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NEWSLETTER December 2014

News and views

Members Outing

Recently some of our members travelled to Rata and Hunterville to view 
local history.
First to the Rata Hall situated by the Rata Marae. The hall walls are covered 
with photos of local soldiers.  All the soldiers were men who lived and 
worked at Rata and were farewelled by their local community when leaving 

to serve overseas in WWI and 
WWII.
Of these seventy soldiers, two are 
still living today.
Our group then travelled to 
Hunterville Museum which is full of 
interesting artefacts about 
Hunterville’s early history. It was 
first settled in, 130 years ago.

We ended our afternoon in Hunter’s Café.
An enjoyable afternoon for all, thank you to our hosts at both Rata Hall and 
Hunterville Museum.

By Maureen Velvin

DVD Launch in Taihape
On Sunday 30th November the WW1 DVD “RANGITIKEI REMEMBERS” 
stories from WW1, had its first showing at The Majestic Theatre in 
Taihape. 
Thank you to Taihape Historical Society for hosting the release. 

Calendar of 
2015

Bi-Monthly Gathering
Tuesday 10th February

Where: MHS Archives Room, 
Wellington Rd, Marton

When 2pm

Speaker:  Speaker to be 
confirmed.
If anyone needs transport 
please phone either Maureen 
3276104, Rod 3276099 or Pat 
3276063.

SPONSORSHIP
Sponsor our newsletter!  Only 
$20 per issue.
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Moral Bros Buildings   - Broadway

Recent enquiries from a descendant in Cambridge led to researching 
the Moral Bros Building in Broadway.  Vallabh Moral and his brother 
came to Marton in 1921, setting up a fruit and vegetable business in 
High Street, next to the Bank of New Zealand.
In 1925 William Higgins, architect, sought tenders to build a new 
building for the brothers in Broadway.  This building was built of bricks 
made by Kendrick’s Brick Works and opened on 26th March 1926.  
Examples of the produce that they sold were fruit etc., tomatoes at 4 
pence per pound and apples and pears at 3 pence per pound.
The Moral Brothers traded for many years in this building and were 
followed by many other types of businesses over the last 90 years.
Marton in the early 1900s was well supplied with fruit and vegetable 
produce and some of the families who worked hard to make a living 
were the Chinese.

Jhin Yin 1913
Charlie Lum Kee 1916
Hoong Chong & Co 1918
T. Sing Lee 1920
Jo Chong 1925
Jo Kwong Shing  1923
Charlie Lum Kee  1894 – 1922. He lived on the corner of Hereford 
Street and Wellington Road above the shop.

Marton Christmas Market

MDHS had a stall at the Marton Christmas Market this year. 
The day started at 7.30 when Brian, Kathryn, Peter, Rod and Pat met at 
the Village to load up with all the “stuff” that had been donated for our 
stall. It was a challenge setting up in the lovely windy weather, but we 
did, and Kathryn and Brian even managed to get the gazebo up without 
it blowing away. 
Lynne arrived with more cakes, some plants and books and by the time 
we opened up we had four tables full of cakes, books, garden produce, 
plants, nik-naks, bread boards and bird feeders (made by Peter) and 
picture frames. Thank you to everyone who gave us all these items.
We had just enough time to set up and price everything for the 9am 
opening. The day went well and we had plenty of customers, which 
meant we ended the day with a $327 profit.
It was really worth the effort, and it was fun working with such a great
team.

Spring Cleaning Time !!

We really need to give the 
Museum and Cottage a good 
dust and clear away the 
cobwebs.

Can anyone spare a couple of 
hours to help us?

“Working Bee”   Sunday 25th

January 2015.

Please phone Pat 327 6063. 

A Big Thanks to all the 
volunteers for all their 
help throughout the year. 
Without your support 
what we do would not be 
possible. 

We wish all of you and your 
families a happy Christmas 
and safe holidays.
See you next year.
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Childhood – Part 2 – The Farmyard

Underneath our house on Fern Flats road was a sort of graveyard of old boots and assorted junk, 
presumably built up by previous occupants. Periodically, we children would amuse ourselves by 
crawling under there and “rescuing” some new “treasure”, and by the time the house was 
eventually demolished there was very little junk left.

There are often debates about how far back a young child’s memories go. When my parents got 

married and moved in to the family house, Grandpa and Grandma Smith moved out to a whare 
in the yard. I have a vague impression that Grandma had a small Sunday School style organ in 
there. I also remember a little (Morris?) motor car – one of those little boxes with a tiny back 
window and back doors that would have blown off if opened at any sort of speed. I can’t 
remember it ever being used, but presumably it was.

They had a grand old sea chest style travelling trunk, massively strong with huge clips and a 
fancy clasp and lock to hold it closed. These things were designed to be stood on end and 
opened out in the cabin of a long sea voyage “back home” to Great Britain. The inside was most 
luxuriously appointed. I seem to remember lots of little pockets and storage compartments, but 
basically one half was a little wardrobe with clothes hangars etc. The other half formed a chest 
of three drawers and a sort of bin at the bottom for shoes.

The yard held chooks, ducks and turkeys. In those days chickens were little yellow fluffy things 
and roast chook was a treat for Sunday dinner. Teagle chickens hadn’t been invented, and 
chook/chicken was certainly not the relatively cheap meat that it is today. On the other hand, 
crayfish and oysters, while still a bit of a treat, were not yet almost totally beyond reach.

Turkey gobblers were almost as big as a small child and could be quite dangerous; so when 
children arrived on the scene, it wasn’t too long before they (the turkeys, not the kids) had final 
dates with the cook pot.

A few hundred yards away were the pig-sty enclosures, each with its mud-hole, shelter house 
and feeding trough. Pig-keeping wasn’t really profitable at that level, but was the cheapest way 
of disposing of the skim-milk from the cowshed after the valuable cream had been separated 
from it. Even then, it would not have been the done thing to pour the skim-milk down a creek. 
The milk was pumped from the cowshed to the pigsty area through an underground pipe. Pipes 
were made of steel, and the acid milk would corrode them away until eventually an impressive 
volcano of skim-milk bubbles erupted in the middle of the paddock. The arrival the newly 
invented polythene pipe eventually solved that problem.

Farm machinery, apart from the milking machine and water pump, was operated by two big 
draft horses. One horse could pull a cart, dray, or fertilizer spreader, but both were needed to 
pull a single furrow plough or operate a hay-mowing machine.

The fertilizer spreader had a permanently wobbly wheel, reputedly caused by the whole 
machine having been pulled at speed over at least two fences one day when the towing horse 
got spooked and bolted for the hills.

For a while there was a machine called a Stationary Hay Baler. On these machines, operators sit 
on both sides feeding baling wire back and forth to bind around the bales. The system had it’s 
own “donkey engine”, a single cylinder thing with a huge fly-wheel. I’m told they used to warm 
my baby’s bottle in the hot water tank on the top of the engine on hay-baling days.
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The engine was later used as an emergency power source for the milking machine during Sunday 
afternoon, and other frequent power cuts. It actually drove the milking machine shaft
backwards, but everything worked on pistons that went up and down anyway, so that didn’t 
seem to matter too much for short periods. Try that sort of shenanigans with modern electronic 
machines and see how you get on!

A young child obviously sometimes witnesses things they don’t really understand. One occasion 
involved a neighbour who was a bit of a rough character – and obviously a bit of a show-off. He 
was demonstrating some sort of farming procedure that I certainly didn’t understand. Only 
many tens of years later did it dawn on me that he was castrating a lamb with his teeth — were 
these really “the good old days”?




