Morton Baldry - 12 October 1874- 4 June 1966 by Ngaire Phillips
Taken from her self published book:
[bookmark: _GoBack]My Family Story, Ngaire M. Phillips. ISBN978-0-173-13056-5 Appendix IV, Page 223, printed by Rosetown Print, Te Awamutu and self-published in October 2008.

We cannot leave our family story without including something of our old family friend Morton Baldry. When Grandpa and Grandma (John and Rosa Johnson) were farming in Masterton Morton knocked on the door one day looking for work. Their reaction was to send him on his way. But as he walked away Grandma said, “Call him back John. I like the look of that man.” And so a lifelong friendship began in 1905 that lasted until his death in 1966. Especially when Grandpa led such a busy life in public affairs he depended on Morton so much. 
Morton Baldry was born near Saxmunden in Sussex, England on 12October 1874. In his army records the date is given as the 11th, but Morton signed my birthday book as the 12th.
He worked as a boy of eight in the coal mines. He went to night school for his education . When Morton enlisted in 1915 he gave his next-of-kin as John Baldry, father, of Kelsale, Suffolk, England. 
From Morton’s notes, given to Ngaire
I asked Auntie Ethel, (John’s younger daughter) to write of her recollections. She was his Trustee and cared for him in later years.
Recollections by Ethel A. Anderson, Sept 2000.Additions I (Ngaire) have added are in Italics.
Hearsay – Morton left England as a young man to go to Canada where he had the address of someone he either knew or knew of. 
Walking along the road, as he left home, he met his father coming back from work. His father shook his hand, gave him a shilling (10 cents) and wished him luck and that was his ‘farewell’ from home and England. Morton was one of a family of 13 children. He used to say, “Fancy bathing each of your children. My mother used to put us all in the copper and stir us with a stick.” The only names I can remember of his family were Malcolm, a brother he was most fond of and a sister Rosamond. 

The place he worked at in Canada was evidently a farm as he told me the animals had to be housed in winter. As the people lived on top of the stable that served two purposes as not only were the animals kept from freezing but, the heat they generated kept the people warm above. I was also told that they had to cut huge blocks of ice in the winter and stored them for the summer. Whether this was for water or refrigeration in summer I don’t know.One of these blocks of ice fell on Morton’s foot and damaged his big toe and until he died, aged 91years, that toe gave him trouble. He never complained, but I know, as I used to cut his toenails when he got old, and that damaged toenail was often septic. How long he stayed in Canada I don’t know but he went from there to America. What he did there I don’t know, or if I did know I can’t now remember. 
He emigrated to America about 1897. Worked in woollen mills. Stayed in Quebec and Boston. He spent some time in Australia before coming to New Zealand. Morton enlisted and left for the Boer War but the War stopped before they reached Capetown, so went on to Australia.
Sometime in that period of time he ‘fell in love with a young lady’ but she wasn’t prepared to wait while he made enough money to keep them both and he wasn’t prepared to marry until he could.
He came to Wellington (arrived in 1905) New Zealand and how he got to Masterton I don’t know, but think he must have walked, anyway he was walking when he called in at my Dad’s farm at Masterton and asked for a job. Dad, as always, asked Mum what she thought and the story goes that Mum said “We don’t want anyone off the road”, but then as she watched from the window as Morton walked away she said “John, call that man back, I like the look of him” and that is when Morton became one of the Johnson family. Again I don’t know what year that was but think it must have been round about 1904 or 1905. (Morton told me it was 1905.)
Morton told me his left ear was cut off when a horse and dray tipped when a ditch gave way. He had his head washed and bound then went to see how his horse was before he would go to the doctor. That happened in Te OreOre, Masterton. When he grew old his right ear was much deafer than the injured one. Although the aperture was small the drum was unimpaired.
When Dad decided to sell his farm at Weraiti in the Wairarapa and try the Waikato he settled for a 610 acre farm at Mangapiko, five miles from Te Awamutu and two miles from Pirongia. As the railway line was held up by Maori from going through the King Country, the move from Masterton to Te Awamutu was quite an undertaking in March 1908. 
The railway did not go through the King Country until the lines from Auckland and Wellington were joined south of the Puniu River at Te Kawa in 1908. The line was officially declared completed on 6 November 1908. Te 426-mile railway had taken more than 40 years to build. The first express passenger train arrived at Wellington on 15 February 1909 . 
Morton set out with the wagon-load of furniture and horses, one of which had a foal, and drove to New Plymouth, was then taken by boat to Onehunga (Auckland) and from there by road to Mangapiko. (I wish I’d asked; now we’ll never know – it is also possible that he took the wagon and horses by train.) Mum, Dad and five children came from Auckland to Te Awamutu by train and were then taken out to the farm in a Mr Bathurst’s ‘brake’ and arrived there on Frank’s first Birthday 10 March 1908.
As the boys were all very young, the oldest of the family, Henry would only be eight years old, Morton was Dad’s ‘mainstay.’ Prior to the First World War Morton bought a farmlet on Penny Road, a blind road which ran between the Frontier and Pirongia roads, and ran along the back boundary of the Johnson farm. Morton continued to work for Dad until war broke out in 1914, when he enlisted. I don’t know how long he had to wait to get away to ‘do his bit for dear old England’ but I was told later that he had put his age back as he thought the Army might think him too old at 39 or 40 to go to war.
However, he was called up and served his Country till war ended in 1918 and then was kept a further year in The Army of Occupation so he didn’t come back to New Zealand until 1919.
Morton served in France in the trenches on the Somme where he received wounds to a knee. He went on to serve as Batman to a Colonel, who later had a farm at Te Rore. 
Ngaire obtained army records from Army Records Office Wellington.
Army records - examined 28th June 1915, approved G.W. Gower
Birthplace - Suffolk, England
Sheet 1
Declared age: 38 years 10 months 
Trade or occupation: farm worker 
Height: 5ft 6½ins 
Weight: 147lb
Chest Minimum: 33½ins
Maximum expansion: 36½ins
Enlisted on 23rd day of August, 1915 at Trentham
Joined on enlistment Auckland Infantry Regiment 2nd Battalion A Company 
No 12/3243 
Actual age was 42years 8 months
Sheet 2
Where soldier located: Ronan (looks like) admitted no 4 General Hospital. Wounded
16.9.1916 Wounded left knee, date unknown.
25.9.1916 London hospital 8 December 1916. Transferred to Con. Depot. H. Church. 30 November 1916 
Inoculated against typhoid
Discharged on termination of period of engagement.
Intended address Pirongia 
Pension 10.5.1919 B.R. 125 Received 20.6.1919
Sheet 3
Troopship (photocopy too close to top edge, looks like something E) NIKAU
General Hospital 16 September1916 Disease - left knee
Hampstead 1October 1916 Discharge from General Hospital 30 November 1916.
Morton gave me a book “Stonehenge, Today and Yesterday” by Frank Stevens, Curator of the Salisbury Museum, printed in 1916. Morton spent time at Sling Camp. He sent silk-embroidered Christmas cards from Salisbury Plain. 
This was New Zealand’s Infantry Base Training Depot where soldiers were sent for more field-craft training and toughening up before being sent to the Western Front. A bleak, damp place, it was infamous for its bad food, cold huts, and harsh regime. It was located on the Salisbury Plain in southern England . 
Morton told my brother, Noel Johnson, that the day he was shot in the knee was the first day tanks were used and he was terrified as he lay injured in the trench and the British tanks rumbled by. But that shot saved his life.
I (Ethel Anderson) still have cards he sent to “The Baby” and “Little Ethel” beautiful cards sent mostly from France. He also sent me a Mother of Pearl Brooch and a Dove with a message in its beak. I had the misfortune of losing the latter at a Bible Camp at Ngaruawahia when Eric and others went for a bush walk. (That must be about forty years ago.) 
I was told, but can’t remember now who told me, that my Dad put £2 a week away for Morton all the years he was away. Morton’s sister Rosamond (Roz) came out from England to be with Morton before the war but I don’t think she ever kept house for him, as she intended. When he was ‘Called Up’ Morton asked Mum if she would look after Roz; and so she came to help in our home. Then a neighbour’s wife died leaving three small children so Roz became his housekeeper. His name was Ernie Redgate and his two sons were named Charley and Harry. The baby, a girl, was sent away to an Aunt to be brought up. Roz eventually married Ernest Redgate and they went to Ngaroto to live.
Morton had a block of land at Pirongia below Cemetery Hill. He still lived at J.T. Johnson’s. Roz thought he had a house on it and came out from England to housekeep for him. So that was how she became Johnson’s housekeeper. She kept house for Ernie Redgate at Ngaroto, after his wife died and eventually they married. Roz wrote a letter to Bernice asking her to be bridesmaid and in the same letter saying that John and Rosa were invited to the wedding too.
After the wedding, while driving home, as they passed the cowshed, she said “They’re ‘arf mine.” She never wrote or sounded her aitches. Bernice and Roz bought a pair of shoes at the same time. Later Roz said, “Your shoes are ‘arf worn out. Mine are as good as new. I ain’t worn them yet!” Hers hadn’t been worn – they were still in the box .
- Bernice Dent, 29 August 2000
I must have been about five when Morton came home after the war. I can’t actually remember his home coming and I think that may be because my Uncle Vic Billington came back from the war and used to tease me by saying he was Morton, and I knew he wasn’t, and I’d hide from him in a cubby hole where I thought he couldn’t see me, but one day he got some jam on a spoon and put it on my big toe that must have been sticking out. “I hated that man for saying he was Morton and for putting jam on my toe’. I was sure “Morton would never do that!”
When Morton came home from War, Henry would then have been 20 years old Ray 18, Alby 17, Bernice 15, Frank 12, Cyril 11and Ethel 5, (me).
How our family ever managed without Morton I don’t know. There wasn’t anything that man couldn’t do. He was a first class builder and built all the sheds on the farm. He cared for all the animals, the horses, cows sheep, and even my pet white rabbits that I was supposed to pull grass for, but often didn’t, because I knew Morton would.
He did the farm work always with horses (he never did drive a motorized vehicle) The horses all had to be rubbed down, fed with oats and chaff and stabled after a ‘daylight to dusk’ working day and their harness all hung on rails in the stable.
The reins, bridles and collars were all kept supple and free of sweat and the hames were always shiny and kept in first class order as was all the machinery.
He kept bees and had a hand driven honey extractor up in a big old barn and kept the family in honey and used to sell the surplus in gallon tins for £1.0s.d / $2.00. Many the times I spent with him, turning the handle of the extractor or watching the pale gold honey fly out from the honeycomb, when he turned the handle.
We always had loads of vegetables that Morton grew, and plenty to giveaway. I remember Morton, when he heard of a new vegetable, always managed to get some seed or plants and we had egg fruit, salsify and others that I didn’t like, as well as all the carrots parsnips, cabbages, cauliflower, beans, peas and sweet corn, lettuce etc that kept a household of ten, as well as plenty to give away. He had red and black currants and gooseberries all under cover of chicken netting. Beside the vegetables he grew great rows of ranunculus and anemones and one year sold anemones and with the money bought a large Pulpit Bible for the Methodist Church in Pirongia. (I think that was part of the Celebration of 20 years of Methodist Services in Pirongia held in 1929). The inscription, written in the handwriting of Rosa Johnson,. reads – 
Donated to the Pirongia Methodist Church, 24 March 1929. M.B. 
He also was a great cook and would like to bake his favourite seed cake or put haricot beans with golden syrup in the oven of the coal range where they seemed to take hours to cook.
Bernice, now 96, still complains that she would quite often have just black-leaded the range and iron kettles and polished them till they shone and our mother would see Morton coming and she would say “Here comes M.B. hurry up and put the kettle on” and Bernice would have to lift a ring off and put a kettle down the hole so the flames would soon have the water boiling. Morton loved a good cup of tea, but all Bernice remembers is that the flames spoiled the look of her nice shiny kettle.
Bernie remembers that Morton always bought peanuts in their shells which he carried home on his handlebars for the children. He was still at Auburn when she married on 9 September 1926. 
I never heard Morton put a word out of place and the nearest word he used to say, to a swear word was “Bally”. I remember one night he was helping me wash the dishes and I was about eighteen. It must have been about 7pm and Eric arrived down from Te Tahi Road to see me and Morton said “Here’s that bally night owl”.
That was just to tease me, as he was very fond of Eric and knew he had worked all day then caught his horse and ridden nine miles down to see me. I have a few nice pieces of Royal Dalton that Morton gave me for my birthdays and when Eric and I married in 1936 he gave us a lovely dinner-set and a kerosene hanging lamp with a beautiful painted shade. When we got electricity, thirteen years after we got married, (1949) I had that shade made into a shade for the electric light in our bedroom and often regret leaving it there when we sold the farm in 1970. It was still there in 1996 when a Mr Parks had our farm but he told me he was going to take that shade with him when he sold out. (He sold out two or three years ago). So, as I think he went to Taihape I guess that is where it is now.
Dad employed a man named Bill Arbuckle and Bill was heard telling someone that he and Morton had “worked for Mr. Johnson for 29 years” He didn’t say that he had only been with us 1year and Morton 28 years. Morton was just ‘Morton’ to everyone and even though he was much the same age as Dad, he never called him by his Christian name (John) but always ‘Mr. Johnson’ or’ “The Boss.’ Others referred to him as ‘JT’.
As the boys went on to their own farms, Morton was kept busy building sheds for them. This was before the days of milk tankers and after the days of home separation of milk and cream. (In the days of separation skim milk was fed to pigs and cream taken to Pirongia Creamery to be made into butter). The milk was put into very large 20 gallon cans at both Dad’s and Ray’s sheds and taken by horses and wagons down to a central loading place on the main road to be taken by truck to Te Awamutu Dairy Factory. JT’s factory number was No 1, Ray’s number was 27.
Morton built the shed and loading ramp and after the advent of milk tankers, Ray used that shed as a manure shed and it was only dismantled a few years ago because of re-fencing after road widening. When Morton built anything, it was built to last. (He built the manure shed alongside the main road in 1928. He had written the date inside.)
As I was growing up and until I married Eric on 11March 1936 Morton was always there, and I’m afraid he was taken much for granted by us all. Eric and I did not have a phone until the day our son was born on 18 December 1941.
We named him Ian Eric Morton Anderson. Having no phone, no money and an old Beauty Ford (Eric had bought from brother-in-law Frank for £10.0s.0 / $20.00 and no money to register it until the cows came in, we had to stay home in the winter and then the 2nd World War started in 1939 and petrol was rationed. I lost touch with what was going on at home so I don’t remember when Morton decided to buy a farm at Kaipaki but I remember being a bit upset when he told me and I remember him saying to me, “This is not an old people’s home” and so he had his little bit of land and the first thing he did was build a stable for his draft horse ‘Percy‘and then he built his house. Bernice said it was like a fort. 
At Kaipaki children used to ride on his massive bull terrier/ cross ‘Winkle’. He wasn’t really so big, but seemed big to them.
Mr & Mrs Jary farmed next to Morton at Kaipaki. The Jary house burned down and Morton witnessed them being burnt alive. Only Leila, the baby survived. Morton sold out soon after and had a fear of fire from then on. He became particularly concerned when a crack appeared in his concrete chimney at Mangapiko, following which he would not use his coal range. The Anderson’s gave him a ‘hot dog’ stove with a chimney from their first mobile caravan.
When my brother Frank married, Mum and Dad’s retirement house wasn’t finished I remember they stayed with Morton for a while. While Morton was living at Kaipaki his sister Roz, now a widow, was in Matariki Hospital in Te Awamutu. I don’t remember what was wrong with her but she couldn’t feed herself and had to be fed by spoon and Morton used to ride his pushbike all those miles, on a rough road, every day to sit with her and feed her. Also I remember him driving sheep in to the Te Awamutu saleyards and taking a bottle of water and a dish to give his dog a drink on the way. He took nothing for himself. Animal welfare always came first with Morton. 
During World War II, once again Morton felt he could do something for the “Homeland” and volunteered his services once again putting his age back. He was accepted to look after horses and stationed at Waiouru Army Camp where he was called “Grandad” because he was obviously so much older than the rest.
No 1.211.177 Name – Baldry, Morton Unit N.M.R. 9 Northern Battalion
DESCRIPTION OF SOLDIER ON ENLISTMENT
Date of birth: 12.10.1884 Place: England
Age: 56 years. 59 days. Height: 5 feet 5½ inches.
Complexion: fair Eyes: brown Hair grey
Religion: Church of England
Single, married or widower: single
Occupation: sheep farmer
Place of enlistment: Te Awamutu
Last employer: Self
Last N.Z. address: Kaipaki R.D. Ohaupo
Particulars previous military service: - .
Sheet 
World War II
2nd Battalion, Waikato Regiment Army 
No 1/211/177
Attested 10.12.41
Particulars of Will. Messrs Swarbrick & Swarbrick, Solicitors, Te Awamutu
Surname: Baldry Christian Names: Morton Regn. No 1/21/177 Examined
Date 6/1/44
FOR AREA USE ONLY ARMY H.Q.
Date of birth: 12.10.1884 Arm of service preferred: Veterinary Corps 
Note date of birth given to army. Correct date is 1874. He had put his age back 10 years. 
He served on Great Barrier Island caring for the horses. From War Office, Wellington
Record of Promotions, reductions, transfers, casualties, punishments, etc. during service.
	Particulars of report 
	Place
	Date
	Authority , and Date of

	Claudelands Camp
	Claudelands
	19/1/42
	R.O. 8MB/18 20/1/42

	M/O 
	B/3tw
	7/2/42
	“ 12

	M.I. BlStn
	Clds M/C
	15/2/42
	R/O 2116/2/42

	M/O “ 
	“ 
	13/3/42
	R/O 46 13/3/42

	M/O from Battle Station
	Barrier
	28/3/42
	R/O 105 28//3/42

	M/O to Area 4 Pool Manpower
	Claudelands
	1/5/42
	R/0 96 22/5/42

	Discharged WeF
	Hamilton
	30.5.46
	S/O No 8


I don’t remember how long he lived at Kaipaki but when Ray gave him a section on his farm, Morton came and lived with Mum and Dad (John & Rosa had built a house near the town boundary on Pirongia Road in 1937. They left the farm when Frank and Edna married in June 1937) and used to ride his bike each day, about 4 miles, to build a nice little home and shed on that section. 
When he sold his farm he stayed with Grandpa and Grandma Johnson at Te Awamutu cycling out to Mangapiko everyday to build his house. I spent a lot of time helping him put up the frame and holding weather boards etc. while he hammered many many pounds of nails in. We all said that it would never fall down through lack of nails and noggins. The exterior was weatherboard painted pink with grey tiled roof. It matched his pink and grey galah cocky which had come to him from sister Roz Redgate - from Ailsa Campbell, Ngaire's sister
Morton came to Mangapiko 27th October, 1947.
Cocky used to whistle loudly then say “Hello Cocky, pretty Cocky. Cocky wants a wash.” Morton used to let him out of the cage to roam around the garden. He used to hide under the house and dive out and nip our feet as we went by.- from Ailsa 
He never learned to drive a tractor or a car. 
As well as “Cocky”, over the years Morton had several dogs, all of which he pampered and overfed. 
He also had plenty of room to have a lovely garden and keep his Australian blue marl dog, Bluey, the last dog he owned. 
Morton insisted on having no garden next to his house believing it would undermine the piles which were much closer than regulation. To make “bally sure” the next owner didn’t put a garden in (and blemish his reputation as a builder) he put a concrete path right around the sunny sides of the house.
Morton was a wonderful gardener. He grew great crops of the usual vegetables but loved to try exotics such as egg plants, courgettes, salsify, etc. before these things became popular. Each day he walked over the paddock with Bluey, his dog, to Dad and Mum’s house to get his billy of milk and almost always bringing vegetables. A lettuce, beans, early sweet corn, early potatoes, a bunch of beautiful daffodils, or later in the season, joy of joys, a luscious juicy watermelon. He also grew mustard and cress and loved his cheese and onions.
No weed was to be seen on the section. Morton impressed on us that if you let one weed go to seed you would get hundreds of babies and so more work. His tools were cleaned and oiled after every use.
He was passionate about animals and kept a close eye on how much we fed the cows in winter, even going as far as bringing his steelyard scales out to check the weight of the hay bales that we were feeding out in the paddock. Fortunately they were heavier than he thought or we would never have heard the last of it 
We continue with Ethel’s recollections:
... Now we were able to see him quite often and I used to cut his hair and trim his nails.
My mother had a little wart come on her tongue. The doctor sent her to the Waikato Hospital where they cut it out and it was cancerous. Then the cancer spread to her gum and she had treatment at Greenlane Hospital, Auckland but nothing stopped its spread and it went into the gland under her chin and then it burst out and started to eat her face away.
At Christmas 1950 I went down to their home to nurse her. I slept across the foot of her bed as I had to get up several times in the night to bathe and re-bandage her neck. I had to give her morphine tablets to deaden the pain and they gave her terrible dreams and she would rip her bandages off. I’d bathe and use a puffer to put a powder on to the cancer and sometimes have to do that and re-bandage her three or four times during the night and several times during the day. A heartbreaking job as every time more dead flesh would fall into the water and I knew there was no hope of it getting any better. Dad wasn’t used to doing anything in the house except make the porridge for breakfast. We always had a lot of visitors and I don’t know what I’d have done without my sisters-in-law bringing me baking as everyone that came must have a cup of tea. But there was Morton. Everyday he’d ride his bike in the 4 miles to help with hanging out the washing, getting meals and mouli-ing food for Mum as she couldn’t have solids. A Mouli is a strainer with a handle to sieve through the mesh.
He’d clean floors or do anything else he saw needed doing and then away he’d go on his bike, home.
This went on for six weeks and then Mum was taken to San Michele Hospital in Te Awamutu because the morphine tablets were no longer giving her any relief and she had to have injections. All this time Eric looked after Ian and they used to come weekends to see me. Ian was only . Luckily it was school holidays and I went home when Mum went to hospital, but I went every day the 14 miles to sit with her from 6m pm till the night-nurse came at 11pm; then I’d drive home. The only day I didn’t go I rang and was told she was peaceful and that was the night she died 18 February 1951.

Morton told me “She was the best bally woman I ever knew”.
Dad died 2 years later, 19 June 1953, but Morton lived until 1966 and had kept reasonably well until the last 2 years. He was not a good patient and when he was sent to San Michele he signed himself out and went home.
The District Nurse used to come to him every day and one day I got a ring from her to say Morton wouldn’t let her wash him as he said I was coming down and would do it. He wasn’t at all pleased with either her or me when I said I wasn’t coming till the afternoon. He finally ended up in Waikato Hospital where he was most unhappy as they kept reviving him with transfusions and all he wanted to do was die. Poor old man was 91 and had cancer. He died on 4 June 1966.
I was Trustee for his Estate. He only had about £4,000 /$8,000 and had left £500 to the Methodist Church, £500 to the Anglican Church and the rest to the SPCA in Hamilton. I was left all the things in his house and Ray was left all the tools in his shed. He had always paid the insurance on his house in Ray’s name so there was no probate to be paid on that. As the section was Ray’s, the house and buildings naturally became his. While I have been writing, several little things have come to mind: Like when Judy Jukes, a neighbour’s daughter from across the road was learning Pitman’s Shorthand at school and was having difficulty with homework. Morton helped her and it was the first we had even known that he knew anything like that.
Morton had lots of talents many of which he kept to himself. He could play the fife, piccolo, flute and the violin (which he gave to Cyril). He was great with children, though not over familiar. He went to the trouble of converting clothes pegs into two string puppets who fought (boxed) in the corner of the bedroom always kept for him at our grandparents’ house. By deft manipulation of black cotton strings and with the children standing between him and the puppets in a darkened room, the puppet characters truly had “a life of their own”.
Morton was a very generous donor over the years. As well as donating the pew Bible he donated money to the building fund of the new Methodist Church in Crozier Street which was opened on 26 April, 1952.
Morton was an Anglican and donated ‘a considerable sum of money’ to the building fund of the new brick St Saviour’s Anglican Church in Franklin Street which was opened in July 1960
The best of his trusty bikes was given to my son Ian in 1960 when he went to live in the Te Awamutu Dairy Hostel while working at the dairy factory. At 19 Ian had never learned to ride a bike while at Te Tahi Road on Pirongia Mountain and was never over confident even though the roads were tar sealed and flat in town.
Morton owned some beautiful war medals. He gave them to Ailsa but later asked for them back. When Bluey died, we think he must have buried them with her as we never saw them again. We know not where. One was a beautiful medal of a prancing horse, with his name and number engraved around it, awarded for gallantry in France.
In his latter years he felt the loneliness of his never having married.
Morton was ill when we were building the house at Ryan Rd in 1966 and I went down to help him every day. It was strange that when he was so sick he let me help him but growled so much about other people. Auntie Ethel did so much for him, but at the end he didn’t even want her help before he went to Waikato hospital. It is so sad that it often happens when people are very ill that they spurn the help of their loved ones.
In his late 80’s cancer developed in his throat and he passed away in the Waikato Hospital at 5.05a.m. on 4 June 1966 aged 91½ years. He was cremated after the service at Clark & McMillan’s Chapel in Teasdale Street, Te Awamutu.
Morton was always very much part of our family and was sorely missed when he died 

