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Casual 'I_mpressions of Colonial Life

. . . and Character . ..

S

In the winter of 1802 I joined a Gov-
ernment survey party under the com-
mand of Mr. D, and incidentally I may
here state, had many noticns cn the con-
duct of surveys ruthlessly dispelled, I
had heard, and do not doubt, that others
have been similarly misinformed—that
life in & survey camp id one delightful
pienie, interspersed with occasional re
Inpses into gentle toil, to ¢reate an appe
tite, and to break the cloying sweetness
of otherwise continuous holideys, Of
enuree, it may be that such conditions
cbtain in some favoured eammps, but in
this particular company & pay-day, un-
accompanied by am equivalent in hard
labonur, was ubknown. We were mere
likely to strain ourselves with a slasher
or axe than in weaching eut our hands
for uncarned money at the end of the
month. :

This particular survey was to connect
the Hetorua-Maketu road with Pounga-
kawa and the coast. It started off the
main rond at a distance of¢someé three
miles from Okere, akirting the high land
of Rotoiti, and turning off into the dense
rimw, matai, and tows bush beyond
Otlaramarai. We were a party of five,
and counld take pur camp and provisions
to within three miles of our ground by
water, and from thence we had to carry
them in swaps over the fern ridges and
curly bush tracks to our headquarters at
an old native spring in the dense timber
country below. This was a deadly, ur-
duous -employment; -the iracks were
greany yollow clay, to climb which you
had te serateh your toes inio the ground
like an inguisitive fowl. A sack of rewis,
for insiance, would make four solid Joads,
and take two men a day to transport;
other goods in proportion. The bulk of
omr ontfit the Maoris, with itheir ragged-
Tooking, leng-suffering prads, would, for
a departmental consideration, undertake
to shift.

There iz much humour and hard work
about packing with Maori ponies; their
gear in of the mos! primitive description,
and the loads work off over the tail on
the up grades, and over the ghowlder oa
the down. Nothing in this Jife pleases a
Maori pony better than to rub a couple of
fifties of flour off againat a tree, and then
to tear a large hole in them with his
teeth and have a feed. The Maoeri is not
a s!Tenuous toiler, but he can talk. Where
& white would curse a beast and continue
working, the Mnori does not. He stops,
hauls off, and apustrophises the beast in
n quarter of an hour's specch. He also
hau potions of the value of his services
where the pakelin i poncerned that would
dizeredit any mere unionists’ pretensions.
The surveyor's horse wan s good upstand-
ing hack. and the chainman and myself
used to impress him jnto this toi] at
times, the boss heing away. e was an
anijmal of eonsidernble diseernment, and
wonll take a lot of perruasion to prrmit
us {e toad him. He conid calenlate to an
incly what irces tn squerze between to
rid im of his burden, and would take
advantage of his arithmetical enlculation
to the full. Manri weeds are too thing
they ean eraw! through almost anything
—ven their girths, if they can oy
yon therehy,  Tales of the weight they
cun earry, the tracks they can climb, and
the ruflering they patientiy endure, 1 will
lesve for wonke writer wha has less popu-
lar regurd for his veracity,

After four or five days of ceasclesn
toil. v'r got our camp pitched snd
enoiugh scrub and heavy tewa knocked
down to enable us to mre daylight et
Icast onee & day. All peaple and tongues
have their peculinr notions of physical
heanty; the standard of the Mongolian
in wide apart from that of the Uan.
ensian: the beanty that irreaistitly ap-
prals to the wesicern, passen unheeded
the mnterm eye. Tipom the mcrnic beauty
of countrics we meet on more commaon
groumi, thongh even then we are prone
to be biaaard in favour of that which
b more familiar to ne—the comntry we

call home. The cultivation of the power
to grasp scenic beauty is as necessary
{if we wish to fully benefit by all the
privileges we possess) s the cultivation
of a taste for orchestral music. How
many people pass unheeded the  most
beautiful of God's handiwork, having no
pereeption of their educative value to
themselves and others, because in their

tops are white, even in our little clear-
ing, and the frost mever penetrates into
the densze bush. The boss gives the
word, and starts off in the lead, at o
gajt of his own, which, before we clear
the bush brings the sweat wbout our
ears. As we near the cpen the cold gets
keener; every tree fern, every bough
is white with rime, We reach the open;

self absorption théy have never noticed the frozen ground crunches under our

At Work With a Survey
Party

it.  The sum of the beauty of
New  ZXealand bush s all its
own; to the forest pcenery of

other lands there iz no basis for com-
parison. The grandeur of the South
Gippsland forests, the giant ecucalypti,
their smooth blue grey trunks, towering
up to heaven, their topg shutting out
he sky, the dim religious light even at
noontide almost compelling the unaccus-
tomed to upcover their heads and bow
down before & might and majesty theg
can but faintly comprehend; the karri
and jarrah eountries of Western Austra-
lia, with their huge black red boles,
Dantesque in their sombre gloom; the
‘tmmboo groves of Burmah, their fantas-
tic, feathery sprays responsive to every
wind from heaven:; the teak forests of
Northern India, with their dense under-
growth, a combinatiom of wmajesty and
beauty; the gloomy groves, over-
shadowed by the snow-clad peaks of the
mighty Himalayas—each and all of these
have given up some indefinable
beauty to swell the infinite charm of the
New Zealand bush,

The wonderful shades of eolour, In
preenm, in red, in brown; every beauty of
form, from the graceful plumes of
the rimu to the dainty fronds of the
fern, are here represented; and yet how
few city people ever avail themselves of
the inestimable privilege of secing for
themselves the beauties of their mwative
land. The toutine of survey eamp life
begins at some indistinguishable hour in
the morning, and is generally heralded
in by the cook, growling because the
fire won't burn, Wa may stay in our
bunks, end know that mn hour's grace
remains to us; but not to sleep, Bmoke
is everywhere; it permeates every
cranny of the camp; it will do anything
but rire., ¥ you look outside you will
eee the crecping stuff wandering about
like a noxious sinelliay belster; perhaps,
though the fire has bizn alight half an
hour, the smoke has not risen clear of
the punga tops, We are as at the bottom
of & well, the high timber all round form-
ing the walls. Dawn is yet » long way
off, when the cook, fendinhly beiting two
tin dishes together, rouses us up to
breakfast. Torridpe, backed up with cold
pork, is the staple food, but birdes of
sorts that would be self-incriminating to
mention, often form the base of n very
excellent stew, Bismarck, the pig dog
we borrowsd from the Maoris, waker
up, and reminds us that the smell of
tucker, though appetising. is not fllling,
by getting on the bark roof of his house
and chanting the ecanine equivale/t of
Lhe sevem penetential Psalms. 1L is still
too dark to take to the track that leads
us out into the eountry where onr wortk
Yier. We make up one swag of pegs,
grind our hooks or axes, aud apeculate
Sow muck frost i cutside, as the pungs

fect. Another half-mile, and we reach
the head of the ferm ridge, and fairy
land lies before us and around. The
mere human c¢onceptions of glories of
paradise pale before such a scene, The
sun has risen from the ocean behind us,

-his level rays, touching the tops of the

gloomy wood we have juet left, crowns
it with glittering gold. ¥he ferm, who
ehall paint the glory of it, as far as the
eye can see its enow-white fronds in-
descent with a4 milhon rainbow hues,
every spider’s web & sheeny mesh to en-

-trap the souls of men with the magic

of its beauty. As the light breeze from
the sea stirs the surface, the quivering
frozen fronds refleet myriad lights back
to heaven. Looking backwards, over the
land, mist billows of gelden snow msireteh
away to the coast, broken here and
there by islands of high lands, or tree-
tops thrust out frem their soft mantle.
Motiti is black on the silver waters,
‘White Island, enveloped in & cloud of
steam, reflects back the rays of the sun
which playe through its changing masses
like A cclestfal kaleidoseope. A hundred
miles’ uistant, over the gap to the
south-wert, riser the enow-clad pinnacle
of Ruapehu, a glittering crystal against
the skyline. At our feet Rotoiti, with
its winding arms, lying. in placid calm
in the shadows, Tikitere smoking and
ateaming behind the low hille beyond,
the tops of the steam clouds just picking
up the fires of the eastern sky. Voices
come up to us from below, faint voices
from ihe awakening Maori village, the
kroak kraik of the contented cotk phea-
sant, A9 the sun warme him in his fern
home. Such a bscene murely must have
bteen present in the mind's eye, the win-
dow of the soul of him who coined that
phrase of minted gold, “The peace of
God which passeth all understanding,”
sa familiar to most of us,

After n #pell to recover our wind, we
plunge off into the fern to Eick up our
line. The word fern i8 to the unitiated
a misleading term, and in uvsually asso-
ciated with soft, low growths of the
variely that only attain a height of about
twa feet. New Zealand fern grows 10
or 15§t high, amd if year after year pAsses
without it being swept by fire, it becomen
impenetrable to anything but a pig.
®lash hooks now go to the fore, and we
bew our way through the dense growth,
cvery blow sending showers of spray from
the thawing frast rime over head, which
in about two minutes has us wet to the
akin. The end of the cleared line is Dot
far off. We make it, and go back for
our londs of pegn, ete, while the chief
and chainman go off to get & trial lina
on ahead, leaving us to clear the track
on Lhe grade already marked eut by tail
*trnt™ polés, with bits of paper om for
ightors, This recreation keeps ws going

noon, when contisued cooea's an-

till

nounce the return of the chief, We light
a fire and boi] the billy, spread the tucker
out on a eugar bag, and get to work. - .

It dves not matter much what yom
have to eat in the bush; you can eat any
thing, and be glad of it. Tueker over,

the boss end I go off. He'is of opinicn
‘that he ean strike an easier grade on to
the saddle about two miles away (it
seemi 20). We reach there, and I crawl
about sidlings and eet sticks up withl
bils of paper on, in apparently impoe=
gible places, while he, in other equally,
apparantly impossible places, shouts direc-
tions. This goes on for hours, and I learn
that apparent up-grades are really down-
grades—what ig a transparent down-hill
is in reality a steep up-hill, and what
leoksa level ground is proved to be gullies
filled with forn. These and many other
thinge I find out—amongst others that
there im a limit of endurance te human
legs. Afterncon is very much on the
wane when we get out on the track agaim,
and meet the othera coming full speed
for home, We get into eingle file, and
the chief in the lead, going like a scalded
cat, try to save daylight to eamp. To be
benighted in tha bush country is no joke;
the darkness can be felt, and to keep to
the pad you might have to go cn hands
and knees for a mile or w0,

The smell of roast sucker weleomes ws -
boroe, apd we learn after a wash amd
change that the cook had the good iuck
to meet a sow out giving her family an
airing. Bismarck pailed the Jomeph of
the family by the ear, and his muddie
piece stuffed and roasted. forwed our
piece de resistapce, I am uncommonly
tired. After dinner, when pipes are lit,
and & few old varizgated chestnuta have
seen the light agein, and a few original
Lies are told, I turn in, to dream

“of a house afire, and to awske to find

the drought being broken at the rate of
an inch an hour or thereabouts, and sy
erul pounds of solid looking smoke ims
fenting the tent.

e ———————

LIVER TROUBLE ENDED.

BILE BEANS3 ARE TIIE
REMLDY,

1TRUE

I the work of the liver is not repulatrly
and thoroughly done, the blood carries
poison through the veins to every part
of the body, The safest and surest way
to keep your liver healthy is to take Bile
Beans, the world’s most successful reme-
dy for biliomsness and indigestion and
all ailments arising from disorders of
the liver and stomach.

“I am a very staunch supporter and
advocate of Bile Beans” writes Mra. A,
Thompson, of 9, Francis-street, Collings
wood, Melbourne, “and think it is only
just that I should send you these few,
Yines ih praise of their virtues. 1 have
used them for years as our grneral fami-

ly medicine. In my own case, I am some-
times troubled with disordered liver
aad at times fezf ‘out of eorte” I mm

now well on in years, and have at times
tried many different kinds of liver medi-
cinen, but have never found one Lo equal
Bile Beany. They are gentle, yet effeo-
tive in their action, and do not cauna
that griping and sicknesa 0 common to
many liver medicines. My daughters
wre also great believers in Rile Heans, as
they find them of considerable benefit
when afflicted with that languid, run~
down feeling, =0 common to women wha
are confined much indoors. ¥ send you
these few linew, in the hope that my exs
perience may prove of heneftt to fellows
sufferers from the tiver.”

© 1t you wre unwell, or mffering from
Yiwer disorder, a short tourse of BHil

Beaws will put yoa right. ﬁbh.lmhlz
from Al cheminta and storem at l,fw
ot £/9 Intge family box (tostaina thieg
thmen 1/1§). . >



