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New Zealand's Centennial Exhibition and Celebrations

        

The people of Wellington and visitors to the Capital City are daily becoming more interested and impressed by the New Zealand Centennial Exhibition buildings and grounds as these take shape in the hands of architects, builders and landscape artists.

        
With the opening day still about six months away, it can be confidently anticipated that the tractive power of the Exhibition, as the hub of the Dominion's Centennial Celebrations, will greatly excel that of anything of the kind staged in this country previously and will compare favourably with the best to be seen or experienced in other lands.

        
Not only will there be notable representation of the various provincial districts, but the Dominion as a whole will be placed picturesquely and dramatically before the eyes of visitors; whilst other countries, with Great Britain in the lead, will contribute their part to the display of economic and cultural developments which have marked the past hundred years of progress.

        
But beyond the mere display element associated with the pageantry appropriate for occasions of the kind. “celebrations” call for something more. They require a joyous outpouring from the wells of happiness that reside somewhere in every soul and that can be drawn on by any appropriate occasion.

        
New Zealanders, although blessed with a climate and other natural endowments that help towards the fulness of life, are not as a rule demonstrative; they take their pleasures and their privileges more as a matter of course than most peoples. They won't be bustled, can't be scared, and are not easily stirred. But there is a ferment working among them now that promises the proper celebrating spirit as the hundred-year mark is approached, and as the facts regarding the vast achievements in national development and progress recorded by this country are spread and become more consciously acknowledged.

        
Our pioneers, our legislators, our leaders in every line of life—law, transport, primary production, manufacture, sport, education—throughout this hundred years, deserve our gratitude.

        
The idea of jubilee celebrations is deep rooted in the history of mankind, and the greater the occasion for gratitude the greater should the celebration be. On this ground alone New Zealanders may be expected to celebrate in a spirit worthy of the forebears whose work and enterprise, energy and courage, it is their exceeding good fortune to inherit.
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Railway Progress in New Zealand


General Manager's Message


Extension of Rail Car Services

        

An important feature of more than general interest to the public and railwaymen alike will be the commencement on Sunday, the 16th April, of the new rail car service between New Plymouth and Wellington by means of the Standard rail car “Aotea.”

        
So far as the two rail car services already in operation in New Zealand are concerned, it may be said that both have proved popular in an increasing degree from the time of their inception. The first of these services connects Palmerston North and the Wairarapa with Wellington via the Manawatu Gorge and the Rimutaka Incline (with its exceptional average grade of 3 miles of 1 foot in every 14 feet), and the second provides a newspaper and passenger service between Hokitika, Greymouth and Christchurch, through the 5 ¼ mile Otira Tunnel. However, the rail cars provided on these special services were constructed to suit the routes and purposes for which they were specially designed. This makes them somewhat less attractive from the purely passenger aspect, than the Standard type of rail car the Department has been able to evolve for use on such runs as that between Wellington and New Plymouth.

        
For this reason I anticipate even more satisfactory results from the new service, which will, as previously announced, be followed by others as the units become available.

        
I desire to take this opportunity of thanking the Taranaki Chamber of Commerce and other representative bodies for their very real assistance to the Department in arranging a public meeting and assembling from all the centres most vitally concerned, and for giving me an opportunity to discuss with them the proposed time-tables.

        
In this connection I particularly appreciate the fact that, after the whole case had been fairly stated by the representative men present, a unanimous decision was made in favour of the time-table which is to be inaugurated.

        
It was an instance of co-operation that stands to the credit of all the participants and that should ensure the desired support of this new transport facility throughout the Taranaki province.

        
I may say that wherever rail cars have been introduced on our system so far, there has been a marked increase in passenger traffic, and I think that Taranaki, because of the many advantages of the new service, may be expected to respond to the stimulus of faster, cleaner, more comfortable, and more frequent rail transport to an even greater extent.

        

          

[image: ]
        

        

          
General Manager.
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Buy New Zealand Goods

 … and Build New Zealand

 
New Zealand Industries Series


 No. 2—
Women's Underwear.

          
        

        
By 
O. N. 
Gillespie
 
(Rly. Publicity photos.)


        
It seems a strange transition from ingots and stanchions to filmy fabrics; from angular metal mechanisms to cobwebby frillies of delicate colours; but the way of it is this: in my last article I dealt with the engineering industry of New Zealand. I was startled to find the range and complexity of the things of iron and steel that are made in New Zealand, competently, efficiently, of world parity for value, and in some cases on a scale of Old World magnitude.

        
Clothing was next on my list, and I received a still greater surprise when I learned the extent of this New Zealand industry. It has as many branches as a well-grown rimu and spreads throughout the length and breadth of New Zealand. The clothing industry, in round figures, has three hundred and fifty establishments, employing twelve thousand people, whose earnings are nearly a millon and half in wages each year. These approximate figures are imposing, and obviously this interesting territory of New Zealand industry had to be divided into provinces. As in my last story, I have chosen four typical plants, situated at Auckland, Palmerston North, and Wellington, and I select for survey in this article the fascinating business of manufacturing women's underwear.

        

It is clear at once that the problems of the underwear manufactures differ in essentials from those of the engineer. The latter has to make an article that works and wears, and its appearance is subsidiary to the main objective.

        
In the making of “frillies,” appearance is the first consideration, for fit and design are both part of this factor; but wearing qualities are, of course, also important. However, the first appeal is aesthetic, and the buyers are ruled by fashion, fancy, and taste. Gone are the days when red flannelette was the utilitarian fabric in general use, and when anything homely and comfortable would do in the way of a garment that was out of sight. To-day, modern underclothes are necessities, and, in such a country as New Zealand, form part of the budget of the vast majority of our feminine population. For a mere male, I have been in a strange country, a land of delicate colours, delightful fabrics, brocades and trimmings, laces and graces, dainty designs, a fairyland of silk, gauze, and shimmering tints.

        
To my surprise I found that the most modern of these pretty things did not come from Paris or Vienna; they were made here in New Zealand, and in some cases, the very stuff from which they were fashioned was woven by intricate machines tended by New Zealanders.

        
In the last week or two I have seen thousands of expensive-looking garments, representing I know not how many qualms of fear for husbands and fathers. But one piece of sheer truth struck me as worth enunciating at once.
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Cutting fifty layers of material, in one operation, at the Silknit factory in Auckland.


        

        
Handling, with genuine pride, a diaphanous affair of pale blue and soft pink, a factory manager said to me: “If this pyjama suit were tabbed ‘Paris’ and priced at four times our rate, it would be rushed.”

        
In more than one New Zealand establishment I saw the green cover of “Lingerie Elegante,” the sacred book of the underwear designer, published in Vienna. I said to a captain of one of these raiment ships: “Can you make this sort of thing?” and he was almost exasperated. “Of course,” he said sharply. “Every single one—and we can improve on some of them.”

        
It was a simmering day when we called in at the Silknit factory in Auckland. This is the home of “Maybelle.” My education in the New Zealand underwear industry had a good beginning in the large, modern, airy, manywindowed machine room of this fine place. I saw the replica here of the engineer's template. It is a brown-paper pattern which is placed on the top of a thick mass of fabrics and a cutting machine sheers through the lot, fifty at a time.
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Lingerie Manufacture in New Zealand


(1) A spacious workroom at the Abelco factory, Wellington. (2) Assembly and machine-room at Lustre's, Wellington. (3) The Flatlock sewing machine, Silknit factory, Auckland. (4) Modern workroom, Silknit, Auckland. (5) Dry heat-press at Silknit, Auckland. (6) Sorting room at Symington's, Wellington.
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A spacious workroom at Silknit Ltd., Auckland.


        

        
The sewing machines are a diverse family; they do 4,500 stitches a minute and perform a variety of miracles. One machine cuts off raw edges and stitches at the same time, making the seam part of the garment itself. The Flatlock machine has extra qualities, and I got a thrill from watching a graceful lily, in embroidery, with leaves, flower and yellow pistil, blossom under a needle in a matter of seconds.

        
It could not have been painted any more swiftly as the clever girl wrought this witchcraft with her machine. I found out what a picot edge is, and, above all, what is meant by “locknit,” that knitting process which has done away for all time with the “laddering” of cloths. Each individual stitch under this method is looked to the next so that to get a hole, the cloth has to be wrenched apart or bored with some instrument. From the cutting-room, the garments run down a chute to the machine-room, and they make a further descent when assembled and completed, for they dive again to the floor where electric presses put the final touch.

        
I was keenly interested in the device which threaded the elastic into the hem of garments and noticed that at every wearing point, there was a reinforcement.

        
As in other establishments, the designers are from overseas and up-to-date innovations are constantly being introduced. I felt, though, in the Silknit factory that there was special attention to faithful making, to New Zealand special needs, and to the genuine cult of beauty.

        
The lunch-room, with radio and good appointments, was worth seeing, and there are well-equipped cloak rooms, a Red Cross room, and every help to comfort for the large staff.

        
This spacious, efficient, modern plant is a credit to New Zealand, but its show-room was a revelation. It would be idle for me to attempt to detail the bewildering array of lovely things that hung in rows everywhere What was convincing was the pride and satisfaction of the works manager as he displayed these multi-coloured jewels. “Nothing better in the world,” he said … “only dearer, that's all.”

        
I stepped off at Palmerston North on


[image: A workroom at Symington's (N.Z. Ltd.), Wellington.]
A workroom at Symington's (N.Z. Ltd.), Wellington.


my way down from Auckland and looked into “Libertyland.”

        
This notable addition to the possessions of the North Island's largest inland town belongs to R. & W. H. Symington (N.Z.) Ltd., who also have a large factory in Wellington. They also have, by the way, one of the largest works in England (at Market Harborough), two in Victoria, and one in the Irish Free State (at Dundalk).

        
Northing can possibly be better for New Zealand than the establishment of industrial undertakings in our pleasant provincial centres. All the disadvantages of the crowded city are missing, and in our country, all the amenities of a metropolitan life are present. There is an air about “Libertyland” which is distinctive and in some way is redolent of the countryside. It is a one-storey building, windows on all sides. It is as light inside as out and has no resemblance to the average conception of a factory.

        
As Symingtons have their great English establishment, they naturally send their specially trained English girls out to New Zealand for the tuition of our feminine workers.

        
Experts, including designers, are also men of Old World training, so that “Liberty” underwear can come in for no criticisms based on the idea that New Zealand-made articles in some way suffer from inferior craftsmanship, or lack of modernity in fashion.

        
Here again, I took at random, an illustrious garment from “Lingerie Elegante, 1939,” an elaborate and delicate affair. The manager took me to the show-room and there it was. As I checked the French description, I give
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[image: Symington's “Liberty” goods for despatch.]
Symington's “Liberty” goods for despatch.


it here. “Night chemise in lustred silk with vertical ruffles inset, and pleated sections.” To the mere male, this simply means night-dress. The real point is that it was a very beautiful art object, made in New Zealand, and in all respects, the equal of its English or Continental facsimile.

        
The next visit was paid to the Lustre works in Wellington.

        
The familiar names here are Dullbloom, Florette and Velvaray. There are other fancy materials, the importance of which is that they are woven in the company's mills in Australia and New Zealand.

        
These weaving machines are intensely interesting. The thread comes out wrapped round huge cones. Each one of these carries 65 miles of silk thread, each single thread consisting of still finer filaments, seventy-two in each.

        
The cones revolve at the top, precisely like a cotton reel on a sewing machine. Underneath, an enormous reel winds slowly and steadily, automatically keeping an even tension as the fabric comes from the actual knitting apparatus.

        
These mechanical marvels actually make the locknit material, and they have the same uncanny precision of working and the apparent intelligence which we associate with the linotype.

        
But the star of this factory is the Crochette machine. These are robots in metal.

        
They will knit a garment in any pattern and they handle a problem like “purl and plain” with uncanny ease and precision. They make all types of vests, panties, beach wear and other distinctively designed underwear. The pattern drums are the sources of this magic. They consist of the replicas in metal of a thousand fingers holding a thousand knitting needles, and they are arranged so that the stitch is changed, a fullness can be inserted, ornamental stitchery added, and the shape followed exactly. Watching these automata at work is full of surprises. The speed gathers, then slows down, gathers again, all at irregular intervals, until one feels that an intelligence must be running the show from somewhere inside the tracery of rods, wheels, revolving drums, and shining “gadgets.”

        
These machines can make use of any material, all wool, silk and wool, all silk, and so on.

        
On the manager's table was a cone of New Zealand wool, but this room gave me a new light on the way these problems are tackled in New Zealand. This technician of world-wide experience showed me an attractive vest. He had worn it, and his wife had worn it, for the purpose of effectually testing its washing and other qualities. He explained that experiments in new garments were laden with traps, and constant research, everlasting patience, and persistent ingenuity were needed with each new article.

        
Still, as he explained, that was the way of progress and the New Zealand Lustre factory was in the van.

        
Here again was the feeling of outdoors in the well-lit rooms, and the staff lunch-room is a fine specimen of “The Room with a View.” The whole harbour lies before it and, as this was one of Wellington's blue days, it was beautiful indeed.

        
We took our pictures, said goodbye to the modern electric press, and looked again at the brocaded silks, the lovely things of gossamer, and the sturdier fabrics, and row upon row of exquisite things in tender colours which will one day help in assembling trousseaux and filling the well-known ‘bottom drawer.”

        
Then we called at the big Abelco factory. This is almost a national institution, and a cause for just pride in all New Zealanders. It is the brain child of a returned soldier with a practical mind, and a breezy personality.

        
I felt like taking my hat off to Gollin & Co. and Joseph Abel, as I took my leave of this great modern combination of factory and warehouse. Underwear is only one avenue of the spreading activities of this vast concern which uses, literally, millions of yards of British thread in a year, 13 miles of material, and the figures are growing every month.

        
The plant is a triumph of factory planning. The lighting is uncannily like clear outside daylight, for windows seem to form the walls. The lunchroom, with kitchenette, racks for shoes and slippers, coat hangers, is spacious and comfortable. An electric urn and cooking appliances provide the conveniences for morning tea and luncheon, and the place is always bright with flowers. There is a room set aside for the men, and a further well-appointed rest-room with first-aid outfit.
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I was pleased to see kauri tops on the long sewing benches which, by the way, have ample room between the operators. There are adjustable stools and specially designed chairs for each worker, and a good notion is the box for personal belongings.

        
Tables which have the appearance of a race-track are the sight of the cutting-room. They run the whole length of the factory. Up and down these, scamper cutting machines which perform the most extraordinary feats.

        
The “Lay” consists as a rule of six inches of material, but the thickness can run to eight inches. Where the materials are of fine quality, very large figures emerge from the measurements of cloth cut at one operation.

        
For instance, 5,600 garments can be cut from one “Lay,” and the total length of material handled in one cutting can reach nine miles.

        
The “Du Barry” underwear is well-known, and here again, I spent a delightful hour looking at artistic ranges of tint, material, and design. I made the acquaintance of “Lullaby” cloth, a soft and attractive stuff which takes rainbow colourings.

        
I was also introduced to cotton “interlock” which is bought by the pound. Again in the capacity of a mere male, I liked the comfortable feel of this material and learned of its absorbent and dyeing qualities.

        
There is no question that the old vexation of the “laddering” material is over for ever. I shall become wearisome if I mention again the uncanny breed of modern sewing machines which smock, embroider, do perfect scams, sew on buttons and make button holes, all at the rates of thousands each day.

        
The outstanding feature of all this mechanical activity is its ease of working. Electrical power does the hard work. I shall have to return to Abelco in a later article, but it is comforting to find this sturdy industrial tree growing so quickly and maintaining its distinctive New Zealand character.

        
There are, of course, dozens of other establishments in New Zealand devoted to the task of making smart and dainty things for New Zealand women and children. The four plants covered in
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the foregoing article, however, are sufficient to show that New Zealand hands and brains can cope effectually with this exciting problem.

        
I found that the underwear industry was led by men who were primarily artists. Over and over again, these experts handled their delectable exhibits with a genuine fondness, an aesthetic enthusiasm. I believed them when they said that these creations were at least as choice as anything from overseas. They lamented the attitude of mind which imagined that a garment had to journey here from overseas to acquire fashionable qualities. Our New Zealand factories have access to every latest modern design, every quirk of fashion, every new notion, every innovation in material, embroidery, and decorative methods.

        
Our establishments compete in price 
now, but as one works manager said bluntly: “Buy more New Zealand underwear, and we'll soon get the prices down.”

        
To my exceeding comfort I learned that our girls coming from good homes, and working under happy conditions, are developing a superb craftsmanship. Enthusiasm on the part of our feminine purchasers will produce a corresponding response from the folks who work in this pleasant industry. It is to be remembered that we can only get from New Zealand the results of our own work, and we can only make industries successful if we support them heartily.

        
The New Zealand underwear industry gives value for our money, work for our folks, and artistic satisfaction to the most critical. In other words our “frillies” are in good shape.
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Sleepy Mercury Bay, centre of a rich dairying district and favoured haunt of the summer camper and the big-game fisherman, presents an interesting aspect to-day compared with that of the early years of the present century. Gone are the remains of the first sawmill which, 110 years ago, fitted lofty kauri masts and spars into the sailing vessels — merchantmen and frigates of the line—which called there for refit. Blackened, dead stumps on the denuded hills tell of the once furious activity of that mill, but of itself there remains but one trace. The whistle which summoned the workers to their daily task now functions in the modern dairy factory which has superseded it.

        
Gone, too, is the racecourse upon which many an exciting equine contest was staged in the lusty, vigorous days of the bushfellers which preceded the present languorous calm of the district.

        
The marks of the earlier Maori settlement are, however, abundant in the region, and the trenches of their pas, around whose palisades many a sanguinary battle has been fought, are still visible on the grassy slopes of several hills. Going back even further one finds an iron spike driven into the rocky summit of a headland marking the spot from which the famous navigator, Captain James Cook, landed for the second time in this country to make observations of a transit of Mercury, 170 years ago.

        
Mercury Bay, indeed, is steeped in historical associations. It featured in our island's story long before Captain Cook's voyages of discovery, for place names in the district reveal that it was populated by the Maoris as early as the fourteenth century, when a band


[image: (Photo., R. McIntosh.) A glimpse of the township of Whitianga from the site of the first sawmill and shipyard across the river.]
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of Maoris from the Arawa canoe under the leadership of Hei settled at Mercury Bay, forming the Ngati-Hei tribe. The Maori name for the bay itself is Whanganui-o-Hei (the great bay of Hei). When Hei died he was buried on the western side of the river, near the site of the present township of Whitianga.

        
The district has its historic link with another famous navigator in the name of the township itself, for Whitianga-a-Kupe means the “Crossing place of Kupe.” Just to the south of the township is a spot near the river where was fought a memorable inter-tribal battle.

        
Across the river from the township, Whitianga Rock (which rises almost perpendicularly from the water near the mouth of the river) is famous in Maori legend as a pa of Hei. Being impossible to scale on three sides on account of its precipitous walls this pa held a commanding position and on many occasions fierce intertribal warfare centred around its palisades.

        
It was its last stand, however, which made the rock famous in Maori mythology, for it was, in New Zealand's history, the scene of the first aerial
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The broad sweep of Cook's beach seen from the spot where the famous explorer observed a transit of Mercury.


evacuation of an untenable position. The Maoris who held the pa were renowned kite-fliers and their kites, apparently, were of the large variety. On one occasion, beleaguered and hardpressed, with their provisions running low, one of their number conceived the idea of using their kites as gliders. Attaching themselves to the kites the desperate Maoris sprang from the rock, but their fall into the river, several hundred feet below, was softened and the kites dragged them across the swift current to safety.

        
The whites first set foot on these shores when Cook was making his first voyage of exploration up the eastern coast of the North Island.

        
Cook and his men landed on a magnificent sweep of ocean beach which to-day is known as Cook's beach, and while the 
Endeavour was careened for cleaning, parties of men cut wood and replenished the water supply. From the crest of a headland nearby the telescopes were set up for the observation of the transit of Mercury, already referred to. The fact that these observations were successfully completed is apparent from the names Mercury Bay, Great Mercury, and Red Mercury Islands.

        
Cook also found time to explore the fast-running Whitianga River, which he named Mangrove River. In his journal one can read that “the river branched into several channels forming a number of very low, flat islands, all covered with a sort of mangrove tree.” In this brief survey, conducted in the ship's boats, the navigator noted the presence on the beaches and adhering to the mangroves of a sort of resin which he believed to have been exuded from the mangrove trees. Actually it was kauri gum which he had discovered.

        
The fact that the river and bay were rich in fish is also recorded in the journal, for the natives established friendly contact with Cook's crew, and bartered fish for pieces of coloured cloth.

        
The bay next featured in historical records very early in the story of the colonisation of the Dominion, for even before colonisation had begun many early traders and warships secured kauri spars from the richly wooded hills which encircled the bay, and to which easy access could be had up the Whitianga River and its tributaries,


[image: Whitianga, as it appeared in the early part of this century.]
Whitianga, as it appeared in the early part of this century.


the Whenuakite, Waiwawa and Kaimarama streams. As early as 1828 a repair slip and shipbuilding yard was started at Mercury Bay which did a good trade with many vessels from Australia, and even further afield.

        
By the early ‘fifties an extensive European settlement had grown up on the eastern side of the river, and in 1862 a large sawmill was opened. This operated for twenty years. Eventually, the mill, which had been erected at the foot of the famous pa of Hei, Whitianga Rock, was unable to cope with the huge tally of logs being sent down the river, and, in 1881, it was found necessary to remove it to the other side of the river, where more land was available for its expansion.

        
Unlike most of the other townships on the Hauraki Peninsula, Mercury Bay's prosperity rested upon its magnificent kauri forests and not upon the gold which was so richly found further to the west, but, although the trees lasted longer than the gold deposits, the hills were denuded so rapidly that the end of the industry came in sight.

        
For many years the mill worked night and day, 140 men working two 10-hour shifts, and over a period of 60 years, more than 500 million feet of kauri were exported. In the course of the industry a giant of the forest, 24 feet in diameter, was felled and passed under the saws and planing machines.

        
The shipyards also played an important part in the life of the young township, producing over a dozen vessels,
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the largest being of 100 tons register. Another incident of the past is recalled by the principal beach, known as Buffalo Beach, flanking the bay. It was there, in 1840, that H.M.S. 
Buffalo, an 18-gun vessel calling at the shipyard for a load of spars encountered a severe gale and was driven ashore on the beach which bears its name. Within living memory the ribs of its stout hull were exposed from the sand at very low tides, but in recent years even this relic of the wreck was covered by the sand. It remained for another severe gale in February, 1936, to unearth the last of the oncesturdy vessel, a portion of the frame some six feet long and sheathed in heavy copper, which bore the broad arrows associated with the 
Buffalo's principal trade, the carrying of “emigrants” to Australia.

        
When the last of the magnificent forests had been felled, in 1922 the sawmill closed down, and the fires of sawdust and scraps which had smouldered on the beach for 50 years died into embers and vanished. Many of the workers left for other parts, but others found that wealth was still to be secured in the hills from the many deposits of kauri gum, and they soon burned out the remnants of the bush left by the bushmen. The name Gumtown, or Coroglen, records this passing phase.

        
To-day the hills, barren and eroded, surrounding the bay, are a rather melancholy sight to the nature lover. Here and there may be seen a clump of dead and blackened stumps—all that remains of the magnificent bush.

        
With the passing of the mill, the township naturally received a severe setback, but, unlike the other towns of the peninsula, which had no other source of revenue than gold, Whitianga was able to turn to other fields. Those of the old houses which are still standing became the abode of fishermen and storekeepers and of the old folk who have lived their lives in the district and remember the past glory of the township.

        
To-day the prosperity of the district depends upon the more enduring wealth to be won from the rich alluvial flats nestling at the foot of the hills, and dairy cows, supplemented by sheep on the more hilly back country, provide the residents with a permanent and more stable means of living.

        
Mercury Bay and the township of Whitianga can be reached in a variety of ways. From the railhead at Thames a service car takes one along the picturesque, winding coast road, up high into the hills, from the summit of which (1,450 ft.) on a clear day, a glimpse of Rangitoto, at the mouth of Auckland Harbour, some 50 miles away, can be obtained. Sometimes the car takes the old Coromandel coach road, which is even more winding than the one via Tapu, but which is particularly interesting on account of the glimpses obtained here and there of the mouths of abandoned mine shafts on the rocky hills.

        
The Bay can also be reached by boat on infrequent occasions, after a slow but interesting trip down the coast, loading and discharging cargo at many a beach that has never boasted of a wharf. The most interesting access of all, however, is to walk from Thames. The journey then takes longer, but it is well worth the expenditure of the extra effort entailed.

        
The quiet seclusion of the many beautiful beaches appeals most of all to the many holiday campers who make it their rendezvous. After seeing a popular city beach, like Milford or Lyall Bay on a public holiday, with the sands literally black with people, the experience of having a magnificent strand of white sand miles in length entirely to oneself is certainly novel. There are six such beaches flanking the Bay, and one does not have to go far to escape the madding crowd.

        
As a centre for the activities of the deep sea angler in the good old days when Zane Grey used to come to Mer
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cury Bay every summer in pursuit of the thrills of the mighty marlin and the fighting mako, the bay was in a fair way to achieving fame; but the restless angler, like Alexander of old, passed on in his quest to new fields for conquest, and the district slipped quietly back into its habitual calm, cut off, so it seems, from the stress and rush of the ordinary workaday world by the great rampart of hills which surrounds it. The mighty Pacific combers, glistening whitely in the sunshine, still roll slowly in across the bay, spending themselves on the level stretch of the Buffalo Beach, their roar unnoticed in the throbbing of the milking machines as the small population goes about its daily task.

        
In her very readable “Confessions of a Society Woman,” the anonymous writer says she became “engaged” when 17 years of age. At that time women had a horror of tobacco-smoke, so this young lady exacted a pledge from her “intended”—most reluctantly given—that he would abandon smoking for ever before they were married. Six months later the young wife was glad to absolve her husband from his vow. She states his temper, as the result of enforced abstinence from tobacco became “abominable.” Directly he resumed his pipe, he became his old genial self again! Moral: Every lady should encourage her husband to smoke, Robert Louis Stevenson said that, and he knew! Of course discrimination should be exercised in the choice of tobacco. Some brands are not at all likely to promote harmony in the home. “The World's purest” is “toasted New Zealand.” No nicotine in it, or next to none. It's toasted! and how good it is! Five brands: Riverhead Gold, Desert Gold, Navy Cut No. 3, Cavendish, and Cut Plug No. 10.
*
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As a member of the climbing party associated with the conquest of Mt. Tapuaenuku (9,467 ft.) described by my friend, F. G. Fitzgerald, in an article in the “New Zealand Railways Magazine” for October, 1938, there came back to me a memory of the magnificent view which we obtained from the summit of that noble peak—a view of the entire province of Marlborough. Inspiring as this was, my eyes turned constantly in another direction—to the west. On the jagged skyline some fifty miles away a row of peaks soared into the cobalt sky and I recalled the time when I had accompanied a small party to the seldom visited area which lies to the south of Lakes Roto-iti and Roto-roa in the sunny neighbouring province of Nelson.

          
Lake Roto-iti! A blue gem of purest lapis-lazuli in a setting of jade. Especailly on this warm, summer day on which I write, when Wellington folk are attracted to the bays and beaches, I can visualise it, as it appeared to me that day from the northern shore.

          
The white wraiths that were the morning mists were being wafted from the shadowed valleys. Directly opposite on the southern bank began the Travers Valley, our immediate destination. To the west was the range (on which we hoped to climb) which ended near the head of the valley in that inspiring “little Matterhorn,” Mt. Travers, 7,666 ft. To the east the St. Arnaud Range ran parallel, joining the western range some miles up the valley.

          
I cannot imagine a more perfect starting place than Roto-iti for those energetic ones who would explore the mountain chains among which the principal rivers of Nelson have their sources.

          
In a report to the Provincial Government at Nelson, in 1861, of his explorations and geological findings, Sir Julius von Haast describes his impressions of the lake thus:—

          
“It was with the greatest delight


[image: Little Twin Peak (7,190 ft.) from Mt. Travers (7,666 ft.).]
Little Twin Peak (7,190 ft.) from Mt. Travers (7,666 ft.).


that I looked over this beautiful lake; its deep blue waters reflected the high rocky mountain chains on its eastern and southern shores, which for a considerable height from the water's edge (from which they rise abruptly), swarmed with birds, giving life to this magnificent scene.

          
“Its peaceful aspect was, however, soon changed, for a heavy storm came up from the westward; and the thunder, re-echoing a hundred times from the mountain ravines, filled us with admiring awe.

          
“Towards evening the weather cleared, a magnificent rainbow threw its arch across the lake, and the setting sun gilded with deep hues the snow which streaked the serrated peaks of the surrounding mountain chains.”

          
A tribute to the valuable work done by Haast in 1859 in this area was paid by the distinguished Dr. Ferdinand von Hochstetter with whom Haast was associated as chief field assistant and topographer. He wrote: “From the Roto-iti Lake, I saw the mighty summits of the southern mountain chains,
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covered with snow and ice and which my friend and fellow-traveller, Dr. Haast has since so successfully ex-explored, with a most courageous perseverance, and under a great many difficulties and privations.”

          
The lake can be crossed by launch or, if one prefers, it is a pleasant walk of some five miles around the eastern side. Those who are shouldering heavy ruc-sacs containing many days' provisions, will doubtless prefer the former mode of travel.

          
As one tramps up the Travers Valley, over grassy flats near its mouth and further south along deer tracks in the beech forests which stretch to the banks of the river, it is impossible not to be impressed by the sheer grandeur and beauty that unravels before the eyes.

          
Among the interesting features of the mountain torrents that flow into the Travers River from the side valleys, are the waterfalls. Gazing at but one of these that cascade over great rocky bluffs, one can readily believe that if but a few of them were in some of our more popular and accessible tourist areas, they would be advertised as outstanding attractions and pointed to with justifiable pride. Here, however, they remain unknown and unnamed.

          
A stream from the western range flowing into the river near the head of the valley, if followed, takes one to an immense natural amphitheatre where on the long sweep of the range above tower three majestic peaks over seven thousand feet high. They are the main sentinels rising above this fairyland, hidden from the haunts of men. From north to south they are Mt. Hopeless, Little Twin Peak and Mt. Travers.

          
From Roto-iti, the main Travers Valley gradually rises and the head of the valley is over 4,000 feet above sea level. It is here a little brook trickles down the gentle slopes and the realisation comes to one that here is the actual source of the mighty Buller River.

          
“From such small beginnings …”

          
The view from the valley's head is indeed an extensive one, but nothing to be compared with that from the summit of Mt. Travers, 7,666 ft. From this lofty mountain summit the vista southward baffles adequate description. As far as the eye can see, hundreds of serrated, blue-grey mountain peaks, capped with snow, stretch to and beyond the borders of Canterbury. Rugged, wild country this, of which Dr. James Park said over fifty years ago: “Although occupying a prominent position in the Province of Nelson, this important mountain region is almost unknown.”

          
To-day his words still apply, and a fervent desire comes to one to tread those far summits and explore the lonely valleys at their bases.
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Air-Raid Precautions


Work of British Firms

          
Mr. D. Winright Rodie (the elder son of a former Commercial Manager, New Zealand Railways) in a recent letter, gives some interesting information regarding the very comprehensive preparations being made in Great Britain by leading firms for protection against gas attacks. Mr. Rodie, who trained at Leylands, in Lancashire, and with the Midland Bus Company (L.M.S. Railway), is attending, on behalf of his firm, the Eastwood Park Civilian Anti-Gas School at Falfield, Gloucestershire. At the conclusion of his present training he will be warden in sole charge of the air-raid precautions for his firm at Birmingham. He states that there is a staff of about 4,000 to be trained in the protection of the 28 garages and 1,200 buses against various kinds of gas attacks and air raids, and he expects the work will take about a year to complete. He describes his experiences in learning to detect different gases and their effects: “I have smelt about eight gases, some deadly in the right proportions and some otherwise. We have had to walk through tear gas without gas masks and cry terribly in consequence. We also had to walk through a nose and lung irritant gas which makes one sneeze and cough and produces a burning sensation in the throat and lungs, fortunately all over in a few minutes without, in this case, any ill effects.”
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Mr. D. Winright Rodie (the elder son of a former Commercial Manager, New Zealand Railways) in a recent letter, gives some interesting information regarding the very comprehensive preparations being made in Great Britain by leading firms for protection against gas attacks. Mr. Rodie, who trained at Leylands, in Lancashire, and with the Midland Bus Company (L.M.S. Railway), is attending, on behalf of his firm, the Eastwood Park Civilian Anti-Gas School at Falfield, Gloucestershire. At the conclusion of his present training he will be warden in sole charge of the air-raid precautions for his firm at Birmingham. He states that there is a staff of about 4,000 to be trained in the protection of the 28 garages and 1,200 buses against various kinds of gas attacks and air raids, and he expects the work will take about a year to complete. He describes his experiences in learning to detect different gases and their effects: “I have smelt about eight gases, some deadly in the right proportions and some otherwise. We have had to walk through tear gas without gas masks and cry terribly in consequence. We also had to walk through a nose and lung irritant gas which makes one sneeze and cough and produces a burning sensation in the throat and lungs, fortunately all over in a few minutes without, in this case, any ill effects.”
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(All Rights Reserved.)
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Samoa forty years ago, just before the German flag went up, was a kind of No-Man's Land. The Samoans owned the land, it is true, but they and the Germans, British and Americans made life mighty lively for one another with rifle and head-chopping knife, and Naval big gun and machine-gun; and the royal and dominant native party one month might be the rebels in ambush in the bush the next. In the early part of 1899, when I had a look in at Apia and thereabouts, on newspaper duty, I tried to disentangle for myself the verities and otherwise of the political situation. The Beach that is now such a well-paved motor-way was a chain of quick-firer and machine-gun posts and trenches and parapets. A six-inch gun from one of the warships was mounted at the entrenched entrance to the great native town of Mulinuu, the headquarters of the loyalist or Malietoa faction. British and American naval forces occupied the town, built stragglewise along the waterfront among its breadfruit trees and its tall coco-palms; and their ships of war together with one German gunboat almost filled the unrestful coral-studded harbour.

        
For the time being the Royal side was the Malietoa party, and the gallant old warrior Mataafa, who at various times had fought successfully each of the three Powers that had their fingers in the Island pie, was in retreat in the bush, camped comfortably in historic Vailima. Almost abreast of us lay H.M.S. Royalist, a square-rigged screw corvette, her topgallant masts housed, everything about her grim and business-like, just in from a shelling expedition along the Upolu coast. Near her were her consorts, the cruiser Tauranga and the gunboat Porpoise and the little Torch. Not far away the big white flagship Philadelphia, flying the Stars and Stripes, was anchored, and in the other direction, off the Mulinuu beach, lay the German gunboat Falke, by herself, regarded with suspicion by every officer and man in the ships of the other Powers. The Germans supported Ma
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taafa and his army of fighting men. Not a German was to be seen in the streets, except the sailors who mounted guard, with fixed bayonets, at the flag-staff front of the German Consul's house on Matafele beach.

        
However, all that, and its sequel is now history. What I set out to describe is a fortunate opportunity of witnessing and taking part by invitation in a royal 
fono, with its ceremonious and hospitable accompaniment, a King's 
Kava-drinking.

        
When the grateful dark came down one night after a blazing, blistering day, and the refreshing breath of the land breeze from the mountains of Upolu
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set the palm-trees swishing, we left our quarters at Matafele and walked along to Mulinuu Point, together with sundry Consuls and naval officers. The invitation had come by messenger, High Council in King Malietoa's house—a 
Kava-drinking and a big talk. As events proved it was one of the last royal 
fono's ever held in Samoa, for the frequently-changed kingship was soon abolished. The plumes of the coco-palms rustled softly over us in the night air as we walked down the white path of crushed coral that skirted the beach under the dark blue dome in which the constellations blazed like lamps. Away beyond on the black woody ranges, the night mists stole down; and across the lagoon to our left faintly glimmered in the groves a rebel outpost's camp-fire.

        
A sentry's challenge was answered, we passed the scrutiny of the hard-jawed Yankee bluejacket, armed with his Lee straight-pull rifle and short sword-bayonet, and passed on through the trenches where an Anglo-American force with naval guns commanded that entrance to Mulinuu. Bare-backed warriors, rifle on shoulder, and the long head-knife hanging at belt, strode soft-footed past us and we entered the largest native camp in the South Sea Islands. We went down a long palm-shadowed road. Hundreds of lights twinkled in the low-sided thatched wall-less houses, oval in shape. Laughter and song came from the houses; in some of the dwellings the families were at their evening devotions, for the sound of hymns chanted in the liquid native tongue, so free from harsh consonants, floated to our ears through the fragrant night.

        

“Talofa, ali'i!” The welcome came from a grey-headed warrior who stood guard at the great thatched house.


[image: ]
“Welcome, chiefs; welcome to the house of the King.” We ducked our heads to avoid the low eaves and seated ourselves on the soft mats. Except for the two lofty ironwood pillars which supported the cross-beams and the coconut-frond roof the centre of the house was clear. Round the outer part of the interior squatted in a semi-circle more than a score of bronze figures, strong-shouldered, wide-chested men, wearing only a short print lavalava or kilt (not the long skirts that are now worn in peace). Their shining faces were set and determined; some wore straggling beards, but most were clean-shaven, except for small moustaches. These were Malietoa's council, the leading chiefs of the loyalists from Tuamasanga, from famed Manono, and from the distant island of Tutuila (it was not American then); they had gathered to hear the word of the white captains concerning Mataafa and the war.

        
An oil-lamp on the floor lit up the house, and the steady rays illumined the woven leaf-roof, and the sinnet fastenings of the council-chamber, and the dark forms and glittering eyes of the silent warriors.

        
A portion of the space round the floor-circle had been left for the white guests, and we took our seats on the soft mats. Here were the representatives of the Powers in this remote corner of the seas; the keen-featured commander of the American flagship Philadelphia; alert Sturdee of H.M.S. Porpoise, the Tauranga's Captain Stuart, the Consuls, the Chief Justice of Samoa, and other officials, all cool-looking in their white suits.

        
Then came His Majesty King Tanu Mafili Malietoa, an under-sized young fellow in a white jacket and a print lavalava. He was accompanied by the Vice-king Tamasese, a vigorous athletic young warrior, a great contrast to the boy King.

        
A clapping of hands and a subdued hum from the islanders announced the
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arrival of the 
kava ('ava in Samoan) in a large polished wooden bowl, borne by two men from an adjoining house in which the beverage had been prepared. This was a 
fono of high chiefs, and it would have been contrary to etiquette in such a case for women to have brought in the 
kava. The drink was on this occasion prepared by grating the root, and not by chewing it. The 
'ava is closely related to our New Zealand 
kawakawa.


        
“The 
'ava is ready!” announced the King's talking-man or 
tulafale. He stood up, a tall burly fellow, his only garment a waist-
lavalava, falling to the knees, but looped up on one side to show the intricate-patterned leg tattooing of which Samoans are so proud. “The 
'ava is ready!” and with a polished half-coconut shell he dipped into the huge wooden bowl, on the pebbled floor. Filling the shell the talking-man solemnly raised the first cup of 
'ava towards the sky. This first cup was for the gods, a propitiatory drink-offering to the house deities of the people. With a slow sweeping movement of the arm the 
tulafale waved the shell-cup heavenwards, watched in the deepest silence by the gathering; then with equal solemnity he lowered the offering and poured it slowly out at the foot of the massive central house-pillars, a libation to the old-time 
aitu of Polynesia.
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The gods appeased, our turn came. Dipping his half-shell again into the big bowl, the house-orator announced in a loud voice, modulating his speech in a quaint sing-song, 
“'Ava for the King, 
'ava for the chiefs.” Then he advanced, in a deeply respectful, half-bowing, half-crawling manner, and with courtly and ceremonious flourishes presented the cup to Malietoa

        
The new-made King was a “mission-boy” and a teetotaller; he did not drink, but lightly touched the cup, which was equivalent to acceptance. Then the liquor was handed to big, manly Tamasese, who sat next to the King. He drained the coconut-shell at one swallow, after pouring out an offering on the mat in front of him, and deftly returned the empty cup, Samoan style, by spinning it out on to the middle of the floor.

        
Once more the tattooed cupbearer filled high the bowl, and handed the well-diluted liquor to each in turn, first to the officials and naval officers in order of rank, then to us three press correspondents, and lastly to the chieftains ranged around. The Samoans are most particular on the subject of precedence, and the 
tulafale must have gone to some trouble to ascertain the relative ranks and degrees of importance of the 
papalangi visitors before he handed out his drinks. The name or the title of each officer and civilian present was loudly proclaimed by this Ganymede of Mulinuu as his turn came, and with graceful obeisance the flourished cup was presented. We each poured out the small libation for the unseen spirits of the household, and then drank the gingery queer-flavoured liquor at one draught, after saluting the King with a polite 
“Manuia,” equivalent to “Your very good health,”—our Maori 
“Kia ora.”


        
Round the half circle of chieftains of the island clans passed the council-cup in gravest silence, broken only by the high-pitched chant of the master of ceremonies, as he presented the semisacred drink, and the deep-voiced 
“Manuia” of the recipient.

        
Now the talking began. This 
fono, as after-events proved, was one of historic interest. The Chief Justice, the men-o'-war captains, and the consuls spoke, through the interpreter, and laid before the chiefs the proposals of the British and American authorities; the plan of campaign against Mataafa; and the coming of the long-expected Commission which was to settle the affairs of this unhappy land. Up rose the blunt old captain of the Philadelphia, and said: “If Mataafa and his men do not
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A gilmpse of Mt. Earnslaw from the Routeburn Valley, South Island.


cease this war, the American Admiral will shell them again to-morrow.” A low murmur of approval ran through the squatting councillors. The “Kapene Peretania,” too, gave the warrior-chiefs to understand that Mataafa had better mind his eye, and beware how he trod on the British lion's tail. The King and his men said, “Aye, aye, sir,” or the Samoan equivalent, and so the 
fono ended.

        
The King and the dignified head-chiefs bade adieu to their white visitors, with warm-hearted benedictions of “Talofa,” and “Tofa soifua,” and we went out again into the tropic night, just as the nine o'clock gun boomed from the flagship, and the bugle notes of the “Last Post” rang out over the calm lagoon.

        
“Punch's” famous “advice to those about to marry” was “Don't.” R. L. Stevenson's advice to ladies contemplating matrimony, was “never marry a non-smoker.” Charles Reade, the novelist, who flourished before cocktails, night-clubs, votes for women, and the intellectual superiority of the “softer sex” were invented counselled ladies to encourage their husbands and finances to smoke all they wanted to. Daring advice at a time when women hadn't learned to smoke and hated—or said they hated—tobacco. Ah, well, the world grows wiser every day! And it is becoming generally recognised that, given the right baccy, smoking, so far from proving harmful, is often positively beneficial. Unfortunately, however the right baccy is not so common as it should be—save in New Zealand. There are five brands: Navy Cut No. 3, Cavendish, Riverhead Gold, Desert Gold, and Cut Plug No. 10. Not one of them contains any nicotine worth mentioning; all are famous for their splendid quality. They are toasted!—and quite harmless. They don't affect heart or throat, and are as pure as they are delicious.*
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Kitchen car on the L. M. & S. “Royal Scot.”

        

        

          

            
Royal Visit to the United States
          

          

            

Railway arrangements in connection with next month's visit of King George and Queen Elizabeth to Canada and the United States are now approaching completion. A tour such as this throws considerable responsibility on all concerned in the transportation programme. King George, however, through his love of the railway as a means of movement, and his quick appreciation of every little courtesy, has earned the respect and esteem of railwaymen everywhere, and it is certain transportation folk across the Atlantic will regard it as a great privilege to help to make this unique visit enjoyable in the extreme.
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Travel in Canada and the United States is, of course, an affair of immense distances. In the main, however, the arrangements for the handling of the Royal Train will follow on much the same lines as those usual in Britain. Here, the train consists of anything up to ten coaches, two being special saloons for the personal use of Their Majesties. These are comfortably appointed vehicles, with exceptional smooth-riding qualities. Refreshments are provided in a dining-car, marshalled immediately behind the Royal saloons, with the kitchen end trailing. On being requested to make arrangements for a Royal journey, the railways decide upon the marshalling of the train, and a careful time-table is prepared. Diagrams are circulated showing the number and type of the vehicles forming the train, their relative positions, and exact lengths. One vital piece of information included is the precise distance from the front of the train to the doorway of the King's saloon. This is essential in order that each stop may be made at the exact spot where His Majesty is to alight. After final approval by the railway management, the programme is submitted to Buckingham Palace, and it is interesting to note that very rarely indeed is any alteration of moment made by the Palace authorities to the carefully prepared plans of the railways. Before the Royal train, it is usual to run a pilot locomotive, while immense care is taken to ensure that every portion of the track is in perfect order and properly patrolled. In his American tour, King George breaks entirely new ground, for this is the first time a reigning British monarch has been welcomed to the United States. One and all will sincerely wish Their Majesties God-speed on their friendly visit.

          

          

            
The “Cruise Train.”

            
The Home railways have made the most elaborate arrangements for the forthcoming holiday season, and new facilities of many kinds are being placed at the disposal of the vacationist. One development of recent years is the “cruise train”—a sort of travelling hotel, enabling holiday-makers to visit a number of scenic resorts with a minimum of trouble and expense. One of the outstanding “cruise trains” which is shortly being put into service, is the “Northern Belle,” of the London and North Eastern Railway, making “all-in” tours of the Scottish Highlands. The first two seven-day “Northern Belle” cruises leave King's Cross station, London, on 9th June and 23rd June respectively, the train comprising fourteen coaches, including sleepers, diners, lounge, hairdressing saloon and offices. The cost of the week's cruise is only £20, everything included. The first portion of the tour embraces eastern points like Montrose, Aberdeen, Balmoral, Lossiemouth, Inverness and the Pass of Killiecrankie; and the second portion is devoted to Glasgow and west coast beauty-spots, with motor tours through the colourful Trossachs, and steamer trips on Loch Katrine and Loch Lomond. Like the camping coaches movement, previously referred to in these Letters, the
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“cruise train” is a most profitable modern development which seems likely to spread very considerably.

          

          

            
New Rolling Stock.

            
During the past twelve months, the four Home railways have placed in traffic 327 new locomotives, nearly 2,000 new passenger carriages, 22,000 goods wagons, and over 600 rail-road containers. On the London, Midland and Scottish line, 110 new locomotives have been provided, 732 new passenger vehicles, and 9,715 new goods wagons, this being, of course, our largest group railway. The L. & N.E. Railway figures were: 84 new engines, 730 carriages, 8,500 goods wagons, and 300 containers. Incidentally, the new L. & N.E. rolling stock included complete new “Flying Scotsman” trains, and a new “Hook of Holland” train for service between Liverpool Street and Harwich. New trains, also, were introduced on the recently electrified lines between Newcastle and South Shields, as well as in the North Tyneside electric services. New rolling-stock introduced by the Great Western included 122 locomotives, 274 passenger vehicles, and 2,770 goods wagons, the latter including refrigerator trucks for Cornish brocoli and Irish rabbit traffic. By the Southern there have been placed in traffic 11 new steam locomotives, 234 electric carriages, and 898 goods wagons.

          

          

            
The Standard Railcar.

            
Increased passenger train speeds are largely being secured through the employment of lighter train units, and in this connection the railcar is performing most useful service. France heads the list of European railcar users, and her eight hundred odd railcars, to-day, are giving dependable and nation-wide service alike over main and branch-lines. Very wisely, the French Railways have developed a standard railcar. This can attain a speed of 75 m.p.h., and provides accommodation for sixty seated passengers and sixty standing passengers. Diesel-operated cars of this type are growing in numbers, and they may be expected
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in the course of a few years to handle all but the more important express services. For this latter purpose, high-speed railcars are gradually replacing heavy steam trains, an example being on the Paris-Lyons route, where it is possible to leave the French capital early in the morning and return the same evening by night railcar, the 320 miles being covered in one direction in 4 hours 39 minutes, and in the other in 4 hours 50 minutes. Other routes over which high-speed diesel railcar operation has proved a great success are those between Paris and Le Havre, and Paris and Lille. The Paris-Le Havre working is particularly interesting, because on this route all slow steam trains have been withdrawn. Supplementary express trains, stopping at a limited number of the principal intermediate stations, have taken their place, with railcars maintaining services between the main stops.

          

          

            
The Turkish Railways.

            
According to recent reports, tremendous strides have been made in railway construction in Turkey. Normally, little is heard of the Turkish Railways, but these now run to some 4,100 miles, mostly of 4 ft. 8 ½ in. gauge, serving all corners of the country. Locomotives total 860, passenger carriages 1,210, and goods wagons 14,500. The most powerful steam engines are 2-8-2 express passenger locomotives, attaining speeds of up to 62 m.p.h.; and 2-10-0 goods engines, capable of speeds up to 43 m.p.h.
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“cruise train” is a most profitable modern development which seems likely to spread very considerably.
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New Rolling Stock.

            
During the past twelve months, the four Home railways have placed in traffic 327 new locomotives, nearly 2,000 new passenger carriages, 22,000 goods wagons, and over 600 rail-road containers. On the London, Midland and Scottish line, 110 new locomotives have been provided, 732 new passenger vehicles, and 9,715 new goods wagons, this being, of course, our largest group railway. The L. & N.E. Railway figures were: 84 new engines, 730 carriages, 8,500 goods wagons, and 300 containers. Incidentally, the new L. & N.E. rolling stock included complete new “Flying Scotsman” trains, and a new “Hook of Holland” train for service between Liverpool Street and Harwich. New trains, also, were introduced on the recently electrified lines between Newcastle and South Shields, as well as in the North Tyneside electric services. New rolling-stock introduced by the Great Western included 122 locomotives, 274 passenger vehicles, and 2,770 goods wagons, the latter including refrigerator trucks for Cornish brocoli and Irish rabbit traffic. By the Southern there have been placed in traffic 11 new steam locomotives, 234 electric carriages, and 898 goods wagons.
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The Standard Railcar.

            
Increased passenger train speeds are largely being secured through the employment of lighter train units, and in this connection the railcar is performing most useful service. France heads the list of European railcar users, and her eight hundred odd railcars, to-day, are giving dependable and nation-wide service alike over main and branch-lines. Very wisely, the French Railways have developed a standard railcar. This can attain a speed of 75 m.p.h., and provides accommodation for sixty seated passengers and sixty standing passengers. Diesel-operated cars of this type are growing in numbers, and they may be expected
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in the course of a few years to handle all but the more important express services. For this latter purpose, high-speed railcars are gradually replacing heavy steam trains, an example being on the Paris-Lyons route, where it is possible to leave the French capital early in the morning and return the same evening by night railcar, the 320 miles being covered in one direction in 4 hours 39 minutes, and in the other in 4 hours 50 minutes. Other routes over which high-speed diesel railcar operation has proved a great success are those between Paris and Le Havre, and Paris and Lille. The Paris-Le Havre working is particularly interesting, because on this route all slow steam trains have been withdrawn. Supplementary express trains, stopping at a limited number of the principal intermediate stations, have taken their place, with railcars maintaining services between the main stops.
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The Turkish Railways.

            
According to recent reports, tremendous strides have been made in railway construction in Turkey. Normally, little is heard of the Turkish Railways, but these now run to some 4,100 miles, mostly of 4 ft. 8 ½ in. gauge, serving all corners of the country. Locomotives total 860, passenger carriages 1,210, and goods wagons 14,500. The most powerful steam engines are 2-8-2 express passenger locomotives, attaining speeds of up to 62 m.p.h.; and 2-10-0 goods engines, capable of speeds up to 43 m.p.h.
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Laugh and the World Laughs With You
            
          
        

        
Perpetrated and illustrated by 

Ken Alexander.


        

          
Whirley-Giggles.

          

            

What makes the world go round and round,


            
Is it the rouble, mark and pound?


            
Is it the men of blood and fear


            
Who stimulate this restless sphere?


            
Or is it love, as poets propound,


            
That makes the world go round and round.


            
Is it the tense affairs of nations


            
That influence the world's gyrations?


            
Methinks it's something far more sound


            
That makes the world go round and round.


            
To put the query clear and fair,


            
Let's promulgate a questionnaire:


            
Why does a cow look so morose,


            
And pigs so uniformly gross?


            
Why does the horse look so forlorn,


            
And sheep deplore that they were born?


            
What makes a moose look sick with grief,


            
The ox depressed beyond belief?


            
To answer why they're each so dreary


            
Necessitates another query.


            
What raises man above the class


            
Of animals that live on grass?


            
It can't be intellect, my lad,


            
With half the world entirely mad.


            
The explanation's simply this—


            
A fact so many people miss—


            
Man's raised above the sheep and calf,


            
Because he has the power to 
laugh.



            
No other animal on earth,


            
Can emulate his vocal mirth,


            
Except perhaps the kookaburra,


            
Who lacks the mirth, although he's thorough.


            
No other beast can shake the rafter


            
With gusty gasps of gurgling laughter.


            
No other species can express,


            
In such a way, its happiness,


            
Which helps to prove the truth profound;


            
That laughter makes the world go round.


            
A laugh is worth a ton of wealth,


            
It clears the mind, improves the health,


            
Corrects the liver in a tick


            
And gives the heart an added kick.


            
A laugh in time can save a nation


            
From almost any situation.


            
Dictators who could laugh a lot


            
Could never hatch a sticky plot.


            
They'd never want to rule the earth


            
If they obeyed the rule of mirth.


            
And trouble would be cut in half


            
If diplomats learnt how to laugh,


            
Instead of starting agitations


            
And breaking consular relations.


            
The way to settle all the fuss


            
That daily is retailed to us


            
And makes us jitterously nervous,


            
Is, liven up the foreign service.


            
Let Gilly Potter make whoopee


            
With Hitler's hosts in Germany.


            
Let Gracie Fields and Harry Tait


            
Make merry on affairs of state.


            
With Mussolini, in the forum


            
Of Rome, without too much decorum.


            
George Roby and the brothers Marx


            
Could entertain, with divers larks,


            
The Soviet in Leningrad


            
And prove that Stalin's not so bad.


            
Our emissaries everywhere


            
Should have a free and festive air.


            
Their orders on the world's behalf


            
Should be, “Go out and get a laugh”


            
A laugh is understood by all,


            
It is a clear and clarion call,


            
It is a universal canto,


            
A brotherly Expressperanto,


            
Which makes us one, to say the least,


            
And raises man above the beast.
          

        

        

          
The Fear of Frivolity.

          
So, what! If you don't believe it try it on the bailiff next time he calls. Try laughing off your income tax. It'll do you good and it won't do your income tax any harm. Even if you 
do belong to a club, try laughing at home. When the family have got over the shock you'll discover that you mean more than an extra potato in the pot and a clean shirt over the end of the bed.

          
Life's a joke, anyway, and you might as well be in on it. After all, taking it fool and buy, there is more to laugh at
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My-Oh My! Ain't Life a Lark


“… And raises Man above the beast.”





than to cry over. The only consistency in existence is its inconsistency; and inconsistency is the essence of frivolity. If the world were wiser it wouldn't be half so entertaining. If man were less exasperating he would be more enervating. The more seriously he takes himself the less seriously he can be taken.

          
He has not only got a bee in his bonnet but a whole hive in his head; so he spends his life busily buzzing under the impression that buzziness is business.

          
But he is not to blame; he is the victim of mess education. From the time he could toddle he has been taught that “life is real, life is earnings.” Consequently, unless he becomes a professional laughologist, he finds that business is the centre of gravity and laughter a bye-product, a bye-bye product—especially laughter in the wrong places. And the joke is that the best laughter always comes in the wrong places. At a board meeting, for instance, where the air palpitates with portent and the chairman's chins quiver quidulously over a debilitated divvy, whilst the secretaries sit like plaster casts from Easter Island, there is always the temptation to smear the end of the nose with ink and turn a back-hand slam over the agenda, or to second an untabled commotion.

          
To one upon whom there has been laid the curse of proportional representation of fundamental facts the sight of exorbitant earnestness is always a temptation to blow up the show with a charge of giggleite.

        

        

          
The Dominance of “Don't.”

          
All children are born with a chuckleurge, but as soon as they can walk and talk they learn the dominance of “Don't.” They are denied all the simple pleasures of life such as dipping the cat in the coffee pot, chewing soot, and lighting fires under the sofa. All the joy is don'ted out of life. It's don't do this and don't do that. Don't express legitimate joy when father skids on the soap; don't give way to natural merriment when the gas man gets tangled in the clothes line; don't wake the welkin when the parson drops baby-brother Basil into the font at the christening; in fact, don't be human at all.
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This Don'tism can only result in the gradual decline of the functions of the funny-bone culminating in ass's elbow or ossification of the occiput.

          
Thus the criminal earnestness of the egotistic promulgators of pomposity—the European nabobs of neocrasy who are striving to-day to make the world fit for horrors.

        

        

          
The Power of Persiflage.

          
But one day world-wide education will end this menace of earnestness. Children in their prattling primers will be taught the cleansing quality of frivolity. There will be chortling classes, laughing lessons, marks for merriment and prizes for persiflage. Flippancy in secondary schools will be a primary industry. Jocularity will embody—in fact, annihilate—world affears. The universities will have Chairs of Joviality occupied by suitable professors such as Laurel and Hardy, Wheeler and Wolsley, Potash and Perlmutter, Comin' and Cohen, Clapham and Dwyer and the Brothers Boloney. The degree LL.B. will mean “laugh like billyhoo”; and M.A. and B.A. will bear the cheerful significance of “most affable” and “backchat artist” disrespectively. In time the peoples of the earth will become so proficient in persiflage that they will learn to laugh even at themselves and—lo!—their eyes will be opened and they will see themselves as they would have been had they not made themselves what they are.
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When all the world laughs every day,


            
Despair and disaster will fade away,


            
And peace and plentitude abound,


            
For laughter makes the world go round.
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Whirley-Giggles.

          

            

What makes the world go round and round,


            
Is it the rouble, mark and pound?


            
Is it the men of blood and fear


            
Who stimulate this restless sphere?


            
Or is it love, as poets propound,


            
That makes the world go round and round.


            
Is it the tense affairs of nations


            
That influence the world's gyrations?


            
Methinks it's something far more sound


            
That makes the world go round and round.


            
To put the query clear and fair,


            
Let's promulgate a questionnaire:


            
Why does a cow look so morose,


            
And pigs so uniformly gross?


            
Why does the horse look so forlorn,


            
And sheep deplore that they were born?


            
What makes a moose look sick with grief,


            
The ox depressed beyond belief?


            
To answer why they're each so dreary


            
Necessitates another query.


            
What raises man above the class


            
Of animals that live on grass?


            
It can't be intellect, my lad,


            
With half the world entirely mad.


            
The explanation's simply this—


            
A fact so many people miss—


            
Man's raised above the sheep and calf,


            
Because he has the power to 
laugh.



            
No other animal on earth,


            
Can emulate his vocal mirth,


            
Except perhaps the kookaburra,


            
Who lacks the mirth, although he's thorough.


            
No other beast can shake the rafter


            
With gusty gasps of gurgling laughter.


            
No other species can express,


            
In such a way, its happiness,


            
Which helps to prove the truth profound;


            
That laughter makes the world go round.


            
A laugh is worth a ton of wealth,


            
It clears the mind, improves the health,


            
Corrects the liver in a tick


            
And gives the heart an added kick.


            
A laugh in time can save a nation


            
From almost any situation.


            
Dictators who could laugh a lot


            
Could never hatch a sticky plot.


            
They'd never want to rule the earth


            
If they obeyed the rule of mirth.


            
And trouble would be cut in half


            
If diplomats learnt how to laugh,


            
Instead of starting agitations


            
And breaking consular relations.


            
The way to settle all the fuss


            
That daily is retailed to us


            
And makes us jitterously nervous,


            
Is, liven up the foreign service.


            
Let Gilly Potter make whoopee


            
With Hitler's hosts in Germany.


            
Let Gracie Fields and Harry Tait


            
Make merry on affairs of state.


            
With Mussolini, in the forum


            
Of Rome, without too much decorum.


            
George Roby and the brothers Marx


            
Could entertain, with divers larks,


            
The Soviet in Leningrad


            
And prove that Stalin's not so bad.


            
Our emissaries everywhere


            
Should have a free and festive air.


            
Their orders on the world's behalf


            
Should be, “Go out and get a laugh”


            
A laugh is understood by all,


            
It is a clear and clarion call,


            
It is a universal canto,


            
A brotherly Expressperanto,


            
Which makes us one, to say the least,


            
And raises man above the beast.
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The Fear of Frivolity.

          
So, what! If you don't believe it try it on the bailiff next time he calls. Try laughing off your income tax. It'll do you good and it won't do your income tax any harm. Even if you 
do belong to a club, try laughing at home. When the family have got over the shock you'll discover that you mean more than an extra potato in the pot and a clean shirt over the end of the bed.

          
Life's a joke, anyway, and you might as well be in on it. After all, taking it fool and buy, there is more to laugh at
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than to cry over. The only consistency in existence is its inconsistency; and inconsistency is the essence of frivolity. If the world were wiser it wouldn't be half so entertaining. If man were less exasperating he would be more enervating. The more seriously he takes himself the less seriously he can be taken.

          
He has not only got a bee in his bonnet but a whole hive in his head; so he spends his life busily buzzing under the impression that buzziness is business.

          
But he is not to blame; he is the victim of mess education. From the time he could toddle he has been taught that “life is real, life is earnings.” Consequently, unless he becomes a professional laughologist, he finds that business is the centre of gravity and laughter a bye-product, a bye-bye product—especially laughter in the wrong places. And the joke is that the best laughter always comes in the wrong places. At a board meeting, for instance, where the air palpitates with portent and the chairman's chins quiver quidulously over a debilitated divvy, whilst the secretaries sit like plaster casts from Easter Island, there is always the temptation to smear the end of the nose with ink and turn a back-hand slam over the agenda, or to second an untabled commotion.

          
To one upon whom there has been laid the curse of proportional representation of fundamental facts the sight of exorbitant earnestness is always a temptation to blow up the show with a charge of giggleite.
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The Dominance of “Don't.”

          
All children are born with a chuckleurge, but as soon as they can walk and talk they learn the dominance of “Don't.” They are denied all the simple pleasures of life such as dipping the cat in the coffee pot, chewing soot, and lighting fires under the sofa. All the joy is don'ted out of life. It's don't do this and don't do that. Don't express legitimate joy when father skids on the soap; don't give way to natural merriment when the gas man gets tangled in the clothes line; don't wake the welkin when the parson drops baby-brother Basil into the font at the christening; in fact, don't be human at all.
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This Don'tism can only result in the gradual decline of the functions of the funny-bone culminating in ass's elbow or ossification of the occiput.

          
Thus the criminal earnestness of the egotistic promulgators of pomposity—the European nabobs of neocrasy who are striving to-day to make the world fit for horrors.
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The Power of Persiflage.

          
But one day world-wide education will end this menace of earnestness. Children in their prattling primers will be taught the cleansing quality of frivolity. There will be chortling classes, laughing lessons, marks for merriment and prizes for persiflage. Flippancy in secondary schools will be a primary industry. Jocularity will embody—in fact, annihilate—world affears. The universities will have Chairs of Joviality occupied by suitable professors such as Laurel and Hardy, Wheeler and Wolsley, Potash and Perlmutter, Comin' and Cohen, Clapham and Dwyer and the Brothers Boloney. The degree LL.B. will mean “laugh like billyhoo”; and M.A. and B.A. will bear the cheerful significance of “most affable” and “backchat artist” disrespectively. In time the peoples of the earth will become so proficient in persiflage that they will learn to laugh even at themselves and—lo!—their eyes will be opened and they will see themselves as they would have been had they not made themselves what they are.
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When all the world laughs every day,


            
Despair and disaster will fade away,


            
And peace and plentitude abound,


            
For laughter makes the world go round.
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Among the Books

 A Literary Page or Two
          
        

        
(By 
“
Shibli Bagarag.”)


        

          

As one runs to the window at the first sound of a fire alarm, so do my literary legs become active whenever I see an article by “Cyrano” in our daily papers. “Cyrano” always writes interestingly on interesting subjects and in the matter of literary style is many degrees higher than the average newspaper writer. I commenced to cut out and preserve these “Cyrano” articles and regretted I had not done so earlier, and I also regretted for readers in general, that these admirable essays (yes, most of them were really entitled to be called essays) were to be dead and buried in newspaper files. Time came when I discovered who “Cyrano” was—a friendly fellow whom I found wrote poetry (excellent verse too) had had a novel published, a play or two, and was author of an almost famous appreciation of England, called “Home.” Yes, I met Alan Mulgan and appreciated the man as much as his work.

          
However, these “Cyrano” essays are not destined to be dead and buried. The best of them have now been published by Dent's under the title of “First With the Sun.” Thirty-four essays are included in the book, ranging from the first on the passing of the old Ionic (by no means, however, the best in the book—more of a newspaper article) to one entitled “Smells.” Regarding the latter all will agree with Mulgan that the smell of a burning bit of dead tea-tree will “make your heart strings crack” no matter how far you may wander from New Zealand. Although vastly different in style from an earlier New Zealand collection from Dent's (the difference between a long beer and a cocktail) these “Cyrano” essays will appeal to everybody. I particularly liked the splendid tribute to G.K.C. and the retrospect on the one time popular cult of “Dooleyisms.” There is fact, fun and fancy in the book. About forty line drawings by Olivia Spencer-Bowen illustrate the text.

          
* * *

          
Discussing great Australian novels in the February issue I overlooked the greatest of them all, Henry Handel Richardson's trilogy, “The Fortunes of Richard Mahoney.” At the same time I notice that in a lengthy article on the same subject in “The British Annual of Literature,” Edith Fry fails to mention “All That Swagger,” “Landtakers,” “Pageant” and “Tiburon.”

          
* * *

          
The art of Russell Clark, whose work I have been lauding for the past decade (some claimed I was over enthusiastic), is given pride of place in the latest number of “Art in New Zealand.”

          
Russell Clark has taken his place as one of the leading and most interesting artists of the Dominion. In colour plates and black and white reproduc
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tionand an accompanying article by J. Shelley, full justice is paid to his genius. In the same issue of the quarterly is included an article on the art of modern Germany (with a water colour reproduction by Hitler), verse, art notes and other features.

          
* * *

          
Several fine reference books have been written on the Dominion's bird life. Buller's massive work is the standard book of reference, and was followed by Hutton & Drummond's book, and in 1930 by W. R. B. Oliver's work. Guthrie-Smith has also contributed valuable information to our bird library. Now we have a popular and beautifully produced account of the bird life of New Zealand in Mona Gordon's “The Children of Tane” (Dent, London). The whole story has been co-ordinated in an unusual way. It is well illustrated, has an index, a glossary, maps, etc. This brief notice is from a “proof copy” of the book.

          
* * *

          
I read recently, for the first time, of the poetry and life of Maurice C. Fields, a young Negro who, in August last, was drowned at Long Island. In Maurice Fields, America has lost one of her most promising poets. He was only twenty years of age when he was drowned, and the few verses of his published gave promise of rare genius. He was a brilliant scholar and linguist, and wrote his poems under extreme nervous strain. The foreboding note of death was present in most of his verse. In the poem, “Song At Seventeen,” there is something unforgettably sad in the poet's seeming eagerness, his “impatience to know the truth of God's design”:

          

            
I shall tread the pathway to the sun,


            
And find the vale where the rivers run,


            
Where the hills rise nimbused in a cloud—


            
Humbly quiescent — yet perversely proud ….


            
And I'll not sit with a wheezing breath


            
Or folded hands to await slow death.


            
My heart's impatient to know the truth


            
Of God's design, so I'll spurn my youth.


            
This petty morsel of life's repast,


            
I'll bolt it down; then prepare to fast.


            
Vine-leaves in hair, grape stains on face,


            
I'll race shocked Death to our trysting place.
          

          
I found this in a book of newspaper cuttings under the heading of “With Apologies to Omar”:—

          

            
Alas, that hopes should vanish ‘ere the rose,
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When Youth with his MS. does not enclose


            
An envelope with a twopenny stamp,


            
To return his inspiration whence it flows!
          

        

        

          

            
Reviews.
          

          
“Chateaubriand,” by André Maurois (Jonathan Cape) is a brilliant biography of the great French Romantic. Maurois has written a number of great biographies but, as might be expected, none with greater zest and understanding than this portrait of his most picturesque countryman. We are taken right into the heart of Chateaubriand to have revealed to us all his greatness and all his pettiness. And in the background move all the stirring events of the Revolution and the giant figures of the age, the popes, the cardinals, the Kings, the statesmen, the revolutionaries—and Bonaparte. Against the roar of guns and the rattle of sabre and the shouts of the mob the pen of Chateaubriand was always at work. Added to the pen and the sword was another terriffic influence, that of the wonderful women of the period. Hearts beat high in those colourful years and many a female heart fell to the charms of Chateaubriand. Truly he was an extraordinary lover, and his final love for Juliette Recamier is one of the most interesting pages in the world's great love stories. Although adored by many women, although stirring the pulse of the Empire with his pen and his personality Chateaubriand appears as a haunted, unhappy man; he yearns for inward peace and it comes only with the grave.

          
Here indeed are all the ingredients of a great biography. Subject and writer could not have been better mated. We see a great man's soul, we watch the mighty panorama of the period and we learn many lessons.

          
“The British Annual of Literature” (The British Authors' Press) makes its first appearance in a nicely producedvolume. The publication left me wondering as to why such an imposing title should be representative of just a few writers and some of them not exactly in the front rank of the literary world. We find some of the writers responsible for more than one article or poem and this, in a list of about a dozen contributors. Nevertheless this is an interesting and well-written annual and includes a fine tribute to our Dunedin poet and novelist, C. R. Allen, articles on the Australian novel, on contemporary literature, the literary achievement of Dr. Douglas Hyde and the People's National Theatre. Two great English novelists, Rudyard Kipling and E. M. Forster (and how many in New Zealand are aware of the true greatness of the latter?) are discussed in an article, “English Interpreters of India.” New Zealand writers will be interested in the literary competitions announced in the Annual.

          
“Early Days in Dunedin,” by Robert Gilkison (Whitcombe & Tombs Ltd.) is something different from the measured historical record the title suggests. The book is more in the nature of a series of highlights from the history of the southern city. For this reason the book will have a wider appeal, particularly to the younger generation. Among some of the purple patches is an account of the Jarvey Murder, a chapter on the Robert Butler episode, the story of Amy Bock, also details of big fires, wrecks, and libel actions, etc., of the period. Much general historical data is also included. The book is written in a quaint, old world style.

          
“The Sino-Japanese Conflict,” by Tom Walsh (Angus & Robertson, Sydney) claims to be an accurate and unbiassed picture of the relations of China and Japan with the powers, and of those phases of their histories that have led to the present conflict. States Sir Arthur Rickard in the introduction: “From the evidence presented
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here, it is clear that the long sleep of Asia is ended, and for good or ill the world is certain to be faced with the active participation of both Japan and China in world events.”

          
* * *

        

        

          

            
“Shibli” Listens In.
          

          
The story of Robin Hyde's adventures in the Far East will be published shortly in book form by Hurst & Blackett.

          
The appeal of the New Zealand Centre of the P.E.N. for subscriptions to the Jessie Mackay Memorial Fund is meeting with an excellent response. Donations should be sent to the Secretary, Box 965, Wellington.

          
A rare item for collectors is the Annual Brochure of the N.Z. Ex Libris Society. No. 5 has just been published in a limited edition of 100 copies. This time it contains only foreign plates. Taking my cue from this I will, for a while, leave aside New Zealand plate reproductions for this page, and publish a few foreign bookplates.

          
James M. Bryan, the New Zealand Rhodes Scholar who has been studying social and political movements in the Far East has written another book entitled “North China Front.” It is to be published shortly.

          
The late Lord Jellicoe is the subject of a recently published biography by Captain E. Altham.

          
J. H. E. Schroder's “Remembering Things,” has been warmly praised by the London “Times.” The notice refers to “the humour and quiet charm” of the essays.
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As one runs to the window at the first sound of a fire alarm, so do my literary legs become active whenever I see an article by “Cyrano” in our daily papers. “Cyrano” always writes interestingly on interesting subjects and in the matter of literary style is many degrees higher than the average newspaper writer. I commenced to cut out and preserve these “Cyrano” articles and regretted I had not done so earlier, and I also regretted for readers in general, that these admirable essays (yes, most of them were really entitled to be called essays) were to be dead and buried in newspaper files. Time came when I discovered who “Cyrano” was—a friendly fellow whom I found wrote poetry (excellent verse too) had had a novel published, a play or two, and was author of an almost famous appreciation of England, called “Home.” Yes, I met Alan Mulgan and appreciated the man as much as his work.

          
However, these “Cyrano” essays are not destined to be dead and buried. The best of them have now been published by Dent's under the title of “First With the Sun.” Thirty-four essays are included in the book, ranging from the first on the passing of the old Ionic (by no means, however, the best in the book—more of a newspaper article) to one entitled “Smells.” Regarding the latter all will agree with Mulgan that the smell of a burning bit of dead tea-tree will “make your heart strings crack” no matter how far you may wander from New Zealand. Although vastly different in style from an earlier New Zealand collection from Dent's (the difference between a long beer and a cocktail) these “Cyrano” essays will appeal to everybody. I particularly liked the splendid tribute to G.K.C. and the retrospect on the one time popular cult of “Dooleyisms.” There is fact, fun and fancy in the book. About forty line drawings by Olivia Spencer-Bowen illustrate the text.

          
* * *

          
Discussing great Australian novels in the February issue I overlooked the greatest of them all, Henry Handel Richardson's trilogy, “The Fortunes of Richard Mahoney.” At the same time I notice that in a lengthy article on the same subject in “The British Annual of Literature,” Edith Fry fails to mention “All That Swagger,” “Landtakers,” “Pageant” and “Tiburon.”

          
* * *

          
The art of Russell Clark, whose work I have been lauding for the past decade (some claimed I was over enthusiastic), is given pride of place in the latest number of “Art in New Zealand.”

          
Russell Clark has taken his place as one of the leading and most interesting artists of the Dominion. In colour plates and black and white reproduc
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tionand an accompanying article by J. Shelley, full justice is paid to his genius. In the same issue of the quarterly is included an article on the art of modern Germany (with a water colour reproduction by Hitler), verse, art notes and other features.

          
* * *

          
Several fine reference books have been written on the Dominion's bird life. Buller's massive work is the standard book of reference, and was followed by Hutton & Drummond's book, and in 1930 by W. R. B. Oliver's work. Guthrie-Smith has also contributed valuable information to our bird library. Now we have a popular and beautifully produced account of the bird life of New Zealand in Mona Gordon's “The Children of Tane” (Dent, London). The whole story has been co-ordinated in an unusual way. It is well illustrated, has an index, a glossary, maps, etc. This brief notice is from a “proof copy” of the book.

          
* * *

          
I read recently, for the first time, of the poetry and life of Maurice C. Fields, a young Negro who, in August last, was drowned at Long Island. In Maurice Fields, America has lost one of her most promising poets. He was only twenty years of age when he was drowned, and the few verses of his published gave promise of rare genius. He was a brilliant scholar and linguist, and wrote his poems under extreme nervous strain. The foreboding note of death was present in most of his verse. In the poem, “Song At Seventeen,” there is something unforgettably sad in the poet's seeming eagerness, his “impatience to know the truth of God's design”:

          

            
I shall tread the pathway to the sun,


            
And find the vale where the rivers run,


            
Where the hills rise nimbused in a cloud—


            
Humbly quiescent — yet perversely proud ….


            
And I'll not sit with a wheezing breath


            
Or folded hands to await slow death.


            
My heart's impatient to know the truth


            
Of God's design, so I'll spurn my youth.


            
This petty morsel of life's repast,


            
I'll bolt it down; then prepare to fast.


            
Vine-leaves in hair, grape stains on face,


            
I'll race shocked Death to our trysting place.
          

          
I found this in a book of newspaper cuttings under the heading of “With Apologies to Omar”:—

          

            
Alas, that hopes should vanish ‘ere the rose,
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When Youth with his MS. does not enclose


            
An envelope with a twopenny stamp,


            
To return his inspiration whence it flows!
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Reviews.
          

          
“Chateaubriand,” by André Maurois (Jonathan Cape) is a brilliant biography of the great French Romantic. Maurois has written a number of great biographies but, as might be expected, none with greater zest and understanding than this portrait of his most picturesque countryman. We are taken right into the heart of Chateaubriand to have revealed to us all his greatness and all his pettiness. And in the background move all the stirring events of the Revolution and the giant figures of the age, the popes, the cardinals, the Kings, the statesmen, the revolutionaries—and Bonaparte. Against the roar of guns and the rattle of sabre and the shouts of the mob the pen of Chateaubriand was always at work. Added to the pen and the sword was another terriffic influence, that of the wonderful women of the period. Hearts beat high in those colourful years and many a female heart fell to the charms of Chateaubriand. Truly he was an extraordinary lover, and his final love for Juliette Recamier is one of the most interesting pages in the world's great love stories. Although adored by many women, although stirring the pulse of the Empire with his pen and his personality Chateaubriand appears as a haunted, unhappy man; he yearns for inward peace and it comes only with the grave.

          
Here indeed are all the ingredients of a great biography. Subject and writer could not have been better mated. We see a great man's soul, we watch the mighty panorama of the period and we learn many lessons.

          
“The British Annual of Literature” (The British Authors' Press) makes its first appearance in a nicely producedvolume. The publication left me wondering as to why such an imposing title should be representative of just a few writers and some of them not exactly in the front rank of the literary world. We find some of the writers responsible for more than one article or poem and this, in a list of about a dozen contributors. Nevertheless this is an interesting and well-written annual and includes a fine tribute to our Dunedin poet and novelist, C. R. Allen, articles on the Australian novel, on contemporary literature, the literary achievement of Dr. Douglas Hyde and the People's National Theatre. Two great English novelists, Rudyard Kipling and E. M. Forster (and how many in New Zealand are aware of the true greatness of the latter?) are discussed in an article, “English Interpreters of India.” New Zealand writers will be interested in the literary competitions announced in the Annual.

          
“Early Days in Dunedin,” by Robert Gilkison (Whitcombe & Tombs Ltd.) is something different from the measured historical record the title suggests. The book is more in the nature of a series of highlights from the history of the southern city. For this reason the book will have a wider appeal, particularly to the younger generation. Among some of the purple patches is an account of the Jarvey Murder, a chapter on the Robert Butler episode, the story of Amy Bock, also details of big fires, wrecks, and libel actions, etc., of the period. Much general historical data is also included. The book is written in a quaint, old world style.

          
“The Sino-Japanese Conflict,” by Tom Walsh (Angus & Robertson, Sydney) claims to be an accurate and unbiassed picture of the relations of China and Japan with the powers, and of those phases of their histories that have led to the present conflict. States Sir Arthur Rickard in the introduction: “From the evidence presented
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here, it is clear that the long sleep of Asia is ended, and for good or ill the world is certain to be faced with the active participation of both Japan and China in world events.”

          
* * *
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“Shibli” Listens In.
          

          
The story of Robin Hyde's adventures in the Far East will be published shortly in book form by Hurst & Blackett.

          
The appeal of the New Zealand Centre of the P.E.N. for subscriptions to the Jessie Mackay Memorial Fund is meeting with an excellent response. Donations should be sent to the Secretary, Box 965, Wellington.

          
A rare item for collectors is the Annual Brochure of the N.Z. Ex Libris Society. No. 5 has just been published in a limited edition of 100 copies. This time it contains only foreign plates. Taking my cue from this I will, for a while, leave aside New Zealand plate reproductions for this page, and publish a few foreign bookplates.

          
James M. Bryan, the New Zealand Rhodes Scholar who has been studying social and political movements in the Far East has written another book entitled “North China Front.” It is to be published shortly.

          
The late Lord Jellicoe is the subject of a recently published biography by Captain E. Altham.

          
J. H. E. Schroder's “Remembering Things,” has been warmly praised by the London “Times.” The notice refers to “the humour and quiet charm” of the essays.
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The West Coast of the South Island is famed for the natural beauty of its scenery. Few people realise, however, that there are in reality two types of “coast”—South Westland and its much frequented glaciers, having a much wetter climate than the more northern area of Buller. It is obvious, too, that the attractions of the glaciers—the Franz Josef and the Fox, have made that part of the country much better known, so that many people think that they have seen the Coast when they have in reality seen only part of it.

        
The Coast road from Greymouth to Westport is one of the most beautiful motor drives that could be undertaken. Here the bush grows profusely and tree ferns are common all along the route. In fact, one sees here a cross-section of most of the types of bush that are to be encountered throughout the whole of New Zealand.

        
The road is traversed for only a short distance when the traveller comes upon clusters of nikau palms growing practically on the verge of the beach. Intensely brilliant multi-coloured sunsets are frequent here and to see these palm trees silhouetted against a late afternoon sky needs no imagination to transport the onlooker into a tropical setting.

        
The road winds up hill, through dense bush, into a clearing with the blue-green sea visible beyond, variation all the time—a road without monotony and full of unexpected surprises. It has been remarked that the New Zealand bush is not very colourful, but unless one's colour perception is faulty this criticism could not be levelled at this piece of country. The colour of the trees varies to almost every imaginable shade of green and the whole effect is splashed here and there with a brilliant red of the native mistletoe, or earlier in the year it may be the white of the clematis.

        
We, in New Zealand, are becoming more colour conscious with the popularity of the travelogue on the screen, produced in technicolour, and we notice particularly the colours of the rocks and other features of the country's formation. Now that we are developing the eyes 
to see we realise with delighted surprise that wonderfully delicate colours lurk in many of the New Zealand rocks. Along this road especially, some of the mountain vistas, with their many-coloured outcrops, varying from yellows to dark browns, and even purples, would afford an excellent location for a colour film production. Recently a colour photo which I took in this district revealed to me the colours which I had simply overlooked in examining the scene as a whole. In the foreground was the bright yellow-brown of the clay bank beside the road, the purple-brown of the near bush, giving place to darker green in a shaded patch, and extending in the distance from a brighter green right through to a hazy blue. Beyond this rose distant mountain peaks touched with snow on the tips and behind them a crystal clear blue sky with flecks of white cloud. The modern colour photo has an amazing ability for picking up distance and at times traverses sixty miles in the one shot.

        
Every now and then we come upon outcrops of coal right at the side of the road and the approach to one coal mine that is passed en route has been made of coal instead of shingle. It is a fact that, in several places on the coast, where good road metal is scarce, coal has been used to build up the road! It seems surprising to those of us who have to pay the coalman at the back door when he delivers our weekly bag of coal, but it is more economical to use coal from an outcrop nearby than to cart shingle over a distance.

        
About half-way between Greymouth and Westport a notice directs the traveller to the Punakaiki blowholes

        

          
continued on page 
40.)
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A Grace Darling of New Zealand
            
          
        

        
By … 
Rosaline Redwood


        

Alice Gomez dug her brown toes into the warm sand, and dreamily watched a small speck bobbing up and down on the crests of greeny, grey waves, fully a mile from the shore. The rich green of Bravo Island, creeping right up to the rock boulders that lined the shore, rose in luxuriant, colourful glory, behind her. She was alone on the island for the day, that is, alone save for the presence of her dog, but he could hardly be termed poor company, for he was an exceptionally intelligent creature and Alice adored him.

        
She glanced down at her well-worn frock, cut from plain uninteresting material—from the roll that had been used to make all the dresses and suits for her numerous brothers and sisters. Hopefully she prayed that her father might bring a prettier roll this time. Again she glanced across the water—the bobbing speck was getting slowly nearer, and she knew now without a doubt, that it was her father returning in his dingy. There would be fresh stores from Oban, the new material—she decided to wait on the beach and help him carry them up to the house.

        
It was typical of the girl's gentle, loving nature, to want to help. Indeed all the Gomez children had been taught to work from the time they could walk. One would not imagine there was so much to do on an island where game could be shot from the back door, and where fish was ridiculously abundant, but in all, the Gomez children numbered twenty-one, and as they were mostly self-supporting, rearing their own pigs and fowls, and growing their own vegetables and fruit, they were kept going from early till late.

        
Had Samual Gomez been less a hard worker himself, he may have expected less from his children. Possibly it was his own early training that made him a hard, if just, father. Alice knew all about his younger days—she knew and understood. Had he not belonged to the Portuguese Navy, where discipline was hard and cruel? Where men were stretched across the yardarm and flogged unmercifully for very small offences! Possibly that accounted for his treating his family as if he were the skipper and they the working crew. To escape a flogging on his ship, he had eventually deserted and sailed for New Zealand, where he met and married one of the beautiful half-caste Maori maidens. Her mother was a daughter of a Kaiapoi chief, who, when the siege of Kaiapoi took place, had managed to smuggle his womenfolk out from Canterbury, to the safety of Ruapuke Island. Samual Gomez had rowed his bride across the three mile stretch of water to the island which he named Bravo, and which he and a fellow deserter claimed for themselves and their future families.

        
Alice was idly running handsful of tiny smooth stones through her fingers, when the dog's sudden, sharp barking aroused her from her reverie. She looked up quickly, and instinctively her eyes swept the water in front. She saw the small boat—and then she understood!

        
Her father, now only two hundred yards from the shore, had suddenly pitched forward in the boat, and his hands had fallen lifelessly from the oars. She knew, just as surely as if she had been able to see his face, that he had taken a stroke. He had taken one before. She knew, too, that it would only be a short time before the strong current would carry the tiny craft far out towards the open sea.

        
Even while terror gripped her heart, she decided on instant action. Without hesitating to consider her own danger, she plunged into the surf, not even taking time to remove some of her clothes. At an early age she had been taught to swim and handle a boat, and that knowledge was going to be the means of saving her father's life. Despite the heavy weight of her
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dragging clothes, she swam strongly. The current was helping her—but it was also carrying the boat with its helpless victim rapidly away from her.

        
She was gaining at last—the boat was getting nearer, but her breath was coming in quick, painful gasps. It felt like an eternity before her fingers clawed thankfully for a hold on the side of the boat. She worked her way round to the end, and even in her fatigued state remembered to exercise the utmost care in pulling herself on board. If she upset the boat, that would be the end for them both.

        
Only for a minute did she allow her eyes to dwell on the still, drawn face of her father, as he lay sprawled across the seat where he had fallen. She was terrified that he might be dead—but resolutely gripping the oars she tried to make herself believe that he would soon come round. Her arms were aching with the long swim, but in her anxiety to get the boat to land she did not feel the tired pains. The boat had drifted farther than she had imagined, and the pull to the shore seemed a long one. Her clothes clung drippingly around her slender figure, and her glorious hair hung limply about her face and shoulders, but she was completely oblivious of any personal discomfort—her thoughts and anxieties were solely for the still white form lying in the bottom of the boat.

        
The dingy grounded at last on the strip of yellow sand, but the biggest task was yet to come, the task of getting her father up to the house. It was not an easy matter for a young girl to drag a heavy man of Samual Gomez's type out of the boat and up the stretch of beach. Afterwards she could not understand how she had managed it—no one could—but somehow, inch by inch, she worked her way towards the house. She even got him into bed.

        
He had not stirred, and the deepening grey of his face had turned her steps frantically back to the beach again, to row to the Neck for help. She did not change her soaking clothes, and the Neck was three miles across the water.

        
In the evening she was back again, but this time there were others with her, to share the burden. She was shivering convulsively from the long exposure—she had caught a terrible chill on her lungs. When Samual Gomez had long recovered, Alice still retained a persistant cough that she could not shake off. Uncomplainingly she did her share of the work on the little island, until finally she was forced to leave for the mainland for medical treatment. Bravo Island was not to see her again, for she died at the early age of twenty-two. She died as a heroine, for the story had become news, and her photograph had been eagerly sought by the papers. They called her “The Grace Darling of New Zealand,” and she was most assuredly worthy of the title.

        
* * *

        
Bravo Island is deserted and lonely now. Only sea birds call and scream, where once children laughed and played. Gone is all evidence of the once fruitful orchard and fertile garden, swallowed up in the rank green bush. A few fallen bricks and a lone hearth stone, mark the place where huge fires once crackled and blazed on cold winter nights. Bravo has gone back to its wild state again—but, because of the lovely, courageous girl who once graced its shores, Bravo Island shall never be forgotten.
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Adventures with Bingo By Aroha Bruce
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The Crystal Ball.




(Concluded.)


        

          

[image: The Glass-blower's Palace.]
The Glass-blower's Palace.


        

        

“We're off to the Land of Blue Mist, to visit the Maker of Dreams,” said Bingo.

        
The little train raced on—over hills, through tunnels, across bridges, and down dales—such a jolly ride it was. Presently they came to the foot of a tall blue mountain, and then the train stopped.

        
“Terminus! All change, please!” called the guard.

        
“What do we change to?” asked Peter.

        
“Our legs, we're off up the slope.”

        
The little train went shunting round the loop, then puffing back the way it had come. The two began to climb. Looking up, Peter saw that a blanket of thick, blue mist hid the top of the mountain. It was lying low down the sides, in long, trailing wisps. As they climbed, it came nearer and nearer, and presently it was all about them, and everything else was hidden from view. It was not wet like ordinary mist, but soft and warm, and if seemed infused with a soft blue light.

        
Out of the mist there loomed a dark shape.

        
“That is the mouth of the Dream-maker's Cavern,” said Bingo.

        
“We go in at the door of the Bad dreams, and come out at the door of the Good.”

        
It was almost dark, and very weird in the Bad Dream Cavern. The walls were made of thick, blue fog, that gave out a faint bluish light.

        
Sitting on the floor and stirring a steaming black pot, was an old wrinkled woman, without any teeth, and with long wispy hair. She was muttering strange words, and her beady black eyes were shining with wicked delight.

        
She leaned forward and dropped something into the pot.

        
“Two frog's tails, an ant's tooth, and five purple mice,” she chanted.

        
“That'll teach ‘im. Heh! Heh! Heh!” in a high cackling laugh.

        
Her' pot began bubbling and boiling, and the steam rose up in a queer, ugly shape.

        
“What are 
you doin' here?” she shrieked, catching sight of Peter.

        
“Oh! it's you again, you meddlin' monkey,” as Bingo gave her a bow.

        
“Always bringin' visitors when a body is busy. I'm making bad dreams, and blood curdlin' nightmares for the folks that deserve ‘em, down on the earth. That last was one for a brat who'd been hurtin' a poor sick cat—put ‘im in a blue funk it will.” And she cackled again at the thought.

        
The pot started boiling again, and the old woman began muttering her chant.

        
“Let's get out of here,” whispered Bingo, “she's not in a very good temper—never is in fact—gets too upset by the curelty of people down on the earth. Let's try the Good Dream-maker.”

        
Making their way through the thick blue fog, they entered another big cavern. The light in this cavern was beautifully clear, and the walls were of soft white mist. Seated on top of a fluffy white cloud was a beautiful lady in blue. She was looking far out into space, and a pleasing smile spread over her kind sweet face.

        
“She's the Dream Lady,” said Bingo, “whenever she smiles, a sweet dream floats down to the earth, and little children laugh as they doze, and sick folk sleep.”

        
“Has she ever sent me a dream?” asked Peter.

        
“Quite often I guess,” said Bingo.

        
At his words, the Dream Lady turned her head and smiled at Peter. Raising her long, white hand, she stroked his hair, but she did not speak.

        
“Come away,” said Bingo.

        
“She's far too busy to-day,” and they slipped outside by the door of the Good Dream Cavern.

        
Outside, the mist seemed bluer than ever. At the mouth of the cavern, hanging down out of space, was a long crystal ladder, only part of which could be seen, for the top part was hidden in mist.

        
“That comes from the Glass-blower's Palace,” said Bingo. “I think we've got time to go up.”

        
And they both started climbing, hand over hand—the rungs of the ladder making sweet tinkling sounds as they climbed.

        
Presently the blue mist was left behind, and they came out into clear, blue sky. In front of them floated a huge pink cloud, on which stood a beautiful palace, with crystal turrets and domes, shining bright in the sun.

        
“This is the Glass-blower's home,” said Bingo.

        
They entered the spacious glass door,
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and were met by a little old man in a black velvet gown, and a tall pointed hat like a wizard's. His face was round and fat, and his hands were as white as a lily.

        
“Good day to you, sir,” said Bingo, “if you're really not busy, we would like to be shown all the things that you've blown.”

        
The old man's eyes shone with pleasure. He was proud of his work—all made by himself out of glass, with his queer blow-pipe.

        
“This way, young sirs, this way,” he said, leading them into a spacious pink hall with transparent walls.

        
In the hall were rows of glass tables, on which stood the strangest collection—little glass ships with set sails, wee model ‘planes, a coach and six horses, small dancing figures, big moths and strange birds, and all kinds of dishes, all made out of glass.

        
“I saw a glass-blower once, at the show,” said Peter, “but he did not have wonderful things like these.”

        
“Some of these things have a very strange power,” said the old Glass-blower. “Now, just look at these,” and he pointed to where stood a row of glass balls, all sizes, on their little glass stands.

        
“Gazing crystals, they're called—some people see pictures inside—pictures of things that will come,” he said.

        
“May I look inside one?” asked Peter.

        
“Why, of course my son, just lean over there.”

        
Peter let out a cry of delight.

        
“I can see mummy and daddy,” he said, “and daddy is holding her hand, and they're smiling, and watching me ride on a scooter.”

        
“Ah! that is one of the things to come,” the old man said.

        
“Good gracious!” cried Bingo, looking out of a window, “the sun is just setting—that means that the cocks will be crowing on the other side of the mountains. How could I have left it so late? I'll never get back to the moon in time.” And he looked in despair at Peter.

        
“Don't worry, get back to your ‘plane and away. I know how to send home your young friend here,” said the old Glass-blower.

        
“That's fine,” said Bingo. “In that case, I'll just about make it.”

        
With a hasty good-bye he was off.

        
“You, I'll send back in a large crystal bubble,” the old man said, and opening a door in the wall, he showed Peter the end of a large bubble-pipe, and told him to crawl up inside, and shut his eyes.

        
This Peter did. Then he felt a cold wind blow across him—he knew he was rising—and opening his eyes, found himself sitting inside of a large crystal bubble, floating away through space. He shut his eyes again. Presently he felt a hard bumb, and there was a sound of breaking glass, as if the bubble had burst, and he opened his eyes to find himself back
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in bed, and his mother's voice saying, “Oh! Peter, you've broken your drinking glass, dear. But never you mind, I will tell you some news. The doctor is coming to-day to look at your back, and you know what 
that may mean.”

        
Peter knew and was happy. He was thinking of what he had seen in the crystal ball, and his wish in the Rainbow Cave.
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Some There Are.
            


            
For some there are who do not know


            
Nor feel the urge or wish to go.


            
Not know when stalking time is near


            
Or wish to hunt elusive deer.


            
Or climb the tops and gaze below


            
For those there are who do not know.


            
Not know or feel the time of year,


            
Nor wish to gather pack and gear.


            
Or long to saddle up a hack


            
And head for hills away out back,


            
To see once more a fall of snow;


            
For some there are who do not know.


            
Not know the thrill to hunt the boar,


            
Or to hear the red stags roar,


            
Or quietly stalk through forests deep,


            
Or gaze at noon on hills asleep


            
For we are queer who wish to go


            
Or so they say who do not know.


            
Not know the tracks that seem to cling


            
Nor, wish to hear the tuis sing,


            
Or laze beside a fern-draped wall


            
Somewhere where mountain waters fall.


            
Watching the spray and coloured bow,


            
Not wish for these, or want to know.


            
Not know the thrill afar to sight


            
O'er bush and range, old Egmont's height,


            
Nor listen to the bellbirds chime,


            
Or down the bushclad spurs to climb.


            
So strange it is we wish to go,


            
Or so they say who may not know.


            
Not know the breath of mountain air


            
Or feel the feeling of no care,


            
Not know what nomads ever knew


            
Or do the things that they would do,


            
Or watch the cloudmist fade and go;


            
For those there are who do not know.


            
Not know the big-eyed moreporks wail,


            
Nor wish to take a campward trail,


            
Or watch at eve the changing light,


            
Or sit and yarn in camp at night.


            
For some there are who ought to go


            
That they might feel the spell and know.


            
And know, and in the spell be caught


            
And know ten days would be too short.


            
Too short for those who know the spell


            
Of roaring stags and bellbirds' bell,


            
Ten days too short to laze or dream


            
By camp or spur or mountain stream.
            —L. M.

          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            

              
The Orchard.
            


            
A rose-white foam of blossoms


            
'Neath the pink flush of dawn;


            
A frost of silken petals


            
On the dark, shadowed lawn.


            
A thrush's clear notes thrilling


            
Through the soft, silver light,


            
And tender fragrance scattered


            
From the swift wings of night …


            
This is my dream, beloved,


            
And the place I would be—


            
A foam of flowers above us,


            
In the dawn, dear, with thee.
            —Jean H. Mather.
          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            

              
The Passing of the Trees.
            


            
One hour ago a swaying copse


            
Was where the land so verdant drops


            
Down to the river's lip.


            
And then a brief, hot agony


            
As hungry flames dart up each tree


            
From bole to tender tip.


            
The fire was lit by careless hand,


            
And by a ready wind was fanned


            
Into a blazing might.


            
I, helpless but to see and sigh


            
While lovely trees were forced to die


            
Without resistant fight.


            
And now against this sunset cloud


            
In stark and dead array they crowd,


            
Last night they were so brave.


            
What cruel tragedy it seems


            
To rob a tree of life and dreams,


            
A tree Our Father gave.
            —Mavis R. Lockley.
          

        

        

          

            

              
Dreams.
            


            
I wish that I could capture dreams


            
To suit myself,


            
I'd keep them in my Memory Chest,


            
Like precious delph.


            
Some dreams would be of days gone by,


            
When I was young and free,


            
O, happy, laughing childhood dreams,


            
Oft would I look at thee!


            
And some would be of conquests made,


            
Their banners flaunting high,


            
With courage fit to storm a world …


            
These dreams have all passed by.


            
A little shelf for lovely things—


            
Dreams on a summer's day


            
Of sun, and sea; a baby's laugh;


            
These would I tuck away.


            
A corner too for dreams of love,


            
Of friendships old and new,


            
A little pain, a wealth of joy,


            
Perhaps a teardrop, too …


            
Could I but capture dreams as these


            
My Memory Chest would be


            
A trysting place for lovely things


            
Unto eternity.
            —Mary Kitching.
          

          
* * *

        

        

          

            

              
The Dunes: Maketu.
            


            
Pale scalloped line of hills


            
Lying between the sea and sky,


            
Where the gulls, low-beating, fly.


            
A world


            
The singing sea-wind fills.


            
Long has the blown sand lain


            
In the footprints of the brave,


            
And the ever-pulsing wave


            
Has washed


            
The crimson of the slain.


            
And yet they say that still


            
When the moon hangs thin and low,


            
You can hear the war-conch blow,


            
And see


            
The torches on the hill.
            —Joyce West.
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Highways and Byways
            
(Continued from page 
39)
          

          
and this is certainly a place which deserves publicity, not merely because of the blowholes but because of the bush surroundings. A well surfaced track made of fine metal leads in through a jungle of nikau palms and it would only take the trumpeting of a few elephants or the growl of a lion or two to transfer the setting to another country.

          
Before reaching the blowholes tracks branch off in many directions and these lead round various parts of the bush and then back to the entrance again.

          
To see the holes at their best the visit should be made at high tide after there has been rough weather and when there is still a heavy surf. The waves crash over the outlying rocks, sending up sheets of spray to a height of thirty feet or more and continue their mad rush up the caverns under the cliffs. This has the effect of concerntrating the force of the water so that when it reaches the solid rock face at the end of the cavern, spray is forced up through vertical vents to the top of the cliffs and reaches a very considerable height. The track winds along the top of the cliffs and at any dangerous point is bordered by a solid wooden railing. Even on the track, however, one has to watch which way the wind is blowing or a blowhole may give a drenching like a firehose. It is fascinating to watch the white crested waves roll in and rush madly up the inlets which honeycomb the cliffs, finally dashing themselves with a thunderous roar into fine spray. The formation of the rocks is very peculiar—the strata lying in fine horizontal layers giving rise to the name “Pancake Rocks.”

          
Continuing the journey towards Westport, gold-mining claims and timber-mills are passed. The last few miles are traversed across pakihi lands which up till recently have supported scrub only and were considered unsuited for farming of any kind. An experimental area has, however, been cleared and drained and is being used for dairying. It is stated that the results obtained from this land, hitherto unproductive, rival those in Taranaki. Accordingly plans for bringing large areas of this land into production, are well advanced.
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Westport itself is the central port serving the important coal mining districts of Denniston, Stockton and Millerton. The illustration of a busy wharf scene at Westport is typical of any day at the waterfront, where large quantities of coal and timber are handled both by day and by night.

          
The fastest road outlet to Canterbury from Westport is by way of the Buller Gorge. The river travels for many, many miles inland and the trip through the Gorge is full of interest. The lower approach is gained by travelling a road locally called the “loopline,” at the end of which a timber mill is situated. After travelling a mile or two the bank levels out at a place called “The Punt” and this is where the early settlers had to ferry across the river before the present rail and road bridge was built at Westport. The punt itself has long since disappeared, but the hotel which did service in those days still stands on the opposite bank of the river.

          
Soon after this, “Windy Point” and the Gorge proper are reached. From here on for twenty miles the road is narrow and winding, though it has been vastly improved latterly and improvements still continue apace. New bridges are being built and the road is being widened.

          
Some distance on, Cascade Creek is passed and a narrow grass track leads down from the main road to the river itself. Here the river is bordered with native trees and willows—one of the most delightful spots on this wonderful West Coast road.
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Some There Are.
            


            
For some there are who do not know


            
Nor feel the urge or wish to go.


            
Not know when stalking time is near


            
Or wish to hunt elusive deer.


            
Or climb the tops and gaze below


            
For those there are who do not know.


            
Not know or feel the time of year,


            
Nor wish to gather pack and gear.


            
Or long to saddle up a hack


            
And head for hills away out back,


            
To see once more a fall of snow;


            
For some there are who do not know.


            
Not know the thrill to hunt the boar,


            
Or to hear the red stags roar,


            
Or quietly stalk through forests deep,


            
Or gaze at noon on hills asleep


            
For we are queer who wish to go


            
Or so they say who do not know.


            
Not know the tracks that seem to cling


            
Nor, wish to hear the tuis sing,


            
Or laze beside a fern-draped wall


            
Somewhere where mountain waters fall.


            
Watching the spray and coloured bow,


            
Not wish for these, or want to know.


            
Not know the thrill afar to sight


            
O'er bush and range, old Egmont's height,


            
Nor listen to the bellbirds chime,


            
Or down the bushclad spurs to climb.


            
So strange it is we wish to go,


            
Or so they say who may not know.


            
Not know the breath of mountain air


            
Or feel the feeling of no care,


            
Not know what nomads ever knew


            
Or do the things that they would do,


            
Or watch the cloudmist fade and go;


            
For those there are who do not know.


            
Not know the big-eyed moreporks wail,


            
Nor wish to take a campward trail,


            
Or watch at eve the changing light,


            
Or sit and yarn in camp at night.


            
For some there are who ought to go


            
That they might feel the spell and know.


            
And know, and in the spell be caught


            
And know ten days would be too short.


            
Too short for those who know the spell


            
Of roaring stags and bellbirds' bell,


            
Ten days too short to laze or dream


            
By camp or spur or mountain stream.
            —L. M.

          

          
* * *
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5ZB Mobile Railway Broadcasting Studio By W. S.

        

Dressed in gleaming ivory white with a scarlet sash, 5ZB—the Railways Broadcasting Studio, is now rounding the curves of the first lap of a 1,650 miles journey through the North Island on a highly interesting experiment in broadcasting, not, so far as is known, carried out, hitherto, in any country.

        
Originating with the National Commercial Broadcasting Service and worked out in collaboration with the Railways Department, 5ZB came into being with the conversion of a railway car into a small but modern boradcasting studio which could be attached to fast expresses and side-tracked at selected broadcasting points.

        
One end is occupied with a neatly furnished announcers' studio with microphones and piano, for use in local broadcasts, and with three turntables for the playing of records and overseas features. Incidentally, all ZB announcers have two gramophone turntables revolving continuously at their elbows. As a record is being played, the announcer “logs” its name and number, and the time; he also inserts a new needle and places a new record on the other turntable. Thus, when, the record ends, he merely announces the next, and, still speaking, drops the needle arm softly on the record in the usual way, thus obviating long silences between items. Special turntables are required for practically all overseas features which play for 15 minutes at slow speeds.

        
The central part of the car houses the equipment and gear to “transmit” the programme, and behind this is a small office. The technical equipment is completed with a 30ft. aerial, which, when collapsed, fits neatly along the
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top of the car. The power is rated at 250 watts, estimated to cover a radius of about 40 miles, where selectivity and other conditions are reasonably favourable.

        
The cost, including running expenses, will be borne by the National Commercial Broadcasting Service and covered by revenue from sponsored programmes. The venture will be conducted on approved entertainment lines, with a representative of the National Commercial Broadcasting Service advertising staff travelling ahead, after the manner of an advance agent.

        
The car, on the principle that “a broadcasting station is only as good as its programme,” will carry a particularly good set of programmes, specially prepared by Mr. L. E. Strachan (Production Officer for the National Commercial Broadcasting Service, who is still remembered by thousands of listeners as “Mr. Heigho,” of 2ZW). The schedule includes many specially imported numbers not previously heard in the Dominion, and the hours of broadcasting have been fixed from 7 to 9 a.m., 12 to 2 p.m., and 6 to 10 p.m. on a frequency of 1,360 kilocycles. The itinerary is as follows:—

        
Rotorua (5 days), Hamilton (13), Whangarei (6), Te Kuiti (1), Taumarunui (2), New Plymouth (4), Hawera (3), Wanganui (4), Palmerston North (2), Dannevirke (3), Napier (4), Hastings (4), Masterton (3).

        
The scheduled programmes will be varied to suit local conditions and the Service hopes to arrange concerts by local performers who will be introduced by Mayors and other civic authorities.

        
Lively interest is being shown by the Department of Scientific and Industrial Research, and the Department of Agriculture, which will probably arrange broadcasts pointed to town and country interests, the Department of Agriculture being particularly interested in combatting difficulties that trouble the farmer from time to time.

        
The studio car will be managed by Mr. Ian (“Slaps and Claps”) McKay, one of the Service's most experienced announcers, who will be assisted on the business side by Mr. Doug. Laurenson, a well-liked 1ZB announcer and advertising expert, and an ex-R.A.F. war-flier.

        
It is estimated that on its North Island tour, 5ZB will be heard by not less than 494,900 listeners, who will be thus provided, at stated times, with additional good radio entertainment at no extra cost to themselves, a fact which alone makes the venture well worthwhile.

        
Visualising the possibilities of this world-innovation in broadcasting, it may be said that its effect is to provide the smaller centres of population with their own radio stations. A deal of credit is due to officials of the Railways Department and the National Commercial Broadcasting Service for a neat radio scheme which is sure to attract attention in other countries.
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Fragments of … New Zealand History
          
        

        
… By 

Una Auld


        

There are some curious and fascinating oddities in our history that make browsing through old books on New Zealand a delight instead of the dry occupation so many people imagine it to be. There is, for instance, the case of a Mr. Benson who not only sat on the jury at his own trial, but gave evidence against himself and was acquitted. Lieut. T. W. Gudgeon, in his “Reminiscences of the Maori War,” gives the story.

        
In the days of turmoil in early Poverty Bay, a number of pakehas formed themselves into a Vigilance Committee when certain Maoris who had been implicated with Te Kooti in various massacres returned home. Some of these vigilance men who had lost relatives swore to shoot the next guilty Maoris they saw.

        
When three natives who had been with Te Kooti turned up at a particular pa in the Bay, three white men—Messrs. Wylie, Benson and Brown—went after them. An accompanying Maori pointed out a man whom he claimed had been involved in the death of Mr. Wylie's son. Wylie fired, but unsuccessfully.
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Benson then rushed at a Maori and shot him fatally.

        
On the following morning Benson was in the township, and to his astonishment, was warned to attend as juryman at the inquest on the victim. In vain he assured the constable that he was the man who had done the deed, and that he ought not, therefore, to sit. The constable declined to entertain the excuse, and threatened him with divers pains and penalties for non-compliance. So Benson not only sat on his own trial, but gave evidence against himself; and the jury, having heard his statement, brought in the following verdict: “Shot by some person unknown, and serve him right.”

        
It is as extraordinary to read, to-day, details of the prices of “human live-stock” between 1820 and 1840, as shown in these two entries taken from “A Trader in Cannibal Land”:—

        
“An Englishman (Jackson) and a whaleship cooper purchased from the Chief Apanui at Whakatanene, £20 each.”

        
“Six—a man named Taylor (English), his wife and three half-caste children and his wife's sister, £20 each.”

        
Payment, incidentally, was not made in money, but by means of “muskets, powder, lead, and other necessaries.” Perhaps it should be explained that the value of a pakeha to a tribe was enormous.

        
“A loose, straggling pakeha—a runaway from a ship, for instance, who had nothing, and was never likely to have anything … was not of much account, even in those times. Two men of this description were hospitably entertained one night by a chief who, to pay himself for his trouble and outlay, ate one of them next morning.”

        
Fortunately modern etiquette does not enforce this drastic return for hospitality. Progress has its compensations as well as its drawbacks, especially when one reflects that in those old days “good, well-to-do pakehas—traders, ship captains, labourers or employers of labour, were regarded as fair game to be cherished, caressed, protected and plucked. Plucked judiciously, so that the feathers would grow again.”

        
Coming nearer home, it is difficult to believe, as one looks round to-day at the lovely homes and quiet gardens of Auckland's suburbs, that in 1844 Remuera was the scene of a feast which attracted some four thousand visitors—and which surely must have given the commissariat something of a pain in the head, for eleven thousand baskets of potatoes, one hundred large pigs, nine thousand sharks, and liberal supplies of flour, rice, sugar and tobacco only just sufficed to meet requirements for one week, according to Buller's “Forty Years in New Zealand.”

        
Governor Captain Fitzroy, who was in attendance, must have seen a thrilling sight when sixteen hundred Maoris swept into a war dance and made the earth tremble beneath the impact of their wildly-stamping feet.

        
A different story is that of the Maori Amazon at Kaiteriri. Lieut. Gudgeon says that this would have been most laughable “had it not been so serious.” During a fight a Maori, Renata, “entered the bush by himself, and came across two Hauhaus, a man and a woman (the latter's husband had just been shot in the pa). They both attacked Renata, and a severe struggle commenced. Luckily … a constable … and an Arawa came up during the affair, and made things even by shooting the man; they then stood by to see fair play, as the girl was evidently a match for her adversary. After a sharp tussle, the Amazon got Renata down, gouged out



one of his eyes, tore his ear to pieces, taking the greenstone ornament, and otherwise so mauled him that he fainted with pain and had to be carried off on a litter. When brought before Col. McDonnell, her eyes literally blazed as she recounted the fight and added a heartfelt p.s. that she only wished she had killed him (Renata). When told he would lose an eye, she was greatly gratified and merely commented that it would serve him right.” Playful ways they had in those days.

        
Perhaps one of the most fascinating oddities in our history, though, is that of the Private Act of Parliament which legally “killed” a living man. In his “Cheerful Yesterdays” the late Justice Alpers states that this Act was unique in the history of legislation and that as far as he knew, no other country in the world had ever “killed a man by Act of Parliament.”

        
Briefly, the circumstances which led to the passing of this extraordinary Act were as follow. A Canterbury sheep farmer with close on 30,000 acres of land had been declared insane by the Supreme Court in 1896. For 22 years he had been a patient in a mental hos
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pital, his station being managed by a committee. During the war years increasingly difficult conditions made it advisable to sub-divide the property amongst the farmer's sons (he had four) or to effect a sale of smaller blocks. Under the will of the farmer, which had been made three years before he became insane, his property was divided equally among his children after providing a large annuity for his widow. It was therefore suggested that a private Act of Parliament be passed authorising the Supreme Court to grant administration of the estate on the assumption that the farmer had “died” on the date on which the Act became operative. £9,000 was to be set aside as an income for the comfort of the patient, who would be provided with a motor-car and an attendant who was a skilled chauffeur. One alienist had examined the farmer and reported that he could not possibly recover. “Two other doctors, eminent experts in mental disease, visited the patient and were afforded the fullest opportunities of enquiring into his mental condition.” In their affidavits they deposed that he had been suffering for more than 20 years from chronic illusional insanity, “that in recent years marked symptoms of senile decay had shown themselves, that though his physical health was robust, his mental condition was rapidly deteriorating. They committed themselves apparently without any hesitation to the positive opinion that in no event could he ever recover or even improve.”

        
Justice Alpers, therefore, approved the Bill, and Parliament subsequently passed it. It decided the place as well as the time of the man's “death,” and he was thus legally “killed” by the Government of his own country. And then, as though to prove the superficiality of mortal knowledge, the farmer recovered his reason. After more than 20 years absence, he returned home to his wife and family. The provisions of the Act were explained to him, he realised that adequate provision had been made for his comfort, and made no effort to disturb the Act—under which, being legally dead, he could have done what he liked without being legally responsible, as no such person as himself existed.

        
That is only one of the pages in the vivid history of this “Little Country.”
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Our Women's Section 
By Helen


        

          
Frocks … 
For Street and Afternoon Wear


          

            
Colours.

            

Delightful shades in new woollens are blueberry, flame, gypsy purple, dahila red, purple and valley green.

            

Styles.—Day frocks, as in the illustration, are extremely simple. Necklines are high. Shoulders are slightly exaggerated. Waists are natural and hips slim-fitting. Even when a skirt is entirely pleated, pleats are stitched from waist to hip, or start at the hip as sun-ray pleats. The frock sketched may be taken as the background to which may be added a smart touch of individual trimming.

            

Trimmings.—Braid, tassels, antique clasps, appliqués of satin or patent leather, plain or patterned stitching—all give the season's cachet to fashionable simplicity.

            
One delightful gown has a highdraped neckline caught with an antique gold brooch. It is simply stitched with horizontal rows of tinsel thread six inches apart. The accompanying box-coat has its long sleeves banded at the elbow with soft fur.

            
Ribbed wool with an angora finish features padded motifs, which outline the yoke and the unusual curved pockets.

            
A frock in wool jersey has slim long sleeves and a bodice softly shirred to the front seam. The plain V neckline is outlined with a foliage design appliquéd in satin.

            
Another wool jersey frock has a neat high collar and vest of pin-tucked pastel satin. There are panels of embroidery down the sides of the bodice and on the upper sleeve.

            
A black crepe dress, with sunray pleating on the front of the bodice, has long revers made of patent leather, and a patent leather belt.

            
A soft fine woollen, the colour of loganberries, has its bodice encrusted with satin arabesque of the same colour, and is worn with a jacket lavishly trimmed with sheared beaver.

            

Lamé.—Older women and smart young ones, add richness, with the aid of lamé, to woollen frocks.

            
On a black woollen, lamé gleams like a neckline below the upward curve of a high neckline, and drapes from shoulder to waist on each side of the bodice. Lamé buttons march from the elbow to a slim wrist.

            
Another model features a draped bodice, caught at the neckline with a stiff ribbon bow, opening over a vest of dark lamé featuring horizontal rows of golden spots.

            
Lamé with a horizontal pattern fashions an entire frock, with slim-fitting skirt, short full sleeves, and bodice gauged to the shoulder bands.

            

Tartans.—For the under-thirties a tartan frock becomes the most useful occupant of the wardrobe. It is warm, it is gay, it is new. For the office, for street wear, for the home, it is equally delightful. And don't forget that a red ground is most charming.

            
The design sketched is specially suitable for tartans. The pattern runs
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straight on the bodice, and is used diagonally for two tiny breast pockets, for the sleeves and for the skirt. Neat collar and cuffs of white piqué add a smart touch.

            
Note that the girl who posed for the sketch was “bigly” built. (I have slimmed her down quite a lot!). The style of frock suited her admirably! Now, you big girls, here's a chance for planning the type of frock you crave.

          

          

            
A Child Needs Mother Love. The Case of Billy.

            
Billy's teacher is worried about him. He is an exceedingly difficult child, dull at lessons, sullen, unpopular with his class-mates. He is so unresponsive that his teacher frequently feels annoyance, but stifles it because she pities Billy. He is ten years old, an orphan, and has been living in a Home ever since he can remember. Billy's teacher knows that there is a big difference between a “Home” with a capital H, and a “home.” Therefore she may be able to help him.
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A child needs mother-love to bolster up his self-confidence. Without it, he feels isolated and afraid. There is no one to praise him as his childish abilities develop, no one to comfort him when something goes wrong in his small world. Most children have a happy home background where they can always find love and understanding. The orphan child, on the other hand, has no one to whom to turn. Matron, nurse, the maids, are kind to him as they are kind to all, but there is nothing personal about it. There are so many children that the few adults can't possibly supply the necessary amount of love and attention to each.

            
Some happy-natured children are not so deeply affected by their orphan state, but a sensitive child like Billy can develop dangerous complexes. With no older person to take a loving interest in him, he becomes discouraged, with consequent failure at school, and a developing timidity. He becomes egocentric. His thoughts are so turned in upon himself that he shows no liking for other people—and consequently receives none in return. He develops, even as a small child, a pessimistic outlook.

            
The only thing that can save Billy, is interest prompted by affection. Some adult, preferably a woman, with understanding of children, must realize what is wrong with him, and endeavour to supply his lack.

            
His teacher may be able to do it, but not so well as someone who is in more constant contact with him. She may be able to visit Matron and discuss Billy's case. If his teacher and one of the staff of the Home can join in a conspiracy to “make a fuss of” Billy, even if it means neglecting the happier children a little, they will be well rewarded by his timid reaching out towards kindness, his response to affection, and his sudden development in all sorts of ways.

            
This won't come all at once. Billy is like a hedgehog. It will take a lot of coaxing and gentle encouragement before he ventures out, but finally he will realize that here are human beings who mean well towards him, who can be trusted, and so, gradually, he will develop belief in mankind.

          

          

            
Breakfast. An Important Meal.

            
A happy breakfast hour (or halfhour) sets the tone for the rest of the day. Therefore it is the duty of the wife and mother to plan the early morning so that husband and children can set off gaily for office or school.

            
Late rising causes a rush in bathroom, kitchen and breakfast room, with consequent upset of temper and digestion. Therefore a good alarm clock, and the will to rise when it sounds, are necessary to the home-maker.

            
A little thought the day before can make the preparation of breakfast an easy matter. If the husband is a Scot and likes real old-fashioned oatmeal, cook it the night before and re-heat next morning. Home-made coffee essence is tastier and cheaper than the bought variety, and enables breakfast coffee to be prepared in record time. Stewed fruit may also be prepared in advance.

            
I know one young couple who start the day right with a mixture of chopped fresh fruits, sprinkled with prepared bran. The creamy top of the milk adds that “fruit-salad” touch.

            
Simple cooked breakfasts can be more attractive if the following rules are kept.

            

Toast.—Turn slices twice each.

            

Poached Eges.—Use boiling salted water, to which add a drop or two of vinegar for whiteness. Stir the water and drop the egg into the whirl.

            

Fried Eggs.—Cook 
slowly.
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Bacon.—Grilled bacon is better than fried. Cook 
quickly. After bacon has been grilled, eggs may be cooked in the pan underneath.

            

Liver.—Place lamb's liver, cut in thin slices, in a bowl, pour boiling water over, and leave for three or four minutes. Cook quickly in bacon fat, turning after two minutes and cooking the other side two or three minutes.

            
Tasty gravy is made by rubbing a teaspoon of cornflour into the frying pan, adding seasoning, and slowly stirring in boiling water. Cook for a few minutes.

          

        

        

          

Health Notes.


Temperature Taking.

          
It is essential that every person who is likely to do any home nursing should be able to use a clinical thermometer. It seems that few of us can really escape being “ministering angels,” so it is just as well to know something about the use of the thermometer.

          
(a) In the case of adults the temperature is usually taken in the mouth.

          
(b) With children it may be taken under the arm or in the groin, the bulb being held closely to the body.

          
(c) Some thermometers are marked “½ minute,” others “1 minute.” If there are no markings, the thermometer must be left in position for at least 3 minutes.
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(d) A mouth temperature should not be taken within 10 minutes of the time that the patient has had anything in the mouth.

          
(e) The first temperature should be taken before the early morning drink is given and the evening one before the bedtime sponge.

          
After taking a temperature, read the thermometer, and make a note of it. The instrument should then be washed with cold water and dried. When the temperature is being taken frequently, or in infections cases the thermometer should be left standing in a glass containing a weak solution of disinfectant.

          
A small piece of cotton-wool should be placed in the bottom of the glass. Stand the glass on a small plate and have a piece of dry cotton-wool to wipe the thermometer before using it again.

          
Always make a note of the temperature, and the time it was taken. Never rely on your memory.

        

        

          
Cuts and Sores.

          
In all treatment of cuts and sores the chief thing to remember is asepsis, which means “free from germs.”

          
Dilute tincture of iodine, or methylated spirit will cleanse the wound of any germs that may be introduced.

          
In the case of a cut made with a garden tool or in a stable, etc., it is always advisable to visit a doctor who will probably give an injection of antitetanic serum to guard against tetanus (lockjaw). If a wound is deep, a doctor should be consulted as soon as possible, as there is the likelihood of tendons or ligaments being severed, and unless they are properly connected loss of function may eventuate.

        

        

          
Convalescence.

          
When discharged from hospital patients frequently suffer from a form of neurasthenia, and the smallest thing is apt to irritate.

          
It is a good idea to stimulate appetite by putting too little on the plate when serving, rather than too much. The convalescent will always ask for more, whereas an overloaded plate will often have the following result—no wish for the food.

          
It is often a mistake to keep asking the patient what she would like to eat. Convalescing becomes very monotonous, and the anticipation of something attractive for the next meal helps to keep the appetite from flagging.

          
Speedy recovery depends as much upon sparing the patient any strain as upon the actual nursing. Worry prevents sleep, and only results in chronic tiredness, which retards progress.

          
General diet consists of vegetables, white fish, eggs, plenty of butter and cream, salads, fruit and fruit juices, honey, wholemeal bread and vegetable soups.

        

        

          

Recipes.


Miscellaneous Assortment. Potato Soup.

          
Six potatoes, scrubbed scrupulously clean. Peel and put the peelings in a small saucepan with sufficient water to cover them, and let boil gently.

          
Put potatoes in a pan with three onions, two ozs. of butter, pepper and salt and a grating of nutmeg. Add a quart of water, and allow the whole to boil gently until the potatoes are done.

          
Rub through a sieve. Rinse the pan and return the soup. Strain in the water of the cooked potato peeling. Simmer gently for five minutes. Add cream and serve with wholemeal bread croutons.
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Almond Milk Pudding.

          
Boil a cupful of milk then stand until cold. Beat ¼lb. butter and ¼lb. castor sugar to a cream, then beat in ¼lb. ground almonds. Add the cup of cold, boiled milk gradually. Line a basin with sponge fingers, cut in halves and pour in mixture. Place more sponge cakes on top and cover all with a saucer, on which place a fairly heavy weight. Let stand for about 12 hours. Turn out into a glass dish, spread with raspberry jam and decorate with chopped almonds.

        

        

          
Egg Custard Ring.

          
Four eggs, ¾ teaspoon salt, 1 saltspoon onion juice, 3 rashes bacon, melted butter, ½ pint hot milk, pepper and cayenne to taste, ½ teaspoon finely chopped parsley, buttered peas.

          
Beat eggs in basin. Stir in salt, milk, pepper and cayenne, to taste, add parsley and onion juice and mix well.

          
Brush a small ring mould with melted butter. Pour custard into the mould. Place mould in a baking tin containing enough water to come halfway up the side of the mould. Bake in a slow oven until firm—about ¾ hour.

          
Meanwhile, remove rind from the bacon, and chop and fry the bacon lightly until crisp, when custard is ready, turn out on to a hot flat round dish. Fill the centre with buttered peas and sprinkle the bacon round the side. Enough for four persons.
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Frocks … 
For Street and Afternoon Wear


          

            
Colours.

            

Delightful shades in new woollens are blueberry, flame, gypsy purple, dahila red, purple and valley green.

            

Styles.—Day frocks, as in the illustration, are extremely simple. Necklines are high. Shoulders are slightly exaggerated. Waists are natural and hips slim-fitting. Even when a skirt is entirely pleated, pleats are stitched from waist to hip, or start at the hip as sun-ray pleats. The frock sketched may be taken as the background to which may be added a smart touch of individual trimming.

            

Trimmings.—Braid, tassels, antique clasps, appliqués of satin or patent leather, plain or patterned stitching—all give the season's cachet to fashionable simplicity.

            
One delightful gown has a highdraped neckline caught with an antique gold brooch. It is simply stitched with horizontal rows of tinsel thread six inches apart. The accompanying box-coat has its long sleeves banded at the elbow with soft fur.

            
Ribbed wool with an angora finish features padded motifs, which outline the yoke and the unusual curved pockets.

            
A frock in wool jersey has slim long sleeves and a bodice softly shirred to the front seam. The plain V neckline is outlined with a foliage design appliquéd in satin.

            
Another wool jersey frock has a neat high collar and vest of pin-tucked pastel satin. There are panels of embroidery down the sides of the bodice and on the upper sleeve.

            
A black crepe dress, with sunray pleating on the front of the bodice, has long revers made of patent leather, and a patent leather belt.

            
A soft fine woollen, the colour of loganberries, has its bodice encrusted with satin arabesque of the same colour, and is worn with a jacket lavishly trimmed with sheared beaver.

            

Lamé.—Older women and smart young ones, add richness, with the aid of lamé, to woollen frocks.

            
On a black woollen, lamé gleams like a neckline below the upward curve of a high neckline, and drapes from shoulder to waist on each side of the bodice. Lamé buttons march from the elbow to a slim wrist.

            
Another model features a draped bodice, caught at the neckline with a stiff ribbon bow, opening over a vest of dark lamé featuring horizontal rows of golden spots.

            
Lamé with a horizontal pattern fashions an entire frock, with slim-fitting skirt, short full sleeves, and bodice gauged to the shoulder bands.

            

Tartans.—For the under-thirties a tartan frock becomes the most useful occupant of the wardrobe. It is warm, it is gay, it is new. For the office, for street wear, for the home, it is equally delightful. And don't forget that a red ground is most charming.

            
The design sketched is specially suitable for tartans. The pattern runs
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straight on the bodice, and is used diagonally for two tiny breast pockets, for the sleeves and for the skirt. Neat collar and cuffs of white piqué add a smart touch.

            
Note that the girl who posed for the sketch was “bigly” built. (I have slimmed her down quite a lot!). The style of frock suited her admirably! Now, you big girls, here's a chance for planning the type of frock you crave.

          

          

            
A Child Needs Mother Love. The Case of Billy.

            
Billy's teacher is worried about him. He is an exceedingly difficult child, dull at lessons, sullen, unpopular with his class-mates. He is so unresponsive that his teacher frequently feels annoyance, but stifles it because she pities Billy. He is ten years old, an orphan, and has been living in a Home ever since he can remember. Billy's teacher knows that there is a big difference between a “Home” with a capital H, and a “home.” Therefore she may be able to help him.
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A child needs mother-love to bolster up his self-confidence. Without it, he feels isolated and afraid. There is no one to praise him as his childish abilities develop, no one to comfort him when something goes wrong in his small world. Most children have a happy home background where they can always find love and understanding. The orphan child, on the other hand, has no one to whom to turn. Matron, nurse, the maids, are kind to him as they are kind to all, but there is nothing personal about it. There are so many children that the few adults can't possibly supply the necessary amount of love and attention to each.

            
Some happy-natured children are not so deeply affected by their orphan state, but a sensitive child like Billy can develop dangerous complexes. With no older person to take a loving interest in him, he becomes discouraged, with consequent failure at school, and a developing timidity. He becomes egocentric. His thoughts are so turned in upon himself that he shows no liking for other people—and consequently receives none in return. He develops, even as a small child, a pessimistic outlook.

            
The only thing that can save Billy, is interest prompted by affection. Some adult, preferably a woman, with understanding of children, must realize what is wrong with him, and endeavour to supply his lack.

            
His teacher may be able to do it, but not so well as someone who is in more constant contact with him. She may be able to visit Matron and discuss Billy's case. If his teacher and one of the staff of the Home can join in a conspiracy to “make a fuss of” Billy, even if it means neglecting the happier children a little, they will be well rewarded by his timid reaching out towards kindness, his response to affection, and his sudden development in all sorts of ways.

            
This won't come all at once. Billy is like a hedgehog. It will take a lot of coaxing and gentle encouragement before he ventures out, but finally he will realize that here are human beings who mean well towards him, who can be trusted, and so, gradually, he will develop belief in mankind.

          

          

            
Breakfast. An Important Meal.

            
A happy breakfast hour (or halfhour) sets the tone for the rest of the day. Therefore it is the duty of the wife and mother to plan the early morning so that husband and children can set off gaily for office or school.

            
Late rising causes a rush in bathroom, kitchen and breakfast room, with consequent upset of temper and digestion. Therefore a good alarm clock, and the will to rise when it sounds, are necessary to the home-maker.

            
A little thought the day before can make the preparation of breakfast an easy matter. If the husband is a Scot and likes real old-fashioned oatmeal, cook it the night before and re-heat next morning. Home-made coffee essence is tastier and cheaper than the bought variety, and enables breakfast coffee to be prepared in record time. Stewed fruit may also be prepared in advance.

            
I know one young couple who start the day right with a mixture of chopped fresh fruits, sprinkled with prepared bran. The creamy top of the milk adds that “fruit-salad” touch.

            
Simple cooked breakfasts can be more attractive if the following rules are kept.

            

Toast.—Turn slices twice each.

            

Poached Eges.—Use boiling salted water, to which add a drop or two of vinegar for whiteness. Stir the water and drop the egg into the whirl.

            

Fried Eggs.—Cook 
slowly.
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Bacon.—Grilled bacon is better than fried. Cook 
quickly. After bacon has been grilled, eggs may be cooked in the pan underneath.

            

Liver.—Place lamb's liver, cut in thin slices, in a bowl, pour boiling water over, and leave for three or four minutes. Cook quickly in bacon fat, turning after two minutes and cooking the other side two or three minutes.

            
Tasty gravy is made by rubbing a teaspoon of cornflour into the frying pan, adding seasoning, and slowly stirring in boiling water. Cook for a few minutes.
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Colours.

            

Delightful shades in new woollens are blueberry, flame, gypsy purple, dahila red, purple and valley green.

            

Styles.—Day frocks, as in the illustration, are extremely simple. Necklines are high. Shoulders are slightly exaggerated. Waists are natural and hips slim-fitting. Even when a skirt is entirely pleated, pleats are stitched from waist to hip, or start at the hip as sun-ray pleats. The frock sketched may be taken as the background to which may be added a smart touch of individual trimming.

            

Trimmings.—Braid, tassels, antique clasps, appliqués of satin or patent leather, plain or patterned stitching—all give the season's cachet to fashionable simplicity.

            
One delightful gown has a highdraped neckline caught with an antique gold brooch. It is simply stitched with horizontal rows of tinsel thread six inches apart. The accompanying box-coat has its long sleeves banded at the elbow with soft fur.

            
Ribbed wool with an angora finish features padded motifs, which outline the yoke and the unusual curved pockets.

            
A frock in wool jersey has slim long sleeves and a bodice softly shirred to the front seam. The plain V neckline is outlined with a foliage design appliquéd in satin.

            
Another wool jersey frock has a neat high collar and vest of pin-tucked pastel satin. There are panels of embroidery down the sides of the bodice and on the upper sleeve.

            
A black crepe dress, with sunray pleating on the front of the bodice, has long revers made of patent leather, and a patent leather belt.

            
A soft fine woollen, the colour of loganberries, has its bodice encrusted with satin arabesque of the same colour, and is worn with a jacket lavishly trimmed with sheared beaver.

            

Lamé.—Older women and smart young ones, add richness, with the aid of lamé, to woollen frocks.

            
On a black woollen, lamé gleams like a neckline below the upward curve of a high neckline, and drapes from shoulder to waist on each side of the bodice. Lamé buttons march from the elbow to a slim wrist.

            
Another model features a draped bodice, caught at the neckline with a stiff ribbon bow, opening over a vest of dark lamé featuring horizontal rows of golden spots.

            
Lamé with a horizontal pattern fashions an entire frock, with slim-fitting skirt, short full sleeves, and bodice gauged to the shoulder bands.

            

Tartans.—For the under-thirties a tartan frock becomes the most useful occupant of the wardrobe. It is warm, it is gay, it is new. For the office, for street wear, for the home, it is equally delightful. And don't forget that a red ground is most charming.

            
The design sketched is specially suitable for tartans. The pattern runs
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straight on the bodice, and is used diagonally for two tiny breast pockets, for the sleeves and for the skirt. Neat collar and cuffs of white piqué add a smart touch.

            
Note that the girl who posed for the sketch was “bigly” built. (I have slimmed her down quite a lot!). The style of frock suited her admirably! Now, you big girls, here's a chance for planning the type of frock you crave.
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A Child Needs Mother Love. The Case of Billy.

            
Billy's teacher is worried about him. He is an exceedingly difficult child, dull at lessons, sullen, unpopular with his class-mates. He is so unresponsive that his teacher frequently feels annoyance, but stifles it because she pities Billy. He is ten years old, an orphan, and has been living in a Home ever since he can remember. Billy's teacher knows that there is a big difference between a “Home” with a capital H, and a “home.” Therefore she may be able to help him.
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A child needs mother-love to bolster up his self-confidence. Without it, he feels isolated and afraid. There is no one to praise him as his childish abilities develop, no one to comfort him when something goes wrong in his small world. Most children have a happy home background where they can always find love and understanding. The orphan child, on the other hand, has no one to whom to turn. Matron, nurse, the maids, are kind to him as they are kind to all, but there is nothing personal about it. There are so many children that the few adults can't possibly supply the necessary amount of love and attention to each.

            
Some happy-natured children are not so deeply affected by their orphan state, but a sensitive child like Billy can develop dangerous complexes. With no older person to take a loving interest in him, he becomes discouraged, with consequent failure at school, and a developing timidity. He becomes egocentric. His thoughts are so turned in upon himself that he shows no liking for other people—and consequently receives none in return. He develops, even as a small child, a pessimistic outlook.

            
The only thing that can save Billy, is interest prompted by affection. Some adult, preferably a woman, with understanding of children, must realize what is wrong with him, and endeavour to supply his lack.

            
His teacher may be able to do it, but not so well as someone who is in more constant contact with him. She may be able to visit Matron and discuss Billy's case. If his teacher and one of the staff of the Home can join in a conspiracy to “make a fuss of” Billy, even if it means neglecting the happier children a little, they will be well rewarded by his timid reaching out towards kindness, his response to affection, and his sudden development in all sorts of ways.

            
This won't come all at once. Billy is like a hedgehog. It will take a lot of coaxing and gentle encouragement before he ventures out, but finally he will realize that here are human beings who mean well towards him, who can be trusted, and so, gradually, he will develop belief in mankind.
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Breakfast. An Important Meal.

            
A happy breakfast hour (or halfhour) sets the tone for the rest of the day. Therefore it is the duty of the wife and mother to plan the early morning so that husband and children can set off gaily for office or school.

            
Late rising causes a rush in bathroom, kitchen and breakfast room, with consequent upset of temper and digestion. Therefore a good alarm clock, and the will to rise when it sounds, are necessary to the home-maker.

            
A little thought the day before can make the preparation of breakfast an easy matter. If the husband is a Scot and likes real old-fashioned oatmeal, cook it the night before and re-heat next morning. Home-made coffee essence is tastier and cheaper than the bought variety, and enables breakfast coffee to be prepared in record time. Stewed fruit may also be prepared in advance.

            
I know one young couple who start the day right with a mixture of chopped fresh fruits, sprinkled with prepared bran. The creamy top of the milk adds that “fruit-salad” touch.

            
Simple cooked breakfasts can be more attractive if the following rules are kept.

            

Toast.—Turn slices twice each.

            

Poached Eges.—Use boiling salted water, to which add a drop or two of vinegar for whiteness. Stir the water and drop the egg into the whirl.

            

Fried Eggs.—Cook 
slowly.
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Bacon.—Grilled bacon is better than fried. Cook 
quickly. After bacon has been grilled, eggs may be cooked in the pan underneath.

            

Liver.—Place lamb's liver, cut in thin slices, in a bowl, pour boiling water over, and leave for three or four minutes. Cook quickly in bacon fat, turning after two minutes and cooking the other side two or three minutes.

            
Tasty gravy is made by rubbing a teaspoon of cornflour into the frying pan, adding seasoning, and slowly stirring in boiling water. Cook for a few minutes.
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Health Notes.


Temperature Taking.

          
It is essential that every person who is likely to do any home nursing should be able to use a clinical thermometer. It seems that few of us can really escape being “ministering angels,” so it is just as well to know something about the use of the thermometer.

          
(a) In the case of adults the temperature is usually taken in the mouth.

          
(b) With children it may be taken under the arm or in the groin, the bulb being held closely to the body.

          
(c) Some thermometers are marked “½ minute,” others “1 minute.” If there are no markings, the thermometer must be left in position for at least 3 minutes.
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(d) A mouth temperature should not be taken within 10 minutes of the time that the patient has had anything in the mouth.

          
(e) The first temperature should be taken before the early morning drink is given and the evening one before the bedtime sponge.

          
After taking a temperature, read the thermometer, and make a note of it. The instrument should then be washed with cold water and dried. When the temperature is being taken frequently, or in infections cases the thermometer should be left standing in a glass containing a weak solution of disinfectant.

          
A small piece of cotton-wool should be placed in the bottom of the glass. Stand the glass on a small plate and have a piece of dry cotton-wool to wipe the thermometer before using it again.

          
Always make a note of the temperature, and the time it was taken. Never rely on your memory.
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Cuts and Sores.

          
In all treatment of cuts and sores the chief thing to remember is asepsis, which means “free from germs.”

          
Dilute tincture of iodine, or methylated spirit will cleanse the wound of any germs that may be introduced.

          
In the case of a cut made with a garden tool or in a stable, etc., it is always advisable to visit a doctor who will probably give an injection of antitetanic serum to guard against tetanus (lockjaw). If a wound is deep, a doctor should be consulted as soon as possible, as there is the likelihood of tendons or ligaments being severed, and unless they are properly connected loss of function may eventuate.
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Convalescence.

          
When discharged from hospital patients frequently suffer from a form of neurasthenia, and the smallest thing is apt to irritate.

          
It is a good idea to stimulate appetite by putting too little on the plate when serving, rather than too much. The convalescent will always ask for more, whereas an overloaded plate will often have the following result—no wish for the food.

          
It is often a mistake to keep asking the patient what she would like to eat. Convalescing becomes very monotonous, and the anticipation of something attractive for the next meal helps to keep the appetite from flagging.

          
Speedy recovery depends as much upon sparing the patient any strain as upon the actual nursing. Worry prevents sleep, and only results in chronic tiredness, which retards progress.

          
General diet consists of vegetables, white fish, eggs, plenty of butter and cream, salads, fruit and fruit juices, honey, wholemeal bread and vegetable soups.
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Recipes.


Miscellaneous Assortment. Potato Soup.

          
Six potatoes, scrubbed scrupulously clean. Peel and put the peelings in a small saucepan with sufficient water to cover them, and let boil gently.

          
Put potatoes in a pan with three onions, two ozs. of butter, pepper and salt and a grating of nutmeg. Add a quart of water, and allow the whole to boil gently until the potatoes are done.

          
Rub through a sieve. Rinse the pan and return the soup. Strain in the water of the cooked potato peeling. Simmer gently for five minutes. Add cream and serve with wholemeal bread croutons.
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Almond Milk Pudding.

          
Boil a cupful of milk then stand until cold. Beat ¼lb. butter and ¼lb. castor sugar to a cream, then beat in ¼lb. ground almonds. Add the cup of cold, boiled milk gradually. Line a basin with sponge fingers, cut in halves and pour in mixture. Place more sponge cakes on top and cover all with a saucer, on which place a fairly heavy weight. Let stand for about 12 hours. Turn out into a glass dish, spread with raspberry jam and decorate with chopped almonds.
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Egg Custard Ring.

          
Four eggs, ¾ teaspoon salt, 1 saltspoon onion juice, 3 rashes bacon, melted butter, ½ pint hot milk, pepper and cayenne to taste, ½ teaspoon finely chopped parsley, buttered peas.

          
Beat eggs in basin. Stir in salt, milk, pepper and cayenne, to taste, add parsley and onion juice and mix well.

          
Brush a small ring mould with melted butter. Pour custard into the mould. Place mould in a baking tin containing enough water to come halfway up the side of the mould. Bake in a slow oven until firm—about ¾ hour.

          
Meanwhile, remove rind from the bacon, and chop and fry the bacon lightly until crisp, when custard is ready, turn out on to a hot flat round dish. Fill the centre with buttered peas and sprinkle the bacon round the side. Enough for four persons.
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How can Taranaki, the rich North Island dairying district over which Mount Egmont presides, have the best possible use of the new standard type of railcars now made available by Railway enterprise?

          
This was, in effect, the problem set the Railway Administration and, through it, the various civic authorities, associations and other representatives of the people in the Province most nearly concerned.

          
The General Manager of Railways (Mr. G. H. Mackley) took the most direct course to discover and clarify public opinion.

          
The object was to arrange a through run between New Plymouth and Wellington which would enable visits to either centre to be made with the least loss of business time. For travel not specially concerned with this aspect the day-time express services, of course, meet general requirements. The Department submitted alternative schedules for the railcar to the local bodies and interests along the route affected—an “A” timetable that got travellers to the terminal at either end near midnight, and a “B” timetable that landed them in time for breakfast, after the 251 miles run.

          
The consensus of opinion amongst the authorities consulted was so strongly in favour of the “A” or “evening” timetable in preference to the “B” or “all night” run that, following a demonstration trip on the 15th March from Wellington (dept. 5.13 p.m.) to New Plymouth (arrive 12.50 a.m.) a public meeting called by the New Plymouth Chamber of Commerce and attended by representatives and spokesmen from all the area between Wanganui and New Plymouth voted unanimously in favour of the “A” or evening schedule.

          
Of this preliminary run under service conditions the “Wanganui Herald” said:

          
“A silver streak of railway efficiency,


[image: A group of representatives who attended the meeting at New Plymouth. Seated (left to right) Mr. G. T. Wilson (Superintendent of Transportation, N.Z.R.), Mr. F. L. Frost (M.P. for New Plymouth), Mr. E. C. Hayton (Chairman, New Plymouth Chamber of of Commerce), Mr. J. H. F. Cotterill, (M.P. for Wanganui), and Mr. G. H. Mackley, C.M.G. (General Manager of Railways).]
A group of representatives who attended the meeting at New Plymouth. Seated (left to right) Mr. G. T. Wilson (Superintendent of Transportation, N.Z.R.), Mr. F. L. Frost (M.P. for New Plymouth), Mr. E. C. Hayton (Chairman, New Plymouth Chamber of of Commerce), Mr. J. H. F. Cotterill, (M.P. for Wanganui), and Mr. G. H. Mackley, C.M.G. (General Manager of Railways).


Aotea, railcar R.M. 30, cut the Wellington-New Plymouth timetable from nine and a-half hours to seven and a-half hours.”

          
A practical demonstration of the value of the new railcar service, which is to be commenced from New Plymouth on the 16th April, was seen in the fact that the General Manager, accompanied by executive officers, was able to attend the New Plymouth meeting on the morning of arrival there, inspect the New Plymouth sea-front protection works now being carried out by the Department, examine the site of the proposed yard improvements in the vicinity of the wharves, and various other works planned or in progress, and return to Wellington the same day on the accepted schedule for the railcar service, i.e., leaving New Plymouth
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Railway protection works in progress on the New Plymouth sea-front.


at 3.40 p.m. and arriving Wellington at 11.33 p.m. (7 minutes ahead of schedule time).

          
From Sunday, the 16th April, standard railcars will leave New Plymouth on Sundays, Tuesdays and Thursdays at 3.40 p.m. (Wellington arrive 11.40 p.m.) and from Monday, 17th April they will leave Wellington at 5.13 p.m. on Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays and arrive New Plymouth at 12.50 next morning.

          
An important feature of the new railcar service, from the visitor's aspect, is that, without loss of ordinary working time, one may travel from Wellington to New Plymouth on Friday night, have Saturday and the greater part of Sunday in the district and be back in Wellington on Sunday evening.

          
Those who are aware of the charms along the route of the New Plymouth line from Marton, touching amongst other places of interest those progressive civic centres of Wanganui, Patea, Hawera, Eltham, Stratford and Inglewood, will realise the opportunities provided by this new service for visiting in this great dairying area. New Plymouth alone is an unfailing magnet as a garden city of great beauty and historical interest, but when Mt. Egmont is added with its mountain houses (reached from Hawera, Stratford and New Plymouth) and its gracious range of scenic attractions, its sports and its pastimes, the appeal of Taranaki to the traveller becomes irresistible—given suitable transport. This the standard type of railcar provides in the most pleasing form. But its main achievement will be in the closer industrial ties between the Capital City and Taranaki which the convenient timetables of the new railcar service make possible.

        

        

          
Obituary 
Mr. J. W. Davidson, C.M.G.



Former Commissioner for Railways of Queensland.

          
New Zealand railwaymen will learn with regret of the passing, on March 2nd, of Mr. J. W. Davidson, C.M.G., late Commissioner for Railways of Queensland. Mr. Davidson retired from that position in March of last year and soon after, with Mrs. Davidson, left on an extended tour of Britain. His enjoyment of the trip, however, was marred somewhat by the state of his health which became steadily worse after his return to Australia. A few weeks later he passed away at his home in Brisbane.

          
In Mr. Davidson's death, Australia has lost a valuable authority on railway transport. He was closely associated with the Queensland Railways for forty-eight years, and played a large part in bringing the organisation to its present state of efficiency. He was also an outstanding figure on the administrative side of the railways of the Commonwealth, having been senior commissioner at inter-State conferences for many years.

          
When Mr. Davidson joined the service there were only 2,205 miles in Queensland's railway system. More than 1000 miles were built during his period as Commissioner. In his record term as head of the department he encountered many industrial disputes, but handled them with tact and discretion, and the rank and file of the service had a kindly opinion of him.

          
He was reappointed for five years in 1928, and the Government renewed its confidence in his administration with two more extensions. In 1932 the order of C.M.G. was conferred upon him in recognition of his long and useful service.

          
Tributes to Mr. Davidson's career were paid by members of the Queensland Government and by prominent railway officers in Australia and New Zealand.

          
“Mr. Davidson was a man of high ideals and great ability,” said Mr. G. H. Mackley, C.M.G., General Manager of the New Zealand Railways. “In the devotion of his lifetime work to the Queensland railways he has left a monument of an enduring kind; his labours were for the public benefit, and the fruits of those labours are seen in the great development which is Queensland's.

          
“I join with the members of the New Zealand Railways Service in extending to Mrs. Davidson and family our deepest sympathy in their great loss.”
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Wit and Humour
        

        

          
Anonymous.

          
“Ladies and gentlemen,” said the vicar, “I have thanked, personally, all those who have given articles for our sale of work. Two towels have been presented by anonymous donors who prefer to be known by their initials only. They are, L.M.S. and L.N.E. respectively.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Exclusive.

          
Everybody got up but one man in the corner when the evangelist asked all who wanted to go to Heaven to stand.

          
“Do you want to go to Beulahland, my brother?” asked the evangelist.

          
“Sure!” answered the hopeless minority, “but I ain't going with any excursion.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Waiting for a Bargain.

          
The hired girl had been sent down to the brook to fetch a pail of water, but stood gazing at the flowing stream apparently lost in thought.

          
“What's she waiting for?” asked her mistress, who was watching.

          
“Dunno,” wearily replied her husband. “Perhaps she hasn't seen a pailful she likes yet.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Impeached.

          
Irate Woman (facing magistrate): “Sir, that do-nothing husband of mine wastes all our money on drink; he even takes my things and pawns them—–.”

          
Husband (interrupting): “So I do. This woman of mine isn't so good either. Why I pawned the gas cooker once and she didn't notice it for a fortnight.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Tough Going.

          
Two navvies were having a meal at an eating-house. One of them had been hacking away at a steak for quite a time, but without much success.

          
Turning to his mate he said, in a loud voice: “Taint the food wot does yer good ‘ere Alf; it's the blinkin' exercise.

        

        

          
The Proof.

          
“What makes you think Mrs. Briggs is not to be trusted?” asked Jones.

          
“Well,” replied his wife, “I told her a secret about Mrs. Jenkins that Mrs. Fletcher told me in confidence the other day, and she told Mrs. Fletcher that I'd told her after I specially asked her not to.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Nature Study.

          
Tommy was not paying attention to the lesson when teacher swooped upon him.

          
“What is the meaning of the phrase, ‘The shark's hungry maw’?”

          
But the lad's ready wit came to his aid.

          
“It's starving mother, sir,” he replied hopefully.

        

        

          
The Sample.

          
The Sergeant-Instructor was in despair, to the point of losing his temper. He angrily grabbed a recruit's rifle after a hopless exhibition of marksmanship by his squad. Hastily he took aim, fired—and missed the target completely. “Now that,” he said coolly, “is how you, Robins, do it.”

          
Again taking aim, he pressed the trigger hastily, and again he missed. “And that,” he exclaimed, trying hard to preserve his temper, “is how you, Hardaker, and you, Phillips, do it.”

          
In despair he fired a third time, and managed to score a bull. “There you are!” he almost screamed in triumph, “that's how I do it. Now, you careless good for - nothings, remember what I have shown you, and in future, do it my way.”

        

        

          
Absentee Handyman.

          
Neighbour: “Say, have you folk a bottle opener around here?”

          
Parent: “Yes, but he's away at college.”

          
* * *

        

        

          
Adds Zest to Life.

          
Necessity: Something you can go without in order to make a down payment on a luxury.

          
* * *

        

        

          
Surprise Gift.

          
Tobacconist: Well, madam? Some cigars for your husband to-day?

          
Kind Old Lady: Yes, I want a box like the Army officers smoke—er—ah—a good rank cigar, I suppose you'd call it.

          

            

[image: “That's Colonel Cragscales, the famous mountaineer, Sir, ‘E ain't ‘arf in a temper ‘cos the lift's out of order.”—The Humorist.]
“That's Colonel Cragscales, the famous mountaineer, Sir, ‘E ain't ‘arf in a temper ‘cos the lift's out of order.”—
The Humorist.
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Panorama of the Playground 
N.Z.A.A. Association's Championship Meeting

          
        

        

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

        

          

A visitor to the New Zealand Amateur Athletic Association's track and field championship meeting at Napier on March 10th and 11th was Mr. W. Talbut, a well-known Wellington identity. Mr. Talbut competed at the track and field championships when they were last held in Napier—back in 1895—but did not advertise the fact that he had returned to see the lads of 44 years later in action. Had he made his presence known he would have been an honoured guest instead of just a spectator.

          
A sensation at the meeting in 1895 was the disqualification of the winner of the 440 yd. hurdles, an Aucklander, for trailing one leg outside the hurdles. The winner, after the disqualification was F. H. Harley, of Wellington. So much bitterness was caused by this decision that a regular stand-up battle of fisticuffs was staged between the Auckland and Wellington representatives in the evening after the meeting. Things were much better this year.

          
The officials of the Hawke's Bay-Poverty Bay centre went to no end of trouble to stage a meeting that should be taken as an example to other centres. Equipment was of the most modern type, spectators were kept informed of what was happening and a victors' ceremony, based on the Olympic procedure,
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enabled the patrons to pay tribute to the winners and placed athletes.

          
Although the standard was generally high a disturbing feature was that few new champions were discovered. Frank Sharpley, hurdling champion, certainly broke new ground by winning the short sprint, but most of the titles were won by former champions or by athletes with several years of national championship experience. This applies to all the flat events, the three hurdling events, all the jumps, the shot, discus and javelin events, and the two walks. The only event in which a newcomer won a title was the hammer-throw, in which neither Spillane (champion) nor Leckie (former champion) competed.

          
But this rather pessimistic viewpoint is relieved when an analysis is made of the athletes filling minor places—mostly newcomers. Duff, an Otago sprinter, ran really well in the short sprint, Evans took the eye in the quarter-mile, Blewitt, of Christchurch, ran Boot to a close decision in the half-mile, Grey did particularly well in the pole vault and high jump, Davies ran an excellent half-mile to win the relay for Otago, and Wooles and Bickerstaff impressed in their events. To these lads New Zealand may look with confidence for a continuation of the high standard of track and field sport.

          
I travelled by the express from Wellington to Napier to see the N.Z. track and field championships and had as my companion Clarrie Gibbons, a former star miler in New Zealand sport. Gibbons won the one-mile title at Auckland in 1927, but the referee ruled that he had jostled Savidan when coming up the straight and the placings were reversed. This decision caused a great controversy, the general opinion being that Gibbons was victim of unfortunate circumstances.

          
However, Gibbons is a sportsman. He did not register disgust, but continued to take an active interest in track sport. Eventually he realised that he had passed the stage when he could be expected to hold his own against the younger milers and he then decided to concentrate on the marathon run of 26 miles 385 yards, 7 inches.

          
In competition over this distance he had raced well, without success and he was not fancied as winner of New Zealand's first marathon Championship. The favourite was George Austin, of Otago, who had not been defeated over the distance. Gibbons assured me that the most likely winner was Coulston, a young Otago athlete, but when the first runner entered McLean Park, after running from Napier to Hastings and back the public received a surprise to recognise Gibbons. He had run the race of his life to win by 360yds. from Austin. Coulston finished later—and as fresh as a daisy—but had eaten something which did not agree with him and this had upset his stomach in the early stages of the race.

          
Gibbons received the best ovation of any winner as he mounted the victory dais and received a silver cup for his success. The cheering was earned … and no finer sportsman has ever had such a reception.

          
* * *
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When the Drought Broke.

          
Misfortune has overtaken many important sporting fixtures in New Zealand this summer. The N.Z. Championship Rowing Regatta at Picton had to be spread over two days because of rain interfering—rain that had to come after eight weeks of brilliant sunshine; the national track and field championships at Napier coincided with the breaking of the drought and the eagerly anticipated match between Sir Julien Cahn's cricketers and the New Zealand team had to be restricted to one day because of rain in Wellington after a long spell of fine weather.

        

        

          
Presentation to Neil Edwards.

          
Before Neil Edwards, New Zealand tennis champion, left for England an opportunity was taken by members of the N.Z. Railways Department in Wellington, to pay tribute to a splendid sporting personality and associate, a large gathering assembling to make a presentation. Mr. G. H. Mackley, General Manager of Railways, spoke of the splendid attributes of this young player and handed him a wallet on behalf of his associates. Other speakers included Messrs. E. Casey (Assistant General Manager), P. R. Angus (Locomotive Superintendent) and Mr. G. R. Wilson (Locomotive Drawing Office).

          
The Railways Service is proud of their representative and that this pride is justified is shown by the following extract from a leading New Zealand sports journal:

          
“Neil Edwards is a true-blue amateur. He is the only player of whom it may be said with certainty that he will return to New Zealand in exactly the same way that he left it—content to play tennis for the game's sake. Winning the New Zealand championship has made no difference to him in this respect. Secure in a job in the New Zealand Railways Department, he never let his head be turned into thinking that he could cut a dash in overseas tennis.

          
“One is glad to see that Neil Edwards has been given his chance to go to England. It is especially gratifying, as we know that he intends to return to New Zealand, and that he is a player who will give everybody who cares to ask the benefit of that experience.”

        

        

          
Return of Wrestling Season.

          
Before long New Zealanders will again be in the midst of a wrestling season and enthusiasts are particularly pleased to know that Earl McCready, the most popular wrestler ever seen in the Dominion, is to be a member of this season's team. Others making another visit to New Zealand include Danny Dusek, Chief Little Wolf and King Kong Cox. Newcomers include Rube Wright, 6ft. 2 ½in. in height—he wrestled Earl McCready in the first match staged at Albert Hall, London, for 30 years—and Rolland Kirchmeyet, 6ft. 3in. in height, who has a wonderful record as an all-rounder. Bigger and better men seems to be the motto of the Dominion of New Zealand Wrestling Union this season.

        

        

          
“Fitness Week.”

          
The response to New Zealand's first “Fitness Week” exceeded the wildest hopes of those associated with the movement to provide physical welfare and recreation. It has been said that Wellingtonians are the most phlegmatic of all New Zealanders and when it is
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said that the residents of the Capital City gave the movement almost unanimous support little else need be added. Now that the scheme has been launched it rests with the individual citizen to carry on. Greater facilities will be made available when possible, but a greater use of existing facilities will do much to bring about better health.

        

        

          
Popularity of Motor-Cycling Clubs.

          
At the Ashburton Motor Cycle Club's rally recently, no fewer than 300 motor-cyclists assembled at Seaview to participate in a programme of events. Incidentally the programme attracted 2,000 spectators. In Wellington, too, the activities of motor-cycling clubs are increasing and the “speedway” at Pahautanui, a short distance from Wellington, regularly attracts large attendances.

          
The motor-cyclists in these clubs realise that the track is the place for speeding—not the road. It is the aim of club-members to secure the allegiance of all motor-cyclists and so remove any risk of legislation framed to curb the few at the expense of the many.

        

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




The New Zealand Railways Magazine, Volume 14, Issue 1 (April 1, 1939)

[section]



          

A visitor to the New Zealand Amateur Athletic Association's track and field championship meeting at Napier on March 10th and 11th was Mr. W. Talbut, a well-known Wellington identity. Mr. Talbut competed at the track and field championships when they were last held in Napier—back in 1895—but did not advertise the fact that he had returned to see the lads of 44 years later in action. Had he made his presence known he would have been an honoured guest instead of just a spectator.

          
A sensation at the meeting in 1895 was the disqualification of the winner of the 440 yd. hurdles, an Aucklander, for trailing one leg outside the hurdles. The winner, after the disqualification was F. H. Harley, of Wellington. So much bitterness was caused by this decision that a regular stand-up battle of fisticuffs was staged between the Auckland and Wellington representatives in the evening after the meeting. Things were much better this year.

          
The officials of the Hawke's Bay-Poverty Bay centre went to no end of trouble to stage a meeting that should be taken as an example to other centres. Equipment was of the most modern type, spectators were kept informed of what was happening and a victors' ceremony, based on the Olympic procedure,
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enabled the patrons to pay tribute to the winners and placed athletes.

          
Although the standard was generally high a disturbing feature was that few new champions were discovered. Frank Sharpley, hurdling champion, certainly broke new ground by winning the short sprint, but most of the titles were won by former champions or by athletes with several years of national championship experience. This applies to all the flat events, the three hurdling events, all the jumps, the shot, discus and javelin events, and the two walks. The only event in which a newcomer won a title was the hammer-throw, in which neither Spillane (champion) nor Leckie (former champion) competed.

          
But this rather pessimistic viewpoint is relieved when an analysis is made of the athletes filling minor places—mostly newcomers. Duff, an Otago sprinter, ran really well in the short sprint, Evans took the eye in the quarter-mile, Blewitt, of Christchurch, ran Boot to a close decision in the half-mile, Grey did particularly well in the pole vault and high jump, Davies ran an excellent half-mile to win the relay for Otago, and Wooles and Bickerstaff impressed in their events. To these lads New Zealand may look with confidence for a continuation of the high standard of track and field sport.

          
I travelled by the express from Wellington to Napier to see the N.Z. track and field championships and had as my companion Clarrie Gibbons, a former star miler in New Zealand sport. Gibbons won the one-mile title at Auckland in 1927, but the referee ruled that he had jostled Savidan when coming up the straight and the placings were reversed. This decision caused a great controversy, the general opinion being that Gibbons was victim of unfortunate circumstances.

          
However, Gibbons is a sportsman. He did not register disgust, but continued to take an active interest in track sport. Eventually he realised that he had passed the stage when he could be expected to hold his own against the younger milers and he then decided to concentrate on the marathon run of 26 miles 385 yards, 7 inches.

          
In competition over this distance he had raced well, without success and he was not fancied as winner of New Zealand's first marathon Championship. The favourite was George Austin, of Otago, who had not been defeated over the distance. Gibbons assured me that the most likely winner was Coulston, a young Otago athlete, but when the first runner entered McLean Park, after running from Napier to Hastings and back the public received a surprise to recognise Gibbons. He had run the race of his life to win by 360yds. from Austin. Coulston finished later—and as fresh as a daisy—but had eaten something which did not agree with him and this had upset his stomach in the early stages of the race.

          
Gibbons received the best ovation of any winner as he mounted the victory dais and received a silver cup for his success. The cheering was earned … and no finer sportsman has ever had such a reception.

          
* * *
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When the Drought Broke.

          
Misfortune has overtaken many important sporting fixtures in New Zealand this summer. The N.Z. Championship Rowing Regatta at Picton had to be spread over two days because of rain interfering—rain that had to come after eight weeks of brilliant sunshine; the national track and field championships at Napier coincided with the breaking of the drought and the eagerly anticipated match between Sir Julien Cahn's cricketers and the New Zealand team had to be restricted to one day because of rain in Wellington after a long spell of fine weather.
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Presentation to Neil Edwards.

          
Before Neil Edwards, New Zealand tennis champion, left for England an opportunity was taken by members of the N.Z. Railways Department in Wellington, to pay tribute to a splendid sporting personality and associate, a large gathering assembling to make a presentation. Mr. G. H. Mackley, General Manager of Railways, spoke of the splendid attributes of this young player and handed him a wallet on behalf of his associates. Other speakers included Messrs. E. Casey (Assistant General Manager), P. R. Angus (Locomotive Superintendent) and Mr. G. R. Wilson (Locomotive Drawing Office).

          
The Railways Service is proud of their representative and that this pride is justified is shown by the following extract from a leading New Zealand sports journal:

          
“Neil Edwards is a true-blue amateur. He is the only player of whom it may be said with certainty that he will return to New Zealand in exactly the same way that he left it—content to play tennis for the game's sake. Winning the New Zealand championship has made no difference to him in this respect. Secure in a job in the New Zealand Railways Department, he never let his head be turned into thinking that he could cut a dash in overseas tennis.

          
“One is glad to see that Neil Edwards has been given his chance to go to England. It is especially gratifying, as we know that he intends to return to New Zealand, and that he is a player who will give everybody who cares to ask the benefit of that experience.”
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Return of Wrestling Season.

          
Before long New Zealanders will again be in the midst of a wrestling season and enthusiasts are particularly pleased to know that Earl McCready, the most popular wrestler ever seen in the Dominion, is to be a member of this season's team. Others making another visit to New Zealand include Danny Dusek, Chief Little Wolf and King Kong Cox. Newcomers include Rube Wright, 6ft. 2 ½in. in height—he wrestled Earl McCready in the first match staged at Albert Hall, London, for 30 years—and Rolland Kirchmeyet, 6ft. 3in. in height, who has a wonderful record as an all-rounder. Bigger and better men seems to be the motto of the Dominion of New Zealand Wrestling Union this season.
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“Fitness Week.”

          
The response to New Zealand's first “Fitness Week” exceeded the wildest hopes of those associated with the movement to provide physical welfare and recreation. It has been said that Wellingtonians are the most phlegmatic of all New Zealanders and when it is
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said that the residents of the Capital City gave the movement almost unanimous support little else need be added. Now that the scheme has been launched it rests with the individual citizen to carry on. Greater facilities will be made available when possible, but a greater use of existing facilities will do much to bring about better health.
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Popularity of Motor-Cycling Clubs.

          
At the Ashburton Motor Cycle Club's rally recently, no fewer than 300 motor-cyclists assembled at Seaview to participate in a programme of events. Incidentally the programme attracted 2,000 spectators. In Wellington, too, the activities of motor-cycling clubs are increasing and the “speedway” at Pahautanui, a short distance from Wellington, regularly attracts large attendances.

          
The motor-cyclists in these clubs realise that the track is the place for speeding—not the road. It is the aim of club-members to secure the allegiance of all motor-cyclists and so remove any risk of legislation framed to curb the few at the expense of the many.
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Variety in Brief
        

        

          
I never pass Kapiti Island on the northward journey from Wellington without thinking of the wonderful swim of Te Rau-o-te-Rangi, the great-niece of Te Rauparaha.

          
“One night,” says Percy Smith, “Te Rau-o-te-Rangi's slave dreamed that the Waikato would succeed in killing her mistress; so the latter remained on her guard with the intention of leaving the island at the first opportunity.”

          
Vague rumours that a Waikato warparty was coming, caused Te Rau-o-te-Rangi to feel even less secure, and one day towards sunset, as the evening calm was enveloping Kapiti she descried some canoes approaching, and her worst fears were realized. Most of the tribe were on the mainland and could have no warning of the impending disaster as the canoes were approaching from the west with the intention of following the old Maori custom of attacking at dawn.

          
Te Rau-o-te-Rangi knew that they must be warned, but to take a canoe would be to invite detection and death. With the help of her slave, therefore, she decided to construct a tiny raft of dry raupo for her little daughter, Ripeka, and swim with it to the mainland.

          
As the first stars began to glimmer in the dimming sky she went down to the shore with her daughter and the slave. Here the two women solemnly said all the proper karakias (incantations) against sharks, sea-monsters or taniwhas that might be encountered. Then with Ripeka bound to her back this brave Maori woman set out to swim the strait.

          
At last, after a heroic swim of what Percy Smith considers at least six miles in the open sea, she landed at
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Te Uruhi, a short distance south of the Waikanae River, where a white man named Jenkins had his home. Here Te Rau-o-te-Rangi rested, after warning her relatives, until her husband, who was also a white man, returned from Cloudy Bay.

          
Hinemoa's swim across Lake Rotorua pales into insignificance beside this feat, and it seems a pity that more has not been made of Te Rau-o-te-Rangi's well-authenticated effort.

          
Incidentally, Te Rau-o-te-Rangi has another claim to fame as being one of the three women to sign the Treaty of Waitangi.

          
—“Jenny Ranald.”

          
* * *

          
Few, excepting the older generation, who view with admiration the imposing structure of Wellington's railway terminal can cast their minds back to the time when the city vied with many of the larger continental centres in that it possessed three railway stations—Thorndon, Lambton and Te Aro.

          
Living in retirement at Miramar, Wellington, is Mr. John Hanning, who was S.M. at Te Aro 35 years ago. In Mr. Hanning's day Te Aro was a busy centre. Apart from its passenger traffic, it handled the bulk of the city's produce, which came through Te Aro consigned to the Courtenay Place markets. The station also exercised the present functions of the City Council's milk depot to the extent of receiving the city's supply prior to distribution, and it was an everyday sight to see one end of the platform covered with milkcans.

          
The station has been closed for many years, but on the site where it once stood, the foundations and portion on the platform can be seen.

          
Incidentally, Mr. Hanning's period of years in retirement must go close to creating a record in the railway service. While S.M. at Petone in 1921 he retired after 40 years' service, being now in his 18th year of retirement.

          
—T.F.R.

          
* * *

        

        

          

            
Bound Copies of the Magazine.
            


            
A Further Reminder.
          

          

            
The publication of the March, 1939 issue of the Magazine completed the thirteenth volume. Readers are reminded that they may send forward their accumulated copies (April, 1938, to March, 1939) 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 1st June, 1939.
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I never pass Kapiti Island on the northward journey from Wellington without thinking of the wonderful swim of Te Rau-o-te-Rangi, the great-niece of Te Rauparaha.

          
“One night,” says Percy Smith, “Te Rau-o-te-Rangi's slave dreamed that the Waikato would succeed in killing her mistress; so the latter remained on her guard with the intention of leaving the island at the first opportunity.”

          
Vague rumours that a Waikato warparty was coming, caused Te Rau-o-te-Rangi to feel even less secure, and one day towards sunset, as the evening calm was enveloping Kapiti she descried some canoes approaching, and her worst fears were realized. Most of the tribe were on the mainland and could have no warning of the impending disaster as the canoes were approaching from the west with the intention of following the old Maori custom of attacking at dawn.
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At last, after a heroic swim of what Percy Smith considers at least six miles in the open sea, she landed at
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Te Uruhi, a short distance south of the Waikanae River, where a white man named Jenkins had his home. Here Te Rau-o-te-Rangi rested, after warning her relatives, until her husband, who was also a white man, returned from Cloudy Bay.

          
Hinemoa's swim across Lake Rotorua pales into insignificance beside this feat, and it seems a pity that more has not been made of Te Rau-o-te-Rangi's well-authenticated effort.

          
Incidentally, Te Rau-o-te-Rangi has another claim to fame as being one of the three women to sign the Treaty of Waitangi.

          
—“Jenny Ranald.”

          
* * *

          
Few, excepting the older generation, who view with admiration the imposing structure of Wellington's railway terminal can cast their minds back to the time when the city vied with many of the larger continental centres in that it possessed three railway stations—Thorndon, Lambton and Te Aro.

          
Living in retirement at Miramar, Wellington, is Mr. John Hanning, who was S.M. at Te Aro 35 years ago. In Mr. Hanning's day Te Aro was a busy centre. Apart from its passenger traffic, it handled the bulk of the city's produce, which came through Te Aro consigned to the Courtenay Place markets. The station also exercised the present functions of the City Council's milk depot to the extent of receiving the city's supply prior to distribution, and it was an everyday sight to see one end of the platform covered with milkcans.

          
The station has been closed for many years, but on the site where it once stood, the foundations and portion on the platform can be seen.

          
Incidentally, Mr. Hanning's period of years in retirement must go close to creating a record in the railway service. While S.M. at Petone in 1921 he retired after 40 years' service, being now in his 18th year of retirement.

          
—T.F.R.

          
* * *
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BRAND NEW . .. with CASH PRIZES!

m @omﬁetilion 35

OPEN TO ALL MEMBERS OF THE FAMILY
Details in carrent issues of .

The ||Z mmans meklu

3% 3°
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“HEY FOLKS”!

Do you realise what fifteen per cent.
discount means to you—3/- in f—when
you require articles of Jewellery such
as En‘l[ement Rings, Watches,

: Clocks, ete.? : :

H. H. LANE

The Official Civil Service Jeweller,
HEREFORD COURT, CHRISTCHURCH.
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Fire Extinguishers
... For all Risks!

MOTOR VEHICLES
HOUSES

PUBLIC BUILDINGS
GARAGES, ®c.

Richardson McCabe

& co. LTb.
13 GREY STREET :: WELLINGTON
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FREE TRAINING TO START YOUR SON ON THE
ROAD TO BE A FARMER !

That i what

FLOCK HOUSE

OFFERS TO NEW ZEALANDERS

The bope sr caghe chose el things which every
| bor saring 0 4 i shcid 1w

Furthr, and o imporcn, thy e taght o lsok
e chemanive, how o repur bos, mand e s, nd,
W e 5 5% ndepentars o oer

Ful parus e ovnsle o ‘

The Dircor,
Pl Dsion,
Deparren. of Agrators,
WELNGTON,






etexts/Gov14_01Rail/Gov14_01Rail044d(h280).jpg
When you Travel by Car—

TRAVEL WHITE STAR

Daily 8a.m.: AUCKLAND to NEW PLYMOUTH
Daily 7.45 : NEW PLYMOUTH to AUCKLAND

Week day only Leave HAMILTON 8 a.
EW PLYMOUTH 1.30 p.m.
" (connecting wuh train for Auckland)

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

GIBSONS MOTORS LTD.

PASSENGER TRANSPORT SPECIALISTS - - NEW PLYMOUTH
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"Phones 19 and 253. ‘Wires: “ Motoco,” Botorua.

R.M. TRANSPORT Co.

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

CIVILITY  :: RELIABILITY

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

PUNCTUALITY

DAILY EXCURSIONS TO ALL SIGHTS.

Intormation Bureau : Fleet of 20 Cars ready Day or Night.
Agents for Thos. Cook & Sons. We advise in Tourlsts' interests.
New Concrete Garage ® - Private Lockers.

Most up-to-date Sample Kooms in New Zealand.
We are Experts in Our Business— ———— Our Business Requires It
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4 Popuar Serice . ..
Railways Charter Busas

N.Z. RAILWAYS ROAD SERVIGES.
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new zeaiano's
GREATEST

The
|REVIEW PUBLISHING Co,
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| The New Zesland
[ National Review
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o all the
‘most tempting

Pineapples

NESTLE'S

PURE THICK CREAM
Ry —
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Superannuation!
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The Natonl Hlctica and Eninering Co. Lt
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Develop your talent for

WRITING

Trained wr

rs and journal
ney !

DRULEIGH COLLEGE |
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.. BOX 312
TELEPHONE 42190
Appointed  Auto-
mobile Association
Hotel.

TELEGRAMS:
“HOTEL CECIL

Write, telephone
or wire your
reservations.

“The Cecil” Is synonymous With comfort, courtesy and contentment. Just opposite
Waellington's wonderful new Raflwey Station you will sce the Hotel Cocil—Welling-
ton's Station Hotel. Nearby aro the berthing places of ferry and oversea steamers.
Parliament Bulldings, and most of the leading centres of interest of the Capital City.

THE HOTEL CECIL

Lambton Quay, WELLINGTON. Proprietor: Robt. T. M. Edmonds.
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THE EMPIRE HOTEL, Wellington

Willis Street. Telegrams: Empire, Wellington.
RIGHT IN THE HEART OF THE CITY.
Spacious Airy Bedrooms. Telophones and Hot and Cold
Water in Every Room.

The Empire is the Favourite Family Hotel

of the Capital City —
An_atmosphere of Homely Dignity and Comfort.
Luxurious Lounges Upstairs and Down Planned
tor Private Parties.
Management: M. A. Carr, late of Grand Hotel
‘and Hotel Cargen, Auckland.

Managerial Note.—In all modesty, Mr. M. A. Carr explains
that he spent a_falr share of a lifetime on the road. In
planning the mew Empire, he had the special knowledge of
yoars of practical acquaintanceship with the things, iittle
and big, that go to makoe a business man's stay pleasant and
successful. Tn other words, the Service at the Empire Is

based on Special Knowlcdge of Visitors' wants

Foregathering at the EMPIRE is & Wellington Custom.
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CLUB HOTEL, TIMARU

“THE TRAVELLERS' HOUSE.”
One minute from Station.
A Superior Hotel at a Moderate Tariff.
Note for Express Train Travellers:
The train stops for 8 minutes at Timaru; just time to
walk across the road to “have a quick one” at the Club.

M. McKENNA, Proprietor.






etexts/Gov14_01Rail/Gov14_01Rail003f(h280).jpg
NELSON

THE HOUSE THAT ENJOYS THE MAXIMUM SUNSHINE

WAINUI HOUSE

‘Write for Illustrated Folder or enquire at nearest
Tourist Office.

Recognised A.A., C.T. and Public Service House.
Patronised frequently by Lord and Lady Bledisloe.
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HOTEL PARKVILLE
RIDGWAY STREET, WANGANUI: One minute’s walk from
Rallway Station and Post Office. Comfortable Lounges
and Commercial Rooms. Telephone 2505: P.O. Box 207.
Telegrams and Correspondence Promptly ~Attended to.
This Hotel is equipped with the Latest Refrigerator, which
ensures all foods served are under strictest hygienic conditions.
Tariff: 12/- per day; £3 per week. P.S.: £2/17/6.
Free Garage Parking for Guests’ Cars. dJ. Hodson, Proprietor.
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ROTORUA’
WHEN IN ROTORUA
Make Your Stay at the

HOTEL AUSTRALIA

First House on Left from Railway Station.
A High-class Private Hotel at a Reasonable Tariff.
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QUEENSLAND Private Hotel, Rotorua

Excellent Table and Service. Garage and Parking-area Free.
Concession to Ciyil Servants.
Summer Tariff: 11/- dally; £3/10/- weekly.
Winter Tariff: 10/- daily; £3 weekly.
D. B. BERGE, Proprietress.
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"Phone 205. P.0. Box 178.

ARMIDALE Guest House, Rotorua

HINEMOA STREET.
Bvery Comfort—Excellent Cuisine.
Tariff:
‘Winter: 11/- per day; £3/5/- per week.
Summer: 12/- per day; £3/15/- per week.
Mr. and Mrs. R. W. WISE, Proprietors.
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AUCKLAND
THERE'S NOTHING LACKING AT—

HOTEL FERNLEIGH

28 SYMONDS STREET, AUCKLAND
Ideal Situation. Close Proximity to University and
Beautiful Albert Park.
Trams Pass the Door.

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

Proprietress :: MISS L. SMITH. ’Phone 41-319
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T ————————

TO RAILWAY STAFFS.
Stewart Island is worthy of a visit. It has unusual features
found nowhere else in New Zealand. Stewart Island is a
genuine, natural holiday for those who like easy sea fishing
and deer shooting. Hundreds of beaches and islets to cruise
among. Write to—
H. F. W. TRAILL, of Woodslea House, Stewart Island,

for particulars, as he has a special tariff for Railway guests.
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HENLEY
When on holiday in the South Island, break your
journey at the HENLEY HOTEL.
Special Concessions to Railway Employees.
A. T. ROSS, Proprietor.
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HAMILTON

HOTEL CAISTOR

2 BRYCE STREET Telephone 2271

Specialises in Accommodation for Bed and Breakfast only—
while retaining all comforts of a complete home—baths and
shower rooms. Abundant hot water. Comfortable lounge—

beautiful surroundings.
Tariff, 6/6. MISS L. WHITE, Hostess.
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'CHRISTCHURC]
The Leading Hotel of Christchurch,

HOTEL FEDERAL
(Overlooking Victorla Square).
Excellent Culsine, and Service Second to None in New
Zealand. The bedrooms are large, well-ventilated, and
heated with Gas Fires, the majority being equipped with

hot and cold water. JAZZ Room included on premises.
Special Concessions to Railway Servants.
"Phone 32-920. P.0. Box 532.
T. G. LEWIS, Proprietor,
‘When Visiting Christchurch Always Stay at the
HOTEL FEDERAL.
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EW ZEALAND=
LEAD WORKS LTD.
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RECIPES . . . FASHION NOTES . . . FILMS
BEAUTY HINTS . . . PASSING PAGEANT
SERIAL STORY ... BOOK REVIEWS

ALL YA AND ZB PROGRAMMES A WEEK
IN ADVANCE AND ARTICLES OF GENERAL
INTEREST ARE TO BE FOUND IN THE

RADIO RECORD

EVERY WEEK - - ALL BOOKSELLERS
PRICE 4d.
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Reduce your Fuel Bill! 4y wains

SALMAC_INSULATION
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‘When Selecting a Grinding Wheel ... Look for the Registered Trade Mark

CARBORUNDUM

CARBORUNDUM and
ALOXITE
GRINDING WHEELS

For all Purposes

Sharpening Stones, ete.
.

JOHN CHAMBERS & SON LTD.

Aucknd - Hasilon - Pt Nl - Wellgien - Crivcbarcs - Tomrs - Dowdin - lovrrgll






etexts/Gov14_01Rail/Gov14_01Rail036c(h280).jpg
ORAKEI-KORAKO

THE BLUE RIBAND TRIP OF THE THERMAL AREA

Amasging and delightful thermal attractions and glorious scenery, only opened up this
season and hailed as the finest in the world.

Panorama Whaks, und Gorsers; Waikato River, Atismur Rapids and Pobataroa
Fally; Mighty Waka ok Orakei-Korako thermal and gey-
i rmaces: Beauttal e Socrad oy wiskng pos, S

Mountain ;
sers ; World’s greatest silica ferraces ;

Easily reached by good road from Taupo, Rotorua or Putaruru. Service cars run daily
from Rotorua. Operators:—N.Z.R. Road Services and Rotorua Bus Co. Ltd.

. BOOK THROUGH ALL RAILWAY BOOKING OFFICES, N.Z. GOVERNMENT TOURIST BUREAUX  ::






etexts/Gov14_01Rail/Gov14_01Rail024a(h280).jpg
Get Down to |

“IRON FACTS” |

The dependable Iron
from o moders il
o wied exclusively in
many of the Higeen snd
ot poran. contects
todsy. Becse it i
| wrarer of frer e
ndscll concion it
tande i adcton!

Otago Iron Rolling Mills Co. Ltd.
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THE
WINNING WAY
IN 1939

5 per cent. Interest on
Savings for Rail Trips
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MAKE A START TODAY
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SPECIALISTS IN SAFETY
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300,000 SECONDHAND BOOKS.
From 1500 ta 1939 carefully classified.
Correspondence and enquiries heartily

‘welcomed.

NEWBOLD’S BOOKSHOP LTD.

289 George Street DUNEDIN, C.1.
Largest Secondhand Booksellers in
Australasia.
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A bookplate from the Duteh Indies.
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W

<kl Puity pita)
Members of the New Zealand Tallway stall assembled to ia fazewell fo Ms. Nell Edwards, of the Tocomative Drawing Ofice, who will

Fepresent New Zealund In the Davis Cup toum n England, v Edwards Is ceatod (ront contee) betwoen M. G H. Mackley,
Goneral Manager of Raitways (Iaft), and M. I, Gaser, Asciviant Genoral ManAger (Flght).
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- The BEST Mouth Organ in the World — TM“BOOMERANG ”
) s D8 61}1& buy lateriur l]ixétsr;ment;:mltn insist on a
¢ B RANG—the ' Mas 11 sizes:

1/-t018/6 :+ Keys A, B, G D, g F, 6. OBTAINABLE

o . « ”» Bend for Oatal to
i M B MOOMIRANG” . aviomer & ‘SO 1Y, LD, 34 Wil trsr. EVERYWHERE.

The Best Key—EKRY ‘D’
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Fasions,_Fooddancies, Films, Fur:
1o ba well informed — pages of ual
inceres €0 every wellinformed man.
For s complimentary copy of the
P —

“The Manocle”

37 Panama Stret, WELLINGTON,

% MONOCLE

THE N.Z. ILLUSTRATED MONTHLY MAGAZINE OF DISTINCTION
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A view of Buffale Bench lecking towssis Whitiangs.
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\kly. Publicity photo.)
Railway 5ZB Studio in the Railway Yard at Wellington.
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OF SPECIAL INTEREST TO WOMEN
Solve This Simple Litte Puzzle £ JQQ) 1,
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T’zanspa'zt Wisdom .

COMMONSENSE FOR NATIONAL WELFARE

Commonsense in transport is surely railway
transport, especially in New Zealand, where
the peopie own the railways and have them
controlled by their own representatives for
national welfare from all viewpoints.

New Zealanders can strengthen their own
country by loyalty to their own railway
system, which has largely formed the basis
of the Dominion's industrial and - social
structure.

YOUR RAILWAYS FOR YOUR WELFARE
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Suppertime

BOURNVILLE
COCOA

gives them back this

ENERGY
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ers
(PREPARED)
Keeps om Keopung om/t

The best paint money
can buy. “BP." lasts for
years and is more ccono-
mical on the job.

MADE AT WELLINGTON

by
LEWIS BERGER & SONS
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sir
I a small saloon working in

a car hire service. People would
pass me by thinking me dull and
istless. Then the mansgor started
massaging me with Lifoguard and
now I am full of sparkle snd

more in demand than any car in

the garage
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WHITE STAR SERVICES. Telephone 2161
Marton Junction: Dep. Wanganui: 4.15 am.}, 6.15 p.m.®, 9.15 p.m.* *Connects with
Auckland Express. fConnects with Wgtn. Express. Fares: Day 6/-, Night 8/6, Single.
Palmerston N.: Dep. Wanganui. 7.45 a.m, 10 a.m.t* 12.15 p.m.*, 4 p.m.* {Connects
with Napier Express. *Cars via Marton. Fares: 10/-, Single.

Napier: Dep. Wanganui: 10 a.m.*, 12.15 p.m., 4 p.m. *Connects Napier Express Palm. N.
SUNDAY TIME TABLE: Palmerston N., via Marton: Dep. Wanganui: 11.15 a.m., 4.30
p.m. Cars connect with services to Napier and Masterton. Marton Junction: 9.15
p.m.t fConnects with Auckland Express. MARTIN & VERN(
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(Photo., 2. Maintash.
A plimpse of tho township of Whitianga from he site of the first sawitil &4 Shpyard
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There is only ONE Golf Magazine
i published in New Zealand

=

“New Zealand Golf Mlustrated” |

The offcial organ of the N.Z. Golf Assciation and the L.G.U.
Be in the fashion and become a subscriber.
The price is only 1216 oer anmum

Our instructional articles will improve your game.

Address: “N.Z. GOLF ILLUSTRATED,”
P.O. Box 1136 - - Aucdand,C.1






etexts/Gov14_01Rail/Gov14_01Rail061a(h280).jpg





