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NEWSLETTER June 2016
news and views

Rangitikei 
Heritage 
Weekend

On the weekend of 
14th and 15th May 
we held the annual 
Rangitikei Heritage 
Weekend. This is 
when all five
museums in the

Rangitikei open all day Saturday and Sunday.  Saturday was a fairly 
busy day with about 34 people visiting the village. We also had 
people in to do research. One gentleman had come up from 
Wellington to do research on the MCC cricket club playing in 
Marton in 1930s. He left with the information he wanted and was 
really pleased with his visit. Sunday was a quieter day with only 
about 10 visitors.  Thank you to everyone who helped that 
weekend.

Working Bee
A few of the Committee got together on a cold Saturday 
morning in June to have a bit of a clean up. Kathryn and 
Sharon gave the cottage a good spring clean (or should I 
say, winter clean ), Graeme raked up all the leaves from 
the Archive Room to the Settlers Cottage, wow…that was some job, and Pat scrubbed 
down the outside walls of the Archive Room. 
The other museum rooms were already looking smart due to the hard work of Jo and 
Terry McCann.

Calendar of 
2016

Members Meeting
Tuesday 19th of July

Where: MHS Archives Room, 
Wellington Rd, Marton

When 2pm

“Show and Tell”
Come along and try and identify 
some of the items from the 
museum collection.
You can even bring your own if 
you want.

If anyone needs transport 
please phone either Maureen 
3276104, Rod 3276099 or Pat 
3276063.

To see old newsletters visit our 
website at: 
tinyurl.com/martonhist

Sponsor our newsletter!  Only 
$20 per issue.
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THE PHANTOM STRIKES AGAIN
Congratulation to Pat Simpson for receiving a well earned present from The 
Phantom, for the hard work she does on historical research.
Well done Pat....you deserved it.

      MARTON’S TWO PROMINENT BUILDINGS
On entering Broadway

WHITE HART HOTEL

The first White Hart Hotel that was established in 1866 was a wooden building 
which was destroyed by fire in 1912.
A new hotel was built and opened in grand style on the same site in November 
1913, and was considered the best commercial hotel on the coast.
It was a grand building with a twelve feet wide balcony extending along both 
sides, Broadway and Lower High Street, and atop the corner a white hart (stag) 
was surmounted, symbolic of the name White Hart.
This imposing building had six sitting rooms, ladies lounge and a large 
commodious dining room with sixteen tables and high back chairs and 
sideboards, with pictures arraying the walls.
The silver service, crockery and glassware all bore the hotel monogram.
The six feet wide staircase led to twenty five bedrooms, and bathrooms with hot 
and cold water.  The hotel was fitted with electric lighting.  All this in 1913.
The White Hart was considered a place of excellence, truly a luxurious place to 
stay.
After sixty two years of hotel accommodation on this site, accommodation was 
not acceptable anymore and the hotel was granted a tavern licence.
In 1999 the building was sold to the Elim Church.
Now a piece of Marton’s history is being demolished.

DAVENPORT BUILDING

The Davenport Bros, Samuel and German, arrived in Marton in 1895, purchasing 
a general store from Tommy Watt on Broadway and High Street corner.
Proven skilled retailers, the business prospered, selling all necessities, eg 
crockery, drapery, ammunition, seeds, shoes, manure and all groceries.
In 1905 the Bros built a new two-storey building on Watt’s yard site, carrying on 
their General Store. 
In 1913 the original Tommy Watt building was demolished and the new 
Davenport building was built by Haddock and Hassell builders.
In this building the Bros established a Drapery Business, and sold the grocery part 
to a Mr. Alfred Mullinder, becoming two fine large shops, with six offices 
upstairs. There was also a modern addition for its era, attached toilets.
This was a handsome building of heart rimu and matai, with steel ceilings.  
In 1915 Sam bought out German’s share, and German shifted to Rangitoto, near 
Te Kuiti.
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Sam finally sold in 1920 and also moved to Te Kuiti.
Sam and German both built family homes in Bond Street. These two homes are 
still well cared for today. 
Let us hope that the facades from this building can be preserved for Marton 
history.

A bit about Arthur Davenport

Arthur Davenport, son of Sam and Alice Davenport, was born in 1901 in Marton, 
and attended Marton District High School, then Canterbury University.
Arthur had an outstanding career in the electrical industry, engineering science 
research.
He worked all over NZ and overseas. 
He received many awards eg. CMG, BE, C.ENG, FIEE and FNZIE.
He passed away in Wellington in 1973.
The Historic Society has a very detailed story of Arthur’s life and achievements.
A pupil of Marton District High School to be proud of.

YOUR VIEWS SOUGHT

What are your views/opinions/feelings, on the preservation of the FACADES of 
these two historic buildings?

Please let us know by emailing us at martonhist@ihug.co.nz , telling us at the 
next members meeting or just drop us a line at PO 117, Marton, 4741.

1912 – Davenport Bros, on the corner of High St and Broadway.
In 1905 the Davenports moved into new premises next door ( at right ), still known as Davenport 
Buildings.
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Rod’s Reminiscences

School Buses

When I first started school, buses did not venture up the shingled Fern Flats road to our place; so 
I stayed with my Grandmother in town, mostly venturing home only at weekends. Eventually 
buses began to run up Bryces Line and around Fern Flats road to Jeffersons Line; so I was able to 
resume living at the farm and catch the school bus each day at the farm gate. I’d been catching 
the bus for a week or so at the beginning of the year, when I got called aside at school for a wee 
chat. Apparently pupils wanting to travel on the school bus had to be officially enrolled for that 
service.

My family didn’t go in for bureaucracy much and had regarded the school bus service like any 
other bus – the bus came by, just get on it. What else could possibly be required? One of my 
earlier brushes with official procedures! But the problem was sorted out and our daily tours of 
Tutaenui began.

The bus route varied as families came and went. For a while the bus went all the way down to the 
bottom of Polgreen’s hill before coming back to Tutaenui road and travelling the length of 
Somersal Lane. Other times it only went to about Tutaenui Hall before turning around. I got 
through a lot of books on that bus, especially on the longer trips to the bottom of the hill and 
back. A separate bus lived overnight at Tutaenui Hall and wended its way to school via the Upper 
Tutaenui area. It was driven by our Form I/II teacher Mr McKenzie who lived in the house by the 
bus shed.

There was sometimes a bit of irregularity with temporary drivers who weren’t familiar with the 
route. On day a temporary driver had apparently set off a bit earlier than normal. The first few of 
his pickups were not ready waiting for him and he didn’t know where they should have been; so 
he didn’t stop at all. The net result was that he got further and further ahead of time, and his 
chances of finding any pickups grew less and less.

We happened to spot the bus coming down the road and rushed out to meet it. There was no-
one else on board. After zooming past one normal stopping point, we told the driver about the 
next one and he decided he’d better wait. Then, in his mirror, he saw a group arrive at the 
previous stop several hundred yards back and reversed back to get them. That more or less 
straightened out the schedule for the rest of the run, but I’ve no idea what happened to those 
even further back that had been irretrievably missed.

The buses themselves seemed to be mostly contracted from the local bus company and were 
originally a rather motley lot – probably survivors from World War II. There were also one or two 
dedicated “Education Board” ones, but I never got to ride on those.

Sometimes we were allocated a bus we called the “Biscuit Box”. It was basically a cubical box with 
inward facing bench seats along the sides and maybe a couple of small high up windows on each 
side. Most of the buses had seen better times and sometimes there was great difficulty getting 
the engines started. That must have been very frustrating to those drivers who were school 
teachers for the rest of the day and who just wanted to get home as soon as possible – just like 
their passengers. As time went on though, the very worst were replaced with more modern 
machines.

The method of checking that all were aboard for the journey home, was often not much better 
than “hands up all those who aren’t here”. Later on, more formal roll calls were introduced, but 
these had to be flexible because often pupils would make other arrangements to travel home and 
not tell anyone. Also, sometimes the pupil in charge of the roll call wasn’t there; so then it would 
be back to more hit and miss arrangements.

As described above, I got a lot of books read during those school bus journeys. I wouldn’t be able 
to do that now – my older eyes can’t continuously compensate for the jolting around of a road 
vehicle.




