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Cotton clouds tuft mile-high cliffs above majestic Milford Sound. Here the most mag-
nificent of New Zealand’s dozen-odd fiords joins the Tasman Sea. Cruiser Royalist, flag-
ship of the nation’s navy, slices the channel carved by a vanished glacier.
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Like molten metal, Sutherland Falls, one of the world’s highest, spills from Lake
Quill and explodes in rainbows almost two thousand feet below: an aerial view,
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third island, famous for oysters and scenery.
Southland one day may have one of the
biggest aluminum industries below the Equa-
tor. A smelter with 250,000-ton capacity is
planned at Bluff, near Invercargill, with com-
pletion in 1967, It will refine Australian baux-
ite and ship it to the world.

A few miles from Queenstown, past Lake
Haves and the ski grounds of Coronet Peak,
we came to Arrowtown, a peaceful survival
of Otago’s gold-fevered past. History settles
as gently as afternoon sunlight upon its old
gold miners’ cottages set beneath huge Eng-
lish trees. Here Brake and I took breath after
6,000 miles of travel and prepared ourselves
for the last long lap of cur journey.

First we traveled out of Central Otago,
along rocky gorges and past tumbling rivers,
through sheepland and orchards, down to the
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city of Dunedin. Dunedin is tge ancient name
of Scotland’s Edinburgh, and it was given
this name by Scottish pioneers. A statue of
the Scottish poet Robert Burns— his nephew
Thomas settled here—has pride of place in
the city’s center (page S08).

We were heading north. Back the way we
came, and then as far as we could go.

Look at your map of New Zealand; at the
thin peninsula that rises like a pointing finger
from the most northerly part of the country.
This was where we were headed. Why?

There was the old Maori I met at the Nga-
ruawahia regatta. “So you are trying to tell
the story of New Zealand,” he had said. “Well,
vou will never tell the story properly unless
vou tell of Te Rerengawairua, the leaping-oft
place of the spirit of the Maori after death.

“Go to Cape Reinga. Look out upon the




