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Tawa Historical Project: How I remember Tawa now 

 

This record is a contribution to a THS project for gathering recollections from Tawa people. 

 

Glynn and Quentin Christie. 
 

Growing up in Tawa Flat. Memories from the 1950s and 1960s.  
 
The Christie Boys. 
 
Glynn 
There were six of us; Peter, Roger (who died when 7 months old), Quentin, Wayne, 
Randall, and Glynn. We were born between 1936 and 1949, respectively, in 
Palmerston North, Whakatane, Christchurch, and three of us in the Alexandra 
Maternity Hospital in Wellington, though Randall was born in an ambulance just 
outside 3 Tireti Road in Titahi Bay, just before Mum was to begin her ride to the 
hospital. 
 
Our parents were Ren and Phyllis Christie. Dad was born in Dunedin in 1907, and 
Mum in Chelsea, London, in 1908. Mum’s family, the Sims, came to New Zealand in 
1909 and settled in Christchurch. Dad’s great grandfather came to Otago in 1848, and 
settled in Dublin Bay on the Otago Peninsula. Dad, who was born in Dunedin in 1907, 
then moved to Auckland with his family in 1908 where he was brought up. The Christie 
family moved again to Christchurch in 1925, where Dad met Mum. They were married 
in 1932.  
 
Finding permanent work in the 1930s was difficult, and Dad had many short-term jobs 
during the Depression, mainly working as a salesman. Mum and Dad lived in a number 
of places in both the North and South Islands over this period, ending up in 
Christchurch again in the 1940s. In 1942, Dad applied to join the Army, but did not 
pass the medical standard, and so remained a civilian during the war.  
 
In 1943 Dad successfully applied for a job in Wellington, and they rented a bach at 3 
Tireti Road in Titahi Bay. It had two bedrooms, a small kitchen, and a dining area. Our 
family of four grew to seven by 1949, and we lived in the Bay until 1951 when we 
shifted to 34 Ngatitoa Street in Tawa Flat.  
 
Mum and Dad had bought their section in Tawa in 1943, one of the 114 lots offered in 
a Leigh- Hunt Subdivision from the 1930s. It cost £215. Dad would have been earning 
about £5-5-0d per week in the late 1940s. There was a seven-year building delay 
because they were unable to raise a mortgage. Plans had been drawn up by Dad in 
1948, but it was not until 1950 when they were successful in obtaining a State 
Advances mortgage at 3% for 30 years for their new home which was completed in 
1951. Mr Scott was the builder. 
 
Ernie Symonds ran a Tawa-Linden based cartage business and two of his lorries 
shifted our worldly goods from Titahi Bay to Tawa. Peter remembered the journey. 
There were two truckloads with our household items, and one truck load with recycled 
items including bricks from the old Marine Base in Whitehouse Road in Titahi Bay, an 



 

2 

old flag pole, and second hand timber from knocked down car cases. There were many 
shortages following the end of World War Two so recycling was important, and all 
these items made their way into projects. Peter thought we were like Steptoe and Sons 
on the move.  
 
Dad worked for the wartime Manpower Division of the Department of Labour in 
Wellington from 1943 until 1951, when he left and joined Lever Brothers in Petone as 
Personnel Manager. He would walk to the Tawa Railway station to catch the unit to 
Kaiwharawhara, and then a unit to Petone. In 1955 he transferred to General Motors, 
also located in Petone, as Education and Training Officer.  
 
Mum went to the Canterbury School of Art in Christchurch and trained and worked as 
a milliner. After they married Mum often accompanied Dad when he was travelling as 
a salesman. When they shifted to Wellington Mum worked at home, running the 
household, and keeping six males fed and watered, and in order.  
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Photo 1. Mum and Dad, near the front door of 34 Ngatitoa Street October 1955. Dad 
was 47 and Mum 46. Men at that time always wore a hat when going out. 
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Photo 2. Taken in 1957. Back row: Quentin (just started at Mana College, with a new 
hair style), debonair Peter ( just starting pharmacy school) Mum and Dad (coping well). 
Front row: Young Randall, Wayne (looking smart in his Boys Brigade uniform), and an 
even younger Glynn. 
 
Involvement in the Community  
 
Quentin 
Our family was involved in the activities of the Methodist Church in our earlier years in 
Tawa Flat. It was situated just south of The Drive on the Main Road, with a number of 
families coming from Linden to attend. I remember the Carmens, with their children, 
Elaine Carman was part of the troop, and a similar age to me, being in one of the 
Sunday School classes. 
 
In the early 1950s a Baptist Fellowship was formed and families met in the Scout Hall 
in Linden until the first church was built. One of the Ministers who took services there 
was Rev. Laurie North, retired Baptist Minister from the Central Baptist Church in 
Wellington. (He married our parents at Christchurch in my mother’s parents’ home, in 
the very early part of his ministry.) I can remember the building of the first Baptist 
Church in Tawa Flat, which later became the church hall when the new dedicated 
church was built immediately to the south of the church hall. It did not take long before 
we were involved in the wider community as our family matured through the years we 
were there. 
 
From an early age we (Quentin, Wayne, Randall and later Glynn), were involved in the 
Boys’ Brigade. The Rev. Frank Duncan, the church's second minister, spearheaded 
setting this up and taking the position of captain of the company as well as the 
chaplain. Later Jack Ninness (of Ninness Funeral Home at Porirua) was the captain 
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of the company which was named the “24th Wellington Boys Brigade Company". The 
younger members were called the Life Boys (primary school), senior, college age 
group. 
 
One of the Tawa Linden Baptist church families was the Meiklejohn family. Doug was 
the Director of the Boys’ Institute, Tasman Street, in Wellington and through him the 
Boys’ Brigade was able to obtain second hand gym equipment - vaulting horses, 
spring board and mats, and parallel bars. This equipment was the start of a 
comprehensive array of equipment, some of which was donated by church members, 
and included a purpose-built vaulting horse, five layers high, and a horizontal bar. 
 
On ANZAC Days in the 1960s the 24th Wellington Boys’ Brigade Company would join 
other groups, with their drum and bugle band, to march in the parade along the Main 
Road, down Oxford Street to the RSA Hall for a memorial service. During the service 
my younger brother Wayne played the bugle for the last post on at least two occasions. 
Peter Christie standing on the veranda above “Chook” Fowler’s pharmacy at Chemists 
Corner took photos. Peter did his pharmacy apprenticeship and worked there between 
late 1950s to 1966. 
 

 
Photo 3: The Anzac Day parade was led by the local pipe band coming down the Main 
Road, and then further on the 24th Boys Brigade Company drum and bugle band. 
Members of the 24th BB Company: Left to right: Stewart Jamieson, Keith Bade, 
Graham Wise, Wim Guerson. The colour party: Randall Christie, Quentin Christie with 
the flag, and unknown behind Quentin.c1963. 
 
The Bible Class of the Church was a focus for many young people in the community. 
Events included Easter camps, and inter-church (Baptist) five-a-side hand ball 
competitions were full. One of the best venues to play handball was in the old 
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swimming pool (no longer in use and closed at the time), at the Boys’ Institute in 
Tasman Street in Wellington. The pool was over a metre deep for the full size of the 
pool, enabling the ball to be bounced off the sides. The games were fast and furious, 
with plenty of spectator encouragement from the sides. The Tawa Linden Baptist 
Church lads were a force to be reckoned with, the team winning a number of times. 
 
On Saturdays over summer walks and picnics were often the order of the day meeting 
at the Baptist Church and going from there. In the early to mid 1950s we may have 
travelled by train to Plimmerton or Paekākāriki, and then as cars became more 
common and allowed greater flexibility, other locations were visited. The Reikorangi 
Valley, on the road to the old saw mill, is today the start of the Mangaone walkway, 
inland from Waikanae. 
 

 
Photo 4: Mr and Mrs A H Carman ran an inter-denominational Sunday School and 
Bible Class before other churches were active. Members attended Easter Camps, 
Held socials, and went for walks. Here a group on a walk are having a picnic, location 
unknown. c1953  
From left to right, Back Row: Peter Christie, ?, Randall Christie. 
Second Row: ?, ?, Wayne Christie, Judith Gilford, ?, Ren Christie. 
Front row: ?, Eliane Carman, Don Carman, Beth Grave, Graham Bennett, ?. 
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Photo 5. Youth group outing on a Saturday to the coast. They may have either walked 
up to Colonial Knob, down and across Stephenson’s land to the cliff top and down 
onto the beach or gone to Titahi Bay and walked around the coastline. From left to 
right: Eliane Carman, ?, Margaret Graves, Quentin Christie, Wayne Christie, possibly 
Randall Christie (hidden), Evan Counsell, ?, ?, Jo Guerson, Bary Jacobsen, Alan 
Bennett.  
 
Often after church on Sunday evenings we would go to different homes for supper and 
singing. At Christmas time, we piled onto the back of Mr Phillips’ truck and went round 
and sang carols outside some of the church families' homes. I remember the carol 
singing around Tawa and Linden and then ending up at Laurie and Gladys Bade’s 
home in Duncan Street for supper, cream sponges and pavlovas. A lot of fun was had 
by all. The youth group would be invited to have tea at the home of Rev. Frank and 
Mrs Duncan. As they had been missionaries in China in the late 1940s, Mrs. Duncan 
would include rice and some Chinese dishes with the food provided. Frank Duncan 
said once to our Mum, “Thank goodness for the Christie boys. When they come for a 
meal they get stuck into the rice and Chinese dishes.” We had been introduced to 
Chinese food in the 1950s as some of our wider family had also been missionaries in 
China in the 1930s and 1940s. 
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Photo 6. Taken in our lounge at 34 Ngatitoa Street, an after church gathering for 
supper to socialise and sing, c1960.  
From left to right,  
Front Row: Mrs Miller, Ten Christie, Phyllis Christie, Audrey Reid, Glynn Christie, Mrs 
Jamieson, Mrs Duncan, Mr McLeman, and Mr Reid. 
Middle Row: Barbara Miller, Rev Arthur Jamieson, Nancy Carr,  
Back Row: Randall Christie, Wayne Christie, Rev Frank Duncan, Quentin Christie, Mr 
Cliff Carr, Eliane Tomlinson, Eleanor Carr. 
 
Around 1966/1967 it became fashionable to do fundraising for charity by pushing a 
bed, cutting up pianos with hacksaw blades and alike. We are not sure who in the 
youth group organized them, but we had enough crazy young folk to do this in relays. 
These, believe it or not, started from Paekākāriki, and along the coast road on State 
Highway One. All went well until the wheels started to come off the bed, going along 
the coast road to Pukerua Bay, so the bed was carried. The following year we did a 
bath push – it was on wheels fortunately. It had no brakes and Graham Meiklejohn 
was in the bath steering it. It was easier to move than the bed. All these events were 
done on State Highway One, no problems, no red cones, no hot fuzz. 
 
When the new church was built, my father and my two younger brothers were involved 
in some way, helping with the building process if manpower was required. I can 
remember Wayne and I digging the drainage channels for pipes before the foundations 
were laid out. As the building progressed, I remember going to the local hardware 
store (Rolstons), to buy a 24-ounce hammer for nailing the tongue and groove tawa 
floor boards in place and a one-inch (25mm wide) paring chisel (bevelled edge) with 
a plastic handle to fit the church railings in place round the choir and pulpit areas, We 
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were ably assisted by my woodwork teacher at Mana College, Bill Easthope. I still 
have both tools today in working order. 
 
The Boys’ Brigade played a large part in our upbringing. All of us moved up through 
the ranks, gaining our Queen’s Badge and myself becoming Captain at a later date. 
The badges you could work towards were part of the interests you developed: 
gymnastics, first aid, knots, photography, signals, map reading and survival skills and 
the bugle and drum band which was used on a number of occasions to march in the 
ANZAC parades. Bill Easthope attended the church with his family and taught the 
drummers in the bugle band. One of the Boys’ Brigade leaders (Trevor Nixon) 
introduced us to the darkroom, developing black and white films and printing, a real 
eye opener at the time. Later we ended up having our own darkroom at home and our 
older brother Peter was a keen photographer. Little did I know that I would become a 
professional photographer a number of years later, establishing a business in1965 at 
Porirua, in the brand new shopping centre. 
 
The gymnastics at Boys’ Brigade played a big part in our family. We all loved this, 
especially Quentin, Wayne and Randall. As I have mentioned, the equipment enabled 
us to achieve some really technical movements on the horizontal bar, parallel bars, 
spring board and horse. The Director of the Boys’ Institute was a member of the church 
and played an important role, seeing that the gym equipment was set up correctly. 
Randall and Wayne excelled out of the three of us, both with very strong upper bodies. 
Wayne took such a liking to gymnastics that he went into the Air Force and trained as 
a Physical Education instructor. 
 
Later our father was involved with the Wellington Boys’ Brigade Head Office, as a 
Brigade representative for the Wellington area companies. I think it was through his 
involvement with Head Office, that I was asked to represent the Boys’ Brigade at the 
first Outward Bound School held at Anakiwa in the Marlborough Sounds, starting in 
October 1962. I have since published my diary of that first course which was held from 
20 October to 12 November 1962. I was badge number 11. 
 
Glynn and Quentin 
Our parents were involved in different aspects of community life. Both were involved 
in the Tawa Linden Baptist Church. Mum and Dad, together with Peter, were among 
the foundation members. We remember when services were being held in the Linden 
Scout Hall on Sunday afternoons in 1952/3. A respected Baptist minister (retired at 
the time), Rev. Laurie North, often took the services at the Scout Hall. Interestingly, as 
a young minister in his early part of his ministry, he married our parents in our mother’s 
house in Christchurch. 
 
Mum was involved in a Ladies Committee at Wellington Boys’ College and used to go 
in by train and tram for those meetings. I know because I used to accompany her. She 
was involved because Peter attended Wellington College between 1949 and 1954. 
When Mana College opened in 1957 Quentin, Wayne, Randall and eventually Glynn 
attended. Dad became involved in the Board of Governors for a time up to 1963. 
 
Quentin  
All of my college reports had my father’s signatures on them, from 1957 to 1962! That 
would have also applied to Wayne and Randall within that time frame. 
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Glynn 
A local committee was set up to establish a library in Tawa. I think Mr Roberts was the 
Chairman. Once Dad brought home a lot of books from the Petone Library to our home 
where they were sorted and added to the new library’s collection. Money was really 
tight and I remember hearing Dad telling Mum about the negative attitude of the 
Borough Councillors to the venture. The first library was built by community-minded 
locals led by Stan Roberts. The Council would have delayed building a library for a 
long time if it was left to them in my opinion. 
 
Dad, Peter and Quentin liked photography and were involved in the Wellington 
Photographic Society and later the Professional Photographers Association of New 
Zealand. 
 
In 1962/63 we had a Thai Columbo Plan student staying with us for some months. His 
name was Buncha and he was attending an English language course before he went 
up to Massey to study food technology. Peter and Quentin took him tramping in the 
Tararuas, and canoeing on the Porirua Harbour. We invited his Thai friends, as he 
was part of a group, to our home for a meal and sometimes we took them to the beach 
at Plimmerton during fine weekends. The Thai ladies danced some of their traditional 
dances, dressed in beautiful silk dresses along with very long copper nails added to 
their fingers! 
 

 
Photo 7. Thai Colombo Plan students at our home in January 1963. Jill Curtis, soon 
to become Jill Christie, is seated on the lawn to the left, with Glynn, Dad and Mum 
standing at the back. 
 
Quentin 
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As young people in our Bible Class days, we experienced a couple of opportunities to 
engage with people we would not normally be involved with. One was the Arohata 
Borstal for women at Takapu just south of Tawa and the Porirua Mental Hospital, as it 
was called then. There was a large farm on the south side of the old town, just north 
of Linden. We would be accompanied by the Church Minister, a small group would be 
part of the support group involved in singing. Going into Arohata with shorts on 
certainly caused a bit of a stir. At the time, the Director of Arohata was a member of 
the Tawa Linden Baptist Church. Church services were held regularly at Arohata and 
we did our bit at the time. There was a slightly different approach at Porirua Hospital. 
You could, to a certain extent, engage with the patients there.  
 
We were led into the cafeteria area, with an overriding smell of cooked vegetables 
(cabbage). As so often happens, we would arrange the seating, with the chairs being 
‘borrowed’ from the dining tables. On each of these tables were vases of flowers. On 
one memorable occasion, we had started the service with singing and all present could 
join in if they wished. Not long into the service a guy got up from his seat and went 
across to one of the tables and lifted the flowers out of the vase. He proceeded to look 
into the vase and then put the flowers back. He progressed to the next table and did 
the same there. By this time our singing, or whatever we were doing at the time, had 
shifted focus. At the third table he did the same, but this time he was in luck: looking 
into the vase he saw some water, proceeded to have a short drink, then put the flowers 
back and, without any further ado, came and sat down. We proceeded as if nothing 
had happened. It certainly was a focal point as we headed out, back into what we 
thought of as normal! 
 
Our House 
 
Quentin 
I can remember when we as a family visited the house at 34 Ngatitoa street when it 
was being built. We must have driven down from Titahi Bay with our Aunty Betty and 
Uncle Elis, who were visiting us from Christchurch. 
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Photo 8. Our family sitting on the outside framework facing the back of the section in 
1950. Left to right: Peter, Wayne, Aunty Betty Southam (Phyllis Christie’s sister), 
Randall, Quentin, Ren Christie, Glynn, and Uncle Ellis Southam. 
 
On an earlier occasion in the late 1940s the section had been cleared of the gorse 
with the use of a bulldozer, and then pushed up into a large pile at the top of the 
section. I do not know how long it had been sitting there but on this visit it was ready 
for a match to be set. Next door, on the downhill side, there was a small shed close to 
the boundary with a small pitched roof, covered in malthoid, a tar-based roof covering. 
I can remember the fire being lit, the local volunteer fire brigade arriving and all of us 
standing well back from the heat. The flames went straight up, not long before a 
number of our neighbours were also standing around. Well, the small shed on the 
neighbours’ property (the Mexteds), with the malthoid roof was bubbling with the heat. 
Things you remember! 
 
Later when we moved in, exploring the property and the surrounding countryside was 
top of the list! I was crawling around under the house going round the outer foundations 
when I came across a small red handled drill, covered with some of the dried dirt. 
Somehow it was dropped in the building process. It had a rounded top, made of 
aluminium, and the top was able to be turned over a lower flange with different sizes 
of drills marked on its outer edge. As you turned the top, which had one larger hole on 
its outer edge, enabling you to align with the size of drill required, tip the drill and the 
drill bit selected would slide out!! The lower part of the drill had a pump action, a round 
column which depressed into the handle and back out again. Inside this column was 
a spiral thread which, when depressed, allowed the column of the drill to rotate and 
drill the hole size you required. I still have the drill and it still works, minus a few of the 
drill bits, now well over seventy years old. 
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Photo 9. Mr Scott was our builder, and this screw driver was lost when he was building 
our house in 1950.  
 
As Glynn has mentioned, when we moved, there would have been a number of trips, 
one of them with a large load of old bricks. Dad had retrieved them from the abandoned 
American Army (Marines), base in Whitehouse Road in Titahi Bay, just round the 
corner from where we lived, They had formed part of the latrines which had been 
abandoned. Heavily plastered, it would have taken a bit of work to clean them all up. 
So these in time were used as small retaining walls as our section was developed. All 
the brick work was carried out by Dad with plenty of help as concrete mixers (getting 
that correct was the key to brick laying), from Wayne and Quentin - we just happened 
to be at that right age. Another part of the loot from the camp was the hexagon Oregon 
Pine flag pole, which was erected on the north side of the chook house. The chook 
house and lower glass house were built from wood brought from Titahi Bay. In the 
post-war period recycling was common. There is nothing new under the sun. 
 
As time went on, a large vegetable garden was developed. The art of digging the 
garden was also part of the mysteries of life, revealed when the time was right! 
Perhaps, trench warfare had developed from learning how to dig the garden! Digging 
the trench first, filling it with the lupin or other compost, digging another row, putting 
the soil on top of the previous row. After digging about four rows another trench would 
be dug and the other soil heaped up from the previous four rows of digging, was racked 
back over into the last trench dug. If you left the racking too late, the amount of soil to 
rack was just too much. 
 
Glynn 
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When our house was built in 1951 it was not completed to the original plan to have a 
separate kitchen. We had to forgo the separate kitchen, and dining room because of 
cost. They were added in 1965. For heating we had a fire in the lounge. I remember 
coal being delivered by Ernie Symonds. He had a leather cape over his head and 
shoulders and would grab the top of the coal sacks off the tray of his truck, and swing 
them onto his shoulders, holding the top ends above his head. It was good quality coal 
from the Strongman Mine on the West Coast.  
 
Quentin 
When the old kitchen bench unit with cupboards was taken out of the dining area, at 
the time the new kitchen extension was being built (1965), I still wonder where it may 
have been stored. I have this old kitchen unit today and it forms the base for my 
workshop bench! (I have taken it with me when moving houses, three times.) It may 
have been stored at Peter and Jill's place in Linden, in the intervening years before I 
was married! 
 
Glynn 
Dad also designed the building of a proper basement in the mid 1950s, with a separate 
laundry, a dark room and a play room for table tennis, music and a picture theatre. He 
would organise film evenings for the youth group at Tawa Baptist Church. Dad 
organised construction, there were no building permits, he sourced the timber, sought 
advice from engineers, built the flitch beams on-site, jacked up the house, had the 
steel made locally at Armstrongs Engineering. We dug out the soil, built up the section 
outside and had fun knocking out the piles holding up the house. 
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Photo 10. Having jacked up the house, and inserted the new beams to support the 
house. No building permits were required nor red cones. Mum is on the left, Dad, 
Randall, Quentin, Glynn, with Wayne in front. Likely Peter took the photo. 
 
The house was still strong, and rode out the numerous earthquakes that happened 
when we lived there. Our internal doors would sometimes jam slightly. Dad said to me 
once, “Don't worry, they will come right in the next earthquake”, which they usually did. 
We regularly had earthquakes but not over 6.5. I remember one when I was outside 
in the garden and as it rumbled down the valley, from south to north I felt and as it 
passed I could see the land rolling up and falling. In our garden. 
 
Initially our water supply was from three metal tanks collecting the rain water from the 
roof. We had an old copper boiler for heating up hot water with a fire underneath it, 
which we brought with us from Tireti Road in Titahi Bay. This was later used to burn 
the rubbish at the bottom of the section.  
 
Quentin  
A small but significant event happened to Wayne in the process of developing under 
the house. The clay had been dug out round the row of piles, leaving a large amount 
of clay round each pile. In effect trenches, great for hiding round or chasing! Wayne 
and I chose chasing, with me (Quentin) chasing Wayne in and around these. Wayne 
must have tripped, head first into some of the framing. Unfortunately he hit his front 
teeth, knocking out half of his right front tooth. It was a clean break and Wayne was 
not a happy chappie! 
 
Dad managed to track down two long bench tram seats which were part of the 
downstairs seating on the outside wall. The old laundry was turned into Peter's 
bedroom, down the path from the back door, under the upstairs lounge. Once the 
excavations were completed, the laundry was put at the end, where the darkroom and 
projection room were, with two sinks with taps, the washing machine fitting in beside 
all of this, and there was a light. Just what you need for the laundry! Unfortunately the 
taps were pointed and came straight out towards you - not the normal washroom taps 
designed to fit a rubber hose to them and ideal to wash trays etc. On one occasion 
Mum took the hose off the tap to get some water into a bucket and a jet of water hit 
her full on. She was not a happy lady. We had to change the taps to suit, in a very big 
hurry! 
 
Early in our teenage years table tennis played an important part of our social life, both 
at church and at home. The ‘Popular Mechanics’ magazine Peter subscribed to was 
full of interesting projects. Cross bows, super-duper pooper scrappers, table tennis 
tables, and even making canoes, and a rowing boat. The design which caught my eye 
was the table tennis table with upside down pyramids, with just the tip or top of the 
pyramid touching the ground. This gave fantastic manoeuvrability for the player, 
without tripping on any legs. There were two vees joined together, hinged at the base 
(pointed end), folding in on each other, then folding back up (as a pair), to be attached 
to the bottom of the table. This enabled the table to be put away for storage, legs 
attached. The whole unit was very heavy, when adding the 5x9 foot table, one inch 
thick, the full regulation size. 
 
Our neighbours 
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Glynn 
When Dad bought the section at No 34 in 1943, it was the last one for sale that faced 
the north west. There were some houses already built, the Bennetts were living 
opposite us, at No 33 and the school house where the Tawa School principal was 
living was already there at No 30. That would have been the Salmon family, and then 
down the road at No 24 lived the Anglican Vicar, Rev. Titchener, with his family. He 
was an Anglo-Catholic and was replaced later in the 1950s with Rev. Edmonson, an 
evangelical vicar.  
 
We knew most of the families, at least by name and to say ‘Hello’ in Ngatitoa Street, 
as well as in nearby streets, such as The Drive or Park Lane. The Bennetts lived 
across the road from us - there were Graham, Allan, Pam, Jill and Susan. Mr Bennett 
was a compositor. Ernie Mexted and his family, two girls, Lorraine and Beverly(?) lived 
next us at No 32, Ernie was a building contractor. I was the only left-hander in the 
family and Mum told me they asked Ernie if he employed left-handers in his business. 
He did and said they were just as skilled as right- handers, so I was going to be okay. 
The Salmons lived in the school house at No 30 when Mr Salmon was the Tawa Flat 
primary school principal in the 1950s. Across the road on the southside next to the 
Bennetts (No 33) were Thelma and John Beasley (No 35). See the map at the end of 
this story. 
 
Most neighbours had families, though Mrs Hoggard who lived down the road was 
widowed and I think Bob and Barbara Gill, living at No 36, did not have children as far 
as I can recall. We usually attended Tawa Primary School together with older siblings 
being together down to the youngest, except Peter who was at Wellington College. 
We all walked to school and sometimes I even went in bare feet. 
 
Quentin 
Being older than Glynn widened the contact with each of the families mentioned. David 
Salmond and I joined in a number of family activities together. We also explored the 
hills and bush, Colonial Knob going up some of the smaller valleys leading up to 
Colonial Knob itself, some had small pockets of the old bush and different ferns. Then 
there were the Porirua Mental Hospital water storage dams. surrounded in bush, 
mostly Tawa trees in the lower valleys. It was the same for Alan Bennett living opposite 
and David Mead further down the hill. David Salmond and I used to attend each other's 
birthdays. I can remember being at the Salmonds for a meal - it must have been my 
birthday because I was given a card and when I opened the card it said “THINK”. I 
must have responded with a blank look because Davids’s older two sisters were 
chiming in, “It says Think!”. Yes, I did get the meaning eventually!  
 
David Mead and I, both handy guys, liked working in David's Dad’s workshop. We both 
had access to the American magazine ‘Popular Mechanics’, and in one edition there 
were plans for making kites. David had the inspiration to make a large box kite, 
standing nearly as tall as us. This was made from American cedar, diagonal wire stays, 
paper mache top and bottom. David had rigged it up and it was ready to go. We took 
it up to the top of Ngatitoa Street, across The Drive and into the paddocks and walked 
along the ridge. As so often in Tawa there was a strong nor’ wester blowing. It did not 
take much to get the kite off the ground and we were almost lifted off ourselves, 
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However, the string held, luckily - David had it attached to a solid piece of wood. That 
kite had so much lift! 
 
We played with a number of the other children, depending on the age and what class 
you were in at school. I do remember playing with the Edmonson boy, in the large 
entrance and wide hallway of the vicarage, playing games there. 
 
When I was older I cut Mrs Hoggard’s lawns with a small hand-pushed mower. There 
was quite a bit of detail in cutting lawns. First to cut the edges (learnt from my father) 
with hand hedge cutters, nice and sharp. Once that was completed it was time to do 
the lawns. The catcher on the mower was also important, lengthening the time for the 
job, but as I was soon to find out the pay was the same no matter how long it took you 
to do the job. Two shillings and sixpence, plus a large glass of fruit juice. “That's looking 
very nice,” Mrs Hoggard would say! 
 

 
Photo 11. 34 Ngatitoa Street in 1955. Dad and Randall in the picture. The road was 
still shingle, and some of our neighbours houses can be seen. Ernie Mexted’s garage 
on the left, and across the road, from right to left going down the street: Cleverly, 
Christiansen, Mrs Hoggard, Rolston, and the top of Furrie’s house can just be seen. 
 
Our church families were a source of inspiration as we got older. The Bennetts living 
opposite were part of that group. We met in the front lounge of the Bennett’s house. I 
had started playing the clarinet in 1957, when I was in the third form at Mana College 
(progressing from the recorder at primary school). It was not too long before we 
brought other church young people together for a bit of a ‘jam’! Alan Bennett living 
opposite was on the piano accordion, Bary Jacobsen guitar, and Patsy Kilford was 
lead singer. Alan’s older brother Graham could also have joined in. 
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Glynn 
People knew who belonged to who and if you got up to something, then Mum or Dad 
would soon know. Three examples. 
 
Wayne: 
I had made a bow from a cane hula hoop, and an arrow tipped with a .22 bullet. One 
day a group of school girls were passing our home and he went out “for some reason” 
and faced them and fired the arrow down towards the shingle road. Unfortunately it 
bounced up and hit Mary Lalley on the forehead. The Lalleys lived in The Drive and 
their section backed onto our section. Well Mr Lalley was on the phone that night to 
Dad! Mr Lalley was a bricklayer who had come and rebuilt our fireplace to make the 
fire a lot more effective. 
 
Quentin 
More on bows and arrows. As mentioned earlier, Dad and Peter subscribed to the 
American magazine ‘Popular Mechanics’. There were articles on how to build things 
like canoes or row boats or cross bows. So Wayne and I went down to Mexted Motors 
and asked for a back spring from a Ford Prefect. Glynn can remember us working on 
it in our workshop. Mr Murray Mexted decided to ring Dad and let him know what his 
boys were up to. The word came down from Dad to stop construction!!.  
 
Going up into the bush, the western hills behind Tawa (referred to as the Catholic 
Bush) and below the hills that may have been called Twin Peaks, led to an interest in 
catching possums. Gin traps were then used, and one day a pile of gin traps ended 
up by our back door. The boys had been up in the bush and “found” these traps. Next 
Mum got a ring from Mrs Pocock, who lived near the end of The Drive, asking if we 
had "acquired" any possums traps. Her son Ian had placed the traps. I remember Mum 
opening the back door and saying, “Yes they are here.” They were duly returned to 
their rightful owner. 
 
Quentin 
Yes, the bush and hills played a large part in our activities. We were able to wander 
off for a number of hours at a time and that was the norm. The bush was a place of 
discovery! There were supplejack vines hanging from the tawa trees over small 
valleys, or sometimes rata vines, of which the best were nice and straight, not too thick 
to hang onto and very strong. The supplejack sometimes required two to three vines 
together, which made it more awkward to hang onto. These “Tarzan” swings required 
to be tested before we all had a turn. Normally the ground was suitable to swing off 
from, but sometimes you climbed onto a log to get lift off. These were across small 
streams several metres deep giving a very good swinging area. We thought Glynn 
being the smallest and because of that, the lightest, would be the perfect choice to 
give it a go! Then if he was ok, we would be away! I can remember on one occasion, 
just in from the large totara tree on the top paddock, we had a good swing. Glynn was 
selected to be the first to give it a go. With a lot of encouragement he was pushed off, 
then, crash, the whole vine came crashing down, just as Glynn was at the zenith of his 
swing. There was total silence, as often there is in these situations and then with 
everyone together, “Are you ok Glynn?” There was a muffled reply from Glynn and 
there were cheers all round! 
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We made forts from supplejack, bending them over to look more like an igloo to give 
the rectangular shape with a curved top. We then intertwined ferns into the top and 
sides, making them sleep-able but certainly not water proof. 
 
Later, as teenagers, we had a large tree fort near the top of a large hinau tree, near 
the top of the bush line, near the centre of the bush. There were great views down out 
to the paddocks below, and there were clear views as to who was coming into the 
bush. It took quite an effort to get the materials to the site and haul them up to make 
a suitable landing to sit on. This was done by dropping a rope down, tying the material 
on, then pulling everything up. Making rope ladders was part of the training we had at 
Boys’ Brigade. “Tie a piece of wood to the rope end, then try and throw it over a branch 
higher up and then pull the ladder up.” Climbing the ladder was a skill in its own right, 
not easy with it twisting round until top and bottom were well anchored. This was the 
only way of climbing these larger trees, nothing to hang onto. I recall we had very 
sharp and strong sheath knives, able to cut through branches and cut material for bow 
and arrows, and cutting supplejack. The knot we used to tie the rungs of the ladder to 
the rope was the Clove hitch. The rope was bought from Rolston's Hardware store, 
normally used for clotheslines, tightly bound in loops, possibly ten yards in each 
bundle. 
 
We did have a hand rail round part of the platform and had made a rope ladder to 
climb up the larger part of the smooth trunk in order to get to the upper branches. Alan 
Bennett, a neighbour across the road from us, was interested in radios, so we set up 
our crystal sets, which we had made and set up at home, complete with headsets, and 
we were able to listen to 2ZB or 2YA. (These were part of the things we made at Boys 
Brigade). There was one small problem: we needed an aerial to pick up the signal. We 
had a small roll of suitable wire, but getting it from the fort across to a neighbouring 
tree took a while. I remember tying the wire to a hammer, making sure it was not going 
to get tangled up, swinging it round and around, then aiming it at a tree not too far 
away. After several attempts we managed to get it to the tree we were aiming for. Then 
we had to climb up that tree, somehow, and secure the wire. As a result we had quite 
a good reception. 
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Photo 12. Our tree fort in the hinau tree. Wayne, Randall, Alan Bennett and Quentin 
c1956. 
 
Perhaps surprisingly, we did manage to get our parents to come up with us at some 
point and visit the site. It involved climbing up through the bush to the tree, but they 
did not climb the tree. 
 
Sledges and trollies were part of the mix! The trollies were made from a wide piece of 
timber, able to be sat on, and we somehow managed to track down some old pram 
wheels with their axles attached. There had to be a strong cross section at the front 
with a bolt in the centre for steerage, the axle running underneath. There was a fine 
line in the construction, so that your feet could be placed on each side of the board 
you were sitting on to enable you to steer the trolley. There was a strong cord looped, 
and also attached left and right, to hang on to. The more sophisticated versions had a 
hand brake for the rear wheel. The rear wheel axle was also best attached with another 
cross timber section. 
 
We started off outside our place and headed down the road to the Vicarage, just a 
gentle slope, but able to gather enough speed to make your hair fly back! There was 
not much traffic around and there were plenty of helpers to pull the contraption back 
up to the top for another ride! 
 
Sledges. These were equally complicated to build if done properly: each had two 
hardwood runners slightly curved and oiled on the base of the runner; and two bracing 
units, one to sit on and one in the front to put your feet on. If you made these too close 
together, your knees would bend up too much. You had to be rather compact when 



 

21 

sitting on them. I can remember a cold frosty morning heading up into the paddocks 
with our sledge in tow, the frost still on the shady side of the small valleys – all ideal 
for sledging. Glynn was again chosen as the first down this virgin slope, down into a 
swamp area, good for slowing things down. He certainly took off leaving clean green 
grass, with whoops of delight from us all. We could not wait for each of us to have our 
turn. 
 
Glynn  
Yes I remember going down the slope, which was about 35 degrees, going quite fast 
and wondering about the swamp or was it a stream at the bottom of the slope. Still I 
survived!. 
 
Friends 
 
Glynn  
When I went to primary school it was Robert King who became a life friend and we 
would sometimes play together at our respective homes usually after school. Robert 
lived in The Drive, next to the Kemps. Other friends at school included Glen 
Spackman, Paul Barnett. Other friendships also came through church activities and 
secondary school.  
 
Quentin 
I have already mentioned having a birthday tea at David Salmond's place. Through 
my primary school, my friends and I did on occasions go to each other's birthday 
parties. There was David Salmond, Nigel Chadwick, Monica Evans and Rae Blight, a 
group of us of similar age and in the same class. We were also together at college. I 
do remember a party at our place held down in the basement and we played Spin the 
Bottle. This involved kissing (the girls), painless (behind the curtain) or gas (out in the 
open)! David Mead lived just down the road, we attended primary and secondary 
school together, and are still in contact today. Others have moved into the mists of 
time. 
 
 
Recreation 
 
Glynn 
The surrounding hills and farmland were our playground in the 1950s and early 1960s. 
My older brothers would often disappear for hours into the surrounding countryside, 
Because I was the youngest it was not much fun taking me. Access was just at the 
end of Ngatitoa Street where it joined with The Drive. Once we crossed the fence we 
were away. My brothers built a fort up in a rata tree, (or hinau). Once Alan Bennett 
went with my brothers and set up a crystal set with an aerial. We climbed Colonial 
Knob frequently, and often went down the other side and across Stephenson's land to 
the coast. Or we might cross Florio Zandie's farm to the water hole at the end of the 
pipe that went under the (then new) motorway, a popular spot for swimming. Once 
Quentin , Wayne and Randall packed lunch and walked to Mount Roberts to the row 
of macrocarpas on top and devised a game to see who could walk the length of the 
row without touching the ground. We also walked over to the top dressing airstrip or 
the macrocarpas on the boundary of Arohata Borstal Farm.  
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Quentin 
The Woodmans and Hydes lived in Takapu Valley. We would visit them on occasions 
travelling up there on our bikes. We would test the electric fences, close to the road, 
by peeing onto them, something shocking at the time! 
 
The army track, as it was referred to, we thought was put in by the American Marines 
during the Second World War, but apparently it was the Public Works Department. It 
ran in a contour along the western hills. Access to it from the valley was provided by 
a farm track leading up to it at the south end of the bush. It ran south above Arohata 
Borstal and north from that point below the twin peaks to the west of Tawa Flat, coming 
out on the flat ridge leading down to the Porirua dams. The hill section leading up to 
the contour track was often used as our running training track, making use of the 
slightly flatter areas for a change of pace! 
 
The dams were a great area to explore. The larger one, heavily silted up, had a large 
volume of water in it. The smaller dam over a low ridge between the two dams, only 
had water in it after heavy rain and was also heavily silted. The bush was heavy with 
tawa trees in the lower valley. This was a very popular track which cut up the south 
side of the valley looking towards Colonial Knob. This led up above the bush line where 
there was a row of pine trees. Looking up from the valley floor, it looked like there were 
five pine trees in a row. To us the track over the years was always referred to as the 
“five pines”, but there were actually more than five pine trees. From there you were in 
open paddocks all the way to the top of Colonial Knob. At the top in the early days, 
remains of the old bush cover were evident in the paddocks where large logs had not 
rotted away. I remember the remains of an old jeep which had been blown off the top. 
Later a fence was erected round the communication building, which gave it some 
shelter. When the communication building was manned, you could go in, but in later 
years it was automated. 
 
We went over Colonial Knob when heading for the coast. This was a full day’s trip, 
going down the other (western) side, into the lower valley, and then up over the rolling 
hills to the coast. The cliffs here are 100 to 150 metres high. Just getting down to the 
sea was a mission in itself. The land was very steep, covered in the upper parts with 
old karaka trees which were interspersed with flax. With shingle slides between the 
trees, you had to make sure there was no one below you, or you had to step aside 
behind a tree until the person coming down had caught up with you. a lot of fun. Boots 
or heavy footwear were recommended. After a late lunch and time to explore, two to 
three hours later you headed back home. Sometimes a lot of encouragement was 
required to get people motivated to go uphill, but they were simply not very fit. But it 
was a good day out, and we were always ready to do it all again! It was a lot of fun. 
 



 

23 

 
Photo 13. Quentin and Wayne climb back up to Colonial Knob from Stevensons farm. 
c1957. We may have just gone down the ridge. Remnants of the old forest covered 
hills can be seen further down the ridge, and framing the photograph. 
 
Talking of trees, Wayne remembered one day he and friends crossed Zande's land 
and then Rolly Rolston's land up to the row of large macrocarpas that bordered his 
land with the Arohata Borstal Farm. They climbed up one of the trees, and then heard 
voices below them. A group from the Borstal were having a picnic beneath the tree. 
Wayne remembers picking the small nuts off the tree and trying to drop them on the 
folk below. That very large macrocarpa tree, plus a couple of others, is still there today. 
The trees stand out by themselves to the southwest of Tawa amongst the freshly 
covered hillside of the regenerating shrub and bush. 
 
Wayne on his return home at one stage, after starting his Physical Training course in 
the Air Force, had an old parachute, so we decided to go up into the bush and see 
what we could do with it. Going up to the main paddock to enter the bush and heading 
to the left hand corner, we followed a track for about 300 hundred metres where there 
was a small clearing, the trees much smaller. We decided to make a hammock, so we 
strung the parachute between two small trees. It looked good, so the next thing was 
to try it out. Wayne swung his leg over and attempted to get in between the sides. 
Getting the other leg in was the problem. As soon as he had lifted his other foot off the 
ground to climb in, the whole contraption (not quite a hammock), turned very fast. Half 
in, half out, Wayne was rotated unceremoniously and dumped on the ground. A lot of 
laughing from both of us as we realised getting into a hammock was not as easy as it 
seemed. While Wayne was doing this, I was further back with my camera recording 
the whole event.  
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The small streams had plenty of native trout and fresh water crayfish, which we caught 
and took home. The fresh water crayfish would sometimes be put into the bath - when 
cooked they went pink! Going up the army track and heading into the valley which 
leads south to Johnsonville, was one of those streams. The top dressing airstrip was 
just above the head of that valley. Also in that same valley on the western side, a small 
mine had been cut into the hillside. The same cut into the hillside on McKelvie’s farm 
on the western side of Tawa. A stand-up shaft went straight in and led to a very big 
hole. Sheep used to go in and drop into it. It was very smelly. 
 
Wayne also remembers walking over the farmland to the Takapu Valley and playing 
in the swamp on the valley floor . When we got home we were all covered in mud. 
What Wayne did not remember would be Mum washing all the muddy clothes, boiling 
up the copper (electric), and putting the clothes into the wringer washing machine.  
 
Glynn 
Quentin and Wayne worked for Florio Zande during the school holidays, pulling tawini 
(a small plant which did grow quite large). The very small plants were the ones we 
pulled out. Digging drains in swampy areas, and cleaning out streams - all for one 
shilling an hour. (we had brand new gum boots, a great feeling having dry feet, while 
wading in wet muddy water). I even looked after some of his sheep during the 
weekend, and occasionally Florio would pick me up in his old car ( a Ford coupe?) and 
drop me off where he wanted me to be. I also helped occasionally in his woolshed 
during shearing or helped Mrs Zande in the kitchen with the serving and doing the 
dishes. 
 
In season, many folk would head down to the old Main Trunk Railway near Zande’s 
farm and pick blackberries. We could bring back up to 5.5 kilos at one time and Mum 
would make blackberry jam or pie. All this involved a lot of walking.  
 
Quentin 
Steam trains are always a fascination. We put pennies on the railway line down by the 
station and picked up the flattened coin after the train had run over them. Standing on 
the over bridge at the station, waiting for the steam train to come through. Peering 
over the handrail as the train came towards you. The engine driver just waited for the 
right moment to sound the whistle, enveloping us in smoke and steam! 
 
I can remember going up to the paddocks across The Drive, and over the large gate. 
It must have been in the summer, early on when we had moved to Tawa Flat. There 
was the local farmer, Florio Zande, with a team of five horses cutting the hay. Freshly 
cut hay with short sharp stubble on your bare feet keeping you focused. As we got 
older Wayne and I would help out on the farm. Digging a trench in the centre of a 
swampy area required a sharp long handle shovel, cutting the width of the shovel each 
side of the trench then pushing the shovel down the full depth, bending the knees, 
straight back, lifting it out and throwing it well away to the side. (This is how we were 
taught). You would start at the bottom and work your way slowly up. There was 
something special about doing this! Working in this very wet area with gumboots on, 
dry socks and no holes in your gum boots! A great feeling! 
 
Shearing time in Florio’s sheep yards just beside Takapu Station was full on. Up to 
four shearers operating at a time. Wayne and I had perfected, to some degree, picking 
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up the shorn sheep's wool, an art in itself, and throwing it onto the sorting table. The 
wool would be folded and then put into the wool sack, which was attached to the wool 
press. How many fleeces went into each bale, I cannot remember, but the wool was 
pushed into the corners and in between with your feet. Once the wool was stacked 
into the two parts of the wool press, top and bottom, it was winched up to sit on the 
lower bale which the bale had been attached to. Then the two would be pressed 
together, and winched down to form the one bale. The lid had already been attached 
to the top lid of the press. This was lowered onto the bottom part of the press with the 
top part of the bale attached. This was then winched down with a large lever on the 
side until the wool stacked on top was level with the lower part of the bale. The top of 
the bale cover was overhung ready to sew the lid to the bale. A large needle was 
threaded with twine and the four sides sewn together. The needle looked like the head 
of a cobra snake, flared out to help push the needle through the sack. Job done, and 
the heavy bale rolled to the side, helped by using a bale hook in your hand. 
 
At the right time of the year, Zande’s orchard, between the railway line and river, was 
a suitable distraction. 
 
Docking time for the lambs was another job we did. This was at the lower end of the 
Takapu Valley up on the hills to the east. A small yard had been set up and Wayne’s 
and my job was to pick up the lambs, turn them over, grab hold of their rear legs, fold 
them over their front legs and lift them to your chest and put their backsides on the 
bench, just above waist height. Tails cut, males desexed. We wore old shirts put on 
back to front, and ended up splattered with blood! Refreshments consisted of cold tea 
in large flagons, plus sandwiches, provided by Mrs Zandie. 
 
Push bikes and scooters eventually came into our family when Dad and the others 
picked up frames and wheels etc from outside Dawn and Evan Council's place in 
Cambridge Street. There was a local council special rubbish collection when we 
noticed them and picked them up! It was great because anyone could go round and 
check on what families were throwing out and help themselves. Then, later, if we had 
saved enough we might go into Hori Young’s bike shop on the Main Road opposite 
the Salvation Army Church to purchase bike parts or even a new bike, but that was 
rare! Scooters were very heavy and required a bit of effort to get them rolling. The axle 
for the back wheel was often a piece of half inch steel, cut to allow a nail of cotterpin 
to be put through a hole, to stop the wheel from coming off. The rough edge of the 
axle end often caught our ankle bone when we kicked off! You had to make sure you 
had your foot farther out away from the axle. 
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Photo 14. Quentin and Wayne with their new second hand bikes, c1953. I guess the 
rest of our family walked home. Randall is on the left of the notice board, and Glynn is 
leaning on one of the posts, underneath the notice board.  
 
Glynn  
Often I would play on my own in the small stream that skirted round Lyndhurst Park. I 
could see our lounge window from the stream and when I needed to come home for 
tea Mum would hang a tea towel from one of the windows. 
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Photo 15. Lyndhurst Park from our backyard at 34 Ngatitoa Street, October 1955. The 
stream ran from left to right following the southern boundary of Lyndhurst Park. The 
tea towel in our lounge window signalling it was time to come home could be clearly 
seen when playing in the stream. 
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Photo 16. Tawa Flat 100 year celebrations, held in October 1955. There was a parade 
which ended at the Park. The tents contained various stalls. I remember seeing pink 
candy floss for the first time being made up, whipped, and placed into a paper holder. 
 
Through the local Boys’ Brigade Company based at the Tawa Baptist Church, there 
were opportunities to go camping, learn basic tramping skills, gymnastic skills, and to 
have fun. 
 
In the post-World War Two society there was a generation used to guns. In our 
household we had a 303, 22s and several slug guns. My brothers would use these to 
shoot rabbits or possums, or magpies in the fields and on the odd occasion even have 
slug gun fights. I remember one in particular with the Cuttance brothers at the bottom 
of The Drive and along the road a short way on the right. There was a row of large 
macrocarpa trees, an ideal place to hide behind. It carried on for a little while and no 
one was hit, but I do remember being told by Quentin to hide behind the shovel we 
had with us and one of the slugs hitting it and making a pinging sound. 
 
This reminds me of another occasion when I met the Cuttance brothers. I was about 
7 or 8, ( I never did find out their first names, they went to different school from me) on 
my own when walking down a short cut between Kereu Bend and The Drive. The three 
of them blocked my way and the conversation went like this: 

Who are you? 
I’m a Christie. 
Are you one of the Christie brother? 
Yes.  
So what’s your name? 
Glynn. 
Never heard of you.  

But I was let pass. I laugh about it now, as I found later in life on more than one 
occasion people who knew my older brothers had not heard of me either.  
 
Quentin, Wayne & Randall 
We used to make small igloos out of the supplejack that was common in the bush. 
Then we weaved punga leaves to try and camouflage them. We built one at home and 
lined it with straw, and unfortunately it was next to our incinerator so one day it caught 
alight. Remember the three pigs’ story! 
 
Talking of fires, in around 1955/56 my brothers made a ‘fort’ and a series of tracks in 
the tall gorse just to the north of the bush. The gorse was the old man variety, and 
stood two to three metres tall. The dead prickles could be brushed off the wooden 
trunks and they made a number of tunnels. I remember one day in our kitchen 
someone talking about the danger of the gorse going up in flames and the risk of our 
being trapped in the fire, so we stopped going there. Later one night, the small valley 
at the far end of what is now Larsen Crescent caught fire and the whole gully went up 
in flames. It was very spectacular, even more so than Carters Timber going up in 
smoke. We watched it from our lounge windows and had a front seat view. 
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Photo 17. Our home at 34 Ngatitoa Street taken cJune 1957. On the hills behind the 
house can be seen the effects of the scrub fire, which started on 2 April 1957. We had 
a front row seat to the fire as the hillside and valley were in flames. I remember thinking 
would anything be left in the morning of the bush but it did survive. Part of the old army 
track is still visible just below the long flat ridge line from the centre to the right. Just 
above the carport, on the other side of the valley can be seen land being subdivided 
for more housing off Kiwi Terrace.  
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Photo 18. Similar photo taken a few months later. The large macrocarpa tree at the 
top of the army track is visible on the left skyline.  
 
Sometimes Dad would take us into the pictures on a Saturday or I would go with Mum 
and then on our own into Wellington. I remember going to Molesworth Street to the 
Tivoli, when for 2s/6d you could see two Marx Brothers films. They made us laugh: “A 
Day at the Races”, “The Big Store” are two I remember. There were other films like 
“Brigadoon”, “Ben Hur”, and the shorts with Laurel and Hardy and Buster Keaton were 
sometimes thrown in. There was also the run of “Carry On” films from 1958 onwards. 
 
Quentin 
Other memories include visiting Wellington’s Queen Wharf when our grandmother 
(Mum’s mother) Grandma Sim returned on the ‘Rangatira’ back to Christchurch. There 
were street photographers between the station and Featherston Street and Lambton 
Quay. 
 
Further, listening to the radio, ears glued to the small brown radio, valve operated, 
aerial plugged in, and on the second shelf in the left corner of the lounge. There was 
Don Clark setting up to kick at goal from halfway and the commentator Winston 
MacCarthy sharing his excitement and the uproar when the kick went over. It was the 
1959 Lions Tour, and Tony O’Reilly was a really fast winger.  
 
Christmas 
 
Quentin 
Christmas was always a special time - the preparation of all the decorations - school 
would have finished, so there was plenty of time to decorate the lounge -crepe paper 
cut two inches wide in a number of colours - sometimes two colours combined and 
platted, strung from the centre lights to the corners of the lounge – a real Christmas 
tree was decorated and over the fireplace - stockings for the Father Christmas’s flying 
visit. With a large family, we were very lucky with the love and support we were all 
given. And the surprises. Wayne and I had a Meccano set from an early age and 
Hornby wind-up train sets, rails and carriages. We used to make our own tunnels and 
roads. 
 
Nana Sim, our mother’s Mum, came up from Christchurch and taught us to make wool 
threads: a wooden cotton reel with four small nails put in round the top, with the nail 
heads taken off. I cannot remember how we started, but the wool came up through the 
hole in the reel, or was it from the top, making stitches over each of the four nails. 
Somehow stitches were added and the completed stitching started to come out at the 
bottom of the reel. Different colours of wool were also in the mix. What we did with 
them when we had a certain length, I do not know! 
 
One Christmas I was given a No.8 Meccano set. This was combined with the other 
sets we had, thus making it a very large set. At that level you could make large trucks 
with a differential, large crane and many other engineering details. That kept me busy 
for hours, I did have to make special boxes to hold it all. It is all now with David Christie, 
my nephew, Glynn and Julie’s son in Christchurch.  
 
Glynn 
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Listening to the radio was important and particularly the Saturday night programmes 
which included comedy shows such as ‘Take it from Here’, ‘The Goons’, ‘The Navy 
Lark’, ‘My Word’ and ‘Round the Horne’ Then in the school holidays we listened to the 
morning YA Holiday Programme with Gavin Yates.  
 
In the winter we would go in to Wellington by car and go to the Dominion Museum. 
First I always turned hard left just as we entered the museum and there were the 
shrunken heads of Māori or indeed Pākehā who had been killed, the meeting house 
and a very large war canoe. Yes, that was certainly a large draw card, with plenty of 
room to move around, the old Māori meeting house, and Egyptian mummies.  
 
Getting Around 
 
Glynn 
In the early 1950s few people had vehicles, so walking, and trains and, when in 
Wellington,  
trams or trolley buses were part of everyday life. 
 
I remember walking with my family from 34 Ngatitoa Street, to the Linden Scout Den 
where the newly-formed Tawa Baptist Church was meeting at the time on Sunday 
afternoons. I would have been about 4 years old at the time and on our return at the 
bottom of Ngatitoa Street asking Dad to carry me up the hill. Dad said I had to walk up 
the shingle road to our place. Often weekend trips on the train would take us to 
Plimmerton, or Sunday School picnics at the Paekākāriki Domain in the mid 1950s. I 
remember going to Dolly Varden for our primary school swimming lessons until the 
school pool was opened in the late 1950s. The water was freezing at both venues but 
at least the school pool had no paddle crabs.  
 
Quentin  
Who could not forget Dolly Varden railway station, arriving from Tawa Flat school for 
swimming lessons, going across the main road to the inner Pāuatahanui Harbour, the 
area east of the bridge - the only accessible sandy area - the tide going out, cockles 
in the mud - sandy surface- bare feet - doing dog paddle - the tide going out, stronger 
than my dog paddle - water freezing - I have hardly swum ever since! 
 
As Dad was working for General Motors from 1955, he was able to buy a new car from 
the Company. These were not readily available to folk at the time and a condition was 
that the car had to be sold to a GM dealer after one year of ownership although this 
condition was relaxed by 1961 when Dad sold our 1961 Holden to Graham Mexted, 
who lived at 22 Ngatitoa Street. We enjoyed a range of Vauxhalls and Holdens up to 
1968 when Dad died.  
 



 

32 

 
Photo 19. Phyllis Christe and our 1957 Vauxhall Velox outside 34 Ngatitoa Street. The 
road had been tar sealed by then. Mum would have made her hat. Beyond the car can 
be seen on the left, the red roof of the Beasley’s house ,and further up the road behind 
the car is the Thompsons house, on the corner of The Drive and Ngatitoa Street.  
 
Quentin 
Before Dad went to General Motors, he was at Lever Brothers at Petone. Wayne and 
I went across for the Christmas children's party - first time drinking Coca Cola, bubbles, 
or a fizzy drink! That has not changed over all these years. I am not a fan of bubbles! 
 
Glynn 
Having a car meant our world expanded. Often on Sunday afternoons we would go 
out for picnics - to the beach at Plimmerton, or some of the extensive bush reserves 
in Wellington such as Wiltons Bush, or around the base of Mount Kaukau. Dad liked 
exploring different roads: we travelled to Makara, the old hill road to Paekākāriki, and 
Moonshine Road after going over the Haywards Road. Takapu Valley was also a 
favourite. We would always have a picnic somewhere and explore. The only trouble 
for me was I got car sick because I was placed in the back seat of the car. Never mind 
- I seemed to have survived as did the rest of the family. (I can remember going up the 
Takapu Valley, sitting in the back seat on the left and having the window down. Dad 
did not want me to have it down but I persisted and the end result of that was I had to 
get out of the car and walk home! 
 
We had a summer holiday at the Kena Kena camping ground in Waikanae in 1956. 
Then Dad took Quentin and Wayne to relatives in the North Island and we all enjoyed 
summer holidays for three weeks up north for the next 10 years. Then when the 
Paekākāriki Motor camp was opened we would camp there for another three weeks 
while Dad caught the train to work during the weekdays. 
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Tawa Hall 
 
Glynn 
I remember the former Tawa Hall was a wooden building and when you went in off the 
Main Road the seats were facing you. The seat ends were made with those cast iron 
scrolls and the leather seats flipped back. I was afraid of getting stuck in between the 
seat and the back as they flipped back quite easily. The raised stage was at the back 
and they lowered a screen for ‘the pictures’ as we called them. I remember going there 
to see pictures like Laurel and Hardie and I seem to recall seeing ‘Lorna Doone’ there 
too. I do remember seeing a rat running across the bottom of the screen during one 
showing – it was caught in the light of the film. I also remember going there when Ivor 
Powell came for his Christian mission in 1955. It was cold and wet outside - what we 
called then ‘an old man southerly’, one that lasted four or five days. Again from 
memory, we used to call it the Old Flea Pit or the Bug House. By the 1950s the outside 
needed a really good paint. So, yes, I was one of the young patrons of Tawa Hall. 
 
 
School  
 
Glynn  
Peter went to Porirua Primary School and then to Wellington College while the rest of 
us went to Tawa Primary, and then to Mana College. I started at Tawa Primary School 
in May 1954. Quentin, Wayne and Randal were ahead of me. The Primers classrooms 
were in the block built in the 1940s and they all faced out onto the large concrete 
playground. When the 100-year centennial was celebrated there was folk dancing here 
and all I remember was part of the song we pranced round to which had the line “in 
and out the windows”, which was repeated twice. 
 
One day our primer class, or was it the whole school, went out and watched the old 
Anglican Church being shifted from its old site up on a rise at the junction of Ngatitoa 
Street and Lyndhurst Road down to the new site on the corner of The Main Road and 
Lyndhurst Road. I remember we all sat on the northern side of the road watching the 
articulated truck come slowly down the access road of the original site. That would 
have been on 29 June 1955 according to Arthurs Carman’s History of Tawa Flat. 
 
Quentin  
Wayne and I went to clubs in the old Anglican Hall. I can remember at the close of 
each evening we sat around a round heater, with a light inside and this was 
representing a fire. We sang a song about Akala and the Wolf Cub pack, dib, dib, dob, 
and saluted with two fingers. Mr McPherson was one of the leaders, living just up on 
the right hand side, at the bottom of Ngatitoa street. That would have been 1952 to 
the time the Church was moved. After that period, the Baptist Church was built and 
we moved into the Boys’ Brigade at a junior and senior level. 
 
Glynn 
At that time the Porirua Stream meandered through the school grounds and there was 
a bridge going across the stream at a lower level with the access sloping down in front 
of the Primer 3 and 4 class rooms that were free standing at the end of the 1940s 
block. We, the primers , were not allowed across the bridge, but all my older brothers 
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were because that was where the standard classes were located. The realignment of 
the stream was undertaken in the mid-1950s I think and the old stream bed filled in 
and the large flat area to the south of the classrooms was levelled for playing fields 
and eventually for the school pool round the back of the school incinerator.  
 
Quentin  
I can remember sitting on the floor, with plenty of room around me at kindergarten at 
the old Marines Mess Room, in Whithouse Road, Titahi Bay, later the base for the 
Titahi Bay Players for many years. Mrs Georgina Boyle was my teacher. That would 
have been before I went to the old Golf Club in Tireti Road which was the primary 
school in 1948. Miss White was my primer teacher and we had slates to write on, 8x10 
inches, with a piece of chalk to write with. 
 
I did make a phone call to Arch Jelly, one of New Zealand's top athletic coaches, who 
turned 102 in 2025, one of Tawa School’s former primary teachers.  
 
Glynn 
Teachers I had were Mrs Georgina Boyle, who taught all five Christie boys in the 
primers. She was at Porirua Primary School when Peter was there. I also had Miss 
Godber, Miss Hayden, Mrs Birch, Miss Turley, (Std 2), Miss Schroeder (Std 3) Mr 
Coates,(Std 4) Mr Sharples (Std 5)and Mr Manning (Std 6). We had Nev McEwen, the 
All Black as a relief teacher for Miss Turley one year. We boys decided during lunch 
time to form a rugby scrum that scattered all the desks , lunches and milk bottles before 
us. I can still see the surprise or was it shock, on Diane Leckie’s face as this happened. 
All the boys involved got the strap from Nev McEwen for creating quite a mess. 
 
While I had the above teachers for the whole year, my brother Wayne was not so lucky 
having 11 teachers in one of his standard years.  
 
Quentin  
Because of my birthdate, 4 June, it was decided to hold me back one year, so I had 
two years in Standard 2, as did a couple of others in my class. I have not been the 
same ever since! It may have been about this time that I decided not to go to school. 
I went down to the bottom of The Drive, climbed up into one of the large macrocarpa 
trees there at the time on the left, and stayed there all day! I did have my lunch with 
me. 
 
Glynn  
I remember Mr Coates for his art lessons, and some of us went into the polytechnic 
behind the Dominion Museum in Wellington for art lessons on Saturday mornings. We 
travelled by train and then caught the No. 11 Tram. In September 1961 the 16 Tawa 
Primary School children, aged between 9 and 12 years old, painted three main display 
window backdrops in Kirkcaldie & Stains shop in Lambton Quay in Wellington. We 
were divided into three groups and in our group were Marie Janes, Paul Barnett, 
Marilyn Peat, and myself. Some of us also had paintings in an art exhibition being held 
in the store at the same time. I had three paintings, two of which I still have because 
the exhibition organisers kindly lost the third one for me, my best creation to date, 
painting an iron foundry. In 1964, three of my older brothers, all then at Mana College, 
won respectively, the Senior, Intermediate and Junior cross country races. Following 
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a newspaper report, Mr Coates stuck this up in our classroom and when I came in I 
was asked what I was going to win!  
 

 
Photo 20. Wayne, Randaal, and Quentin on the day they won the Intermediate, Junior, 
and Senior cross country championships at Mana College, 1960. 
 
Then I remember Mr Sharples for his sense of humour and school projects. We were 
located for a year at the side school built below Tawa College grounds for that year in 
1961. And I remember Mr Manning for not having a sense of humour, or at least not 
in class. I also remember on our last day of primary school finally getting into his desk 
and finding his leather strap which Russell Mead and I cut up and then distributed 
pieces to our class mates. That was our last act in Standard 6 before we went our 
separate ways. 
 
I went to Mana College as did three of my older brothers, and the majority of my 
Standard 6 (Form 2) class went to Tawa College. I think I biked each day to Mana 
College. Being a smaller lad, I did not want to get involved in the fighting at the Porirua 
Railway Station. 
 
Shopping 
 
Glynn 
Mum would do her grocery shopping locally. She would buy groceries from the 4-
Square shop on the railway side of the Main Road coming into Tawa. It was owned by 
Miss Solomon, whom I always remembered as Aunty Solly, and Rua Milton. Rua’s 
husband was Ira Milton. They lived behind the shop. I remember the wooden counter 
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and the fresh loaves of bread we bought. Mum told me a half loaf was called a quarter 
in the South Island. There were bins along the back filled with flour, sugar and Mum 
would buy a pound or whatever, placed in a brown paper bag. 
 
Next door was Mrs Hendon's haberdashery shop. Mum would pop in there for ribbons, 
or wool buttons etc. I remember the bright colours of the different cotton reels.  
 
There were shops across the road, but when with Mum I do not remember going there. 
There was a men’s barber, Barry Glenn I think ( Mum cut our hair), a dairy owned by 
Mr Stevenson, Mr Blight the plumber had his premises too, and there was Mexted 
Motors Garage. The Tongs lived nearby and Mr Tong was an accountant and his office 
was in front of their house. I remember the frosted windows with gold lettering painted 
on them. Mum would get her meat at the Lincoln Road/Main Road butchery, owned 
by Ron Wood. The main floor of the butcher shops was covered in sawdust. There 
was a large wooden work station standing in the middle of the work area where the 
meat was cut up. The top was not level, showing the effect of cutting meat over a 
number of years. We could buy a pound of gravy beef for our cat, and it cost 1/-. There 
was a fruiterer next door to Wood’s which was run by an Indian family. I remember 
going in there with Mum, but cannot remember their names. 
 
Milk was delivered by the local milkman, each day except Sunday. We would get 6 
pint glass bottles delivered each day.  
 
Every year Mum and Dad would order 20 and 40 pound boxes of apples from the 
Hawke’s Bay or apricots from Otago. These were transported to Tawa by rail, and 
Mum would be rung and told that her boxes of fruit had arrived at the Tawa Railway 
Station and were ready to be picked up. Mum would drive down to the station to collect 
them before she met Dad coming home on the train.( I always enjoyed playing around 
the goods wagons stacked with timber from the nearby timber yard.) The following 
weeks saw fruit peeled and bottled for later use. We also ordered honey in this way, a 
four gallon tin of clover honey. 
 
When it came to vegetables and fruit we had a large vegetable garden at home. Our 
Saturdays were often taken up helping in the garden, and as we got older digging it in 
spring time. 
 
Hardware needs were catered for by the Rolston Hardware shop whose shop was on 
the Main Road. The family lived down the road from us in Ngatitoa Street. ‘Chook 
Fowler’ ran the local pharmacy shop and he owned a series of Cadillac cars with which 
I got involved by washing and cleaning them for pocket money once a week for a while. 
Chook shifted along the Main Road to the corner of Tawa Street to a new shop built in 
1960/61. My brother Peter started his pharmacy apprenticeship with Chook and 
worked there from about 1957 to 1966. 
 
The Cowans lived next door to the Meads. They owned the swim wear factory on the 
eastern side of the main road, just up from Rolston's Hardware. Their brand was 
“Jensen Swimwear”. They did have a fashion show with their latest brands. Patsey 
Kilford and Lesley Jameison (two of the senior young people at the Baptist Church at 
the time) did a small stint of modelling for them. 
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Every once in a while we would go into town by the unit on Friday nights, then follow 
Dad at a fast walking clip up as far as Technical Books in Taranaki Street. Then would 
make our way down Willis Street and Lambton Quay, calling into the various places 
on the way back to the railway station to catch the 9.00 pm train home to Tawa.  
 
Events, specific memories  
 
Glynn 
I recall that Lyndhurst Road used to have a kink in it and it was straightened out. The 
new road was like a causeway going from the flat up the hill. I think this opened the 
way for the rugby field to be formed. This occurred around 1953/1954.  
 
It was in 1954 when Queen Elizibeth and the Duke of Edinburgh travelled past down 
the Main Road. I vaguely remember waving as black cars drove by. I must have gone 
with my primer class across Oxford Street to the Main Road. 
 
Quentin: 
All children at school were given commemorative medals to celebrate the occasion of 
the Queen’s Coronation. 
 
For water supply, before a reticulated system was put in by the Council, we had three 
tanks, perched on their respective tank stands. In summer we needed to ration our 
water at times. I remember that, being the youngest, I was the last one into the 
Saturday night bath, and you could not see the bottom of the bath by then. Mum always 
had the first bath. Sometimes we would fill the bath with fresh water crays (not at the 
same time as having baths!), brought home from trips over the hills, complete with 
rocks and weeds. 
 
On occasions we carried a four gallon tin of water from the creek flowing round 
Lyndhurst Park, up through the shortcut to Ngatitoa Street, and back home. This was 
used for washing when our tank water was very low. It was a slow trip, trying not to 
spill too much water and was hard on the hands because of the thin wire handle. 
 
The opening of the skating rink in 1960 brought pressure on our Dad to buy us some 
skates to use. Dad christened them in our kitchen and showed us how to do it by 
skating round the kitchen table. Nothing like trying to skate in a strong nor’wester 
blowing you about. 
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Photo 21. Dad showing us how it is done with the newly bought roller skates. He was 
going round our kitchen table.  
 
Changing times and moving on 
Glynn 
By the early 1960s the Redwood subdivision was underway and our ‘playground’ 
disappeared to become another urban suburb. Summers became dominated with the 
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sound of Euclid wheel scrapers cutting up and dumping what used to be farmland, 
with the streams disappearing into concrete culverts and bush areas removed. Larsen 
Crescent for a short time became “The Street” to live in as some of the houses had a 
rumpus room, then the ‘must have’ in an “up and coming home.” Larsen Crescent’s 
top place in the new social order did not last long, however, as Whitby took over in the 
mid-1960s as the place to be. 
 
Peter was the first to leave home, going to Massey University to study agriculture in 
1955/1956. He later returned and changed direction training to become a pharmacist 
undertaking his training while working with Chook Fowler. Peter married Jill Curtis, and 
they moved to Sydney in 1966. Wayne left home in 1960 to join the RNZAF, where he 
met and married Mickey (Laurel ) Hollis. Randall married Lorraine Burgess. Lorraine's 
family lived in The Drive, and then they moved away in the mid-1960s. Quentin married 
Leslie Jamieson - her family had moved to live in Mascot Terrace, and left to live in 
Paekākāriki. After our father died in 1968, Mum and I moved away to Paekākāriki, and 
then finally to Flat 1, 13 Luckie Street in Linden. I married Julie Johnson, whose family 
had moved into Larsen Cres, and we moved out of Tawa in 1977 leaving Mum who 
died in 1993.  
 
Growing up in Tawa in the 1950s was good because of the freedoms we had, and the 
different communities we belonged to, which so enriched our childhood. 
 
Then new urban subdivisions in the 1960s signalled more changes in the community, 
just like our arrival to Tawa Flat in 1951, did to the 1940s community. 
 
Looking back those days were special because of the freedom we had. 
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Photo 22. Taken from one of the Twin Peaks looking north east. Not sure about the 
date. Porirua Harbour in the far left, with Mount Roberts, and the Winstone Pipe works 
in its shadow. A big totara tree just visible as a small blimp in the paddock to the lower 
right. This was near one of the entrances to the bush.  
 

 
Photo 23. Looking south east towards Takapu. The relatively new state highway, 
constructed in 1953, still showing the scars through the cuttings just above Taylor 
Terrace heading south. Taken from one of the ridges leading up to Colonial Knob.  
 


