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NEWSLETTER aPRIL 2016
news and views

The Plaque to Paul Melody

On Saturday 19th March, family and friends of the late Paul 
Melody gathered in the Historic Cottage Garden for the 
dedication of the plaque to his memory.
The Plaque has been placed under the rose bush that was also 
planted in his memory.
This was all arranged by Paul’s family, and about twenty people 
attended the morning.
It was a really nice occasion with the Melody family paying 
tribute to their father, and Jo Melody there to honour her late 
husband.
Everyone was then invited into the Historical Society for 
morning tea.
Paul will always be remembered for the work he put in to 
creating the Historic Village.

Edale Show and Tell

On Wednesday 30th April, Maureen, Peter, Elaine and Pat took a 
load of items from the Museum to Edale to show to the 
residents and to explain some of the history behind them. We 
were made very welcome and had a great morning with plenty 
of chatting and loads of laughter.

Rangitikei Heritage Weekend

This year the Rangitikei Weekend is on Saturday and Sunday 14th

and 15th May. All five museums in the Rangitikei will be open 
from 10am to 4pm each day. They are in Bulls, Marton, 
Hunterville, Mangaweka and Taihape. All the museums are 
charging $2 entrance for adults, with children free of charge. We 
hope to get as many people as possible around the museums 
that weekend, so please spread the word for us.

Jean Wright’s Passing.

The society was saddened by the loss of a long time member 
Mrs Jean Wright (nee Kidston). She was an auditor of our 
accounts for many years. Our thoughts are with her family.

Calendar of 
2016

Marton Historical Society Agm
Tuesday 17th of May

Where: MHS Archives Room, 
Wellington Rd, Marton

When 1.30pm

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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Emails from Anton

Anton Gazenbeek, who lives in Brussels, has recently experienced the terrorist bombings in his home 
town. Anton has always kept in touch with his Marton friends and happenings in the community. All 
Anton’s early days were spent in Marton, attending Marton Primary (where he was a dux student), 
and Rangitikei College, leaving with his parents in 1967.
He has always been an enthusiast of early heritage history in Belgium and neighbouring countries, 
and has received our Historic newsletters for many years. He remains a member of the Marton and 
District Historical Society.

We have recently received several emails from Anton describing the bombing, and his descriptions
make it so real. He has given permission for us to print them in this newsletter.

“I apologise for being so impersonal, but this is the quickest and easiest way to let you all know that 
Reinhilde, Alexander, Elise and myself are OK.

Alexander was at work in the Brussels airport building this morning when the bombs went off at 
eight, but not in the departure area where the explosions were. He told us when we got through to 
him (it took a while because the cellphone network was overloaded) that he had felt the explosions 
as tremors through the building. By coincidence, he had taken an earlier train than usual to get to 
work today, so was already sitting in his office rather than crossing the space between the airport 
train station and the central hub where the departure and arrival areas are. He is now helping clean 
up. The glass paneling along the front of the airport has been shattered and part of the roof has 
collapsed, but we have no further details.

I was just parking my car about a few hundred yards from my office at quarter past eight this 
morning when first reports came in on the radio about explosions at the airport. At that point in time 
it wasn’t yet clear whether they were accidental (gas explosions or something like that) or deliberate. 
I called Reinhilde and Elise and we tried to contact Alexander but the network was overloaded 
(hundreds of passengers caught in the departure area and the rest of the building were trying to call) 
but Reinhilde finally succeeded by e-mail.

I was in my office well before 9 and had begun working when I heard two loud thumps, as if heavy 
objects had fallen off a high place. Immediately followed by loud shrill screaming. That in itself is not 
unusual – every time school classes on an outing go past the building you get that kind of racket –
but it went on and on and there was shouting and scuffling. I looked out the window and saw some 
sort of panic at the back exit of the Maelbeek metro (subway) station which is right beside our office 
building. I went out on to the street to see what was the matter. There were dozens of people 
wandering around or sitting on the kerb, many covered in blood or soot or both, with ripped and torn 
clothes, most of them talking into their cellphones and smartphones, some completely hysterical. A 
bit down the road the whole front of the metro station had been blown away and was lying in bits 
and pieces on the ground. Even without what these survivors were saying it was clear there had been 
an explosion down in the subway; the shock wave of compressed air had come up out of the tunnel, 
up the escalators and stairs, smashing debris and broken glass into people’s faces. These were the 
people who had come running out of the Maelbeek station screaming. Down in the tunnel, where (we 
later learned) a bomb had ripped apart a coach, it would have been hell.

I must say that police, fire brigade and ambulances arrived pretty pronto. Everybody was moved 
away from the metro station vicinity, traffic diverted and the wandering wounded were looked after. 
The fire brigade went down into the tunnel as more ambulances arrived, soon the whole street was 
full of them.

I began encountering colleagues from DG MARE in the crowds and they said the whole building had 
been evacuated; everybody had been ordered to leave their offices. There were mentions of a second 
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bomb in the Arts-Loi metro station just down the line, of gunfire; all of this later turned out to be 
untrue. But it shows how rumours spread in moments of crisis.

Very rapidly more and more of the streets around the office was cordoned off and nobody allowed 
past. News came in that all public transport in Brussels had been shut down, as well as all the 
motorway tunnels. At first by word of mouth, then later by text message from the Commission (we 
had all given our cellphone numbers to Human Resources last year in case of emergencies), we heard 
that we were advised to go home. Colleagues in buildings not evacuated  (besides MARE, DG AGRI 
had also been evacuated) were advised to stay inside.

So here I am, back home. Because I know my way about Brussels, I got out quite easily, but traffic 
congestion was already beginning to gridlock some crossroads – because so many streets and tunnels 
were now closed by police.

Reinhilde’s office is on the edge of the city, so she is not near the scenes of the attacks. Let’s pray it 
stays that way. And Elise was at home in the countryside; she’s going to work this afternoon, but in 
Leuven, which so far has not been noted as a terrorist hide-out. But one never knows. Best advice is 
to stay away from crowds and places (like airports and subways) where lots of people congregate. On 
the other hand, it’s like the Blitz, life must go on, else the bad guys win. A dilemma.

Let’s think of those who died today, and those who were mutilated.

Anton

Hello Pat,

Here's an update, may be useful for the article you're writing.
Yesterday I was back in Brussels, though not so much work was done. Reinhilde and I joined a 
ceremony with speeches by the leaders of government and a minute's silence held outside the 
Belgian Parliament, the King and Queen were there too. I have taken documents and a USB stick 
home to catch up over the long Easter weekend.

Two colleagues from DG MARE, where I work, were in the metro coach that was destroyed in 
Maelbeek station by the suicide bomber and are in hospital. One of them I know very well, Margaux 
Majewska, she's from the Financial Unit and we work together a great deal on budgetary matters and 
procurements. I don't have any official details, but it appears from what was being said in the corridors 
she is badly burned. I pray this is just an exaggerated rumour.

And a former colleague of Reinhilde, Patricia, mother of two children, has not been seen since the 
morning of the attacks. It is very likely she too was on the metro coach, going to work. But the 
identification of the bodies and even of some of the most critical patients is not completed yet; 
especially the bodies are sometime severely mutilated (surgeons and paramedics were saying that 
the wounds were far worse than anything you see in road accidents, this was war zone stuff). The 
experts want to be 110% sure before sticking a name on a person. So Patricia's nearest and dearest 
are in a state of total limbo.

Today Good Friday, we pray the Lord for the wounded and for the missing. Easter is the feast of 
resurrection - we sure need that now.

Brussels overall is generally slowly getting back to normal now, though the airport and the metro 
station Maelbeek are still closed (and sections of road around the metro station, as well as several 
road tunnels,are also sealed off). The underground metro lines running through Maelbeek are 
interrupted and buses used to ferry people. There are stringent checks of people boarding metro 
coaches and railway trains; you need to queue for about an hour or so to take a train from Brussels 
Central Station. But people take it in their stride, they understand why. The airport will stay closed at 
least until Monday; meanwhile the very heavy Easter holiday traffic (todat a fortnight school holiday 
begins) is being routed through all the smaller airports in the vicinity, like Antwerp and Liège. 
Travellers are require to turn up at least three hours before departure, even on European domestic 
flights.
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A lot more is known about the terrorists and their hide-out was found Tuesday night (thanks to a tip 
from an alert taxi driver) with lots more explosives and material for making a nail bomb (really nasty 
type of device, designed to mutilate as many people as possible - do you remember the Clayton 
mines in the Vietnam war? that was the same sort of device). Three are dead (blew themselves up), a 
fourth did not kill himself but left the airport after depositing the third bomb which was disarmed by the 
Army specialists; he is now on the run. He is suspected of being the bombmaker, so it's imperative to 
get him. Are there more cells, or others from the same cell? That's the big question now.

But what is good is that people are not letting themselves be cowed - every evening since Tuesday 
there have been spontaneous gatherings on one of the central squares of Brussels. People from all 
ethnic backgrounds, including devout Muslims wearing headscarves and robes, have been laying 
flowers, lighting candles, drawing messages on the pavement and singing songs. As one expert said, 
in times of crisis people have a natural tendency to seek each others' company for mutual comfort 
and reassurance.

Reinhilde and I send you and everyone at the Society our heartfelt wishes for Easter; may its 
meaning enlighten all our lives

Anton “

(We have sent our thoughts to Anton and his family.)

Descendant of Zajonskowski Family

In March we had the pleasure of hosting Ivan and Beth Hodge, a great grandson of Johann 
Zajonskowski. The Hodges were travelling NZ in their “Beetle”. A farewell journey before donating it 
to MOTAT in Auckland.
His great grandfather Johann came from Prussia and settled in Marton in 1875. He established a 
building business in Marton in 1876, building many large buildings. Some were the Lutheran Church, 
Methodist Church, Court House, Hunterville Post Office, Henderson’s Flour Mill, Town Hall and 
Gasworks and seven houses in Russell Street.
He retired in 1889.
His sons formed the company Zajonskowski Bros., building and then establishing the sawmilling and 
joinery factory in Wellington Road.
In 1907 the business was sold to Robert Wilson changing to Marton Sash and Door Timber Co.
Ivan Hodge donated the book of his travels, “ For Love and A Beetle “, to the Marton Library, and also 
donated a copy to the Society. 

Anzac 1916 to 2016

One hundred years ago services were first held to remember soldiers who had died at Gallipoli. The 
Rev Basil Ashcroft, the vicar in Tinui, held a service on 25th April 1916 remembering the young men of 
the district, and a cross was assembled at Mt. Maunsell at Tinui as a memorial. Rev. Ashcroft joined 
the 17th Reinforcements as Chaplain Captain, serving in England and france.
He returned to the Tinui Parish in 1919, marrying in 1920, and serving there until 1927 when he came 
to St Stephens Parish in Marton.
Rev. Basil Ashcroft and his wife Evelyn ably served the Anglican parish here until he passed away in 
November 1933 aged 46.
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Rod’s Reminiscences

School Daze (Part 2)

In those days each primary school pupil was provided with a half pint bottle of milk each day by our 
benevolent Government. In winter, at least one New Entrant class teacher sat their class ration of 
bottles on the hot water radiators to warm them up. In later years one of the most commonly heard 
complaints about the school milk system was that the milk was often “warm and yukky”.

The day’s supply of milk mysteriously appeared early each morning in a cage provided for the 
purpose. A detail of boys on “milk duty” collected this, counted out the requisite number of bottles 
required by each classroom and delivered them to their destinations on a big hand-cart with rubber 
tires.

After playtime, the same round was done again to collect the empty, half empty and still unopened 
bottles. Half empty ones were emptied into a big bucket. The treatment of full ones varied with 
official policy. For a while, they were repacked in crates ready to be mysteriously whisked away when 
the next days supply arrived. Later on, policy decreed they be all opened and tipped out. Ours not to 
reason why….!

There was, of course, no attempt to keep anything particularly cool, but it was accepted that any milk 
more than one day old was “kaput” anyway. The last job of each day was to trundle the cart down to 
the Tutaenui stream and tip the bucket of waste milk into the creek, maybe along with any broken 
bottles – I can’t quite remember the official fate of broken bottles.

Certainly on some occasions there were rather more broken bottles than usual, because the boys 
discovered that staging high speed collisions between two crates full of empties, with a single bottle 
(preferably full) standing on the ground in between, provided great sport. I was personally interested 
to note that sometimes the bottle, that was intended to be crushed, survived the impact, but shock 
of the collision broke a bottle in one of the crates.

Alternatively a game of “catch” could be started, with full bottles, with the intended recipient 
sometimes deliberately missing the catch. The concrete ground did the rest.

In Standards 5 & 6 I was again in a combined room in the prefab right in the corner of the school site 
just over the fence from where the Raynor building is today. One day there was a massive 
thunderstorm and it sounded like there was a lightening strike on the fence post between the two 
sites. That was one of the biggest bangs I had ever heard.

By the second year in that prefab, the brick building had completely gone and there was a clear view 
from where we were to the entrance of the wooden Secondary Department block (the present 
Marton Primary School). The school’s Headmaster’s office was just inside that entrance.

At that time, the school’s regular Headmaster (Mr Tank) developed a long-term illness and our 
teacher (Mr McKenzie – who was First Assistant) had to spend a lot of his time over in that office. 
Naturally, while he was absent from our classroom, riotous behaviour often predominated. We 
would have a lookout (just like the POWs did in the Hogan’s Heroes, Colditz Castle and Wooden 
Horse stories) and the relatively long walk back from the Headmaster’s office to our classroom 
usually provided plenty of time to restore calm before Mr McKenzie arrived back.

In those days, we had ink wells set into the desks and scratchy old pens to write with — and, of 
course, ball point pens were banned as contributing to the work of the Devil. Cheap ink for the 
inkwells was concocted as required by mixing a black powder with water. This was a most fun duty 
for the senior boys in the class and helped while away the time when our teacher wasn’t there.

Inevitably, we were often disappointed that not enough ink had been used to justify mixing up more. 
No problem, just tip out what was there and then make some more. The ground outside the back 
door of the prefab, and indeed the floor just inside the door, took on a very permanent inky 
colouration.




