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Welcome 
Hello and welcome to the seventh issue 
of Poetry Notes, the newsletter of 
PANZA, the newly formed Poetry 
Archive of New Zealand Aotearoa. 
Poetry Notes will be published quarterly 
and will include information about 
goings on at the Archive, articles on 
historical New Zealand poets of interest, 
occasional poems by invited poets and a 
record of recently received donations to 
the Archive. 
The newsletter will be available for free 
download from the Poetry Archive’s 
website: 
 
http://poetryarchivenz.wordpress.com  

 
Niel Wright on C W 
(Charles Woodhouse) 
Grace, 1862-1946 
 
Wellington poet/critic/publisher Niel 
Wright has recently written an account 
of early Maoriland poet Charles 
Woodhouse Grace. 
C W Grace is another forgotten poet of 
New Zealand’s past, part of our cultural 
taonga, who PANZA unearthed in its 
ongoing search through old New 
Zealand poetry books. 
 
I spent 1996 researching forgotten New 
Zealand poets whose books I had 
bought by 1961 or later when research 
opportunities were limited in the 
extreme. Now in 2011 I have gone back 

to such research with the focus on the 
period 1915-1930, the most obscure and 
neglected in our poetry. (Mark Pirie has 
made a list of poets from this period.)  
I find this research immensely exciting, 
because unimaginable viewpoints and 
achievements come to light as with the 
fellow I have written up today C W 
Grace, first noticed by Pirie. 
C W Grace appears, with two books, in 
New Zealand Literature Authors’ Week 
1936, page 59:  
 

1889 Songs and Poems 
1924 Songs and Poems From  
        Aotearoa 

 
PANZA has a copy of each: Songs and 
Poems (donated by the bookseller John 
Quilter) and Songs and Poems From 
Aotearoa (donated by PANZA member 
and bookseller Michael O’Leary). 
Otherwise only the Turnbull Library has 
a copy of Songs and Poems (no date: 
1889 or 1890?). 
Songs and Poems From Aotearoa 
(1924) is held by National Library of 
New Zealand, Alexander Turnbull 
Library, Dunedin Public Libraries, 
University of Auckland General Library, 
University of Otago Hocken Library and 
University of Waikato Central Library. 
The National Library gives C W 
Grace’s full name as Charles 
Woodhouse Grace and his dates as 
1862-1946, so he lived to be 84. 
Songs and Poems is undated but ‘1890’ 
is pencilled in the PANZA copy. The 
National Library says ‘1889’.  
The title page describes C W Grace as 
‘Late of New Zealand’. 
There is a dedication to Henry 
Chaworth Musters as the author’s 
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friend. There is a stanza of verse by 
Thomas Moore as epigraph to the book. 
Epigraphs to some poems come from 
poems by Byron, Burns, Longfellow 
and Wordsworth. There are quotes of  
‘1 Corinthians, vi. 12’ and ‘1 Peter III. 
7’ to one poem. Two poems have short 
head notes. Two poems assert 
composition as late as 1888. 
From Songs and Poems you get the 
impression that Grace was either born in 
or spent some time in New Zealand 
before coming (back) to Britain. He 
seems to have been very conscious of an 
island or islands, of coasts, of seas. 
The poems in Songs and Poems reflect 
Northern Hemisphere seasons, but the 
landscape is ambiguous and may reflect 
New Zealand experience, since though 
British features are given they serve no 
purpose.  
In the light of hindsight with fuller 
knowledge of C W Grace’s background 
and first hand knowledge of his later 
poetry it is possible to appreciate his 
situation in the 1880s and respond more 
understandably and favourably to the 
poems in the 1889/1890 book than 
otherwise would be in order. 
Songs and Poems was published when 
C W Grace was 28. It shows an 
authorial personality with strong 
characteristics, but hardly amounts to 
successful poetry, though a few pieces 
towards the end show signs Grace could 
get there at some future time if 
circumstances were suitable, viz ‘The 
Poet’s Snarl’, ‘The Last Farewell’ with 
an interesting bipart stanza, ‘To 
Frances’, ‘My First Football Match’, all 
showing a trend to lengthy discourse or 
narrative with an objective focus.  
Otherwise, there is no need to spell out 
the characteristics on show. The 
author’s short introductory describes the 
poems as melancholy and written in a 
time of suffering.  
Archives New Zealand provides a 
useful head note on C W Grace, 
deriving from the Appendix, in the book 
by David Grace, A Driven Man, 
Wellington, 2004, pages 353-354, but 
not included in its index: 
 

Grace, Charles Woodhouse, 1862-
1946. Ninth child and fifth son of 
Agnes and Thomas Grace. Twin 
brother of George Frederick Grace, 

born at Pukawa. Charles married Inez 
Eastland and returned to New Zealand 
from England (where he had been 
educated & married) in 1894. They 
had two sons. He taught in Maori 
schools at Pukawa, Koriniti on the 
Whanganui River, and later at 
Kaikohe. In 1924 he published a book, 
Songs and Poems from Aotearoa. He 
died in 1946. 

 
I have looked at A Driven Man in the 
Māori Collection at the Wellington 
Public Library. It has an index of names 
with Charles Grace (ie C W Grace) 
coming up on pages 140, 143, 154-156, 
168, 254 and 299. 
In the book A Driven Man, the driven 
man is C W Grace’s father, Thomas 
Samuel Grace (1815-1879), a radical 
missionary whose staunch pro Māori 
activity and promotions repeatedly met 
opposition from the New Zealand settler 
community. 
There are profiles of Thomas Samuel 
Grace in the Dictionary of New Zealand 
Biography (online as Te Ara) and the 
Encyclopedia of New Zealand (1966) 
also online. The 1966 account is more 
informative of the two. 
T S Grace married Agnes Fearon in 
1845. According to National Library 
Time Frames, her dates are 1825-1919, 
but this is either a mistake or 
misleading, because according to A 
Driven Man, pages 350-351, Agnes 
Grace died in Nelson on 25 February 
1890. T S Grace died at Tauranga on 30 
April 1879 and was survived by eight 
sons and two daughters. C W Grace 
says three of his sisters were dead by 
1889. Another daughter died in 1890.  
C W Grace dedicates his 1924 book to 
his sister Jeannie. The whole family 
were bilingual in English and Māori. 
T S Grace (pages 298-299) took his 
family to Britain in 1875 and his sons 
were put in boarding schools there, all 
to have four years at college, two later 
going on to Cambridge University, but 
Charles missed out on university for 
lack of funding after T S Grace died in 
1879. T S Grace’s wife Agnes Grace 
returned to England for the years 1880-
1884 (pages 350-351). 
It is definite that C W Grace spent 19 
years in Britain from the age of 13 to 
32. 

In the opening pages of his 1889/1890 
book of poems, C W Grace gives three 
perhaps early poems to his mother or on 
motherhood, which express the greatest 
affection and respect for a mother he did 
not see again for five years and was 
never to see again after 1884.  
In fact, C W Grace consciously walked 
in his mother’s footsteps. She ran a 
school for Māori girls at her husband’s 
mission stations and at the end of her 
life was still educating Māori women to 
marry Māori clergy. C W Grace on his 
return to New Zealand went back to the 
very location of his mother’s original 
school for Māori girls at Pukawa to 
teach at a Māori school and remained 
focused on teaching Māori girls to the 
end of his teaching career. 
C W Grace was a longer lived 
contemporary of W B Yeats (1865-
1939) and Rudyard Kipling (1865-
1936) and like Kipling was sent home to 
England for his education, and was 
thoroughly miserable there. 
Grace’s book, Songs and Poems, was 
published in London by Authors’  
Co-operative Publishing Co Ltd. 
A book of poetry published in London 
in 1889/1890 has to be assessed against 
the Fin de Siecle poetry of the time in 
the 1890s. 
C W Grace appeared as a poet with the 
Fin de Siecle poets of the 1890s and it is 
just a question when he returned to New 
Zealand in 1894 how far he could 
actually go as a poet. That’s what I will 
find out, and I will be the only person in 
New Zealand to have done so or even 
been in a position to do so since 1930. It 
is important to approach the reading 
with a sympathetic mind.  
Grace may not be a great poet. I’ll know 
that when I read his 1924 book, but he 
comes with an astonishingly impressive 
background  
In my opinion, the Fin de Siecle era in 
English poetry in the British Isles had a 
reflection in New Zealand poetry. It is 
even possible that there was a deeper 
cultural basis in Aotearoa for Fin de 
Siecle poetry to be written here, and that 
the era of such writing in New Zealand  
stretches from 1880 to 1930. 
According to Orsman’s Oxford 
Dictionary of New Zealand English, 
‘Maoriland’ appears in the Australian 
National Dictionary as a term for all 
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New Zealand by 1859 and was 
popularised by the Sydney Bulletin from 
the 1880s, while ‘Maorilander’ as a 
term for a white New Zealander appears 
in the Australian National Dictionary 
by 1882. 
The National Library of New Zealand 
simple search Keyword Reference 
brings up the earliest mention of 
Maoriland in their catalogue as 1884, 
with 20 entries by 1899, but with the 
term still in use in 2010 on the 361st 
entry, and of Maorilander at 1901 with 
only six entries in all. 
In PANZA, we have a copy of a tourist 
brochure Titbits From Maoriland by 
Benoni White: ‘Dedicated (with 
permission) to Lady Plunket [the 
Governor General’s wife] Sep: 1904, 
printed and published in Wanganui’. 
The brochure besides preliminaries and 
covers has 11 pages of scenic 
illustrations and one stanza poems 
virtually alternately. 
Coming home to New Zealand in 1894 
it would have been difficult for C W 
Grace not to relate to the 
Maoriland/Maorilander perspective on 
show in the New Zealand and 
Australian literature of the time. And 
there was an even stronger motive than 
the literary fashion that he should do so. 
C W Grace’s book Aotearoa: A Book of 
Poems (cover title) / Songs and Poems 
from Aotearoa (title page) / Songs & 
Poems From “Aotearoa” songs of our 
native isles (on the opening page of 
text) was published 35 years later than 
the 1889/1890 volume.  
It was published in 1924 by Gordon and 
Gotch Ltd, New Zealand, as a prestige 
effort of 112 pages of which 24 carry 
photographs at the technical level of 
1920s book production. The picture 
pages are paginated inclusively with 
text, so the pagination I quote for poems 
usually overstates their length.  
The titles Songs and Poems (1889/1890) 
and Songs and Poems From Aotearoa 
are clearly contrastive. C W Grace is 
contrasting to the poems he wrote in 
Britain the poems he chose to write 
from 1894 when he came home to New 
Zealand and published in 1924 after a 
30-year career here. 
The book of poems Songs and Poems 
From Aotearoa (1924) is clearly 

modelled on the brochure Titbits From 
Maoriland (1904) or the like. 
I have now read C W Grace’s 1924 
book of poems.  
In 1924, on page 57, C W Grace repeats 
the poem ‘The Sea-Bird’ that opens his 
1889/1890 books of poems. 
In 1924, pages 99-100, C W Grace 
repeats under the title ‘Sing Cheerily’ 
the poem that appears as ‘To Mrs W M 
Chaworth-Musters’ on pages 13-14 of 
the 1889/1890 book of poems. 
These two repetitions do indicate that  
C W Grace does not see a great gap 
between his early and later poetry. 
Two of the poems in the 1924 book are 
dated, one 1895 and one 1900 
presumably as so early in contrast to 
others.  
In 1889/1890, C W Grace makes do 
with a number of imperfect rhymes. In 
1924 there is only one such rhyme, as I 
remember it ‘touched / hushed’. This 
indicates an increased care over 
technique. 
The characteristic of New Zealand poets 
of C W Grace’s generation (ie born in 
the 1860s) is that when they deal with a 
subject in a way we people of the 21st 
century endorse, then their technical 
skills and practices are adequate and 
acceptable for the job. This is the case 
with C W Grace in his 1924 volume. 
The term Aotearoa was first used in a 
Māori publication by Governor George 
Grey whose goodwill extended to T S 
Grace. I have found it impossible to get 
the National Library catalogue 
references to ‘Aotearoa’ in a time line, 
because there are over 5500 of them. 
While Grace puts ‘Aotearoa’ in his title, 
he may give it the restrictive sense of 
North Island. He often speaks as if New 
Zealand (by whatever name) was a 
single isle/island. He uses the 
abbreviated form ‘Aotea’. He has a 
poem called ‘A Song of Maoriland’, 
which may equal for him New Zealand 
as a whole. 
No sooner had C W Grace got back to 
New Zealand in 1894 than in 1895 he 
wrote the poem given on pages 21-25 
‘A Plea for the Maori’ in which he 
expressed the pro Māori ideology 
formulated by his father T S Grace. This 
poem has the satiric edge of ‘The Poet’s 
Snarl’ in the 1889/1890 book. 

But more so than any other of the 1860s 
generation C W Grace in his poetry 
embodies the ideological commitment 
to the indigenous culture of Aotearoa. 
I would have expected C W Grace to 
have features in common with Yeats 
and Kipling, and he has clearly in the 
1924 volume. He has Kipling’s 
jingoism and practical materialism 
(interest in physical things). He also has 
Yeats’s interest in the culture of a 
primitive/archaic minority, in his case 
Māori. 
In the 1924 volume, there is substantial 
leavening of touristy and patriotic 
poems, not all contemptible, but I take 
them as read. 
I think one has to take two poems in the 
1924 book as essential to Grace’s poetic 
corpus. One is ‘Pirihira’ on pages 59-64 
and the other is ‘Down the Whanganui 
Forty Years Ago’. In both Grace is 
reminiscing much later in life about 
experiences in New Zealand when he 
was boy there before 1875. Other poems 
of the same focus are ‘The Four Mission 
Lads’ on pages 91-96 and ‘Forest 
Minstrel, Tui Bright’ on pages 72-77. In 
these poems, one sees the historic 
memories that underlie the 1889/1890 
book but do not get clear expression 
there. 
Elsewhere in 1924 Grace reviews a 
New Zealand locality in terms of Māori 
history but does not include himself as 
specifically present in the scene, namely 
the poems ‘Wanganui River’ (written 
November 1900) opening the text on 
pages 13-14 and ‘Taupo’ on pages 54-
57. 
In other cases such as ‘Little Maori 
Maidens Three’ on pages 46-49 Grace 
seems to recall the distant past as 
reprised in some modern context. 
In both the 1889/1890 book and the 
1924 book there is the same poetic 
personality in evidence. There are 
religious poems, but in the 1924 book 
they are given a Māori background and 
address Jehovah. In 1889/1890, there is 
sense of personal sinfulness and evil 
doing, but in 1924, this becomes a 
social malaise blamed on the Europeans 
but suffered by Māori.  
In both books C W Grace is hung up on 
maidens given various personal names 
in 1889/1890 (as was Tennyson’s early 
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practice), one ‘Inez’, presumably she 
who became C W Grace’s wife. There  
is a sad poem in 1924 on page 108, 
‘Adieu’, in which Grace, the school 
teacher in Māori schools on retirement, 
takes leave of his pupils as maidens. 
Is C W Grace a great poet? In his 
context he is a poet of outstanding 
interest and he will in the 21st century 
deservedly win acknowledgement as 
such. 
There is a historical overlap between  
C W Grace’s boyhood and family 
experiences at Taupo 1855-1865 and the 
epic poem Maoriana published in 1916 
as by Elan Westerwood, but said to 
have been written in 1885 with a setting 
about 1855 in the central North Island. 
It is a totally different kettle of fish from 
C W Grace’s poetry, but needs to be 
treated separately. 
 
Further Notes on C W Grace 
 
Last week I released my essay on  
C W Grace, but I want to add a couple 
of points. 
The impression I would like to see 
confirmed is that when C W Grace 
arrived in Britain in 1875 aged 13 he 
was in background a Māori who spoke 
English. From this basis in 15 years, he 
appeared in London with a book as a 
Fin de Siecle poet. 
There is one more book with which  
C W Grace was involved in New 
Zealand as one of four editors: A 
Pioneer Missionary Among the Maoris 
1859-1879 by Thomas Samuel Grace 
(1928) published in Palmerston North.  
The libraries search engines do not pick 
up C W Grace’s name on the title page 
because it gets lost under ‘et al’ in the 
catalogue transcription. The book is 
available online. Do a Google search.  
 
More on C W Grace’s Books in 
Libraries 
 
A helpful librarian has brought more 
information to my attention. 
There is also a copy of C W Grace’s 
1924 book in the War Museum 
Auckland according to the microfiche 
Union catalogue. But the General 
Assembly Library copy has presumably 
been transferred to the National Library. 

WorldCat has some entries that unpack 
the initials on the title page of the 1928 
book on T S Grace to include C W and 
to spell out C W Grace’s full name, but 
the New Zealand catalogue entries do 
not do this yet. 
WorldCat identifies C W Grace’s 
1889/1890 book Songs and Poems as 
appearing in six libraries worldwide, viz 
Turnbull, Capetown University, Florida 
State University, Cambridge University, 
National Library of Scotland, British 
Library. 
Some library catalogues identify the 
1889/1890 and 1924 books at the 1st and 
2nd versions of the same book. This is 
not so, as they have only two poems in 
common, and are otherwise different 
texts. 
 
Niel Wright’s The Pop Artist’s Garland: 
Selected Poems 1952-2009 was recently 
published by HeadworX, and was part 
of a New Zealand display at the Poetry 
Library, Southbank Centre, London, in 
2011. 
He is co-founder and administrator for 
the Poetry Archive of New Zealand 
Aotearoa. His poetry appeared in Issue 
14 of the online journal International 
Literary Quarterly (USA/UK). 

 
Classic New Zealand 
poetry 
 
This issue’s classic New Zealand poet is 
Ernest L Eyre who was profiled by Niel 
Wright in the previous issue of Poetry 
Notes (Winter 2011). 
Eyre (December 1885-1968), a poet, 
rugby player and official for the North 
Shore Rugby Club was born in Dunedin 
and lived in Devonport, Auckland, 
much of his life and was a wandering 
bard who at one stage pedalled a push 
bike across rugged terrain to sell his 
wares in small townships. 
He wrote popular verse since age 14 and 
started publishing his work in book 
form at the age of 20. He was widely 
published in newspapers in New 
Zealand (Auckland Star) and Australia 
(The Bulletin) and by 1940 he said he’d 
sold around 30,000 copies of his books 
and pamphlets across New Zealand. 

These stats and his habit of wandering 
make him a precursor to the modern day 
great Sam Hunt who similarly travels 
across New Zealand and has been 
officially recognised by the Queen for 
his services to poetry.  
Like Hunt, Eyre was a professional poet 
and made his living from poetry. Eyre’s 
feat is plainly remarkable given the 
difficulty of getting poems printed back 
then and of travelling, yet in contrast 
Eyre has received no formal 
recognition. 
This year, Tony King succeeded in 
reprinting a pamphlet of Eyre’s rugby 
poems from his book Camp-fire Rhymes 
(1923) called Versus: New Zealand 
rugby in verse 1909 – a copy was 
donated to PANZA. It’s a beautifully 
printed collection published to coincide 
with the IRB Rugby World Cup 2011. 
 

 
 

Photo: Versus: New Zealand Rugby in  
Verse 1909 by Ernest L Eyre (Greytown: 

Cobblestones Early Settlers’ Museum, 2011) 
 
There’s no doubt Eyre was our first 
prominent rugby poet, whose 
knowledge of rugby as a player has 
gleaned some of the best poems written 
on the subject in this country. He also 
played hockey, golf and lawn bowls and 
wrote on a variety of sports.  
His work was not confined to sport, 
however; subjects included love, death, 
politics, childhood memories, swag life, 
farm workers, and evocative portraits of 
towns, cities and rivers. Strangely, his 
work has fallen off the radar. Eyre 
appears in no major anthology of New 
Zealand’s poetry. 
Here are five of Eyre’s poems: 
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Ernest L Eyre 
 
THE OLD BOAT 
 
The old boat lies in the boathouse old 
   On the sands by the foam-flecked sea, 
Too old to sail, and too old to be sold, 
   Though a merry boat was she; 
Aye, the years gone by were her trysting  
                                                      years 
   When her lord and master, the wave, 
Conveyed her out to a hundred piers 
   And many a sheltered cave. 
 
Then you and I were lovers twain – 
   As merry as that old boat; 
We sailed away o’er the sparkling main 
   As far as the white clouds float; 
And many the hours that were happy  
                                                 then 
   As I took your hand in mine, 
Or we bent to the oars again and again 
   ’Mid the sting of the whirling brine. 
 
We said: “Ah, what a pleasant world,” 
   Nor thought that Hope would die; 
Your amber hair on your dear face  
                                          curled 
   And your merry laugh rang high. 
You would dip your hand in the  
                         seething foam 
   So cold, and pearly-white, 
And talk of the beautiful cheerful home 
   We’d own when things were “right”. 
 
The old boat lies in the boathouse old, 
   And we have grown old, too; 
The glorious dream of the home of gold 
   We dreamed, will never come true. 
The only thing that we may not dree 
   Is the love we have freely given 
Each to each, in this hut by the sea, 
   Where the storm-flung spume is  
                                         driven. 
  
 
CHEER UP! 
 
(A spring song for Rugbyites) 
 
The football season’s over; nevermore  
                         we’ll fling the leather 
From hand to hand, or dodge, or leap, or  
                         cut across the grass, 
For signs of Spring are in the air; long  
                      days of sunny weather 
Are driving Winter clouds away from  
                          ev’ry mountain pass; 

The wooded peaks shine clear as knives  
                       against the blue horizon; 
The warm North wind is in the trees –  
                     the bees go buzzing by; 
A dark and tempest-haunted land the  
                      frog no longer lies on: 
Come, all ye gloomy Rugbyites, and  
                       watch the Winter die! 
 
Come cheer ye up! The old game lives  
               in spite of seasons changing – 
A rest will do a world of good to limbs  
                           grown stiff and sore; 
And Springtime bringeth other sports,  
        when pleasure craft are ranging 
The harbours wide … We’ve cricket,  
              too, and cycle trips galore. 
Why worry? Put your togs away; dull  
          gloom should leave no traces 
Upon your brows, for happy days are  
                             fairly on the wing; 
There’ll be boat and swimming races –  
             tennis, golf and steeplechases: 
O, ’tis jolly, jolly living in the jolly  
                           months of Spring! 
 
 
PLOUGHIN’ 
 
Cuttin’ furrows long an’ deep 
   (O an’ how the cool winds pass!) 
While the skylarks skyward sweep 
   From the rustlin’ meadow grass; 
Music notes without alloy – 
   Little gloom are birds allowin’ 
O, I tell you, it is joy – 
   Ploughin’ 
 
What care I for stuffy town, 
   Shiny pavements, roadways white? 
Give me paddocks, hillocks brown, 
   Give me fresh air – I’ll be right! 
Perched upon me old machine 
   To no man on earth I’m bowin’. 
Cares? We dunno what they mean – 
   Ploughin’. 
 
It may rain – er course it may, 
   But we take it in good part; 
If ther sun shone ev’ry day 
   Crops ’ud never get er start! 
Seems to me, some folk I know 
   With Dame Nature’s allus rowin’ 
We don’t care if it should snow – 
   Ploughin’. 
 
 
 

An’ when work fer day is done 
   There’s a lassie to be kissed; 
As the stars shine, one by one, 
   They can see us at the tryst! 
An’ when she becomes my wife 
   (Little laughin’ Bess McGowen) 
Why, I’ll simply sing through life… 
   …Ploughin’! 
 
 
BE ARTISTIC:  
ART ALONE MATTERS 
 
Most people on earth achieve nothing of  
                                                  worth: 
In their prosaic ways they’ve persisted; 
They’ll have nothing to show when to  
                                Silence they go 
To prove they have ever existed! 
Now don’t be like them: write a song –  
                                     quite a gem, 
Or paint pictures of hills green and high; 
Mould a bust, full of tone, out of marble  
                                                or stone; 
Leave something behind when you die! 
 
Write a verse about ferns: try to emulate  
                                                 Burns; 
(In the ranks of the bards be en-listed!) 
Or devise charming plays of the  
                            glorious days 
When Marlowe and Shakespeare  
                                         existed! 
Try your skill making maps of our  
                      globe; or, perhaps, 
A chart of the infinite sky; 
Though your fame ne’er extends past  
                     your circle of friends 
Leave something behind when you die! 
 
With ineffable art write a tale – from the  
                                                  heart – 
Or compose music scores: unassisted, 
And in some future age you may be all  
                                             the rage: 
Folks will know, anyhow, you existed! 
Though you never may climb to  
                   Distinction sublime 
Do not be like the multitude: try! 
If ’tis only a colourful nursery rhyme 
Leave something behind when you die! 
 
For we find, looking back, down the  
                       dead Empires’ track 
By the mists of ten thousand years  
                                        misted – 
That their Art work so deft is the only  
                                          thing left 
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To prove that these Empires existed! 
So pay heed old friends! Mould your  
                     thoughts to good ends! 
Be creative: for gold do not sigh! 
To Queen Art be dutiful! Make  
                 something beautiful 
And leave it behind when you die! 
 
QUIET RIVERS 
 
I love to rest by quiet rivers 
   As rhymers do, and, half asleep, 
Watch rippling sparkling currents loiter 
   O’er sandy bars; or gently creep 
Round bends where black swans haunt  
                                            the rushes 
   And grey hawks wheel on leisured  
                                              wing; 
And in the pines the speckled thrushes 
   And riro-riros in rapture sing! 
 
I like to drowse by quiet rivers 
   And let the restless world go by, 
And hear the West wind in the rimus 
   And weeping willows softly sigh; 
And watch, afar, the cranes stand idly 
   Beside the shining current’s brink, 
And water-circles spreading widely  
   Where wandering cattle stoop to  
                                           drink! 
 
I love to lie by quiet rivers 
   On shadowed slopes, secluded, cool, 
And hear the careless mirth of children 
   Sky-larking in a swimming pool; 
Or listen to a steam-launch churning 
   The placid waters into foam, 
While, to his red-roofed home returning, 
   A drover rides o’er the sunlit loam! 
 
I like to rest by quiet rivers 
   In clover and rich grasses curled 
And dream of youth and loves – long  
                                        vanished – 
   And be the monarch of the world. 
No cares, no sorrows then assail me: 
   I feel once more the keen sweet joy 
In Nature’s charms that never fail me 
   Because my heart’s the heart of a boy! 
 
O, give to me the quiet rivers 
   In lonely wilds; the calm free life 
Afar from city’s frenzied turmoil; 
   The hardship and malicious strife. 
O, give me peace past understanding 
   That soothes me there at set o’ sun 
Or when, in Heaven’s vault expanding, 
   The stars are mustering one by one. 

O, let me sleep by Mokau river 
   When, at life’s end, I hear the Call; 
Lay me low by gleaming waters 
   Where tuis’ bell-notes rise and fall; 
And where the eddies curve and bubble 
   Through watercress, I’ll take my rest 
Untouched by pain, devoid of trouble, 
   Beside the river that I love best! 
 
(Poems taken from Camp-fire Rhymes 
by Ernest L Eyre (Auckland: Leightons 
Ltd printers, 1923) and The Wreck on 
Opotiki Beach by Ernest L Eyre 
(Devonport: North Shore Gazette Ltd 
printers, 1938)  
 
 

Comment on Ernest L 
Eyre and Rex Hunter  
 
PANZA received the following email 
comment from book collector Rowan 
Gibbs on Ernest L Eyre and PANZA 
member Mark Pirie has found additional 
information on Rex Hunter, who was 
featured as the classic New Zealand 
poet in the previous issue of Poetry 
Notes, through an obituary in Arena. 
Rowan’s email on Eyre: 
 

Hi, yes [Eyre’s an] interesting chap. 
National Library of New Zealand have 
it wrong - he was registered in 1886 
but a check on NZ Births, Deaths, 
Marriages shows he was born late the 
previous year: ‘born 19 Dec 1885 
Dunedin; died 24 April 1968 
Auckland, cremated at Waikumete 
Cemetery; parents William Benjamin 
EYRE and Janet, nee WILLIAMSON 
(daughter of John Williamson and 
Margaret, nee Fairbairn); married 
Mabel Pearl STENHOUSE 1917 (a 
cousin), daughter of Robert Stenhouse 
and Emma Matilda, nee Eyre; Robert's 
parents were James Stenhouse and 
Margaret, nee Murray; they married 
Edinburgh 1858 and migrated to NZ 
Jan 1858; children Shirley Joyce 
EYRE born 24 Nov 1928 in Sydney 
and Clive Kendal EYRE. 
All the best, Rowan. 

 
The obituary for Rex Hunter from 
Arena 53 (Autumn 1960), p. 19: 

Mr Reginald Hunter, a journalist and 
poet (and an Arena subscriber of 
many years’ standing) died in 
Dunedin in February at the age of 72. 
He worked on many newspapers in 
the United States during his 40 years 
there and was friends with such 
familiar figures in American literature 
as Ben Hecht, Carl Sandburg, 
Sherwood Anderson and Edgar Lee 
Masters. In America he lived in the 
famous literary quarter, Greenwich 
Village. A novel by Mr Hunter, 
Porlock, contained an introduction by 
John Cowper Powys, the English 
writer who was living there at the 
time. He published a volume of verse 
in 1946 called Call out of Darkness 
and earlier a ballad, The Saga of 
Sinclair. He left an unpublished 
autobiography, ‘Odyssey of an 
Antipodean’. He returned to New 
Zealand from the USA in 1949 and in 
recent years was on the literary staff 
of the Timaru Herald. 

 
Historic rugby poems 
found for Rugby 
World Cup 2011 
 
PANZA celebrated Rugby World Cup 
2011 with three historic rugby poems 
found by PANZA member, publisher 
and cricket poetry anthologist Mark 
Pirie, from New Zealand Free Lance 
(c1920s) and The Evening Post 
(c1930s). PANZA posted the poems on 
their website during the World Cup. 
The first humorous poem is on picking 
the team for the 1924-25 All Blacks 
“Invincibles” tour, from New Zealand 
Free Lance, and the second poem, ‘The 
All Blacks’, is on the team’s victorious 
return and was offered by Pirie and 
republished in The Dominion Post, 22 
September 2011 as “The Thursday 
Poem”. The third is a more general 
poem on players in the game, from The 
Evening Post. 
Robert J Pope (1863?-1949) was a 
Wellington poet and noted club 
cricketer in his younger years. Pirie has 
previously written on Pope in Poetry 
Notes, Vol. 1, No. 1, Autumn 2010. 
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The poems discovered by Pirie are not 
in Pope’s two published collections: 
Some New Zealand Lyrics (1928) and A 
New Zealander’s Fancies in Verse 
(1946). A visit to the Turnbull Library 
(when Pirie was looking for cricket 
poems for A Tingling Catch (2010)) 
unearthed them in Pope’s manuscripts. 
They had been cut out of New Zealand 
Free Lance and The Evening Post by 
Pope and glued in to his manuscript 
books; the third was signed in The 
Evening Post as “R.J.P.” Pirie is 
currently working on a fresh selection 
of Pope’s verse. 
Here are the three poems by Pope: 
 
Robert J Pope  
 
“THE ALL BLACKS:  
MY SELECTION” 
 
The Free Lance has ordained that all 
   Must pick a team of “Blacks,” 
That shall the stormy ocean brave 
   And face the British packs; 
A sense of duty urged me on 
   To honour this decree, 
But sorely was I puzzled what 
   The personnel should be. 
I read reports by ev’ry scribe 
   From Auckland to the Bluff, 
But very soon I learned that this 
   Would hardly be enough; 
For there are countless players who 
   Are born to kick unseen; 
Yet, nathless, mighty champions 
   Upon their native green. 
The “Oio Examiner” I 
   Indeed was forced to scan 
To see if there was a mention of 
   A real outstanding man; 
I found at least, a dozen that 
   ’Twas held, must find a place; 
While the Kawa Kawa “Sentinel” 
   Had thirteen in the race. 
There was seventeen from Auckland, 
   And nineteen from Hawke’s Bay, 
All positively certainties, 
   Whose claims none could gainsay. 
Only eight I found in Southland, 
   Who were sure to be included; 
But from Canterbury’s fertile plains 
   “All Blacks” in scores exuded. 
 Otago’s quota to the team 
   Was put down as eleven, 
And five of these were forwards who 
   Would grace a team from heaven. 

The “Times,” indeed, had qualms about 
   The eighteen from outside; 
And wound up thus: “Our men have  
                                          claims 
   That cannot be denied.” 
I read the Westport “Sun’s” reports, 
   And there I quickly learned 
Of a full-back and three forwards, 
   Who had fern-leaves safely earned. 
The “Examiner” of Woodville 
   Was but sparing in its claims; 
The list of men it termed “foregones,” 
   Comprised just seven names. 
The Marlborough “Express,” I found, 
   Took quite a gloomy view 
Of the number of its candidates, 
   And put it down as two; 
The Nelson “Weekly News” complained 
   Of being in the cold; 
Yet “Apple Land” had five great backs, 
   Perforce must be enrolled. 
To Taranaki’s claims I then 
   Directed my attention, 
And in the “Herald’s” columns, ten 
   Had honourable mention. 
“These two,” ’twas said, “must sure find  
                                                  place, 
   Let those stand out who must; 
But, lacking these, we’d have a team, 
   New Zealand dare not trust.” 
Such multifarious reading had 
   By now my mind perplexed; 
The problem of those twenty-nine 
   Was making me sore vexed. 
I totted up the certainties 
   And found them sixty-one; 
But, sixty-ones in twenty-nine – 
   It really can’t be done. 
I sat me down and scratched my head. 
   Now aching – when, anon, 
I found I’d made a blunder great – 
   I’d left out Wellington; 
Then rapidly I conned the notes, 
   Of “Drop Kick” and “Touch Line,” 
And found the local certainties 
   A modest twenty-nine. 
 
Wellington, 21/5/1924 
 
 
THE ALL BLACKS 
 
Sound, trumpet and drum, 
For the All Blacks have come, 
   Bowed down ’neath their burden of  
                                               glory; 
 

They have put in the shade 
Old Achilles, and laid 
   On the shelf all the heroes of story. 
 
Neither England nor France 
Could withstand their advance, 
   Though ’gainst Newport they had a  
                                   near squeak; 
Old Ireland fought gamely, 
Nor did Wales suffer tamely 
   The process of eating the leek. 
 
Nicholls, Nepia and Cooke 
All played like a book, 
   As did Parker, the Brownlies, none  
                                           fleeter; 
And more I could name 
Who have just as much claim, 
   Were it not for the bonds of my metre. 
 
Yet it might be as well, 
In case our heads swell, 
   To remember a former mishap; 
Let us not crow too loudly, 
Or bear ourselves proudly. 
   South Africa’s still on the map. 
 
Then here’s to the boys 
Who have made such a noise 
   In all lands where the oval is kicked, 
While they’ve burnished her fame, 
They have guarded her name, 
   And returned to New Zealand  
                             “unlicked.” 
 
Wellington, 11/3/1925 
 
(Poems from New Zealand Free Lance) 
 
 
KINDNESS ON THE FIELD 
 
(For the Post) 
 
Be kind to the hooker, or else in the  
                                            scrum 
   Thy poor tender shins he will hack; 
Or take the first chance that is offered to  
                                                    him 
   Of planting his foot in your back. 
Be kind to the hooker, he’s hidden from  
                                                  view, 
   And can work his revenge in the dark, 
So if you insult him, as sure as you’re  
                                                 born, 
   He’ll deprive you of some of your  
                                                  bark. 
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Be kind to the half-back, he’s nippy and  
                                                        sly, 
   And will grab you when rounding the  
                                                 scrum, 
Or will collar you low, your heels up  
                                      he’ll throw, 
   And bang on the ground you will  
                                             come. 
Be kind to the half-back, that watchful  
                                        young man, 
   If you hurt him he’ll likely feel wild; 
And if he should meet you again in the  
                                                    field, 
   You’d probably know why he smiled. 
 
Be kind to the winger, or you he may  
                                                  prod 
   In the home of your afternoon tea; 
He’s fond of a scrap, and won’t mind a  
                                                 rap 
   If your eye comes to grief on his knee. 
Be kind to the winger, he’s out for a go, 
   And promptly pays all that he owes; 
So be careful to give him no more than  
                                                his due, 
   Or he’ll give you the change on your  
                                                    nose. 
 
Be kind to three-quarters, they’re heady  
                                          and strong, 
   And can run like their master, Old  
                                               Nick; 
So if you tread hard on their corns beg  
                                       their pardon, 
   Or limp off the field with a rick. 
Be kind to three-quarters again let me  
                                                    say, 
   For their hatred of roughness is such 
That, if you should fend them, or neatly  
                                         upend them, 
   You’ll travel henceforth on a crutch. 
 
Be kind to the full-back or, when in his  
                                                     grip, 
   He’ll handle you roughly for sure. 
He’s a virtuous fellow, and hates fast  
                                       young men, 
   So take care that your language is  
                                                pure.  
Be kind to the full-back, ’tis kindness  
                                         well spent, 
   Don’t approach this stern player with  
                                                    vim; 
If to score you must try, put your collar- 
                                            bone by – 
   A collarbone’s nothing to him. 
 
(From The Evening Post) 

Ian Wedde appointed 
NZ Poet Laureate 
 
PANZA would like to congratulate Ian 
Wedde on his recent appointment as 
New Zealand’s Poet Laureate. 
More information at the National 
Library’s website: 
http://www.natlib.govt.nz/about-
us/news/ian-wedde-poet-laureate/ 

 
Dame Christine Cole 
Catley dies 
 
PANZA offers their sympathy and 
condolences to friends and family of 
Dame Christine Cole Catley who died 
recently. More information and a press 
release from the family at: 
http://beattiesbookblog.blogspot.com/20
11/08/chris-cole-catley-rip.html 
Chris Cole Catley’s imprint Cape Catley 
Ltd was an occasional publisher of NZ 
poetry, whose list began with Douglas 
Cole Catley’s book of limericks in 
1973, and this year they published 
Johanna Emeney’s debut collection 
Apple & Tree. Other poets on the Cape 
Catley list included Kevin Ireland and 
Bernard Brown as well as the anthology 
of North Shore poetry and fiction, 
Golden Weather, edited by Jack Ross 
and Graeme Lay. 

 
New releases by 
PANZA members 
 
Fences Fall, a new CD of songs with 
lyrics by Paekakariki poet and PANZA 
co-founder Michael O’Leary, was 
launched by local Mayor Jenny Rowan 
on Guy Fawkes night (5 November, 
2011) at St Peter’s Hall in Paekakariki. 
The launch party featured live music by 
performers on the CD. The songs, 
written mostly by well-known Kapiti 
Coast songwriters, are described as a 
“Kiwi re-invention of the folk traditions 
and boldly literate rock music 
associated with Bob Dylan, Leonard 

Cohen, the Beatles, Irish folk song, and 
the seminal sounds of blues and 
country.” 
 

 
For more information email Michael 
O’Leary at: pukapuka@paradise.net.nz 
 
Thinking Cap is Mark Pirie’s latest 
collection of poetry. It consists of over 
80 epigrams written over the past year.  
Following in the footsteps of New 
Zealand verse satirists like Denis 
Glover, Rex Fairburn, Karl Stead, Harry 
Ricketts, John O’Connor, R G Park and 
Niel Wright, Pirie updates the New 
Zealand epigram in contemporary 
settings of pop culture and literature. 
 

 
 
The book has been divided into seven 
sections: ‘General’, ‘Film/TV’, ‘Music’, 
‘Literature’, ‘Love’, Sport’ and ‘Public’. 
Witty, ribald, and biting, Pirie runs a 
knowledgeable eye over many aspects 
of contemporary society and history. 
 
TITLE: Thinking Cap: A Book of  
  Epigrams (Number 27 in the ESAW  
  mini series) 
AUTHOR: Mark Pirie 
PUBLISHED: 2011 
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CATEGORY: Poetry 
FORMAT: Paperback 
EXTENT: A6, 24 pages 
ISBN: 978-1-86942-130-4 
PRICE: NZ$5.00 

 
Donate to PANZA 
through PayPal 
 
You can now become a friend of 
PANZA or donate cash to help us 
continue our work by going to 
http://pukapukabooks.blogspot.com and 
accessing the donate button – any 
donation will be acknowledged. 

 
Recently received 
donations 
 
Ila Selwyn – two sisters by Ila Selwyn 
 
Roger Steele – 14 titles 
 
Raewyn Alexander – Thunder Rolling 
Across Grey Lynn by Raewyn 
Alexander 
 
Tony King – Camp-fire Rhymes and 
Versus: New Zealand rugby in verse 
1909 by Ernest L. Eyre 
 
John O’Connor – Bright the Harvest 
Moon: Haiku & Renga Imitations by 
John O’Connor 
 
PANZA kindly thanks these donators to 
the archive. 

 
About the Poetry 
Archive 
 
Poetry Archive of New Zealand 
Aotearoa (PANZA) 
 
PANZA contains 
 
A unique Archive of NZ published 
poetry, with around five thousand titles 

from the 19th century to the present 
day. 
The Archive also contains photos and 
paintings of NZ poets, publisher’s 
catalogues, poetry ephemera, posters, 
reproductions of book covers and other 
memorabilia related to NZ poetry and 
poetry performance. 
 
Wanted 
NZ poetry books (old & new) 
Other NZ poetry items i.e. critical books 
on NZ poetry, anthologies of NZ poetry, 
poetry periodicals and broadsheets, 
poetry event programmes, posters 
and/or prints of NZ poets or their poetry 
books. 
 
DONT THROW OUT OLD NZ 
POETRY! SEND IT TO PANZA 
 
PANZA will offer: 
• Copies of NZ poetry books for private 
research and reading purposes. 
• Historical information for poets, 
writers, journalists, academics, 
researchers and independent scholars of 
NZ poetry. 
• Photocopying for private research 
purposes. 
• Books on NZ poetry and literary 
history, and CD-ROMs of NZ poetry 
and literature 
• CDs of NZ poets reading their work 
• Inspirational talks on NZ poets 
• Video/DVD/film screenings of 
documentaries on NZ poets 
• Readings/book launches by NZ poets 
• Educational visits for primary schools, 
intermediates, colleges, universities and 
creative writing schools/classes. 
• The Northland Writers’ Walk (in 
planning) 
 
You can assist the preservation of NZ 
poetry by becoming one of the 
Friends of the Poetry Archive of New 
Zealand Aotearoa (PANZA ). 
If you’d like to become a friend or 
business sponsor of PANZA, please 
contact us. 
 
Contact Details 
Poetry Archive of NZ Aotearoa 
(PANZA) 
1 Woburn Road, Northland, Wellington 
PO Box 6637, Marion Square, 
Wellington 

Dr Niel Wright - Archivist 
(04) 475 8042  
Dr Michael O’Leary - Archivist 
(04) 905 7978 
email: pukapuka@paradise.net.nz 
 
Visits by appointment only 
 
Current PANZA Members:  
Mark Pirie (HeadworX), Roger Steele 
(Steele Roberts Ltd), Michael O’Leary 
(Earl of Seacliff Art Workshop) and 
Niel Wright (Original Books). 
 
Current Friends of PANZA: Paul 
Thompson, Gerrard O’Leary and the 
New Zealand Poetry Society. 
 
PANZA is a registered charitable trust


