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NEWSLETTER april 2017 
news and views 

 
Rangitikei Weekend 2017 
This year’s Rangitikei Weekend will be held on 
Saturday 13th and Sunday 14th May, when the five 
museums in the Heritage Group will be open from 
10am to 4pm. 
The theme this year is the history of Aircraft of the 
Rangitikei. 
We would be very grateful of any offers of help to do 
some spring cleaning in advance of this, and also 
man the museum over the weekend. 
 
Members outing to Taihape and Mangaweka 
Museums 
On Tuesday 21st February, 16 members met at the 
Village to set out for Taihape Museum, where we 
were warmly welcomed. Everyone agreed that it was 
a really interesting collection and we also attempted 
to poach ideas of how to display some of our items. 
This was followed by a walk to the Brown Sugar Café 
for afternoon tea and then on to Mangaweka 
Museum, where we again had a very warm welcome. 
We were all amazed at how much a small museum 
can hold, and how very interesting it all was. Yet 
again we poached some of their ideas Thank you to 
Carol, Marjorie and Margaret for making this such a 
pleasant afternoon. 
 
AGM for 2017 
This year’s Annual General Meeting will be held on 
Tuesday 16th May at 1.30 pm. Please note that this is 
earlier than our usual members meeting time. 
We are yet to finalise the programme for the 
afternoon. 
 
A 100 Years of McGruer’s 
McGruer’s, a family business, has served the Marton 
Community for 100 Years.  

(Another family business, McIlwaines, (1910-2010) 
celebrated their 100 years of serving the people of 
Marton in 2010.) 

This April 2017, McGruer’s celebrates 100 years as a 
drapery business in Broadway. 

Calendar of 
2017 

 
 
MARTON AND DISTRICT 
HISTORICAL SOCIETY 
 
Members’ Meeting Tuesday 18th 
April 2017 

Meeting in Archive Room at 2pm. 

General business and notices. 

We will then leave by 2.30pm  
(either by car or walking) to go to 
Kendrick Cottage, corner of Ross 
and Harris Street. 

Francis Wilson will show us his 
bottle collection (really worth 
seeing), and other memorabilia 
and artefacts. 

Everyone is then invited to return 
to the Archive Room for 
afternoon tea. 

Francis will be returning with us if 
you want to ask any more 
questions. 

This will be a very interesting 
afternoon. 

☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ 
 

To see old newsletters visit our 
website at: 
tinyurl.com/martonhist 
 
Sponsor our newsletter! 
Only $20 per issue. 
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A Mr. J.D McGruer came to Marton and purchased an established drapers from 
Mr. Albert Suttcliffe in Broadway, in the building which is presently occupied by 
Blue Danube and Wally’s Bookshop. This was Mr. McGruer’s 12th drapery 
business in New Zealand, and he needed a manager. In his Napier drapery shop 
he had an enterprising, very capable couple, Mr Arthur Scott and Mrs Eileen 
Scott, hence the Scott families moved into Marton. 

Mr. & Mrs. Scott settled in Marton, a family of three children, Lydia, Margaret 
and Douglas. Today, grandson, Peter Scott continues to run the drapery shop. 
The only McGruer’s shop left in New Zealand. 

McGruer’s was a grand shop in North Broadway when in 1944 they moved to the 
present site. These premises were previously the Marton Sash and Door 
Company. Many local residents will have memories of the respect and 
understanding shown to customers by Lydia and Douglas Scott. 

This Society recommends that in April you take a visit to McGruer’s and view a 
video of their history and the many changes in fashion etc over the last 100 
years. 

We wish our very best good Luck to Peter Scott for continuing the future of 
McGruer’s. 

Other drapery businesses once in Broadway, now gone, were Lewis & Cameron, 
Lloyds, Lows, Suttcliffes, Gracies and Hallensteins. 

Do you remember where they were? 

 

 
Waiting for a Sale to open. 
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Rod’s Reminiscences 

Blowing Stuff Up 
In the 1950s and 60s, New Zealand still seemed to have fond memories of WWII 
military exploits (especially from the battle of El Alamein) and hence still happy to see 
young people embark on adventure with go-for-it attitudes and inquiring minds, 
especially with respect to stuff going bang! These days, a lot that was possible then 
(even climbing trees) is either totally banned or so regulated that sometimes I think the 
only real fun left is trying bypass Google’s filters to access juicy stuff on the internet, 
or trying for vicarious thrills watching Myth-Busters do stuff for us. 
On the farm we had a small stock of gelignite sticks for blowing out tree stumps. To go 
with this there was a stock of detonators in a cigarette tin – always kept well away from 
the gelignite sticks. Finally, there was a roll of safety fuse. We never had any high 
speed fuse (or Primacord) as it was only allowed to be sold in whole rolls – too much 
for our requirements – presumably to deter its use in such war-time exploits as blowing 
down French telegraph poles. 
One day my Father & I decided we could spare one stick of gelignite to investigate the 
idea of fishing with it. We set up one stick, lit the fuse and threw it out into the middle 
of the farm dam. The result looked very like the Hollywood movie scenes of depth 
charges going off – in a small way. A satisfying “thump” produced an immediate 
raising of an area of water as the shock wave reached the surface, followed soon after 
by a waterspout as the gas bubble from the explosion reached the surface. All this in 
perfect miniature compared with the wartime movie scenes. 
But, as far as we could see, no dead eels. Maybe there weren’t any around that day, or 
maybe they’re just tough. 
Normally an explosion requires a confined space to have a really devastating effect, but 
we had the impression that detonators were really nasty little toys no matter what their 
situation; so we tested one by laying it, completely un-enclosed, on a steel oven biscuit 
tray mounted up off the ground. After the bang, there was a hole blown clean through 
the tray. 
Most impressive! This made one really think about tall tales of tough miners who 
reputedly crimped detonators onto fuses with their teeth. Maybe these were the same 
types of people who worked on service station forecourts and extinguished their 
cigarettes by dropping them down the underground petrol-tank filler pipes. 
One day, my Father found a box with some unused gelignite sticks that had been 
forgotten about for a while. The box had some liquid floating in the bottom. We 
vaguely knew that this was probably quite dangerous stuff, and went pretty careful with 
it – without any disasters. We found out later that gelignite is possibly just nitro-
glycerine, or something similar, mixed with other stuff, and the components can leak 
out. Nitro-glycerine, on its own, is lethal stuff not to be messed with (illustrated very 
dramatically in the 1950s film “The Wages of Fear”). 
On the other hand, gelignite can be safely burned in an ordinary fire. I tried burning it 
once with some small pieces. It just quietly fizzes like a fuse on a firecracker. 
Next Time — Low Explosive 
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A NOT SO HISTORICAL STORY 
A Medley of Mysteries 

The door to our Settlers Cottage has two locks — the original old mortice lock and a modern Yale 
snib lock, keyed alike with most of the other buildings on our museum site. The old lock with its 
round knob is there as part of the authentic look of the old building, but is rather unsuitable as the 
principal security item in our modern environment. Hence the necessity of the addition of an extra 
modern lock. We use only the modern Yale lock because (apart from being reasonably secure in 
comparison to the old fashioned one) we then only have to carry one key to open up all our main 
buildings. 

One day it was found that the cottage door could not be opened, despite the regular key being inserted 
and correctly turned. After some complicated detective work it was determined that the probable 
cause of the problem was that the old mortice lock was also firmly locked. A search through a random 
selection of old keys that we owned, miraculously produced one that opened the errant lock and 
returned us to normal operating mode. 
Some obvious questions were: “Who had locked the lock”? Did they have a key we didn’t know 
about? Could we ask them not to do it again? None of our key-holders could help us determine how 
the door became locked — similarly the nightly security patrol staff did not seem to be responsible, 
and we couldn’t think of any other possibilities. That was Mystery number 1. 
The old jail/general-store display building has its own padlock and there was only one key for it for 
several years after I joined the society — not the best idea in the world in case that key got lost. Then, 
one day, completely out of the blue, a spare identical key appeared on our key-hook board. We were 
very grateful to have received a spare key, but where had it come from? Unanswered questions make 
me nervous; so we asked everyone we could think of, including at least one past member, whether 
they had found it and returned it to the hook, but no-one knew how the new key had got onto the 
hook, or where it had been all these years. That was Mystery number 2. 
Somewhat less than another year later, the original key that we used for regular access to the jail, 
disappeared. No-one knew who might have it. So as a matter of urgency we used the recently arrived 
“spare” to get a couple of back-up keys made, as we didn’t fancy having to try to hack-saw off the 
padlock to open our jail/general-store building for visitors. That disappearance, happening all by 
itself, was Mystery number 3. 
Now consider this: One day we had a visit from a group of Boy-Scouts accompanied by their group 
leaders. One of the scouts asked if there was a ghost at the top of the stairs in the Cottage — we 
presumed that he thought that he had seen something unusual. Then, one of the group leaders said she 
had seen a “blue glow, just to the left of the top of the stairs”. When we asked the standard “Any 
questions” at the end of their visit, the supposed “ghost” featured prominently. All a bit of a laugh at 
the time, but (as there were two people involved) maybe that was really Mystery numbers 4 & 5. 
Quite recently, one of our lady visitors went up the stairs to see the bedrooms, but rapidly came down 
again in quite a flap, because she said there were evil vibes at the top of the stairs. The steepness of 
the stairs can be a bit scary, but normally they don’t encourage one to come down in a hurry. Mystery 
number 6? 
One evening we arrived for a committee meeting, but there was no electricity in the records room, 
although all the switches and breakers seemed to be on. The cottage seemed OK, but we couldn’t have 
our meeting in there; so we went to one of our own houses instead. The next day our local electrician 
went into detective mode to try to figure out exactly how our village buildings are wired. Eventually 
he discovered that a switch upstairs in the Workshop at the end of the room farthest from the stairs, 
was turned off. Inquiries of the usual suspects could not determine that anyone had been up there 
since the lights were last seen going just a few hours earlier. Who turned off the switch? Most people 
did not even know it was there. Mystery number 7. 
Locks locking; Keys appearing; Keys disappearing; Ghostly visions; Blue glows; Creepy 
manifestations; self activating switches?? Is there more to all this than can easily be explained without 
attributing stuff to “the other side”? Should we call Ghost Busters? 


