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THE OLD PATTON-GATTA 

While travelling in the South island about 25 years ago I heard a news report on National 

Radio that someone had fired a shotgun through the window of the ñPatton-gattaò hotel in 

Central Hawkeôs Bay.  The mis-pronunciation apart, this certainly livened things up at the 

Elsthorpe farmersô watering hole, offering them succour as they made the long and 

wearying trip back to the farm from town.  

Thereôs a story that someone once was convicted for being drunk in charge of a horse 

when he rode into the public bar for a beer, which he obviously didnôt need.  But the story  
 

below tells of another drama at the hotel (now a tavern) that may have had some historic consequences. 

GOODBYE PORK PIE 

Travellers between Waipukurau and Waipawa will have 

been well aware of the major re-jigging of the railway 

crossing.  Having traversed the road countless times it 

never struck me that there was a problem with the old 

overhead bridge, which was built in the late 1930s as 

part of the First Labour Governmentôs economic 

stimulation strategy ï there are overheads of that 

vintage all over the country.  But since then traffic 

density and truck size have hugely increased and 

motorists were misjudging it with resulting mortalities.  

This made a compelling claim on redevelopment, even 

if costly. 

This crossing brings to mind a story of some 

 

Reconstruction of the road and overpass north of Waipawa. 

amusement and maybe historic significance that has its origins in another bridge.  The Patangata bridge across 

the Tukituki River which serves the productive Elsthorpe district and popular beaches was built in 1924, one of the 

first major concrete bridges in the country.  Given that it was designed for motor traffic then in its infancy it has 

done remarkably well and will easily see its century.  (The occasion of its opening in 1924 by the Patangata 

County Council was cause for a great public picnic, and I know someone who can clearly recall it.) 

In the big flood, however, of July 1992 five piles were seriously undermined and one section had sagged 

alarmingly.  This necessitated a major work replacing the piles, and inevitably periods of closure.  To prepare the 

district for this the CHB District Council engineer, John Cooper, called an on-site meeting one afternoon to explain 

the process.  (I attended as a then CHB representative on the Regional Council.) 



 
Constructing the second Patangata Bridge, the first bridge is on the left; photo J Cooper. 

After an inspection of the damage the attendees then 

adjourned to the nearby pub for further discussion, and 

other things.  One old timer told those present that this 

was history repeating itself.  In the 1930s a major flood 

also weakened the bridge and the Patangata County 

Council engineer ï his name was Basham ï called a 

similar meeting to explain the repair strategy to the 

locals.  Afterwards there was the inevitable fellowship in 

the pub.  (Six oôclock closing of course, but with the 

nearest cop 18 kilometres away in Waipawa and with a 

pushbike as his means of conveyance, one assumes 

óno worriesô.) 

Late in the evening Basham decided it was time to 

head home, which was in Waipukurau.    As he 

approached his car he spotted the publicanôs sow with 

 

Patangata Bridge, built 1924, showing five renewed piles. 

a suckling weaner on her, and perhaps having his judgement impaired by the fellowship, crabbed it and popped it 

in the boot.  Unfortunately, when crossing the level crossing the boot flew open and out jumped the pig.   

óBugger!  I should have slammed it shut harder!ô 

Upon arriving home he received this startling news from his wife, whose name was Maud: ñThe Patangata 

publican has just been on the phone.  He knows that you pinched his pig, and if itôs not returned by breakfast your 

jobôs on the line!ò  Oh dear.  This has all the hallmarks of a problem. 

 

Fred Basham with Maud and daughter Barbara, while 

Patangata County Council Engineer. 

I am not sure whether or not the pig was caught and 

returned, but in any case Basham soon after left the 

Countyôs employment and moved elsewhere, perhaps 

where Maud could better exploit her talents as a 

broadcasting personality.  Yes indeed, Maud Basham 

was the one and only ñAunt Daisyò, who was to daily 

edify and entertain the women of New Zealand on 

National Radio from 1938 until just before her death in 

1963. 

Now, Iôm not saying that Basham borrowing the 

Patangata publicanôs pig lead to twenty five years of 

Aunt Daisy, but itôs a tantalising thought, isnôt it?   



WAS THE PATANGATA HOTEL ONCE A HAWKEôS BAY RESORT?  

This quote from the Cyclopedia of New Zealand 1908 

ñThis hoteléis a two-storied wooden building and has a 

veranda around two sides.  On the ground floor is a 

dining room capable of seating 32 guests, a commercial 

room, a sitting room, a bar, and a bar parlour.  A wide 

stairway off a roomy passage leads to the first floor, on 

which there are eight comfortable bedrooms, a private 

sitting room, a bathroom and lavatory.  There are two fire 

escapes leading from the upper floor to the street[!].  The 

bar is stocked with a choice assortment of ales, liquors, 

wines and spirits, and only the best quality is kept in 

stock.  The hotel is up to date in every particular, is well 

furnished throughout, and the comfort of guests is the 

first and last thought of the genial proprietor.  The cuisine 

is excellent and is superintended by [the proprietorôs wife] 

Mrs Bone, who also looks after the welfare of lady 

guests.  Good accommodation is provided for horses, 

new stables have been erected, and horses and traps 

 

 

The Patangata Hotel, as it was, and as it is now. 

are let out on hire.  Tourists and others desirous of a quiet place to spend a vacation would do well to pay a visit to 

Patangata.ò 

CHRISTMAS FOR óREHABô KIDS 

This has nothing to do with conquering drug addiction.  In 1943 Parliament passed an Act to rehabilitate 

discharged servicemen into civilian life.  It encompassed all aspects of employment and business, one dimension 

of which was the rehabilitation of farmers. 

My father was one of eight successful ballotees who drew a farm in the Hautope soldiersô settlement, east of 

Waipawa. 

The farming families of Hautope started out in army huts, had no power for several years, and initially at least 

drove art-deco cars, and pre-earthquake ones at that. None had much money, but it was the opportunity of a life-

time to enter farm ownership.  Being little to complain about there were few complaints.  I could relate much of 

those wonderful latter-day pioneering days but, given the season, will make do with the settlers Christmas parties.  

They were great fun and a raucous time was had ï and the kids enjoyed it too. 

The Christmas party was held in one of the two 

community woolsheds.  I recall on one occasion Santa 

arrived sitting on a konaki pulled by a draught horse.  (A 

konaki is a crude sledge type vehicle, with runners in the 

front that offer some braking when going downhill, and 

small steel wheels at the rear, which take most of the 

weight going up-hill and therefore offer least resistence.  

This indeed was on-farm transport of another era.)  Well, 

it took some imagination to see this as a jingling sleigh 

pulled by reindeer through a conifer-studded and snow 

covered landscape in treeless high- 

 

My rough sketch of a Konaki. 



summer Hautope. 

On another occasion Santa arrived in the hopper of a Piper Cub topdressing plane, the airstrip being beside the 

woolshed.  On leaving the pilot did a low pass over us kids and topdressed us with lollies, Santa being too rotund 

to fall through the opening.  (This wouldnôt do in the era of OSH!) 

TREES OF HAWKEôS BAY 

The Christmas trees of Hawkeôs Bay 

The traditional Christmas tree of New Zealand is the 

beautiful pohutukawa as it is in full red-blooded bloom at 

this time of the year.  The pohutukawa is a coastal tree 

and is capable of growing in the harshest coastal 

conditions.  Its natural range on the east coast only 

extends southwards to the Gisborne district, but it has 

adapted well further south and at long last is being 

cultivated widely in Hawkeôs Bay, especially along the 

Napier foreshore. 

Globally, the traditional tree of Christmas is the holly, but 

this is not commonly cultivated in New Zealand.  Letôs 

 
This magnificent Pohutukawa tree is situated across the 

road from Napier Intermediate School. 
face it, it is not a greatly impressive specimen.  Indeed, it 

can become a weed when it goes wild. 

 
The best example of a Holly tree ï that I know of ï is this 

solitary specimen in a paddock in the Puketitiri district. 

 

     A close up of Holly berries. 

WELL SAID 

ñAn intellectual is a person interested in ideas and comfortable with complexity.  Intellectuals read the classics, 

even when no one is looking, because they appreciate the lessons of Sophocles and Shakespeare that the world 

abounds in uncertainties and contradictions, and that leaders self-destruct when they become too rigid and too 

intoxicated with the fumes of moral clarity.ò   

Anonymous in respect to President George W Bush 

 


