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GAS BUT NO GAITERS FOR UNIQUE THORNDON 
SCHEME 

by Chris Lewton 

"We may even have authentic gas lighting," said Councillor 
Warwick McKean of the propos~.d Thondon Colonial Village. 
"But we want to see a vibrating area, not a museum. I didn't 
expect people to walk around in colonial dress." 

Councillor McKean, deputy chairman of the Wellington 
City Council's town planning committee, was addressing 
Thorndon residents at a recent public meeting. 

He was speaKjng on the council's proposal to preserve a 
large area of1 norndon as a historic feature of the capital 
city. The proposal ts unique in New Zealand. 

fhe JJ<';, ,un ..:e rned lies generally within a triangle 
bu1 JereJ hy Ascot Terrace, Glenbervie Terrace and 
Parliament Street . .The council proposes that a special 
Residential E zone be created to "pr.eserve, and encourage 
the restoration of, colonial and other buildings of historic 
interest". 

Councillor McKean said the council would consider 
installing gas lighting, and restricting access of vehicles to 
the zone. He stressed that if vehicles were prohibited there 
would be special provision for residents, particularly 
handicapped ones, and for trade and service vehicles. 

There are no commercial premises in the area as it was 
reserved about three years ago by the council for residential 
housing, and "no specified departures would be consented 
to", said Councillor McKeal).. 

"Although the new zoning may appear to impose severe 
restrictions upon property owners, in practice this will not 
be so. Existing rights fully protect residents. They allow an 
owner the enjoyment of his facilities until such time as he 
voluntarily does away with them or they become unser 
unserviceable," said Councillor McKean. 

Research has shown Ascot Terrace residents to be almost 
unanimo us in their support for the co"uncil's plan. Those in 
Glenbervie Terrace are generally in favour. It appears likely 
however that objectionswill be lodged by several Parliament 
Stree t residents who are keen to develo p their land. 

The total number of objections to the proposal will not be 
known until after the closing date for objections which is 
October 30th. If these can be speedily resolved, the town 
planning department hopes the area will be zoned by 
December. 

.-
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EWS 
The Thorndon Colonial Village will be partially bordered 

by the futuristic Government Centre and the motorway, but 
there will be no conflict between the old and new areas. 
Indeed, it is partly because of the isolation of the settlement 
by these developments, and its natural boundaries of 
Tinakori Road and Bowen Street , that it is so suitable for 
retention. __ . . -~ -7 ,~ -r I "' ' // -. ~~~- 0 ~ \~ 
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This old bakehouse demolished recently, was the first 
bakehouse in Upper Hutt. It served as a storehouse for 
some years for the owners of a local store. 

Rae Thornton 



1971 GOLD ST AR RACING REVIEW 

by Graeme Donaldson 
\V11h ~ponsorshi p from Black and 

Dec:kcr tota lling $ 15,000, plus 
hunu,c,. there are at least 12 potenti al 
c·onte,lant~ for the coming Gold Star 
,1ngk ~eale1 motor se ries . 

Thi, i, the largest fie ld fo r many 
yc,m and should ensure that the se ries 
is the best fo r a long time. 

Favourite for the seven-race series 
is 1cigning champion David Oxton. 

Oxton has re turned from England 
with his New Zealand-built Begg 
F.M.5. to defend the tit le. 

Former champion. Grae me 
Lawrence, is likely to appear in a new 
Tro_1an l>r Chevron as hi s present two
litre Surtees would be outc lassed by 
the more powerful muchines. 

Most public interest will centre on 
the pe rfo rmances of Robbie Booth and 
Ga ry Pede rsen. They ure th ought to 
have the de terminu I ion and skill fo r 
Form ula One pa rticipation. 

Booth wi ll be driving the highly 
suc·cc,\htl Begg F.M.4 that Pederson 
druve last season. 

Peterson, the cur ren t sport s car 
champion. has acq uired a McLaren 
M.IX. 

Ot hc1 competit ors include Alan 
McCul ly. ( Begg FMS ). Reg Cook (Lola) 
Dexter Dunlop (McRae GMl ), 

·:-i: 
Barron Rob inson ~March) and Ken 
Sn11th (Brabham). 

The ti na l race of the se ries wi ll be 
held un January 6 when the new 
season·, cha mpion will be able to 
go straight into the Tasman series 
wit h th ree months' cu rrent 
ex periencc to draw on. 

~ O TIM E FOR DISABILITIES 

by Rae Thorn ton 

Climbing up the ste ps to the 
l),i 111i11 1on Mu sc uni and Art Galle ry is 
qu it e :.1 11 :1rduous ad ve ntu, c. Steps are 
:1wkw:1rd when a li111b is pain ful with 
ri ll' t1 lll :1 t ism. 

Huw many people, youn g mothers 
with pra ms und people with disabilit ies . 
;.ire de pri ved of viewing Wellington 
exhib itions, because \.l f too many 
steps 10 climb? There ure moves 
towards buil dings wi thout steps. 

Meanwhile many presen t a real 
challenge. 
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Late entrant for this years Gold Star series is Graham McRae . 
His appearance will add even more interest to the series. 

EQUAL OPPORTUNITY? 

by Julie Bremner 
Christchurch Town Hall has fulfilled an aim for which a 

small group has long laboured - ramps, doo rways and lava
tories for people in wheelchairs. 

Across the grey marble floor of the beaut iful foyer. where 
the lights are suspended like bubbles . wheelchairs and 
footsloggers move with equal ease. 

But in the streamlined black and white decor of the 
" ladies" . footsloggers form queues, for three cubicles \\hile 
the wide spaciousness of the empty wheelchair cu bide 
waits invitingly for a possible needy arrival. 

TONGAN OFFICIAL IN WELLINGTON 

Mr Lupeli Finau, who is Tonga's deputy Commissioner of 
Inland Revenue and president of the Tongan Rugby 
Association, is visiting Wellington. He is having discussions 
with parallel authorities in New Zealand. 

At the Tongan Community House in Hopper Street. a 
colourful happy evening was held in his honour last night. 

Hettie Parks 
October 19 
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Heard at Coffee 
Hetty: My son started on a film career with lots of 
enthusiasm and lots 0f my money. 

Ignorant Airman: "I always thought 'QE-2' was a ship." 

Sister Mary: "I wear a religious habit but it doesn 't put me 
out of the human habit." 

Beverley: " I didn't think I'd ever enjoy Mondays and 
Tuesdays at home so much until I went to the course on 
Wednesday, Thursdays and Fridays." 

Anon 1: "We're here because we think we can write." 
Anon 2: "I'm still here because I know I damn well can' t.'' 
Anon 3: "I don't really think I'm a writer after all." 

Ross: (arriving late, very dirty hands): 
"Anyone want a Volkswagon going cheap?" 

Jim: (On his movie making feature): 
"My wife told me it was boring." 

Chris: "Back from Taupo, Ken . Good to see you. Fly down 
this morning?" 

Guess who: "It's a long way to walk." 

Hetty: " l ripped my stocking on the chair , I 'sp ose all 
schoolgirls do this." 

Sister Mary: (To Stephen) "Come u1;1 to our Convent 
sometime. The novices are nice." 



ourse 
Thoul!hts 
DISCOURSE 

1st week: I intend to write short stories - my head is 
buzzing with ideas. 

2nd week: I've decided to concentrate on feature writing. 
3rd week: I'm afraid I haven't got anything ready for 

publication yet. 
4th week. Still subbing. 
5th week: Is there a spot for a single par? 
6th week: Oh well! I'll Lake Cookery next year. 

Mary 
From Leuers ofa Granny. 

Dearest Four , 

130 Woburn Road , 
Lower Hutt , 

New Zealand. 
October 24, 1973 

The new stove is in - and we haven't had a decent meal 
since she was hitched up. It's the writing course, I haven't had 
time to swot up the directions. You need a Third Mate's 
ticket to drive her. Pa had a go and gubbered the gadgetry 
and she wouldn't work at all! Things was kinda tense. 
Yesterday, we got stuck in with the book and I've mastered 
switches, buttons, Lights, alarms and the oven door which 
comes off when you ' re not lookjng. 

Furgut 10 tell you. Pa - bless his heart - is breaking his 
neck to help me. He rushes out to bring in the washing , 
makes cullee and brings in the milk . But things aren't all 
Sweetness and Light. He's delighted I'm doing the course 
but I think he's mad he isn ' t. 

We had a set-lo early in the piece when hfl wapted to 
change my words for his, but I stuck to mine. He huffed 
off, plagiarised my idea, wrote a par, and sent it to be 
marked. He got "Good" and has been insufferable ever 
since. He argues, advises, pontificates and is convinced he can 
do my work , his work and the tutor's. 

He's donkey-deep in the holes we all fell into at the 
beginning. We thought we could write and we thought it 
was easy. "Good" goes to our heads. Mind you, he hasn't 
got it on his own. Lib and I are mortified how, given a 
sn ippet of praise, we blow up into pouter pigeons ready to 
write the Dom on our own. And we get so jealous. We may 
not learn to write but we are learning horrible things about 
ourselves. 

Have I got around to telling you about the prefabs? We're 
not in polytech proper, we 're in a set of prefabs which only 
get used for the likes of us. Actually, they are very suitable 
for the course, they're run-down, beat-up and friendly . The 
loos are labelled Boys and Girls;_the-re was urgency the first 
day when the Boys was locked. The second day the Zip 
wouldn't work, no coffee. 
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There 's a gas heater behind the tutor and it's turned off 
when she gets purple while we chitter with fold. 

You asked me what ['ve digested from the course. Fa ct 
not opinion. stay with the sto ry. consider the readers. 
submissio n to discipline. i.e. ge t it on paper. meet deadlines 
and ge t published. A plague on adjectives, adverbs. woolly 
intros, irrelevancies and emotion. 

My "great discovery'' - the words and ideas inside my 
own head. I've got the combination for the tumblers, but 
can I twist the dial? 

Well darlings, short letter again this week, too caught up 
with me homework but I'll be back on the job soon. Hope 
inspiration won't wither and perish after the course but 
good to know that my readers - you lot - are sati sfied. 

WRITING IN LIEU 

I always thought that W. C. 

All love as always, 

Ma. (Peggy) 

Was private place for sitting and dreaming. 
But now I find that W. C. . 
Is Worthy Cause for which we 're scheming 
In Writing Course while sitting and dreaming 

Alzster/Mary 

EMPATHY 

Empathy is understanding in unother some things that arc 
beyond the reach of verbalization. 

- .._ ___ _ 
..; 
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"DINNA KEN" 

"Write something funny," said Peggy. 
So for seven whole days l tried to think of something 

funny. On and off that is - there were other things to do. 
Like thinking about the story I was going to write. The work 
I was going to do. The woman I was going to fall in love 
with. 

But the woman, the work, the story, all eluded me. 
Funny, isn't it? 

Ken 

EPIPHANIES 

When you come home from school and the tension of 
haste is stilled. And you say , "Hello grass, Hello trees, 
Hello bird," and you stop to take peaceful, minute holidays 
that make you realize where you are and towards what you 
go. 

When you give what you think is a good lesson and stop 
for questions. And a boy says, "Sister, why are you wearing 
two watches?" You realize with a flat plonk, that it was 
you more than your lesson that was being digested. The 
answer is easy but the reflection, that here you walk 
delicate __gro.1!n~ stays with _you 

When you wake from the '·culture shock" of dealing with . 
trains and buses and 'flu you realise you.like polytech. You 
like the writing course and all those eager learning people. 
Cornes the loaded realisation that they expect you to write. 
And you want to ... you want your words to be music . 

When you meet an old man at the bus stop and he talks. 
People look straight .1head. He tells you all about 30 years 
of work on the trams. One tram every minute going 

Alister 

VIEWING 

On Chris's T.V. column: some place over old Wellington. He reminisces and you 
realise you are the sun that warms him that day, because it 
Joes not cost to listen. 

"We like to think of you watching with friends, not naked 
and adorned." 

When you hear people in class speak so honestly and 
sanely about life's experiences and pains, you feel the 
warmth and empathy and group unity that springs up. And 
you realize that they teach you that wearing a mask is a shy, 
senseless thing. 

PLOVERB 

Sister Mary Dominica Man who take girl camping, have one intent. 
- Chrisfucioµs 

Chief Reporter chats to Rae 

9 
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by Jim Goggin 
"Go, boy - go." What makes a wife 

issue such an instruction to her middle
aged husband who's driving the family 
saloon? Or order him to "Turn left at 
crossroads" only to arrive at a "T"? 
It 's a car trial. 

Maps spread across the back seat, 
sealed clock set to I 0.30 p.m. nerves 
on edge, we await zero hour. 

The A.S. R.' s (additional supplemen
tary regulations) are carefully re-read 
to see that no instructions have been 
overlooked. "What were the nam~s of 
the unmanned checkboards where we 
do U tu rns?" I ask for the third or 
fourth time. They have already been 
written on a piece of paper stuck to 
the dashboard. The speed pilot , our 
time-speed averaging equipment , is 
wound again. lt's been wound ump
teen times. 

At last we' re away. The tensions 

~-

SHOPPING BRAWN 

r 

ease. "First right - first left." We 
come to a "T". Isn't there an over
riding instruction "Go left at T's?" 
Where are those wretched A.S.R's? 
Yes, there is. Why wasn' t it written 
on the paper on the dash? Must have 
lost at least two minutes. Away we 
go, get an unmanned checkboard, 
write it in special space on card. Lot 
happier now, at least we're on course. 

"Take 7th right". Was that a No 
Entry ? Do we count it as a road or 
not? LOST. Go back to checkboard 
and restart. Have to make up time , 
can' t break law though, might have 
speed trap here . Anyway not in mood 
to make a rice of it with a traffic 
officer. Prefer car-trialing. 

Meet manned check. Clock in. Not 
too bad only three minutes late after 
all that. Given new instructions. Map 

reading. Not our strong point. 
Wife's head down, eyes glued to 

map, looking for roads starting with 
the letter "R". Must use all by the 
shortest route. Allowed five minutes 
to get ourselves sorted out. Off again . 
Find an unmanned check, either car 
or checkboard's facing wrong way. 
Spin car round, return to beginning of 
section. Mustn't be seen by check car. 
Couple of clots, lost before we start. 

On course at last, pass one or two 
more checkboards. Suddenly realise 
we've been-jnveigled into a "Come on 
Check". Should have used straight 
ahead before going into Control. Two 
more unmanned checks missed. 360 
points lost. 

Where have we come? Probably 
retain our usual position , fourth to 
last. Not too bad. 

Teetering at the kerb they waited their chance, 
But the other pedestrians, without a glance, 
Skimmed easily across the street. 

FREEDOM 

In the clouded haze rhey move, proud and powerful. 
The curtain of heat rising from the tar-seal surface 

Like two cornered sheep, wide-eyed and trapped, 
Plain and practical, they tried not to flap, 
But at last patiently proceeded. 

Dowdy they were, unused to the bustle, 
But bargains were waiting to be hustled, 
Into large, empty shopping bags. 

They knew where to find them on their rounds, 
Their expert, frenzied eyes knew no bounds, 
And soon the battle would be over. 

Roz Ellis 

provides a mist in which they swim and as they draw closer 
their shape and size become more apparent. 

Two powerful machines crust the rise, airborne, their 
riders crouched low, anonymous in their leather attire 
and faceless helmets. Sunlight is scattered by the highly 
polished chrome. 

I feel drawn to man and machine and my idea of freedom 
is personified in what I see. 

Freedom is there, but few take the advantage of it and 
utilize it to the full. The majority never find it. 

} O Graeme Donaldson 



















Jim Batson used to work for the Public Service. The day 
he stepped on a bus for a new job in Blenheim, qe knew he 
wanted to l>e a teacher. Today as tutor for Wellington 
Polvtechnic's Top-Card Course, he helps others decide what 
they want to do. 

Top-Card is the five -week block course for young 
Polyne1>1ans referred or recommended by the Social Welfare 
and Maori a~d Island Affairs Department with an 
unsatisfactory school or work record. 

Jim taught for a time at Brandon Intermediate School, 
Porirua and feels that many of the young Maoris and 
Islanders referred to the Polytechnic are to ·some extent 
·'victims of the system". 

At 15 or before, they leave school, or are expelled, seeing 
no point in the lessons they had to learn, no point in the 
exams they are expected to sit. They are thrust out, expected 
to work and labelled failures to begin with. 

"This is the school system and society as a whole which 
assesses the individual constantly, watches his performance in 
a number of given tests (School Certificate for example); 
then stamps him "success" or "failure"," Jim believes. 

"It's a tremendous pressure on any young person and if 
they reject the system, society only reflects- back with even 
greater rejection on them." 

But does society really want to think about these "outside
the-system" people at all? 

From observations both of drop-out students and drop-out 
adults, those who went voluntarily and those who were 
forced out, Jim concludes that society doesn't really care. 
"People are too selfish or frightened of the things they can't 
really understand or cope with." 

Mr, !'.1x,>n says local government is for the people, anci 
1epresen ra11on on any terntorial or ad hoc authority should 
include some women; "Not," she says, "to put the 'woman's 
point of view·. but because women are part of the human 
race." 

A Ponrua councillor for four terms, chairman of the town 
planning committee for nine years and deputy mayor in her 
final term, Mrs Nixon did not seek re-election in 1971. She 
says that after 12 years it wa~ time to go, in fact there was a 
case for limiting the time to a maximum of three terms. 
Mrs Nixon was also the first woman member of the Hutt 
Valley Power and Gas Board, on which she served from 
I 965 to 1971. 

"Women do not usually aspire to be leaders, Chairmen, 
Mayors or Prime Ministers, but most would like to play a 
more active part in the affairs of the country," Mrs Nixon 
says. 

Mrs Nixon understands (but does not agree with) some of 
the misgivings which men have regarding the complete 
equality of women. " perhaps their greatest fear is that their 
own wives may show signs of political ambition and 
dissatisfaction with their lot. There are some men, however. 
who will do their utmost to see women given a fair chance. 
I have no doubt my own progress was helped by Mr W.J. 
Brown, the Mayor of Porirua, and my wits were sharpened by 
verbal duelling with the late Mr Percy Dowse, the Mayor of 
Lower Hutt, whose tribute to women was to treat them as 
equals." 

"It is not generally appreciated that Porirua has more 

by Rosanne Robertson 

"In some respects it's a 5-week second chance." Perhaps an 
unlikely name, Top-Card.is taken from the Techmcal 
Operatives Card which qualifies students with varymg grades 
in different aspects of the course. 

During the course students are paid $12.50 a week living 
expenses by the Department of Maori and Island Affairs and 
at the end of the course helped to find jobs. 

"For the next 12 months a follow-up process is 
maintained," says Jim. "Not only does this gauge the success 
of the course itself, but also gives students some form of 
security or recourse if things aren't working out. Another job 
can be found and any advice given." 

The first three weeks are taken up with learning to dri,ve , 
a very valuable skill which the students aspire to with great 
gusto and something which gives the course of point of 
difference. 

Visits to prospective employers enable students to talk 
to the "man-at-the-top". This is work experience, an 
opportunity to try a hand at anything the student f;mcies : 
or the next best thing. Most tastes are catered for. 

"Polypool" is a follow-on from this. Still just an idea, 
Jim sees it as something of a labour agency, with the support 
of the Departments of Labour, Maori and Island Affairs, 
Social Welfare and Education as well as action groups like 
Nga Tamatoa. 

"Polypool would find jobs for young people with 
vocational problems, regardless of race and help them again 
and again until they found something completely suitable. 
It could also offer a community centre and opportunities 
alternative to the 9 to 5 system." 

women representatives on a-wider range of loca.i authorities 
than most cities have, certainly then most counties," Mrs 
Nixon says. "Porirua has had one or more .women councillors 
for the past 20 years. The first woman to become a member 
of a: Licensing Trust in New Zealand is Mrs Maxine Arnold. 
who was elected to the Porirua District Licensing 'f.rust in 
1968 ." Beq.use of lack of understanding of the social 
implications inherent in the liquor problem and its affect on 
women and children, Mrs Arnold has had suggestions resisted 
by other members of the Trust. She says , "The sale of liquor 
is more important than the social consequences." 

"Four other women represent Porirua in local government. 
One of the two representatives on the Wellington Hospital 
Board is Mrs Marion Bruce, wife of a Porirua doctor . There 
are three city councillors, Mrs Judy Bannerman, a member 
of the Progress for Porirua Party, Mrs Ayline Dette, a member 
of the Labour Party and Mrs Helen Smith, a Titahi Bay 
doctor's wife and member of the Values Party," says Mrs 
Nixon. 

Mrs Nixon is interested in the proposed changes in the 
structure of local government. "The cost of administration 
could be reduced considerably by the abolition of some 
authorities and their inclusion with others. The opportunity 
was given by the Local Government Commission for 
authorities to amalgamate , but local bodies are notoriously 
jealous of their 'identity', hence a Local Body Bill is being 
brought in by the Government which indicates some wide 
changes," she said. 
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Rangi Henara Learns a Trade 
by Mary Hunt _ 

Rangi Henara came to the Hutt 
Valley two years ago from Wairoa to 
learn carpentry. He leaves the Maori 
Carpentry Centre next month to 
continue his apprenticeship with a 
master builder who concentrates on 
"cottage work" in Upper 8utt. He 
prefers this type of work rather than 
in a big construction firm. 

When he first arrived he was a little 
,homesick but Rangi quickly made 
friends. He now enjoys his school 
work and especially likes P .T. on Wed
nesday evenings when a sergeant from 
the Police Training School chases the 
boys in all directions. 

Mao;i Culture on Monday evenings 
also keeps him busy. Some of his 
friends have karate lessons but Rangi 
would rather go to the cinema. 

Right now Rangi is concerned with 
finding a flat for three. Since arriving 
in the .Hutt Valley he has lived with 
23 other carpentry trainees and 12 
apprentice plasterers in Trentham 
Hostel. After two years he would like 
a change from institutional meals and 
queuing up for showers and so has 
asked two other boys on the course to 
share a flat with him - Pene who plays 
the guitar and Ralph who has a 
hubbhng sense ut humour. 

Rang1 would like to work around 
Wellington tor a long time, especailly 
as the prospect of work on the East 
Coast is not very hopeful. The only 
thing that bothers Rangi is having t<? 

get up -early in the morning. His train 
leaves at 7 am and in order to fit in a 
shower and breakfast , he must be up 
before six. Luckily Pene is used to 
getting up early to milk the cows when 
at home, so he gives Rangi a shake. 

Rangi is looking forward to seeing 
his family at the end-of-year break-up. 
when he receives his diploma. 

It is Rangi's secret wish to win a 
prize. He knows that maths and 
te.chnical drawing are not his best 
subjects, but once or twice he 
received good reports for practical 

work in the workshop. And during 
his second year, spent building houses. 
his instructor said he was pleased 
with his work. 

Rangi's two years at the carpentry 
centre are coming to an end and he 
feels a certain sadness at the prospect 
of saying goodbye to those of his 
friends who will be employed in 
different cities. But he is looking 
forward to his new job and the idea of 
flatting with friends. In 18 months 
he intends to be driving to Wairoa in 
his own new car. 

Final Addition 
by Beverley Hull 

It was good to be pregnant. Even 
1f it was for the lourth tirlie in an 
overpopulated world. Many expected 
me to react with complaint and 
displeasure. ''Should I congratulate 
you or just commiserate?" But after a 
couple of drinks at a party the story 
would be different, more truthful. 
"You're lucky you know, we wish 
we'd had another one but it's too late 
now." (This rather sadly from men of 
a generation who couldn't often love 
their children unashamedly.) 

Or else I was told of the great 
pleasures of the "late baby". I had 
always thought these were born to 
women over forty and I wasn't 
claiming to be that. My baby wasn't 

late - just well-spaced. Only-later, in 
the hospital, did I notice that everyone 
else was about seventeen. 

.Men became quite effusive in their 
attentions even in public.-! wondered 
why women didn't revive the lost art 
of having an "attack of the vapours". 

"But pregnancy is so sexy," 
explained a friend. At times I felt it 
could also be construed as having had 
too much of a good thing. 

The other confusing factor was, 
that we knew the sex of the unborn 
child. This information was a sort of 
fringe benefit of other tests done for 
the baby's well-being. "Conq.ition 
good, sex female", was as exciting to 
hear after six months as the birth 
itself. 20 

Economically it was marvellot,1s to 
be forewarned. I confidently bought 
_p_ink Eldest son took bets on the 
hottest inside information he would 
ever have. "No one knows if it's a boy 
or girl until it comes", his teacher 
corrected primly. "Those boys should 
be prepared for a possible disappoint
ment", another staff member told my 
neighbour. "There are some things we 
are not meant to know", said aunty 
firmly. 

I learned to Qe discreet about the 
news. For some the world was moving 
too fast, the womb was unfathomable 
as outer space. For the family, the 
clµJ.d w.a~ already a reality, named 
and loved. 



fa Housemaid 

by Rosanne Robertson 

Saturday 
8.30 am: It's another rude awakening for a dedicated 
weekend sleeper-in, and employment day for a full-time 
student. Four hours today and four tomorrow scrubbing and 
rubbing for a beautiful $1.80 or so an hour. 

9. 00 am: Clock-in time at the international hotel and 
report to the housekeeper for allocation of floors. 

We need a pencil for checking off the rooms we've done, 
tea towels, cleaning cloths, plastic ice bucket - with a handle 
this time; an extra roll. 

9. 05 am: The four-hour scamper of the housemaid begins 
in earnest. Up and down corridors and stairs between floors, 
"borrowing" things from other pantries. 

With a full ice bucket we head for the allotted floor. I cast 
practised eyes over stores and trolley in the pantry. Enough 
bath towels, mats, sheets and pillowcases to last for a while'! 
Need more tissues, soap, loo paper? 

9.15 am. We start with vacated rooms. Chores are divided 
beds or baths - and we take turns. In the beds area one 

person makes the beds, refills the water jug, removes dirty 
dishes, disposes of the breakfast tray (and any orange juice, 
toast and marmalade remaining thereon), dusts, vacuums 
and scours the room thorouf¥11y for tq,s _ 

If n's baths. then there's the washing of cups, glasses and 
ashtrays, clean the bath and loo. Change the roll if it's low, 
replace boxes of tissues. Clean the mirror wit,h meths and 
the handbasin and taps. Wipe the floor. No trace of water 
must remain 

The guests and how they leave their rooms are a source of 
nuxed emotions: pleasure rarely, irritation mostly and 
surprise occasionally. It's as though some people are seeing 
how far they can spray with their toothbrush. 

We hope there haven't been too many parties on our floor. 
Air crew are regarded with suspicion. Not really keen on 
babies either, when disposable nappies and innumerable 
empty baby food tins fill every available rubbish container. 
Then there are newlyweds and confetti. 

And the delicious prospect of money .. . Have they or 
haven't they? In this respect th~ Japanese tend to be the 
most reliable . Often there's a 20 cent piece under the pillow. 

or how I make my dollars 

There's money to be made in fetching irons, transferring 
water jug plugs from the shaving socket (foreign visitors 
only), and helping gentlemen on with their socks. 

Surprises come in many forms. Sometimes it's someone 
you know. How will they react on seeing you? 

Other times there's a solitary gentleman bent on showing 
a housemaid the town. We indulge in gay banter. 

10.15 am: Morning tea. High point of the day. 
Four rooms should be finished by now. And it's time to 

fraternise with the fellow workers, read the discarded 
newspapers and magazines. 

Maybe tomorrow I'll treat myself to coffee in an empty 
guestroom. Sit there and sip in luxury. Read a "Playboy" in 
the sun, admire the view and pretend I have every right to be 
there. 
10.30 am: Back ori the Job to wash, dry , rub and dust once 
more. I might hear the life story of the girl I'm working with 
- "I was a Satan's Slave Girl" - you never know. 

11. 00 am: It's time for taking stock of the situation. The 
idea is to finish the rooms on our floor by 1.00 pm, clock-out 
time, so from 11.00 it's either go slow or fast. A practi-
cal housemaid does not hang around looking for work. 

If it's an average day we'll press steadily domg wt..111 we 
can in the time available, sometimes going like lightning just 
to spite the person who told us we'd never get there: vacuum 
the corridor, re-stock the trolley for tomorrow and generally 
get ready t0 go. 
- There are days when it gets hard to spend four hours on 
three rooms. Then there'll be brass strips to polish, fire doors 
(generally untouched by human hand) to wash, spots to 
remove from corridor carpets on every floor. 

And there have been days when I've avoided avalanches 
of linen as they pour down the chute, then tied up the heavy 
bags and stacked them for removal. 

And I've gone gladly with bucket and rolls in hand to the 
public loos to spend hours on the details. 

Well ... the money's not too bad really. 

out of my lzfe as she came into it -
through her Church. She was a Bible 
Class leader and I felt I knew her 
through the qualities she fostered in 
my daughter. Zest for argument, 
delight in discussion, impatience with 
pretence. I began to visit her after a 
cancer operation she had seven years 
ago. This then was the beginning. 

often about her illness and of dfing. There was no vainglory m her 1 t 
was with surprised humili('! she tolq 
me of a friend with suspected cancer 
who said, "You've lent me vour 
courage and Fm not afraid/ ' 

Time passed and the thread of 
liking was interwoven with humour, 

I told her to shut up and talk about 
something else - and .she diq. I over
looked the courage and the pain, 1 saw 
her as she wanted to be seen; interested. 
tolerant and chuckling. 

The last year in hospital I began to 
understand her strength and her 
concern for us. She stalled off sedation; 
' 1/ want to know my friends, and1 
want to hear what they are doing. " 

11 

The funeral was one of thankful
ness for the tranquillity of her death. 
I smiled at the people'/ had met across 
her bed and I knew she had left me a 
legacy of friends. 

Peggy Budge 
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Unsigne ~ Attributed to Charles Blomfield 

by Maureen Lees 

The painting was listed in the cata
logue as 'The Pink Terrace - unsigned 
hut attribut ed to Cliarles Blom.field". 
My husband and l had come to see it 
because or o u1 interest in early New 
Zealand paintings. 

Soo n the assistant auctioneer held 
up "The Pink Terrace" . Bids were 
called for. The expert 's figure was 
reached and passed. 

almost unable to breathe . 
''Sold to J .L .' ' 
The painting has been restored and 

hangs in o ur dining-room. 
"Any advance·?" 

The frame was covered with the 
heavy gilt. s11 lnved by tht1 Victorians. 
It was ..:hipped in places ;11id the white 
plaster underneath \\'JS dtiarly \'isible. 
Time and din hJd dulled the paint and 
J two-inch cul dist'igured t he canvas. 
Yet the painting hau something. 

We looked at each other. Jim 
made one final bid and we waited 

Whether or not it was painted by 
Charles Hlo mfield does not matt e r. lt 
is part of our life and we love it. 

The artist had painted ,Lake Roto
mahana as Jawn was breaking. Mica
encrusted fumaroles. busl'1 and steam 
covered the foreground. l 11 the middle 
di~tance the lak e was calm and the 
Pink Terrace rose tier upon tier toward 
the sky. An air of mystery pervaded 
the whole Jrea. 

The Juction -room was crowded . 
Excitement was everywhere for this 
was an important sale of early New 
Zealand paintings. Dominion Museum 
representatives were there as well as 
art dealers from all over the North 
island. It was easy to find an expert 
and ask for his opinion. 

"Probably a Blomfield". he said, 
·'but don ' t get too enthusiastic . It's 
unsigned." 

I-le gave us an idea of its value and 
we decided to bid for it. 

by Jim Goggi.n 

It was more than a routine check. " Your eye-tooth has an 
abscess and must come out." 

A couple of whiffs of gas and I lost interest in the tooth, 
but the gas gave me ideas. Like a bird I flew over hills, valleys, 
plains and places never seen before. 

I revived and the vivid impressions remained. What an idea 
for a film. But gas can't be recommended as the ideal "Think 
Tank." It repeated later. Out I went, to be picked up from 
the toilet floor, bundled into a car and packed off home. 

Such a hard-won idea is not to be treated lightly . Why 
not use it in a film about a man who turns to alcohol after 
his wife deserts him. 

There is only one actor I can ask. Me. I dress in an old 
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Unfinished .... 

grey suit , mat ching wide-brimmed felt hat. walking stick anu 
dark glasses . l tell myself the glasses are for effect. Disguise is 
probably the real reason. The walking stick. a status sy;11bnl '' 

I set the camera up at the bottom of a long flight of 
concreted steps. I half walk, half fall down the stairs. Looking 
pathetic , according to the script. Passers-by stop and give that 
"You meet them don' t you" look. 

I decide to use an old building that is being demolished. 
start the camera and stagger through the door into rubble 
and junk. Two strangers on the opposite sidewalk stop to 
watch and begin a brisk conversation. I expect to see them 
rush off to the nearest telephone booth and report an escaped 
patient_ The sequence is finished quickly. 

Surely, no serious drinker passes a bar. I choose a "entrai 



Let the Buyer Beware 
by Margaret Niculescu 

••• D Symphony 

city hotel. It shows a "BAR" sign down a side street with a 
useful alley between it and the police station. 

Again the camera's placed on its tripod. I ask a passing 
pedestrian to press the button. I tell him how to operate the 
camera and what I intend to do . "I will stagger from the alley. 
You start the camera when I give the signal." 

Disappearing from sight, I don the dark glasses and yell 
out , "Shoot." Weaving and rolling I leave the alley to be met 
by six policemen. 

I reel towards the wide-eyed cameraman saying, " Are you 
getting it? ls the motor running?" 

No answer, as he shot round the corner. The film is still 
without its bar scene. 

The possibility that some works of New Zealand's better 
known - and valued - artists are being forged was discussed 
in a recent television programme. 

The programme referred to the tremendous increase in 
prices paid for paintings by artists such as Goldie; hence the 
temptation to the forger. 

Some New Zealand art experts consider there could be 
five people at work "copying" - if not actually forging old 
paintings or altering signatures. 

The Director of the National Art Gallery. Melvin Day. 
freely admitted on the television programme that. outside 
his own field, he could be "taken in". Very few experts can 
be called on for advice . 

A good artist can copy any painting. But if he is good. 
why should he need to? One reason is money. He could 
copy a masterpiece and get it sold as genuine. Careers have 
been made this way, like the man who copied Vermeer 
paintings and sold them successfully for nine years. 

Among those experienced in the market, it is acknow
ledged that Goldie's illustrations fetch the highest prices. 
compared say with those from Lindauer who fulfilled a 
similar function of recording Maori personalities. 

Lindauers' are much larger than Goldies' and suffer art 
critics' belittlement. Goldie spent his life in New Zealand 
on this type of work. When asked when he was going to 
paint a real picture, he always said "later" . When he did 
produce his final large canvas, a Biblical scene. it was not 
appreciated very much, although it remains a national 
"monument". 

Goldie's paintings were otherwise always very small. 
rarely greater than 12 inche~ in either direction. They d:) 
lend themselves to reproduc·rion, and the market is there. 
With Lindauer, Goldie and Steele (his master), their 
work was, in the main, a form of documentation of the 
Maori. That is to say, they were not creative painters. Even 
in their time what they were doing could have been 
accomplished by photographers. In fact tinting with oils ol 
photographs was being done at the time. 

It is interesting to reflect on Gil Docking's "Two llund rcLi 
Years of New Zealand Painting", where he says that it wa~ 
possible for the artist to have made use or photograph,.: 
techniques, transferring them on to canvas and then paint in!-' 
in oil over the outlines. He in no way implies that thi s migh1 
have been the practice with Goldie's portraits. He also point , 
out that all portrait artists made many drawings of their 
subjects first, and if some of these by Goldie or Lindauer 
came to light, we would learn more of the techniques of 
these artists . 

The auctioneer holds a limited responsibility for his ware, 
Top level pictures should really have a " pedigree". Few art 
buyers are going to become experts in their particular 
interest, in a hurry. 

Meantime people are increasingly "invest ing" by paying 
high prices for a so-called Goldie , Lindauer or any of the lw\l 
of early New Zealand scenic water colourists. As they may l'JL' 
buying forgeries , the advise is: "Caveatemptor ". 
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BRITS' PICNICS. 

One thing which stops us m our tracks is the gear the 
Englishman takes on a picnic. Tubular aluminium chairs with 
canopies, foot rests and always a table. Donald and I nearly 
ran off the road laughing at an elderly couple on the banks 
of Loch Lomond. Vignettes Ecossaise 

There they were on chairs, eating their picnic with knives 
and forks. Over all, the glorious trees in a blaze of leaf 
dripped steadily. Crouched under the table was their bull 
mastiff, no doubt longing to be back aboard the Bentley, 

The Wee was free in Ballater but the notice said. 
"Wash and towel -- 6d." 
and 

his noble quarters swathed in his travelling rug. Hospitable Scot at 10 am., "And do you tak a dram Donald?'' 
It sure 1s a country of contrasts, so funny to the likes of 

us who feel sissy if we take a ground-sheet to a picnic. 
"Yes Jimmie, but isn't 1t a bit early?" · 
"Och naw - the sun's shinin' ." 

Peggy Budge 

WHAT'S IN A NAMEi by Maureen Lees 

"Where are those damned birds?" 
growled my husband. Irish temper 
almost at explos10n point. 

Four of us were driving along the 
road from Greymouth to Reefton 
looking for wekas which friends m the 
Wildlife Department had assured us 
were to be found there. 

We were taking our time as we were 
0.11 holiday, but when half-an-hour 
passed without any sign of a weka we 
started to become 1111patient. 

We stopped at the next house and 
asked its occupant if he had seen qne. 

1'Wekas? Never seen any round 
here." This was strange for Wildlife 
had been so certain . 

We asked more people only to get 

the same answer. By this time we 
were desperate. Someone must have 
seen a weka for it is not a rare bird. 

"Surely you have seen a weka," we 
said to the woman at the next house. 
"It's quite big with brown and black 
plumage and its breast is streaked with 
red and brown and black markings." 

A smile broke over her face. 
"Ah! you mean a Maori hen. There 

are plenty round here. Just take the 
second turn on your left, go down the 
track and you should find some near 
the flax." 

We thanked her and followed her 
directions. Sure enough,just as she 
had said, out of the flax, tails flicking, 
came two wekas - or Maori hens. 
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I 

I've decided to take the day off 
polytech and leave before the Labour 
Weekend rush started. 

My mother took Colleen and me 
out to Ngauranga Gorge where we 
could catch the northbound traffic. 

We were walking along with thumbs 
down intending to start hitching when 
we got to a car bay , when about.SO 
yards ahead and in one of the car bays, 
a car stopped . 

We weren't sure whether he'd stop
ped for us or not. We got to the car 
and enquired rather timidly. Yes, he 
had stopped for us. In we got. The 
poor guy had a hang-over so his boss 
decided he wasn't much good at work 
and sent him home. He worked at the 
Ngauranga Freezing Works and was 
leaving soon for a new job at Te Puke, 
so he'd been given a farewell party the 
night before. He was on his way to 
Porirua to find out how the rest of the 
party were feeling, because he was sur-~ 
he'd had less to drink than they had. 
Besides if he went home straight away 
his wife would find him something to 
do, and he didn't want that. 

At Porirua a travelling salesman 
picked us up. He'd been on the road 
for nine years and had "the life in his 
blood." 

We talked about hitching and he 
said he would never pick up' one girl 
hitching on her own. Once he had 
and the girl ripped her blouse and told 
him to take her to Auckland or she'd 
have him up for rape. He took her to 
the nearest Police station and got in 
before she did. She ran away, not to 
be seen again. 

He always picked up hitch hikers 
with foreign flags on their packs, as 
they were usually the most irtteresting 
to talk to 

Thumbs Up 

and Heads Down 

He wouldn't tell people where he 
was going (except north or south) until 
he was su~re of them. If he didn't like 
them, he could just stop at the next 
town and let them off. 

He told us he was going as far as 
Levin but would drop us off on the 
outskirts where it would be easier to 
get a ride. 

Our next free ticket came to a 
screeching halt after illegally overtaking 
a boat and car. He was an 18-year-old 
going to Palmerston North for an inter
view. Being forward girls, we asked 
where he got the money for his car, 
etc. when he had been out of work. 

He told us that he was a gambler 
with inside contacts. "one of my mates 
is a top jockey and he" sees me right." 
He said he always seems to win. Once 
he made $1,400 in two weeks. 

It was at this stage that both 
Colleen and I realised that neither of 
us knew where we were going. We 
were visiting her parents so I figured 
she'd know the way, but usually she 
goes by 'plane. 

Our driver said he'd put us off at the 
Palmerston North turn-off where we 
could get a map. We did but were 
"indignant at the 60 cents we had to 
pay. 

Out on the road again we watched a 
few old couples and families go past 
before we saw a big Chev Impala with 
a lone driver coming. "This is it ," I 
said, and sure enough he came to a 
skidding halt on the gravel. "I know 
how tb pick 'em," I said, but aaded 
a cautious "I think" ·as we got closer. 

We both got into the front seat 
leaving room to spare. I sat on a 
gorgeous fluffy orange sheep-'skin rug 
and Colleen sat next to our driver - a 
young guy hidden behind sunglasses. 
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by Sandra Hall 

He was going to a Maori fam1l:, rt'union 
in Rotorua. 

He told us he ran an illegal gamhl111g 
joint opposite one of the more popular 
theatres in Wellington . It was up a 
small street between two used car lots , 
in a two-storey house on the right . 

He said we could go up sometime and 
take a look . They paid one guy $20 an 
hour to watch the door. We offered 
our services for much less than that, 
but he said we weren't "heavy" 
enough. 

He said some of the Greek syndi
cates often deal with $100 bills when 
gambling. We asked what one of 
these looked like and he said they 
were pinkish and a bit bigger than a 
$20 note , 

We started talking about robbing 
banks and he told us about a friend he 
had who used to rob banks. 

The way he told it inade us believe 
him. 

We stopped for lunch and he paid 
for ours. During lunch he brought out 
a $ I 00 bill and tossed it down beside 
me. I picked it up and held it for the 
sake of it, then rested my Pepsi Cola on 
it for the duration of lunch. He didn't 
ask for it back and didn't seem partic
ularly worned about it. When we got 
back in the car I gave it back. 

Dried apricots, four lollipops, and 
one carrot was all the food we had with 
us plus a packet of gingernuts. Colleen 
had never been along the Desert Road 
before and had a fixation about being 
stranded somewhere on it. That's what 
the gingernuts and carrots were for. We 
had no worries about that on the way 
up . So we were cruising along the 
Desert Road at 80 or 90 mph, not fee l
ing a thing and with Colleen munching 
her carrot. Little did we know that 



that c:a rrot might still be needed to 
,crvc its original purpose. 

After buying us a drink at Turangi. 
Clive and hi s Impala dropped us off 
just out of Taupo and on the road to 
Hamilton . 

A va n ftdl of Maoris came along. 
With grins Llll their faces. rhey offe red 
us a lift. We politely declined. We did
n·1 think there'd be enough room They 
went on. We waved them goodbye . 

.\ larµe truck was c:orning and we 
put ,nrr thumh~ dL11vn. Tr11..:ks arc tno 
,lei\\ noisy and hurnpy. But it stopped 
.:11y 11 a> . The driver got out to unlock 
1 he passe nger dllnr for us. 

He was about 55 -- 60 ,md had been 
Ll ll the rnad for 15 years . This was only 
the scc:nnd run he 'd had with this truck. 
It 11·as brand new and he was st ill get
ting use·d Ill it. 

He said "You 're safe with me." and 
surted pointing lll a sticker on the 
11·indmv behind him. It said that he 
had been six years without an accident. 
I k was very proud of it. 

He then brought out some photos 
11,hich we were 10 look at. They were 
nf his wife and family and of the 
widest load (29') transported in New 
Ze .. iland. He h:1d been the driver. 

V{e had one very close call with a 
car Llvertaking. The driver seemed 
very calm. Afterwards he said he was 
'\;aim up here." but his feet were 

dancing. 
He dropped us off at Tirau. We had 

to walk about three-quarters of a mile to 
the turnoff for Matamata. We had our 
longest wait here and decided that the 
further up the country, the more dubious 
the drivers are. 

Finally an elderly gentleman stopped 
for us. He was on his way home to 
Tauranga. He worked at Kinleith 

because the money was bet tcr. 
Colleen noticed he was l rying to 

hide a bottle of beer under the seat. 
He went seven miles out of his way 

to deliver us right to our destination. 
Corning home we go t a ride from 

Turangi in an Anglia wh1..:h caught !"ire 
on the Desert Road. 

We were st randed on the Desert 
Road with no carrot ancl no gingcrnuts. 

PICNIC 
Japanese Style by Ann Turner 

A picnic for New Zealanders is a 
fairly straightforward affair, the main 
aim being to get into the open spaces 
for a day 's relaxation. This is probably 
the aim of the Japanese, too, but it 
doesn't come easily. 

Their picnic day is likely to begin 
at one 01 two in the afternoon and 
continue until the same time the 
following afternoon. The late start is 
because the Japanese work on a 
Saturday morning. This means that 
they do not reach their destination 
early afternoon. 

The journey from city to beach may 
take up to two hours on a hot crowded 
train -full of people all with the same 
intentions. Some do travel by car, 
often a small car, but again usually 
crowded and certainly very hot. Those 
travelling by train carry an amazing 
amount in a relatively small container. 
Those travelling by car carry a 
tremendous amount. 

The first signs of a group arriving at 
a beach are the clanking of bottles 
being bumped down a quite narrow 
path on a steep hillside. Once on the 
beach they set up tents. light fires and 
cook and eat. This food is probably 
lunch because people have come 
straight from work. 

Then the games. One of the very 
nice things about the Japanese is the 
way they include children in their 
games. The favourite summer game is 
to wrap a blindfold over someone's 
eyes. With a stick he tries to break a 
very ripe watermelon. The rest of the 
group stands in a circle , and to cries of 
encouragement or discouragement , 
the would-be watermelon breaker 
guesses how close he is to breaking 
the fruit. 

Towards evening fires are lit and 
the evening is full of laughter and 
song, sometimes on into the dawn. 
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The Japanese have a great abili ty to 
fall asleep anywhere at an y time. and 
they indulge this pleasant habit 
quite frequently. 

The dawn sees a beach with little 
yellow tents full o f , Jeeping bodie,,, 
some even out on the s:rnd. There is 
no need to worry about w:1kmg them 
as you creep by for a swim. Their slee p 
is utterly sound. 

Early Sunday afternoon packi11g up 
begins until everything is in the car 
and the long drive back to Tokyo 
begins. Great lines of cars edge sh>wly 
along the narrow sea front until 
finally the magnificent e:>...pressways 
are reached. 

This journey is repeated each 
weekend until the season ends. Then 
suddenly, because the Japanese are 
creatures of habit and custom. the 
beaches are deserted until ne xt 
summer. 



Religion The job of Christianity is to comfort the disturbed and to 
disturb the comfortable. 

When You're Older You'll Understand 
/1 i- Maureen Lees 

In 1933 111~ mother's eld est sister 
Ethe l surpn~t·J everyone by marrying 
a widower w1 1 h a seven -yea r-old 
daughter. He was a British Arqiy 
Office r sta tinned in Singa pore. My 
aunt me t him while visiting there. She 
married in Singapore and did not 
come home until the following year. 

The marriage was shattering to her 
fami ly for her husband was a Roman 
Catholic. It was practicalJy unheard 
of for anyone with my aunt's Presby
teri2n background to marry outside it. 

When father heard the news his 
first question was "Has she turned?" 

Mothe r said. "No," and he was 
relieved. We all were. for had she 
"t urned". she would have been a 
social outcast. 

Even at nine years old I knew that 
"to turn" was a cardinal sin . 

In the society in which I lived, 
few Presbyterians married outside their 
deno mination . It was almost unheard 
of for a Presbyterian to marry a Roman 
Catholic. If it did happen , it was well 
known that the priests would bring 
great pressure to bear in order to 
make the "non-Catholic "turn" 
Roman Catholic. The person who 
"turned" was then regarded as having 
betrayed his faith and upbringing. 

This is how it was. I did not begin 
to question it until Katey came into 
my life. 

On the way to the station to meet 
Katey and her parents, father said to me, 

"Katey's nurse , who has been with 
them since Katey's mother died , has 
come from Singapore too. She's a 
native and can't speak any English." 

I had never seen a "native" so had 
no idea what to expect. 

When the train stopped, three 
people got out of the carriage, followed 
by a tiny woman in a thick black 
cotton jacke t and layers of padded 
black cotton skirts . Her skin had a 
slightly olive tint and her eyes were 
brown and friendly . Her black hair 
was drawn into a bun at the back of 
her head: She looked kind. I liked 
her immediately . She was called 

'Annah" 
Katey, my new cousm , was a plump. 

cheerful child. As I had never spoken 
to a Roman Catholic before, I was 
surprised that she was just like any 

other little girl. I knew that we would 
be friends. 

Katey was happy in Northern 
Ireland in spite of the cold and damp. 

As we were both only children , it 
was wonderful to have each other for 
company. We soon became inseparable. 

Wherever we went Annah came 
with us. She now wore an old black 
coat over her padded cotton uniform 
and covered her head with a thick 
woollen scarf. She often shivered but 
the coat did help to keep out the biting 
cold of app.raching winter. Even 
though we could not speak each 
other's language, it didn' t matter. 
Katey acted as interpreter. Annah 
was kind and gentle and soon I loved 

.1om the pack because she is yo ur 
cousin and your aunt is a member is 
our church. It's very difficult. We 've 
never had a situation like this before. 
1 don't think Katey will be given 
permission to attend the Church Parade. 
It would be simpler if she stayed away. 
The~e has been some talk, you know. 
about her being in our Brownie pack. 
I'm sure your aunt will appreciate our 
difficulty and keep Kate)' at ho me .. 

I couldn't understand. 
Katey was my friend and l loved 

her. She tried so hard to be a good 
Brownie , yet Brown Owl seldom praised 
her and now didn't want her to come 
to Church Parade. 

At Sunday school my teacher had to 
to ld me that Jesus loved little children 
and wanted them to come to church 
each Sunday to praise Him. It seemed 
now as if He didn't love Katey. 

I decided to ask Brown Owl about 
her as Katey did . it. 

After Katey had settled down , she "Does Jesus love Katey, Brown 
was allowed to come to Brownies with Owl?" She was shocked. "What a 
me. She loved the weekly meetings terrible thing to say. Of course He 
and worked so hard that in a short does. He loves all little children ." 
time she gained her tenderfoot badge. '~Then why can't she come to the 

Each year a special Church Parade Church Parade?" 
was held in St. Andrews Presbyterian "Don't ask questions , dear. When 
.Church on Main Street. It was attended you're older you'll understand." 
by-Guides and Brownies and parents By the tone of her voice I knew it 
and friends from all over the country. was useless to questio n her any further. 

Our flags were re-dedicated for the Inside the church it was warm and 
coming year. Specially chosen hymns cosy. Everyone was singing the 
were sung. It was the occasion of the Brownies' favourite hym. 
Brownie year. Katey was very excited. "Jesus loves me! This I know 

At the last meeting before the for the Bible tells me so. 
Parade, Brown Owl drew me aside. Little ones to him belong." 

"Is Katey coming to Church Parade I could not join in 1 felt too 
on Sunday')" unhappy. 

. "What's the matter '! Why aren't 
She was surpnsed when I said yes. . . ?" h. d h · 
"Ar d ? Aft 11 h you smgmg. w 1spere my mot er . 

e you sure, ear. er a , s e "Id 't t K · , h. 
· R C d h · · t d 't ll on wan to. a tey 1sn t ere. 1s an . . an t eu pnes s on a fJW M h 't R C , 11 d umrny , w y aren .. s a owe to 
-them to attend our church. ln fact, t h h?" 
h ha 

·a1 . . come o our c urc . 
t ey have to · ve spec1 perrruss1on "Sh hi" ·d h "P 1 d ,, us . sa1 my mot er. eop e 
to "~ so.B 

O I 
K t ., B . ,, will hear you. When you're older you'll 

ut .rown w '. a ey .s a row me, • understand." 
I said feeling that this must make every-
thing all right." 

"I know . dear. We allowed her tu 

·May the road rise with you and the wind be ever at your 
back: and may the Lord hold you in the hollow of His hand. 

- an Old Gaelic Blessing 
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by Julie Bremner 

y 

1fa 
"Who cares about the 

past? It's the future that's 
interesting," they said. I 
cared, and I wanted my 
children to know that the 
p;esen't is not all that 
shapes them. I wanted them 
to understand that it is 
not haphazard chance alone 
which dictated where they 
were born. 

A young man's decision 
136 years ago, to "have a 

go" at a colonial adventure, diverted their history to New 
Zealand, this last outpost before the Antarctic. The young 
man was Carl Sjostedt from Sweden, better known to history 
as Charles Suisted, the first runholder in North Otago. He was 
my great-great-grandfather. 

I would collect his story, I decided, and so record one 
unimportant facet of early New Zealand, whose short 
history is bulldozed away wtth each fast decaying wooden 
building, or pompously buried in boring lectures about 
hardworking, remote, religious pioneers. 

Our young man emerged as no penniless artisan, drably 
arriving on an immigrant ship. His life was packed with 
incident, which meant the search took 18 months to 
complete. And he was thoroughly human, in that he finally 
failed, like all of us, to make a fortune. And like us, he 
never became Prime Minister. And like many people we 
know, his life ended, not in a blaze of glory, but with great 
sadness. 

I knew where his story ended - right in Bolton Street 
Cemetery, Wellington, and undisturbed by the new · 
motorway. I remembered an old portrait, imposing in a gilt 
frame, and by contacting that household was given a list of 
family addresses. These snowballed like a chain letter, leading 
to the discovery of many treasures, often unimportant until 
woven into the story of his whole life. And the collection 
of anecdotes. which added spice to the historical fact 
labonous!y gathered from libraries ar-6.und the world, grew 
almost alarmingly. 

We discovered that he once put red currant jelly into the 
pistols, when a second at a duel, and that he taught his 
favorite horse to eat oats from a silk handkerchief without 
disturbing the silk. and other non-vital facts. 

'St 
lt was like breathing life into an Egyptian mummy. And 

his assistance was negligible. People who live life to the full 
seldom write diaries. From the tattered remains of a family 
Bible, births and marriages were gathered. Six surviving 
letters were unearthed, some of them in archaic Swedish · 
which had never been translated. One of these was sent back 
there, where a complete stranger generously unravelled 
the mystery. Another I took to the busy manager of a 
Swedish firm in Wellington. 

Letters in English were mainly business affairs, dealing 
with fascinating topics like the Maori Witako knocking on the 
door demanding the rent in Wellington of the 1840s, or the 

. first survey of the Otago land. Wills, land deeds, petitions ,' 
Crown grants and letters to his children all turned up without 
chronological sequence, a jigsaw of detective work 

He was described in the diaries of others, from the Otago 
tui-eating missionary who welcomed his new home as a 
Preaching Place, to a narrow-minded Scot, who said he made 
too much wine available on board ship. (He actually counted 
the bottles!) 

As I worked on, I felt I was having an affair with the man! 
Fingering a lock of his hair, gazing into his eyes to discover 
their colour, pouncing upon someone's mention that he was 
six foot six tall ... I imagined his laughter as !he host of 
famous Barretts Hotel in Wellington where "the wines were 
excellent", turned the pages of his water-stained navigation 
book to visualise him captain of a schooner around the 
treacherous coast of Tasmania, and noted the old newspaper 
report of his first export of wool from empty Otago. 

At some stage I had to begin at the beginning. 'Glamorous 
Angelica at the Swedish Embassy gave me the reasearch 
organisations to contact and gradually the facts came back. 
In great surprise I learnt that an old wooden manor house 
beside beautiful Lake Fryken was his birthplace, and that 
it stands there still. I had unknowingly passed within a few 
miles years before. The story of the iron foundry. the lost 
inheritance and the voyage to Australia and China 140 years 
ago was embellished by the discovery of the small gold crest 
and ancient camphorwood chest. 

My children became the sixth generation to play with his 
father's heavy cavalry sword and we all marvelled at the 
portrait of his dark-eyed mother in her silk crinoline gown. 
She died so young that she would never have known of the 
existence of New Zealand. 

The Swedish family tree has many unusual Christian 
names, like Brilljana, or Gustafwa, and we are left to imagine 
how he learnt our language. Uppsala University, where he 
registered in 1828, sent a photocopy of his admission but 
said that English was not taught there. 

I spen t hour~ reading old newspapers, and squinting at 
faded letterbooks of ancient civil servants, helped courteously 
through indices I could not fathom. I needed a computer. 
The pile of papers under my"bed is now a foot high. I 
squashed gold seals into red wax, and studied the mechanics 
of a lovely clock, won at the Wellington Races at Te Aro in 
1849. 

Other questions remain unanswered. Did he sail by 
chance on that little vessel which took 14 pure-bred merinos 
to West Australia, when that land contained nothing more 
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than a few tents and huts, or did he go specifically with a 
view to emigrating later? Lloyds of London sent details of 
the ships on which he worked and which he captained, but 
never tales of sea pie and storms. 

been me..1 after leavi~ mv fiance in London 16 years a~o. but 
the date unmista.t<.enly 1833. lier sewmg oox and handmade 
lace christening gown were later taken out to Tasmania with 
his Scandinavian bureau, and .Archives in Hobart have the 

His grandchildren remembered being told that the caf ain 
died on the voyage to China, and one passenger on a vessel 
he once chartered for New Zealand, sketched her with 
broken mast and bowsprit. Another passenger wrote a diary 
on board. but it is held in a museum and I must go to 
Dunedin to read the hundreds of inky pages. 

. record of their ship's arrival, when the clerk misspelt the 
unusual surname. 

From there we also received a list of the convicts who 
worked on their property. The family has two chairs made 
of Tasmanian blackwood which were sat in by Bishop Selwyn 
and Sir George Grey during New Zealand's first decades 

A little further north, I am free to clamb~r around "The 
Barn'". which stands in dilapidated state near a cliff, 
delighting in the old sandstone cobbles, and the wooden 
arches in the stables. I imagine ghosts among the tall old 
trees which encircle the empty site of the homestead, the 
''largest building in Otago" at one time, and some of the 
handmade bricks are scattered in the grass. · 

Gradually the information has been collected. My children 
have begun to understand family continuity through a couple 
of hundred years, and my husband and I have travelled all 
over New Zealand meeting historians, librarians, writers, 
present dwellers on the old properties and just plain 
descendants. 

All expected me to be a wizened old lady, as mummified 
as history. His 16-year-old English bride poured out her heart mto a 

diary, which lasted a fortnight, after she had waved him 
goodbye from a sailing ship in the Thames. It could have 

Music 
An Anti. ANZ US Concert 
by Jeremy Templer 

Corben Simpson was to perform at 
a concert at VaFsity on Sunday night, 
September 16, so I went along. A 
Resistance Anti-Anzus concert as it 
turned out: Chinese films, Sam Hunt, 
Trilogy, C orb and a dollar to get in. 
Fair enough -- from 8pm to 2am with 
yer dollar also getting two cans of 
beer. Various other delights provided 
in the form of food and candy-floss. 
Out with yer dollar, git a stamp placed 
on yer hand and you're in and 
watching Chinese films. Far Ogt. 

They were mucking around with the 
these Chinese films for a while and 
everyone was talking and drinking. 
Switch to a film of moving clouds or 
something ( very surrealistic) and I'm 
thinking what the hell's going on and 
when\ Curh commg on and when
o::ver's anything gomg to happen. 

I move to a neutral corner with a 
coupla cans and it's back to the 
Chinese films , Chinese ballet dancers 
or something and I can see the guys 
settmg up the equipment like they've 
been doing for the last hour or so and 
I'm getting slightly slacked off. 

Then the film screen is raised so 
that it's only half visible and those 

blasted Chinese ballet dancer are still at 
it. Then Corb appears - red jeans, 
white jeans jacket, tennis shoes and 
guitar. 

And it's out with the weird vocals, 
jews harp, and Why Am I So Strange? 
Great guitar and after a short 
instrumental it's retuning time. Cheeses, 
I dunno. It's just his vocals and his 
guitar and it's beautiful and those 
Chinese dancers are still dancing on 
clouds. Some more songs and well, 
hell, the cat's a natural performer. 
Hear him singing Where is love? and 
his voice reaches the soul and I didn.'t 
think anybody could do that anymore. 
This guy's been through it all and now 
he wants to know where love is and 
well, gee, if this was a movie we'd all 
be crying. The feeling's that intense. 

Now he's wandering off stage and 
then returning, peeling off his jacket 
1!ndjersey and we all r~membe_r 
Ngaruawahia but this ain't it. This is 
... aaaaah. See him up front bathed 
in a green light, shaking his head, 
keeping time with size - well, they 
look large - tennis shoes and telling us 
he can fly. Course he can. 

And then he's playing Scotland the 
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Brave on the jews harp and that leads 
into. something else on the jews harp 
and, hell, he's singing as well. A send-up 
ftom the showman? 

Now he's saying he's got a sore 
throat and it's out with his signs. 
Signs? Yeah, signs - the first one says 
Join my club and after a bit of 
coaxing (It's a secret club) somebody 
does just that. This guy's not sure 
what he has to do and he's hoping 
to hell it's nothing like a bikie's 
initiation. Corb whispers the secret 
instructions. The guy's laughing and 
he goes up to the mike and tells us he 
really thinks Corben1s shit hot. And 
that's what his next sign says. Then it's 
Have you been sick from ~diation 
yet? auy my new L.P. and Get Your 
Gear Off First. 

And then it's something about no 
trespassing which is in his next song. 

That song's toilowed by H.unning to 
the Sea which is a gas and Corb's voice 
is wandering all over the place and then 
it's Up on the Roof and Danny 
Kootch's Sailing. And, hell; I'm 
thinking he must talk to that geetar. 
Moondance and one other .. Some 
girl's joining Corb's fa!'\. club (shouldn't 



we all?). One more song and that's all 
for tonite, folkz. Yeh, that's it. Bye 
Corb, 'ullo Trilogy. 

(funny that). Everyone got up and 
danced 'cos here was a rockanroll 
band. 

original talent and he's caught up and 
left starving in an ideology that says 
money's nothing as long as I've got 
plenty myself. Bad scene, man. Trilogy are yer average ear-blasting 

New Zealand blitzkrieg pub group 
'cept there's only three of them 

Corb's behind them and 
nonchalantly retrieving his gear. He's 
living for the music and he's an 

~ -

Whar artists have affected you? Any main influences? 
Ah . . well, no. 
N11 (nmpletely ongmal '' 

#' 

Well . wen. I hope so~ used to listep. to everybody you 
know. l used to listen to everyone until !'smashed my radio 
and my T.V. I actually physically smashed my radio ... I 
picked it up, smashed it on the floor you know. 

Yeah. Just pissed off? 
Yeah, in a mental rage. Well, my T.V .. .. the back fell 

off my T.V. while I was driving along in my truck so I just 
left it there ... I don't watch T.V. I don't read the 

Well, just by you know not ... not really knowing what's 
going on. Not sort of having ... like you think I'd rather be 
involved with what's happening to me you know what I 
mean. No-one's going to be ruling over me. Everyone's got 
that thing in their life if they haven't well . . . God help 
them ... you know, every man's his own thing ... anyway 
I sort of thought well, no-one's going to tell me what to do 
9r you know. This isn't aimed at anybody - anybody ai all 
you know. And I think I alienated them a lot. You sort of 
get a bit out of touch with people. 

Do you write many of the songs you perform? 
Yes. Yes I write quite a few. I'm scared to play my songs 

or record them at all. 
Why's that? Won't they match up to the others or what? 
Not that they won't match up. No. They match up for 

me. For me they're better than anything in the whole world, 
you know. But anyone else ... anyone else ... 

Who wrote "Runnmg to the Sea" 9 

Well, I wrote the music to That. And um . .. a friend, Pat 
McKinnon ... he's a poet . he wrote the words. 

I see Shaw Savill have turned it into an advertisement. 
Yes. Lucky for me. Oh ... I mean that could be 

considered quite a bad thing· really, couldn't it? Everybody 
says to me, "What's going on?" you know. This commercial 
business and all that. 

But I mean when you're broke· and that and 200 bucks is 
just sittin' there and all·you have to do is play your song for 
a minute and change a couple of words ... so that's why 
really .. . 

Are you satisfied with your new album? 
No. 
How about your first album. The recording quality wasn't 

all that hot. 
Well . . . I mean most records that you listen to 

you're listening to an album that costs anythmg between 
· three aild four thousand bucks to record Four thousand 
Even five thousand bucks worth. That', no1 even tunny vou 

know. It costs 20,000 bucks to actually prodw.:e that 
record. That's the cover and everything. Well, you listen to 
my first album and you're listening to a few thousand 
dollars. A few thousand dollars and .. sort ,it "What's 

newspapers ariy more and I don't listen to any news ... well, going on?" music. You know tt's all funny mus1l hut 
I do actually you know. I mean ... there was a point when I ;'What's going on?" you know. 

JUSt <-ouldn 't bear listening to anything because I thought Yeah. Is the music on your latest going to be like that or .. . 
Ohh. It's going to my head - sort of. It's going to be . Well ... it's a bit like .that. It's not you know ... not 
around and round in my head all the time . I'll have to always quite as bad as that. A lot of the songs are poli tical. You see 
be negative. Running around in my head and I won't be able things started getting a bit pretty for me. I mean I never used 
... won't be able to create anything original you know. . . to be political at all. I never used to be political and then ah 
something of someone else is going to come out and that. . .. when BLERT A first started up it got pretty p11l1t 1-:al you 

The only way I can listen to records is to just ... you know and I ... I just didn't know what was going ,m. I 
know, like recording is something, creating is something, and didn't want to be involved with politics .. . It started 
eating is something and drinking is something and ah ... you getting fairly political in my head and then all that 
know that's a special religion (laughs) and listening is something , happened at Ngaruawahia and oh! It really went to me. 
you know, and nothing should interfere. You know it really affected me. It really sent me rather 

I understand you've got a new album soon to be released. mental. Like I left my wife and ran up north and go t away 
When can we expect to see it in the shops? from it all. Running back ... backwards and forwards ... 

I don't know man. I actually read it in the paper that it wondering what the hell am I doing and ... that really sort of 
was going to be released. I don't know when though. knocked me around . Just f.or something that I felt was 

Don't they tell you? completely sort of a natural act and .. . I became a victim of 
Well, I suppose if I asked them to bot I haven't asked them. the media and it really got political and so I wrote a whole 

It's very easy going you know. Like I think I've alienated a lot of political songs. The whole l.p.'s actually political 
lot of people in the recording industry. you see. Everything is. It's sort of like you know 

How ~o? it's sort of like ... I dunno. It's kind of funny . 
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Sickness 

USEFUL NOTES FOR THOSE WHO MAY ARRIVE, SUDDENLY, IN 
HOSPITAL: by Roz Ellis 

I've never had it so good. 
Being in hospital means you're 

the centre of attention, when you 
arrive and both before and after 
the operation. The nurses converge 
on your bed, the other patients 
eye you with speculation, and the 
doctors hold consultations around 
you. 

As the days wear on, your 
importance diminishes. Somebody 
else is getting the attention. You 
are no longer a novelty to the 
nurses. 

But there's always visiting 
hours. The more flamboyant your 
visitors, the more the other 
members of the ward enjoy them 
too. They flash you unanswered 
question m;uks. 

When visiting hours are over, 
you return smugly to the 

mysterious novel whose cover 1s 
never revealed. 

After you ·have established the 
WfiShing, feeding, pill and lights out 
times, there's very little scope left for 
personal independence. Then it's scr 
easy to sink into an uninteresting and 
uninspiring lump beneath the 
bedclothes. 

Ah, but I was mobile. And one of 
the advantages I discovered was that 
it enabled me to forage forth along 
endless corridors in search of 
adventure and entertainment. I learnt 
a lot about the love life of certain 
nurses, and became intimate buddies 
with those I encountere/d being bed
wheeled away to operating theatres. 
They seemed to think their hours 
were numbered. 

Besides becoming dangerously 
skilled at the daily paper's crosswords, 

I also developed an aptitude for 
meaningless conversations wtth anyone 
from the cleaning woman to the 
doctor. To them your'-presence is 
merely another object to clean/prod 
around. But don't ignore them. They 
are dependent on you. 

When I arrived, I'd been denuded of 
nail polish and make-up. That's because 
eyelids and nails act as important 
warning signals if something nasty 
happens to your crrculation during 
the operation. That's the reason they 
gave me anyway. 

In my natural state, then, in a 
deserted corridor late one night, as I 
contemplated my cigarette, an 
intruder said, "Hello gorgeous - wh~t 
are you doing next Saturday night?" 

. That contributed to my speedy 
discharge more than anything else. 

------------~~------
Pa's got flu, not the runny cold he calls flu. I'm telling it 

like it is. 
We've had the roaring bit - "I'll never have those bloody 

flu injections again." 
"But you might be sicker." 
"For crying out loud. I couldn't be sicker." 
The bleating bit - "Ma - - MAA, get the thermometer. 

Ring the doctor." 
The huffy bit - "My temperature's 102:" 
"Yes;it has been every hour on the hour and no, I won't 

ring the doctor. Aspirin four hourly, plenty of fluids, stay in 
bed." 

"But I'm sick. No. Go away, I don't want my pyjamas 
changed." 

The irritable bit - "Get on to the office, pick up the tape 
recorder. You'll have to type. Dear God, my girl may be slow 
but she's not a half-wit. Where's coffee? Where have you 
been? Why? What the hell are you up to on that damn 
typewriter? I want lunch. Who was that on the phone? What 
did she want? Keep off the phone - I might want to ring the 
office." 

The convalescent bit - "Come and talk to me. For the 
love of mike sit still and stop arsing around. Get me a drink. 
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Spring 
by Peggy Budge 

Stuff the lemon juice and bring the decanter. Well, open 
another bottle. O.K. O.K. dry up and I'll have a bloody 
shower." 

The going back to work bit -· "l won't hurry in the 
morning. You can drive me. I'll put in a couple of hours, 
we'll eome.Jiome together. It'll save you another trip." 



ST. HELEN'S DISAPPOINTMENT 

by Ann Turner 

St. Helen 's is not llvmg up to its 
good reputation. A young mother 
who has recently had her first baby 
has some constructive criticism about 
the Hospital. She believes motherhood 
is important and nursing staff should 
be more aware of this. 

Mrs James had an easy and enjoy
able birth. Her husband was present. 
What upse t her was the feeding of her 
baby with water and glucose every 
four hours. The nurses also urged her 
to breast-feed the 1:Jaby every four 
hours. Mrs James had wanted to 
demand -feed her baby and she was 
disappointed and puzzled at the nurses' 
attitude. 

Mrs James noticed that when the 
babies were bathed the method of 
laying them on a hard table caused 
crying and general distress signs. It 
appeared that the babies felt consider
ab le insecurity. 

Nurses should have more in-depth 
instruction in the mothers' state 
during this important post-birth 
period. They should concentrate on 
encouraging the mother to relax and 
enjoy her baby. Mrs James feels this 
could be easily achieved with experien
ced and helpful nursing staff being 
dose at hand. Mothers would then 
gain the confidence which is so 
necessary during this vulnerable time. 

Common Day Crisis 

AGATHA CHRJSTII: SHORTIE 

l went on duty at 3.30 pm . The 
psychiatric villa had both men and 
women patients. The male charge 
nurse was particularly glad to see me. 

"You'll have to manage by your
self until 7 tonight . Another male 
nurse should be here by then." He 
picked up his coat and as I signed on I 
heard his car start. I read the report 
book before leaving the office to speak 
to those already there. 

This was a type of rehabilitation 
centre where most of the patients went 
out to work either in the hospital 
itself or surrounding places . 

The 'phone went. It was the assist 
ant head male nurse, wanting the male 
charge nurse. "He went off duty at 
3.30 today:• 

"Are you there by yourself, nurse?" 
"Yes, but a male nurse is coming on 

at 7 this evening." 
"That's not the point. Mr * is giving 

a lot of trouble at work and they are 
sending him back to the villa . You 
keep away from him and ring. Ring at 
the first sign of trouble, understand?" 
He didn't sound happy. 

"Yes, yes ." I put the 'phone down . 
I understood very weil indeed that it 

by Sister Mary Dominica 

was up to me in this villa ol 42 pauents 
to make quite sure they were safe 
from any paranoic attacks of Mr * 

He came mto the villa just before the 
evening meal arrived at 4 .20 pm. I had 
asked the other patients not to upset 
him in any way. They knew exactly 
that I meant "Keep off the grass". 
And he came in like a round , 5'2" 
brown bull, breathing fire and ready 
to charge. 

I was putting the medication tray 
back in the office when I heard him 
shouting at a woman in the dining 
room . I lorked the medication cup
board and went to draw him away. 

"Mr * , the male charge told me 
that your ear is running again."I 
spoke softly so he had to stop and 
concentrate on what I said. The full 
dining room emptied. The one patient 
I really could rely upon was still at 
work . The place was like a morgue. 
but t ull o f listening ears 

He began to argue. Cl.lmplain. but 
he did not shout at me, following me 
quietly enough into tJ,.e office. 

It is always rather hard to turn 
your back when you know someone is 
becoming manic. I felt better, pleased 

Mr~ M Ryan. assistant matron at St. Helen's, said the 
Hospital has twu groups m training. One is undergoing a 
six-month midwifery course. These women have already 
had general nursing training. Lectures are given on the 
emotional needs of the mother. 

EDITORS - BACK TO SCHOOL 

by Sister Marv Dominica 

An editorial course plus a writing course are being held 
currently at Wellington Polytechnic. The first runs for 
eight weeks while the writing course is six weeks. The other group is younger and is made up of community 

nurses with an average age of 26 years. The training period 
is 18 months which includes some experience at Wellington 
Hospital. There is less emphasis on the emotional needs of 
the motheJ in this course . 

"Hospital staff aim at flexibility in their training", Miss 
Ryan said , "but it is sometimes difficult for nurses who 
have done their training under the old system to adapt to a 
different style. 

"The passing on of knowledge and feelings of the senior 
staff through the hospital ranks does have its difficulties, but 
at all times an endeavour is made to impress upon the nurses 
the need for flexibility. 

"As many nurses trained under a different system, there 
is a need for constant reminders to nurses. It is good to 
ha ve comments from mothers," said Miss Ryan. 
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· Being one of the two fortunate people taking both 
courses, what strikes me most is how different in character 
and personality the two groups are. I was appalled on reading 
the professional qualifications of the editorial group. 

However, a refresher course m any occupation can be 
helpful and stimulating. Editors and assistant editors of 
various publications have swung into action from the start. 

On thtfirst day a voice from the back said "What are 
your qualifications for taking this course?" The tutor, 
Mr Frost explained . 

Sin~e then editorial and sub-editing responsibilities have 
been examined , publications criticised, printing techniques 
revised, typography, layout and proofreading practised . 
There have been visits to relevant places of interest and we 
are planning and designing a booklet for the National 
Museum. 

I have begun to think that it is a simpler th.mg to write 
than to edit. · 

~ 
l 
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Is abortion liberal from the point of view of the baby? 

even, when I saw the state of his ear. our places \vere reversed. My hand itched than me. 
Although he was glaring at me, he for th,e 'phone, but it wasn't the time yet. Then I sensed them. One on each side 

was trying to listen . "I want the His eyes were different again and his of me, another coming through the door. 
doctor to see your ear. It must be very hands by his side. Not one of the male nurses said a word . 
painful." He knocked over the chair "You know me, Mr * ", I said. Mr * , up on his ladder, glared down at 
and a tirade began. His family, his · "Yes, Sister ," he answered and that them and then suspicious-ly at me. 
wife. How she had put rum in hosp- word was life to me again. "See, I can get out," he said. And 
ital. It was getting worse and when he I began very quietly and slowly. His suddenly I smiled. Well, really, all the 
jumped up I lost an advantage. Instead ear hurt didn't it? Yes. Would he mind do~rs were wide open, you know . 
of swinging towa-ds the 'phone I had if I rang the assistant charge. It had to "Don't you laugh at me, don't you lie 
stepped back instinctively. His was be seen by a doctor. Anything to distract to me. Remember you're a Catholic." 
the advantage now. him ... ear. .. ear. .. ear. He slid down the ladder and I tidily wiped 

Now I had to wait, pressed up He let me ring. Other patients cunous, away my smile. 
against the medication cupboard. I came from the TV room. I had only He stood glaring at us , a helpless sick 
had to wait until this ragmg emotion mentioned my name, villa when Mr * man. I put mY. hand on his ;irm and said, 
was out of his system. So I stood, my began shouting wildly again. I had little "Mr* , the charge nurse asked me would 
eyes never leaving his face and his to say on the 'phone. Mr * obligingly you mind going over to the admission 
hands. For 10 minutes at least, listen- was being heard. ward. He wants the doctor to see you. 
ing and watching. "KeeJJ away from him. I'll send nurses."They are going to fix your ear." 

His eyes were changing, arms lifting. he spoke lo~dly and quickly over the He looked at me numbly. "They 
My face, I knew, had begun to take on 'phone giving me instructions. The will send a car over if you like. I thought 
the features of those of a woman who main one was "stay in one piece". that you would just as soon walk over." 
feared to come near him. Mr * rushed towards me again. He looked at me. at the male nurses. 

My weapons now were only my "I'll show you. I can get out. I' squared his shoulders and nodded. 'Tll 
awareness, the quickness of my senses show you. Come." He went through go," he said. 
and this other thing I had watched for the men's dormitory to his own small He went off between two male nurses . 

- right timing. _ room, dragged out a ladder , opened it, I turned towards the 'phone to report to 
"I am not your wife." I cut in quickly scaled it, struck at a bar on the window the charge but the third male nurse turned. 

and moved fast out of the way of those until it lay smashed at my feet. I felt shook a finger at me and said. "I would 
hands reaching towards my throat. Now quite unperturbed. Rather the window watch those lies of yours. Sister'" 

ALL IN A WORD 

hv Hettie Parks 

It is all of 50 years ago. I had a new 
teacher, a new school and a new word 
to struggle with . 

The teacher said, "Write an essay." 
Essay, what was an essay? Stunned, pen 
in hand , I stared at the word. 

I knew that I would be kept in if I 
didn't get more than five out of ten 
for this thing called essay. I was kept 
in. 

The boy who lived around the 
corner was too. I might not know that 
the word "composition" also meant 
"essay" because nobody told me. But 
did it matter? I got my books carried 
home by the boy from around the 
corner and formed a new friendship. 

Wllh all its sham and drudgerv and 
bruken dreams. it is still a beautiful world. 

frum Desiderata 

A HAIR-RAISING STORY 

"Just a trim, please." I always say 
please - even when I don't want a 
haircut. I never want a haircut. But I 
get pressured. Bald men shouldn't have 
long hair apparently. It offends hairy 
men with short hair. 

"Have you thought about a wig. 
sir?" I sighed for those pre-wig days 
when the barber was quite happy to 
give me a quick trim and a polish. 

Mr. William. 
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by Ken Berry 

''And cover up my lovely sun tanr· 
I replied. · 

"There's a very real danger of skin 
cancer, sir." 

"You can drop the 'sir' bit," I 
said "I can't be sure whether ifs an 
advertising gimmick.'' I was bemg a bit 
rough. He probably needed the 
commission a lot more than I needed a 
wig. "How much an acre?" I ad_ded 

"Sir must have his little joke:· he 
winced. "Even in your case we still 
quote by the square inch." 

"That'll cost me about a thousand 
dollars at that rate." 

"Oh no sir - we could make you a 
wig for no more than four hundred 
dollars." 

At least he didn't use the word 
"only". 

He charged me only 50 cents for 
the haircut. 

"Think about it, sir," he said as he 
protected his eyes from the dazzle. 

"I will," I said as I walked to the 
door. I paused. "But it's obvious 
that one has to get ahead to get a 
wig. Far too much toupee.'' 



" 

by Stephen Stead 

So the Government is considering establishing kibbutzim 
in New Zealand is it? Yes, well that's O.K. as far as I'm 
concerned. 

I know there's a lot of questions that haven't been 
answered yet about this kibbutzim plan, like where the 
possible sites are, and what sort of assistance they will 
receive from the Government, if any? 

And assuming the Government isn't going to stand over 
them like Big Brother, how are the rules going to be made? 
But I'm sure these can be overcome. Young people tend to 
be earnest and zeatous so this plan could make good use of 
these attributes. · 

In the main it's my generation this scheme is aimed at so 
I've had good re<1son to think about it. Many of my 
contemporaries are drifting. They lack a sense of belonging. 
It doesn't really matter why. The situation exists. "What 
should we do?" ask the concerned. Kirk's kibbutz plan is 
the latest in a long line of suggestions. It's worthy of serious 
consideration. 

Mr Kirk was right when he said the kibbutzim would 
help to develop a sense of nationhood. Along with my 
contemporaries, I find that not having had anything to 

• 
•• 

&!ill ,,TZ 
fight for has resulted in having things all too easy. No 
depression or World Wars. Nothing to keep us together 
and to keep us going. We're like the snails in th~ 
psychological experiment who lose their desire for fooi 

tve had no struggle. No grit in the oyster to make the 
pearl. I want some grit. Maybe Kirk's kibbutz is the grit I 
need. The exchange of ideas in a working and living situation 
with questioning human beings would give me something to 
think about and contribute. I wo.uld rather do that than 
talk to someone who "knows it all". 

I'd be able to see what l had achieved. in developing 
something for myself and those with me, rather than putting 
up with what "society" had forced upon me. It would be 
away from the great big impersonal system. where things 
matter more than people . It's people I want. not material 
prosperity. 

Prosperity can hinder personal relationships. Where's 
the priority? A sense of community is worth more than a 
life-time's fortune. 

The materialistic outlook which cripples our country is 
understandable. My parents' generation sacrificed 
tremendously and now are making up for what they missed 
out on. Their material improvement is great, if that's what 
they want out of life. You can have your nice Karori house. 
If that's what you want, good for you. But I don't 'Yant it if 
it's going to isolate me from people. 

To be sure, the development of these kibbutzim won·t 
mean instant utopia. But it's a cheaper solution compared 
with others I can think of, like prisons. 

So as one of those radicals, I want to join a kibbutz. 
Applaud or laugh whichever seems right.Whatever you do, 
think about the Kirk Kibbutzim. They could help our 
country. 

f\AY MATERIALISM by Jill Nixon 

At nineteen there was no choice for me. A small job with 25/- a week. Not exactly poor. Not exactly hit by the 
depression. But about to be hit by the war. We all have lived at home, my generation, paid little or no board, but helped 
m the house instead. We read many books, adored films, played tennis and had holidays with friends in their homes. 
Simple pleasures. 

Married during the war years, we learned to use cod fat instead of butter, make a pound of sausages look like a roast 
of beef, knitted wool two or three times over and made children's clothes from cast-offs. Each day was filled with 
minor household triumphs. 

For the lucky there was the re-establishment of family life and finally the building of our own homes. We cared 
for elderly parents and friends. Helping people was everyday and unremarked. 

In later middle age we have achieved a degree of affluence, and this has been the way of live for the fortunate in my 
generation. 34 



- MARAE 
New Zealand led the world in social legislation. Education 

was advanced. Race relations were the best. Not any more. 
The cracks are showing. 

Young people are dissatisfied, accused of delinquency and 
laziness. The aged struggle to live. Housing costs rise. Maoris 
wallow around in them all. 

The Prime Minister suggests the young idea of kibbutzim 
on Crown land. 

No reply from Maoris. 
Perhaps they don't know what a kibbutz is. 
They do know what a marae is. 
We are so busy urbanising Maoris we've forgotten their 

system of communal living. 
Adapted to modern living conditions, the marae would 

cater for young and old. 
Advantages of the marae are retention of the extended 

family, housing for the elderly and retired, easier care for 
the handicapped, baby-sitting problems solved. Above all, 
security. 

The concept is one we all know. 
On the marae, families are close together yet completely 

separate. 
If aged parents become sick, the family is near. Grand

parents can baby-sit without travelling far. 
There could be complaints. The Maoris next door held an 

all-night party -·· a rowdy one tog . The fellow on the 
other side hammered all night. The kids are making too 
much noise. It happens anyway, so why not have the pleas
ure of shouting at your own grandson or uncle or. cousin? 

Why import a new system when we already have a tried 
one? 

Let's export the idea of the marae and label it "made in 
New Zealand". 

TO COIN A PHRASE 

My cliches were inherited, and fight it though I tried, 
The tendency to use them was too strong to be denied. 

A(y granny said that I should try to look before I leap, 
Mv mother brought me up to leave a sleeping dog asleep. 

My aunts and uncles said a nod was good as any wink, 
My father knew I'd lead a horse but I never make it drink. 

CORB. (before subbing) 

by Anne McDonald 

If Mr Kirk wants his Kibbutz to have a New Zealand 
flavour, a good start would be to name them "Kirkbutz". 

- Ann Turner 

But now I'm told that cliches are a writer's biggest sin. 
A literary avenue where Joos must not rush in. 

The might pen, the stitch in time are really overdone, 
Along with cooks and many hands, and walk before you nm. 
But nothing ventured nothing gained, I'll tread where angels 

fear, 
In penny and in pound I'll try- to write and persevere. 

Lib Kay 

"Then Corb appears - red jeans, white jeans-jacket and 
tennis shoes, clutching his Gibson like he was born with it. 
Hell, I think he was. 
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NOTE FROM THE EDITOR 
The physical "getting out" of any publication always 

involves a large quota of bodies, blood, sweat and tears. This 
fact - not always appreciated by readers and contributors -
was very evident to me with the evolution of JIGSAW 2. 

To those hard-worked, ink-covered, back-room people: --Adrienne and Ted Frost 
Sandra Hall 

Roseanne Robertson 
Diane Thomas 
Ralph Green 

Jeremy Templer 
.. . and others 

- on behalf of the writing course 
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And ... 
ON JIGSAW I - FROM THE CHIEF REPORTER Of JIGSAW 2 

I lost my Jigsaw I to Ross. I filed my notes - Lost 
Property. It was then that I began to call our magazine 

, Zigzag II. 
I got the rnpy back. I convinced myself that it was 

Jigsaw not Zigzag and I began again. 
What struck me was the originality and enterprise shown 

by the students of the first course. One needs someone to 
interview so rings Mr Muldoon. Another wants to learn to 
fly because she has "time on her hands". 

Then poiitics ... Now I never get involved in small issues 
like political affairs, abortion, state aid to private schools, 
euthanasia or New Zealand's involvement, or lack of it in 
Sout.h East Asia so I turned to "Beehives for All" - schemes 
for the aged. I didn't think the article got off the ground. 
Although it flourished with ideas, it seemed too ambitious to 
work. However. one can always sit in the sun and listen . 

! The feature story that stole the magazine completely was 

Travel writing led to "Rain and Tea" on the West Coast 
and "Strange Beds" in Spain. From the trials of camping in 
New Zealand we made it to tram troubles in Amsterdam. 

On to "Rattling Boxes" for and against, and sympathy 
for both sides. "Haven of Peace" and yoga makes me think 
of Richard Hittleman. Eric Doornekamp, Director and 
Editor of "The Lotus" is a member of the present editorial 
course. 

After the "Story of Tracy" came an article on the Ngaio 
Gorge first published in the Johnsonville Independent 
Herald on 1 April. 

Expansion of Rongotai Airport seems to be past news ( '?) 
Blooming Garden is forever perennial. 

Soame's Island grandchild is close a( home. 
Book Review was a critical assessment of" A Sort of Life" 

the autobiography of Graham Greene. 
Dr Davidge's lecture, marking World Health Week, headed 

"Health begins at Home", almost completed the magazine. 
Tucked away in the last corner were· 17 names and phone 

number of these new freelance writers. U
Whatever happened to mother-in-law?" Did the author 
ally mean it? It was Saturday night when I read it and 
he Lucy Show was on, but the mislaid mother-in -law held 
veryone's attention. 

---
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