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ART DECO 

Itôs an interesting fact that, measured by street frontage, Hastings has more art deco 

buildings in the city centre than Napier.  In Hastings the term may be Spanish Mission, or 

Heritage Architecture but essentially it is the same, being 1930s architectural fashion. 

(Hastings suffered 93 of the 256 fatalities, which is why the term óNapier Earthquakeô is an 

inappropriate description, although commonly used by a sloppy media.  It is The Hawkeôs 

Bay Earthquake!)  
 

Then why has Napier stolen the march in celebrating its themed architectural style?  Well, the 1930ôs buildings in 

Napier tended to be more substantial with a greater proportion being two storied.  Then, Napier was half again as 

big as Hastings (the casualties were in the same proportion) and contained the regional head offices of business, 

professional and financial institutions and government departments.  Perhaps they too had more visionaries with 

artistic and architectural backgrounds that moved ï just in time ï to save the treasures, although sadly in both 

 

Michael promotes Hastingsô inner-city heritage. 

cities some gems were lost. 

But Hastings has come to appreciate its rich heritage, 

led by Hastings Landmarks, and especially local 

historian Michael Fowler, who has written some very 

interesting, well-researched and anecdotal histories on 

the cityôs heritage.  The Art Deco Trust is a Napier 

institution, but it has always looked south of the 

Ngaruroro.  Now with ex-Hastings District Council 

marketing manager Sally Jackson at its helm it should 

have an increasingly bi-city focus.  This is good 

because here the whole is much bigger than the sum of 

the two.  

Now what about more attention to our rural architectural 

heritage? 

WHERE THEY MAKE BABIES 

On one of his inner city heritage tours Michael was asked by an American 
visitor when they passed the Baby Factory, ñIs this where they make 
babies?ò   

He couldnôt figure if she was serious or not, so mumbled ñAround here we still 
do it the old fashion wayò.  

Good answer.  
 



WAIPAWA 

Small Town with a Big Heart 

It was a big day at Waipawa last Saturday with a great procession celebrating 150 years since the sale of the first 

sections.  Itôs a fine small town and a pleasant place to live, the best of it being up on Abbottsford Hill which is not 

seen from the main highway.  Small towns of New Zealand have had to work hard to maintain themselves over 

the latter decades, and some have coped better than others.  Unfortunately Central Hawkeôs Bay is too small to 

maintain two towns five minutes apart.  Waipawa lost out to neighbouring Waipukurau.  Given practical realities, 

thereôs nothing wrong with being just five minutes apart, together providing the Councilôs urban ward and electing 

their representatives in common.  Waipawaôs fate was set many years ago when the saleyards closed in 1919 and 

Waipukurau became the principle stock selling centre.  The stock and station agents followed, taking farmersô 

commerce with them, and just as importantly, their wives. (Their wivesô commerce that is.) 

Still, in the 1950s and into the 60s the main street was straddled by rows of shops, each of which raised a family. 

More difficult times in farming, better communications and supermarkets changed that.  Waipukurau has held its 

own, but not so Waipawa.  Notwithstanding, it maintains a village culture and Saturdayôs events proved the 

community spirit is as good as ever.  Small town New Zealand at its best. 

But where Waipawa is preeminent is in the transport industry with the two main CHB trucking firms operating out 

of the town, both efficiently run (out of necessity of course) and with superbly maintained fleets.  One is a branch 

of Hawkeôs Bay Farmers Transport, which began in the inter-war period as Oliverôs Transport, being bought out in 

1940 by a consortium of local farmers (Waipawa Farmers Transport) and then taken over by the current company 

in about 1970.  

The other is Stephensonôs, operating the familiar maroon and red trucks (with green crates).  This was founded by 

SJE Stephenson, always known as óStevieô, back in 1936.  Stevie was one of the townôs characters; a big man in 

every way and who began with one truck and set the foundations of the company, now managed by his son 

Bruce, and grandson Tod.  And not to overlook the contribution of Mrs Stephenson who also helped with the 

business in the early days as well as raising their ten children.  Stevie would be enormously proud of the firm 

whose trucks carry his name today. 

 

    Stock trucks started to be equipped with trailers around 1960,      

    but Stevie was way ahead of his time, here standing along -  

   side an International with trailer in the late 1930s. 

 

Bill Stephenson stands beside the restored 1921 

International at the end of Saturdayôs parade, painted in 

the firmôs colours, originally purchased new by the CHB 

Electric Power Board at the time of its formation. 



 

The smell of success: Pekapeka wetland restoration. 

THE SMELL OF SUCCESS 

Recently driving past the now largely rehabilitated 

Pekapeka wetland south of Hastings one could smell the 

decomposing vegetation, presumably a process associated 

with raupo, now well re-established.   

This is something I havenôt sensed since the 1960s, before 

it became engulfed in wilding willows.  I recall that when 

driving past it taking a girl to a date one of us would be 

prompted to clear the air with the comment ñDoesnôt this 

swamp smell!ò 

NATIONAL FLAG 

Iôve got to be a bit careful if Iôm motivated to write about a topical issue a week or so before sending out Over the 

Fence.  By then it may well be somewhat stale.  Well, the flag debate, stimulated by Waitangi Day may well 

qualify, but Iôll box on.  It would appear that the general subject of nationalism and our (inevitably) weakening ties 

to the Mother Britain simmers away, but perhaps most Kiwis think there are more pressing issues.   

(Local government amalgamation in Hawkeôs Bay may be seen similarly.) 

Anyway, this is the constitutional restructuring that Over the Fence promotes as the only way to go:  

1. Become an independent republic. No waiting for the Queen to die. And no disrespect to this great lady  
who has never put a foot wrong during her reign.  

2. Have Parliament appoint the Head of State, requiring a 75% majority. 

3. Change the flag to a silver fern on black, making it the most unusual, and therefore eye-catching, in the 
world. 

4. Have as our second anthem the song of the Maori Battalion ï it would blow Waltzing Matilda out of the 
water. 

5. Return to a first-past-the-post parliament with a maximum of a hundred members. 

6. Change to at least a 4-year term of parliament. 

 

End of story. No correspondence will be entered into. 

WHAT IS IT WITH HAWKEôS BAY TODAY? 

Around about 1986 I called on Hawkeôs Bay Herald Tribune Editor James Morgan and promoted the idea of the 

two local dailies merging.  I believed that one paper would be a force for better intra-regional understanding, if not 

unity, and would lead to significant cost savings for the advertising public and for the paper itself.  The latter was 

their problem of course, but with two reporters required to cover the proliferation of local authorities and 

institutions that then existed and were faithfully reported on, duplications of advertising and other staff, and of 

printing presses, delivery systems, etc. there could be major savings for the publicôs benefit.  (James didnôt 

foresee it happening but thought one paper would become a morning issue.) 

So I was gratified to see that eventually it came to pass in 1999.  Has it lived up to my expectations?  The 

predictable answer is ónoô.  Now with its fourth editor, circulation seemingly falling (itôs just under 25,000 ï I seem 

to recall that at the time of the merger the two papers combined circulation was about 37,000), and the size of the 

paper getting thinner, it at least could be said that fewer trees die in its cause.  Their coverage of local affairs is 

somewhat haphazard and reporting of meetings of just five councils is nowhere near as thorough as it was when 



there were three times as many authorities.  But then, with two papers there would have been a degree of 

competition.  

An independently informed public is the well-spring of democracy and while a paper must cater for various tastes 

and the interests of its readership this is the first and most solemn duty of the free press.  Cynicism and 

popularism may sell papers to a segment of readers but all the evidence is that it hardly captures a cross-section 

of the public imagination, which obviously is needed given the limited market of a relatively small region.    

To be fair, newspapers today are struggling world-wide from the challenge of the net, but some are coping better 

than others.  I hope that HBT succeeds, as to lose the only local daily would be tragic.  The free community 

papers are no substitute, and neither are the more heavy-weight metropolitans that circulate here as they 

obviously devote little space to regional affairs. 

If HBT were to fail whatôs likely to fill the gap?  Is there not an opportunity here for a metropolitan ï read The Dom 

Post or The Herald ï to incorporate a Hawkeôs Bay supplement, put together by a local editorial and advertising 

staff network but printed and inserted at base.  Iôve run this idea past those two papers.  I didnôt even receive the 

dignity of a reply. 

And hereôs another problem with the press: arrogance.  They would have to be the only consistently discourteous 

profession that I have ever dealt with.  This does not apply to advertising or circulation staff, just editorial.  Why the 

difference?  The former are beholden to the public for success, but with editorial the deference is in the opposite 

direction.  The ambitious politician, entertainer or sportsperson; a business with a product to sell; an official from a 

voluntary organisation wanting some publicity; Joe Public with an idea to promote: they want free publicity and the 

paper can provide it.  Accordingly editors have a lot of power.  This is a vulnerability that can lead to an aversion 

to criticism, to new ideas and suggestions.  Thereôs an arrogance there and it hurts their cause.  But of course the 

nature of the sentiment prevents them from seeing it.  (I hasten to add here that I didnôt find this to be the case 

with James Morgan.)  Theyôre the losers.  Unfortunately we all are as well. 

I wish Hawkeôs Bay Today under its new editorship well, but the street talk of the paper is dismissive.  This will 

take some overcoming. 

WHATõS WRONG WITH HAWKEõS BAY WOMEN? 

The first man married a woman from  AUCKLAND.   He told her that she was to do the dishes and house 
cleaning.  It took a couple of days, but on the th ird day, he came home to see a clean house , the dishes 
washed and put away.  

 
 
The second man married a woman from  WELLINGTON.  He gave his wife orders that she was to do all 
the cleaning, dishes and the cooking.  The first day he didn't see any results, bu t the next day he saw it 
was better.   By the third day, he saw his house was clean, the dishes were done and there was a huge 
dinner on the table.  

 
 
The third man married a girl from  HAWKEõS BAY.  He ordered her to keep the house cleaned, the dishes 
washed , lawn mowed, laundry washed, and hot meals on the table for every meal.   He said the first day 
he didn't see anything, the second day he didn't see anything but by the third day some of the swelling 
had gone down and he could see a little out of his left eye, and his arm was healed enough that he could 
fix himself a sandwich and load the dishwasher.  He still has some difficulty when he urinates.  



WELL SAID 

What a faux pas it is, in tasteful circles, ever to get too heavy about anything.   

   - Daisy Waugh (whoever she is) in a recent Times of London 

LAST WORD 

All Over the Fence newsletters are posted on my website, along with other items that may be of interest,  

mostly with an environmental flavor. 

Check it out on www.overthefence.org.nz. 

 

 

 

Feel free to forward this newsletter to anyone who may find it interesting.  To become a subscriber, or if you have 

a comment to make, email me at ewan-mac@xtra.co.nz.  To unsubscribe, simply reply to this email and write 

óunsubscribeô in the subject field. 

 

Cheers 

Ewan Mac 
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