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Visit from Kapiti 4 Tours

Kapiti 4 Tours came on the 20th of May with 16 
visitors. We opened all of the museum buildings and 
showed people around. This was followed by them 
having afternoon teas in the records room, with 
several visitors asking Maureen about their family 
history.

A History of Bottles

We had a very interesting members meeting in June 
when Francis Wilson spoke to us about his bottle 
collection. He brought a selection of bottles with him 
and also talked about Marton Cordial Factories in the 
early days.

Calendar of 
2015

There will be no members 
meeting in August as that is 

when we have the WW1 
Display and we hope to see you 

there.

Rangitikei Remembers Movie 
Showing

The above movie will be shown 
in Valhalla Cinema on:-

THURSDAY 13TH August at 2pm
THURSDAY 27TH August at 6pm.

Charge is $5 per ticket.

Sponsor our newsletter!  Only 
$20 per issue.
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THE WORLD WAR ONE DISPLAY

For the last few months the committee, led by Maureen and her great knowledge, has been 
compiling a display of “WW1 MARTON SOLDIERS “.   The display will be available for viewing in 
the Valhalla Cinema Complex from Wednesday 5th August, from 10.30 to 3.00

It will be then open for several days a week until the end of August.
The dates and times are on the following poster:-

We hope that as many members as possible, their friends, and the general public will 
visit our display.

Presents
a  DISPLAY  of

REMEMBERING WW1 MARTON SOLDIERS

Where: Valhalla Cinema complex, Broadway, Marton

 Photos and brief histories of local soldiers and their families.

 World War 1 memorabilia.   • World War 1 era music.

 Trailer of the Rangitikei Heritage film
  “Rangitikei Remembers.

  Full copies of the film on sale (on DVD); $20 each.

When: August: Wed 5th; Thurs 6th, Saturday 8th

August: Tues 11th; Wed 12th; Thurs 13th

August: Tues 18th; Wed 19th; Thurs 20th

August: Tues 25th; Wed 26th; Thurs 27th

August: Saturday 29th

10:30 am to 3:00 pm each day.

Admission:  free
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Rod’s Reminiscences

Living in Wellington Road – Part 2

My Grandmother’s house was the first one on the East side of the road past the railway bridge 
(apart from the driveway entrance to Arahina). A feature of the garden was a tall monkey-puzzle 
tree which needed to be kept clear of, because every part of it was covered with sharp pointed 
leaves. Around the back, a radio aerial was strung between two high wooden masts. The wire 
from this connected to a lightning arrestor device before connecting to the console sized valve 
radio. On week-days at 9 am the radio was nearly always tuned to station 2ZB with “Aunt Daisy” 
talking nineteen to the dozen, telling everyone what products they should be using, or how to 
bake the perfect cake.

In one front corner of the section, level with the road, there was a double garage. This was 
always referred to as the “Motor-shed”. When I was very young this housed the model A Ford my 
Grandfather had, and also contained a workbench with storage for tools and other bits and 
pieces. Hanging on a hook in there was an old-fashioned military style gas mask. This had a 
flexible hose connecting to a large filter canister intended to be carried in a bag hung around the 
wearer’s neck. Wearing it made one look like Darth Vader.

While I think there was a form of communal garbage collection from the late 1890s, that service 
was suspended for a bit during the Second World War. Maybe that suspension caused people to 
fall back on more self-reliant measures. When there was no regular collection, people often 
buried their used bottles. Later on they sometimes kept them for the local Scouts to collect in 
periodic “bottle drives” — beer bottles were worth 1 penny and fizz bottles 3 pence. Food cans 
(“tins”) could, presumably, be taken to the tip in Mill St, but I seem to remember that a lot of 
lawn clippings and other garden rubbish (these days called “green” rubbish) was just tipped over 
the fence onto a neighbouring vacant lot, food scraps were fed to the “chooks” and some other 
general garbage was thrown into the Tutaenui stream-bed which ran past the bottom of the 
garden. The occasional flood presumably helped keep the stream-bed clear.

The Tutaenui stream follows a tortuous course in places. Just downstream from the house, the 
stream disappeared around a sharp corner. I would often gaze wistfully in that direction and 
wonder what was around there. Once, when the streambed was reasonably dry, I climbed down 
and walked along to that mysterious corner and looked around it. There wasn’t much there; just 
a short stretch of stream-bed with steep walls, the usual pools of water, and bits of assorted junk 
that hadn’t been completely washed away. This part of the stream is in the bush area to the 
West of the Arahina homestead; so there is no sign of civilization or houses on the banks, and it 
ends in another sharp bend. I found it all rather scary and beat a hasty retreat back to known 
territory.

Daily milk was delivered each morning by a boy on a bicycle carrying a can of milk and one or 
more measuring dippers. Payment was by paper coupons, each valid for, I think, one quart. 
These came in a sheet from which they could be torn off like postage stamps. A pint could be 
ordered by cutting a token in half corner to corner. The delivery boy would retrieve the payment 
coupons left out for him in a billy-can, then dip the requested quantity of milk out of his can 
using an appropriate measure (usually one pint) and pour it into the billy.

Thankfully, there seemed little need at that time for the ever changing colours of plastic milk 
tokens that became necessary twenty years later, to handle the ever increasing price of milk with 
the inflation that occurred then. The end of the good old days? Yes – in some ways — but not in 
others.

Newspapers came rolled up and bent into a boomerang shape to stop them unrolling and were 
fired onto the front lawn by another boy on a bike. If it was raining, too bad – sopping wet news 
– that’s where a well trained dog could come in handy.
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Bus Accident 16th of July 1965

Memorial Service held at Levin.

A service 50 years on was held on July 16th 2015, remembering the five ladies 
who lost their lives in a bus accident at Polgreens Hill. The bus was travelling 
from Levin to Hunterville to a Floral Art and Garden Club Day. On this day the 
16th of July 2015 family connections, friends and people involved gathered for 
the memorial. Attending was Leith Miles, 90 years old who was Marton’s Police 
Sergeant now living in Hawera and Peter Ritter who had the garage Mt View 
Service Station on State Highway 1. Both these men were involved on that day 
carrying out their respective duties.

The remains of the bus, showing where the tree ended up.




