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TAURANGA MODEL MARINE AND ENGINEERING CLUB INC. 

The Secretary       Miniature Railway Memorial Park 

PO Box 15589       Open to Public, weather permitting 

Tauranga 3112       Sundays in Summer: 10am to 4pm approximately 

           Winter. 10am to 3pm approximately 

Palmerville Station Phone 578 7293    Website: www.tmmec.org.nz 

         Facebook: Memorial Park Railway Tauranga  

MEETINGS 

General Members Meeting every first Tuesday 7pm. 

Committee Meeting  every second Thursday at 7pm. 

Maintenance Tuesday mornings from 9am. 

Engineering discussions Tuesday evenings 7.30pm. 

 

COMMITTEE 

President:  Russell Prout 548 2881 

Vice President: Mark Duncan 0211265501 

Club Captain Bruce McKerras 577 0134 

Secretary:  Jason Flannery 572 1165  

Treasurer:  Owen Bennett 544 9807 

Committee:  Ash Thomas, Max Donnelly,  

 ̀   Joanne Knights, Bruce Harvey 

   Brian Fitzpatrick. 

Boiler Committee: Peter Jones, Bruce McKerras, 

   Oliver Duncan.. 

Safety Committee: Chris Pattison (Chair), Peter  

   Jones, Oliver Duncan, Warren  

   Karlsson. 

Editor:  Roy Robinson  07 5491182 

   royrobkk@gmail.com 

    

CONVENERS 

Workshop:  John Nicol 

Track :  Bruce Harvey, John Stent.  Oliver 

   Duncan. 

Librarian:  Chris Pattison 

Rolling Stock: Bruce Harvey 

Website:  Murray de Lues 

  

OPERATORS   2019 

16 June  B McKerras 

23 June  N Bush 

30 June  M DeLues 

7 July   M Duncan 

14 July  B Fitzpatrick 

21 July  B Harvey 

28 July  P Jones 

4 August  B McKerras 

11 August  N Bush 

18 August  M De Lues 

25 August  P Jones 

1 September  M Duncan 

8 September  B Fitzpatrick 

15 September B Harvey 

22 September P Jones 

Presidentôs Report 

May 4th saw the club engage in its first night run. Not only was this tremendously well supported 

by the public with around 800 rides in a little over 3 hours, I was so thrilled to see smiles on every 

club members face as they were amazed to see the que was not getting smaller each time they 

circled the track. A huge thank you to Roy and Barb for the preparation of food and drinks. Con-

gratulations to the club as a whole for supporting this event too. Thank you Bruce M for leading 

the charge 

 



 This is also AGM Month and great to see a good turnout of members. Congratulations to all 

those who have taken on the demands of the executive and I look forward to working with you all 

over the 2019-2020 period. Some of our old hands have chosen to sit this one out and to you I 

offer my sincere appreciation for the support you have given to the club as a whole and to me in 

particular. I am sure we will be calling on you from time to time for your extensive club knowledge 

and expertise. 

 A special thanks to Warren K for his services to the club as the Safety Teams lead. I am 

sure Chris will be very keen to follow on with your initiatives and continue the good work 

 Weather has not always been kind to us in May but our greatest supporters, the public, 

have been consistently very supportive. We must be doing somethings right. 

 At the AGM a Safety Initiative was tabled on behalf of John S and Ashley G. The proposal 

for an overhead walkway at the station area would provide public access over our track in the 

busiest section thus reducing the risk to public of injury from a moving train. John and Ashley will 

progress some details for submission to council and report back to the club as things progress. 

Any further development by the club shall be subject to consultation with members, pricing, spon-

sorship etc. 

 Our revised Constitution (thanks to the leadership of Owen B has undergone all required 

changes but before it is presented to the Incorporated Societies for ratification their will be a spe-

cial general meeting to gain member endorsement. Members contribution to the Club Rules will 

be tackled next. 

On May 20th I went into hospital for a knee op and I am very pleased to say that went well. I 

thank all those who have called or visited during my time away. I shall be howling around on 

crutches for another 3-4 weeks and cannot drive till July so I shall catch up with you all as and 

when I can. 

Your President 

Russell Prout 



My Railway Career by Clive Goodley 

Part 13 

      I started my turn at the controls as most did by a run down the big grade. In the three and a 

half years of driving at H.I. my confidence had grown and I had the descent down to a fine art. 

Not for me crawling down at fifteen kms. an hour and sometimes bringing a train to a stop be-

fore releasing the brakes. I could keep the train under control nicely with full dynamics and a 

minimum brake application. A further B.P. reduction near the bottom and we were away laugh-

ing with a release at around forty kms per hour or more depending on how quickly the further 

application was reducing our speed. 

       To my consternation I found that the retardation of the dynamic brake at the speeds I re-

leased the air brake was virtually nil. The theory was to stop the train slack from running out 

quickly causing a jerk on the draw gear, increasing in viciousness the further along the train it 

went. The weight of the first few vehicles was enough to nullify the dynamic brake at the speed I 

was releasing the brakes and so the train slack was running out alarmingly and peaks on the 

graph were not what I expected. I cannot remember if, or how many times I heard the buzzer 

sound telling me I had broken the train, but I spent most of my hour at the console revising my 

technique. 

       I did have other places where there were a variety of ways to handle a train, especially with 

speed restrictions, but unfortunately there was not time for me to try them out.  Instead of decry-

ing the whole thing I came to respect it and regret I could not spend at least a day playing with 

it. 

 

Thinking eight kms ahead 
 

      One problem area was speed restrictions on a flat or slight down grade with a sharp change 

to a steeper down hill in the middle of the train, just where the air brake would normally be re-

leased. We did in fact have such a temporary restriction for quite a long time. Bringing the train 

down to the correct speed and releasing the brakes before the reaching the offending ridge with 

such long trains as we operated, would mean at least adding an extra km at slow speed, or 

bringing the train to a stand.  

      With a loaded train the eôdr had to keep his mind concentrated on the track profile eight kilo-

meters ahead, otherwise he would always be playing catch up, which, with a 23000 ton train 

was likely to end disastrously. Depending on the approach, gradients, or more precisely the 

changes in the gradients, stopping the train or slowing for speed restrictions could well begin 

eight  kms before the actual restriction.           



Tonnages 
 

     In 1977 H.I. were running eight loaded ore trains a day except Christmas Day and during 

strikes. Later, production was dropped from 41 million tons a year to 36 million tons and six load-

ed trains a day became the norm. There were three trains from Tom Price and three from Para-

burdoo. 

      At the time I was leaving H.I. eight trains a day was again in the pipeline, as ore production 

was planned to exceed 40000 tons a year in the near future. Experiments with bigger trains, 

240wagons grossing 31000 tons had been tried for six months, but I never got to be in charge of 

such a train. They did become the norm later when ore tonnages increased even further and new 

locos were acquired. 

 

Cyclones 
 

       Cyclones were an annual hazard in that part of Australia, but mainly on the coast. H.I. was 

never seriously affected during my time there although we did have a few. Port Headland, the 

base for Mt Newman Mining and also Goldsworthy Mining seemed to be more affected. The light 

towers in the formerôs marshalling yard were hinged at the bases and the towers were lowered to 

the ground in the event of a cyclone. About 1980 a cyclone wiped Goldsworthy out and as their 

ore deposit was nearly depleted, their infrastructure was not rebuilt. 

  

Holiday in England 
 

       Our daughters had never seen a relation, as no other family member preceded, or followed 

us to N.Z. After more than a year on big money we decided to put that right. At the end of Novem-

ber 1978 the five of us flew to England on a two month visit. Temperatures when we departed 

were hitting 40+degrees regularly and we arrived there to the coldest winter in thirteen years; mi-

nus seven degrees the day we landed. 

\      My brother Terry, who had worked his way up the hierarchy ladder of British Railways, orga-

nized a cab ride for me. The trip was on an express from Liverpool Street, London, to East Anglia, 

its first stop Colchester. I arrived at the station in good time to catch the mid morning train. At that 

time there was still a crew of two in the cab and we were joined by an inspector. The loco was a 

diesel electric made by Brush, the cab was quite spacious, there being plenty of room for all of us. 

There was no short hood and panoramic windows gave a great view ahead. 



       After exiting the station and its myriad of points and their associated signals, the tracks from 22 

platforms reduced to 6 tracks. Once we were clear of all that the eôdr rose out of his seat and of-

fered it to me. I declined, but on his insistence I did sit there. My expectation was that after a few 

kms he would again take over, but that was not his intention. In the suburbs of London the sta-

tions are mostly pretty close, some less than two kms apart and signals a third of that distance. 

The maximum speed in that area was 85 mph (144kms). At that speed, which was soon attained 

with 2700hp, the signals and stations came up and flashed past far too quickly for my comfort.   

       The controls were on a desktop stretching right across the cab, something I had not experi-

enced since the little Dsa shunters in N.Z. A vigilance button was just to my left and needed to be 

operated every fifty seconds or the brakes would go into emergency application. The horn had to 

be sounded when approaching each station and for track workers etc. I had to keep an eye on the 

speed and throttle as there was still plenty of power available and I did not want to go over the 

speed limit. Within five minutes I could feel sweat running down from my armpits; operating a 

23000 ton train down a 1/50 grade was not relaxing, but this was edge of the seat stuff for me. 

       Once out of the suburbs things became less hectic, the speed was increased to 95mph 

(160kms), but signals and stations were further apart, although the vigilance button still needed 

constant attention. Eventually we were nearing Colchester and I started vacating my seat, only to 

be told to stay there. During the whole trip I had on no occasion needed to use the brakes and so 

had no idea of how efficient they were. Eôdrs drive trains óby the seat of their pantsô, as early flyers 

were want to claim, eôdrs need to get a feel of the brakes.  

      The eôdr let us approach within several hundred metres of the station before giving me the nod 

to make a minimum brake application; I had reduced the throttle earlier, but we were still going too 

fast for my peace of mind. We were still moving at 60mph (100kph) as we entered the station and 

only then moved the brake handle further and sure enough we came to a stand within a few me-

tres of my aiming point.     

      The journey was both too short and yet too long. I was mentally exhausted after the experi-

ence, with the speed nearly three times what I was used to, with strange controls and not knowing 

the road. I am certainly glad I had that experience. The return on the cushions was just the relaxa-

tion I needed.   

 



       

       Our original intention was to stay at H.I. three years, save hard, return to N.Z. with lots of 

money and buy a motor camp. Taking the family to England put our plans back several years. 

After five years service I would get a decent bonus and removal cost to N.Z. paid by H.I. In Au-

gust 1982 I finished up and we all returned to N.Z. and that signaled the end of my railway ca-

reer, but of course things never finish up neat and tidy like that. 

 

       My N.Z. workmates decided I needed a proper send off. Two of my daughters had returned 

to N.Z. several months earlier and now my wife and other daughter went to Perth two days early 

to organize various things, including having the dog prepared for entry into N.Z. 

 

       On my last afternoon in Paraburdoo half a dozen of us gathered in Ivan Perryôs lounge and 

celebrated either my time in Paraburdoo, or my good riddance. I had to be at the airport, ten 

minutes drive away by five thirty to catch the six oôclock plane to Perth. We were drinking beer 

and having a laugh and an hour later someone insisted I drink a couple of glasses of spirits.-------

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------I woke 

up the next day at eleven a.m., feeling distinctly unwell and having been out cold for nineteen 

hours. I was now in bed in Mac Cassidyôs house.     

 

       Eventually the story came out of the happenings in those nineteen hours. After failing to 

wake me up, they took me out to the airport in good time to catch the plane. However I was still 

comatose and the pilot refused to allow me on board. They took me back to the car park and 

spent some time bashing my head on the car roof, trying to wake me. After the plane departed 

without me they then had to drive back to town, but one of the local cops was there and no-one 

wanted to drive as they were all well cut. Once the cop had gone I was taken back to Macôs 

house and put to bed, but not before I spewed over his carpet.   

       They were all upset and feeling guilty that I had missed my plane, because they were as-

suming that I was flying on immediately to N.Z. Luckily that was not the case and although there 

was not another seat on a flight out of Paraburdoo for a day and a half I still had time to catch my 

booked flight from Perth. Mac had managed to phone Sheila, luckily some-one knew which hotel 

she was in, and so she did not have to worry about my non-appearance at Perth airport.   

 

 



 

        For some time I could not understand firstly, how so little alcohol would affect me so much 

and secondly why for so long. Although I am not normally a drinker, on occasions when I have 

imbibed it has taken a lot more than I drank that afternoon to make me even a bit tiddly. My drink 

was doctored, no doubt about that, but thinking it over in later years I have concluded that they 

nearly killed me. To shut my bodyôs nervous system down so completely for nineteen hours must 

have put my heart close to shutting down too, a frightening thought. 

 

Looking back 
 

       It was a funny career in that despite the dirt, ungodly hours, out in all weather and being 

stuck with one of the worst bosses in the country for ten years, I would not exchange those 

memories, especially the days of steam, for a million dollars. I am sure that the work of a fireman 

is unique in that every mile, even every hundred yards, is a challenge, and gives a feeling of sat-

isfaction when completed. When on a good engine, with a good eôdr and quality coal there is still 

the thought of can I do the job of keeping steam pressure right up and three quarters of a glass 

of water showing, using less coal. In bad conditions, with poor coal, engine or eôdr, then there is 

great satisfaction just in arriving at oneôs destination. 

        Doug Conaghan was one of three brothers who were eôdrs. The two I knew at Frankton 

were tall, strong looking guys, somewhere between 45 and 55 years old. Doug had a rugged 

face, something like the front end of a 1960s tractor. I was in the depot early one morning when 

Doug arrived, just off the express from the south. His face was smeared with blood, as was his 

jacket also. The express was passing a water tower and the hosebag was hanging out from the 

water tower and struck the small fold out window, smashing the glass which cut Dougôs face in 

several places. Luckily his eyes escaped injury. Doug carried on driving and finished the run to 

Frankton. That was what was expected and I am sure all the e,drs of that era would have done 

the same. 

       If that happened today, the train would be stopped, an ambulance (and probably a helicop-

ter) sent and the police called in. Passengers would be sent on their way by bus, arriving at their 

destination too late to do whatever they were supposed to do, catch a plane etc. A loco and crew 

would be dispatched from the nearest depot to drag the train to that depot. All other trains mean-

while are waiting in stations and crossing loops up and down the main line 

    . Of the nine cleaners who started with me in June 1960, only one other went on to become 

an Eôdr. The old saying ñif you cannot stand the heat get out of the kitchenô was apt for working 

on steam locos. Those who stayed on to become eôdrs had, or developed a mental toughness, 

pain was just a discomfort, no more than that, trains always had to get through.     

 



      In Western Australia H.I. had long intervals between changes in grade, but we had the super 

heavy trains to control. Keeping the train in one piece was a relief and few of the eôdrs there be-

fore the simulator was installed, could claim a clean sheet in that respect.  

           I never drove a passenger train. In 2003 I joined the Tauranga Model Marine & Engineer-

ing Club, which runs a miniature railway. I now drive passenger trains, albeit with a twelve horse-

power engine and four ridecars on a 7.25 inch track. The other funny thing, I started my working 

life as an apprentice coachbuilder in a railway workshop, served the full term plus a few years 

and then emigrated. At the miniature railway, after several years, because of various operational 

problems and club politics I appointed myself óRidecar Superintendentô. It is a flash title, but I had 

to do all of the work, and so I finish up where I started in January 1952 . 

The End 

This completes the Clive Goodley Story, The Editor wishes to thank the Goodley Family 

for the opportunity to relate Cliveôs memoir's to members of the TMMEC, 

1: Tauranga Yard Db loco 2: Coaling 3: Karangahake Gorge  

Following page 1: Ka 924  2:  K917  3:   J1209 4:  HI locos  5:  Excursion  6: Ab717 J1231 

7:  Clive Goodley driving one of the Club locos  8: 1966 Special 





 

  

 

¢ŀǳǊŀƴƎŀ aƻŘŜƭ aŀǊƛƴŜ ŀƴŘ 9ƴƎƛƴŜŜǊƛƴƎ /ƭǳō 

плǘƘ !ƴƴƛǾŜǊǎŀǊȅ ²ŜŜƪŜƴŘΦ 

 

Please come and help the Tauranga Model Marine and Engineering Club celebrate 40 years of 

history with a weekend of events. All these events will be open to members of other clubs so if 

you are interested in attending please let us know. 

The weekends activities will start at 5:30pm the 5
th
 of July 2019 with a dinner held at the Citizens 

Club, 170 Thirteenth Ave, Tauranga.  

A Smorgasbord dinner will be served which requires a $15 booking fee in advance with the rest 

subsidized by the TMMEC.  

There will be a cash bar at the Citz Club at members rates. 

Saturday the 6
th
 of July then sees a public running day at Memorial Park, visiting locomotives 

and traction engines welcome ï 10am to 3pm 

Dinner served at the TMMEC clubrooms 3pm to 5pm 

Due to the success of our last night run we will be holding another, this will also be open to visit-

ing locomotives and traction engines ï 5pm to 8:30pm 

Then Sunday the 7
th
 of July sees a normal running day of 10am to 3pm, again also open to visit-

ing locomotives and traction engines. 

If you with to attend the dinner or night run with a locomotive, then please let the secretary know 

in advance at secretary@tmmec.org.nz   

 Thanks TMMEC 

 

 

 

 

 

Max catches some film 

for the archives. Watch 

TV 1 News for this item. 

Open Day June 2019 



Town and Around : 

Joanneôs son Ben using the high level track. How 

about bringing your loco down and give it a run 

on this little used Club facility??????? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ben gives Mark some instruction on how to drive 

his loco. 

Play Day June 2019 

 

I didnôt say pull that Mark!!!!!!!!!!! 

 

 

 



 

Top Left : Warren K fired up and ready to go. 

Top Right : After running on gas Bruce is consider-

ing and auto feed to get coal into the fire box!!!!!! 

Mid Left  One wise man and two coffee drinkers. 

Mid Right and Below : Joanne has training for her 

ticket to run the Tamar from Warren B. 

 

 

Play Day June 

2019 


