thought of his views being influenced by club interests, but the very fact of his having none set him apart from all club strife—and there was plenty of it and to spare. Now, however, that he is President of the New Zealand Council, which knows not the individual club in its official relations, he is an enthusiastic member of the Wellington Club deriving keen enjoyment from an occasional trip with it.

          
It would be idle to claim that Mr. McVilly has never made mistakes. The mistakes he has made, however, have generally come about through ill-advised attempts by others to bounce him from a stand he took in the beginning—in many cases from the desire to draw out the other side of the case. Invariably in those cases no threat would shift him. But though at times he was, and even nowadays is, in my humble judgment, wrong in the individual instance, he has been seldom, if ever, wrong in the long view.

          
Of course Mr. McVilly was an athlete of parts in his own youth—a sound oarsman and a good track walker. I had hoped to give something of his own career in these sports notes, but even the threat to manufacture them if he did not supply me with chapter and verse, produced no more than a twinkle in the eye and an unmistakable (though wholly genial) bristling of that moustache. It was perfectly evident that, as ever, his interest is in the youth of to-day and not in his own far-off athletic past. For all that, he is just a wee bit proud of being the uncle of Cecil McVilly, of Tasmania, one of the finest amateur scullers Australia produced prior to the advent of the miraculous Bobby Pearce.

        

        

          

Schoolboy Howlers.

          
Masculine man, feminine woman, neutral corps.

          
The Bay of Biscay is noted for biscuits.

          
A herbaceous border is a lodger who will not eat meat.

          
A Hibernian is a gentleman who sleeps in the winter.

          
The people of Greenland are known as Equinoxes.

          
A soviet is a cloth used by hotel waiters.

          
* * *

          
Professor: Which is the strongest water power known to man? Student: Women's tears.

          
Old Lady (witnessing tug-of-war for the first time): Wouldn't it be simpler to cut the rope?

          
Customer (suspiciously): How is the hash made here? Waiter: Made, sir? 'Ash ain't made; it accumulates.
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Variety in Brief

        

          
By far the most curious sight I have witnessed in the fish world was the migration of eels and lampreys at Kaimata, Westland. In recent years the River Arnold has been dammed to provide electric power, and the twenty foot dam has proved an insuperable barrier to the slimy folk. At the edge of the dam, however, a thin trickle of water escapes down the side of the hill, and up this trickle (almost imperceptible to the naked eye, as it merely moistens the stones over which it flows) I saw last month literally hundreds and thousands of eels, and an occasional lamprey, squirming their way upwards. The largest eel was a foot long, but the lampreys (which, contrary to the habits of eels, spawn in fresh water) were fully grown specimens.

          
One could picture the delight with which the old-time Maori would have fallen upon this eely harvest! In the course of a week it would be quite possible to take a ton of fish, at the rate they were coming along.—M.S.N.

          
* * *

          
There has been reported from Hatuma, in the Hawke's Bay district, the brief appearance of an apparently nearly exhausted bird, the description of which would fit a huia. Many will hope that it really is one, for its appearance lends colour to the rumour occasionally repeated, that some natives actually know the whereabouts of a few but guard the secret jealously, lest these survivors be finished off. Two summers ago an elderly Maori woman, at that time a patient in a Taranaki hospital, told the writer, of a cousin with whom she shared the knowledge of at least two birds in a piece of bush along the bank of a particular river, well inland. The cousin, whose name she did not disclose, was positive that the female had laid six eggs that spring and hatched several chicks. At the time of telling this, she had been excited by the pleasure of some youthful Maoris over a pakeha schoolboy, in whose friendship for their people they firmly believe, having made a swimming record; and she offered to go with her relative to catch one of the partly-grown birds for this boy, under certain conditions. The offer could not be accepted, as she was not likely to be in a fit state of health for a bush expedition for some time. On leaving the locality I lost sight of her, and have since heard of her death within a year of leaving the hospital. It may be that the Hawke's Bay wearied visitor is one of those chickens. Or there may be several families surviving, it is to be hoped increasing, in different places.—“Waiokura.”

          
* * *

          
“Potatogram” is quite the latest medium of communication, and to the Trans-Australian railway must the credit for its invention be accorded. An old prospector walks two or three miles to the railway line to await any letters or papers it may be his luck to receive from Kalgoorlie. As the train does not stop at this point the delivery of the mail has proved rather a baffling problem. However, after much deliberation a brain wave occurred to those responsible, as a result of which a slit is made in a potato, a letter or paper is inserted, and the mail hurtled from the train. The old chap is delighted with the idea, and furthermore, in carrying out the injunction—“Waste not want not,” invariably eats the potato!—“Jasmine.”

          
* * *

          
Once again the Railway Department has proved its worth to the country and its adaptability to unusual circumstances. Reference is being made to the recent undertaking of the Southland railways in transporting a forty-ton “lift” from the Bluff wharf to East Gore, a distance of fifty-seven miles. The “lift,” a massive metal cylinder for the Mataura Paper Mills, was discharged at Bluff from the Home-liner Opawa, and was the heaviest piece of machinery ever landed at that port. The question of land transportation was solved by the Railway Department constructing a “skeleton” wagon at Invercargill workshops. The cylinder was of such a shape that accurate measurement was necessary for the assembling of the framework of the wagon; this work was carried out to perfection, the massive cylinder fitting into its bed with mathematical exactitude. In perfect accord with the progressive policy of the Directorate of the Mataura Paper Mills, the Railway Department and the Bluff Harbour Board conjointly worked to facilitate transportation. The special wagon was constructed as above, whilst the Harbour Board spent a considerable sum of money in strengthening the Railway approach to the wharf. Among the problems faced by the Department were the facts that the cylinder was over gauge limits, could not pass station verandahs or overhead footbridges, was too heavy for ordinary road bridges, and too large to permit of passing another train on an adjoining track. The gross weight of the wagon and cylinder was approximately forty-five tons. All difficulties were eventually overcome, and the freight delivered at the consignees back door within a few hours of leaving the ship's slings. A special train, comprising locomotive, guard's van and a Ub wagon with its valuable load, left the port in the afternoon for Invercargill at a speed not exceeding ten miles per hour; later on, the journey to Gore was continued, where delivery was taken and the cylinder loaded into a road wagon running on steel wheels with a tyre breadth of two feet, for the final stage of the journey to Mataura.

          
* * *

        

        

          

Railway Enterprise.

          
In an article headed “State Enterprise” the “Southland News,” in referring to the management of the New Zealand Railways states: “Business is constantly sought, conveniences are offered, and every possible effort is made to encourage travel by rail. Particularly is this apparent in the increasing number of cheap one-day excursions run by the Department to scenic resorts, a practice which may be commended from several angles. Not only does it assist in swelling the revenue but also it offers to the public a convenience which is greatly appreciated as evidenced by the fact that it is expected that to-morrow one thousand people will travel to Queens-town by the excursion trains. In brief, the people of this Dominion are induced to use their own property for their own pleasure, and their own ultimate profit, and are offered that courtesy and efficiency which helps to bring a return of patronage.”
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* * *

          
“Potatogram” is quite the latest medium of communication, and to the Trans-Australian railway must the credit for its invention be accorded. An old prospector walks two or three miles to the railway line to await any letters or papers it may be his luck to receive from Kalgoorlie. As the train does not stop at this point the delivery of the mail has proved rather a baffling problem. However, after much deliberation a brain wave occurred to those responsible, as a result of which a slit is made in a potato, a letter or paper is inserted, and the mail hurtled from the train. The old chap is delighted with the idea, and furthermore, in carrying out the injunction—“Waste not want not,” invariably eats the potato!—“Jasmine.”

          
* * *

          
Once again the Railway Department has proved its worth to the country and its adaptability to unusual circumstances. Reference is being made to the recent undertaking of the Southland railways in transporting a forty-ton “lift” from the Bluff wharf to East Gore, a distance of fifty-seven miles. The “lift,” a massive metal cylinder for the Mataura Paper Mills, was discharged at Bluff from the Home-liner Opawa, and was the heaviest piece of machinery ever landed at that port. The question of land transportation was solved by the Railway Department constructing a “skeleton” wagon at Invercargill workshops. The cylinder was of such a shape that accurate measurement was necessary for the assembling of the framework of the wagon; this work was carried out to perfection, the massive cylinder fitting into its bed with mathematical exactitude. In perfect accord with the progressive policy of the Directorate of the Mataura Paper Mills, the Railway Department and the Bluff Harbour Board conjointly worked to facilitate transportation. The special wagon was constructed as above, whilst the Harbour Board spent a considerable sum of money in strengthening the Railway approach to the wharf. Among the problems faced by the Department were the facts that the cylinder was over gauge limits, could not pass station verandahs or overhead footbridges, was too heavy for ordinary road bridges, and too large to permit of passing another train on an adjoining track. The gross weight of the wagon and cylinder was approximately forty-five tons. All difficulties were eventually overcome, and the freight delivered at the consignees back door within a few hours of leaving the ship's slings. A special train, comprising locomotive, guard's van and a Ub wagon with its valuable load, left the port in the afternoon for Invercargill at a speed not exceeding ten miles per hour; later on, the journey to Gore was continued, where delivery was taken and the cylinder loaded into a road wagon running on steel wheels with a tyre breadth of two feet, for the final stage of the journey to Mataura.

          
* * *
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Railway Enterprise.

          
In an article headed “State Enterprise” the “Southland News,” in referring to the management of the New Zealand Railways states: “Business is constantly sought, conveniences are offered, and every possible effort is made to encourage travel by rail. Particularly is this apparent in the increasing number of cheap one-day excursions run by the Department to scenic resorts, a practice which may be commended from several angles. Not only does it assist in swelling the revenue but also it offers to the public a convenience which is greatly appreciated as evidenced by the fact that it is expected that to-morrow one thousand people will travel to Queens-town by the excursion trains. In brief, the people of this Dominion are induced to use their own property for their own pleasure, and their own ultimate profit, and are offered that courtesy and efficiency which helps to bring a return of patronage.”
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