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Explanatory Note.
        

        

Owing to delay in the arrival of photographs from Home, this book—which was printed early in 1901—was left unbound for some months awaiting completion in charge of Messrs. Whitcombe and Tombs, Christchurch. We are thus enabled, by inserting this note, to rectify as far as is possible now, a few mis-statements and errors which unfortunately escaped our notice earlier.

        
In reference first to Bishop Hadfield's death, as stated on page 86, the writer was misinformed. Bishop Hadfield lives a retired life at Marton, Lower Rangitikei. He is now an aged man.

        
On page 149 the date of Mr. Wm. Deans' death is wrongly stated. He was drowned on 23rd 
July, 1851.

        
The late Dr. Donald of Lyttelton did not come out in the "Phœbe Dunbar," (see page 153), but in the "Cornwall," arriving at New Plymouth. Afterwards he went to Nelson, thence to Wellington, and eventually came to Lyttelton in 1849, having been appointed Surgeon to the workmen and surveyors then preparing for the reception of the "Pilgrims." Dr. Donald was a well-known and energetic colonist.

        
The following list comprises most of the minor errors which to the writer's regret, occur throughout the book:—

        

	Page 15, second paragraph.—For "Eglinton estates" read Portland estates.

	Page 20.—For "today" read toddy.

	Page 54, last line.—For "envious" read enviable.

	Page 251, first line—For "living words" read loving words.

	Page 265.—For "Rennant" read Renaut.
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Preface
        

        
"
After long years" and many hindrances, these records of the past, gathered together from many quarters, yet true in detail, are ready to give to the "Children."

        
To the outer circle of our friends who may feel sufficient interest in the subject to read these pages, an apology is due for so much family history. It is given in some detail, that our young people may have a clear idea of their ancestors, should occasion arise at any future time for a reference to the Genealogical Tree. This being a family history—written for private circulation only,-the writer feels justified in giving these details, the object being to furnish to the family circle—present and to come—a reliable descriptive history of the founders of their fortunes in New Zealand.

        
During a visit from our old friend, Mrs. Logan, of Wellington, in the autumn of 1894, the first notes of our story were taken. Mrs. Logan's wonderful memory supplied many details of interest concerning the difficulties that beset our brave Pioneers in those far-back days. Her son, Mr. Logan, himself an authority on early New Zealand history, spared no trouble, and incurred much, in verifying our facts and dates. He gave ready and willing help, and sent much information relating especially to the first years of Wellington's existence.

        
Mrs. Deans, senr., of Riccarton; Hon. W. Rolleston; W. S. Fitzgerald, Esq., of Dunedin; the members of our own family circle, and many friends besides, by their help and sympathy, lightened our labour of love and made our task a possible one. To each and all our hearty thanks are given.

        
The packet of old letters sent to us by the late Mr. Hay, of Mid-buiston, Ayrshire, Scotland, also proved invaluable aids. For the rest—the lives tell their own story.

        

          
H. L. G. H., Annandale,

          
            Pigeon Bay.
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Chapter I — Annandale:—The Old Home





        

Chapter I


Annandale:—The Old Home.

        

Early in the Nineteenth Century—viz., in 1803—were married Thomas Orr and Hannah Longmuir, the writer's grandparents, therefore the great grandparents of the young generation of Hays and Guthries—"the children of the Clan."

        
Thomas Orr's home was a good arable farm called "Annandale," two miles distant from Kilmarnock, Ayrshire, Scotland. It had been leased to the Orr family for generations back, a ninety-nine years' "tak" (lease) being the usual tenure in those days; and had, in each case, descended from father to eldest son. The landlords of the district were the Duke of Portland, to whom Annandale belonged, and the Earl of Eglinton—"Lairds," worthy the name of noblemen, between whom and their tenants a loyal friendship existed. The Orrs had always been practical farmers, and had gained a reputation for ability and shrewdness. Thomas inherited in a marked degree his father's strength of character, being keen and observant, very terse and quaint in speech, and of a most determined will. When only twelve years of age he gave evidence of 

the stuff that was in him. His father sent one of his men to bring a bull from a distant "field" (paddock); when the man returned without the animal, declaring it impossible to manage it single-handed, the old man turning to his son said:—"Hoots! that laddie there could bring," and sent him for it forthwith. He did bring it home in his own way, which was sufficiently daring: he seized it firmly by the tail, and by means of a stout stick fearlessly drove it before him. In after years he was famed for his cool nerve in facing danger. When a young man he had a hand-to-horn encounter with a "raised" bull, and succeeded in killing the infuriated beast, which otherwise would have killed him-After his terrible fight he managed to walk home, a distance of several miles.

        
Our grandmother was a true woman, with a gentle, refined nature, whom to know was to love. She made an excellent wife and mother, being noted for her excellent house-keeping and the skill with which she plied her spinning-wheel. She was as well-born as her husband, although her pedigree is not so familiar to us. Mr. Orr was a lineal descendant of Lord Kilmarnock, who was executed, as also was Lord Balmerino, for espousing the cause of "Bonnie Prince Charlie." We hope to be pardoned for inserting here, for the benefit of our young people, the snatches of information we have been enabled to pick up on the subject of our "forebears." Details of the Rebellion of 1745 they can read for themselves in any history. For more minute and interesting particulars of the arrest and execution of the two rebel Scotch Earls above named, we refer them to Sir Walter Scott's "Tales of a Grandfather." It is interesting to know that the Hay family, as well as the Orr, trace their descent to the same ancestry. The Boyds of Kilmarnock and Hays of Errol being united, the present day Lord Kilmarnock is therefore a scion of both families. 

The following paragraphs we quote from "
M.A.P." of 9th June, 1900,

* as interesting in this connection:—

        

          
"
Lord Kilmarnock, the bridegroom of a fortnight ago, is a very handsome young noble, with the dark hair and low forehead which ever and anon shows itself in the Errol family. The Hays of Errol have been settled in the Slains district of Aberdeen for centuries, and trace their descent to a stout yeoman who, many hundred years ago, performed prodigies of valour on the battlefield at Loncarty with the yoke of his plough! Lord Kilmarnock, for whom the Queen was sponsor, curiously enough comes of very rebellious stock on both sides. In the days of King James—the Solomon of Scotland—the then Earl of Errol defied the King, and got his Castle of Slains razed to the ground. Lord Kilmarnock of the 45 lost his head for his adherence to the Stuarts. But for this untoward event; the Errols, besides being hereditary High Constables of Scotland, would have had four Earldoms, viz.: Errol, Kilmarnock, Linlithgow, and Calendar."

          
"The Handsome Boyds.
—The Boyds, Earls of Kilmarnock, were singularly handsome men, and it was of the son of the beheaded earl that the famous Dr. Johnson wrote: 'He is of the most graceful form, and the most elegant, polished, and popular manners.' The Doctor was positive that he resembled Homer's character of Sarpedon. An anecdote is told of this nobleman to the effect that when he attended the coronation of George III. he forgot to remove his cap, and, when apologising, the King commanded him to remain covered, as he felt highly honoured and flattered by his presence. Slains Castle, the seat of the 



* "
M.A.P." ("Mainly About People") is a modern society weekly paper edited by T. P. O'Connor; published in London. We are indebted to our dear old friend, Mrs. McNaught, of Worcester, England, for sending us "
M.A.P."



Earls of Errol, is a very plain building, but picturesquely situated—perched on a rock overlooking the sea. In the grounds there is magnificent timber."

        

        
We may add that the Hay Crest—a "stout yeoman's" arm holding up the yoke of his plough—and the motto "
Serva Jugum" is something which even the distant New Zealand Hay family is justly proud of. Like their ancestor the "stout yoeman" they too have served under the yoke. The tradition is that the brave yeoman was offered a reward from the king for his valour, and given his choice, a "greyhound's race" or a "hawke's flight," he choose the latter. That meant that his lands were to be bounded by the hawk's flight. The hawk with out-spread wings is also used as a Hay Crest. Before leaving the subject of our ancestry, we are tempted to add yet another present-day quotation, touching the romantic story of Lord Kilmarnock, taken from an interesting letter written by our nephew, Jack Guthrie while on a visit to our old friends, Mr. and Mrs. Carruthers, of Kilmarnock. He writes: "Mr. Carruthers is a great archæologist and historian. He knows all about Ayrshire, has books full of crests and family histories. He knows about the Hays and Boyds, will talk for hours of the unfortunate Earl of Kilmarnock, who lost his head metaphorically and literally. It is a pity his Lordship was so indiscreet, for the castle and estates might have been flourishing in more thrifty hands today, if he had lived. Dean Castle, his old country residence, is in bad repair, partly in ruins, but is still habitable. Close to the castle there is a huge excavation, an old quarry full of water, bounded on one side by a wall of rock, on the other by a plantation of pines reaching to the water's edge. There are boat houses on the banks and white swans floating majestically on the calm water. It belonged to the late Duke of Portland, who left it to Lady 

Howard de Walden. The grounds, if renovated, could be made most picturesque. The town house of the Boyds is interesting also, very old and quaint. It is now used as an industrial school. It was once considered a great mansion, and the pride of the Boyds. When the Earl got into trouble he was adding to the house and building a great dining hall (great for those days!) You will know the story of his death. The warrant was sent three times for his capture. Twice the messenger was waylaid on the border by a highwayman, and that highwayman turned out to be the Earl's own daughter in disguise (probably our ancestress "Mary Boyd"). When he was taken to London and beheaded with Lord Balmerino (a brave nobleman), the additions to the mansion were stopped, and the great hall locked up, no one allowed to enter.' After long years' it was re-opened—not very long ago and was found with the carpenters benches, tools, shavings half-sawn beams, etc., just as it had been left when the fatal news arrived."

        
Our grandparents, Mr. and Mrs. Orr, were a thrifty couple, who reared a large family of healthy children in all the elements of industry and hardihood, having hours of hard work to get through before setting off to school in Kilmarnock. Here the discipline was severe, the "Dominie,' one of the real "old school," literally hammered the "three R's" into the unfortunate little mortals, his thrashings being so energetic as to be vividly remembered in after-years. There were seven daughters and three sons in the Annandale family. For the benefit of any of their descendants who may be wishful to find out the various connections between the older branches of our family tree, we shall recall each of these grand-aunts and uncles by name and seniority. The first child, William, died in infancy. Hannah, eldest daughter, married a farmer 

named William Richmond; their home was near Campbel-town, Kintyre, Scotland. This couple, now many years dead, left a large family of children and grand-children, some of whom found their way to New Zealand; one, a namesake of his grandfather's, is now manager of Nelson Bros. Freezing Works, Napier.

        
The second daughter, Mary Boyd, never married, but lived most of her life with her brother William's family, whom she accompanied to New Zealand in 1882. "Aunt Mary," who attained the great age of ninety-five, was a marvel to her many friends of mental and physical strength and brightness. She had a wonderful memory for details, especially in regard to the ramifications of the Genealogical Tree, no question of pedigree being too intricate for her to unravel; and of her name, "Mary Boyd," she was pardonably proud. She was ever held in loving veneration by each and all of her relatives for her true, earnest goodness. Her infirmity of deafness—almost a life-long one—she regarded as a blessing in disguise, for she was thereby kept "unspotted from the world." This good old Aunt had ever the tenderest care in the home of her sister-in-law, Mrs. Orr, in Christchurch, whose charge she was up till the day of her death.

*

        
Next in order came Jean, who was twice married; her first husband, Mr. Cameron, died young and her second, Mr. Caldwell, a good, true man, also predeceased her. Years afterwards her son came to New Zealand, then her two married daughters, Mrs. Reid and Mrs. Hunter, and families, with whom she came out and made her home in New Zealand. We shall come across these cousins again at a later stage in our story.

        



* She passed peacefully away on September 4th, 1900; the last of the old Annandale family.




        
Elizabeth ("Leezie") came next. She also was twice married; first to John Hay, elder brother of our Ebenezer, and after some years of widowhood, to Mr. William Aitken, grain merchant, Londonderry, Ireland. They also came to New Zealand in after years, their only daughter, Eliza, having married Thomas Caldwell, her cousin-Aunt Jean's only son.

        
William, next in age, succeeded his father in Annandale farm, where he and his excellent wife spent the first five years of their married life. The long lease having then run out was not renewed to them, a new landlord having by that time succeeded to the Eglinton estates, who raised the rent on the old tenants. He left the old home of his fathers in first-class order, being an efficient practical farmer of the old school, and removed to Castle Farm, Glenarm, Ireland.

* Castle Farm was beautiful for situation and scenery; but proved to be a delusion and a snare, for there he and his brother Thomas lost all their-means (except a few hundreds each) in the rabbit-ridden and game-infested place. Though he got another good farm a few years later in Ayrshire ("Kirklands," near Maybole), he never recovered ground, and gradually lost health and hope. After his death, early in 1876, his widow and family came out to New Zealand and with, them Aunt Mary.

        
Next to William in age came Agnes, the best beloved of




* After a lapse of thirty-nine years our brother, Dr. T O. Guthrie date of Lyttelton) when travelling in Ireland with his wife and sister-in-law, "Auntie Hannah" in September, 1900, spent some time in the beautiful old places so familiar to him as a boy; Garron Tower, Antrim Castle, and, last but not least, "Castle Farm." Garron Tower, then the luxurious home of the Marchioness of Londonderry, is now leased by a hotel-keeper; all the beautiful appointments within and without laid open to the public use. There our party stayed while they re-visited the dear old haunts where the "Guthrie boys" enacted many wild pranks in the happy old days. Antrim Estate is also sadly changed, being now denuded of its splendid timber; but the Castle Farm retains its old landmarks and associations. Wherever our party went they were welcomed as soon as they named Mr. and Mrs. Orr, whose names still live in the memories of the older residents, so beloved were they both.
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her father, and the one from whom he had to part for life, when, just after her marriage to Ebenezer Hay, youngest son of Mr. James Hay, Midbuiston, Ayrshire, they set sail for New Zealand, then a practically unknown country.

        
Ann comes next in age; she and Agnes being closely united as girls with a sympathy that repeated itself in the familes, as we shall hereafter see. She married (five years after Agnes) Rev. John Guthrie, M.A., of Kendal, Westmoreland; and there the writer of these reminiscences and Uncle John (Guthrie) were born; for it goes without saying that to three of our families this latter couple bear the same relationship as Mr. and Mrs. Hay, viz., grand-parents, the course of after events having brought about a triple alliance of the Hay and Guthrie families.

        
Next in order comes Julia, youngest daughter, who married the Rev. A. M. Wilson, of Airdrie, and died young. She bore great sufferings with patient fortitude for years before "kind death" released her. Her family was scattered and lost sight of in after years, her husband having formed new connections.

        
Last of all comes our much-loved Uncle Tom, the youngest of his clan. He was a farmer for a time in partnership with William; but his love of letters and ardour in the cause of Christ at a time of universal religious awakening in Scotland, led him to study for the ministry. He continued an earnest eloquent preacher to the close of his long useful life. He died in London in October, 1896, at the age of seventy-one.

        
As one after the other of this family—who at the time of which we are writing, were in the bloom and vigour of youth—pass before our mental vision, we are reminded of the Patriarch's requiem "and he died." These all served 

their day and generation here, and have all now entered within the gates of the Celestial City. May we worthily walk in their footsteps, as we too pass 
along life's highway.

        
The writer is not so conversant with the early family history of Mr. Hay; but he also was one of a large family of sons and daughters. Their father, at the time of which we are writing, was a clear-headed, clever old man, fully capable of managing his own affairs. His farm, Midbuiston, a few miles distant from Annandale, will be frequently mentioned in connection with these records. The two old farmers, James Hay and Thomas Orr, had many a passage-at-arms when they met on market days at Kilmarnock Cross (where the markets were held), a place famous for generations as a resort of farmers and dealers intent on business, with a dash of pleasure thrown in! It was a case of Greek meeting Greek when Midbuiston and Annandale crossed swords; their wit was keen and caustic at the expense of each other's foibles; but accompanying each sally was ever the gleam of a kindly smile. It would be too much like drawing on our imagination were we at this late date to try to recall any of those rare flashes of Scotch humour which are associated with these two veterans, each in his own way inimitable. Though very dissimilar in character, both were true and estimable men, staunch supporters of the "Kirk" of which both were elders. They seldom agreed, however, on any point open to controversy; a result of their widely-different temperaments quite to be expected, and which each exulted in as matter for self-satisfactson. Mr. Orr with his shrewd, long-headed schemes of worldly wisdom, touched with a sly humour all his own, was sometimes hard to fathom by Mr. Hay, who was himself straightforward, practical, unsuspicious, though at the same time keen in business. It may not be interesting to the present generation to have too
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many details given them of their ancestors, who after all represent but types of Scottish character obscure to young Colonials of this advanced age. But the types are so admirable and now, alas! so rare in these days of cultured ease, we may well feel honoured to claim descent from those grand old pillars of the Scottish race. Those very types have been famed in fiction in our own days; as for instance in "The Days of Auld Lang Syne," by Ian McLaren; the works of Barrie, Crockett, and others, descriptive of Scottish life and character. Why should we not dwell with pride on the real lives to whom we owe so much, whose strength, truth and faith formed the foundation of all that is noble, true and good in their descendants? The families were of course thoroughly intimate, and two marriages resulted, viz., John Hay and Elizabeth Orr (elder brother and sister of Ebenezer and Agnes), whose marriage took place years before that of the latter couple. This first connection between the Hay and Orr families in course of time perhaps led to the second, as it was in this brother's and sister's home in Glasgow that Ebenezer Hay and Agnes Orr became engaged. Before they were married, however, old Mr. Hay died, and only two of his sons were left to lay him in the grave, viz., Robert and Ebenezer, eldest and youngest; James, William and John having all died previously.

        
Five sisters were at this time alive, all married: Mrs. Raeburn, Glasgow; Mrs. Steel, "Moneyacres"; Mrs. Muir, "Titwood"; Mrs. Dickie, "Tannacrief"; and Mrs. Lindsay, "Gairdrum"; all but the first named were Ayrshire farmers' wives. These all died-most of them very suddenly-before Robert, who reached the ripe old age of ninety-four. He died in 1894, so it will be seen he was the age of the century, and about fourteen years older than Ebenezer. Uncle Robert's memory is held dear by 

all who knew him. He left behind him the impress of a noble nature, for all his influence was given unostentatiously to the cause of truth and justice. He was an indefatigable curler, the only recreation he allowed himself in his busy life. Two of his sons are now, in New Zealand, of whom more anon.

        
Three of his daughters are married; two live in Ayrshire, the other in Canada, near Lake Winnipeg. The eldest son and two daughters remain at Midbuiston still, the same old house in which Uncle Robert spent all the years of his long life.

        
Uncle Robert alone kept up a regular correspondence with Ebenezer, and it is to his kindness in sending out all he had preserved of these old letters (as well as to the kindness of other old friends elsewhere mentioned) that the writer is indebted for the main facts relating to the first years of Mr. and Mrs. Hay's life in New Zealand. Though long gaps occurred in their correspondence, yet sufficient scraps of information remain, aided by the early recollections of the seniors of the family, to connect the main features of their life-story.

        
Before following them to their far-off home, let us linger yet a little on those good old days of their youth, so full of romantic charm to us because of their remoteness from our own days and ways.

        
With what delight as a child has the writer listened to tales of the merry "rockin's," as those happy parties were called in Ayrshire, when lads and lasses, as well as their elders, enjoyed feast and frolic after the day's work. What preparations for weeks beforehand for a rockin'! What polishing of furniture and silver, scrubbing of spotless floors! What cooking of dainties innumerable: 

"jeelies," "tairts," etc., which were but the accompaniments to the more solid viands: turkeys, hams, rounds of beef, etc. (for a "beast" was usually killed on such occasions), for the excellence of which the happy hostess received special compliments, the notes of praise extending throughout the feast and echoing from all parts of the long "weel set-oot" table. Then came the huge punch bowl of antique design, flanked by the quaint tody glasses, large and small (the latter for the "leddies"), and the treasured silver ladles with which each gentleman doled out to his nearest lady her modest allowance of the smoking beverage. At this stage tongues were loosened, songs and jokes abounded; then to clear away the tables and dance till the "twal-hoors" (midnight) to the music of fiddle or flute. These homely parties were more enjoyable than the less frequent, if more stately, county balls of the time, at which the gentry freely mingled with their tenantry, thus promoting reciprocal good feeling.

        
At the time of which we are writing, viz., 1839, there was an unusual season of gaiety in Ayrshire, for this was the year of the world-renowned "Eglinton Tournament." The Earl of Eglinton, wishing to devise a new and more magnificent pageant than usual for the amusement of his numerous noble guests, revived, for once, the scenes of ancient chivalry so graphically described by Sir Walter Scott in "Ivanhoe." Guests were invited from all parts of the kingdom, till Eglinton Castle, Kilmarnock, and even the whole County of Ayrshire were taxed to their utmost to accommodate all the "Knights, Barons, and Fair Ladies "taking part in the show. The grounds were specially arranged for the tilting, and all the old traditions were adhered to, and chivalric games and jousts-or feats of arms - the order of the day. Lady Seymour was "Queen of Beauty," and she had the honour of 
award-

ing the prizes to the successful Knights. Amongst the distinguished guests was Prince Louis Napoleon, afterwards Napoleon III., Emperor of France. To this splendid entertainment all the Duke's tenantry were invited, and the display was a sight long to be remembered by all who saw it. Unfortunately, however, it rained in torrents on the first day especially, changing the bright, fairy-like scene into a dismal misty quagmire, ruining the gay attire of the ladies, and damping the ardour of the Knights. The festivities were carried on all the same, though under difficulties, and the Duke gained the distinction of creating a novel and gorgeous spectacle, but at the cost of many thousands of pounds.

        
To witness this brilliant display the two young sisters, Agnes and Ann Orr, rode forth under the escort of Ebenezer Hay; and here under the falling rain, surrounded by gay, if somewhat damp, crowds, the momentous question of their future habitation was settled; for on this day, at that memorable scene of gaiety, Agnes promised to go with "Ebe," even to the world's end. How they came to decide for such an undertaking as it was in those days, we shall relate in the next chapter.
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Chapter II.


Leaving Home.

        
as a fitting prelude to this chapter, we shall give here a condensed account of the first efforts made to form a Missionary Settlement in New Zealand, and also an Association for its colonization. Minute details are given in the "Picturesque Atlas," and also in "Brett's History" of this time; but we shall not do more than sketch the outlines of this far-back history, as detailed by the two above-named authorities, that we may more clearly understand what the condition of New Zealand was when the first brave-hearted pioneers arrived in the country.

        
In 1807 the Rev. Samuel Marsden, who had been Senior Chaplain at Port Jackson, enlisted the aid of the Church Missionary Society to establish a mission station in New Zealand. In 1810 he got two lay catechists ready to help the natives to learn civilization and useful crafts. Owing to the massacre of the crew and passengers of the ship "Boyd," bound to England from Port Jackson, some years delay was caused. This ill-fated ship touched, in passing, at Whangaroa. The natives seized the voyagers, killed and ate them; four only out of between 70 and 80 persons 

escaped, viz., a woman, two girls, and a cabin-boy, belonging to New South Wales, who after terrible experiences got into a more peaceful part of the coast, and ultimately reached Sydney. The "Boyd" was burned by the natives. The missionaries waited in Parramatta till it was deemed safe to land in New Zealand. In 1814 Governor McQuarrie (of New South Wales) gave Mr. Marsden leave to go and begin, provided he found the natives peaceful. The brig "Active" was despatched to the Bay of Islands to find out. The report being satisfactory, Mr. Marsden started on a three months' leave of absence, accompanied by Catechists King, Hall, Nicholson, and Kendall (the latter afterwards was appointed Magistrate in Bay of Islands. On landing', Mr. Marsden preached from the text—" Be hold I bring you glad tidings of great joy." The natives were much impressed by his manner, though they knew not what he said. They afterwards danced their war-dance as a ritualistic ceremony of their own. Mr. Marsden left the Catechists there, but he visited them in 1819.

        
The brig "active" (which was purchased by Mr. Marsden) was kept running between Port Jackson and Bay of Islands, so the Catechists were not left quite forlorn Whale vessels, too, gave protection occasionally. Acting under Governor McQuarrie's instructions, Mr. Marsden explored in the northern parts of New Zealand. He was the first European who published a description of the Hokianga River. He went again in H.M. store-ship "Dromedary," sent thither to get spars for top-masts for the navy. He remained some months exploring Thames, Tamaki, Kaipara, &c.

        
In 1825 the first New Zealand Association was formed in London. The ship "Rosanna" was fitted out to explore New Zealand coasts and convey settlers there under command of Captain Herd, a good seaman, who knew the coast 

of New Zealand well. The expedition arrived in Hauraki Gulf in 1826, reached Bay of Islands next, and then proceeded to Hokianga, where Captain Herd purchased some land from the natives, which is known as "Herd's Point" to this day. A war-dance at one of the places so frightened the emigrants that all, except four men, insisted on being conveyed back to England, it having been stipulated that they could do so if they wished. The four who remained were Messrs. McLean, Nimmo, Gillies, and Nesbet—if we may judge by their names, all Scotchmen. The "Rosanna" returned to Sydney, where the stores of the expedition were sold by auction, thence they returned to England. The cost of this failure of an expedition was £20,000.

        
Through the influence of missionaries who were anxious to see some authority established, thirteen Bay of Island Chiefs applied in 1831 to King William IV. for British protection, as the Governors of New South Wales, after the 
regime of Governor McQuarrie, no longer regarded New Zealand as one of the dependencies of the colony, while an Act of George III. stated New Zealand to be a place "not within His Majesty's dominions." The Governor of New South Wales suggested to the Imperial authorities the appointment of a British Resident, and the following year Lord Ripon despatched Mr. James Busby, a Civil Engineer of New South Wales, who was then in England, to fill the position. H.M.S. "Imogene" was employed to bring him out to his Residency, where he arrived in May, 1833, and stationed himself at Waitangi, Bay of Islands, near the Paihia Mission Station. Here he remained until 1837, when he was recalled. In 1837 Captain Hobson was at Sydney in command of H.M.S. "Rattlesnake." A war was then raging amongst the Bay of Islands tribes, and Captain Hobson was sent then to 

protect British interests and report on the condition of the country. He proposed that factories be established, as in the early trading companies between the English and Dutch, and recommended that a treaty be made with the New Zealand chiefs for recognition of the industries and protection of British subjects and property. This was called the "Treaty of Waitangi."

        
In the same year—1837—the "New Zealand Association was formed, Mr. Francis Baring being chairman. Mr. Ed. Gibbon Wakefield and Lord Glenelg discussed in Parliament ways and means. It was not carried out for some time after, during which time Mr. Wakefield was not idle. After its partial collapse in 1837 he had been with Lord Durham to Canada, but, returning to England with his chief, formed a New Zealand Land Company, of which Lord Durham was Governor and Mr. Joseph Some Deputy-Governor. The Company was formed for the purpose of employing capital in the purchase and re-sale of lands in New Zealand, and the promotion of colonization or emigration to that country. The capital was £400,000, in 4,000 shares of £100 each, with a deposit of £10 per share. The shareholders drew lots for sections unknowns of lands which the Company was about to seek. The "Tory," a vessel of 400 tons burden, sailed in May, 1839, with Colonel Wakefield and a company of surveyors on board; arrived after a passage of 96 days, "and after wandering about Cook's Straits on land-purchasing expeditions, on the last day of September, 1839, took formal possession of Port Nicholson.

        
As we have said, it was in Mr. and Mrs. John Hay's house in Glasgow that Agnes and Ebenezer became engaged. Ebenezer went to assist his brother in business as a grain and provision merchant, and after John's death remained to carry on the business. He had previously 

had some training in his brother-in-law's—Mr. Rayburn's—place of business in Glasgow, and his prospects were fairly good; but to one of his tastes and habits the murky atmosphere of the city was not conducive to health or happiness. It was not a good locality, nor were the people at all desirable to live amongst, having no sense of honour or honesty, so that Argus-eyes would have been required to prevent pilfering. He had to hide his money in unlikely places to secure its safety, fire or thief-proof safes being in those days unknown. Once, on returning from a necessary but short absence from the store, he found an eager noisy crowd round the entrance dividing the spoils they had managed to abstract, or rather quarrelling ever their division. A hurried rush through the crowd, a rapid dip deep into a bag of barley scattered his worst fears, for there his money was safe! In his exultation he could not resist holding up before the clamorous crowd his bag of money, and telling them they had "missed their booty," whereupon they cheered him tumultuously, and testified their respect for him by never again repeating the offence. Two years of this uncongenial life told upon his health, for, after an attack of inflammation of the lungs, the doctor ordered his removal to a warmer climate without delay. He accordingly sold out at once, and began his preparations to obey the doctor's mandate. Just then the proposed settlements in New Zealand, under the New Zealand Land Company, were being talked of, and Dr. Logan, a surgeon in the Royal Navy, was largely consulted as to its climate and desirability, he having just returned from a sojourn in that country. Mrs. Logan, who was a native of Ayrshire, was even then known to the Hays and Orrs, and from that date began the long warm friendship of their lives. Dr. Logan had been sent by the British Government some time previously to Sydney in charge of a batch of convicts. On the return voyage their vessel called at Hokianga. Bay 

of Islands, for a load of spars for navy ships. The tall straight forest trees of this district were so well adapted for this purpose that the place had become comparatively well known. This entailed their lying in Hokianga River for three months, while the spars were cut and the ship loaded. During this time the doctor made good use of his opportunities. Being fond of botanizing, he collected many native seeds and plants. He acquired a considerable amount of information about the climate, &c, from the Wesleyan missionaries who were then stationed there. These missionaries were the Revs. Woon, Turner, and Buller; the latter was then stationed at Kaipara, and hearing that a doctor was at Hokianga, he brought his wife and child to get advice. The child is the Sir Walter Buller of today, who has a European reputation as an ornithologist, and represents the Colony at the Imperial Institute. He was knighted in recognition of his scientific services, and of his famous book descriptive of the birds of New Zealand, which is a beautifully illustrated and most exhaustive work. Descendants of the other missionaries at present live at Wanganui and Christchurch.

        
So impressed was Dr. Logan with the climate and capabilities of New Zealand as a field of enterprise, that he determined to return to it if he could persuade his wife to acquiesce in his plans; and already, before Mr. Hay's first interview with him, had arranged to carry out this intention. So it may be imagined that when his friends sought his advice his recommendation of the distant land would be all the stronger that he himself elected it as his future home. He took an active part in assisting the New Zealand Land Company's colonization projects, and through his agency several others of his friends made up their minds to join in this—at that time—somewhat adventurous expedition, New Zealand being, except for a few 

isolated missionaries and whalers, a land of untamed savages, whose cannibal tastes were not yet eradicated.

        
Notwithstanding much opposition from his family, Mr. Hay quickly made up his mind, after hearing all he could about the proposed colony, to try his fortune in it. All that remained was to get Agnes' consent. When and where this was gained we already know, and can well understand that to them that day, much more absorbingly interesting than the brilliant spectacle they witnessed, was this most momentous decision of their lives. The decision being made, no time was lost in the preparations, the trousseau was begun in earnest, for in one short month they were to sail. Great opposition was shown by old Mr. Orr, who was sorely against his favourite daughter leaving her native land. The thought of them going to a wild country to be the prey, most likely, of cannibal savages, would obtrude itself on the mind of the broken-hearted old man, who mourned as for one dead, barely eating or sleeping during those last sad weeks. His character, stern and strong as it was, underwent a complete change, and he utterly broke down, beseeching her to "bide at hame." His simple-minded wife, contrary to her wont, was a tower of strength to him; she became his counsellor and comforter, urging him to bear it bravely. She would say," It's no' for us to say them nay, when they loe ane anither;" to which his constant answer was, "Woman, ye kenna what ye say; we'll never see her face again in this world." How hard it was for the brave girl we can hardly realise, to answer as she did, "Father, I have promised, you will not make me break my word."

        
Hearing how sorely she was pressed, Ebe went to ask her if she had "ta'en the rue," to which she answered," No, Ebe, I have not ta'en the rue; I have given you my promise, and I will keep it." Can we not believe that in 

her heart was an echo of the faithful Ruth's words? "Entreat me not to leave thee, nor to return from following after thee, for whither thou goest I will go, and where thou lodgest I will lodge; thy people, shall be my people, and thy God my God; where thou diest I will die, and there will I be buried. The Lord do so to me, and more also, if aught but death part thee and me." To quote yet one more verse, so touching in its meaning for her: "When they saw she was steadfastly minded to go with him, they left speaking unto her."

        
But, oh, the sadness of that time! Ebe also had to combat the opposition and displeasure of his own family, who disapproved of the whole proceedings, marriage and all. His strong-minded sisters gave him a hard time of it, with the exception of Mrs. Raeburn, who ever sympathised with and assisted him through those trying weeks. These domestic difficulties tended to make the leaving home doubly trying to the young couple. Busy hands, however, relieved full hearts, and it was well the time was short.

        
In a month from the Tournament day all was ready; the great boxes were packed with a well assorted "plenishing" —home-spun blankets and napery, clothing in abundance to suit a varied climate, webs of calico, silk, merino, flannel, tweeds; haberdashery of all descriptions; besides a generous supply of every conceivable household utensil likely to be needed in their distant home. They took with them a large supply of groceries, two large casks each of sugar, oatmeal, and molasses: these casks were afterwards cut in half and used for washtubs for many years; one was kept for scalding the wild pigs and pickling the pork. Mrs. Raeburn's parting gift to them was a generous and useful one—a large crate of crockery of all kinds, so well packed that it arrived at its destination intact, not a cup broken.

        


        
What wealth of forethought was expended in the filling of those boxes! One large "chest" (trunk, pronounced "kist") was notably a family one. It held in its spacious depths beds and bedding to supply the new home, besides numberless articles, ranging from a needle to an anchor; and in after years was frequently used as a reserve bed for a child or two in times of need! This huge box was so heavy that on arrival in New Zealand it could not be put into the ship's boats to land it, and therefore had to be attached to the boat and towed ashore. It was submerged by the salt sea-waves for more than half an hour, but when unpacked it was found that all its contents were dry and uninjured; being surrounded by dozens of blankets, etc., the inside goods were in perfect order, while the blankets and bedding were not damaged by the sea-water, hardly even damp—the best of all tests for the soundness of the "kist." A fellow passenger slily remarked, "No wonder it's heavy; it's all Orr" (ore). The rich black silk dress which was packed in it—in the piece—was not made up for many years, and lasted half a lifetime when it was! Scraps of it are still extant, made into housewives and needle cases, etc., for the sake of the history connected with the remnants. 
Apropos of this "kist," a passage at arms occurred between "Midbuiston" and "Annandale" (in other words, Mr. Robert Hay and Mr. Orr) which is worth relating. It was the bride's part in those days to provide all the house linen, blankets, bedding, etc. In the term "plenishing," at once so expressive and so comprehensive, all those articles are included. The large box, therefore, was packed at Annandale, but Mr; Orr contrived to manage so that Mr. Hay should send 
his dray and horses to convey it and all the boxes into Glasgow. He—Mr. Orr—sent them on to Midbuiston, where, after a few additional articles were packed in, they were to be finally closed down. With the jolting of the few miles, the contents 

were so shaken down that it was found the "kist" would hold more. Mr. Orr drew attention to this fact, remarking to Mr. Hay, "Man, it's no fu' yet;" to which Mr. Hay queried, "Weel, what wye is't no fu'?" Mr. Orr then remarked, "It'll haud a pair o' blankets." Mr. Hay needed no further hint, but got the blankets. Still there was room. "It'll haud anither pair yet, man," said Mr. Orr, energetically treading it down, and again and again were its contents thus augmented, much to Mr. Orr's satisfaction, who enjoyed the unwonted sensation of generosity—at someone else's expense! The younger man was no match in diplomacy for his "pawky" old neighbour. Moreover, his good heart held no limitations, as to gifts to his well-beloved brother.

        
On October 27th, 1839, the young couple were married in Annandale, and on the 29th they went on board their ship the "Bengal Merchant," then lying at the "Tail of the Bank," Greenock. It was very dismal wet weather, which added to the dreary misery of those last sad days. A large party of friends and relatives came to see them off, amongst them Agnes's father and three sisters, Mary, Ann, Julia, and uncle Robert. The parting was a specially hard one for all; there was so little hope of an earthly re-union, and so many fears regarding their safety in the unknown land whither they were bound. The scene was deeply impressed on the sorrowing friends left behind, who retained for long years the heart-ache of that life-long parting, and whose graphic descriptions of it gave to the future generation a keen realisation of its pain. True to their Scottish character, those brave young hearts bore up with heroic calm, their mutual love and trust nerving them to face the unknown dangers together. From that day, though not expressed in actual words, their life's motto 

was: "Trust in God, and do the right;" and throughout their lives they acted upon it.

        
After the farewells were said, and the tug—or "tender" boat—was returning to shore, filled with the grief-worn friends of the voyagers, an accident happened to the machinery, and the tug broke down. For a time there was considerable danger, and no little consternation amongst the numerous passengers, for the boat was crowded, and the thick misty night was upon them. However, the danger was soon overcome, and happily the ship was already so far off in the darkness that all on board remained in ignorance of any threatened peril to their dear ones. Uncle Robert in after years used to relate, with a twinkle in his eye, an incident connected with that episode, which, notwithstanding the sad surroundings, must have touched a comical vein in his kindly nature. He was then a bachelor, something over forty, genial, jocular, a favourite with old and young. "Aunt Mary" was a sprightly maiden of thirty-six or so, who, with her fresh country bloom, looked ten years younger. With the buoyancy natural to her, she had maintained a well-nourished hope of "maybe some day" "gettin' a man." Though they were too good friends to take foolish "notions" about each other, yet it must be confessed they were a likely couple; consequently they were frequently teased by their friends, and themselves indulged in many jokes at each other's expense, which is a true phase of "Scotch folk's wooin'." In the sudden alarm on board the tug-boat Aunt Mary clutched Uncle Robert, and held him fast, exclaining Sink or soom, Robert, I'll cling to thee which she spasmodically did, to the embarrassment of the douce bachelor, who was not accustomed to being embraced 
nolens volens—worst of all—" afore folk." Her fears were were too real, however, for anything but the most kindly soothing, which we do not doubt he gave her.

        


        
After long years, when an old man, Uncle Robert gave to some of their children a tender and touching description of his last glimpse of the young couple as they stood out at the stern of the poop, "link it the gither, puir Agnes greetin, waving their farewells, until darkness and distance severed them from all they had known and loved on earth.
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Chapter III.


The Voyage.

        
"
Halloween," 31st October, 1839, saw the good ship "Bengal Merchant" out of sight of land and fairly off on her long voyage, under command of Captain Henley, and with Dr. Logan in charge of the medical department. Three other vessels were equipped by the New Zealand Company, and sailed about the same time or a little earlier. We shall make their acquaintance on arrival. Besides the crew of the "Bengal Merchant," there were 120 passengers, and these all, with the exception of one boy, who died of sunstroke in the tropics, were landed in good health, after a voyage of 104 days. Among the passengers was a Presbyterian minister, Rev. McFarlane, whose services were appreciated, especially by an elderly bachelor, who took a sure method of engaging the life-long services of his dairy-maid, viz.: by marrying her! This gentleman caused some amusement by his eccentricities. The death and burial of the poor boy were most sad; the feeling of utter loneliness and solemnity in witnessing a burial at sea is overwhelming; yet greater than the mighty deep is God's omnipotent love. One day shall "the sea give up the dead which are in it."

        


        
As a result of the ignorance that prevailed as to the requirements of Colonial life, many were the extraordinary, incongruous articles some of the passengers burdened themselves with—for instance, house-bells, skates, bird's-eyes, and hosts of similarly useless things! Curiously enough, the bird's-eye man was the first to find a market for his wares; he sold them shortly after his arrival to a speculative bird stuffer who had run out of stock. Ploughs, harrows, scythes, and other farming implements were numerous, but for many years proved superfluous luxuries, which in most cases perished from disuse and rust. One of the passengers, Mr. Yule, brought a cart, which proved most useful in drawing the heavy boxes of the new arrivals up the shingly beach, a band of men acting as beasts of burden in lieu of the absent horse. Simplicity, too, characterised many of the passengers, unused as they were in those primitive days to travelling. A maid of the doctor's, on losing a water-can overboard, was inconsolable, till, on the kindly suggestion of a wag, she hugged the happy thought—"the fowk (people) on the next boat'll get it." This reflection soothed the frugal mind of the bereft damsel. This simple lassie provided herself with a reaping hook and "grape" (potato fork) with a view to harvest operations in the new world; needless to say, these proved as valueless to her as the lost can!

        
No doubt many incidents of that long voyage would be worthy of mention, did we but know them, but our information is slight and vague in regard to life on board the "Bengal Merchant." One funny incident Mr. Hay used to relate with gusto: A fellow passenger, who made himself objectionable by his inordinate greed and selfish care of his own large person, was in the habit of tying himself to the mast, near which he secured his seat at table, so as to steady himself that he might give his undivided 

attention to his knife and fork. One day, while they sat at dinner, an enormous sea washed over the ship, and came with overwhelming force into the saloon. The passengers all saw it coming, and had time to rush into their berths out of the way; but this-unfortunate gourmand, unable to extricate himself got the full force of the monster douche-bath around his cherished person, and worse than the wetting and loss of his dinner, he had to endure the laughter of his shipmates, who did not spare him!

        
During the long voyage Mrs. Logan and Mrs. Hay, who until they met on board knew each other but slightly, became warm close friends, and were mutually comforting and helpful to each other. The fact of Dr. and Mrs. Logan's friendship for Mr. Hay and his relatives in Glasgow, particularly his favourite sister, Mrs. Raeburn, cemented this bond between them, which lasted unbroken through the long years to follow. Dr. and Mrs. Logan had an only child—a son—then an infant of a few months old, now our good friend, Mr. H. F. Logan, to whom, as well as to his mother, we are much indebted for many details of this time!

        
The welcome cry of "land 
ahoy" greeted the ears of our voyagers on February 4th, 1840, when Cape Farewell was sighted, and after some days of stormy, thick weather, the vessel made Port Hardy, d'Urville Island, and dropped her anchor in New Zealand waters. They called here according to orders, to find out if any alterations had been made by the Company's agents (who had preceded them in the survey ships) as to where their final destinaton was to be. The only information got there was from native visitors to ship, to the effect that three big ships ("kaipuka"), each with three masts ("rakus"), had been there, and had passed on to Port Nicolson—now Wellington harbour.

        


        
This was the first introduction of our passengers to the Maoris, and great excitement prevailed on board when the canoe came alongside, with four men and a woman, to interview the "pakeha" (stranger). They were taken on board, made much of, and sent away happy with food and finery. The woman had bestowed upon her the relics of a red silk dress, with which to bedeck herself. The Maoris made themselves fairly understood, having come in contact at various times with whaling parties, who taught them a mongrel lingo called "Pigeon English."

        
Whilst the previous ship, "Duke of Roxburgh," was off this port, which she could not make on account of a a south-east gale, a sad accident occurred: her commander, Captain Thompson fell overboard in a sudden lurch of the vessel. Owing to the heavy seas running they were unable to do anything to save him. The mate had to take charge of the vessel into Port Nicolson.

        
After a few hours' stay at Port Hardy, our good ship sailed out, and next morning, 12th February, 1840, Wellington Heads was made, in a drizzling mist and high north-west winds. The ship was hove to, and a cannon fired to attract attention, with successful effect. Soon, out of the haze, the salutation "Tenakoe" (
Anglicé: "How are you?"— "Good day"—"Hillo;"—it may stand for either) was heard, and a Maori gentleman appeared in a canoe, and was soon on board. His Pigeon English was intelligible enough to convey the information that some vessels were already lying at anchor in the harbour. Under his pilotage the captain at once commenced working the ship up the entrance, and all hands being eager to assist in manipulating the sails, she made good speed. Soon they heard their first European greeting, a hail from the captain of the "Ariel," who, on hearing the report of their gun, came down in his boat to meet them. In a short time they 

dropped anchor under the lee of Somes' Island, near the three other vessels, "Ariel," "Aurora," and "Roxburgh," and learnt they had the honour of being the fourth passenger ship to arrive, following the two survey ships, "Tory" and "Cuba" the heralds of the New Zealand Land Company.

        
Next day three young Maoris, sons of the chief Epuni, of the Ngatiawa tribe, came on board to give the new arrivals a welcome. Dressed in their native costume, a blanket or mat, with the addition of a shirt, which, since the arrival of the "Tory" and "Cuba," had become a fashionable article of male attire among the natives, these youths won golden opinions for their dignified, gentlemanly bearing. They dined in the saloon, and acquitted themselves most creditably, managing to carry on a "korero" (conversation) with the doctor and some of the passengers. Dr. Logan had possessed himself, while at Hokianga of a small Maori vocabulary, compiled by the missionaries there, which proved most useful in these interviews. Although no missionaries had up to this time been stationed in this district, still the art of writing had reached them, probably from the station that Bishop Hadfield established and first occupied in October, 1839, at Otaki, then a large Maori settlement. The visitors, proud of their accomplishments, were only too pleased to write their names on cards, which they presented to the captain with the simple-hearted politeness natural to them. Their father, the chief Epuni, a portrait of whom, almost life size, may be seen in the Parliamentary Buildings, Wellington, was as fine a specimen of a Maori and a man as ever lived. He was a true "native's gentleman," whose friendliness to the "pakehas" and control over his tribe assisted more than anything to enable the new-comers to establish themselves peacefully on the shores of what they fondly hoped would prove to them a veritable "Land of Goshen."

        


        
At this time the fighting men belonging to Epuni's tribe —the Ngatiawas—were away warring with the Ngatikahuna tribe in the Wairarapa District, and did not return for three weeks after the "Bengal's" arrival. Their return was dreaded by the passengers as the beginning of troubles, for thrilling accounts had been given them by their Maori friends of the warlike propensities of the Ngatikahunas, who, it was feared, would speedily follow to retaliate and revindicate their honour by killing as many as possible of the Ngatiawa tribe by way of "utu"—pronounced 
hute.
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These fears were happily never realised, though many a scare they had, as we shall see, years after they landed and settled down. The redoubtable Ngatiawa warriors however, were not long in making their presence known in startling fashion to the pakehas, after their return from the wars.

        
One morning early, the anchored "Kaipuka" (big ships) were surprised by seeing and hearing five war-canoes, each containing 18 or 20 men. They had come 

in right royal style to welcome the pakehas by dancing the "Haka" (war-dance) by way of salutation. The "Haka" is a hideous combination of discordant sounds, grimaces, and contortions of their lithe bodies, which they executed for the delectation of each vessel in turn, a sight once seen never to be forgotten! It was intended as a high honour to the pakehas, who were expected to enjoy the performance as much as did the performers themselves. They stood on the cross-seats of their war-canoes, keeping time in every movement, their features distorted, tongues out, eyes rolling, bodies and limbs violently convulsed to the finger tips; their arms they threw out from their sides simultaneously; each frenzied gesture was accompanied by discordant yells, groans and snorts, which culminated in crescendos; the shrieks then gradually died down to weird mutterings, only to rise again to wilder heights, if possible, than before. This truly awe-inspiring exhibition, which is now well known, though only indulged in on festive occasions, as may be supposed, alarmed the new-comers not a little. The ladies fled to their cabins to shut out the sights—if not the sounds!—and all felt relieved when the exciting display came to an end.
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Chapter IV.


Landing Of New Zealand's "Pilgrim Fathers."

        

Aslong as their ships remained in port, viz., for about a month after their arrival, the passengers remained on board, the men landing daily to work at the erection of their houses or "whares." At last, however, their arks of refuge having to sail for other climes, all had to land and establish themselves as best they could on shore. Most of them located themselves near the site of the present Government railway workshops at Petone (or, as pronounced by the Maoris, Peto-o-one, which means "end of the sand," now corrupted into Petone—all the vowels are sounded long in Maori), or between the Koro-koro stream and the Maori Pah.

        
Having been led to believe the survey ships, "Tory" and "Cuba," were to provide materials for tents or houses for the Colonists, Dr. Logan and Mr. Hay did not bring anything of the kind with them, consequently they were put to greater straits than most of their fellow passengers, who had brought frame-works with them, and got into the shelter of their first homes before the storms arose. The Wilson family, Mr. J. Yule, Dr. Logan, Mr. George Wallace (Mrs. Logan's brother), and Mr. Hay all worked
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together, cutting down timber out of the green forests to make the frame-works of their houses. Meanwhile, fortunately for Mrs. Logan and Mrs. Hay, the "Glenbervie," under command of Captain Black, arrived a few days before the "Bengal Merchant" sailed. The "Glenbervie" belonged to Mr. Raeburn, of Glasgow—Mr. Hay's brother-in-law—and by him Captain Black had been instructed to do anything in his power to help the new arrivals during his stay in port. This the captain did, coming on shore during a heavy storm of wind and rain and taking Mrs. Logan and Mrs. Hay (who had landed from the "Bengal Merchant," which was about to sail) on board of his ship, to stay till the weather moderated. The Captain found the two ladies making the best of a miserable shelter—a small tent put up temporarily (to enter which they had to creep on hands and knees!) They remained three weeks on board the "Glenbervie," and then, with Mr. Yule and the Wilson family, found temporary shelter in a tent made with ship's sails—lent them by Captain Black—which they contrived to divide by piling up their boxes, and hanging blankets or sails to form partitions between the quarters of the three families. Here they had their first and worst experiences, as far as personal discomforts went.

        
The continuous rain prevented the completion of their houses for many weeks, and the unfortunate exiles had perforce to sit on their boxes with umbrellas over them, under the dripping sails, till their courage all but failed them. The rain falling day after day added to their personal discomfort and accentuated their misery; it created a feeling of wonder as to what could have happened to the lovely climate they expected to find, or whether, in addition to their varied belongings, they had contrived to transport to the Southern Hemisphere the leaden skies of old Scotia As a Scotch lady pathetically remarked——

" Oh, if this fug would only lift, we micht see the flat laund!"

        
Alas! the "flat laund" was difficult to find, even when the "fug" lifted, for then to their astonished view rose high, beautifully wooded hills all around! The beauty of the scenery did not compensate for its disadvantages to those who came out with crude notions of beginning farming without let or hindrance; and it is not to be wondered at that some of our pioneers felt sadly depressed at the outset. It was natural that the settlers, both men and women, should feel bewildered, coming from their distant homes, to a land where the foot of white man had never trod, nor his hands yet cleared a space wherein to dwell. Only one of all their number had ever been out of his native country before—that one was Dr. Logan. A funny instance of the very vague conceptions formed by some of those early arrivals of this 
Terra Incognita was that of a Scotch lady—who still lives in the Wanganui district—deploring the want of "parks and kye" (cows), both of which she had confidently expected to see on her first glimpse of the promised land!

        
Fine weather set in at last, and in due course the houses were finished ready for occupation. Nearly all these structures were built of the flax-leaf and toi-toi, a well-known swamp grass, with a keen, cutting edge, which, when firmly laced in and out of the frame-work of poles or saplings, made an exceedingly comfortable house. Some still further improved them by covering the toi-toi walls with a clay mixture, which made the houses much warmer; this was called "wattle and daub." The houses our friends were busy at were too hastily put up at first, the grass used being too green; hence, when the sun dried it, the thatching all shrivelled up, leaving it 

as open as a sieve, so that the roof over their heads was no protection against rains or winds.

        
Dr. Logan afterwards engaged the services of the Maoris, who were quite 
au fait at this work; they thatched it all properly on roof and walls, and rendered it quite impervious to the heaviest rains. For payment he bestowed on one a long black "surtout" coat, on the others shirts, blankets, &c. The picture of the powerful swarthy savage, dressed in 
surtout solo—his long, bare brown legs and feet emerging below, his tatooed face and feathered head surmounting the sombre professional garment, was irresistibly comic! The coat would be worn as long as it held together, and if half a dozen more had been given to the wearer, all would have been donned at once, in accordance with Maori custom.

        
The first township, named "Britannia," was surveyed and laid off across the Haeratonga River—now known as the Hutt—near the site of the property afterwards occupied by the late Dr. Swainson. A number of those landed from the first three ships got whares erected on it, and their goods and chattels conveyed to them by means of boats and canoes up the river. Scarcely was this done when the cumulative effects of the constant rains produced a flood, which rose so high that some families had to take refuge on the roofs of their whares. Later arrivals, taking warning, chose higher ground to build upon.

        
There was at least more warmth and comfort when they were settled in their grass houses; but they were very barely furnished, apart from their comfortable beds, for which they soon made good strong bedsteads, they had no furniture at all till they made it. Their boxes were used as tables and chairs too—eked out by a few camp-stools—till the time came when they gradually had things more 

comfortable in their primitive homes. They filled up the interstices of their shingle floors with clay till they had a smooth hard surface, which they could easily sweep and wash, as it dried so quickly; over this they laid flax mats, made by the Maoris. They had no doors till a ship arrived some months later with the suitable timber. They then got doors fitted on, and the window spaces filled with glass, which formerly were left open like the doorways. In times of rain or wind they curtained the doors and windows across with calico or barricaded them with wood or flax straw, shifting each stop-gap to suit the direction of the winds! Their fire-places required careful building, they made them wide, and built them up with stones at the base, then filled the spaces with clay. Above this they made a frame-work of supplejacks, laced into strong supports, which were driven into the ground outside, and reached to the top of the chimneys. The clay was then thickly plastered on outside and inside, and neatly finished off. A bar of iron, when they had it, was built into the chimney—laid across—upon which the kettles and pots were hung. The latter were of the gypsy pattern, round, three-legged, iron pots—or cauldrons. Mrs. Hay had a "nest" of those useful utensils, twelve, in varying sizes.

        
The houses, or whares (especially those not daubed with clay) were very inflammable, and soon after the flood a disastrous fire occurred, which destroyed what was called the Cornish Row, a considerable part of the young township. This row was occupied entirely by labouring men, chiefly Cornish miners, and comprised sets of five or six houses built in one length, with partitions between each house. They were grass houses without the clay, and when one took fire through a spark igniting the dry grass walls, the fire, soon devoured the whole row. It was impossible to save anything at all, as in most of the houses there were firearms and ammunition, which kept up a fusilade of 

explosions, and necessitated all beating a hasty retreat. It made a grand blaze, and afforded the Maori spectators much enjoyment.

        
These untoward events, combined with the difficulties of landing on the exposed beach at Petone—where in south-easterly gales a heavy sea breaks on the shore, and shoal water runs out a considerable distance, all unfavourable to a good shipping port—caused a very strong feeling to arise as to the expediency of changing the site of the township to that on which the city of Wellington now stands. The idea was strongly opposed by Colonel Wake-field, the New Zealand Company's representative, who met the objectors with the quotation—"Rome was not built in a day," and assured them that wharves, &c, would come in course of time. Eventually, however, the pressure brought to bear upon him was sufficiently strong to induce him to acquiesce in the proposed change. The new name —Wellington—was then adopted as a compliment to the Duke, who had assisted the New Zealand Company with some Parliamentary Bills. Survey parties were at once sent down to commence the surveying of the town, which occupied them about twelve months.

        
After the advent of the sixth ship—the "Adelaide"—all the vessels arriving berthed at, or near Te Aro, Wellington, where nature had provided a safe anchorage for ships, and dry land on which to build a township. Most of those who were already squatted down at Petone, or its environs, as soon as possible removed to the new town, Thorndon, at the north end, receiving the greatest amount of patronage. As there was no road, and the sea washed at high tide close into the foot of the hills, making travelling very difficult even for foot passengers, the transit had to be made by boats, chiefly whaleboats. This entailed a good deal of danger, as most of the settlers were unaccustomed to boating. A sad case of drowning occurred one 
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day on the return trip of a party, who had gone to Wellington to find out how the surveys were getting on There was a stiff southerly gale blowing, and, as they neared the shore at Petone, the man who managed the steer oar allowed the boat to get into the surf. Immediately it broached to and capsized, drowning nine men Only one of their number was saved, by the efforts of those on the beach (a few Maoris and white women, the men being all away working), who joined hands and waded in to try and rescue the drowning men.

        
Most of the "Bengal's" passengers had located themselves pretty closely together (as each vessel's emigrants instinctively did) round Petone beach by leave of the Maoris, with whom they were on good terms, and here they waited patiently for the time when they would be enabled to select their lands. Dr. and Mrs. Logan and Mr. and Mrs. Hay lived under one roof for a period of over two years, many others doing the same. The natives were specially friendly with our two families, owing to the Doctor's medical attentions to them. One of the Chief (Epuni's) sons required a surgical operation on his foot, and the Chief manifested his gratitude in many little ways; for instance, when the Doctor once was himself lying extremely ill—an illness that almost proved fatal—the Chief came or sent every day to enquire for him, and if at any time he found too many natives in or round the house, though they might be there with the best intentions, a word from him would send them all away, because, as he explained to them, "too much korero (talk) no good for sick Dokitaha." When Dr. Logan and family were removing to Wellington years later, the Chief, Epuni, begged him to stay and be their "Dokitaha," offering him plenty of land which he (the Chief) had it in his power to bestow. This offer the Doctor could not see 

his way to accept, much as he liked and admired the Chief.

        
Through ignorance of the Maori customs at the very first, Mr. Hay once so seriously offended them that he was in danger of losing his life. One Sunday evening, as Mrs. Hay and he were enjoying a walk on the hillside, they passed over a Maori's grave, not knowing it was sacred ground, therefore "tapu"—tabooed. They had yet to learn what the law of "tapu" entailed on the unwary. A band of Maoris came running to them, gesticulating angrily, one brandishing a "mere," or Maori hatchet, round his head, and all under the influence of fierce passion. Mr. Hay kept his eye on the most furious of his foes, he of the "mere," expecting every moment to be attacked and overpowered. Whether it was because he stood his ground unflinchingly, or because of the intervention of some less angry, who knew his mistake was committed unwittingly, Mr. Hay never knew; but he and Mrs. Hay were allowed to pass through the ranks of angry warriors after some "korero" amongst themselves. He soon got to understand how best to hold his own with them, and yet keep the peace.

        
Once, after a tramp from Wellington with some medicine for Mrs. Hay, who was ill, Mr. Hay, to save wetting his feet in Koro-koro stream, got on a Maori's back to be carried across. This was quite an established custom, the Maoris being eager for such a chance of "utu" (payment), which was always given in advance. On landing, the Maori dexterously whipped the bottle of medicine out of Mr. Hay's pocket, and ran away as fast as his fleet legs could carry him! Mr. Hay caught him by the blanket, but he got away, leaving the blanket in Mr. Hay's hands. It was useless Mr. Hay attempting pursuit, though he also could 

run, so he decided to bide his chance of teaching his Maori friend a lesson. The time soon came, for on the next Sunday he overtook Mr. Maori on the way out of church (they were being rapidly Christianised by this time), ostentatiously carrying, so that all might see it, an English Testament, which was as Greek to him, of course. Without giving a thought to the day or the Book, intent simply on inculcating his moral lesson with practical effect, Mr. Hay snatched the Testament out of the Maori's hands and walked away. There was a great fuss made, and much "korero," but Mr. Hay would not yield to persuasion. At last the Chief came to settle the point, having heard a distorted version of the matter. To him Mr. Hay explained the facts of the case, and he made the Maori go to his whare some distance off, and bring back the medicine (trongo), after which Mr. Hay returned the Testament. No doubt the Maori thought it was waipero (grog) he had so cleverly seized upon, and its bitter taste saved it—and perhaps the Maori's life.

        
During their sojourn at Petone the first three of the Hay family were born: first, a baby girl, who only lived a few weeks; her name was Hannah. James was born in June, 1841, followed by Thomas Orr in October, 1842, whom the youthful James saluted, baby fashion, by knocking him on the head with his toy hammer for interfering with his vested interests, thus early showing his conservative ideas. This remarkably active little native nearly put an end to his happy little life by exploring the depths of a waterhole, into which a cask had been fitted for household use. Fortunately it was not full, and the child managed to turn and stand up, giving free play to his lung powers, meanwhile, till his whereabouts was discovered.

        


        
We of the present generation can form little idea of the hardships of those early pioneers, landed in a new country whose only products were potatoes, maize, kumaras (a native sweet potato), and a few wild pigs, with the indigenous supply of fish and native birds. The natives frequently brought in wild pigs, which they bartered for a shirt or blanket. Potatoes, too, and kumaras they brought in small baskets, for one of which they would take in payment the same measurement of calico, or a coloured handkerchief. The settlers, too, went out shooting wild pigeons and "kakas," a species of parrot, brown or black, and red under the wings, with very large heads and bills. The Maories were very ingenious in snaring these kakas (pronounced caw-caws): they made a strong trap of a bar of wood with a hole in it, through which they passed a piece of twisted flax, doubled, putting the loop over a bunch of feathers. They then hid themselves among the undergrowth below the large trees, in the branches of which they fixed these traps, holding the ends of each flax string-in their hands, ready to pull when the time came. Then they teased a tame kaka to make it cry out, and directly crowds would come fluttering round, all crying in their peculiar shrill way. As soon as one was caught in the snare, they tightened the flax-string, which held it fast. Often in a few minutes as many as 40 or 50 kakas were thus snared. The Maoris used to bake them, feathers and all; then peel the skin off. They were very delicious, but extremely tough to pluck. Like the wild pigeon, they required a long time in cooking. These birds were at this time very plentiful, and a great luxury to our pioneers, when they could spare time to shoot them.

        
The ships brought out supplies of food, flour, sugar, tea, and general stores, which kept things going for a time; but bye-and-bye the stream of Colonists slackened, requiring 

fewer vessels to bring them out, whilst the number of souls steadily increased, the demand thus becoming alarmingly greater than the supply. The food question then became a most serious one. Flour rose to the price of £5-5s. per bag of 200 lbs.—or over 6d. per lb. Potatoes, kumaras, and oatmeal formed the chief sustenance of most people, butter, as likewise beef and mutton, being almost unknown luxuries, as scarcely any domestic animals of any kind were yet in the country. The first and only cow yet in Wellington was" brought out in the "Bengal Merchant." Even years later, when a few sheep were imported from Australia, a leg of mutton cost in Wellington 10s. 6d. rauriki (sow thistles) and wild cabbage supplied the place of vegetables; the former, when cooked, resembled spinach, and was much used. It was a considerable time before the settlers got into the way of making bread with yeast; the gridle-scone was their staple. At first they managed by keeping a piece of dough to "leaven" the next batch of bread, which they baked in camp ovens, when they had them." Damper," a primitive kind of bread made of flour and water only, shaped into flat cakes, and baked on hot hearths, was often used as a substitute for leavened bread.

        
Maori ovens were holes made in the ground, often lined with stones; in these holes a fire was kindled, which was allowed to burn down to ashes, then swept out, and the meat or bread put in and covered over with fern, rushes, or anything handy. Our settlers soon made for themselves very good ovens of clay (or later, bricks), which they used in the same way. These ovens were usually built outside the houses, in a clay bank preferably, and served their purpose admirably.

        
The deprivation of so many of the comforts of life, and the shifts they had recourse to for even the necessaries 

were borne cheerfully by the whole community. Petty annoyances that need not have occurred—"man's inhumanity to man "—were harder to bear than the difficulties they expected to meet, and grapple with in the same spirit of bravery that had led them to find and make their homes in this distant isle of the Southern Ocean. The following incident will illustrate this, and also show how early in the history of our colony the tyranny of red-tapeism was introduced. We can but faintly realise, in these days of fast and frequent steamers, how rare was the visit of a ship in those days, bringing fresh arrivals, food, and news from the outer world—best of all, letters from the dear ones far away in the old country. The captain would hoist the bunting, and fire the cannon to herald his approach, knowing that a joyful welcome awaited him. Even 30 years later we know this was so, the captains and officers on their arrival being fêted by one and all who could get that pleasure. We can then understand with what eager delight a ship's arrival was hailed in the far back period of which we are writing, and how the Post Office (a hut, by courtesy so called) would be besieged for the mail. On one of these occasions, in the year 1841, Mr. Hay, after a hard morning's work, started away to tramp to Wellington, over the eight miles of rocky beach that then constituted the only road thither, except by boat. Travelling at his best pace, well known amongst his confréres as a difficult one to rival, he arrived at the toi-toi whare, which then did duty as Her Majesty's Post Office, just at closing time. He met, emerging from the door, the gentleman (?) who officiated as Post Master, and asked for his letters, adding that he had just walked from Petone to get his mail. "Too late," was the curt reply; "you must come back tomorrow;" and, deaf to all appeals, he coolly turned his back, locked his door, and left Mr. Hay in far from an envious frame of 

mind, with no other option but to return to Petone and repeat the rough walk next day. Such was the crotchety perversity of this early specimen of officialdom, who would have broken no law, and lost but few minutes in kindly satisfying the enquiry.

        
The sequel to this little tale will prove that even from the lowest stand-point—self-interest, courtesy and kindness to our fellow-creatures is, like honesty, "the best policy." Many years afterwards this same gentleman appeared at dusk one evening at the old "Annandale" home, Pigeon Bay, on his way to Akaroa, fifteen miles distant, seeking supper and a bed for the night. He was received with the usual kindly hospitality accorded to all strangers; but it was not in human nature (especially feminine nature!) to resist such an opportunity for inculcating a moral lesson. Accordingly the episode of 1841 was recalled to his remembrance, and although he tried to excuse himself, and finally made a humble apology, peace was not restored until Mrs. Hay had clearly shown the gentleman his act of discourtesy from her point of view. There is no doubt both Mr. and Mrs. Hay felt more kindly towards their guest after they had the satisfaction of ventilating the matter, and let us hope the man himself profited by being reminded of the golden rule—"Do unto others as you would that they should do to you."

        
When on the subject of mails and postmasters, we may wind up this chapter with an amusing little dialogue that took place one day, about the year 1841–42, between the very gentleman above referred to and a newly arrived Scot hailing "frae Paisley," whose apprehension of the meaning of the word "mail" might be said to be a 
limited one. When the Post Master in his canoe came alongside the 

newly arrived vessel, and enquired in a stentorian voice "Have you any mail on board?" the Paisley "body' instantly made reply, "No, mon, we hae na a pickle on boord; we've had nae parritch for near three weeks!"
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Chapter V.


Seeking and Finding a Home.

        

When settled in their homes, even though in many cases these were but temporary ones, those who had brought, or could get garden seeds, set about making enclosures, and soon had the pleasure of seeing tiny sprouting heads showing above ground, giving promise of grand "kail yards" to come. Most of those requiring work found it in sawing timber, splitting shingles, &c., for house-building. The price of sawn timber was then 40s. per hundred feet. One of the great troubles of this time was the absence of coin, labour, &c., being commonly paid for by goods and barter—that is, so much sugar or flour, or an I.O.U. of the party receiving the labour or produce. Business was conducted some thirty years later on much the same lines, though developed to a greater-degree, in a curious small colony or society that existed for a few years in the neighbourhood of New York, where no money was allowed to be used as a means of exchange. The carpenter working a day for the baker got the baker's I.O.U. for its value, passing it on to the butcher, and so on round to the original issuer of it. The I.O.U.'s represented so much bread, meat, &c. Much the same thing existed for years in Wellington, though they were duly 

provided with a bank in the ship "Glenbervie," already mentioned. The representative of the Union Bank of Australia arrived with a banking outfit, bullion, &c.—no doubt he had the necessary bale of paper for the manufacture of notes. Bank business was then an expensive luxury, and the number of persons who had money to put in or receive from the bank in those days, was a very select few. There were no beautifully printed cheque books issued: cheques had to be entirely written out, pass-books cost 2s. 6d. each, the charge for a notice of a dishonoured bill was 2s. 6d., and all other items in the same proportion.

        
To pass from finance to local matters, our settlers soon experienced a new sensation, a tendency of the young country to disport itself in a somewhat lively and vehement manner when excited by internal fires. Disturbed in their beauty sleep on the first memorable occasion, many of the new-comers thought the Maoris had come to surprise and attack them in the silence of the night, and some fired from their whares at the invisible foe! Amongst those who thus tried to expel the invader was a Mr. Shand, latterly of Otago and Chatham Islands. As may be supposed, this prompt responsive action did not tend to allay the fears of the timid. Mr. and Mrs. Hay, believing the commotion was wrought by an energetic practical joker—by name Moses Yule—strongly abjured the perpetrator to come forward and show himself, saying, "that'll do now, Moses, come out from there!" The occupants of the other half of the whare, Dr. and Mrs. Logan, had a more intimate knowledge of the cause, and restored peace to the troubled dwelling by 
the assurance that it was "only an earthquake!" The next visitation of this disturber of the peace was one autumn afternoon in 1845. Dr. Logan and his son were in a windmill then at work 

grinding flour in Wellington. Mr. Logan was then very young, but can recall the fright and wonder of the workmen at the shock and shake. No damage was done in the then growing town, hut the next visitation in 1848 was much more severe, its results disastrous to chimneys and crockery. Since then we have experienced many more, in some cases accompanied by tidal waves.

        
About a year after these first arrivals came the "Blenheim," bringing a. full complement of Scotch people, chiefly Highlanders, amongst them a Captain and Mrs. Sinclair and family, who hailed from the neighbourhood of Stirling, and who became fast friends of our two familes. They were accompanied by a brother of Mrs. Sinclair's, Mr. John Hutchison, a well-known and energetic Colonist, a favourite with all who knew him for his genial happy nature and never-failing good humour. Mr. Hutchison was a resident in the town of Blenheim, Marlborough Province, for many years, indeed from the foundation of that place until his death early in 1899. He was one of its most useful burghers, ever to the front in all improvements of this beautiful town and district. It is a coincidence that Mr. Hutchison should have come out in the ship "Blenheim," and that his home for nearly all his colonial life should have been in the town bearing the same name, though in no way associated with the name of the ship. His family are all settled in or near Blenheim.

        
The Sinclair family consisted of three sons and three daughters, all spirited plucky young people, just the class to begin life in a new country and earn their own prosperity. The girls could manage a boat as well as their brothers, they were fearless riders, (in the coming years when horses were available) crack shots, and capable workers, so that the hardships and roughing of those first)

 years were not too much for their buoyant spirits. Captain Sinclair was a very clever man, as well as a thorough seaman, He was not long out in New Zealand before he began shipbuilding, his sons and brother-in-law helping him. They set to work to build a schooner on the Hutt River (then called Haeratonga-why the quaint pretty Maori names should be abolished in favour of inelegant English ones remains an unsolved mystery!) They had to cut the timber out of the standing bush, and then let it "season," while they manufactured their tools and materials not otherwise procurable. Out of old iron plates and hoops they made nails, screws, and bolts, using the butt of an old cannon for their anvil, and making their bellows out of an old musket with a sheep's bladder ingeniously fitted on to it! Fortunately an old sailor appeared on the scene in time to help them with the sails, which they found to be the most puzzling part of the whole undertaking. In due time the schooner was completed to their satisfaction, launched and christened the "Richmond." She was 45 tons burden, and proved an excellent sea-boat. It is to the late Mr. Hutchison himself chiefly, that we are indebted for these details of this first attempt at shipbuilding in New Zealand, and partly from our recollections of a series of racy articles published in a Dunedin newspaper, written by a nephew of Mr. Hutchison's, descriptive of these early Colonials and their labours. Mr. Hay, though he did not assist in building this vessel, advanced some money towards it, and became part owner. It was in this schooner Captain Sinclair and Mr. Hay sailed to explore the South Island, after their unsuccessful efforts to obtain land in the north.

        
The New Zealand Land Company sold their land orders to speculators and intending settlers for £101 each, said orders bearing on the face of them the right to select one 

acre in a township and 100 acres of country or suburban land. To encourage emigration on the part of purchasers, the holders of land orders who elected to go out to the proposed new Colony, were entitled to cabin passages for themselves and families, and were also allowed free passages for three servants in the steerage.

        
The survey parties had to some extent preceded the Colonists through the many difficulties they had to contend with; amongst others, and by no means the least, being the acquirement from the Maoris of any title or right to the land, or leave to survey it even, when some sort of title had been acquired. The Colonists in some cases were unable to exercise the use of their land orders, this applying more especially to those whose right of selection had, in the drawing by ballot for this right, resulted in high numbers. The holders of these were obliged to wait until those whose numbers gave them the privilege of priority had exercised their right to choose. Mr. Hay was one of those who held a high number, and consequently could not for some time get an opportunity to choose. Again and again he made selections, which were at once appropriated by holders of prior numbers, who, knowing Mr. Hay's practical knowledge of good land, were ever ready and waiting to take possession of his choice. This, though within their rights, was very hard on him, and became monotonous after a time, especially after he had explored all the districts immediately around Wellington, Wai-nui-o-mata, and even Manawatu, 80 miles distant, on foot. He had many weary tramps in those days over wild, mountainous bush country.

        
Mr. John Yule, a fellow-passenger and friend, made one or two trips with him to the Manawatu district on the same errand—land-hunting. Mr. Yule was fortunate in




[image: Te Aro. Wellington. 1842]

Te Aro. Wellington. 1842




being the holder of an early number on one of the two land orders he held; this enabled him to select a town acre opposite to the well-known "Te Aro House," of Wellington, and a suburban section in Karori, part of which became well known afterwards as Donald's Tea Gardens. Mr. Yule lived all his life in Wellington, a hale old bachelor, one of the few "Bengal Merchant" passengers who reached the age of 90 odd years, and retained his mental as well as physical powers to the last. Mrs. Logan and he, being contemporaries and friends, kept alive in a wonderful degree their memories of the past, their intercourse having continued unbroken for 60 years. He died in 1899 in his 92nd year.

        
In 1841 Mr. Hay's nephew, the late Mr. John Hay, of Barbrafield, Temuka (a son of James Hay, of "Knockindale," Ayrshire, Mr. Hay's brother) arrived in the "Mandarin," and was thereafter very closely associated with Mr. Hay and family for many years. He accompanied Mr. Hay on his last trip to the Manawatu, where he had finally, as he thought, chosen his land. The place selected was on the banks of the Orarua River, a tributary of the Manawatu, where there was no lack of beautiful, richly wooded land. It is now known as one of the finest districts in New Zealand. Mr. Hay described it in a letter to his brother Robert at Home as being—"as level as a bowling-green."

        
Alas for "the vanity of human wishes." When apparently their first troubles were over and a permanent home in view, behold a "lion in the path," in the shape of an obdurate Chief! The native owners were determined not to permit an invasion of "pakehas," and indicated very plainly to the. Messrs. Hay that if they attempted to settle there a summary mode of ejection would be exercised on 

them. The Chief told them the land had never been sold, that in no way had they parted with the rights of ownership-a perfectly correct statement, for it was fully twenty-five years later that these Maoris 
first sold their interests in these lands, and even then they retained large reserves. The Chief was perfectly friendly; he told them he would not object to them alone settling there, but, he added, if this were allowed, many others would follow, and thus the Maoris would lose all their lands. To prevent the possibility of this happening, he frankly told them, "You may build a house; I will not kill you, I will not kill any of your people; but 
as fast as you build I will burn." Seeing the old Chief and his followers were thoroughly in earnest, the Messrs. Hay felt it would be sheer folly to put them to the test in reference to their threat; so they returned to Wellington considerably baffled.

        
There they found Captain Sinclair and Mr. Hutcheson, just returned from Wanganui, where they had had a similar experience, much disheartened with their futile efforts to get land there. After a consultation they together waited on the New Zealand Land Company's agent, Colonel Wakefield, and representing their case to him, claimed compensation for being unable to exercise their rights of land selection. He told them he could do nothing for them financially; but when they proposed to settle in the South Island, and asked his assistance to do so, (as the Company claimed there certain rights of ownership by purchase) he readily promised that if, after exploration, they should elect to settle in any part of the South Island, they should be protected in their right of possession in the future, when the New Zealand Land Company should proceed to the formation of settlements there.

        


        
Satisfied with this assurance, Messrs. Sinclair and Hay set forth in their schooner "Richmond" to explore the South Island, Port Cooper, now Lyttelton harbour (Maori name—"Te Whaka"), being their first port of call. This was in the end of the year 1842, when a certain vague knowledge of the South Island, the plains, and French settlement of Akaroa was current in Wellington—information which probably emanated from the survey ships, and no doubt stimulated them on this voyage of discovery. On reaching the head of Port Cooper they dropped anchor, furled sails, and, having left their craft "ship-shape," landed, pulled their boat up to high water mark, and scrambled up the hill, reaching the summit at a point now known as Gebbie's Pass. Here they got a birds'-eye view of Lake Ellesmere, which they mistook for the ocean, and the vista not tempting them to proceed further, they returned to the shore, only to find their boat separated from the water by a long mud flat. This, coupled with the accident of ascending the hills at a point where the magnificent Plains of Canterbury were hidden from their view, decided our voyagers that this was not their goal. Had they made a more thorough examination of this part of the country, they most probably would have decided to settle on the plains, as did the Messrs. Deans, though possibly the want of communication by sea was a consideration that weighed, especially with Captain Sinclair.

        
On resuming their journey, and passing along the northern side of the Peninsula, the opening of Pigeon Bay attracted their attention, and induced inspection. The native name of Pigeon Bay is Wakaroa, that of the valley and stream Whakaoroi, but from the very earliest days it was called Pigeon Bay, from the fact that the wild native pigeons abounded in such immense numbers in the Bay
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and around in those days. Unfortunately pigeons, kakas, this, moko-moko, etc.—indeed, all the pretty native birds—are now fast becoming extinct, whilst the most depraved of our English birds—sparrows, thrushes, blackbirds, etc.—all great marauders on grain and fruit—are thriving supremely in all parts of New Zealand. So pleased were our travellers with the apparent fertility of the soil, easy access to it by sea, and beautiful natural scenery of the lovely quiet bay, surrounded by its bold setting of richly wooded hills, carrying their "virgin forests" right down to the water's edge, that they almost decided to seek no further, but select this spot for their local habitation. The desire to see yet more of the south land, however, prompted them to continue their journey.

        
On their way southward they explored Akaroa Harbour, and for their 
menage shot a good bag of wild pigeons at German Bay. Finally they reached "Otakau"—now Otago. Their wanderings carried them all over the site of Dunedin, but no prophetic instinct guided them to take possession of the future Edina of the south. Anderson's Bay and the Peninsula district even did not attract them, and as they missed the Canterbury. Plains, so here the fertile plains of the Taieri did not come under their notice specially. Seeing no place to rival Pigeon Bay in their estimation, they finally decided in its favour.

        
On their way northwards they called at Moeraki, where they bought a cargo of potatoes from the natives there, for the Wellington market. This was the first shipment of native produce ever taken into Wellington, and then was established the reputation for excellence of the Oamaru or Moeraki potatoes. On their return to Wellington they found Messrs. William and John Deans wanting to arrange for the conveyance of Mr. William Deans and the Messrs. 

Manson and Gebbie and families to Port Levy, as they had determined to settle on the plains (afterwards called Canterbury Plains), of which they—the Messrs. Deans-had procured some reliable information. Messrs. Sinclair and Hay agreed to take the Deans party first to their destination, and afterwards remove their own families and effects to their future home. This was done, and in a future chapter all details of the journey of the Deans' party and their settlement in "Potoringamotu"—now called Riccarton—will be given. In due time the "Richmond" was a third time under way for the south, this time with our two families and all their belongings on board. They carried with them as part cargo all their stock, consisting of two cows, one calf, a few goats, and some fowls. Cows in those days, there being few as yet imported, were costly animals, £70—and even £90—being the price paid for them in Wellington.

        
Although thankful for the prospect of a home to settle down in at last, yet it was with feelings of keen regret that our families parted from their good friends, Dr. and Mrs. Logan, who remained in Wellington. They were some years afterwards joined by Mrs. Logan's mother, sister, and two brothers. Mrs. Logan lives there still, with her son, her sister, and her niece—Mrs. and Miss McDonald. Dr. Logan, who was many years Mrs. Logan's senior, died eighteen or twenty years after the time of which we are now writing. Mrs. Logan is now full of years, and honoured by a large circle of friends, who love her for her many acts of kindness, her unbounded hospitality, and the good she has done during her long, active, useful life. The friendship begun so long ago has lasted throughout a lifetime unbroken.

        


        
After a quick passage, our party reached Port Cooper, where they discharged cargo for the Messrs. Deans, and then ran down to their final destination, Pigeon Bay. There, acting under Colonel Wakefield's promises, they selected their estates, and formed their homesteads;
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Captain Sinclair taking what is now known as Homes' Bay, and Mr. Hay part of Pigeon Bay valley, and the run to the east extending to the Heads. These selections were, of course only approximate, as there were no surveys to guide them then, nor for many years afterwards.

        


        
It was early in April, 1843, when they reached Pigeon Bay with all their belongings. Captain and Mrs. Sinclair, three sons, and three daughters, and Mr. J. Hutcheson, before mentioned, comprised one family; Mr. and Mrs. Hay, and two baby sons—James, one year and ten months, Thomas Orr, aged five months—with their nephew, John Hay, the other family. Their first business was the erection of a comfortable tent, in which to live until they could build a house, which they speedily set about designing, and finished in three months. They built a wood-framed and thatched house—that is, a house built of saplings, thatched over by toi-toi, the native grass—long shaped, which they occupied jointly, each family living in their own half of the house. This arrangement lasted for two years, until they had time to get a little clearing made on their respective properties, and timber sawn and seasoned for more substantial and comfortable houses. Before even the thatched house was completed, however, their energies were required for a more Herculean task, which admitted of no delay.

        
They sold their schooner soon after arrival to Mr. W. B. Rhodes, for "ten head of horned cattle, delivered at Akaroa." This sounded extremely well, cattle being almost a fabulous price in those days, but "experience teaches wisdom;" they had yet to learn to their cost that there was more to pay, at least indirectly, before they could call the cattle their own. There was then only a Maori track through the otherwise unbroken forest, and a mountain of over 1300 feet interposed its height between them and Akaroa, the mountain, as well as the valleys, being covered with dense bush. Over this track in its original state the driving of stock was an utter impossibility. Nothing daunted, however, our plucky pioneers set to work with a will to widen the track to six feet clear, and completed 

their task in three weeks, by dint of hard labour. Eight capable men were employed in this undertaking, their numbers having been increased by two, viz.: Alfred Wallace, a brother of Mrs. Logan's and a young friend of his named Tom Cullen, (of these young men more anon), and they were extremely pleased to finish so quickly what appeared at the outset so large a contract. They concluded the matter in hand to their entire satisfaction, when in one day they succeeded in bringing all their cattle safely home. Messrs. Sinclair and Hay each took his own share—five of the cattle—and then began in earnest the business of dairy farming, sheep being as yet practically unknown in New Zealand.
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Chapter VI.


The Wairau Massacre.

        

On the 16th of June, 1843, about three months after the arrival of Messrs. Sinclair and Hay in Pigeon Bay, the Wairau massacre took place: an event which convulsed the young colony with horror, and tilled all hearts with dread forebodings. It was an act of treachery on the part of the Maoris, as the white men had laid down their arms, believing the dispute was over. The quarrel arose through the white people carrying out their designs with a high hand, and, in spite of the protestations of the Maoris, appropriating their lauds and insisting on surveying them, without first securing the right by purchase or barter, It was foolhardy in the extreme for a small party of white men to place themselves in the power of those tribes of Maoris in their own domain, especially so, to act in the unwise, hut-headed manner they did. The matter might have been amicably arranged, as many other similar disputes were, but for an unfortunate accident, the result probably of carelessness or ill-timed bravado. A chance shot fired by one of the Englishmen killed Te Rongo, wife of Rangi-Heata, who was so enraged that he exclaimed to his father-in-law, the old chief Te Rauparaha, "Remember 

your daughter," and so obtained his tacit consent to the wholesale slaughter of their prisoners.

        
It was a code of honour with the Maoris in those days to avenge the spilling of blood ("utu" was their term for
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revenge as well as payment, compensation, &c), especially if a member of a chief's family were the victim. The death of Rongo, therefore, although accidental, was quite enough to incite them to this deed of cruelty and revenge.

        


        
To quote from a letter of Mr. Hay's to his brother Robert, dated January 26th, 1844—"The Chief Rangi-Heata with his own hand clubbed to death 22 of our most enterprising Colonists, among whom was Captain Wakefield, brother of Colonel Wakefield. The Chief got them all tied and laid in a row, and then he commenced at one end and went to the other with his tomahawk, splitting open all their heads. When he came to Captain Wakefield, the latter offered £200 to the chief to save his life, but it had no effect, as he took off Captain Wakefield's head, and, holding it up in his hands, exclaimed, 'here goes the man of £200!' If Government does not punish them for such an act there will be no living here."

        
We can imagine the effect of these horrible details on the minds of our settlers, especially as the old chief, Te Rauparaha, is the same whose name was the terror of the Peninsula Maoris some eight or ten years before this time. He it was who then conquered and destroyed Kaiapoi—or to be quite correct, Kaiapoiha—which was under siege for six months, during which time the Peninsula Maoris were in dread suspense, having reason to believe Rauparaha was bent on their conquest next. It happened as they feared, for Rauparaha's fleet of war canoes was seen sailing up Akaroa harbour one fine morning. The natives foolishly chose the small peninsula of Onawe as their fortress, a place in all respects unsuitable to withstand a siege. The atrocities committed there are too harrowing to relate; suffice it to say that Onawe, which forms one of the many beautiful features of Akaroa Harbour, is renowned in New Zealand history as the scene of one of the greatest Maori massacres on record. Full details of these Maori tribal wars are given in "Tales of Banks' Peninsula," contributed by Canon Stack, also by Mr. W. L. Travers in his "Life and Times of Te Rauparaha," and in "Brett's History of New Zealand," &c.

        


        
Various versions of the Wairau massacre are given in Brett's History also, most of which differ somewhat in detail. Mr. Hay's account being derived from rumour only, may be in parts scarcely correct, though it agrees in the main with the others. The writer has been fortunate enough since writing the foregoing to find another narrative, which is worth giving, as it is an important event in the history of New Zealand, and gives a graphic picture of Maori character. We shall 
give the story, quoted partly from "Picturesque Atlas," as briefly as possible, especially in the parts that of necessity are a repetition of the facts already given.

        
Captain Hobson, first Governor of New Zealand, died in September, 1842, of a paralytic seizure, aged 49.

* His "Treaty of Waitangi" was described as "a Christian mode of commencing the Colonization of New Zealand." His wise administration won Maori hearts, as the following letter to the Queen from Te Whero Whero, the then future Maori King, will show. It is short, but to the point:—"Mother Victoria,—My subject is a Governor for the Maori and Pakeha in this Island. Let him be a good man. Look out for a good man, a man of judgment. Let not a troubler come here. Let not a boy come here, nor one puffed up. Let him be a good man, as the one who has just died." Lieutenant Shortland, Colonial Secretary, assumed the duties of Governor until the arrival 
of Captain Fitzroy, the new Governor. During Lieutenant Shortland's rule the Wairau massacre took place.

        
The New Zealand Land Company claimed to have purchased lands which the natives asserted they had not sold. 



* Captain Hobson's monument is the City of Auckland, where he died, and which grew into a prosperous capital over his remains.



Surveyors were sent to survey the valley of the Wairau, and by way of protest the natives burned one of their huts (a Maori hut), after removing carefully all the property it contained. Through imperfect translation, Colonel Wakefield had been misinformed as to the boundaries of the lands the natives agreed to sell. A warrant to arrest the two leading chiefs, Te Rauparaha and Rangi-Heata, was obtained, and Mr. Thompson, a Police Magistrate, eight settlers, and forty labourers accompanied him to aid the survey service. Thirty-five of these men were armed-but the majority were unacquainted with the use of fire, arms, and were of no assistance in the conflict that ensued. Besides which the arms they carried were in many instances defective old muskets, taken more for show than service, and proved wholly inadequate to the emergency.

        
The expedition sailed from Nelson (the third of the New Zealand Land Company's settlements (Auckland being the second), and anchored in Cloudy Bay on June 14th. Two days afterwards Rauparaha was found encamped by a stream with about 100 followers. A canoe was in the creek, and Captain Wakefield, Mr. Thompson, etc., crossed the creek in it to where the natives were assembled. Mr. Thompson told Rauparaha he had come to arrest him and Rangi-Heata for having burned the surveyors' hut. He had not come about the land. Rauparaha, who was as usual spokesman, refused to be arrested, and told the Magistrate that the hut was his own property. He asked that the dispute about the title to the land should be referred to the Land Commissioners' Court for settlement. Mr. Thompson, eager to make the arrest, called on his men to "fix bayonets," and execute their warrants. Captain Wakefield called out, "Englishmen, forward," and in the rush that followed the command a 

shot was fired and a woman fell. She turned out to be Te Ronga, the daughter of Rauparaha and wife of Rangi-Heata. On this the natives returned the fire, and the English, who had formed into line, broke and fled, so that Wakefield and Thompson could not rally them. A white handkerchief was waved in token of submission, five of the settlers and four of the labourers, who would not
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un away with the others, surrendered themselves to Rauparaha, but Rangi-Heata tomahawked them all. Nineteen bodies were found and buried by Mr. Ironsides, a Wesleyan minister, a few days afterwards. Four natives were also killed. None of the dead had been mutilated or eaten.

        


        
In reference to Te Ronga's death we have found that there is a difference of opinion. Mr. Alfred Saunders, in his History of New Zealand, gives a different version of that part of the story, which we take the liberty of quoting:—"In the confusion one of the defective muskets went off. Many writers have asserted that this unbidden shot was the shot which killed Te Ronga, wife of Rangi-Heata and daughter of Rauparaha, but this is entirely a fiction. The defective musket went off on the shoulder of a man crossing in the canoe in a direction too high to kill anyone, and in the opposite direction to that occupied by the Maoris Te Ronga was killed by a second volley, intentionally fired, before Captain Wakefield's party recrossed in the canoe. The brave and devoted wife is said to have placed herself in front of the big chief, and so to have received in her own person the ball which might so much more appropriately have struck down her savage husband."

        
The result was the same, however. All writers agree that Te Ronga's death roused the worst passions of her warlike husband, whose one desire was to be revenged on the pakehas who had caused it, and were unfortunately in his power.

        
The Company's agents and settlers were anxious to avenge the death of their friends, but Lieutenant Shortland, who held a tight rein on Government, reserved the question of punishment for the consideration of Captain Hobson's successor. Lieutenant Shortland's administration was beset with difficulties, but firmness and sagacity preserved the peace of the colony. A general feeling prevailed that the Governor 
pro tem. was entitled to the lasting gratitude of the Home Government and Colonists for the able manner in which he conducted the affairs of New Zealand. A petition was sent to Her Majesty, 

signed by 700 settlers, to enquire into the condition of the Colony, so that the new Governor was aware of all that happened before leaving England.

        
Captain Fitzroy reached Wellington in July, 1844, and proceeded to Nelson, where he publicly rebuked the Magistrates who had signed the warrant for the arrest of Te Rauparaha and Te Rangi-Heata, telling them that "arson" was burning another man's house, while the natives, in burning the hut used by the surveyors, had only burned their own property. Further, that the natives had never sold Wairau. Several of the Magistrates thus rebuked immediately resigned their commissions. From Nelson the Governor went to the northern side of Cook's Straits to visit Rauparaha at his home in Waikanae. He was accompanied by Mr. Forsaith—afterwards Premier, and at that time sub-protector of the native population—as interpreter. At the interview there were several Europeans and about 500 natives present. Te Rauparaha was seated close to the Governor's chair, and Te Rangi-Heata on the outer portion of the semi-circle formed by the natives. Captain Fitzroy told them that he had heard the European version, and he was there to hear the Maori side of the story. Te Rauparaha was invited to speak, which he did reluctantly. He said the land was the cause of the dispute, it not having been purchased from the rightful owners, and he told how he had warned the Company's servants not to occupy it; also that Mr. Thompson twice ordered his party to fire on the natives, and when, after having been made a prisoner, he appealed to him to save his life, Rangi-Heata bade him remember his wife, Te Rongo, and added—"A little while ago I wanted to talk to you in (??) friendly manner, and you would not; now you say, 'save me'—I will not save you."

        


        
When Te Rauparaha had ended his story, the Governor spent about half-an-hour in consultation with the Europeans, after which he rose and said: "Hearken, Oh, Chiefs and elder men, to my decision. In the first place, the pakehas were in the wrong; they had no right to build houses upon the land, the sale of which you disputed, and on which Mr. Spain (a Commissioner of Lands sent out in December, 1841) had not decided; they were wrong in trying to apprehend you, who had committed no crime. … As they were greatly to blame, and as they brought on and began the fight, and as you were hurried into crime by their misconduct, I will not avenge their deaths." He further told them that a terrible crime had been committed in murdering men who, relying on their honour, had surrendered. They must live peaceably. He would do equal justice to them and to the Colonists, and promised that no land should be taken from them which they had not sold.

        
Mr. W. T. L. Travers, in his "Life and Times of Te Rauparaha," gives some further details of the affair and of he old Chief's character, which are interesting. Before taking our leave of the redoubtable old warrior, let us quote from Mr. E. J. Wakefield's "Adventures in New Zealand" (Mr. Wakefield was a nephew of the Colonel, and of the Captain who was killed in the massacre). His opinion of Te Rauparaha was the lowest, as was perhaps natural. His description of his and Colonel Wakefield's meeting with the Chief, and the personal appearance of the latter, claim our notice first. He says: "We had heard that Rauparaha had expressed himself in somewhat violent terms towards us for purchasing Port Nicholson without his sanction, and he was described by the whalers as giving way to great alarm when told what the ship was (the "Tory;" some of the Maoris, and even some of the 

Europeans, believed her to be a man-of-war), and as having enquired anxiously what natives we had on board. As we leaped from our boats he advanced to meet us, and, with looks of evident fear and mistrust, eagerly sought our hands to exchange the missionary greeting. During the whole of the ensuing conversation he seemed uneasy and insecure in his own opinion, and the whalers present described his behaviour as totally at variance with his usual boastfulness and arrogance. He made us a pious speech about the battle

*, saying that he had no part in it, and that he was determined to give no encouragement to fighting!. He is rather under the average height, and very dignified and stately in his manner, although on this occasion it was much affected by the wandering and watchful glances which he frequently threw around him, as though distrustful of everyone. Although at least sixty years old, he might have passed for a much younger man, being hale and stout, and his hair but slightly grizzled. His features are aquiline and striking, but an overhanging upper lip, and a retreating forehead on which his eyebrows wrinkled back when he lifted his deep sunken eyelids and penetrating eyes, produced a fatal effect on the good 
prestige arising from his first appearance. The great chieftain, the man able to lead others, and habituated to wield authority, was clear at first sight, but the savage ferocity of the tiger, who would not scruple to use any means for the attainment 



* The battle referred to was one of the last of the tribal wars, and had been fought the same morning that Mr. Wakefield's party met Rauparaha. Mr. Travers thus describes it:—"On the 16th November, 1839, the ship 'Tory' reached Kapiti, and Colonel Wakefield was informed that a sanguinary battle had just been fought near Waikanae on that morning, between large forces of the Ngatiawa on one side, and of the Ngatiraukawa tribe on the other. This fight is commonly known as the "kirititonga," and was caused by a renewal, at the funeral obsequies of Rauparaha's sister, Waitohi, of the land feuds between the two tribes. Rauparaha took no part iL this battle." Mr. Wakefield and a party went off in a boat to see the field of battle, the surgeons taking instruments with them, when a message reached them from Te Rauparaha desiring to meet Colonel Wakefield.



of that power, the destructive ambition of a selfish despot, was plainly discernible on a nearer view. Innumerable accounts have been related to me of Rauparaha's unbounded treachery. No sacrifice of honour or feeling seems to have been too great for him, if conducive to his own aggrandizement or security. He has been known to throw one of his


[image: Te Whero Whero—First Maori King.]

Te Whero Whero—First Maori King.

own men overboard, in order to lighten his canoe when pursued by the enemy; and he had Slaughtered one of his 

own slaves at the feast at manu

*, to appear opulent in the eyes of his assembled guests." …

        
Mr. Travers had scarcely such a bad opinion of the old Chief, as we shall see. He says: "Master as he was of all the treacherous arts practised by the Maori warrior, and ruthlessly as his designs were carried out, and fearful as the results may have been, it must be remembered that he was doing no more than his great countrymen, E-Hongi, Waharoa, Te Whero Whero, and other leading Chiefs, who, during the same period, carried on wars in various parts of the islands. Those who knew Te Whero Whero Potatau will recall the peculiar dignity of his manner, and certainly no one would have supposed that the tall, graceful-looking man in the full dress of an English gentleman, who conversed with quiet ease with those whom he met in the drawing-rooms of Government House at Auckland, was the same person as the savage, who sat naked on the ground at Pukerangiora, smashing the skulls of hundreds of defenceless prisoners, until he was almost smothered with blood and brains. Nor can I believe that Rauparaha was ever guilty of the treacherous conduct towards his own people with which he is charged by Mr. Wakefield: Their love and respect for him were very great, and the influence he acquired with such men as Te Heu-Heu and Whatanui indicates that he possessed the highest qualities as a Chief." …

        
Mr. Travers then goes on to quote Te Rauparaha's son, in reference to the Wairau tragedy. Young Rauparaha says: "The fight and death of Wakefield and the other European gentlemen in 1843 were caused by the deceit of Captain Peringatapu (Anglicé-Blenkinsopp). He deceived Rauparaha in giving him a big gun for the purchase of Wairau. He wrote documents in English which said he had bought that land. Rauparaha did not know what was 



* The word "mana" has various shades of meaning. It can hardly be literally translated, as no single English word fully expresses its significance—ceremony, 
prestige, influence, dignity, virtue, power, sanctity, luck. It may mean either, according to the sense in which it is used; yet none of the above words 
exactly express in English what "mana" is in Maori.



in those documents, and signed his name in ignorance. He thought it all correct." …

        
When Rauparaha got the documents translated to him, and learned that all his land at Wairau had passed away from him for a big gun, he was very angry, and in the words of his son, "He tore up the documents and threw them into the fire, also the documents held by the Chiefs of Ngatitoa at Kapiti, and Ngatitoa of the other island. When Captain Wakefield arrived, and the settlements of Wellington and Nelson were formed, he (Wakefield) went to Wairoa for the purpose of surveying. Rauparaha did not consent, as he had not been paid for it, since he had been deceived by Captain Peringatapu. … Trouble and wrong was caused by the hurried attack of Wakefield and party upon Rauparaha. It was not his desire that the Europeans should be killed; Rangi-Heata was misled by his own foolish thought and want of attention to what Rauparaha had said. … When Wakefield and party were dead, Rauparaha rose and said, 'Harken, Te Rangi-Heata, I will now leave you, as you have set aside my tikanga (advice); those of the Europeans that have been killed suffice, let the others live.' Rangi-Heata replied, 'What about your daughter?' Rauparaha answered, 'Why should not that daughter die?' and then added, 'Now I will embrace Christianity and turn to God, who has preserved me from the hands of the Europeans.' This was the time he embraced Christianity. I was absent when the fight took place at Wairau, having gone to preach at Ngaitahu. I went as far as Rakaia. I was there one year, and was the first person that went there to preach. It was on this account my father did not go there to fight. … Te Rauparaha was afterwards taken prisoner by Governor Grey at Porirua without sufficient pretext. A letter was written by someone, to which his name was signed, it was 

sent to the Chiefs of Patutokotoku at Wanganui, and it is said that Mamaku and Rangi-Heata wrote it and signed Rauparaha's name to give it force. I was at school at this time with Bishop Selwyn at Auckland, together with my wife Ruth, and did not see my father's capture. When I returned and arrived in Wellington, I went on board the "Calliope," man-of-war, in which my father was a prisoner, to see him. We cried together, and when we finished he said to me, "Son, go to your tribes and tell them to remain in peace. Do not pay for my arrest with evil, but only with that which is good. You must love the Europeans. There was no just cause for my having been arrested by Governor Grey. I have not murdered any Europeans, but I was arrested through the lies of the people. If I had been taken prisoner in battle it would have been well, but I was unjustly taken.' I returned on shore with Matene, and went to Porirua, where we saw Ngatitoa and Rawhiri Puaha (Chiefs). We told them the words of Rauparaha respecting good, and our living at peace. We went on to Otaki, repeating the same words. We two, at this time, caused the town of Hadfield to be built at Otaki. Two hundred of the tribe Ngatiraukawa came on to Otaki at Rangi-Heata's invitation, that they might know the thoughts of Matene and myself respecting Rauparaha. Rangi-Heata wished to destroy Wellington and kill the Europeans as a satisfaction. I told them the words of Rauparaha, that they must put an end to this foolish desire, not hearken to the 
'tikanga' of Rangi-Heata, but live in peace. They consented. When Rauparaha was liberated in 1846, he urged Ngatiraukawa to build a large church in Hadfield town at Otaki. Had he not returned the church would not have been built. He had a great desire to worship the great God. He was continually worshipping until he died at Otaki on the 27th November, 1849."

        


        
Mr. Travers concludes by saying:—"Such is the history of the life and times of a very remarkable man, and of habits and customs which have already become so much things of the past that 
in the course of another generation there will be scarcely an aboriginal native left who will have the slightest knowledge of them. Indeed, the memory of the events I have related is already becoming indistinct, even to those of the principal actors in these events who are still living."

        
It is because we feel so strongly the truth of Mr. Travers' last sentences above given that we have gone so fully into the history of this time and man. A few sentences more, quoted from Canon Stack's "Maori History of Banks' Peninsula," as given in the "Tales of Banks' Peninsula" (p. 53), will suffice to show that Te Rauparaha and followers really "embraced Christianity." Mr. Stack was for so many years intimately associated with the Maoris as one of their principal missionaries, or ministers, that no one could be a better judge of the people than he. When Vicar on the Peninsula, years later than this date, he became a warm friend of our family, and gave us many interesting facts of his experiences among the Maoris in the early days. In the conclusion of his history he says:—"The depopulated Peninsula would have continued without Maori inhabitants (after Onawe massacre) up to the date of colonization, but for the great change wrought in Rauparaha's warriors by Christianity. Those fierce and cruel men, having been led by the teaching of the Rev. Mr. Hadfield, the present Anglican Bishop of Wellington (this Bishop is lately deceased) to embrace Christianity, gave convincing proof of their sincerity by releasing all their Ngaitahu captives, whose compulsory labours were a great source of wealth and profit to them. But they not only gave them their freedom, they even allowed them 

to return to their own land, and, in order to ensure them a safe reception from those who might during their enforced absence have usurped their estates, several notable northern chiefs accompanied them home. Port Levy became the principal centre, and there many important Maori gatherings took place, both before and after colonization began. It was there that Rauparaha's son and nephew spent some time instructing the people in the doctrines of Christianity, and teaching them to read and write in their own language, endeavouring as far as they could to repair the wrongs done to Ngaitahu by Rauparaha and his warriors. It was there that the northern Chiefs met Taiaroa and other influential southern Chiefs, and exchanged pledges of peace and goodwill. The re-occupation of Kaiapoi, just before the arrival of the 'Canterbury Pilgrims,' tended to thin the Maori population of this district, which was still further reduced by the fatal effects of European diseases—the inevitable result of being brought suddenly into contact with a civilization so far in advance of their own simpler modes of life."
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Chapter VII


The Peninsula Maoris.

        

The effect of the Wairau massacre on the Colony at large was to throw it into a state of paralysis; immigration was almost stopped for a number of years. The terror caused by it in the southern portion of the North Island prevented any attempt to spread settlements outside of the surroundings of Wellington, and the few traders and settlers already located at the township of Wanganui. Governor Fitzroy did his best to restore confidence, but it was long before the white settlers got over their horror and distrust of the Maoris. Our Pigeon Hay contingent very soon had more cause still to dread them, for, immediately following the massacre, a rumour reached them that a horde of 2000 natives was on the way south to exterminate all the white settlers in the country. Kaikoura was then a whaling station, and in their panic all the whalers fled.

        
To quote from one of Mr. Hay's letters homo, dated January, 1844:—"Some natives found their way to the whale fishery (Kaikoura), and told them they would all be killed in a day or two. The whole party fled, some to Port Nicholson, Wellington, and one boat's crew came to Port Cooper, (Lyttelton), walked over the hills to our bay, 

and told us 2000 natives were within two days' march of us, killing all the white people as they went along. We could muster about thirty fighting men in the harbour, which included Port Cooper, Port Levy, and Pigeon Bay. We made up our minds to fight to the last, as there was no way of escape; so we cleaned our guns; made bullets, and determined to sell our lives as dearly as we could. But in place of them coming here, they all went back to the North Island, where they belong to. They are very much afraid of the white people, and know right well they will yet be punished for what they have done; but nothing can be done till we hear from the Home Government.'

        
This threatened raid, though so providentially averted, caused a feeling of dread in the minds of our settlers that subsequent events did not tend to allay. Emboldened by these war-like rumours from the north, the Peninsula natives very soon afterwards hatched a plot of their own to devastate the homes, and massacre every white man, woman, and child in the district. They had previously been most friendly, so this new departure was all the more alarming. Their plans, as afterwards explained, were as follows:—One party was to come from Port Levy (the Maori name is Koko-rarata), despatch the Sinclairs and Hays on their march to Akaroa, which they would lay waste, leaving no living soul to tell the tale of woe. Another party was told off to annihilate the Deans', Manson's, and Gebbie's families on the plains. Their plan of action was to set fire to the houses on a given night, and then club the inmates as they came out. The two parties were, then to meet at Ikoraki (a whale-fishing station between Akaroa Heads and Lake Forsythe), where there were a goodly number of whalers settled, and finish off their dreadful work there. Had the plot not been divulged, it would have been quite easy of execution; the settlers having no suspicion whatever 

of danger from their Maori neighbours and quondam friends, would have been in every case taken unawares, and, of course, immensely outnumbered.

        
It was divulged, however, by the native wife of Tom White, an American whaler, who then lived at Port Levy, lie was an old identity, well known on the Peninsula, and will be met with frequently as our story proceeds. He came a few years after this time to Pigeon Bay, and lived the remainder of his long life there with his numerous family. He was much respected, being a sterling man, honest, and true lie died in 1896, at a great age, having survived his wife many years. Mrs. White gained the lasting gratitude of all the settlers by her noble action in warning them of their danger. The fact that her husband also would probably fall a victim prompted her, in the first place, to run the risk of offending her people by revealing the secret. But there is no doubt her kindly heart revolted at the thought of such a deed of cruelty, and she managed, through her husband, to give all the settlers timely warning.

        
Active preparations were made for self-defence, and on the night appointed they anxiously awaited the threatened attack, for which the Deans, Gebbies, and Mansons were also prepared. Happily the Maoris, hearing their attack was expected, and knowing the resolute courage of the white men, as well as their fair dealing, thought better of it and abandoned their barbarous project. For long after this the families kept themselves in a-state of preparedness for any contingency that might occur, never relaxing their vigilance over their uncanny neighbours. In Annandale some pistols that were loaded ready at that date, were unloaded quite twenty years thereafter, and then the powder exploded! Although they were never required, 

the fact that they were ready for use gave a little security to their owners, and no doubt also served as a wholesome check to their possible assailants.

        
Gradually their fears subsided, and the regular routine went on, the two families busying themselves with the erection of their respective houses, known as "Graigforth," and in our own case "Annandale"—being named each after the old home in Scotland. The Sinclair's house, a thatched one, was built in their own bay, and was replaced a few years later by a better one, the same old house that forty-two years later was burnt down, being then, as it still is the property of Mr. G. G. Holmes, to whom it had descended from an uncle, who purchased the estate from Mrs. Sinclair early in the sixties. Strange to say, the old Annandale homestead—which also underwent enlargement and re-building in later years—was also destroyed after forty years' standing, when in 1886 the great landslip came down and entirely obliterated even the site of the old home, which had sheltered the family for so long. Thus "not a wrack remains" now of the two original homesteads, the first formed in Pigeon Bay: after weathering the storms of over forty years, fire and flood proved too much for their sturdy old age. However, we must not anticipate further by describing events which will naturally fall into place later on.

        
The two families were always on friendly terms with their Maori neighbours; but Annandale, being in closer contiguity to the Pah, was more subject to the various annoyances experienced by all settlers under similar circumstances. The Maori dogs in those days were so numerous as to be a constant source of trouble; endless were the "bones of contention" they furnished. They were half wild, half starved mongrels, wholly uncontrolled; 

consequently they disported themselves at their own wills amongst the cattle, and were specially vicious on the young calves, often hanging on to them in threes and fours, tearing and worrying them to death. It was utterly useless to complain or remonstrate, the Maori character being benignly impervious to every consideration involving the slightest exertion, except in so far as it fell in with their own advantage or pleasure. So, as Mr. May expressed it in one of his letters, "club-law" was the only redress for these ever-recurring grievances.

        
On one occasion Mr. Hay killed a bullock and hung it on the "gallows," which he had erected for convenience between two fences—a plan he had to abandon afterwards a affording every facility to the marauders. Next day he found himself 
minus almost a quarter of the beast, which presented a very torn and mangled appearance. He at once prepared a 
boune-bouche by way of dessert for his canine friends—or foes—and at daylight it was necessary to dig a capacious grave, wherein 22 were laid before breakfast! Presently the hills and vales re-echoed the cry, "Kuri! kuri!! kuri!!!" (the Maori name for dog) but no answering bark was heard, and there was much speculation as to poor "kuri's" fate. Needless to say, 
that remained a mystery, the native mind being then too unsophisticated to suspect the truth, though to some evil spell of the white man the disappearance of their dogs was rightfully attributed. True to their nature, the Maoris were ever ready to retaliate for every real or imagined grievance; they would spear the horses, set their pigs into the garden or newly-planted Held, commit petty thefts, &c., all which occasioned more or less friction between them and the settlers.

        
The Maori pigs were as great a nuisance almost as the dogs, and were incessantly poking impudent noses into 

prohibited places. Their numbers, too, seemed to be legion, for ever since the 
debut of their ancestor under Captain Cook's auspices in 1770 they flourished in the Maori Pahs amazingly. They, like the dogs, lived on terms of the closest intimacy with their owners in the Pah, often even sharing their meals and beds! Consequently their manners were familiar in the extreme, a circumstance that was not without advantage on occasion. The "wahines "(women or wives) were, like many of their civilized sisters, prone to pet their "kuris," and frequently might be seen marching along with the head of a "piceaninni" (child) looking over one shoulder and that of a "kuri" over the other! With those active mischief-makers ever at work, it is not surprising that very often our settlers found themselves in difficulties with their Maori neighbours. A greater danger lay in their inherent treachery, which demanded a vigilant eye and a brave front. Mr. Hay fortunately combined those qualities, and had an easy knack of quelling incipient rebellions.

        
On one occasion a pugnacious old chief, Te Pukanui by name, visited Annandale; he marched into the kitchen, full of wrath and "korero" (talk), and in his best English declared his intention of burning them all out as "pestilents." This had been a frequent and favourite threat of his; but Mr. Hay (who was luckily at hand) knew his man. Taking a burning log of wood out of the large open fire-place, he stepped up to the astonished old blusterer and offered it to him, saying "Fire away. You burn my house; I very soon bring the Magistrate from Akaroa." Having a wholesome dread of Magistrates, his dusky lordship was not in sympathy with that proposition, and beat a hasty and rather crestfallen retreat, nor did he ever again repeat the threat, openly. The dispute had arisen from the purchase of a calf; on seeing a better, larger one than the one 

he had bought, he wanted Mr. Hay to let him have it instead. Needless to say, Mr. H. held him to his bargain.

        
Another time a wily old fellow came up for his day's pay amongst a troop of others. He was among the first paid, and then slunk behind the rest and came forward again among the last, holding out an open palm for the money! Mr. Hay was in the act of paying him when he remembered, and said, "No, you have been paid." James, too, saw the whole affair, and confirmed his father's words. The Maori blustered and gesticulated, but with no result—Mr. Hay was firm. Finally he sulked and refused to go home, muttering angry threats. After all were paid, Mr. Hay said, "Now, I am ready to settle with you," and accompanied him outside. It was not long till the old Maori called out, "Kati-kati, nui-nui" (stop! enough!) The assembled Maoris, all eager to see the play played out, quite approved of the 
denouement, though none of them would admit their comrade was in the wrong! Had Mr. Hay allowed that to pass, it would have been an encouragement to them to do the same thing again, ad 
lib. He was always particular in all his dealings with them to treat them fairly and honourably, exacting the same rectitude from them, and his plans succeeded well.

        
As a foil to the last stories we are glad to relate one concerning "Bloody Jack" (Tuhawaike), a famous fighting Chief, many of whose exploits are given in "Tales of Banks' Peninsula." He was a nomadic Chief, and spent much of his time between Timaru, Moeraki, and Otago. He came from south to interview Sir George Grey, who was at that time on a visit to Akaroa, and called at Annandale to pay his respects to Mr. and Mrs. Hay 
en passent. After dinner the Chief, in his most dignified 

manner, begged Mr. Hay to grant him a favour before he took his leave. Explaining that he desired above all things to make a favourable impression on Sir George Grey, he deeply regretted having left his watch behind him, and asked Mr. Hay for the loan of his, promising if he injured it to make good the damage After explaining the use of the key, &c, to his guest, Mr. Hay willingly trusted him with it, and sent him on his way rejoicing. A few days afterwards he returned well pleased with his reception by Sir George Grey, returned the watch with many expressions of gratitude, and promised, in case of any trouble with the Maoris, to defend Mr. Hay against them, a promise he would have undoubtedly kept had occasion arisen.

        
Mr. Hay employed the Maoris freely in the working of his land, and his methods were as follows:—He would give them the use of a paddock for a first crop for themselves on condition that they planted therein a second for him. Wheat, oats and potatoes were the chief products then, and, as ploughing was quite impracticable on the bush land, owing to the roots, stumps and logs that everywhere remained after the clearing had been done, he hit on the following plan:—He employed the Maoris by contract to fell and burn the bush first of all, then fence the ground and plant it, the first crop always being potatoes. The contract for 20 acres was £10 per acre, 400 lbs. of flour, and 200 lbs. of sugar. The Maoris would not take a contract for money only, the sugar and flour being in their estimation of greater value. They made a decoction called "lillipi," of flour, sugar and water, and were very fond of the tough, sticky mess. Their fences were made by laying logs, about eight inches in diameter, or larger, along the ground; every five or six feet apart they put two stakes into the ground, on either side of the logs 

opposite each other; these they tied firmly together with supplejacks just across the top of the logs. Then they filled in the spaces to the height of two feet or so, and tied the stakes again. If they wanted a high fence they added a third or even a fourth tier. These fences, if well made, would last for year's, being strong enough to keep out wild pigs and even cattle and horses.
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Alter the clearing and fencing was done, their way of working the land was primitive enough. No digging was necessary, they simply made a hole with an adze, dropped in the seed potato, and covered it with the earth. Grand crops were thus grown, 10 to 15 tons to the acre being the average. One year 80 tons were taken off 4 acres of ground. When ripe, the Maoris were again engaged to dig the potatoes, Mr. Hay going before them and sowing 

his wheat, or oats which the Maoris covered, as they dug, with the loosened soil Again, when their crop was ripe, the Maoris were taught to reap and thresh it—at both operations they quickly became adepts.

        
As well as the flourishing Pah in Pigeon Bay, which was situated about the site of the present Annandale, extending from the Vicarage grounds to the slope opposite the wharf, in those early years there was a still larger one in Port Levy, and constant communication between the two places, so that there was abundance of Maori labour available for any work for which they were suited. Eventually the Native Reserves were laid out in Port Levy, and thither the Pigeon Bay Pah migrated to join forces with their kindred. This exodus did not take place, however, till some time after the formation of the Canterbury Settlement. Today this once important company of Maoris, the representatives of two large "hapus" (tribes) consists of about half-a-dozen souls, all told! No doubt some went elsewhere, Kaiapoiha for instance, or Wairewa (Little River), but the rapid decline of the Maori race after the advent of Europeans in New Zealand points to the fact that the habits, diseases and vices of our higher civilization are antagonistic to the aboriginal nature. Their dress in their native state was the usual scanty one common to all South Sea Islanders, viz., mats made of plaited, dressed flax as the groundwork, decorated with quills of undressed flax, strips of dog-skin, or bright coloured feathers, all more or less impervious to rain. Some of these mats were real works of art, especially the feather mats, which were less common, therefore more prized. These were beauifully made, generally from the feathers of the gay paroquet, the kaka, kiwi, &c, and often the feathers overlapped closely, like the natural plumage of the birds which supplied them.

        


        
The introduction of European clothing was not an unmixed benefit to the natives. They could not so easily divest themselves of damp garments as when attired in their own simple mat, and usually dried their clothing on their bodies. Their naturally indolent natures and love of finery led them to accumulate articles of dress on their persons to an extraordinary extent. When they became possessors of anything new it was immediately donned, but got the place of honour, viz.: the 
inside berth, the old garment being worn till it fell off by degrees! This unnatural loading of their persons, hitherto accustomed to fresh air and untrammelled freedom, caused innumerable rheumatic and chest complaints, which their careless habits aggravated. Another element was the state of their finances. If they had money, say, in summer, they loaded themselves with clothes, regardless of the heat. If funds got low, as they gradually parted with their garments, they would often find themselves in midwinter reduced to their native garb, thus reversing the natural order of things, and leading to many diseases, the result of exposure. The adoption of European food and drink, too, no doubt helped to bring about the inevitable result—an increased death-rate in the ranks of this "noble savage."

        
It is sad to think, too, that their beautiful wood-carving, so unique in the artistic world, will soon be a lost art. Fabulous prices are even now offered to them for carved canoes, meres, etc., which are fast becoming things of a past age The younger generation are too indolent or indifferent to learn the art from the few elders who remain alive capable of teaching them. Alas! soon "the place that once knew them shall know them no more" as a distinct race, and with them shall die out the ancient poetry, beauty, and romance of Maoriland.
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Chapter VIII.


Troublous Times.

        

During these early years in Pigeon Bay, notwithstanding the greatest possible forethought and care on the part of our settlers, they suffered many privations in the way of scarcity of food and clothing. Their isolation and the difficulty and danger that a voyage to Wellington (their nearest, indeed only shop at that time) entailed, owing to the small size of the few coasting craft then in existence, the want of lighthouses, the dangerous nature of the rocky coast, etc., combined to reduce them at times to most trying straits. For two years they could not get boots for the children, and even Mrs. Hay was reduced to wearing men's "water-tights"—the only boots to be had at that time in Wellington.

        
Whaling vessels were frequent, and always welcome visitors then, and many a lack they supplied. Kaikoura was the chief whaling station in the South Island at this time, but the vessels cruised all round the coast, the captains and crews becoming well known to the settlers. Sometimes as many as six or eight were anchored at one time in Pigeon Bay in those palmy days of the whale fisheries. In winter and early spring whales were very 

numerous round the Peninsula, which was a nursing ground for them. Frequently they were captured and "tried out" in Pigeon Bay: the latter odoriferous process never failed to gather round the scene of operations all the boys in eager interest, where no doubt were learnt many practical lessons that served future good purposes. These vessels carried full supplies of stores and clothing—chiefly men's and the captains were only too glad to barter anything they had to spare for fresh meat, potatoes, etc. Some of them carried a doctor on board, especially the French trading vessels that sometimes found their way up the quiet bay, and not seldom this fact proved a source of comfort and relief.

        
On one memorable occasion a company of travellers arrived at Annandale from Akaroa, footsore, weary, and hungry, after their long rough tramp over the hills. It so happened the flour supply had come to an end, the last batch of bread being on the table, and it was with mingled feelings Mrs. Hay dispensed the rites of hospitality, not knowing how long they might be without bread for the family. She was unable to conceal her anxieties altogether, while doing everything in her power for the comfort of her guests. The visitors, however, proved their gratitude by a graceful return, so touched were they by the incident. In passing through Port Levy they informed Captain Bailey, of the barque "Runnimede," lying at anchor there, of the circumstance, and he at once sent his whale-boat round to Pigeon Bay and supplied them with flour and sugar, an act of kindness gratefully remembered by the family to this day.

        
The greatest friendliness at all times prevailed between our settlers and these sea-farers, whose visits were at least a very welcome break in the monotony of life in the 

solitudes of mountain, vale, and sea, if not of more substantial benefit. The wife of one of these captains once accompanied her husband to New Zealand, and they spent a few days in the shelter of Pigeon Bay. To one so secluded as Mrs. Hay from the society of her own sex, it may be imagined how much the visit was enjoyed, affording to her, as it did, a passing glimpse of the outer world she had left. A natural little instance of childish expectation, determination, and depredation happened when this lady had been spending a day at Annandale, and is associated to this day with her visit. No doubt she, too, remembered the episode long after it was past.

        
" Little Tom "—then a fair, fat urehin of two years or so, placid, yet purposeful, had been put to bed after tea, nor was his privacy disturbed till Mrs. Hay took her guest into the chamber to don her head-gear, previous to taking leave for the night. The bonnet had been left on the bed where lay the sleeping child, emblem of innocence, and sweet as sleeping infants always are. Disposed among the lace on the bonnet (they were of a sensible size in those days) lay tempting looking clusters of red cherries, which our practical infant, on waking and finding himself master of the situation, at once proceeded to demolish. With laudable perseverance (" the child is father to the man ") he had sampled 
all the berries, fondly hoping, no doubt, that as he went on the flavour might improve. Thus they found him hugging the ruined bonnet, cheeks, chin, and chubby hands smeared with the waxy mess, looking the picture of injured innocence—a martyr to circumstances! Fortunately his internal economy suffered no hurt, to the relief of his mother and her visitor, whc, a sensible mother herself, was less concerned for the bonnet than for the child! Whether or not the former was ever restored to its pristine glory history sayeth not.

        


        
Captain Bailey, of the whaling vessel "Runnimede," who frequently visited the bay, had many strange adventures to tell. Perhaps the strangest was the manner in which his life was saved once when out harpooning a whale. The whalers did not succeed in getting away fast enough, and the whale, with a cast of its tail, overturned the boat. The men were all drowned, but the captain, who managed to hold on to the upturned boat by putting his right hand middle finger into the plug hole in the planks. After some hours he was picked up in an insensible state by some of his crew, who were searching for the boat. His finger was much swollen and dislocated, and it was with difficulty they got it extricated, having to cut the plank to get it free before they could lift him into the boat. James Hay paid a visit to this old friend at his beautiful home in Hobart, in 1882, when on his way to the Old Country, and found the old man hale and hearty. He had his garden embellished with fine specimens of whales' jawbones, made into bowers and arch-ways, and his old vessel, the "Runni-mede "—most treasured relic of all—was pulled up the river close to his grounds, that he and "she" might grow old together. This fine old man, who survived his wife some years, died about the year 1886.

        
By way of variety in the early experiences of our pioneers was the bushranging "scare" that arose when the Messrs. Greenwood, of Purau, (three brothers who came to Port Cooper a few years after Messrs. Hay and Sinclair settled on the Peninsula) were stuck up by the celebrated "Blue-cap" and party. It was feared they would attack other settlers afterwards, for they paid a visit to the Messrs. Deans, Riccarton, and also to Annandale, receiving food and shelter at both places. When at Annandale the chief of the gang watched Mrs. Hay so narrowly that she became alarmed, and begged Mr. Hay 

and his men not to leave the homestead till the strangers had gone. They walked to Akaroa from Annandale, returning round the Peninsula in a whaleboat to Pigeon Bay a few days later. They went up again to the house, ostensibly to get their "billy" boiled, but in reality to spy out the land, for the leader—"Blue-cap" - was heard to remark that there were "too many burly Scotchmen" to encounter at these stations. They returned to their boat and sailed away. Eventually they reached Riccarton, and moved on from there to Purau, where they succeeded in "sticking up" the Messrs. Greenwood. An immediate result of this alarm was that Greenwood Bros sold their station soon afterwards to Messrs. G. and R. Rhodes and left the country.

        
A graphic description of their exploits at Purau we shall quote from Mrs. Deans' account—with her kind permission—written for the "N.Z. Country Journal," of November, 1882:—"Early in August the settlers at Riccarton were called upon by three men describing themselves as shipwrecked sailors. They were hospitably received and welcomed, as all visitors were. They stayed the night, giving and receiving news. Next morning they praised the comforts of their quarters, and especially admired the size and warmth of the blankets. After gaining all the information they could of people and places, and being supplied with necessaries for the journey, they left for the head of the bay, where they spent another night, and then proceeded to Messrs. Greenwood's station at Purau, where they were engaged as labourers, and worked for a few days. Suddenly one evening, while seated at tea, at a given signal they rose and pinioned their masters, who were at table with them. They searched the house, taking, whatever they thought desirable, and obliged one of the brothers Greenwood and 

William Prebble (now of Prebbleton) to carry the plunder to the boat on the beach, which they also took possession of to cross the bay on their way to Riccarton to do the same. They dared Messrs. Greenwood and Prebble to leave the spot on pain of death, till they had gone a certain distance across the bay. The latter (Prebble), as soon as he considered it safe, returned to the house and released the other two brother's Greenwood, who had remained bound all the while. They immediately left for Port Levy, where a number of old whalers (most useful people in those days) had settled down, and they at once took boat and came round, and up the river next morning, anticipating the robbers by several hours. A mist had overtaken them on the hills, and instead of coming direct to Riccarton they wandered to the eaves near Sumner, where they heard the splash of the oars of the whaleboat passing. The brothers Deans had armed all hands with what weapons they could provide, and waited the approach of the robbers, who found their way into the bush at dusk. Their camp fires were seen for three nights, but seeing the place so well defended by so many men marching up and down and all around, they never ventured out of their hidings till the coming of a snowstorm made their quarters uncomfortable. They then decamped, and their footsteps were traced in the snow for some distance towards Otago. One was drowned crossing a river on the way, the other two were captured in Otago, and taken to Auckland by Mr. Cass (late Chief Surveyor), where they received their sentence."

        
Great numbers of wanderers traversed the country in those early days, sailors, whalers, adventurers ot all classes and nationalities, many of whom found their way to Pigeon Bay and Port Levy. It was obviously impossible to estimate the characters of those who ever and anon 

claimed the hospitality of Annandale and Craigforth; but it was a consolatory reflection that 
sometimes they "entertained angels unawares," as well as the reverse! About this time Bishop Selwyn paid his first visit to Pigeon Bay, and charmed them all by his culture and courtesy. The Bishop was appointed in 1841, and arrived in Auckland in May, 1842.

        
A tragedy occurred at the time of which we are writing, in connection with a French whaling vessel, lying at anchor in Port Levy, which caused considerable trouble and sensation in the district. A sailor who had deserted was pursued and captured by the first mate and doctor of the vessel, quite near the home of Mr. Tom White, who then lived in Port Levy. The mate had a double-barrelled gun loaded, Avhich he laid down at the door of the "Hotel"—a small bush "shanty"—while he got something to drink. The deserter at once picked it up, and when the two men came out of the Hotel he pointed his own gun at the mate, threatening to fire if he came nearer. Disregarding the warning, the officer approached to take him, and was immediately shot dead by the sailor. The doctor got assistance and carried the body to the Hotel. Mr. and Mrs. White and the elder members of their family witnessed the murder, and it left a gruesome association in their memories of their Port Levy home. The murderer made his escape to Pigeon Bay, and got into hiding amongst the Maoris. Mr. Watson, Resident Magistrate of Akaroa, on getting news of the murder, came to Pigeon Bay to search for the criminal, and called upon Mr. Hay, Mr. John Hay, and a workman named Toby Green, employed by Mr. Hay, to lend a hand in effecting a capture. They got off in a boat at the head of the bay, near Annandale, and put their loaded gun under the stern sheets for safety. They lanaed at the Pah, and commenced 

their search, which for some time they thought would be fruitless. Mr. Hay, who knew the Maoris' dread of the Magistrates, told Mr. Watson to handcuff' some of the men, and the women would be sure to tell the criminal's hiding-place. The plan was effectual, one of the women pointed to a whare, where they saw an old sail spread out on the ground. Mr. Hay, despite many protestations, removed it and the fern leaves underneath, and there found the man ensconced in a hole in the ground. Mr. Hay promptly put his knee on the man's chest till the constable got the handcuffs on, then they led him to the boat. They were just putting off' when Toby Green pulled the gun towards him to have it at hand in case of necessity. It went off", and the shot lodged in poor Toby's knee. It would probably have killed Mr. Hay if Toby had not intercepted it, for he was sitting just behind Toby. This unfortunate accident was a serious matter for Toby who was laid up for ten months, during which time he was nursed by Mr. and Mrs. Hay and Mr. John Hay. In spite of the care he got he never quite recovered the use of his limb, having a stiff' knee for the remainder of his life. He (Toby Green) eventually settled on a place of his own at Akaroa, where he had a dairy, and prospered. The deserter, who was the cause of all the trouble, was taken before the Magistrate in Akaroa, and subsequently removed to Wellington for trial, but, owing to some flaw in the indictment, he was acquitted, though his murderous act was seen by several witnesses.

        
About this time Messrs. John Hay, Tom Cullen, and Alfred Wallace were engaged in building a vessel of 40 tons burden in Pigeon Bay, designed for the transport of their produce to Wellington, as well as to bring from there the yearly supply of stores for the families. They had, indeed, need of a good seaworthy boat, but this vessel, 

under the hands of the builders, at this date—January, 1844—was a long time in being completed for want of rigging and sails. The sad cause of the delay we shall relate in its sequence; meantime, the builders claim our interest here. They were all three warm friends, and associated with those old days; for the time being they were all inmates of Annandale. All three were fine stalwart young men, full of promise. Some old letters are still preserved by Mr. J. Hay's son, that give a true picture of the life in those days, as well as the character of the writer, Cullen, a fine genial Scotchman. He left New Zealand soon after this date, and went to Tasmania, when Hobart was called Hobart Town, and the natives of that lovely island "Van Demonians," a name that clung to them long after they discarded "Van Diemen's Land" for the shorter and more euphonious' name it now bears. He had many ups and downs in life, for next we hear of him at the Victorian goldfields, where he made money and lost it too. His letters express regret that he had not remained in New Zealand and gone into partnership with Mr. John Hay in the "sheep line." It is interesting to know that Mr. James Hay, solicitor, Timaru (only surviving son of Mr. John Hay, who resides at Barbrafield, near Temuka, his late father's station), called on this old friend of his father's—Mr. Cullen—when in Scotland about 1883-4, 40 years after the time of which we are writing, and found him a grand old man, full of character and humour. He retained vivid recollections of the time when John Hay, Alfred Wallace, and he were mates at the building of the schooner in Pigeon Bay; of the free happy life in those past days; the merry evenings spent round the Annandale fireside, from which the huge backlog sent out rays of light and warmth, when song, joke and yarn sped the cosy hours of rest. In contrast to the hard toil that was their daily lot, the memory of those 

happy evenings stands out in bright relief. Looking back-through the vista of years (from a present middle-aged point of view), those "olden days" seem truly "golden days," framed as they are in glowing memories of warm friendships mutually enjoyed in all the freedom of the time, before civilization brought its inevitable restrictions and conventionalities.

        
Mr. John Hay, who for several years remained in Pigeon Bay, and was closely connected with our family by ties of kinship and friendship, will be frequently before us as we tell our story. He was then and all through those busy years living as a brother in the house, helpful, interested, one with them in their varied experiences and projects. We can all recall his well-known figure and kindly beaming face; needless to say, these early associations served to cement between him and each member of our family the strong true bonds of affection and respect.

        
Mr. Alfred Wallace, the youngest of the trio, was also a general favourite with all who knew him, old or young. Around him many pleasant kindly memories cling, alas! far-off memories only, for he was cut off in the flower of his youth and strength. He it was who was deputed to go to Wellington for the requisite sails and rigging to finish their vessel. His sister and brother, Mrs. Logan and Mr. Geo. Wallace, living in Wellington, no doubt led to the choice falling on him for this commission, which resulted in the sad disaster we shall relate in the next chapter.
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Chapter IX.


Further Troubles.

        

It was in 1846 that this, their first grout sorrow and trouble fell upon the families. Captain Sinclair and his sons had just completed the building of another craft in Pigeon Buy for their own use. In her the Jessie Millar"—Captain Sinclair, his son George, Alfred Wallace, and another man set sail for Wellington. The vessel was deeply laden with produce, the results of the year's labours of the two families, and the captain had all their combined savings with him, designed for the payment of rigging, sails, stores, and clothing for the two families. The vessel never reached her destination, the only thing heard of her being that she was seen off Kaikoura by a companion ship just before a furious south-west gale broke upon her. "Lost at sea!"—no record of their last hours, nothing to comfort the sore hearts of those left in sorrow but the "sure and certain hope" of meeting again "when the sea gives up its dead." Thus perished four capable, valuable lives, who could ill be spared out of the small band of brave spirits who were left fighting the battle of life in those difficult days. The distressing suspense, which gradually gave place to certainty of their loss, 

threw the whole settlement into the deepest gloom. After long hoping against hope, Mrs. Sinclair, unable to bear the strain of her grief in the home now left so desolate, decided to remove to Wellington. Her friends there arranged with a Mr. Mcintosh, who had arrived by one of the early ships to Wellington, to take charge of the place as manager for two years, during which time Mrs. Sinclair and family resided first in Wellington and latterly in Akaroa, returning to their Pigeon Bay home at the end of Mr. Mcintosh's term. Mr. Mcintosh then took up land in the next bay, east of Pigeon Bay, known for many years as "Mcintosh Bay," in the near neighbourhood of which many of his descendants are still settled. About the year 1880, Mr. J. H. Menzies, from Southland, bought this property from Mr. Mcintosh, junr., and with his family still resides there. The old name is hardly used now; it is becoming known as "Menzies' Bay."

        
The foundering of the "Jessie Millar" brought upon the settlement, as well as great grief, a heavy monetary loss, from which they did not recover for some time. The families were almost at the end of their resources as regards provisions, having only one bag of flour and a few potatoes amongst them, so that privation stared them in the face. Fortunately, however, a French whaling vessel called in soon after, wanting fresh beef, which was given them in exchange for a supply of urgently needed stores—flour, sugar, tea, etc. In their experience it invariably happened that when their need was greatest timely succour was at hand: thus was kept alive in their hearts a firm faith in God's care for them, and a feeling of earnest thankfulness "for the many mercies and comforts we enjoy "—to quote Mr. Hay in one of the Home letters of this date. Their daily lives were ennobled and sustained, during every trial of these hard years, by their simple faith 

 and trust. We cannot but admire the manner in which they bore their many hardships, how little understood by us now in these days of ease and comfort. Mutually helpful and cheerful, they rose above each trouble more strong and patient to meet the next.

        
The schooner left uncompleted in Pigeon Bay was sold, soon after Alfred Wallace was drowned, to a man named Daymond, for £60. He stayed at Annandale while engaged in completing the craft, which he named the "Agnes Hay," as a compliment to his hostess. The first bullock ever killed in Pigeon Bay was hung on the bows of this vessel in lieu of "gallows." In this schooner Mr. Hay took a business journey to Wellington the following year- 1847. Immediately after the disaster Mr. Cullen left for Tasmania, and Mr. John Hay went prospecting up countrv towards Oxford, with our old friend Tom White to lend him a hand building his hut, &c.; but he did not stay long, not being enamoured of the district. An alarming earthquake occurred, bringing down a fall of earth and stones close to where they were working. This circumstance helped to hasten their departure from the uncanny region.

        
During these years—from 1845 to 1848—and for some years following, the Maori troubles in the North Island were still going on. Sir George Grey was then Governor, and he won the trust of the people at that time by his able administration, and the firmness and wisdom with which he acted during these troublous times. Immigration was for some time stopped, and the progress of the countrv more or less retarded by the long protracted Maori wars. Prices, however, were good at this time, owing to the demand in the North Island for dairy produce for the use of the troops. Butter was then 2s. 6d. per lb.; cheese, 

Is. 6d. or Is.; eggs, 2s. 6d, per dozen; and Wellington was the best available market nearer than Sydney.

        
The French colony located in Akaroa was also a fairly good market for dairy produce. Before they began to make cheese (which they always shipped to Wellington when possible to do so) Mr. Hay carried the weekly supply of butter in a box strapped on his back to Akaroa. This fatiguing journey of thirty miles in one day, over a steep, rugged road, carrying a load varying from 30 to 70 lbs. of butter, he had to, undertake every week for two years. Sometimes they salted part of the weekly supply, and packed it in jars for transport to Wellington, when a chance occurred of a vessel going—which was not usually oftener in those days than once or twice a year,

        
In connection with the French colonists and British possession of Akaroa is a romantic story, which is worth relating briefly 
en passant. (For fuller details see "Tales of Banks Peninsula," pp. 87–100.)

        
As early as 1835" an adventurous Frenchman, Captain L'Anglois, came on a whaling cruise round New Zealand waters, and chanced to sail up the lovely natural harbour of Akaroa, with which he was immensely charmed, and coveted for a colony of France. Again "he came, he saw, he conquered," for in 1837 he purchased a large tract of Peninsula land from the Maoris, though it was not altogether a 
bona fule transaction, the price being low, and only a very small fraction of it paid to the Chief, and no legal document having been executed, so far as is known. However, he returned to France, got a company started, called the "Nantes-Bordeaux Compagnie," it being formed by merchants of Nantz, Bordeaux, and Paris. In March, 1840, he set sail in an old ship of-war, the "Comte de Paris," taking out sixty-five emigrants—with crew and officers a total of 105 souls.
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Another armed ship, "L'Aube," was sent out before hand, to be ready to protect the colonists on arrival, in charge of Commodore Lavaud. This latter gentleman touched at Auckland on his way, and lingered there, enjoying the hospitality of Captain Hohson, who was Her Majesty's representative (first Governor of New Zealand), and the founder of Auckland city. The Commodore trusted to the slow sailing of the Cointe de Paris," and delayed his departure too long, at the same time making no secret of the expedition, and rhapsodising over the beauty of the harbour of Akaroa, which France was about to annex. This was too much for Captain Hobson, who considered England had the first claim on Akaroa, seeing that the New Zealand Land Company had already begun colonising in the North Island. So, in the true spirit of the British lion, he seized the bone first. While the gallant Frenchmen were enjoying the viceregal hospitality in gay 
abondon. Captain Hobson quietly despatched a small brig-of-war, the "Britomart," under command of Captain Stanley. They were instructed to hoist the British flag, if possible, before the arrival of the Frenchmen. This they managed to do, though none too soon, for on the following day the French frigate arrived, and almost simultaneously the "Comte de Paris "with the colonists. They found the Union Jack flying from Green Point,

* but this fact did not disturb them in their enjoyment of their sunny retreat. For years thereafter most of the French colonists remained 



* A granite monument has been erected at Green Point lately to commemorate this historical event. It was finished and unveiled in May, 1898. Lord Ranfurly, Bishop Julius, Mr. Seddon (the Premier), the Hon. Member for the county (Mr. Montgomery), and all the local magnates were present at the ceremony. The monument, which looks imposing and handsome, was unveiled by the present Governor, Lord Ranfurly. There was much speechifying, a dinner, a dance, and a political meeting to celebrate the occasion. This last incident in connection with Green Point follows in natural sequence to the hoisting of the British flag there in August, 1840.



ignorant that they were settled in British territory. Commodore Lavaud, fearing disaffection amongst them, arranged with Mr. Robinson, Resident Magistrate, sent there by Governor Hobson, to administer French law to them himself: and this was allowed. About the time the Canterbury settlement was formed the "Nantes-Bordelaise Compagnie" sold all claims and titles they had to the Akaroa lands to the New Zealand Land Company, and this part of the Colony enjoyed its own share of the prosperity that followed.

        
In 1848 the Otago settlement was formed, and it is well known how quickly it progressed. There was still considerable uneasiness felt for some time, lest the Maoris should rise in rebellion in the South Island as well as in the North, but they were not numerous enough, especially on the Peninsula. They were becoming influenced all over by Christianity, and cannibalism was virtually a thing of the past by this time.

        
In a letter to his wife's parents at Home, dated September, 1847, Mr. Hay mentions the price of fat bullocks in Wellington as netting 3¾d. per lb. "after paying all expenses." In the same letter he refers to Mr. J. Deans' successful purchase of sheep in Sydney (see "Riccarton" chapter). Mr. Deans had just returned with 600 sheep, losing only twenty on the voyage of three weeks. Mr. John Hay had bought a few, and Mr. Hay would have liked to commission Mr. Deans for himself, but, to quote from a letter to his brother, "being short of funds and uncertain what they might cost," he was minded to possess his soul in patience till he had the means to buy. This was characteristic of the man; his aversion to incurring debt was perhaps the secret of his success. He had then 55 head of cattle, and hoped soon to own 200 or 300 sheep, 

which, to quote his own words, "would give them at start towards better things."

        
Occasionally Mr. Hay sent fat bullocks to Wellington when beef was in demand for the troops. His mode of shipping them was ingenious, if rather primitive. He had small yards made on the beach a mile and a half down the right side of the bay, where there was a sheltered "bight:" there the bullocks were "yarded up." The craft meanwhile was anchored as close to shore as possible, and a strong rope attached to a windlass, the end of which was thrown ashore and securely fastened round the bullock's horns. It was then wound up on the windlass, and the hapless beast swung out over the water and hoisted up into the boat.

        
Horses were almost unknown in the land at this time; they were at any rate not available on the Peninsula. The first ever seen by our young colonials, James and Tom, caused them such consternation that the episode, one of the earliest within their recollection, was indelibly stamped on their memories. They were very intent on their game at the door, when suddenly, hearing a voice, they looked round to find two men on horseback close to them. Terrified they ran to hide from the monsters they imagined might swallow them, and found comfort in their mother's arms! Messrs. G. and R. Rhodes were the riders, and little thought they what fear filled the breasts of the small boys at the novel sight of their steeds. It was long before the boys could look upon a horse unmoved, the more so as some time elapsed after their first sight of the large strange animal, before it became a common sight to them. To show how unsophisticated our small boys were—the first time they became possessed of money was when a departing guest bestowed a live-shilling piece upon them. They immediately set tip a target on the beach, and had "shy" 

about, until at last the crown piece was skiffed out into the sea. On being remonstrated with, James replied—"Oh, we wanted to see how far we could throw it. 
We would have lost it at any rate if we had given it to 
you, father!" The 
naivete of the retort won forgiveness from the parent for the imputation. Their ideas on the value of money have undergone a change since then!

        
Mrs. Hay had a great deal of work to get through at this period, with her young growing family and dairy, which increased as the years went on. It was then hardly possible to get help, so few people were in the country; but one young girl, Ann Firmagem, an orphan, found a home at Annandale for nine years, and Mrs. Hay proved a mother as well as mistress to her. She left about 1852 to enter a home of her own, having married Mr. Wm. Boag, now of Fendaltown. Mr. Boag arrived early after Canter-bury settlement was formed, and commenced his colonial career in Pigeon Bay, spending his first year and half with Mr. Hay. The elder children (boys as well as girls) were of necessity trained to be helpful to each other and their parents. Many a good day's play was enjoyed by James and Tom with a baby sister or brother, securely strapped to his back by means of a stout old shawl, whose "spell" it was (of hour about) to nurse the baby! One would imagine the progress of the games, or at least the speed of the players, would have been impeded by this arrangement; not so, the small encumbrance made no difference so long as he or she kept attached. That the poor little infants survived the effects of this violent exercise, and thrived apace, is the marvel! Yet no record remains of any catastrophe to neck or limb, and the health of the children from earliest infancy was perfect.

        
Dear to memory still are those glorious days of freedom, when our young heroes disported themselves in their 

happy hunting-grounds! Along the banks of the cool, clear creek, many an adventure more or less daring was enacted. Frequently one or other fell in, and paid the penalty by lying on the sunny bank till dry, rather than go home to tell, and perhaps suffer in the flesh! "Jack Solomon "—a well-known figure for many years past in Annandale shearing-shed—was a "chum" after their own hearts, a very imp of merry mischief, ever fertile in resources for their sport. He could make flax boats to perfection, and speedily taught them the art. It enhanced their pleasure that the sailing craft used for their miniature regattas was all their own handiwork. "Jack," though a Maori in manner, speech and life, is utterly unlike his race in appearance, being fair, with a fine, open face, and good features. It is supposed that his parents were French, and that he was stolen in infancy by the Maoris; but, whatever romance may surround his origin, he remains to all intents and purposes a Maori, yet one who has prospered and holds a good position amongst them. Nothing delights him more than to recall the days "when they were boys together." What cared they that the schoolmasters were all in the other hemisphere, and boots and shoes impossible luxuries? Years later, when boots were held as necessary, being more easily obtainable after Canterbury settlement in 1850, came chilblains and other pedal miseries (hitherto unknown,) consequent on the vicinity of the aforesaid creek, which proved too alluring to be resisted, even in the interests of newly-shod feet!

        
The boys were most useful to their father, as well as to their mother, in helping to plant potatoes, clear scrub, milk, and find the cows morning and evening, not always on easy task through the dense bush and undergrowth. It was years after this date that the first paddocks were properly fenced off, consequently the cattle wandered far as 

they browsed at their own sweet will, often many miles from the homestead. The Maori fences, before described, were only used for the cultivated patches near the homestead, and the daily hunt for the cows, especially in the dark, cold, wintry mornings, was no sinecure.

        
The four years which intervened between the loss of Captain Sinclair and his comrades and the arrival of the first of the "Pilgrim" ships, were quiet and uneventful, except for a very sad occurrence, which resulted in the death of one of the children at Annandale of whom by this time there were five James, Torn, Marion, William, and Hannah. The three younger ones were playing one afternoon in the "top paddock," where there was a log-fire burning. There had been a crop of potatoes grown in the paddock, and the little ones were amusing themselves by roasting potatoes round the fire, when Hannah's pinafore caught alight. Marion, who was the elder of the three, and about five years of age, with rare presence of mind for so young a child; at once extinguished the flames; but in doing so her own pinafore caught fire. Willie and Hannah were too young to be able to help her, and the frightened child ran home against a strong northerly wind, which only fanned the flames. Mr. Hay was within a few yards of home, returning from his weekly walk to Akaroa, when he heard the screams, and ran, arriving just as Mrs. Hay and Anne had wrapped the blazing child in their skirts and extinguished the flames. On examination they found her severely burned all over the body and limbs. The poor child suffered great agony for many hours, which their utmost efforts could not relieve. Fortunately a French whaling vessel was in the bay at the time, with a doctor on board, whose services they speedily obtained, and they had the satisfaction of knowing that everything possible was done for the little sufferer all through that terrible 

night. In the early morning she died, mortification mercifully set in, so that latterly the pain ceased, and the bright, bonnie child had a peaceful end. She said to her mother shortly before her death, "I'm better now, mother, and I'm going to be a good girl, always." Her loving promise was literally fulfilled, for in a little while the innocent spirit had entered upon the sinless life. Her last words to her mother were—"Please give me a drink of cold, 
cold water, and I'll be good, mother."

*

        
Sad as the death of our little ones is, there is joy and hope in the thought of their safety from all the ills of life, and our own nearness to them by all the bonds of love and union—for our reunion is as sure as our ownership was.



"And the mother gave, with tears and pain,


The flowers she most did love—



She knew she should find them all again


In the Fields of Light above


Long the parents mourned the sweet, loving child, she was singularly bright and attractive in her ways; an intelligent, winning child, of whom Mr. J. Hay was specially fond. He often remarked to Mrs. Hay—"Wife, this one is the flower of your flock, the bonniest and the cleverest." He it was who made the little coffin; they conveyed her remains by boat to a lovely quiet spot, encircled by native bush, at the entrance to Holmes' Bay, where they laid her to rest.

        
It was at such times as these they felt their utter isolation and loneliness; but the daily strength and courage came for the daily need, and the necessity for work proved 



* By a strange coincidence that sentence was repeated almost word for word 42 years later by our own little Guthrie, who died so suddenly on the morning of 26th June, 1891; his last words were "Please give me a drink of cold, 
cold water, mother, dear mother."



helpful. They had then only very occasional visits from Bishop Selwyn, and the Maori missionaries, Buller, &c.—chiefly Episcopalian—stationed in different parts of New Zealand, who now and then made a round of visits to the white settlements. Thus it was that difficulties as to christening arose; at one time four growing "lads and lasses" stood up to be baptized, a wholesale ceremony, which was the occasion of mixed feelings on the juniors' parts, apprehension, awe, and laughter striving for the mastery Bishop Selwyn paid a memorable visit to Annandale when Mr. Hay was from home, about this date, and was most anxious to have a christening service, but something he said, or the way he said it, put Mrs. Hay up in arms in defence of her Presbyterian tenets, and she would not have it done in Mr. Hay's absence. The Bishop made no secret of his displeasure, and spoke severely about her being "responsible for the eternal damnation" of her children should they die unbaptized. These strictures only served to strengthen Mrs. Hay in her objection to such "doctrines" of the Episcopal Church, and the Bishop, perhaps for the only time in his life, found his sacerdotal authority quietly ignored! It was typical of both sides of the question, showing the absolutism of Church rule, as well as the rigidity of Scottish dissenting views. Both were firm, if not bigoted, in defence of his and her own particular "doctrine," yet their faith was identical, only the outer forms of religious worship differed. But this was more than forty years ago, religious opinions have undergone considerable changes since then, let us hope, for the better, in so far as a larger liberality and smaller dogma go. Notwithstanding this little dispute, the Bishop was a frequent and ever welcome visitor at Annandale, when his duties called him to the Peninsula. Genial, homely, sympathetic, he was beloved by all who knew him, Maoris equally with their white brothers.

        


        
Rev. John Inglis, missionary from the New Hebrides Islands, an old valued friend of Mrs. Logan's, showed great kindness to Mr. and Mrs. Hay while on a visit to New Zealand about this time. He wrote a kind letter and sent a Bible, on hearing of their bereavement, although personally unacquainted with them, an act of Christian sympathy they never forgot.

        
In 1849 Mrs. Sinclair and her family returned to Craig-forth, and there they remained for the next 10 or 11 years. During that time until their final departure from New Zealand—early in the sixties—the two families were most friendly. Mrs. Hay and Mrs. Sinclair acted the part of sisters to each other. In times of sickness or family troubles of whatever kind, each depended, and not in vain, on the other's help and sympathy. For eight years the only white women in Pigeon Bay were under the roofs of Craigforth and Annandale, so it is not to be wondered at that they were drawn very closely together.

        
About this date the whaling vessels often brought over gangs of men from Australia of doubtful character, "T'othersiders," Van Diemonians, &c, they were called, most of them being ex-convicts or "'Ticket-of-leave" men, and many of them were very clever workmen. Mr. Hay was often very glad to secure their services, undesirable as some of them were as to character, for bush-felling and timber-sawing. Mr. Hay took orders for much of the timber used for building purposes in Port Cooper or Lyttelton, as it was soon after called. These men were more crafty than the natives, and required a sharp eye and firm mind to deal with them, their chief aim being to overdraw their wages or get into debt, and then "clear out." One of these men, during a drunken brawl, was killed by falling over the precipice on to the rocky beach close to Tom 

White's old place—it was never quite known whether accidentally or by design on the part of his tipsy mates. Another threatened to shoot his employer, and came near to executing his threat. It may be imagined how trying to Mrs. Hay was the presence of such characters, yet to their credit be it said, they one and all respected her and Mr. Hay, who knew how to keep them in their places. He managed them, as he did the Maoris, by a wise combination of firmness, fairness and kindliness; he was strict in making his bargains, which he as strictly kept, insisting on the same integrity from his workmen. This was characteristic of Mrs. Hay as well. In her domestic management she was singularly just to all in her employment, yet strict and particular to a degree, while her true sympathetic nature won her the love and confidence of all who lived with her. Truly these words applied to her:—"She looketh well to the ways of her household, and eateth not the bread of idleness. Her children arise up and call her blessed, her husband also and he praiseth her "Many in Pigeon Bay and elsewhere to this day can add their testimony to this; after long years their memories of her worth as friend or benefactress keep fresh and warm.

        
Just four months before the Canterbury Settlement began, another little son, was born, Robert; and in connection with his arrival Mr. Hay, who was full of Scotch humour of the dry order, perpetrated a good joke on two men—sawyers—who came down one evening to get a supply of stores from the house. They were of the boastful sort, prone to wax eloquent on the subject of their own exploits, and were quite ready for any display of valour - within 
safe limits Mr. Hay, with a serious countenance, informed them that a Maori had come during the night and taken possession, and that neither he nor his men had 

been able to put him out. They protested their ability and eagerness to assist in the eviction, and followed Mr. Hay quietly to the room, where he told them the Maori was just then enjoying a nap, expecting to surprise and "pin" him. It was true—the faces of the two men wore a look of blank bewilderment, as they entered and saw, instead of a swarthy Maori warrior, an infant sleeping in his cradle.'

        
One of these men invented a novel idea for pig stealing, which for-its originality deserves mention He hollowed out a potato, tilled the cavity with dry mustard, and, as the pig swallowed the bait and choked in consequence, he took the opportunity to dispatch him, poor piggy being incapable of even a feeble squeal! These little perform acnes and others of a like nature, such as abstracting beef from the pickle tub, eggs from the nests, &e., were carried on successfully for some time by one mate, while the other, who excelled in "spinning yarns," was entertaining the inmates of the kitchen, and keeping generally a sharp look-out for chances! "When rogues fall out, honest men get their- due," though for- long there was every certainty, without absolute proof, of these worthies' peccadilloes'; it was only when they quarreled and one told on the other that their 
modus operanki became known, and 
then it was a case of "locking the stable door after the steed was stolen." Mr. and Mrs. Hay made the best of their sure groundings, however adverse, but how must they have longed to see the face of an honest friend! The coming of the Canterbury Settlement was looked forward to as the great epoch of their lives, and can we wonder?
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Chapter X.
          


          
The Canterbury Settlement.
        

        

We come now to a time of anticipation and intense interest for all, viz., the advent of the "Canterbury Pilgrims." We may surely designate by the name of "Pilgrim Fathers" those few who braved the untried country, and by their energy and industry paved the way for their successors —the "Pilgrims."

        
On that eventful day—16th December, 1850—Mr. Hay, with the assistance of Tom White, was breaking-in the first four bullocks ever used as beasts of burden on the Peninsula. Those bovine pioneers—"Blocky" and "Ben," "Jacky" and "Rodney"—proved most useful animals for years thereafter, and were ever associated mentally with the arrival of the four pioneer ships in Canterbury. "It goes without saying" that the two boys, James and Tom, were keenly interested spectators. They were seated on the stockyard fence, watching the proceedings, which had engrossed their attention all morning, Ashen their sharp eyes espied a ship passing the East Heads. Immediately all hands were standing up on the fence, the better to see the unwonted sight of a large three-misted ship in full sail making for the harbor of Port Cooper—the first of its 

size and kind ever to enter it. 
Very soon it was followed by another, and yet another, while the excitement ran high in the breasts of all, old as well as young. The then small boys have at this distance of time a distinct remembrance of all the events of that memorable day, so fraught with hope and promise for them. The names of these four historic ships were—"Charlotte lane," "Randolph," "Sir George Seymour," and "Cressy."

* Governor Sir George Grey was awaiting their arrival in the harbors of port Cooper.

        
It is easier to imagine than describe the excitement and delight which animated our few dwellers in the solitudes when they saw the 
first ships pass Pigeon Bay Heads. That in the near future cities would be formed and peopled, railways made, and ships built, seemed not too wild a dream. The earlier settlers had proved the soil and climate, which answered their expectations fully, and now greater hopes of the future arose out of the influx of new-life and enterprise in their midst. Those desolate plains would soon teem with busy life, the wild hillsides be trans formed into pastoral landscapes and picturesque home steeds.

        
The result justified their hopes, for in an amazingly short time Lyttelton spread itself up the slopes, and Christ church was laid oft'. Business was begun on orthodox Old Country lines, nerved by Colonial energy—the outcome of the character that proved itself equal to the severing of Home-ties, and the rearing of a new nation on the other side of the globe. It is not easy for us in our days of fast and luxuriously fitted up steamers—"floating palaces," as



* The first-named left Plymouth on September 7th, the other three on September 8th, 1850. The "Charlotte Jaue" and "Randolph" ax-rived on December 16th: the "Sir George Seymour" on December 17th: and the 'Creasy" on December 27th; their arrival being almost as simultaneous as their departure from the Mother Country.
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they are deservedly called—to imagine what it meant to undertake a voyage to New Zealand in those days. The numberless articles that had to be selected for comfort or necessity, for the long voyage alone, to say nothing of the subsequent requirements for making a home in a new country. Numbers of the settlers came provided with the framework of their houses, and all the furniture and utensils necessary for their comfort, and those provident ones were speedily settled, ready to begin the business of life.

        
The arrival of those welcome ships gave promise of a long-felt want being supplied, viz., means of education for the children growing up. It was obviously one of the greatest difficulties the early settlers, had to face, that of getting their children taught. In the midst of their own hard work it was next to impossible to give them regular lessons; but Mr. and Mrs. Hay persevered in the most praiseworthy manner, and the elder ones had mastered the very first difficulties in the upward path of learning before the advent of their first tutor.

        
After the Canterbury Settlement Mr. and Mrs. May, who had long realised their isolation in regard to educational and religious matters, spared no trouble to secure an efficient tutor, but though there were plenty among the Pilgrims desirous of such an opening, there was considerable difficulty in securing one at first. On making his application Mr. Hay was told—"The teachers brought out by the Canterbury Association are for the children of the Church, and on condition of his joining the Church of England having his children baptized, he should have one. He turned away indignant and disappointed, deter mined to send Home for one for himself without delay. However, it was found there were too many teachers 

brought out, and he was asked to take one shortly after his application had been refused, and before he had time to send Home He was thankful to settle the matter for the children's sakes, but it was by no means satisfactorily settled for some time. All this, however, as well as the building of the first little schoolhouse, comes into place later. As was quite to be expected in these earliest days of Canterbury's existence, matters were somewhat mixed and unsatisfactory in regard to the settling of the new arrivals.

        
To quote from a letter from Mr. Hay to his brother—date, October, 1851"much dissatisfaction prevails—emigrants are arriving in large numbers to the Canterbury Settlement; but I think it will ultimately become Government property, for the affairs are sadly mismanaged, £3 per acre for land is a price unheard of in a new Colony, Many who have arrived and are settled wish they had never left England, and others, upon a first glimpse of the country, have sold their land orders for half their value and gone Home again. At present labor far exceeds capital, and until this is reversed the country cannot prosper."

        
A better balanced condition of things soon obtained, and it is a historical fact that the country did prosper for years amazingly, and great were the hopes based on the establishment of its prosperity for all classes, not least the working man. It has often been said of New Zealand—"the Britain of the South is the British workman's paradise," and in those early years it 
was, with wages from 8s. to 12s. per day—10s. being, the usual day's pay, he ' surely had his "golden opportunity."

*

        



* Although wages arc now still higher both at Home and in the Colonies, it must be remembered that in those days they were not much more than half what we quote above, in the Old Country.




        
Many of our truest personal friends arrived in those first four ships, amongst them Mr. and Mrs. John Anderson, Miss Milan (afterwards Mrs. Ronaldson), Mr. and Mrs. Thacker, Mr. and Mrs. Fleming, Mr. and Mrs. Norman, Mr. and Mrs. T. S. Duncan, Mrs. Williams and her large family, and hosts of others too numerous to mention. How few of that band of pilgrims are with us now! Yet all have served their day and generation, and served it well. The first child born in Canterbury after the arrival of the Pilgrims was our friend Miss Thacker. Mr. and Mrs. Thacker made their home in Christchurch, with many others, before a street was laid off; there they remained for six years; and Mr. Thacker was proprietor and editor of the first newspaper that Christchurch could boast of—the 
Christchurch Guardian.

*

        
Mr. Thacker, on hearing of the Victorian diggings, left his wife and family in Christchurch for six months, and went to Melbourne, where he at once got employment in the office of the 
Morning Herald at a salary of, £16 per week—worth a little sacrifice in those days. He afterwards took seven tons of Irish butter in his own vessel, the "Sea Serpent," to Melbourne for the Ballarat diggings. This butter was sent out to him from Ireland in the "Blue Jacket" as a speculation. It was packed in 170 firkins, which were kept in tanks—a large order. He was offered 3s. per pound for it all on the morning he arrived, but held off', expecting a still larger price. Meantime more ship loads arrived, and by evening he was glad to take Is. 3d. per pound to get rid of it. Such were the rapid Auctnations of markets in those days, when fortunes were quickly made, and as quickly lost. Besides the "Sea-Serpent/' Mr. Thacker owned a steamer, the "Alma," with which he 



* The first newspaper published in Canterbury was the 
Lyttelton Times, on the 11th of January, 1851; less than four weeks after the Pilgrims, their press, and printers had arrived.



intended I reading up the Heathcoat. She was wrecked on her first trip at Summer. He had many narrow escapes and Hazardous experiences in these trips. He eventually settled down in Okain's Bay. Peninsula, where Mrs. Thacker and family still reside.

*

        
Mr. and Mrs. Fleming took up land in Port Levy, and in that beautiful hay the Fleming Bros, and families are still located. The first Mrs. Fleming died many years ago. There is still a Maori reserve there, and one of the loveliest Paths in the South Island, so beautifully situated and
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cultivated as greatly to enhance the natural beauties of the place. Old Mr. Fleming died in April, 1894, after a long, severe illness, bravely borne. He was a shrewd, clever man, much liked, a staunch old friend of Mr. and Mrs. Hay s. His widow and niece - Miss Fleming, so well known to all our circle—reside in Christchurch now, as also Mrs. Fleming's married daughter.

        
Mrs. Anderson died a little before Mr. Fleming, after a lingering time of suffering. She was honoured and beloved by all who knew her for her real goodness, her ready sympathy 'in all troubles, her hearty interest and practical help in church and charity matters. Mr. Anderson did not 



* Mr.'Thncker daed four year's ago viz., in 1896.



long survive his beloved wife, having died in April, 1897 and their loss was widely felt in the rapidly narrowing circle of old friends. Mr. and Mrs. Anderson's family, besides numerous other old friends, are too well known to need comment here; but in reference to the far past of which we are writing, Mis. Anderson's friendship was a boon to many in the days of small beginnings, and her name was a household word. She, Mrs. Deans, and Mrs. Graham were three of Mrs. Hay's dearest friends all through those early years, the friendship lasting all their lives. The two latter ladies did not arrive, however, until 1853, about two years after the wreck of the "Maria," in which (as related in Chapter xi., "Ricearton," quoted from Mrs. Deans' own account of the disaster) Mr. Wm. Deans, Mr. George Wallace (another brother of Mrs. Logan's Wellington), and twenty-five others were lost. We should like to linger over these old-time friendships, of which there are but few survivors remaining now, but we must continue the course of our narrative.

        
With the settlement of Canterbury began other troubles for our pioneers, that were not overcome for many months, and proved extremely annoying: viz., the land disputes in connection with the Canterbury Association. Mr. Godley, who, as representative of the Association, worked hard to make Canterbury exclusively a Church of England settlement, did his best to evict the Messrs. Deans and Mr. Hay and force them to settle elsewhere. He was earnest in the interests of the Canterbury Pilgrims; but ignored the fact that the few "Pilgrim Fathers" had a prior claim, as having first set foot on the soil and, after years of buffeting and much labour, made the holdings their own; further more, that the business arrangements connected with the transfer of their land orders from North to South Island had been satisfactorily settled years before the arrival of 

Mr. Godley and| the Canterbury Association in 1850. Only the Crown Titles had not been issued, and instead of being in Mr. Hay's own possession, as they ought, to have been years before, they remained in the seclusion of the Government Offices in Wellington, a common state of things in those days, which ought to have made no difference, as it was entirely the result of official dilatoriness. So much "red-tape" was tied about those long-expected Crown Titles as to keep matters in a tangle for years. Mr. Godley apparently thought that, state of things placed him in a commanding position to carry out his scheme, for he made it clearly understood that, rightly or wrongly, out the pioneers 
must go.

        
The disputes in the case of Messrs. Deans and Hay going on simultaneously - became so serious that they prepared for law-suits, Messrs. Deans selling their interest in a run they partly owned—" Dalethorpe "—with all the sheep on it, to cover expenses. Mr. Hay, too, was ready to fight it out, at whatever cost, and all the more when they found these would be made test cases. Happily, however, for all parties, the disputes were settled without the aid of law. Mr. Hay went to Wellington to interview Sir George Grey, who was perfectly cognisant of the promises made by Colonel Wakefield, to Messrs. Hay, Sinclair, and Deans with regard to their selections being made in the South Island, no suitable places being obtainable in the North. Sir George Grey assured him he need have no fear of further trouble, as the promises made by Colonel Wakefield would be kept. Moreover, Mr. Hay was afterwards presented with 20 acres of land as compensation for the delay and annoyance he had been subjected to. On his return Mr. Hay again waited on Mr. Godley, whom he found as determined as ever to eject him, and holding up his Crown grants before his face said—"Now, Mr. Godley, 

turn me out; do your worst." Mr. Godley found there was a yet higher authority than his own, which could not be ignored, and would see justice done; and he was obliged reluctantly to yield the point. Mr. Godley wanted the place for a friend who greatly fancied it, and if Mr. Hay had been treated with courtesy, he would have been willing to exchange it for a place on the Plains, but he would not submit to be summarily ejected.

        
Mr. Godley worked splendidly for the new arrivals, and gained the gratitude of all Canterbury settlers. A hand some bronze statue was erected to his memory in Cathedral Square, Christchurch.

        
In a letter to his wife's parents, of date January 5, 1852, Mr. Hay says—"I have forwarded you a plan of my property. After much trouble and expense I have obtained the signature of the Crown Commissioner appointed to settle the land claims. It only requires now to be for warded to Sir George Grey, the Governor-in-Chief, when my Crown Titles will be returned to me. You will see that I have named the place 'Annandale,' in honor of my wife's birthplace."

        
Thus it was twelve years after the Messrs. Deans and Hay had purchased and paid for their lands before they got the titles to them, and were enabled with certainty to call them their own. It would, indeed, have been gross injustice, after the years they were baffled and disap pointed by official mismanagement and Maoris in the North Island, followed by years of hard work and rough experiences in their southern homes, if, as a climax of the whole, they could have been deprived of what was justly their own by the will of a new-comer! All the earliest settlers (Sinclairs, Gebbies, Mansons, etc.) were equally liable to be dispossessed of their lands by the new règime;
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but the cases of Messrs. Deans and Hay being settled in their favour, without their having recourse to law, was a strong precedent for others similarly circumstanced.

        
In December, 1850, the first body of colonists arrived, and before the end of 1851, 2600. colonists had disembarked. In 1852 the Canterbury Association lost their "Charter" (an Act empowering the Association to dispose of certain lands, the management of which they retained until 1852) in consequence of their inability to pay the New Zealand Land Company for the proportion of land originally agreed upon. The Directors of the Canterbury Association attributed their failure to insufficient quantity of land sold. Millions (of pounds) were expected, but only thousands were realised, and to this, and over-rating the ability of the ecclesiastical party to form an 
[
gap —  
reason: illegible]
sively Church of England Settlement in Canterbury, the failure of their plans was attributed. Gradually these inevitable misunderstandings ceased, the new arrivals got homes and land, and the Settlement of Canterbury began to assume a prosperous appearance.
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Chapter XI


Riccarton.

        

At this point we must pause in our family story, that we may turn our attention to the first British settlement on the Canterbury Plains, eight years before those Plains bore their name viz., that of the Messrs. Deans Bros on the Riccarton Estate. As Mrs. Deans, senr., has given us permission, we shall tell the story in her own words, quoted in extracts from an account of these early days she wrote for the N.Z. 
Country Journal of November, 1882, Their story, so intimately associated with our own at this period, is of great interest, showing the foundation of one of New Zealand's most valuable estates, and the undaunted energy and enterprise that characterised those earliest South Island pioneers. For the sake of sequence and conciseness' we give in this chapter the chief points of interest connected with Riccarton settlement, so far as relates to the first fourteen years, viz., from 1842 till 1856, as preferable to incorporating the story with our own. Mrs. Deans' kindness in allowing us to use selections from her own records of these times enables us to give a clear and accurate- account of them:—

        
" In the autumn of 1842 the plains (now known as the Canterbury Plains), then a very wilderness, had been 
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abandoned for the second time as unfit for colonisation, first by Messrs. Cooper and Levy, or their agents, and then by Mr. Heriot, agent for Messrs. Abercrombie and Co., two rival firms of Sydney. Previous to 1840, Messrs-Cooper and Levy traded with the natives of the Middle Island of New Zealand in flax, &c, giving their names to the Plains and two Bays. One of their vessels was lost with all hands and the speculation given up. The late Mr. W. B. Rhodes, of Wellington, landed cattle at Akaroa in 1839 without settling there. In 1840 or 1841, Mr. James Heriot, from Berwickshire and Canada, was sent from Sydney by the firm of Abercrombie and Co., and brought two teams of bullocks and two men servants, Ellis and McKinnon, as well as the wife of the latter. They all camped at what was then known as Potoringamotu (the place of an echo), but what is now Riccarton), and began to cultivate to a limited extent; they had a good crop, but the native rats devoured it, and this, with a dread of the bar at the mouth of the river, so discouraged them that they abandoned the place after about eight months' residence, and left behind them a stack of straw. About thirty acres of land were ploughed up, and either Mr. Heriot or one of his men was the first to stick a plough in the soil of Canterbury. The McKinnons afterwards settled on the Peninsula, and Ellis returned and was partner with (Gartner in the Golden Fleece Hotel, Christchurch. There is no tradition of Messrs. Cooper and Levy having cultivated any land.

        
"Between 1840 and 1842, William Deans, of Kirkstyle, Riccarton, Ayrshire, Scotland, who came to Wellington in 1840 in the "Aurora" (one of the first four ships to Wellington), seeing no prospect of getting possession of the laud in Wellington that he had purchased from the New Zealand Company in London before leaving, owing to the 

unsettled temper of the natives, and to its being covered with timber, and in the midst of country claimed by various tribes, sailed with Captain Daniells and others along the east coast of the Middle Island as far as the Bluff, and decided on making his home on Port Cooper Plains, provided his brother John, then on his way to the Colony, joined him in the venture.

        
"John landed at Nelson from the ship 'Thomas Harrison' on the 25th October, 1842, and being disappointed and dissatisfied with his section of land there (which he had also bought in London), at once determined to join his brother, and decided to try and effect an exchange of their laud orders at a future time. So, with the permission of the then existing Government, and with more courage and hope of success than his predecessors showed, William Deans having twice seen the Plains, and being fully persuaded that sooner or later they would become the site for a large British settlement, left Wellington on 11th February, 1843, in Mr. Sinclair's schooner 'Richmond,' and arrived at Port Levy about ten days after. He brought with him John Gebbie, his wife and three children, Samuel Manson, his wife and three children, as well as poultry, provisions, and timber to erect a house. A few old whalers had settled at Port Levy with the Maoris, and near them the women and children were left for a few weeks with John Gebbie as protector. Wm. Deans made what arrangements were necessary with Mr. Robinson, the Magistrate at Akaroa, who had instructions from Government to render what assistance he could, and then with S. Manson and a few others sailed up the River Avon in a whaleboat as far as the Bricks (so named because bricks for building chimneys were landed by them there), and thence in a canoe to the large pool at the bend of the river (above Woods' mill), then up the river banks through tall 

fern to Potoringamotu, now Riccarton, where they erected the first house built on the Plains. It was built of wood put together with wooden pegs, which were made in the tents in the evenings, and which had to take the place of nails, which were unfortunately left behind in Wellington.

*
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In May it was finished, and Manson went to Port Levy for John Gebbie and the women and children. They followed the same route, as before described.

        
" When they reached their destination Wm. Deans stood alone by the one dwelling on the vast plain, watching and 



* This old house—or rather, shed, afterwards used as a barn—sheltered the three families for the winter. It was pulled down in 1890.



waiting to welcome that band of pioneers, the first instalment of the hosts that have since followed to reclaim the wilderness. As the canoe could not be brought all the way up the river on account of the shallows, each father and boatman took a child on his shoulders and bravely strode on, the mothers as bravely following, fighting their way through tall fern and scrub till they reached their destination. On their complaining of the roughness of the way, damage done to boots, &c, in consequence, Mr. Deans laughingly told them there would in the future be roads and railways in all directions, and in all probability a tunnel through the Port Hills, and that hereafter they would be able to drive about in their carriages. The house or rather shed (now known as the old barn) that was to shelter them during the winter months was partitioned off' into three apartments, with blankets and sheets, each of the two families taking one, leaving the sitting-room for the Messrs. Deans. It had also a loft above for stores. The weather was very cold at first, and battens had to be fastened on to exclude cold and rain.

        
"The Messrs. Greenwood came down from Wellington soon after this time and settled at Purau, bringing provisions with them. They were not permanent settlers, however, as we shall hereafter see.

        
" A few weeks after Mr. W. Deans left Wellington, John Deans also sailed from there by the first chance to New-castle for stock, and arrived at Port Cooper (now Lyttelton) by 'Princess Royal,' on 17th June, after a passage of 2l days, bringing with him 61 head of cattle, 3 mares, and 43 sheep, all of a good class. A larger number of sheep were bought, bat were not delivered in time before the ship sailed, and he lost on the passage 6 steers and heifers and 1 mare. He also brought seed wheat, seed oats, and 

barley. Lucerne seed, and potatoes. It was no easy matter bringing the stock home after landing—first the hills to climb, and then the swamps and boggy creeks to encounter on the plains, but the task though difficult was accomplished successfully….

        
Mr. Wm. Deans had brought a small hand steel flour-mill with him from Wellington, and at it each (as amusement) took a turn in the evenings to grind the flour for their bread. It ground 40lbs. an hour. In January, 1844, they had broken in and milked 
20 cows, from which they made cheese and butter of excellent quality, which obtained a high name in Sydney. They had also cleared three roods of garden ground of fern and tree stumps, and had good crops of cabbages,, peas, potatoes, onions, leeks, and parsnips, but carrots, turnips, melons, cucumbers, &c., were eaten off by a small fly as soon as brairded. They had also planted strawberries, but without success, and apple and plum trees. They came as Colonists to put their shoulder to the wheel. In two years' time, besides the above-mentioned work, they had built three houses at Riccarton (Manson chief carpenter). All these buildings are still in use, and one of them for strength and finish will bear favourable comparison with any wooden house since erected on the Plains.

* Two bridges were also built, and cattle sheds and yards erected. Mr. J. Deans and J. Gebbie reploughed the ground formerly broken up by Heriot, and broke up several acres of new land where the insignis trees are now growing, west of the gully in Hagley Park. Their crops were good, their barley was early, and they reaped it on Christmas Day. The grain was threshed with flails.

        



* Mrs. Deans, senr has in her possession an interesting picture of her first house on the banks of the Avon. It is a copy by Mrs. Dr. Hocken of Dunedin, from a pen and ink sketch done by Mr. Cridland. This venerable and historical house was pulled down in 1890.




        
"The little community was composed of Scotch Presbyterians from Ayrshire, and began to long for a pastor. The Settlement was occasionally visited by the Roman Catholic priest who had charge of the French settlers at Akaroa, and the late Bishop Selwyn sometimes visited the Settlement on his missionary tours. The families on the Peninsula bought descendants of cattle landed at Akaroa in 1830 by the late Mr. W. B. Rhodes, of Wellington.
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"In May, 1845, the Mansons and Gebbies took up their own selections at the head of the bay, where their families still remain. They left Riccarton on a fine calm morning, but before reaching the bar of the river at Sumner the wind had risen and the bar was very rough. The women and children were landed, and remained in a cave all night hungry and cold. The whaleboat was capsized on the bar, and Wm. Deans saved his life by clinging to a box of tea….

        


        
"The surveyors of the Otago Settlement took a view of these plains, but thinking them beyond the capabilities of the promoters and intending colonists, passed on to Otago.

        
" In 1846 there was a fine crop of wheat at Riccarton, sown after potatoes, yielding from 60 to 70 bushels per acre. The potatoes were ploughed in, and afterwards dug round with spades. Over 30 tons were grown on 2½ acres. More fruit trees were then planted—apple, plum, cherry, peach, and pear trees, also gooseberries and currants. That was the most severe winter they had known-storms, frost, rain, and snow leaving the ground so wet that no wheat could be sown that year.

        
"In 1846, after squatting three years, the brothers Deans obtained permission from Government to lease land from the natives, who were still owners of the soil. The first lease of land on the Plains was entered into and signed by the brothers Deans and the Maori owners on the 3
rd December. That was another step towards successful colonisation. Regularly, as rent day came round, the landlords came for their rent (sometimes no easy matter to provide, although the amount was small), and a great feasting on pigs, potatoes, sugar, flour, and rice lasted for about a week each year. Not long before the advent of the white man the inhabitants (Maoris) of this part of the Middle Island had been subdued by old Rauparaha (of Wairau massacre notoriety) a famous fighting chief from near Cook's Straits, who decimated the tribes to such an extent that they were reduced to a mere remnant. The natives were always most friendly, and looked upon the white people more as protectors than as enemies.

        
" In 1847 the Otago settlers arrived at their destination. The Messrs. Rhodes bought Purau from the Greenwoods, 

who, with Mr. Caverhill, took up Motonau run. John Deans returned to New South Wales for a second shipment of stock, arriving again at mid-winter in the 'Comet' (a small vessel) with 600 sheep and some steers, the latter for killing purposes. Mr. William Deans returned to Wellington by the same vessel, and took with him 15 fat bullocks, which, after a long passage, averaged 900 lbs., and which he sold to Government contractors at 5¾d. per 1b.…
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" 1848.—The New Zealand Land Company had now purchased from the natives, with the Governor's consent, all the land along the East Coast, and the Messrs. Deans were enabled at last to effect an exchange of their Wellington, Manawatu, and Nelson land orders for an equal amount (400 acres) at Potoringamotu, which they now named Riccarton, after their native parish in Ayrshire. The district was afterwards so named in compliment to the estate. They named the river Avon after the Avon 

flowing into the Clyde near Hamilton: it bounded their grandfather's property in Lanarkshire.

* …

        
"In 1849 Sir George and Lady Grey spent a few days with the Messrs. Deans at Riccarton, and afterwards presented them with some Cape oak trees—the first planted on the plains. The surveyors for the Canterbury Association had arrived, and were busy preparing for the expected settlers. The map of Riccarton was drawn and signed on 22nd August. 1849, by Captain Thomas, agent for the Canterbury Association, as approved in accordance with agreement made by Mr. (now Sir William) Fox in December. 1848 Riccarton was the first estate reserved on the Plains though numbered 163 on the surveyor's maps placed after instead of before the Pilgrim selections.…

        
"In 1850 the Messrs. Deans made large additions to their stock which had much increased. Some of their wool that year brought 1s. 6d. per lb. in London. They also had a large variety of trees sent out oak and ash, white-thorn, hedge plants, fruit trees, broom, gorse, poplars willows, etc., besides varieties of seeds.…

        
"In 1851 the Bishop Designate (Jackson) left for Home, via Cape of Good Hope, and wishing to send a remembrance 



* It is a popular error, therefore, arising no doubt from the fact that Canterbury was resigned to he an exclusively Church of England province, that the river was named from the Avon which flows through Shakespeare's quaint old birthplace. Stratford, in Warwickshire. It is interesting to know that the late Duke of Clarence and Avondale (eldest son of the Prince of Wales obtained one of his Dukedoms from the romantic Dale of Avon. Sir Walter Scott has immortalized the district in his ballad poem. "Cadzow Castle" dedicated to the Hon. Lady Anne Hamilton in which he relates a historical even, the death of the Regent Murray at the hands of Hamilton of Bothwellhaugh—Erandale it was called in those far-back times. This district has been famed in the literature of our own day, especially in some of the works of S. R. Crockett—"The Raiders," "The Black Douglas," etc. Avondale was the home of one branch of the illustrious Douglas family, and here many of their exploits were enacted. Cadzow one of the Duke of Hamilton's estates, is famed in Scotland for its breed of wild white cattle with black ears and noses—the only herd of that kind in Britain History repeats itself Here, and now, at the Jubilee of Canterbury, held on 17th December. 1900 - a memorable event in our young country's history—we may approprietly quote Sir Walter Scott's words to express our own sentiments

"Lo! As on Avon's banks we stand

The past returns—the present flies."



to the brothers Deans, requested Sir George Grey (then Governor of the Cape) to send a selection of forest trees to them, which he vary kindly did, and most of them have done well at Riccarton. Coal was discovered in the Malvern district, as predicted by Mr. Lyon, of Wellington (during a memorable visit he paid to Messrs. Deans in 1844), but for some years thereafter was little used. In March of this year John Gebbie died." …

        
It was about this time that Mr. Godley, in his zeal for the Pilgrim settlers, then arriving in successive detachments, disputed the Messrs. Deans' right to their frèehold of Riccarton and lease from the natives, etc., (which dispute is fully described in Chapter x., Mr. Hay being equally involved in the trouble). The matter being eventually settled in Messrs. Deans' favour, without them having to go to law as was expected, they made choice of Homebush run, in the Malvern district, in exchange forpart given up in favour of the new Settlement.

        
"It was to replace sheep sold along with their interest in Dalethorpe run, to defray the expected law expenses, that Mr. Wm. Deans set forth on the ill-fated 'Maria' to Sydney, 
via Wellington (where he was expected to take his place as J.P. on the Bench), when he met his death by drowning near Wellington on January 23rd, 1851, at the early age of 34. All on board were lost save one. Besides the lives lost—28—they lost a large cargo of butter and cheese from the various dairies. The population by first census return, taken February 17th, 1852, was 1200. The crops this year were good—500 acres grown on the plains, one-fifth of which was grown at Riccarton.…

        
"On January 1st, 1852, Mr. John Deans sailed for Home, leaving Mr. Williams in charge till his return. Mr. Williams's sudden death in March following cast 

another dark cloud over the small community. Mrs. Williams (now Mrs. Cass) was indefatigable in her efforts
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Mr. John Deans.

in her efforts to fill her late husband's place in the management of the farming operations, and when Mr. John 

Deans returned with his wife and many notable fellow-passengers, including the late Mr. Douglas Graham, by the 'Minerva,' in 1853, he found all in good order. Mr. Deans brought out with him a dog-cart (the first conveyance on springs in the place) made by Croal in Edinburgh, and with it a single and tandem harness. He also brought a water-power threshing machine, with iron wheel by Taylor, in Ayr (these are still in use), and in addition various other farm and dairy utensils for himself, the Hays, Gebbies, Prebbles, and Mansons.…

        
"As an example of the quiet way in which Mr. J. Deans tried to instil hope and courage into desponding settlers a little anecdote may be mentioned. On some of the passengers landing and returning to the 'Minerva' with woeful accounts of the unproductiveness of the country—the hills around Lyttelton—'not even fit to grow cabbages,' Mr. Deans quietly took note, went home, cut a twig laden with ripe fruit from one of his plum trees, took it into port, and laid it quietly on the ship's table, thereby putting to silence those who would disparage the prospects of the country.…

        
"In 1854 (on the 23rd of June) Mr. J. Deans died after a lingering illness, at the same age as his brother: viz., 34. The estate then fell into a twenty years' trustee-ship, and was worked harmoniously by Mr. Douglas Graham, manager, until his death in 1872, till the heir, Mr. John Deans, came of age in 1874.…

        
"In 1855 the whole community was thrown into a state of alarm and excitement by a severe earthquake, followed by slight shocks for several weeks. About this time wages rose, and farmers found it necessary to invest in machines of various kinds for labour-saving" In 1856 the first reaping machine was imported to Riccarton—"Bell's 

Improved '—a clumsy affair compared with the finished articles of the present day. Other farmers imported threshing machines, and in a few years reapers and threshers were numerous on the plains. …

        
"There were only two native bushes in the vicinity of Christchurch—the one at Papanui, and the one at Riccarton. The Papanui bush contained about 200 acres, and it was sold in small sections to various pilgrim settlers, who soon cut it down, and in a few years it had entirely disappeared. The Riccarton bush, when surveyed in 1849, contained about 50 acres, one half of which was given up and cut down. As an illustration of the state of the swamp through which the Riccarton Road was made, a few of the older settlers may remember the logs of wood being floated down the ditches as far as the railway gates, the roadway being too soft to carry loads; even as late as 1858 (a wet winter) it took about half an hour to drive that distance. The remaining part of the bush has been preserved as well as possible, in accordance with the late Mr. J. Deans' wishes, no timber being now cut up except fallen timber, which is used for fencing purposes, the aim being to preserve the bush as long as possible. It has been planted round and throughout with forest trees wherever timber has been cut for building purposes, the gaps being filled with oaks, ashes, elms, gums, etc., as the soil appeared suitable for one or other. This was done before Sir J. Vogel enunciated his native forest preservation scheme. The planted trees have done well, but the result has not been what was desired, for instead of protecting the young native trees they have smothered them out—in summer, by the shade, and in winter by the falling leaves. Previous to 1879 over 100 varieties of forest trees had been planted on Riccarton, and there was a fair sprinkling of native trees already in the bush." …
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Chapter XII.
          


          
Farming and Fencing.
        

        

His land question being settled, Mr. Hay now began in earnest to improve his estate. A new house was built in 1850, and completed about the time the first four ships arrived—a commodious, comfortable, two-storied house, the same which formed the back premises of the Annandale we remember. They had by this time a large dairy—large for that period, viz., 22 milking cows out of which they averaged a cheese per day, of 35 lbs. or 40 lbs. which they sold at 1s. per pound; butter at this time was 1s. 6d. per pound.

        
From Mr. Hay's Home letters of this date to his brother we learn of Mrs. Hay having whitlow in the forefinger of her right hand, the first joint of which was removed. She suffered intensely with it for six months, and was never able to write or sew as well as formerly after the removal of the joint. She had to undertake a journey to Lyttelton in a whale boat and remain under the care of Dr. Donald for a time. Dr. Donald came out in the survey ship, "Phoebe Dunbar" to Canterbury, and spent all his useful life in Lyttelton. He died in 1884.
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In the same letters Mr. Hay gives a good idea of the work that then occupied him, his two Perthshire plough men, and willing gang of Maori labourers. First they began to drain the land and prepare for cropping by extracting the roots in the clearings. This, however, proved to be too expensive, as well as too hard work, as sometimes a whole day was occupied in the extraction of one tree stump; so that, after clearing two paddocks in this way they left the rest to rot out. Later these paddocks were ploughed, as also one other—the Fernhill paddock, a fine slope of land where no very large trees had grown, and which consequently was more easily cleared.

        
Fencing was now begun on new and improved plans, the Maori fences being done away with and replaced by the stronger post and rail fence. Soon after the settlement of Canterbury it was made a condition of land sales that each property must be fenced in within a certain limit of time. This was found to be entirely unreasonable and useless, besides being to some ruinous. Mr. Hay had got a considerable extent of this boundary fencing finished before the absurd stipulation was cancelled, and, being of no practical use whatever, it remained a "white elephant" during its term of existence. Some years after, most of it was burnt in a bush fire.

        
At that time Mr. Hay's property consisted of 500 acres, all bush and fern except the paddocks cleared. To have fenced it 
all round would have cost at least £500. Needless to say, practical men set their faces against it, as also against the £3 per acre charge for land, which was soon reduced to £2. These mistakes were inseparable from the formation of a new country, whose laws were made by men more theoretical than practical; but gradually, as the public interests were threatened, they were brought to 

more common sense ideas of the fitness of things. As the land became settled, and bush cleared, then it naturally followed that fencing between and around properties was done at the option of the owners; when between neighbours the expenses were shared by each.

        
In 1852 the crops grown on Annandale, besides the usual potato crops, were 20 acres of wheat and 20 acres of oats. There were no sparrows at this time to bring destruction to crops, and dismay to the hearts of grain-growers; no blackbirds and thrushes to rob us of our fruits; nor rabbits to devastate the fair lands of the clean young country. 
A propos of this: year's after this time, when Hay brothers were asked by the Secretary of the "Acclimatisation Society" for a subscription for the introduction of more Home birds to New Zealand, they replied with an emphatic "no," but they "would gladly subscribe handsomely towards the extermination of the rubbish that had been already imported "an answer that somewhat astonished the grave and reverend seniors, who were so indefatigable in their efforts to introduce and propagate every species of Home vermin—notably sparrows. This was a sad mistake, that has been disastrous enough in its results, and yet the Acclimatisation Society are prone still to fall into similar snares, and singularly slow to take warning from past errors. In those days farmers had the rare pleasure of reaping abundantly what they sowed, and the virgin soil yielded her increase to their entire satisfaction.

        
Mr. Hay had at this time a gang of sawyers at work clearing the heavily-timbered land. The timber was brought down in bullock teams to the beach, and there shipped in crafts to Lyttelton, where it was used for building purposes. A large proportion of the houses, shops, wharves, &c. first built in Lyttelton, were built of timber grown, cut down, and sawn in Pigeon Bay.
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Such was the state of the Peninsula roads at this time that the teams might almost he described as floating ones. Especially after traffic or rain it was quite a common sight to see the bullocks—patient animals—as they floundered through the liquid mud, literally pushing it in front of them with their "briskets." We can imagine what it must have been like for pedestrians, or even riders, at such times.

        
Mr. John Hay, about 1850-1, leased part of Mr. Hay's land near Annandale, and built a house, which he occupied for some time, making it a house of accommodation for travellers. This was an immense relief to Mrs. Hay, as they were often, especially after Canterbury Settlement was formed, so inundated with visitors as to be obliged to improvise a wholesale dormitory arrangement in the barn. Crowds ever passing through on tours of inspection, they were rarely a night without at least two or three guests. Even when this house was built there was often need of all the spare accommodation of Annandale to house benighted travellers. Akaroa was then quite a centre of attraction for all who fancied the hill country, and, as the ships kept coming with their full complements of passengers, all eager to see the country before settling down, it is easy to understand how the Peninsula came in for so much notice. Mr. John Hay secured the services of Mrs. Peter Brown (now of Akaroa) as his housekeeper in this undertaking.

        
Mrs. Brown and her husband were fellow-passengers of Mr. and Mrs. Hay's in the "Bengal Merchant." After some time spent in Wellington, they removed to Akaroa with their family; there she still lives at the advanced age of 89.

* She was an energetic woman, who did her duty 

creditably to her family amidst great domestic trials, and has always been a staunch upholder of the "Kirk." She was so enthusiastic about forming a Presbyterian Church in Akaroa that she allowed the partition wall between two of her rooms to be removed, so as to accommodate the people who assembled there before a place of worship was erected. For interesting details of her early days in Wellington see "Tales of Banks Peninsula."

        
How long they continued to carry on the "Pigeon Hotel, as it was called, we know not, but about 1853 Mr. John Hay started away for a trip Home, 
rid Melbourne, where he remained for some time. He returned in 1855 just in time to manage Annandale for Mr. Hay, while he went to Melbourne with a shipload of produce, an account of which voyage will occupy our next chapter. By the same ship Mr. J. Hay returned in, came a Miss Barbara McCreath, daughter of an Ayrshire farmer, a neighbour and friend of Mr. Hay's, of "Knockindale"—Mr. John Hay's father. Having been friends at Home, they continued so here, and the coincidence of coming out in the same vessel, no doubt, helped to strengthen the bonds between them, which in a few years resulted in matrimony. Judging from Mr. Hay's references to the matter in his letters Home of this time, the unfolding of this genuinely Scottish romance was a source of great interest to them all. Miss McCreath remained some time at Annandale before her marriage, and was, like her good husband, greatly liked and respected by all who knew her. To quote a sentence of Mr. Hay's about her in one of his letters Home—"She's just the kind of woman best fitted for a new colony," warm-hearted, energetic, self-reliant, she had her own share of roughing to do, as we shall see, and it is hardly necessary to add that she always proved equal to the occasion.

        


        
As well as the new house, Mr. Hay built a schoolhouse at the foot of the old orchard—to use his own words in his letter of date, January, 1852—"for the benefit of the children in the Bay, fifteen of whom attend; and I have a schoolmaster living in the house with me. The three eldest, for their ages, read pretty well, and I intend at the end of the present year to send them to Wellington, or some suitable place, to improve them." This was not done. However, because Pigeon Bay School in course of time improved. It will thus be seen that a few new arrivals had by this time settled in Pigeon Bay. Mr. Hay had three tutors in all for the children, the first two. Messrs. Donaldson and Woodley, proved failures from physical causes, which—combined with the fact that, although educated men themselves, neither had the necessary gift of imparting their knowledge—greatly incapacitated then: as teachers. One became non 
compos mentis at times, and was so frequently "indisposed," as to necessitate a change as soon as it could be arranged. The other had a sleeping disease, which rendered him often quite impervious to sights and sounds. His somnolent tendencies were so overpowering that even during meals he was unable to keep awake, frequently his head drooped till his nose rested in his soup-plate! Often in school the boys would stand for half-an-hour spelling the same words, whilst the poor man sonorously slumbered!

        
It is therefore little wonder that the progress of the children's education was slow, and by no means sure, at this early period in their history. To be quite candid, however, we must confess our young New Zealanders proved at times somewhat rebellious over their tutors, when, as happened on several occasions, opportunity allured them to revolt. A school punishment, even in the tutor's days, was always followed up by the paternal rod, 

which was the one article of home rule that commanded the respectful awe of our young heroes. Even this powerful deterrent sometimes failed of its effect. James, who was naturally the most amiable and merriest of lads, one day on receiving an unexpected and undeserved punishment, rebelled, by showing fight to the master in the heat of his anger at being unjustly accused. He got the worst of it in the end, poor boy, for his temerity, and never forgot the sting of that double punishment.

        
On another occasion, Tom, also, on getting a flogging from the teacher, retaliated to the best of his fighting powers, using both feet and fists till the astonished "Dominie" had to retire from the contest, baffled to say the least of it! He had his revenge, however, when he told Mr. Hay, who gave the young rebel a stinging thrashing, and then—"unkindest cut of all"—made him 
kneel down and beg pardon of his offended teacher! Tom never forgot his feelings during the latter exercise; he would thankfully have taken the thrashing daily for a month to be let off the kneeling process! This first little school was the scene of many a revel, for some of the older boys were incorrigible when possessed with the spirit of mischief, so that the school at this time had not a very creditable reputation.

        
There was not at that time such a systematic mode of teaching as we have now. Christ's College Grammar School, Christchurch, was, 
the school in Canterbury, and it was conducted on strictly denominational lines, ruled by traditional English Grammar School work and discipline, without competition, inspection, guidance, or any whole-some stimulus. The results proved that the system was weak as a whole, the 
curriculum old-fashioned, and unsuitable to the conditions here—young life in a new country.

        


        

          

[image: Old Christchurch.]

              
Old Christchurch.
            


        

        


        
Naturally, too, Mr. Hay had great difficulty in getting good teachers, Christchurch and Lyttelton claiming first choice, but he left no stone unturned to secure the best available. It called for a man's earnest interest and best efforts after the school increased, and so many of the pupils were (or should have been!) advanced ones, to ensure its success, and these necessary conditions were generally lacking. An average morning's work for old and young in those far-back school days was "Dictionary Exercise, that meant the finding of ten, fifteen, or twenty words in the Dictionary, and writing words and meanings down. Besides this, the English Church Catechism and tenets 
were made a specialty in the day's studies, and Mr. Hay, a practical Presbyterian of the old school, would have preferred those studies to grasp more rigorously "the three R's," which, like "Will-o'-the Wisps," eluded the roving fancies of the scholars, to whom laughter appealed more than learning.

        
Thus matters continued for some considerable time. Mr. Knowles—who was the third and last of the tutors—became the first resident schoolmaster, and he it was who stalled the first boarding-school for boys in Pigeon Bay—the school that soon afterwards became well known as one of the beat in New Zealand. After some months stay at Annandale with his mother and sister, who came out to New Zealand with him, Mr. Knowles removed to the house previously occupied by Mr. J. Hay. This being large, with plenty of apartments, was suitable for the purpose, and was used as a boarding-school for many years thereafter. Even at this early stage in its history this school was well attended by resident scholars as well as boarders. Mr. Knowles was only teaching 
problem, however, his ambition being to enter the Church as soon as possible, thus his energies were divided between his own absorbing studies and the school-work.

        


        
In due time Rev. Francis Knowles became a successful clergyman, and has been for many years past a Canon of Christchurch Cathedral. Some years before he left Pigeon Bay he was married, and his two sons were born here; the elder of whom—Rev. Walter Knowles is now (1901) Vicar of Little Akaloa, Okain's Bay, Port Levy, and Pigeon Bay, having been placed over this district in 1898. [Rev. Walter Knowles has a wide parish under his care, the many duties of which he faithfully discharges, assisted ably by his bright, capable wife, who shares with him the respect and love of the entire district. The young people of Pigeon Bay at this date owe much to Mr. and Mrs. Knowles for their ready help in various ways. The Mutual Improvement Society and the Choir have especially benefited by their untiring exertions.]

        
Meantime these intervening years were full of incident and earnest endeavour for the elders, if for the young folks they sped on shining wings, skimming merrily over rough places, adding fresh delights to the vigorous young lives, so full of the love of nature and all things beautiful. How can we doubt that full compensation for every loss was given in the building up of strong, true characters, fitted to bear with brave self-reliance the future burdens of life? God's will concerning us cannot err; therefore, whatever is is best, so long as, seeking God's help, we strive to do our best in the circumstances in which we are placed.

      



* At this date, January, 1901, in full possession of her faculties.
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Chapter XIII.


Gratitude!

        

Our present chapter covers a memorable time in the family history: viz., the five months from September, 1855, to February, 1856, during which time Mr. Hay, accompanied by his two boys, Tom and Willie, respectively thirteen and ten years of age, made a never-to-be-forgotten voyage to Australia. James was left with Mr. John Hay to assist him with the work at home. Mr. Hay chartered the brig "Gratitude" from the owner, Mr. William Sefton Moorhouse, to convey produce to Melbourne. The cargo consisted of 106 tons of potatoes, 700 bushels of oats, two tons of cheese, and half a ton of butter. Before starting, probably to reduce the risk of the venture, he accepted an offer from Mr. Moorhouse to purchase half of the potatoes. They sailed on the 26th of September, and after a passage of three weeks arrived in Melbourne: the old "Gratitude" Was slow, but sure! They were just a month too late to secure the high price of £30 per ton for the potatoes. It was a year of scarcity of that vegetable in Australia, and owing to the gold-diggings there was a great demand: hence the tempting prices. Mr. Hay averaged £14 per ton for the 53 tons he had to sell, Mr. Moorhouse the same; 

and the two tons of cheese brought Is. 2d. per pound; the butter sold at Is. 6d. per lb. and the oats at 6s. per bushel. Mr. Hay, therefore, felt well satisfied with his speculation, and prepared for the return journey in hopeful spirits.

        
In a letter written in Melbourne to his brother at Home, of date, 11th November, 1855, he says:—"I am so much more pleased with Pigeon Bay; if God spares me to return I think I will never leave it again, unless compelled to do so." He found the climate of Melbourne, with its hot winds and ever-varying temperature, extremely trying, in contrast to the more equable and delightful one where he had his own dear home.

        
Mr. Moorhouse left for Sydney a few days before the others to purchase a cargo of horses as a return freight for the brig. Mr. Hay also laid in a supply of provisions at Sydney—two tons of sugar, a quantity of tea, rice, etc. Such goods were very much cheaper, as well as better, in Sydney than in New Zealand at that time. Mr. Hay finished his letter, above quoted, at sea (on the 25th November) on their way to Sydney, where he posted it, and little did he then anticipate the perils they were about to face.

        
Having shipped their horses and cargo, they left Sydney' about the middle of December, and encountered a succession of head winds all the way across, until at length, after a passage of 37 days, they found themselves one evening off Motanau, about 40 miles north of Lyttelton harbour. Mr. Hay, who was well up in the signs of the weather, and understood the navigation of the New Zealand coast from practical experience, begged the mate, who was in charge, to "stand well in to the shore," so as to catch the fair wind leading right into the harbour next 

morning. The mate, however, adhered to the Captain's orders (although the Captain was not in a condition to understand their position, or know what his orders implied), and stood out to sea all night, the consequence being that next morning they got the fair wind, but were too far off to "make" the harbour in time. A vessel—the "Surge"—they sighted the day before, six or eight miles further out to sea than they then were, was in the morning able to get in easily, having kept in towards land. The "Gratitude" got so far in that they were within ten miles of Lyttelton Heads, and Mr. Hay had sent the two boys to dress and pack up, in readiness to land, as they fondly hoped, in two hours. Alas for human expectations! A furious south-west gale sprang up, and so suddenly struck them that before they could furl the sails there were none left to handle. As soon as possible they got the vessel "hove to," Mr. Hay meantime urging them to get fresh sails on her and "square away" for Wellington; but they disregarded his advice, and again regretted it when too late. Next morning they would like to have run for Wellington, but the gale being as furious as ever they dared not venture on account of the thick foggy weather. For three days they drifted before the storm, and before they could make sail again, they were abreast of Auckland. For three weeks they were buffeted about by winds and waves, during which time they had seven severe gales. They could but "lie to" till each storm abated, then try again to reach their haven.

        
It was a terrible time of suspense and suffering for our poor voyagers, who, in addition to the perils of the sea, had starvation staring them in the face. Before they arrived off Port Cooper at first, they were almost at the end of their slender stock of provisions, having had to feed the horses on Mr. Hay's rice and sugar to eke out their 

provender, which, owing to the tedious passage of 37 days, was then all done. Finding themselves in such straits to provide food for the animals, they tried the experiment of feeding them on boiled rice and sugar: to their surprise the horses ate it greedily. They then foolishly boiled a large quantity of rice, to have it ready, but before the horses could eat more than half, it became sour, and they had to throw it overboard: a vexatious waste in the circumstances. The poor famished horses broke adrift from their fastenings one night, and got in amongst the hags of sugar tearing the hags, and wasting much more than they ate. A large quantity was thus utterly spoiled, and shared the fate of the rice.

        
When they overhauled their supplies the night the southerly gale drove them northwards, it was found there was only a small supply of tea and sugar and 1¾ lb. of broken bits of biscuit for each soul on board. This, eked out with roast horse-flesh was all they had to live upon for the three weeks they were driven to and fro on the pitiless sea. The poor horses died one after another; out of 27 shipped at Sydney only three survived, and these poor things lived seven days without either food or water. To quote from Mr. Hay's next letter to his mother, of date, March, 1856:—"When a good young horse seemed likely to die we cut its throat for food for ourselves. There were 22 in all of us crew and passengers. The water, too, was very short"—so much so that they could not boil the horse-flesh to make soup, but had to grill at on the live coals as they used it; very dry and unpalatable it was, as may he supposed, seeing the houses themselves were starved. If coal had been an edible substance they would not have been so badly off, for coal there was in abundance. How a few of those potatoes would have been relished that they took over the seas in tons and left behind them in Melbourne!

        


        
Just before leaving Sydney Mr. Moorhouse had a deck-house built for a lady and gentleman desiring passage to New Zealand in the brig. This couple had an ample supply of provisions for their own use, so did not suffer semi-starvation like the rest of the voyagers. There were a few other passengers besides, who, less fortunate, had to subsist on their share of the biscuit crumbs and horse-flesh. To show how self-centred human nature can be the deck-house gentleman (?) actually bribed the steward to supply him daily with fresh water for his ablutions-this when they could not spare it for cooking such food as they had, nor even to assuage their thirst, except in carefully measured quantities. Mr. Hay it was who found out and put an end to this selfish extravagance, but not until it had gone on for some time. Needless to say, Mr. Hay was not regarded with favour by these passengers.

        
This combination of misfortunes was the result of too much champagne rendering the Captain utterly unfit for his duties. He had been presented in Sydney with a case of champagne, and Mr. Moorhouse, not dreaming the Captain would infringe upon the rules of his strictly teetotal ship, saw no reason why he should not allow him to take it on board. On a cold bleak day the Captain opened his case, and one bottle was used amongst some of the gentlemen who responded to the Captain's invitation to "taste." This was not enough for him, however; he retired to his cabin, and there drank all the remaining eleven bottles in two nights and a day? The mate who was his brother-in-law, would not tell that he was lying as insensate as a log in his berth. He was reported "ill," but no one guessed till too late the nature of his illness, or, in spite of the mate (who had no practical knowledge of navigation), his inane—or, rather, 
insane—orders would have been disregarded. Mr. Hay it was who discovered 

the true state of the case, and we can imagine his disgust and indignation, as well as his mystification regarding the disposal of the bottles'. The empty case was found, but not a trace of a bottle; there was no port-hole in the captain's cabin, nor any aperture handy; nor was he ever seen out of his cabin till he recovered, so the mystery was never solved.

        
We cannot do better than quote Mr. Hay's own words from the letter above referred to (March, 1856), to show his heartfelt gratitude for their providential escape from the dangers that had encompassed them, for such a length of time. He says:—We were 58 days coming from Sydney, a distance of 1,300 miles; such a long passage is not on record in this part of the world. All our friends had given, us up for lost, and I myself never expected to meet those whom I love dearly any more; but, thanks be to God, we were allowed to meet once more on this earth. I must say I never felt before what it was to be truly thankful to the Supreme Being. In these gales of wind it was grand to contemplate the works of God." Again he says:—"I cannot express what my feelings were when I got home to find another infant born the day we reached Lyttelton—mother and children all well, and all the family, as well as friends and neighbours, welcoming us home with tears of joy. I can never forget the lesson I have learned, and feel truly thankful to my God for his mercies to me a sinner. Thomas and William stood the ordeal well, but have no inclination to go another trip." Poor boys, the recollection of that one will last them all their lives!

        
The ship "Surge," having reported sighting them on the first day of the gale, three weeks before they arrived, of course Mrs. Hay, her family, and friends had lost all hope of ever seeing them again, and were mourning their heavy 

loss. Their arrival on the evening of the 14th February, 1856, was therefore as a return from another world. "It was meet they should make merry and be glad, for they were dead and are alive again, they were lost and are found." We can imagine the intense, thankfulness that filled each heart on that glad day, a "red-letter" day in the family history. They landed in Lyttelton in the evening of a warm February day, and next morning took the boat across to Purau, walked over the hills via Port Levy, a distance of 14 miles, which, in their weak state, took them a whole day to accomplish, so that it was evening when they reached their longed-for home. McGregor, the ploughman, who was in Lyttelton when they arrived, returned home with them, and walked on to break the news of their coming, but he lost his way and arrived only a few minutes before them.

        
It had been arranged before they set sail that on the return of the "Gratitude" a flag would be "dipped" as a signal of their identity as the vessel passed Pigeon Bay Heads. James—ever on the watch—distinctly saw this being done as a small Vessel appeared for a short time in sight. So sure was he of its being the "Gratitude," that he would have rushed into his mother's room with the news had it not been for Mr. John Hay, who, owing to his excitement, could not see with the glass what James clearly saw with the naked eye. James was so convinced he was right that he was on the watch all next day for the appearance of the travellers. We can easily imagine his joy when at last he descried them rounding the point of rock near Holmes' Bay, and walking slowly on the rough beach. Mr. Stewart (a farmer in the Bay) went with James and Mr. J. Hay to meet them, having also recognised them. Nothing was said to Mrs. Hay till they were sure the weary-looking travellers were really the long-lost ones, 

which was not till they had almost reached the house. Now they were safely at home again, we can understand how they rejoiced, and how quickly they recovered the effects of their terrible voyage.

        
The letter quoted above (of March 22nd, 185G) was sent Home by the first direct wool ship sent from Canterbury to London—the "William and Jane." Mr. Hay reports in the same letter the success of the horse-power threshing mill Mr John Hay had brought out for him, and mentions having threshed a stack of 251 bushels of wheat; it weighed 64¾ lbs. per bushel, and the crop yielded 60 bushels per acre. He adds:—"I expect to get £35 per ton for the flour." They had an unusually wet season in 1856—so that his crop of potatoes was nearly all destroyed. After the 1st of April of- the same year, Government land was reduced from £3 to £2 per acre. Labourers were very few, and wages high, women servants being especially scarce. In every letter Home, Mr. Hay urged his friends to try and induce workers of both sexes to come out to New Zealand, where plenty of work and good wages awaited them.
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Tekapo Station.
        

        

There are no letters after the date of the last quoted (March, 1856) for two years, during which time Mr. Hay and his two Scotch ploughmen, Messrs. McMillan and McGregor and Mr. John Hay were all busy ploughing, fencing, sowing and reaping. In the next letter we have, of date 27th April, 1858, Mr. Hay tells his brother of the departure for Home just then of Miss Catherine Milne—"a very intimate friend"—who had come out with Mr. and Mrs. J. Anderson, Mrs. Williams, and family, &e, in one of the first four ships to Canterbury. Miss Milne was returning to be married to Rev. James Ronaldson, a minister of the United Presbyterian Church of Scotland, residing in Longridge, near Bathgate. She had, in the seven Years of her stay in New Zealand, made enough money to buy a farm in Hororata district, which she let when she went Home. She had become a very familiar friend of the Annandale home, as in many others, where her services as a seamstress were much appreciated; and was called by her intimate friends, "Scotch Kate." She had as much as she could do going the rounds of her many friends, a few weeks in each home, and her visits to Annandale were welcome, as much for her hearty jovial 

company as for her practical assistance in the family sewing. She was quite a character, far-famed for her high spirits and ready wit, her love of children, and genuinely kind disposition. Many a wild romp she had with the Annandale boys and girls, and many a merry evening she was the life of the party, the centre of attraction with young and old. She settled down in her quiet country home in Scotland, and made an excellent minister's wife. She fulfilled all her promises first, however, by going to see all the relatives of Mr. and Mrs. Hay in Scotland; and her return from the far-off land was hailed as an event of unusual interest among those Home relations, coming as she did direct from the home of their loved ones. Her's was not a personality to be easily forgotten, so that, even at this distance of time, we (then among the "Home relatives") can faintly recall her graphic descriptions and bright word pictures of the unknown cousins and their lovely home on the other side of the world; a subject ever associated in our minds, city bred children as we were, with all that was delightful and romantic'.

        
Miss Milne took the first photographs of Mr. Hay taken in New Zealand to the friends at Home. In his letter he says: —"I have sent you a photographic likeness of myself, and intend to get the same man to come to Pigeon Bay and take all the family. Then I will send you a copy of them all, to let you see the line arts of New Zealand." This he did, and curious works of art they were Some of them are still extant, and perfectly preserved, done as they are on glass. They are interesting relics of long ago, all the more so as they are the only likenesses we have of the family at that stage of their existence.

        
While on the subject of Miss Milne—or, rather, Mrs. Ronaldson—we may add that she remained at Home 

for upwards of twenty-five years, after which time she, Mr. Ronaldson, and all their family came out again to New Zealand, and settled on her own property at Hororata. During her sojourn in the Old Country she kept always in touch with her New Zealand friends, and with her own large-hearted hospitality was ever ready to welcome to her home in Scotland all New Zealand visitors, whether personally known to her or not. The various members of our own family who within the last twenty-five years have gone Home, all met with the warmest welcome from this sincere old friend. She died about the year 1892, after a long severe illness, leaving husband and family to mourn her loss.

        
Early in July, 1858, Mr. John Hay and Miss Barbara McCreath were married, and went off to their home on Lake Tekapo in the McKenzie Country. Mr. J. Hay had previously, viz., in 1856, prospected in that far inland region so near the snowy ranges, and though he had to pass through very bleak country to reach it, and passed many a night with only his horse for company on the wilderness of stone and tussock that had first to be traversed, he was pleased with the place itself for his purpose, viz., a sheep-run. As far as natural scenery went it left little to be desired. Mr. J. Hay and Mr. Hay together leased 35,000 acres of land there, and although poor land, the sheep did remarkably well on it. The experiences of the young couple during their wedding journey to their new home are worth recording so far as can be recalled, as showing the ordinary incidents of travel in those days, James Hay—then about 17—accompanied them to render what help he could in the long rough journey to their destination. They had to traverse 170 miles (more or less) of rough country, intersected by treacherous rivers, where no roads were yet thought of. Their conveyance was a good 

strong bullock dray, that being the only thing there was any safety in for themselves or goods. They took with them 20 head of cattle, three horses, and the six bullocks that were yoked to the dray. When they could not reach the shelter of a friendly station house at night, they had to cover the dray with a tarpaulin, and make their beds under and on it. There was some roughing connected with this bridal journey which occupied quite four weeks from Christchurch. They were storm-stayed at Mr. Boag's, of Fendalton, to begin with, and forced to remain there a fortnight before the weather was fit for them to make their start, during which time Mr. J. Hay and James helped Mr. Boag to drag his wheat to the flour-mills.

        
Sometimes, owing to livers being "up," they encountered difficulty or delay, but on the whole were fortunate in meeting with no serious misadventures. They cooked their food in the evenings when camping, and managed sometimes to relieve the tedium of the journey by indulging in sport. They shot wild ducks, which helped their in sport and they captured wild pigs in plenty. The latter they chased on horseback till they were run down; then they despatched them. Mr. Hay cured the pigs, and made excellent hams and bacon, which were duly relished in Tekapo. They paid a few visits to friends about Temuka district as they passed their homes, and stayed now and then at hotels on their way, where there were any. So this al fresco honeymoon trip was on the whole enjoyable, barring a few discomforts.

        
When at length they reached Lake Tekapo, they found there only a cot or mud but occupied by a shepherd, and not very much comfort or good cheer obtainable. Mrs. J. Hay, however, was brave-hearted and resourceful, and very soon transformed the hut into a cosy, bright little home, where they were comfortable till their house was 

built. Arriving, as they did, in mid-winter, into the region of the Southern Alps, their first experience of the regions of the climate was that they were snowed up for three months, and of course all building or out-door work of any kind was quite impossible during that time.

        
Mr. and Mrs. J. Hay spent the first five or six years of their married life on this station, and lonely as the life must have been, Mrs. Hay frequently spoke of the happy times spent in their lovely Alpine home. The place, to those of us who have seen it en route to Mount Cook, is full of associations and memories of the dear old friends who began their united lives in that romantic spot. The house was built on a small peninsula jutting out into the lake, and is beautiful for situation, surrounded by the magnificent Southern Alps. They soon had a useful garden and trees planted. The old homestead still remains in its picturesque setting of greenery on the bosom of the placid lake.

        
Our old friend, Mr. John Hutcheson, after a trip Home, returned to the colony, got married, and took up a cattle run at Lake Pukaki, sister lake to Tekapo, and about twenty miles distant from it. He remained there a year and a half, and afterwards sold the station to Messrs. Gladstoneand Brown—the former a nephew of the late famous English statesman. Mr. John Hay, Mr. Hutcheson, and Mr. F. Sinclair were the first colonists who opened up that far inland region, except the man after whom it was named, McKenzie, the notorious sheep-stealer—a most determined, intrepid Scotchman, about whose strength, pluck, and endurance many tales are told. He was a shepherd with Messrs. Rhodes Brothers, at Levels Station, and thus got to know the country far inland. He stole 1000 sheep from Messrs. Rhodes, and succeeded in getting them across the Tekapo into the interior. He left them there and returned for more, with which to stock a tract of country he had 

taken up in conjunction with others, whose names were never found out. He had his dogs so well trained that they could drive the sheep alone in the directions he indicated. Thus he was able to go on ahead of the stolen sheep and elude suspicion,

        
When going into McKenzie country with the second lot some shepherds crossed the trail of the sheep. Their suspicions being aroused they followed it up, and succeeded in capturing McKenzie, who was tried and committed to Lyttelton gaol. He escaped from prison, fled bare-footed from the mounted policemen, and would have eluded them all, had he been given fair play, but a civilian shot him in the back—a cowardly action unauthorised by the law. When taken the poor man's feet were found to be cruelly lacerated with splinters, thorns, and cuts. Nothing daunted, he made fresh attempts to escape on every possible opportunity, until at length, tired of their mercurial prisoner, the authorities pardoned him on condition that he left the country.

        
After his capture his dogs had to be shot, because they could not be induced to leave the sheep they had in charge.
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School Changes.
        

        

In the end of 1858 Mr. Knowles achieved his wish, and became ordained a clergyman of the Episcopal Church. He resigned his charge of Pigeon Bay school shortly before the arrival of his successor from Home. There were then eighteen day scholars and two boarders in the master's house. Mr. Hay had been beforehand with his arrangements, knowing the probable date of the school becoming vacant. Nearly a year previous to this time he consulted the Rev. Charles Frazer, first Free Church minister of Canterbury, who came occasionally in course of his ministrations to visit the Peninsula. He was for years the only Presbyterian minister in Canterbury, so his services were scattered over a. wide area, his head-quarters being Christchurch. To him Mr. Hay confided his difficulties—for by this time he had quite made up his mind to send direct Home for a teacher—so together they wrote to Dr. Bonar, Convener of the Colonial Committee of the Free Church of Scotland, asking him to select a thoroughly competent teacher and send him out, Mr. Hay at the same time sending Home £100 for outfit and passage money. Dr. Bonar made an excellent choice, so far as the character, disposition, and abilities of the new master were concerned, but unfortunately his constitution was weak. He had been 

head master of the Academy of Airdrie, a coal and iron-mining town in Lanarkshire, Scotland.

        
It is interesting to know our Aunt Julia (Mrs. Hay's youngest sister, therefore grand-aunt of the "children of the clan "), wife of the Rev. A. M. Wilson, lived all the years of her married life in Airdrie. The writer has many fond memories of the patient, gentle "little Auntie," who suffered so much from chronic asthma, yet who failed not
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to do her faithful duty in church and home. She died comparatively young, leaving four little children, and was laid to rest in Airdrie cemetery.

        
Frequent childish visits to this bleak town have left on the writer's mind an impression of dreariness and decay. From the fact that mining operations had been carried on underneath the town, many of the houses, in one quarter especially, were in a state of collapse from the subsidence of the ground; whole streets were consequently unsafe to 

live in. The "Academy," a large, uninviting stone building, where poor Mr. Gillespie spent his best energies, had deservedly a good reputation in the West of Scotland. Mr. Gillespie arrived in New Zealand early in 1859, accompanied by his mother and father, who bought a piece of land in Pigeon Bay, and began farming at once.
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Mr. Gillespie was their only remaining son out of a family of six children, the others having all died of consumption as they grew up. It was almost as a forlorn hope that they left their native land to try the effect of a warmer climate, which for a time benefited the young man's health.

        
He was remarkably clever as a teacher, and had wonderful power and influence over the children, by whom he was almost idolised. His system of teaching was the 

Scottish parish school system, which had been many years in vogue at Home. The curriculum was English and commercial, as is the rule of present day grammar and high schools, the purpose being to make pupils intelligent readers, good writers in English composition, and accurate arithmeticians. As an aid to the better comprehension of the English language and the study of other modern languages, Latin was taught, but occupied a secondary place as a means to an end—not an end in itself. French was also taught, and for discipline in logical - thought mathematics was depended on. The school was remarkably strong in mathematics, but this again was gone into as a means to an end.

        
Mr. Gillespie's powers as a mathematician soon became widely known, and his success as a teacher caused comparisons to be made between his system and that of the Christ's College Grammar School, which up till now had had the pre-eminence, with the result that the decision was in favour of the new curriculum. In a very short time Mr. Gillespie had as many pupils as he could manage; they came from far and near, and afforded the best proof that the new system of education was an advance on the old. Mr. Hay soon found it necessary to build a larger schoolhouse, beside the old one in the orchard. An immediate result of this reformed mode of teaching was that Mr. Gillespie was asked to take the head-mastership of the new High School, Christchurch at an increased salary, soon after his arrival in New Zealand. He was too honourable a man, however, to listen to this proposal, and absolutely refused to cancel his engagement to Mr. Hay, no matter how tempting the inducements offered.

        
As a notable example of his authority and influence, two or three refractory' youths were sent to him from Christchurch and Lyttelton, to see if he could conquer 

their almost hopeless obstinacy and idleness. To make matters worse two of them were notorious "bullies" of the genus "larrikin." Mr. Gillespie told them, in presence of the school what he knew of their former conduct, what he expected of them in the way of attention to study and respect towards himself, and what they might expect from him on the first infringement of his rules. It was enough there was not the slightest attempt at insubordination, and those big boys became exemplary pupils, ever showing the sincerest regard for their revered master.

        
From this time forward there was little play-time for our young people at Annandale. Their lessons occupied them at least four hours every evening. To use Mr. Gillespie's own words to Mr. Hay, which the latter quoted in a letter to his brother (date, May 14, 1859): "None of them have been worked up to their abilities; they are like young unbroken colts." Mr. Hay adds: "Mr. Gillespie is working them hard; they have a room to themselves, and are at it from tea till bed-time. I have to send a line to Mr. Gillespie every Friday evening, telling him who has been indolent in learning his or her lessons." James was then 18, Tom 16½ years of age, and neither of them up till that time could do a long-division sum nor read a sentence correctly and fluently. Mr. Gillespie had such a happy knack of making their studies interesting that they thoroughly enjoyed their once hated lessons, and made marvellous progress during the short time their beloved master was spared to them. He lived only a year and nine months after coming to New Zealand, that short time being the only practical education James and Tom had.

        
Towards the last the young man suffered greatly at times, he frequently came to school when too weak to stand, and yet he kept to his post, ever thinking of the children's welfare before his own. The slight improvement 

in his health soon ceased, for the dread disease had too great a hold upon him; but to the last he was brave and hopeful, and though his parents and Mr. and Mrs. Hay often entreated him to rest more, indeed to stop the work he was no longer able to do, his earnest spirit could not yield to inaction. The last weeks were sorrowful ones to his parents, friends and pupils, yet hallowed by much delightful intercourse, and many tokens of loving interest in the pupils he so faithfully counselled, who one and all clung to him with devoted affection. The last few months, James and Tom took a horse to him to ride to and from school, though distant but a quarter of a mile from his house, so eager was he to carry on his work to the last. On 10th November, 1860, he was obliged to give up, that he might put himself under the doctor's care. He gave a week's holiday, and James, Tom, Mr. Gillespie's man, and two pupils (the refractory ones above referred to) took him up to Lyttelton in a whaleboat, staying the night in Port Levy to break the strain of the long-exposed journey. On the 13th November, Mr. Hay went up to see him in his lodgings in Lyttelton, and found him very weak but cheerful and happy. Having business in Christchurch, Mr. Hay left him at midday, promising to get back early next morning to accompany him home. Meantime he found Hew C. Frazer (the Presbyterian minister), and asked him to remain the night with Mr. Gillespie, which he did, Mr. Stewart, fanner, of Pigeon Pay, also staying with him.

        
Next morning, as Mr. Hay was returning over the Port Hills, a messenger met him near the summit, with the sad news that Mr. Gillespie was dying. He speedily gained the house, and found Mr. Gillespie unconscious—in a few moments he died. He had managed to dress himself, and was waiting for Mr. Hay, his one desire being to reach 

home; but this was not to he, though his last sudden attack was unexpected. He was seized with three tits of epilepsy (he had had no previous attacks of this kind), following quickly on one another, and from the last one he never regained consciousness. Mr. Hay, to his great grief, was only in time to close his eyes. Rev. C. Frazer and Mr. Stewart both described the last night of his life as most peaceful and happy. He was resigned and ready to receive his reward—"Well done, good and faithful servant"—only waiting his Master's time to "enter into the joy of his Lord."

        
Mr. Hay returned at once to the Bay to convey the mournful news to his parents—a sad task, for though they knew he could not recover, still they fondly hoped 
to have seen him back again for a little time. His death away from home and their loving care, made their trial harder to bear. His last resting-place is Addington Cemetery, Christ-church. His father, accompanied by Mr. Hay and all the boys of the school, went up to the funeral, and, as a mark of their attachment to their master, the scholars erected a monument to his memory, a large greystone column, the best they could obtain in those days. Thus was the earthly career of this worthy, talented young man closed at the early age of 31. During his short life he did excellent work, and made his mark on the advancement of education in Canterbury, besides which he left behind him the incense of a pure, unselfish life. "He rested from his labours, and his works do follow him." In a letter Home soon after his death Mr. Hay says:—"You can form no idea of the good Mr. Gillespie has done in this place, both temporally and spiritually. 'Although dead yet he speaketh.'"

        
The influence of a good man lives to bless the lives of those around him, and a schoolmaster's work, like that of good parents, stretches far into futurity in an ever-widening 

circle, as the young lives he has helped to tit for life's battle take their part in their country's history, and stamp their mould of character upon it.

        
After Mr. (Gillespie's death his parents continued to reside in Pigeon Hay on their farm. They bore their sorrows with calm, Christian courage, making their lives beautiful with self-denying care for others, and taking special interest in the welfare of the young people, as their noble son had done. It was their greatest comfort and pleasure to carry out as far as possible, his plans and wishes. In the simplicity of their hearts they seemed unconscious that by their own excellent training they had laid the foundation of his sterling character. The old lady, always more or less an invalid, showed none of the querulousness that so often accompanies weak health, but maintained a bright, happy expression of face and manner. Speaking the Doric of Ayrshire in a sweet, musical voice, she delighted old and young by her ready wit and humorous remarks, often puzzling her young favourites with her quaint Scotch phrases, and enjoying their mystification. Her religion was so truly a part of her life that she never let a chance escape of telling the "old, old story" in her own simple, fervent manner, and as she had the happy knack of winning the confidence of her young friends, these opportunities readily arose. It was ever her delight to help the young to walk in the ways of truth and purity, the "paths of pleasantness and peace."

        
She died a few years after her son, and her old husband was left very solitary. He survived her many years, and when feeling his age and loneliness, he married the faithful housekeeper who had attended to his wife during her later years. He was a successful energetic colonist, a staunch pillar of the "'kirk" he loved. In character determined, original and shrewd, his strong honest principles guiding life and action, he was strict in his adherence to the "soon' doctrines of the Kirk," nor 

would he tolerate modern innovations. As he expressed himself once to the writer—"I canna thole thae palavers folk gang on wi' in the hoose o' God." He sternly opposed the use of the organ or harmonium for church service, on its first introduction, likewise "thae 
hymes"—"what mair do folk want than the "
Psaulm o'Daurid?" In later years, however, he became reconciled to the "kist o' whistles." He was critical in judging sermons, and nothing delighted his old heart more than an earnest discussion—with a foeman worthy of his steel—on the "work of the Spirit," "justification by faith," &c, &e. The Bible he had a thorough knowledge of, and was fluent and fervent in prayer. The "Shorter Catechism" and "Confession of Faith" were his strongholds of defence of the faith of his fathers. The old bones of contention between the Calvinistic and more modern views of Theology, viz.—"Calling and Election," "Predestination," &c., &c.—were toughly held on to by this stern old stickler- for orthodoxy, who expressed his "views" with no uncertain sound. Any difficulties as to limitations, or inconsistencies in his creed, were met with calm contempt, as "no essential to salvation." We hae naething adae wi' onything we canna understan.'"

        
And yet the grand simple truths of the Gospel were twisted and dwarfed to fit into his own "soon'doctrine," which was nothing if not contradictory and obscure'. However, these rigid ideas were but the sketch, the real man, with his strong true character, impressed all who knew him with admiration and respect. Like his country-men, he could "hand on to baw-bees," but to every cause-he considered worthy, he gave liberally. The Pigeon Pay Church and other religious movements show ample proofs of his benevolence. This good old man died about 14 years ago, viz., in 1886, and was buried beside his wife and son in Addington Cemetery, Christchurch. Truly of him it might be said—He "lived a life of faith in the son of God," and "died the death of the righteous."
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A New Master and First Pastor.
        

        

Dr. Bonar's services were again called into requisition to secure a successor to Mr. Gillespie, but this could not be done without considerable delay. During the interval no substitute could be found to carry on the work, and, unfortunately for the scholars, the school had to be closed for a year. Dr. Bonar was informed of the good work done by the late teacher, the improvement he had brought about in the Canterbury schools by his excellent system of teaching, and was commissioned to send out another of the same stamp from Scotland. In the course of his search Dr. Bonar visited St. John's Grammar School, Hamilton, a picturesque little town not far from Glasgow, where he saw Mr. Fitzgerald at work, and was satisfied he had found a fit man to fill the vacancy. The matter was soon settled by Mr. Fitzgerald accepting the appointment, and in October, 1861, he and his bride (they were a very youthful couple) arrived in Pigeon Bay. It was more of a test than he was aware of coming as successor to such a man and teacher as their last; but Mr. Fitzgerald fully justified his selection by proving himself in all respects competent and worthy to carry on the work. The following few years were very happy ones for the family, though—to their loss and regret—James and Tom could no 

longer remain at school, being now old enough to assist their father, and required by him. Mr. and Mrs. Fitzgerald and family became then, and have remained ever since, truly valued friends of one and all the Hay family. Our children have grown up knowing and loving them and theirs, which fact attests more eloquently than any words of ours to their goodness and its far-reaching influences.

        

          
"We 
live for those who love us,


          
For the friends who 
know us true."
        

        
Mr. Fitzgerald continued on the same lines as his predecessor, and was equally successful. The Pigeon Bay Academy prospered and increased in attendance, and the house was soon full of boarders, who came from all parts, even as far away as Wellington and Timaru, long journeys in those days. Mrs. McDonald's eldest son Adam, nephew of our old friend, Mrs. Logan, was a boarder with Mr. and Mrs. Fitzgerald for 18 months, there being no school, even in the "Empire City," equal to Pigeon Bay "Academy." The new school built for Mr. Gillespie was soon found to be too small, and a wing as large as the original building had to be added. It was removed from the foot of the old orchard to its present site and then enlarged, and a playground enclosed. The same schoolhouse, now a venerable edifice of 
40 years' standing, is in use to this day, and, considering its age, is in good preservation.

* By this time there were several successful English and Scotch teachers in Christchurch and Lyttelton High Schools, whose work was conducted on similar lines; so that it was all the more surprising that Pigeon Bay should carry the palm against such odds. Such was the fact, however, for years it had the reputation of being the best school in Canterbury, a high tribute to the master's abilities. Mr. Hay was 



* Until June, 1899, when the Pigeon Bay Church was completed and opened, the old schoolhouse was regularly used for the Sunday services of both Anglican and Presbyterian Churches.



congratulated on more than one, occasion upon having been the first to introduce into Canterbury thoroughly trained and efficient teachers, whose system rapidly gained favour in Christchurch and Lyttelton.

        
The Denominational System was in operation then in Canterbury—that is to say, the education vote was divided between Episcopalians, Presbyterians and Wesleyans. The money set apart for each was handed to the heads of the several denominations to expend as they saw fit, no accounts of the expenditure being required by the Provincial Council. It was perhaps difficult to allot the grants with perfect fairness between town and country; but be that as it may, it was not long before Mr. Fitzgerald became thoroughly dissatisfied with the treatment, financial and other-wise, that the claims of Pigeon Bay received, and he proposed to Mr. Hay to withdraw the school from Presbyterian control. The loss of the subsidy was a consideration, but they both felt they would rather sacrifice that than submit to the above-mentioned treatment, and see the school suffer through pupils being intercepted on behalf of Christchurch and Lyttelton High Schools. Mr. Hay then settled the matter by agreeing to make good the amount of the subsidy out of his own pocket, and the withdrawal of the school was advertised. This occasioned comment, and attention was drawn to the Denominational System, which had not been thoroughly understood by many whose interests were concerned in it. The question was asked in the Provincial Council—"Why does Pigeon Bay withdraw?" which led to discussions of the reasons, and disclosure of the fact that very general dissatisfaction was felt on the same grounds.

        
A commissioner was appointed to thoroughly investigate the matter, with the result that the whole system was condemned, and the Public School System established in 

Canterbury, similar to that in Otago. Mr. Fitzgerald's name is now well-known in New Zealand: but, perhaps, comparatively few of the people of Canterbury know just how much the country owes educationally to this energetic pioneer. To his credit, be it said, he came to the new country full of ardour and anxiety to do good work, and
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he did it; nor was his enthusiasm in any way bounded by self-interest. He gave the whole credit to Mr. Hay for backing him up in his "rebellion"; Mr Hay, on his part, congratulated himself and family on their good fortune in having such an able partisan. When we consider the immense advantages of our present system of free education, we cannot give too much credit to the man who 

we know did so much to simplify and advance the cause in Canterbury before he removed to Otago. He was for many years Rector of the Training College in Dunedin, and for the last six or seven years has been Inspector of Public Schools in Otago. That he has done good work there during the 30 odd busy years since he left his first New Zealand home, we can affirm from abundant outside testimony, as well as intimate personal knowledge.

        
The younger members of the Hay family had the great advantage of this thorough-going teacher for six years in Pigeon Hay. It was against his inclinations that he left when he did, but certainly to his advantage. Recognising this, the Hay family strongly advised him to study his own interests and go. He had a large boarding school in Oamaru for some years before his appointment to Dunedin College, and here the two youngest members of the Hay family, as well as many more of his pupils, followed him, and were under his care for a year or two longer. Needless to say, Mr. and Mrs. Fitzgerald were deeply attached to Mr. and Mrs. Hay, and have never forgotten their first home in Pigeon Bay, when, young and inexperienced in colonial life, they found themselves filling a responsible position. Their twin sons, James and William (now both successful doctors), as well as the other members of the family—two sons and two daughters—share their parents' partiality for their early home and birthplace.

        
Through the kindness of Hon. W. Rolleston, we are enabled to quote from the Education Commission and Inspectors' Reports regarding the standing in Canterbury of Pigeon Pay School. The late Mr. Restell. who was Inspector of Schools for Canterbury at that time, reported as follows:—"Those interested in education in this province (Canterbury) will feel the bereavement it has suffered by he decease of two of our most eminent schoolmasters—the 

admirable Gillespie, whose zeal and devotion to the cause of education was only equalled by his remarkable but short-lived success, and will possibly remain long unparalleled in this province; and Mr. Jennings, who also had attained considerable distinction in his profession in England." … "Those who can also work correctly examples of moderate difficulty in fractions, practice, proportion and higher rules, are the rare exceptions that have appeared at the Christchurch parochial and Wesleyan schools, and at Pigeon Bay School, which was assuming a character distinct from that of an elementary school, and whose course of instruction, alone in the Province, began to be distinguished by the successful study of mathematics."

        
Again, in Commissioner's Report, we find Pigeon Bay School mentioned as "receiving no aid from Government," but "owing its origin to the exertions of private individuals." … "One of the wealthier settlers

* has extended the benefits of the education which his means enable him to give to his own children, to the children of those around him. A very high class of education has been secured by this arrangement to the children of the neighbouringsettlers." We note again in "Scheduleas to efficiency" the following opposite Pigeon Bay School—"A superior course well kept up." … "A good commercial school for day scholars and boarders." Again, in the Inspector's Summary Report, 1866—"Pigeon Bay very creditable, the pupils well grounded in elementary, ordinary, and higher subjects." For several years Pigeon Bay heads the list of schools more highly commended for steady efficiency throughout the year. We meet with lists of scholars "specially commended for good conduct and diligence" in which Pigeon Bay names frequently appear—Buchanan, Hall, Fitzgerald, Pitcaithly, Hay, etc., etc., but we must 



* Mr. Hay.



wind up these quotations with only one more, lest we weary our readers of the subject. "The accuracy and efficiency of the whole school in arithmetic and spelling is above the avenge, reading remarkably free from defects of diction, writing generally good. The upper classes were examined in Euclid, Algebra, Latin and French.… The very satisfactory state of the school indicates the advantage to the day scholars from the stimulus of the boarders, whose attendance is regular and progress uninterrupted."

* This last report bears date August, 1866.

        
In a private letter received from Hon. W. Rolleston, of date Dec. 31st, 1899, he refers to the educational reforms he helped to bring about. He, Dr. Lillie, Mr. Tancred, and Mr. Saunders were appointed Commissioners to suggest Legislation to put the educational system on a permanent basis." He says—"Up to that time (1863) the funds provided for education were distributed through the heads of the three principal religious denominations. The result of our report was that a Board of Education was constituted under whom School Committees and local districts were created, thus making the system a matter of local not of denominational management.… I was the member of the Commission who went through the Peninsula collecting information as to the condition of the schools. … Pigeon Bay was technically a private school, established and maintained by your father (Mr. Hay) for the benefit of his own children and those immediately connected with the early settlement of the Bay. I remember well the pride which both he and your mother took in it. It was as much a necessity of their life as settlers, as everything else around them. The education given by Mr. Fitzgerald was of course of a higher order than that given in the ordinary schools which had grown up elsewhere under the heads of the religious 



* Mr. Gillespie proudly testified that during his time the seven Annandale children were never an hour absent nor a minute late for school.



denominations. I was greatly delighted with my visit to the Bays, with the hospitality and kindness I received… The travelling was very rough, but I was forwarded on by the settlers from bay to bay on what you remember as the koko ponies. Mr. Torlesse (who had a school at Okain's Bay, where he was also vicar) lent me a mule with an injunction not to get off it however bad the road was, Well, we came to a piece of the track which seemed to me nearly straight up and down, and I got off to lead the mule, but not a step would he stir! So I got on again, and he came along freely. That mule believed in doing his own duty! Subsequently to that, I went through the Peninsula on my wedding trip in 1865, and again when I became Superintendent I interested myself, with Mr. Townend and Mr. Roberts, in getting the main lines of communication in the Pigeon Bay and Little River Roads opened up, so that animals with a less sense of duty and less sureness of foot could travel. There is no part of New Zealand where the old settlers have stuck so tenaciously to their first homes as colonists, and they possess a distinctive character which the influx of population has never yet destroyed. I wish their history, and the stories which illustrated that history, could be re-produced. The Plains produced ordinary settlers who had comparatively few difficulties to struggle with. It is indeed out of adversity and hard work that the best men are made. … On one occasion I rode with Mr. Heaton Rhodes through the Bays. He was a grand style of man, and loved by the old settlers." …

        
No higher testimony could be brought forward on this subject than that of the Hon. Wm. Rolleston, who, with his colleagues, Dr. Lillie, Messrs. Tancred, Saunders and others in the Provincial Council, did so much for the advancement of education in these early days. Surely we 

have quoted statistics enough to show conclusively the good standing our little country school maintained at that time, and to justify us in our enthusiasm over it.

        
Public libraries were not common in those days, but but about this time the young people in the Bay began to feel the want of one, thanks to Mr. Fitzgerald's influence over them, and to this movement Mr. Hay gave an impetus by heading the subscription list. Soon an excellent library was provided and maintained. They used the small room adjoining the schoolroom for some years as library, before they were in a position to build the present one; but their selection of books was good and varied. The library has been much enlarged of late years, and is free of debt: the building is used also for business meetings.

        
In church matters there was a still greater want felt. Mr. Frazer, being the only Presbyterian minister in Canterbury, had very little time to devote to country districts-especially the Peninsula, which had the disadvantage of being "over the seas" and therefore not always easy of access. Up to this time the schoolmasters always held Sunday services—Messrs. Knowles, Gillespie, and Fitzgerald respectively, aided occasionally by Mr. Stewart, a farmer in the Bay. There were by this time so many settlers in and around Pigeon Bay, many of them Scotch Presbyterians, that they felt by joining forces with Akaroa they might afford to send Home for a minister. This they did, Mr. Hay advancing £100 to bring him out. The districts that banded together to form the Presbyterian Church of the Peninsula were: Akaroa, Devauehelle's Bay, and Pigeon Bay; now Wainui is added to the list. They succeeded, again through Dr. Bonar, in getting the Rev. George Grant from Scotland, who, with his young wife, came out about the year 1862.

        


        
This gentleman was a good preacher, and very much liked by his Peninsula congregations. They were not allowed to keep him long, however, which was a great grievance to the friends who had secured him, as they thought, for themselves, and naturally did not want to part with him at the end of little over a year. Mr. Hay, though as regretful as any at the prospect of losing him, felt that he was more wanted in Christchurch, where there was by this time urgent need for another minister.

* St Andrew's the only Presbyterian church as yet in Christchurch, was joined by many of the oldest settlers, with the Rev. C. Frazer as its pastor, but as the city extended there was room and numbers to form another church. Then Mr. Grant was taken from the Peninsula, and the new congregation worshipped in the Town Hall for a year or two. This congregation formed the nucleus of St. Paul's, which was built soon after Mr. Grant left New Zealand.

        
Mr. Grant was very popular at first, but being a quiet, reserved man, extremely sensitive, and far from strong, he began to feel the city charge to be rather too much for him, and resigned. He would gladly have returned to the Peninsula, had it been possible at that time. He decided to go Home again, and with his wife and family set sail in the ill-fated ship "Matauka," in the year 1868. It has always been supposed she was lost by collision with some of the ice-bergs, which were about that time seen in more than usual numbers, or that the ship took fire through the cargo of wool being damp; but, in whatever way their sad fate overtook them, certain it is they never reached their destination, nor were heard of more. Mr. and Mrs. Grant were sincerely mourned by the many friends they left behind them in New Zealand. Although their sojourn had been short, his earnest, faithful labours had been much 



* Mr. Hay's death took place a few weeks before Mr. Grant left the Peninsula.



appreciated, and their loss was keenly felt. His successor in St. Paul's was the Rev. A. P. Douglas, and then in 1876 the Rev. J. Elmslie (now D.D.) was called from Wanganui on the departure of Rev. A. F. Douglas. When Dr. Elmslie came the large stone church was built in Cashel street, the old wooden one being now used as a school-room. Dr. Elmslie still continues the honoured pastor of this large influential church.

        
Several other preachers came for longer or shorter periods to take the Peninsula services, and all were made welcome in Annandale. There was then no manse built in Akaroa, as now, and as these preachers were not all full-fledged most of then, being "probationers," and a few laymen their terms of engagement usually extended only six or eight months, wearily long in some instances'. Great was the variety of character amongst the preachers. They did not all leave behind them pleasant memories of their sojourns in Annandale (which was always their headquarters) from a social or domestic point of view. We could relate some grotesque incidents in connection with this period of the church's history in Pigeon Bay, but in doing so we could not avoid a certain amount of discredit attaching itself to some of the embryo clergy and laymen who officiated then, an account of whose fiascos would 
serve no purpose now. Suffice it to say there was universal satisfaction when, a few years later, Rev. Wm. Douglas was settled as pastor over the district. During the long vacancy Sunday services were regularly conducted in Pigeon Pay (when no other preachers were forthcoming) by Mr. Stewart or the schoolmasters. Occasionally Bishop Harper, who, like his predecessor. Bishop Selwyn, was ever welcomed warmly, paid a visit to the Peninsula.

        
Up till 1860 a whale-boat was the only means of transit for passengers or cargo to Lyttelton, (except on foot or 

horseback to Purau, a distance of fourteen miles over two mountains, thence by boat across Lyttelton Harbour). Tom White, our well-known old friend and ally of early times, was usually the chief boatman, hut he always had at least two men to help, in ease they could not use the sails. The frequency with which James and Tom's services were required for these long and generally rough voyages accounts for their dislike of boating to this day. If we were now to be deprived for even a month, of the tri-weekly trips of our mail-steamers, and forced to fall back on the old style of pulling or sailing an unwieldly whale-boat in order to reach town, we should be better able to sympathise with them; but we should consider that a hardship not to be endured on any terms! Necessity, however, made it not only possible but cheerfully accepted until the time came for better things. Four hours was considered a good quick passage to Lyttelton; but it was rarely accomplished in less than eight—often ten or twelve hours—the prevailing winds being head ones, and the sea "choppy" as a rule. Gruesome recollections of these whale-boat experiences still haunt the minds of visitors to the Lay, though in those days friendly visits, like angels, were "few and far between," strangers prospecting or people coming in the way of business being of more frequent occurrence.

        
Many an anxious hour Mrs. Hay had watching for the return of husband or sons from those hazardous little voyages. More than once she almost grave up hope of their safety, but though they found themselves "in perils oft," yet happily, we have no disaster to chronicle. Once Mr. Hay was gone a week, when he meant to return in two days. Such a raging sea was running he could not face it; but Mrs. Hay, fearing he had done so, suffered agonies while she scanned the headlands where the angry 

sea clashed itself into foam-clouds. We can imagine their joy when at length James' keen eye descried the little speck appearing and disappearing like a cork on the restless waters. Tom White, good boatman as he was, once had an unpleasant adventure alone in his whale-boat. He was "sculling" across the Bay when the wind changed to a "southerly buster" and sent him drifting out to sea; having no oars nor sails, he had to tear out a piece of the boat's lining planks to steer with as best he could. After being tossed about all night and next day he managed to guide the boat into a small bay inside the heads, when, he moored her and walked home, to the great joy of his family and friends, who had believed him lost.

        
A still more thrilling experience befell a poor woman resident in a neighbouring bay. She was going to Lyttelton, with only her husband and an old negro man of eighty years to manage the unwieldy boat. They reached Pigeon Bay heads against a strong wind, and pulled into shore; the man moored the boat, and left his wife and the old man in it, while he walked over the hill to find another man to assist him with the heavy boat. When they returned the boat was nowhere to be seen! She had broken her fastenings and drifted away with the helpless woman and equally helpless old man. For a week they rolled about in a heavy sea, and only had some raw potatoes in the boat to keep them from utter starvation. Fortunately they were picked up by Captain Gay and taken on board his vessel, the "Corsair," in a 
very exhausted condition. The poor woman had a little baby very shortly after her rescue. Captain Gay was fatherly and kind, besides being experienced, a similar event having happened a year or two before this time in his vessel. Mrs. John Hay left McKenzie Country (Tekapo Station) to pay a long-promised visit to Pigeon Bay, and embarked at Timaru in the "Corsair," wishing to avoid the long 

fatiguing coach journey. The voyage proved longer and weather, rougher than they expected, and Mrs. Hay's little son James (now solicitor, Timaru) was horn two days before their arrival in Pigeon Bay! Mrs. Hay could not speak highly enough of Captain Gay's kindness and consideration for her in the trying circumstances. Such episodes as these were only too common in those early days, when travelling was difficult and settlers isolated.

        
The first—and only—Home-built house erected in Pigeon Bay, was one brought out in sections ready to be put together by Mr. Thomas Kay, who with his family arrived about this time. Their first house—a thatched one—was burnt down, and then the imported one, left in Lyttelton until Mr. Kay decided finally where to locate it, was brought down and set up on the beautiful site where the "Brookshaw" of later days stands. The three families, Gays, Kays and Hays, had a fellow feeling for each other, as though the similarity in names were a bond of union. Mr. McKay and family arrived a year or two earlier than Messrs. Pitcaithley, Goodwin, Lyall, Budua, and Pettigrew, who came out within a few years of each other. The first experience Hay Bros, had of house-building was when they assisted Mr. McKay to build his first house on the hill, the timber for which was grown, sawn and seasoned on the place. All these names are as familiar now as ever; though death has thinned the ranks of these first settlers, their descendants still remain the "old identities" of Pigeon Bay.
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The Goldfields.
        

        

The summer of 1861-2 was enlivened by the excitement of the gold discoveries in Otago, starting with '"Gabriel's (July'—named after the discoverer, Gabriel Reid. The first gold escort came into Dunedin in August, 1861, with over 5,000 ounces of gold; and fresh fields were speedily found in other parts of the Province. The most notable find was the "Dunstan" field, the two proprietors of which came in with 1,047 ounces of gold when they reported their new discovery, for which they received a Government reward of £2,000. The new 
El Dorado attracted men of all nationalities; they literally poured into Dunedin like a swarm of locusts, over-running the old identities of that place to their no small consternation. Many a good story has been told of the jealousy and antagonism with which the strangers were viewed by the sober Scotch settlers, who had a deeply-rooted objection—as one expressed it—to "thae folk an' their cloot hooses (
Anglicé tents), they're no canny!"

        
When the fame of these gold discoveries reached our district it induced a mild attack of what was then known as the "Gold Fever," and dames went off to try his luck 

with a party of five others from Pigeon Bay. They found the fields rich; but so small that they had difficulty in getting a good "claim"—all were so speedily taken up and worked out. However, they met with a fair amount of success. When at the end of four months the party broke up, James' share netted him £120 after paying all expenses there and back, no small item in those days. At the time he was there it was estimated that there were 60,000 men on the goldfields—"all sorts and conditions of men"—the thirst for gold bringing many desperadoes on the scene, whose presence increased the intensity of living. It was, therefore, to a youth brought up like James in the seclusion of a country home, a wonderful revelation of the human passions, and not by any means a desirable one. So rapidly did men rush to those goldfields that 20,000 people were added to the population of New Zealand within four or five months of their discovery.

        
The demand for food products that naturally followed, with the high prices obtainable, was welcomed by all pastoralists and dairy farmers in the Canterbury and Wellington Provinces, as well as by those in the immediate neighbourhood, and for a time greatly assisted the advancement of the colony. The winning of gold from Mother Earth at the rate of £2,000,000 per annum for the first four years could not but influence the whole of New Zealand from south to north; but though its beneficial effects must have been patent to everyone, still the Press and people of Canterbury, like the Dunedinites, strongly objected to the erection of "cloot hooses" in their vicinity. The 
Lyttelton Times of July 30th, 1864, had a leading article just after the outbreak of the West Coast goldfields at Hokitika and Greymouth, from which we quote the following sentences:—"A gold field is to be forced upon Canterbury, without the consent and against the express desire of the settlers—they must nevertheless submit to 

fate.… The consolation exists that the goldfield has turned up in the remotest corner of the Province! "The writer apparently thought it a grievance that the forces of nature should segregate the precious metal in this Province at all! A bonus of £200 was eventually dragged out of Government as a reward to the prospectors. It is curious to note the demands now made—when the glory of these goldfields has' departed—for a railway to this "remotest corner." So ideas change in this changeable age! At a later date £1,000 was offered for the finding of gold in what is now known as Canterbury, that is, 
cast Canter-bury of those days, the fact of its presence in southern parts as well as north and west induced the hope that also in the central and eastern parts of the Province it might be found; but no one has been lucky enough, so far, to discover it in payable quantities.

        
The last of Mr. Hay's letters to his brother that we have in our possession bears date 16th January, 1862—in it he mentions their pleasure in welcoming James home from the goldfields safe and well, and also records the arrival in New Zealand of Mr. James Hay, a brother of Mr. John Hay. He came from "Knockindale," Ayrshire, Scotland, and remained some time in Annandale. Eventually, after some wanderings, he settled down with his brother in "Barbrafield," near Temuka, where he chiefly resided. Mr. John Hay bought this last-named farm about the year 1863, and soon after left the McKenzie Country station (Tekapo) to the care of a manager, and removed to his Temuka home.

        
About the year 1861-2, Mrs. Sinclair and family sold their property to Mr. G. Holmes, and left New Zealand to find "fresh fields and pastures new." We have already told how expert the young ladies of this family were in boating, riding, shooting, &c. These outdoor accomplishments no doubt added charms to the free life they so 

enjoyed before their privacy was invaded by new arrivals. That this fact mainly conduced to their leaving New Zealand is doubtless true; the influx of a population robbed their retreat of its greatest charm in their eyes. They set sail in the barque "Corsair," owned by Captain Gay, which they fitted up with every comfort possible within its limits, as a family ark, to convey them all on a voyage of discovery "over the sea's and far away."Captain Gay—Mrs. Sinclair's son-in-law—went with them as captain of the vessel. They touched at Honolulu first, then landed at British Columbia, thinking to settle there, but found it too cold for stock in winter. They found they would require to house the animals, a thing unheard of in New Zealand, so they returned to Honolulu, intending to spend the winter there. Eventually they negotiated with Kamehameha V., King of the Sandwich Islands, for one of his islands, Niihau. Here they settled, and after-wards bought part of the island Kauai as well. Their property is therefore a very fine one, and they have prospered exceedingly. Their romantic voyage and Utopian life in their lovely tropical home is very - brightly described in "Tales of Banks Peninsula," p. 110, an extract from Miss Bird's book

* describing those islands being there given, in which she does full justice to the subject.

        
Mrs. Sinclair, senr., died in 1893 at the advanced age of 93. Up to the last this energetic old lady managed her business affairs herself, nor would she consent to be deposed from the control and headship of her estate, even when almost incapacitated by old age. James Gay—the captain's eldest son by a former marriage—who was a merry-hearted youth at school with James and Tom Hay in Pigeon Bay (hence their warm friendship), also had an estate in one of the Sandwich Islands), Oahu, where he prospered, but did 

not enjoy good health. He was younger than the two young Sinclair's, James and Frank, who were grown up when he, James and Tom Hay were at school. Mr. Frank Sinclair published a volume of poems, some of them very tine indeed, culled "Ballads and Poems from the Pacific."

        
No doubt the lovely scenes in his island home helped to foster his poetic fancy. His wife has published a fine volume containing her own drawings of the flora of the Sandwich Islands, with a short description of each one. It is beautifully got up, the flowers and colours exact in form and hue to the originals, which are famed for their richness and beauty. A copy of this beautiful volume was given by Mr. and Mrs. F. Sinclair to Robert Hay when he visited Sandwich Islands in 1887-8, so it can be seen by any member of the "clan" who like to ask "Uncle Bob" to show it to them, and well worth inspection it is. Mrs. F. Sinclair is a daughter of Mr. Hutcheson, of Oamaru (brother of Mr. J. Hutcheson and Mrs. Sinclair), who came to New Zealand later than the others, and therefore was not so associated with their early struggles. His son it was who, a few years ago, wrote some accounts of the early days in the Otago paper above referred to, in conjunction with his uncle, Mr. J. Hutcheson.

        
As mentioned above, we have quoted for the last time from Mr. Hay's letters Home. His last letter (that we have knowledge of) was written in his happiest style, and with no apparent foreshadowing of the evil days to come, which then were drawing very near. We would fain linger on these last happy weeks preceding the beginning of sorrows to them, the greatest they had yet known. But the memory of this time is in the heart of each member of the family a sacred thing; there let us leave it.

      



* Now Mrs. Bishop, the well-known lady traveller and author.
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Bush Fires and Law.
        

        

The next two years were sadly troubled ones for the family, involving in their course struggle, loss, and finally heavy sorrow, when the household was suddenly, by a terrible accident, deprived of its beloved head. In telling this part of the family story, the writer has a keen sense of the difficulty of explaining matters truthfully, and at the same time without seeming prejudice, or other unworthy feeling. If we touch upon the subject at all, we must do so honestly, stating the facts of the case simply as they occurred. It has been our earnest endeavour all through these pages to avoid exaggerations, and here we recognise that, in relating the events of this time, we may lay ourselves open to the charge, for is not truth sometimes "stranger than fiction?" Yet we shall more likely err in under, rather than over-stating the facts; for having no written records of this trying time adds to our difficultly in gathering the details in their sequence. The elder members of the family, however, happily for the writer, have very distinct recollections of the troubles and calamities that succeeded each other thick and fast, leaving them well-nigh overwhelmed with grief and loss.

        


        
There had been some years of progress for the now eleven-years-old province—extension of commerce and enterprise, and the coming and going of ships to carry their products to foreign markets, as well as to bring necessary imports from the Old World. As shipping increased the more manifest became the want of direct land carriage to the places of production, for the export as well as import trades. The late Mr. W. S. Moorhouse (the same who accompanied Mr. Hay to Australia in the "Gratitude") is the man to whom New Zealand owes the conception of linking the plains of Canterbury to the outer world by means of a tunnel railway through the Port Hills. His proposals were at first regarded as visionary, but the result has amply justified his far-sightedness in almost forcing his scheme on an unbelieving public. Messrs. Holmes and Richardson were the contractors for carrying out the undertaking. They commenced work on both sides of the hill, thus working inwards until they met in the centre of the tunnel. The work so actively proceeding inspired confidence in the realisation of still greater hopes for the success of the province. Mr. Holmes had lately arrived from Melbourne and bought Mrs. Sinclair's property in Pigeon Bay, where he resided.

        
The Peninsula settlers naturally shared in the general success, and never had the prospects of our family seemed brighter than just before the gathering of the cloud that was soon to burst upon them. By this time James and Tom were taking a still more active interest in the work and management of the place, and their father was beginning to feel that there was a prospect of greater ease and comfort before him titan he had yet enjoyed. They each took their share of the book-keeping off his hands, James taking the stock book into his charge, and Tom the labour and "day-book," a general diary in which all the
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work and events of each day were written down every evening.

* Tom also kept the accounts, and was beginning to write the business letters, while James had begun to take business trips, and was getting initiated into the buying and selling of stock. William, after having had the advantage of a year or two of Mr. Fitzgerald's tuition, had been sent to Christchurch and placed in a merchant's office Mr. J. D McPherson's which was of benefit to him as a business training. The younger members of the family were making good progress at the Pigeon Bay "Academy."

        
In explanation of how the "cloud no bigger than a mans hand" appeared on their horizon, we can only state that it was the practice among settlers on the Peninsula to burn heaps of rubbish, fern, or scrub on the hills, by way of making some attempt at clearing the land, before the greater work of bush-felling was entered upon. For years this had been done, and never before had it resulted in trouble between neighbours. It was therefore with no thought of consequences that James, early one morning, on his way to bring the cows from Totara Gully, set fire to a dry bunch of fern. So early was it that two sawyers then working for Mr. Hay, and camped near Totara Bridge, were still sound asleep when James looked in upon them on his homeward way. Three weeks followed of perfectly calm autumn weather, before the fire reached the top of the hill; all this time it smouldered, unnoticed among many similar fires. It only required a stiff breeze to wake them all to life, and when at length that condition was fulfilled the Peninsula hills presented a magnificent appearance, with their bold heights clothed in flames. Never before in the memory of man had their rocky summits been so 

illuminated. Fire flashed from all points with ever-changing radiance, suggesting cities and citadels holding high revelry, their gleaming towers and turrets ablaze with brilliance, which made the nights glorious. The vast conflagrations of that dry autumn season were long remembered, and every one knew they had not one, but many beginnings.

        
It was with considerable astonishment, therefore, that Mr. Hay received a writ served by Mr. Holmes for £3000, for damages done to his bush by 
Mr Hay's fire. That such a claim should have been made in view of the fact that the hills were all aflame with scores of 
other fires, was the hardship, and Mr. Hay took immediate legal advice for entering a defence against this, to him, monstrous demand. The first time the case came on, it was found requisite to adjourn it for three months on account of some legal technicality having been overlooked. Again they were all in waiting for the hearing, witnesses and all parties concerned being in town, when, the night before the case was to be heard, the daughter of Mr. T. S. Duncan, Mr. Hay's solicitor, died, and again the case had to be postponed. In consequence of these delays, there were almost nine months of suspense to be borne, during which time Mr. Holmes had reached the height of his popularity in Christchurch, owing to the public work he was engaged in—
viz., the tunnel railway—and to that cause we may possibly attribute the extraordinary verdict of the jury. The case went wholly against Mr. Hay, and the 
full amount claimed for damages was awarded, an utterly unaccountable procedure in the light of after events. There was no lack of evidence on defendant's side; indeed Mr. Hay's solicitor, Mr. T. S. Duncan, was so sure of a favourable verdict, that he would not take the trouble (as Mr. Hay much wished) to have the land surveyed, to trace the course of the Totara Gully fire, deeming it quite unnecessary.

        


        
The chief witnesses on Mr. Hay's side were two men who had contracts for the forming of the Purau line of road; these men, each with a gang of road labourers under him, were employed for many months on this road before and after the fires began. Their evidence was that fires sprang up and spread from so many points all around, that they attested to the impossibility of swearing to any one fire in particular as being responsible for the burning of Mr. Holmes* bush; that they distinctly saw the bush on fire at various points, in fact surrounded with fire; and from their high vantage ground and constant presence on the roads under their charge, they had every opportunity of accurately judging. They were, moreover, respectable men, and independent witnesses, who had no interest on one side more than another, giving only the unprejudiced evidence of their eyesight. Vet they were discredited, while others, actuated apparently by prejudice or self-interest, certainly 
not by positive knowledge, were believed. We state this advisedly, as the chief witness on Mr. Holmes' side was one of the two men whom James looked in upon 
asleep in their whare that morning as he returned with the cows 
after lighting the fern-bush. This man was at the time of the fire case working for Mr. Holmes, and swore to 
seeing James light the fire. To use his own expression, it (the fire) flew up the hill faster than a horse could gallop," 
on route to Holmes' forest, while he stood and watched it! This flagrant untruth ought to have rendered the evidence of this witness valueless, but instead he was one of the plaintiff's most telling witnesses. Besides, there had been no idea of denying or hiding the act, it was done openly and avowed frankly; moreover, it was patent to everyone that the fire had slumbered unnoticed (if not expired) for three weeks before the wind arose and fanned every faint spark into active flame.

        


        
Mr. Hay made an effort to have a re-hearing of the case, but this appeal was refused by the Court, on what grounds we cannot now recall. It was a crushing blow, for the amount was swelled by the adjournments and consequent expenses, 
all of which were laid on Mr. Hay, augmenting the final amount to £5000. It would have been still more, but for the fact of Mr. Holmes circumventing himself through a hasty error. He sent the bailiffs into Annandale two or three days after the case was decided, a tiling he had no legal right to have done, and which was, moreover, an insult added to an injury. For this action he had to forfeit his own proportion of the law expenses. A much over-estimated valuation had been made, and was put forward in evidence, as to the total destruction and deteriorating effect of the fire on the bush for timber purposes, the amount claimed being based on this. It is a noteworthy fact that, years after this date, the gentleman who made this valuation confessed his sorrow at the circumstance to Hay Brothers.

        
As an actual fact, the fire did a great amount of 
good to Mr. Holmes' estate in clearing it of the undergrowth and rubbish, rendering the work of felling and haulage of the timber to the saw-mills comparatively easy. The standing trees were not destroyed, but were simply ready to be cut up for timber, it being no detriment, but a positive advantage, to have the foliage burnt away, as every bushman knows. Mr. Holmes himself admitted afterwards that the fire had done him "more good than harm," and it was well known that he was as much surprised as most people at the success of his law-suit. It meant all but ruin to Mr. Hay; yet he faced the trouble with his usual brave spirit, and promptly paid the money.

        
Immediately after this decision, and induced by it Marshall brothers, another Bay family, resolved to try 

their luck too, and sued Mr. Hay to the extent of £1,100, for damage to their property from the same fire. Certainly there was no more justice in their claim than in that of Holmes', but that gave no security against its recognition by law, equally with the other. There were no fresh witnesses called, nor further evidence given, for the same witnesses were subpæned as in the former case; and yet at this trial the verdict was given for the defendant. Such are the vagaries of the law! There was one difference however, and only one, between the two cases; but that was a 
radical difference, and meant more than meets the eye; there was another 
jury headed by another 
foreman. This last case only confirmed Hay brothers in their opinion—that the first case was to all intents and purposes decided before it was heard, the verdict being a foregone conclusion. This seems a hard saying, but it is the truth of the matter. There were others ready to come on, if Marshall had won their case, with claims of equal validity—Grubb and Allen, Somerville, etc, who had each sections somewhere on Pigeon Bay hills. The verdict in Marshall's case, however, quenched the ardour of the rest: but we can readily understand the effect of this accumulation of worry on Mr. Hay's mind.

        
We have come now to the saddest part of this dreary time of frustration and calamity, for these troubles were but the fore-runners of a yet greater one, as they were undoubtedly the indirect cause. We allude to Mr. Hay's tragic death, which happened 
before the hearing of Marshall's case, and which we shall describe in our next chapter.

      



* Those diaries would have been invaluable aids to us in compiling these records of past years, but, alas! all were lost in the landslip of 1886, when the old homestead was swept away.
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Sorrow and Death.
        

        

The truth of the old proverb, "Misfortunes never come singly," was soon to be bitterly realized by Mrs. Hay and family, when the troubles of this time culminated in the death of the beloved husband and father. Immediately after the conclusion of the first fire case (after coming home for two or three days) Mr. Hay returned to Christchurch to settle the law claims. From there he journeyed to Tekapo to see Mr. John Hay about the sale of that station, as Mr. J. Hay wished to come nearer to a centre for the sake of his children's education. It was about this time Mr. J. Hay bought Barbrafield, near Temuka, where the remainder of his life was spent.

*

        
Mr. Hay, who had been a fortnight away, was passing-through Christchurch on his way home, when he was met with the news that more litigation was on foot. Just before leaving town on 26th November he was served with a writ from Marshall Brothers, damages £1,100, and informed that other parties were waiting to follow suit should this second claim be successful. The few friends he met in town to whom he could speak of the troubles that oppressed him could see how he suffered; and well his own family could understand the feelings that must have over-mastered him as he contemplated the prospect before him.

        


        
He could only see a vista of lire cases looming in the future, one based on the success of its predecessor so that if he were to judge by the Holmes' case (and what else had he to go by!) nothing but absolute ruin was to be expected. How could he meet them, and when would they end! Might not the whole immediate neighbourhood, with equally valid claim, rise up against him?
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Alter long years of struggle and difficulty, in which even their lives had been endangered, and many troubles bravely met and overcome, it was hard to find now, when he might reasonably hope tor some respite, wave after wave of desolation sweeping over him, leaving him stranded, to begin again the weary fight when heart and strength were failing. Only too well could the family picture him setting forth on his walk over the Port Hills in the dusk 

of evening, engrossed in troubled thought, the fateful writ in his pocket. He had meant to spend the night in Lyttelton and get home by whaleboat next day, accompanied by Mr. S. C. Farr, who had met him in Christchurch and arranged to go down with him to lay off a township in Pigeon Bay. They left Christchurch together in the trap that in those days conveyed passengers to the foot of the hills, and together they walked up the mountain-path. When near the top they were met by a man coming down the hill, who stopped Mr. Hay to speak to him. Mr. Farr, after waiting a little while, walked slowly on, and finally reached Lyttelton, where he expected Mr. Hay to join him. Next morning, on going to the wharf, Mr. Farr could hear no tidings of Mr. Hay from anyone, nor was there any boat in waiting. He therefore concluded Mr. Hay had had occasion to go back to Christchurch, and returned there himself, only to learn that Mr. Hay had not been seen nor heard of since the day before, and was believed by all his friends to be on his homeward way. There was anxiety felt as soon as it became known he had not reached Lyttelton, and a search party was at once organised.

        
Meanwhile the family in Pigeon Kay, knowing his return was not definitely fixed to a day or two, felt no uneasiness until late one evening a rumour reached James and Tom that their father had started on his journey home two days before. Early the next morning they were roused by a tap at their bedroom window, and were startled to find their brother Willie and Mr. T. S. Duncan standing out-side. One look in their faces was enough to confirm James' and Tom's worst fears. Mr. Duncan and Willie had come from Lyttelton by whaleboat to break the distressing news that the day before, viz., 28th November, Mr. Hay's body had been found at the foot of a precipice on the Port Hills, a fall of at least 50 feet sheer over a crag. The path was a narrow zig-zag track, very steep and rock-bound, with sharp turns, across one of the worst 

of which Mr. Hay had taken one step too far in the darkness.

        
When he was last seen near the summit it was almost dark, and must have been quite so by the time he gained the top. He was a good walker, with a firm free tread, and so familiar with hill-tracks that he would have no thought of danger as he strode down the steep path.

        
To his family, who knew his ways so well, the manner of his death was as clear as if they had been with him and seen him fall over the cliff. He was in the habit of walking with head bent and eyes undiscerning when in earnest thought; his sight, too, had greatly failed in his later years, and it was easy to understand how, in the pre-occupation of his mind, the false step was taken that led him so suddenly into the "Silent Land."

        
We shall not dwell on the heartrending grief of wife and family—that needs no telling.

        
James returned with Mr. Duncan and Willie that day to Lyttelton, Tom and brothers the next. An inquest was held in Lyttelton, and the evidence pointed to the fact that death must have been instantaneous, his neck having been broken by the fall. It was at least a comfort to know that he did not suffer a lingering agony alone on the dark hillside. The family shall ever hold in grateful remembrance the true practical sympathy of their kind friends, Mr. and Mrs. Stout, of Lyttelton, who did all in their power to help and comfort them during those sad days. Mr. Stout made all necessary arrangements for the removal of Mr. Hay's remains by special conveyance to Christchurch. As it happened, the first day the train ran from Heathcote—or Ferry Bridge as it was then called—was the day before the funeral. This greatly lessened the inconvenience of the journey for distant friends. Mr. Hay's sorrowing sons and friends laid him to rest in Addington Churchyard on the 1st of December, 1863.

      



* For a few years Tekapo Station was left to the care of a manager, ultimately it was sold.
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Sowing and Reaping.
        

        

Mrs. Hay bore her great sorrow with fortitude, nerving herself to face the future with courage and calmness for the sake of her family. There was much to be done, and they must do it—God helping them—to the best of their ability. How much they missed the strong, capable spirit, the guide and head of the home, in the storm that still circled round them, threatening financial ruin, could only be realised by the elder members of the family, who, with their mother, had to take upon their shoulders the burden of the fight. James was 22½, Tom 21, and Willie 18 when they had to take up the business of life and carry out their father's plans as well as they could in their youth and inexperience of the world's ways. They were heavily handicapped, owing to the pecuniary loss they had sustained; but being all endowed with energy and determination, they set themselves to the work that lay before them.

        
A few weeks after Mr. Hay's death the Marshall case came on, and we know how it ended. That being over they had no more dread of law-suits for that time; the other parties got a check when. Hay Brothers won in 

Marshall's suit. This was by no means the last of their fire troubles, however: 
they themselves lost repeatedly through the fires of neighbours in future years—both sheep and fencing but they never sued for damages, though more than once they had cause enough. Again, years afterward, they were defendants in fire cases, some of the parties who, caused the loss of their sheep and fencing and others, being plaintiffs. None of these cases, however, trying as they were, between neighbours who had formerly
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got on amicably, were fraught with consequences so disastrous as the first two, which bound in chains of fiery trial the last months of their father's life.

        
Onwards from 1863 for several years there was little to break the monotony of work, except the variety of it. Yet, though busy years, they were happy ones, for the family were united and contented, proving the truth of the Proverb—"It is good for a man that he bear the yoke in his youth." As time wore on they began to carry on work on more extended lines than formerly, as the property 

became yearly capable of carrying more stock, and the changes in the markets necessitated an alteration of system. Mr. Hay had been in the habit of killing most of the young calves, so as not to impoverish the milk supply, cheese (especially "Port Cooper cheese," which included all the Peninsula dairies, and as a rule, topped the market) being such a good price at that time, that he considered it paid better to secure a quantity yearly, and only to rear sufficient calves to keep up the stock for dairy purposes. Now Hay brothers found it would pay them better to rear all the calves, and sell fat cattle or beef. They effected a sale of 50 fat bullocks soon after Mr. Hay's death, which realised £22 per head nett, after paying all expenses. They also killed cattle on the place, and disposed of them in the following manner:—they cut them into quarter's and sewed them up in bags; then sent them up to Lyttelton by a whale-boat in charge of Moses Barton paying him £1 per head for freight. Moses Barton was the man who brought the mails, which they now received once a week; he lived in Pigeon Bay at this time. They had the beef ready for him, and loaded his boat in the night, at whatever time Moses called out he was there, so that he could make a very early start for Lyttelton, unload his cargo of beef, and return with his mails at the usual time. Their most frequent course, however, latterly, was to sell the cattle alive, and drive them in mobs to Christchurch, a distance of 50 miles by road. These journeys usually occupied from three to four days. These satisfactory results soon induced them to deal more largely in fat stock, but they managed also to keep their cheese supply well up to its average.

        
We explained how Mr. Hay in former times managed his cropping and clearing in small lots at a time; but since the first rush of the diggings was over, potatoes became 

low in price; they were grown so extensively on the plains, and with so much less labour, that Hay Brothers soon found their growth unprofitable. They also found that to make any progress in the clearing of their land a new departure had to he taken, and they were the first to commence "bush-felling" on an extensive scale on the Peninsula. The first contract they let was fifty acres at £5 per acre. They had great difficulty at first in getting the Maoris—or even white men to do this work; so accustomed were they to the old Maori ways, that even for this high pay they would scarcely begin so formidable a contract. Soon there were plenty of applicants for the work, and it was found remunerative enough to the men at less cost. Gradually the price came down to, £2 per acre, and now the rates range from that to £1—according to the nature of the bush to be cut down.

        
The first flock of sheep they had was bought from Mr. Buchanan, of Little River, 500 in number; these had been purchased and brought home in April, 1863, seven months before Mr. Hay's death. Their stocks of cattle and sheep were increased as their land was cleared and sown down in grass; but for many years they were very much retarded by the constant heavy outlay for bush-felling, fencing, etc. All the money they made was spent 
in clearing off by degrees the debt incurred by the law suit, and on improving the place, thereby increasing the value for the family when it came to be divided. At the time of Mr. Hay's death the area of Annandale was a little over 900 acres of freehold, besides which they held "pre-emptive right" over 2000 more, for which they paid a yearly rent of £1 per 100 acres. From time to time—as they could afford to do so—they bought in blocks of land, and when challenged, had the first chance of acquiring the Crown lands over which they held pre-emption. The price of 

government land being now £2 per acre, it cost at least £3 more for bush-felling, burning, etc., before it was ready to fence.

        
Mr. Hay had always been favourable to the arrival of good settlers, and had given every encouragement and help to them. A very good history—in brief—of the progress of Pigeon Bay is given in "Tales of Banks Peninsula (Chap. 7, Pigeon Bay; pp. 231-237). The names of a few of the settlers are there given; but many more are not given, who have proved excellent colonists and neighbours. Some little time before Mr. Hay's death he bought two pounds of a new kind of grass-seed called "orchard grass," imported from Home by Mr. Wm. Wilson, seed merchant, of Christchurch, and recommended by him as likely to suit the soil and climate of New Zealand. It was sold at 2s. 6d. per pound. Mr. Hay had tried it and found it suitable, and, shortly before he died, had sown a paddock with it, and saved some of the seed for future use. The volcanic soil of the Peninsula was found to be peculiarly adapted for the maturing of this seed. It was easy almost anywhere to grow the grass, but to procure good, clear seed was not so easy. Hay Brothers began to sow more of this grass each year as they cleared their land, till the best of their pasture land was laid down with it. They found it sweet and wholesome for stock, and were pleased to discover that its "holding" qualities were equally satisfactory. It exterminated other grasses in a very short time, as they proved by many experiments. They naturally expatiated to their friends and neighbours on its excellent qualities for pasturage, quoting their own experiences, and soon found they could profitably grow a crop for sale. Their first sale of it brought 10d. per pound, and one year after its general introduction they sold 70 tons at 8d. per pound.

        


        
Thus was begun the "cocksfoot" cultivation in New Zealand—so called because of its shape; it now knows no other name. It is now, and has been ever since its introduction, the staple industry, in conjunction with dairying of the Peninsula farmers; and it seems fitting that the fair fields on which it first flourished should still yield abundant harvests. Its cultivation is now universal on runs and pastoral country throughout New Zealand; but the farmers of arable land do not care to cultivate it for the simple reason that it takes possession of the soil, and refuses to be killed, even with the plough.

        
At first they were at a loss to know how to harvest this grass-seed, and have some amusing recollections of their early in-gatherings, when they bound it in sheaves and "stooked" (
Anglicé stacked) it Ayrshire fashion of fifty years ago. Sown, as it was, broadcast among stumps and stones on the rough hillsides, there could be only one way of cutting it: viz., with the reap-hook, and experience soon taught them the present simple plan of laying it down in bundles to dry, then threshing it with a Hail on a cloth. For some years after the introduction of this grass-seed industry Hay Brothers had to work harder than ever—if possible. They sowed it so extensively on the run and all over their place, that the labour of harvesting it became a Herculean one, especially when—as frequently happened—they had difficulty in getting men for the harvest season. One year, being unable to get men for love or money, they had to cut and thresh 
all their grass-seed themselves, in addition to their other work, which in itself was enough for them. Their day's work then extended longer than from "sun to sun," for they got up at 3 a.m., and after breakfast set off to their reaping, not to return till 8 or 9 p.m., when, after a well-earned supper, they retired to rest for five hours! They took their day's supply of food with them, or it was sent to them where they worked.

        


        
Such a state of things, however, could not last. As they extended their operations in so many other ways, it became impossible to overtake in one summer the actual labour involved. It is now many years since Hay Brothers gave up saving their grass-seed for sale, partly for the above reasons, but chiefly because they thought it better to cease competing with those around them who depended mainly upon the grass harvest for their nearly income.
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As soon as their land was cleared they sowed it dlown, piece by piece, with "cocksfoot." Every year, as the contracts for bush-felling and burning were finished, the land was laid down with seed. The sowing was always done by Hay Brothers themselves, and when long continued was arduous work, most of the country being steep and rough, especially on the runs and higher hills. The great advantage of this grass-seed is its suitability to rough as well as smooth country, and the fact that once sown it needs no further care, but grows luxuriantly year after year.

        


        
We have endeavoured in this chapter to give some idea of the work Hay Brothers had to do on Annandale Estate from the time of their father's death, when they had to take the entire responsibility themselves. The dairy which was carried on under Hannah's superintendence after she left school was in itself heavy enough, 40 to 60 cows being milked twice daily, each member of the family and servants taking fair shares. It can be understood, without saying, that the domestic department was no more of a sinecure than the out-door one, during the years of cheese-making especially, and with servants at a premium. The four daughters had all to take their share of domestic duty, even during school years, when at home; and they had the great advantage of gaining in this way a thorough practical training from the best of mother's.

        
Hannah and Agnes were sent for a year to a boarding-school, as a wind-up to their school life. According to the prospectus, the establishment excelled in every department of education, with all the "home comforts" added thereto. Though its vaunted excellence was a fairy-tale, and its "comforts" equally unsubstantial, yet the girls, who had been thoroughly grounded by Mr. Fitzgerald, benefited by the year spent in town, their naturally quick perceptions being sharpened and their shyness worn off. That sums up the advantages derived from the "Select Ladies Seminary" of those days.

        
About the year 1860 the first steamer was put on for the weekly mail-trip. She was a tug-boat called the "Planet," slow but sure, and thought much of, if only as an advance on the whaleboat. After a time she came twice a week, carrying mails and passengers. In course of time the "Planet" gave place to the "Betsy Douglas," which 
in her turn was followed by the "Halcyon." This smart little steamer held the running for several years. She was built 

out of the remains of H.M.S. "Orpheus," which was wrecked some years ago on the bar of Manukau Harbour, with a loss of 400 lives. In 1875 the "Halcyon" was superseded by a larger boat, built specially for the trade—the "Akaroa"—which ran thrice weekly. We have not since then advanced any further towards a daily mail service, although the steamer has been changed more than once. The "Banks Peninsula," a fine large steamer, was sent from Glasgow—where it was built—but was found to be too expensive for the Company, and was succeeded by the "Jane Douglas," which, in conjunction with the "John Anderson" for the other Bays, has held the Peninsula trade for many years.

*

        
The timber and firewood trades continued to flourish for many years, and numerous sailing crafts shared the trading with the steamers. Of late years the timber trade on the Peninsula has almost ceased, and even the firewood, once so abundant, is fast becoming a thing of the past.

        
Alas for the primeval forests of New Zealand! their loveliness has had to be sacrificed to utility in the forward march of civilization. In the midst of the approaching Canterbury Jubilee rejoicings over the progress made in our wonderful little country during the last 50 years, how few will give a thought to all that has been 
lost to us in that time! The decadence of the "noble savage," whose chiefs once ruled the land, with their romantic legends of the dim past, their all but lost arts—as beautiful as they are rare—how soon will they become effaced as completely as the giant chiefs of the forest that once crowned our hills and covered our valleys with verdant beauty. If the "Beautifying Association of Canterbury," that has lately taken the matter in hand, can only conserve for the coming 

generations some remnants of the grand natural bush of New Zealand, it will deserve the honour and fame that will be lavished upon it by our grateful posterity, who will have learned the value of the things that are passing away.

        

          

            
"Sir transit gloria mundi!"
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* In 1900 Messrs. Pitcaithly, Wallace and Co. put on a larger and a better steamer, the "Cygnet" for our mail and passenger service.
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Home Relatives
        

        

Until 1866, with the exception of Mr. and Mrs. John Hay and James their brother, the numerous Home relatives of the Hay family unknown 
to them except through the medium of correspondence and photographs infrequently exchanged. The arrival therefore at Annandale of the first pair of Scotch cousins towards the end of 1866 was hailed an event of unusual interest and excitement. This young couple were married in Londonderry, Ireland, just before; sailing for New Zealand, and were son and daughter respectively of Mrs. Hay's two eldest sisters Jean (Mrs. Caldwell) and Elizabeth (Mrs. Aitken). After some stay at Annandale they began colonial life on Tekapo Station, which Mr. Caldwell managed until it was sold a year or two later. Again they came to Pigeon Bay', till they got a place of their own at French Farm, Peninsula. Here they were joined 
in 1869 by Mrs. Caldwell, senr., Mr. and Mrs. Reid (Mrs. Caldwell's eldest daughter), and family. They were followed a year later by Mr. and Mrs. Hunter (Mrs. Caldwell's youngest daughter). This young couple settled a few miles from the Reid family, who had by this time bought "Toreros," Wainui. The first-named cousins, Mr. and Mrs. Thomas Caldwell, again moved south to Ashburton, where they were joined in 1875 by Mrs. Caldwell's father, mother and brother, Mr. and 

Mrs. Aitken, and Mr. Aitken, junr. Finally Mr. and Mrs. T. Caldwell went to the North Island—Tologa Bay—where they still remain, their family now grown up.

        
Surrounded as we are now by relatives, it will be difficult for our young people to understand the feelings of keen delight with which those aunts and cousins were received at Annandale. At last the gulfs of time and distance were bridged when Mrs. Hay could clasp her sisters by the hand! Need we say her welcome of each arrival was heartfelt? Mrs. Caldwell, senr., stayed a good deal with Mrs. Hay during the first years after her arrival. She was a typical Scotch character, comical, elever, full of "pawky" humors and romance, but her vocabulary was puzzling to the young "Maoris." Her droll stories and interest in young people made her popular with them. Both she and Mrs. Aitken outlived Mrs. Hay 10 or 12 years; they died within a short time of each other, at the age of 81 and so respectively. Mr. and Mrs. Hunter have been settled at Cust for many years, and are well-known and esteemed in that district. The licit! family still have the Wainui home, but the death of Mrs. Reid in October, 1893, left a great blank in their midst. She was much beloved for her many good works, and mourned by a wide circle of friends. Mr. Reid, who lived to a great age, died in April, 1899, at his son's residence in Wainui. His two daughters had—a few years before his death—joined the China Inland Mission, and soon after their mother's death set sail for China with a band of lady missionaries from New Zealand and Melbourne. They are now stationed in the Province, of Gan-Hwuy, devoting their lives to the spread of the Gospel in that dark land."

*

        



* At this date, 1901 the Misses Reid, with other missionaries, are in safe quarters at Shanghai, awaiting the conclusion of the Boxer rebellion, when they may safely return to their Stations. Many of the missionaries, alas, have laid down their lives during the past year—one of bloodshed, terror, and suffering to them all, which only their love and faith in their God could give them courage to endure.




        
We have been making strides over a length of years in sketching the arrival and subsequent careers of these relatives in New Zealand, and must go hack now to pick up the thread of our story. In 1869, Tom showed symptoms of chest weakness the result of overwork partly, and a cold caught after measles when a lad. He had hardly recovered from that disease, when one day he stole out to see a new arrival in the stockyard, viz., a calf! He paid dearly for his thoughtlessness, for the relapse left asthmatic tendencies, which became chronic, though not severe. His illness at this time took the form of hemorrhage of the lungs, which alarmed Mrs. Hay, unused as she was to delicacy in her family. Dr. Turnbull, of Christchurch, promptly ordered him a long sea voyage, and, acting with characteristic energy, Tom lost no time in setting forth on a visit to the Old Country in quest of health, with a 
soupcon of business simmering in his brain, to add zest to his journey! It was with anxious hearts Mrs. Hay and the family said farewell to him one busy morning in November, 1869. In those days of long voyages in sailing ships, it was a trial to the faith and patience to see one go forth in weak bodily health to cross the great sea, the future all unknown. "He went 
via Melbourne, staved there seven weeks, and consulted Dr. Fitzgerald (now Sir T. N Fitzgerald), who even then had a high reputation in that city. He continued Dr. Turnbull's opinion, which was a grave one, of the case. Tom embarked on his voyage, feeling depressed as to the result, for lie had not derived any benefit from his stay in Melbourne. It was, not long, however, till he felt the pure ozone of the ocean invigorating him. In 28 days he had gained exactly 28 lbs., and his weight materially increased after that before he landed in England. This personal experience made him-ever afterwards an advocate of the efficacy of a voyage in cases of chest delicacy, if taken in time. In his 

case it was a complete cure of the lung weakness, only the asthmatic tendency remained.

        
On arriving in England he joined his aunt and uncle, Mr. and Mrs. Aitken, at Matlock Bank Hydropathical Establishment (they were staying there for summer holidays), where he spent some weeks, receiving, treatment from Mr. Smedley, then head of the place. Afterwards he visited the quaint old town of Poole, Dorsetshire, where dwelt "Uncle Tom" (Rev. Thomas Orr), a familiar and beloved name amongst the elders of our family circle, both at Home and in New Zealand, as also is the twin name, "Uncle William." These uncles (mentioned at the beginning of our story) were both men of genial character. "Uncle Tom" was a Congregational Minister in Poole at the time of which we writing. Soon after this he was called to Windsor, where he laboured for many years, and became known and respected by the Queen as "John Brown's" minister, and of others of her household besides. He was at the death-bed of the Queen's favorite "gillie "John Brown, and his prayer at the funeral so touched Her Majesty, who was present, that she burst into tears, and, warmly grasping his hand, asked for a copy of the prayer; it was an extempore prayer, but uncle recalled it as 
verbatim as possible and gave it to Her Majesty, who after wards had it printed. In remembrance of that day the Queen presented uncle with a handsome family Bible, and wrote his name therein with her own hand. She also gave him a large framed photograph of herself, and showed him and his family many kindnesses besides. This dear old uncle retired from the ministry many years ago, and lived in Crouch End, London (his sons being in business in the City) until his death in October, 1895. Many reminiscences are called up to the writer by the mention of his name, of happy young days spent in his genial company and 

that of his good wife, who was famed for her beauty. She still resides in London with her sons and daughters.

        
The other uncle—William—was as good a character, though differently circumstanced through life. He was an excellent farmer—
too good to be a successful one in those days of high rents and game-infested country. His fine, true nature made him beloved by all who knew him, equally with his large-hearted, capable wife. In their home also Tom was warmly welcomed. At that date, 1869, Uncle William had Kirkland's Farm, Kirkoswald, on the Carrick shore, Ayrshire—a place made famous by Burns' "Tam o' Shanter" and "Soutar Johnnie." Descendants of these worthies (or, rather, of their originals) still live in Kirk Oswald, and, strange to say, some have found their way out to Canterbury, New Zealand. The late Mr. Douglas Graham, who is mentioned in our Riccarton chapter, and who 'managed the late Mr. Deans' estate (during Mr. John Deans' minority) until his death in 1872, was a grandson and namesake of Tam o' Chanter (whose real name was Douglas Graham), and there are others of the same family and circle in New Zealand.

        
Near the old village of Kirk Oswald is the 'quaint little town of Maybole, so called from the dreary dungeon or "keep," where one of the ancient wicked marquises of Ailza (or Ailsa) imprisoned his beautiful and innocent wife, May (Marion), for years on a false charge. The round keep, or tower of the old castle, is in ruins, but is all that remains of one of the oldest castles in Scotland. When the writer last saw this old-world ruin (over 25 years ago) the "bole," through which the poor May tried in vain to look on the outer world, was still to be seen, a narrow slit in the thick wall of the dungeon tower. Our memories of Kirklands Farm and surroundings are associated with many grim tales of past ages, when smugglers and freebooters did dark 

daring deeds; indeed, the whole district seemed to transport one back through the centuries, for everything betokened age; even the customs of the place suggested the habitudes of olden times. Merry memories, too, surround the dear old farm, as we look back through the vista of years. But we are dwelling too long on the glories that have departed, and losing our thread again.

        
A few years after Tom's visit Home our Uncle William died, and Kirklands ever afterwards had the saddest associations for Aunt, who was left with a large young family. Soon after that they sold out of the farm, and the two eldest girls, Eliza and Hannah Orr, bravely came out to New Zealand alone, and prepared a home for their mother and the others. They are nearly all now settled happily in or near Christchurch, most of the large family married and prosperous. It was with our good Aunt, Mrs. Orr, that the last remaining member of the old Orr family, "Aunt Mary," lived to the end of her long life. Mrs. Orr herself is now the last link that binds us to the far past, being the only one surviving of the last generation in our family circle.

        
To return to Tom, whom we left making the acquaintance of his various Home relatives: His health having improved, he combined business with pleasure, and travelled all over England, Scotland, and Ireland, visiting the most important cattle counties, shows, and grazing farms. Amongst the rest he visited Mr. Booth's famous cattle-farm in Yorkshire, where he got a fund of useful information on one of the most interesting subjects to him: viz., the rearing of pure-bred shorthorn cattle. All the sight-seeing he did was in pursuing these journeys, which, fortunately, took him through some of the finest Scottish scenery. He spent some weeks with his Uncle Robert at Midbuiston Farm, where he felt thoroughly at home (as at 

Kirklands). This fine old man—.Mr. Hay of Midbuiston—was, at the 'late of Tom's visit, hale and hearty, and his welcome was as t hat of a father to a son. Tom ever held this uncle in the warmest esteem—a feeling that was shared in by each and all of the Hay family, when they too received his welcome to the old country. Through him Tom found out his numerous aunts and cousins on the Hay side (he being the only uncle surviving), and visited them all. Those he knew best, however, were the Midbuiston cousins, and Mr. William and Miss Hay, of Glasgow, brother and sister of Messrs, John and dames Hay, of Temuka Mr. and Miss Hay of Glasgow

* have ever extended a warm welcome to their New Zealand relatives on all occasions, and are deservedly popular with all, old and young.

        
It was in May,1870, that this New Zealand cousin, an object of interest, because the first of his kind ever seen or known amongst us, reached Scotland and became a familiar figure in the homes, both town and country, of his relatives. His head-quarters, when in Scotland, was in Glasgow, the home of the writer's parents. There and then was begun the lifelong friendship between the families of Hay and Guthrie, which has since culminated in three marriages.

        
For the sake of those of our "clan" who are descended from Jr. Guthrie, it seems to us right to give a short sketch also of his career, which, though in a very different line of life from Mr. Hay's, was an equally noble one, and as worthy of imitation. We shall therefore, at this point, devote a, few pages to these grand-parents, before continuing to follow the fortunes of our New Zealander at Home.

      



* Mr. Hay has recently died.
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Like the grandfather whose story we have been telling in the previous pages, this grandfather—also a pioneer, possessed a brave, bright spirit, and fought a hard fight all through life, although with different foes and weapons. His whole life was a beautiful example of unselfish heroism, joined to fine powers, which he spent freely for the good of others.

        
John Guthrie was born in May, 1814, in the village of Milnathort, near Kinross, a small town on the banks of Loch Leven, Scotland. In the centre of the loch stands the lonely "Isle" and ruins of the castle where Mary, Queen of Scots, was imprisoned for the year 1567; it was there she was forced to sign her abdication of the tin-one of Scotland, and from that old castle she managed to escape in 1568 by the aid of Douglas, who threw the keys of the castle into the waters of the loch. There is another island called St. Serf's Inch, at the east end of the Loch, larger than "Queen Mary's Island," on which are the ruins of one of the most ancient Culdee Abbeys in Scotland. The island was said to be dedicated to God by the last of the Pietish kings, St. Servan, some Culdee hermits taking up their abode there to worship. Hence the name: St. Serf's Inch. The whole neighbourhood is renowned for its romantic associations, its ruins of castle, kirk, and mansion.

        


        
John Outline, senr. (the writer's grandfather), was a manufacturer of woollen fabrics in Milnathort, and a man of intellectual tastes. He was an elder in the Anti-Burgher Church, and was very proud of being a descendant, in direct line, of Win and James Guthrie, who were prominent in the days of the Persecution, James dying the death of a martyr for conscience" sake. There


[image: Loch Leven, Isle, and Castie, Kinross, Scotland.]

Loch Leven, Isle, and Castie, Kinross, Scotland.

was a family of six in the Milnathort home, John being third in age. James, the eldest son, died young; he had been pursuing the study of astronomy, and gave promise of a brilliant career. His death deeply impressed John, then beginning his studies, and decided him to be a minister. Helen, eldest sister, also died young, and then their mother, who was a gentle, refined woman, died, leaving Jane, aged 15, to take her place in the home. Jane 

afterwards became the wife of Rev. Andrew Gardiner, schoolfellow and lifelong friend of John, and is remembered lovingly by all who knew her for her sweet womanly nature. She had a great influence over her brothers and young sister Eliza (afterwards Mrs. Barnet), who in her turn became the ruling spirit of the home. She also lives in the hearts of all who knew her, her bright ways and generous temperament giving her a character or her own.
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Their youngest brother, William, went to Australia early in life, and died there about the year 1861 in sad circumstances, being lost in the bush and his body found some days after death. This was a heavy grief to John and his sisters. Their father had died a few years previously, and all were married by this time, the old home being broken up. Mrs. Gardiner and Mrs. Barnet, 

though long since gone to their rest, are well known by name to the young members of our family circle, and as we shall see, the members of the Hay, Guthrie, and Gardiner families are connected by marriage as well as kinship.

        
John was a bright student; he had true poetic taste, culture, and proficiency in languages. He took his degree of M. A. at Edinburgh University. He studied under Professor Dunbar and John Wilson ("Christopher North") and he
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considered it the great honour of his life to have been a learner at the feet of these men of genius. He completed his course and was ordained, about the year 1839-40, a minister of the United Secession Church of Scotland (afterwards known by the name of the United Presbyterian Church); as was also, about the same time, his lifelong, friend, Rev. James Morison, of Kilmarnock.

        


        
His first charge was Kendal, Westmoreland.

* He did good work for a year or two in this quaint old quaker town on the banks of the river Kent, where he formed some lasting friendships. Prominent among those was Mrs. McNaught, with whom our father had his home for the first five years of his ministry, and who was ever his true, warm friend. [She has long since passed away, but her son and his wife continue to this day amongst the writer's best and dearest friends—"though sundered far," their home being in Worcester, England.] As long as our father lived he treasured the true friendships formed in this, his first charge, and ever spoke of his life in Kendal with glowing words.

        
In 1841 Rev. J. Morison was arraigned at the bar of Synod in Kilmarnock, and after a famous trial for heresy, was expelled from the Secession Church.

† The charge of heresy was made because he preached the Gospel of Christ as "free to every man who believed." Rev. J. Guthrie "protested" on his friend's behalf that his preaching was based on the truths of Scripture. This caused much discussion in the West of Scotland, and was followed by a widely spread revival of religion. Rev. J. Guthrie seriously weighed the charges brought against his friend, and after prayerful study of the Scriptures in the original, he felt he agreed with Rev. J. Morison in every detail. He was advised by many, friends—Professor Harper, Rev. Joseph Brown, etc., to remain amongst them, not to throw away his future prospects and wider chances of good-doing for the sake of "mere words;" but he looked at the matter differently. It meant more than "mere words" to him; 



* The birthplace of "Uncle John" and the writer.





† Dr. James Morison became one of the first theologians of bis day. He is the author of a well known commentary on the New Testament and many other works. He enjoyed great popularity as the founder of the E.U. Church (called after him familiarly "Morisonian"). He died within the last few years



it meant life truths that he must utter, and with no uncertain sound.

        
Again he attended the trial of Rev. A. Rutherford at the Synod of 1843 in Edinburgh; and again he "protested." His own trial followed immediately, and a committee was appointed to deal with him, leaving him only a few hours to prepare his defence. It could only have one ending after the previous eases, and here we shall quote a few sentences from the sketch of our father's life in the volume entitled "The Evangelical Union Worthies." relating to his expulsion from the U.I*. Church (pp. 290-1):—"He was asked the following question:—'Would Mr. Guthrie be prepared to say to any individual man he met, 'Christ died for you?' lie replied, 'I feel not only free, but 
bound to say to any and 
every sinner, 'Christ died for you;' if I could not tell them this without faltering, I should be keeping back from them the Gospel.' Much debate followed, and then the severest sentence the church could pronounce was passed upon him. He was deposed from the ministry, and all the ministers of the Denomination forbidden to either preach for him or to allow him to preach for them. He stood up, and said amidst breathless silence, 'I protest against the decision of Synod suspending me from the oleic of the ministry, seeing that the doctrines, on the grounds of which I am suspended, are important truths of scripture; and I will hold myself at liberty to preach the Gospel of God's love to the world, as 'if no such act had passed.' He then left the church (where Synod was held) amidst a loud burst of applause from those who approved of his manly act. Thus was John Guthrie thrust out of the church of his fathers, in which he was brought up and ordained, the stigma of heresy fixed to his name and the doors shut against him."…

        


        
And for what? Because, in the words of John the Baptist, he would say to every sinner—"Behold the Lamb of God, which taketh away the sins of the world," and point them to Christ, the "author" and "finisher" of their faith. The doctrinal point at issue was simple enough; he believed salvation was free to all the world, the only barrier being unbelief; taking Christ's words to mean literally what they say: "For God so loved the" 
world that He gave His only begotten Son, that 
whosever believeth on Him should not perish, but have everlasting life." Because they took the Bible and not the "Confession of Faith" for their text-book, these men were tried, found wanting in orthodoxy, and expelled from their mother Church.

        
The U.P. Church has outlived its own orthodoxy now, and would no longer condemn its ministers for preaching a 
free Gospel. Yet fully 
forty years elapsed before the barriers of pride and prejudice gave way, and exchange of pulpits with the outcast ministers became permissible. Years afterwards, it was said of Drs. Morison and Guthrie by an eminent U.P. minister, who sympathised with them and remained their friend

*—"Morison is the Luther and Guthrie the Melanethon of the day, and both are fifty years before their time." The four expelled ministers (Rev. Robert Morison, father of James, having also "gone out" by this time) met the same week and formed themselves into a "Body." Our father gave the name "Evangelical Union" to the young cause, and on the same day wrote to his people at Kendal explaining his position and resigning his charge. They, however, refused to accept his resignation and rallied round him to a man, begging him to remain their pastor. Their "memorial" reached him while he was at Kilmarnock with the Revs. Morison, &c., 



* Rev. George Gilfillan, of Dundee.



laying plans for future work. It could only be by the Church severing its connection with the U P. denomination that he could remain their pastor, and this they did, unanimously, thereafter calling themselves "Independents."

        
He remained four years in Kendal after these events, and was married during the later years of his sojourn there to Ann Orr, of Annandale, near Kilmarnock. During the revival of this time she and her youngest sister Julia (afterwards wife of Rev. A. M. Wilson Airdrie) braved the anger and bigotry of their father who was an Elder of the Established Kirk- and joined the E.U. cause, "Mori-sonians," as they were then called. The two girls had a hard time of it, hut remained true to their convictions, and eventually through them old Mr. Orr and all his family threw in their lot with the E.U.'s. Mr. Orr's youngest son, Thomas began to study for the ministry soon after this time.

        
In the end of 1818 our father left Kendal, being more needed in Glasgow, the heart of the young "movement." The small baud of E.U. ministers had by this time increased, and a. Divinity Hall was instituted in Glasgow for the training of the young students who kept falling into their ranks. Our father had the "Chairs" of Systematic Theology and Hebrew, and afterwards Old Testament Exigesis to fill, as well as the founding of Dundas Street E.U. Church, which was at this time in its infant stage, the congregation meeting in a hall. He was far from strong at this period of his life, and although he gave himself heart and soul to the work, it was more than he was able for, the strain on his overtaxed brain made him subject to intense headaches. But for his indomitable spirit he must have sunk under the work of those years. His love for the work of training students, and his affectionate interest in them all personally, helped to lighten the labour, and 

his eager interest in the progress of the cause he loved would not admit of a selfish thought. In 1851 he was called to form a church in Greenock, Rev. J. Morison taking his place in Dundas Street. This change did not lessen hut rather increased his labours, as during the session he had to take a train journey of 20 miles each way daily, to and from the Divinity Hall in Glasgow.

        
It was in the town of Greenock Thomas Orr and James Guthrie were born, and there in the large pleasant Academy our first school-days were spent. Even these childish days were clouded by the prejudice that clung to the "Morisonians." We were outsided by our play fellows, and called "heretics." This was part of the penalty our father paid for strict honour and honesty. He could not have acted otherwise and have been true to his conscience, so whatever it cost himself and family socially, there is nothing to regret—we do but honour his memory the more! After 10 years' work in Greenock our father was called to London in 1861, again to start an infant church, the fourth he had formed. This time he built a fine stone church, with spire, in Tolmers' Square, Tottenham Court Road, and was so energetic in raising money for it, that it was entered debt free early in 1862.

        
This was the year of the Great International Exhibition, London, and a veritable palace of enchantment it was to our young eyes. The vast Exhibition, with its gorgeous courts full of rare works of art and barbaric relics, was but one of many bewildering sights. The Crystal Palace, in its lovely grounds, was itself a world of wonders, perhaps the most haunting memory—except the magnificent concerts in the great nave—centres in one corner of the grounds where stand grouped in strange contrast to their modern surroundings the mammoth creatures of past ages, looking as natural as pre-historic animals can look in such 

circumstances! Hampton Court, too, with its spacious halls and pictures—Lely's famous Court Beauties, Raphael's Cartoons, &c.—a rare collection; its wonderful parks, gardens, vinery, maze, all conjuring up scenes of ancient chivalry and romance in the days of long ago, when this fine old Palace was the abode of royalty. Then the Tower, with all its bygone terrors and traditions, what a rare delight when our father could spare time to take us to see those sights, about which, as it seemed to us, he could tell us 
everything! His stores of information and his memory seemed to us inexhaustible. Would that his mantle could have fallen upon us, his children!

        
In Bernard Street, Chalk Farm, close to Regent's Park and Primrose Hill, and a stone's throw from the house where Lady Myron lived for years a sad lonely life, we spent five happy years; perhaps the happiest of all our young lives except for one over-shadowing cloud, viz., the bad health of our mother. The work of this London Church proved very wearing to our father too; but his buoyant spirit carried him on. "The boys"—John and Tom—(James was yet too young for school)—attended the Philological School, Paddington, a long walk from Bernard Street, all the years of their boyhood in London. Towards the end of our sojourn in London John was placed in J. and R. Morley's, in the City, an enormous wholesale warehouse, where he learned that his tastes could never agree with tape-selling! At this time the question, "What to do with our boys?" was beginning to be a serious one, but it soon solved itself. Meantime our mother's weak health effectually cheeked all the writer's hopes of further advancement in education, except desultory lessons and general reading, the lessons being often missed, as the many duties of an only daughter crowded in.

        


        
In 1866 some of our father's old friends in Scotland agitated to get him back there again, and he felt ready to accept their call, although he knew it was to form another church. This time, however, the material was ready waiting. There had long been a want felt for a central E.U. Church in Glasgow, there being none between north, south, east and west "sides," and many of his truest old friends were ready to welcome him there. In September, 1866 (a few months after the first Home cousins, Mr. and Mrs. Tom Caldwell, sailed for New Zealand from London, after spending their honeymoon with us in Bernard Street and doing the sights 
en passant) we found ourselves once more amongst our good old friends in the smoky city of Glasgow. For some mouths the 
new church worshipped in the Trades Hall, but very soon its energetic founders were in treaty with the trustees of Dr. Hately Waddell's hand-some new church off St. Enoch's Square and bought it. They also bought a large powerful pipe organ, and the music was brought to a high pitch of excellence by a well-trained choir and efficient organist. Our father was surrounded by staunch true friends, and though his work was arduous, he had every encouragement in it, and spent nine happy years in building up this "Central" Church. This seemed to be the mission of his life; to quote his own words, as given in the sketch of his life by Dr. Adamson (E.U. Worthies, p. 352):—"Mere ambition does not influence me much. I am content to be to the end, what I have most of my life been—a pioneer."

        
In another connection he says:—"Live throughout the breadth and depth, as well as the length of your life. 'He most lives, who thinks most, feels the noblest, acts the best'" (E.U. Worthies, p. 345.) Up to his own noble standard, our revered father lived, as all who knew him can testify, his self-sacrificing labours for the cause of truth gave ample proof of this. If it were necessary, many 

testimonies could be had for the asking from men of noble life and character, for instance, Dr, Fairbairn, of Oxford, I)r. Craig, Dr. Adamson, Rev. R. Hislop (his successor in Glasgow), and many others of his "students." These all loved and revered him, and, we doubt not, some owe much of their own culture to the help he gave them in youth.

        
It may seem as if we exaggerate in recalling the character and attainments of our father, but one answer only need be given to this charge—if charge it be—he was held by all who knew him as noble, worthy, gifted: one whose whole life was "a great and noble creed." In reality the half has not been told, nor is it possible, within the limits of one chapter, to do anything like justice to his life and work. In disposition he was genial and generous, full of hearty humour and loving kindness. He was very quick to seethe good in his fellowmen, ever ready to appreciate another's culture or wit, and to meet it with an apt retort. Always looking at the fair, bright side of life, his ardent love of nature and all things beautiful in nature and art, added a charm to his ready wit, so that he shone as a conversationalist. In extempore public speaking he always had a fluent How of language, finding no difficulty in handling his subjects with ease and mastery. Towards the latter years of his life the degree of D.D. was conferred upon him by the Victoria University, Canada. He had in the midst of his many labours found time to publish some books at various times - a translation of "Brandt's Life of Arminius"; lectures, "Heroes of Faith"; "Physiology of Temperance"; two prize "Essays on Disestablishment"; "Paedo-baptist Guide"; a volume of poems, "Sacred Lyrics"; and a volume of sermons, "Discourses," etc., etc, in addition to many pamphlets and manuals, "New Views, True Views," "Church Government," etc. For many years he was editor of the "Scottish Review" and "League Journal"—organ 

of the "Scottish Temperance League,"' with which movement he identified himself, throwing his energies and influence ever on the side of temperance reform. How he managed to conduct those editorial duties, and publish the books he did, in addition to his church and professorial work, was a marvel to his friends. His family, however, well knew what it cost him, although his was the "pen of a ready writer." He robbed himself of his hours of rest to fulfil all the tasks he set himself to do. His motto in relation to the work of his life was—"Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it with thy might"; throwing his heart and soul into it as he did, there is no doubt he reaped great enjoyment out of his life work, arduous and varied as it was. He had one earnest desire which he never managed to gratify, that was to write a book worthy of his thoughts on Biblical study: but though this cherished hope was not fulfilled in the way he meant it to be, for want of leisure, yet he has left ample stores of rich thoughts in the books above named, especially his "Lyrics" and "Discourses."

        
Soon after our return to Glasgow, John was sent to Patrick Henderson's Shipping Office, and Tom was also sent to a commercial office after his school days were over. John had a clever talent for caricaturing, which he has cultivated all his life for amusement. At this time he had a strong wish to prosecute this department of art, but our father earnestly advised a more "solid profession - medicine for preference. John then began his studies in Glasgow University, about the year 1X09. Tom had shown a decided business aptitude, and his decision was not taken for some years after John began to study. When his time came for the final decision, viz. in 1872 he was trammelled with office work for part of each day, which made his preliminary medical studies all the harder. It is, therefore, all the more creditable to him that he "got through" all his hard exams, without a hitch. James meantime had 

given unmistakable evidence of his talent for drawing. Before he could talk even, he was covering every scrap of paper he could get with every conceivable animal 
in every possible attitude: pigs with curly tails, curious cattle in regard to heads and legs, horses that somewhat squarely resembled that noble animal. His taste never faltered, and he was fortunate enough to be able to indulge his cherished ambition in youth and manhood without drawback. He is an uncle to be proud of as an artistic genius, though perhaps he will never be personally known to some of our "elan," by reason of the seas that roll between us. Vet we must hope his successful career as an artist will always be followed with affectionate interest by all of us, old and young. James Guthrie has already attained fame as a pioneer of art. The West of Scotland School claims him as its founder.

        
In 1869-70, when our New Zealand cousin, Tom Hay—"the Maori" -arrived in Scotland, James was a boy at school, John in full swing of college work, and Tom immersed in office work. The advent of a "Maori" cousin was all that was needed to fire both John and Tom with the desire to seek fortune's favours in the distant sunny land. In course of time, as each became equipped for the battle of life, this resolution was carried out.

        
Three years after Tom Hay's departure from Scotland, [
gap —  
reason: damaged]
, in 1873, our father was presented with a testimonial of £1000 as a token of the esteem in which he was held by the E.U. denomination. The cheque was laid on a silver salver, on which a suitable inscription was engraved.

* It was an intense joy to us and to our mother to witness the enthusiasm of that vast crowd of friends and well-wishers, who filled the old City Hall, Glasgow, on the night of the presentation: and to listen to the glowing, 



* This salver is in the possession of Dr. John Guthrie and his family now.



living words spoken by his fellow ministers of him and of his work. He well deserved it all. His life was devoted to the cause he loved and laboured for, yet he had no thought of ever having his work so acknowledged, and it was with a full heart he rose to express his thanks, amidst loud and prolonged cheering. His speech that night was
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one of the best He ever uttered, although the occasion was a sufficiently trying one.

        
He was now visibly declining in strength, and for a year previous to his presentation had had an assistant, Rev. J. Adams, who relieved him considerably of the pastoral work. He was looking forward to retiring soon, and following us his children, to New Zealand for the time 

was fast approaching for John and the writer to set sail for New Zealand, where our future home was to be.

        
Shortly before our departure, a central railway station was about to be built in St. Enoch's Square, and the church was therefore sold. After a short interval, during which the congregation worshipped in West Campbell Street, they bought Pitt Street Church, and amalgamated with that congregation, who were without a minister. The Rev. Robert Hislop of Kilmarnock was called, after Mr. Adams left, to be our father's colleague and successor in Pitt Street.

*

        
In the end of September, 1874, the sad day dawned that severed John and the writer for ever from their old home and beloved parents. We fondly hoped to meet them again before long, but, alas! our hopes were not to be realised on earth. Our own experiences and subsequent events we shall relate in their sequence, meantime, the little that remains to tell of the parents we so sadly parted from is too painful to linger over.

        
In 1877 our brother Tom had finished his studies, and towards the end of that year he too said farewell to home, expecting that the following year our parents and James would join us all in New Zealand. Tom got an appointment as surgeon in the emigrant ship "Appeles," other-wise his leaving would probably have been deferred till our parents were ready to set sail also. The fact that he left them to follow was an added grief to him afterwards, but all was done for the best. Shortly before Tom left, our parents spent some months at Matlock Hydropathic Establishment: the treatment there proved too lowering for our father, whose strength from that time declined. As late as 1876 he had accepted the Chair of Apologetics 



* Mr. Hislop remained, until two years ago, the honoured pastor of this church.



in the Divinity Hall, Glasgow, this he had to give up in 1877, and also retire from preaching, except very occasionally. He was eager to come to New Zealand, hopeful that the change of climate might restore him. Dr. Christie (whom he called his "beloved physician,"—(Dr. C. had been one of our father's old students, but afterwards entered the medical profession, and had for years attended our father) urged it as perhaps the only chance of prolonging his life.

        
They took their passages in the s. s. "Hankow," bound for Melbourne, to sail on 18th September, 1878, from London. He had first to face the ordeal of many farewells, both public and private, which tried him greatly. He spoke earnest, loving words to his many sorrowing friends at the large farewell meeting held in Glasgow, and, though he bore up bravely, all could see how he suffered. They travelled by easy stages to London, resting with old Kendal friends in Windermere, and again in Manchester. He had borne the journeys well so far, but, on arriving in the home of his valued friends, Rev. Wm. and Mrs. Marshall, of Hackney, London, where they were to stay a few days before sailing, he suddenly became worse, and it was only too plain that his end was near. His sufferings were very great, but his patience and calmness greater, for no murmur escaped him, yet he found strength to utter loving, helpful words to each of his dear ones around him, as well as messages to us, who were far away. He dictated a letter to us, which "Uncle Tom" (Rev. Thos. Orr, who was with him to the end) wrote the day before he died, the last words of which were:—"We may not meet in the 
new country where you are, my children; but there is a better country, that is an Heavenly, awaiting us all, where there shall be no more partings. Let us all meet there."

        
On the day the "Hankow" sailed from London—the 18th of September, 1878—our father died.

        


        
The "Hankow" brought to us the clothes, books, and valuables belonging to the parents we were never to meet again on earth, and the arrival of those belongings intensified the grief of that sad time. Our hopes had been so bright; the weeks and months had been filled with loving preparations for our dear ones; their very rooms had been ready for their reception. Lodgings had been secured for them in Melbourne, and Tom Hay had started to meet them there and bring them home. He had reached the Bluff' to catch the steamer there, when a telegram recalled him just before he went on board. We had received Uncle Tom's first letter, which prepared us for the final news we received by cable, posted from 'Frisco a week or two afterwards.

        
The next mail brought us many letters of sympathy, and full details of his last hours. The funeral, which was a public one, is fully described by Dr. Adamson in his sketch of our father's life ("E. U. Worthies," p. 377). There the "Tributary Sermon," by Rev. R. Hislop, as well as the funeral service, is largely quoted from, and fully testified to the universal and heartfelt sorrow of his many attached friends. He was buried in Craigton Cemetery, Glasgow, and a granite monument was erected by his family, and a few of his dearest friends, to his memory.

        
We still hoped to see our mother and youngest brother in New Zealand, and for years this hope was cherished; but, notwithstanding her grief and lone-liness, she altered her plans for dames' sake, who had entered on his artistic studies. She devoted the remainder of her life to him, whose companionship was her greatest solace, as her sympathy was his inspiration.

        
Thus ended our dreams of an earthly reunion; the true realization awaits us in the Better Land "If only we are counted worth) - in that bye-and-bye." The bright example 

of our parents and grand-parents shines as a beacon light along life's pathway "guiding our feet into the ways of peace, "for—"the path of the just is as a shining light, that shineth more and more unto the perfect day."
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Home Again!
        

        

We left Tom Hay travelling in quest of pure-bred animals with which to improve their New Zealand stock, so now "
revenons a nos mouton" The summer of 1870 passed quickly and pleasantly away, for the business in hand only served to give a zest to the traveller, who, true to his nature, could not enjoy idle wanderings. By the end of his eight months' stay he had managed to invest a small fortune for Hay Brothers and Mr. Boag, of Fendalton, who had instructed him to buy for him a pure-bred shorthorn cow, some prize sheep, and two Clydesdale horses. These are well-known to the initiated, as the illustrious ancestors of Mr. Boag's pure-bred stock. He also bought for Hay Brothers five shorthorn cattle (pure bred), three Border Leicester sheep, three Berkshire pigs, and two Scotch collie dogs. The pigs were the first Berkshires introduced into New Zealand, and they and their progeny took first prizes at the Canterbury Shows for several years thereafter.

        
Unfortunately Hay Brothers' best cow and sheep died on the voyage out from the effects of hot weather. It was an arduous undertaking to ship stock on such a voyage in the sailing ships of those days. Luckily for Tom he had very efficient help from his cousin, Robert Steel Hay (second son of Mr. Hay, of Midbuiston), who, though at 

this time but a youth, was in every way capable of assisting in the care of the animals. He had made up his mind on seeing his cousin, Tom, to go to New Zealand with him, and it was a good thing for both he did so; he was at the age to profit by all the experience and practice of such work that he could get, while Tom needed his help on the ship.

        
Mr. R. S. Hay—known familiarly as Steel Hay or Bob Steel as a distinction from Bob Hay—is so well-known amongst our young people as to need no introduction, having been an inmate of Annandale home for years after his arrival in New Zealand in 1871—long before there were any Hays or Guthries of the third generation in New Zealand at all! He went about the year 1876 to North Island, and became manager for Hon. W. C. Buchanan at Wairarapa, Tu Purupurup Station, remaining there five or six years. After a trip Home (when he accompanied a party of his cousins, Dr. and Mrs. T. O. Guthrie, Hannah and Edwin Hay), he returned to New Zealand and subsequently settled down at the East Heads of Akaroa, where he remained until 1896. He then married Miss* Simpson, late of Dunedin, after which he returned to Pigeon Bay. He and his wife have now settled down in their pleasant home up the Pigeon Bay Valley, having leased Mrs. Budua's property, and are acquisitions to our community, both taking a keen interest in church as well as secular-matters in the district, where they are now well-known and much respected.

        
Tom's business being finished, and his stock in readiness for embarkation, he had only a few remaining days to pay his farewell visits, one of the last of these being to Mrs. Ronaldson, the only one of these Home friends he could call a friend of his youth. When he first saw her, his voice suggested New Zealand, but she failed to recognise in the 

bronzed and bearded man the boyish friend of long ago, who shared the fun with "Scotch Kate." Whether she greeted him as she did another New Zealand friend (and admirer!) by giving him a sounding kiss on each cheek, we cannot affirm with certainty, but we do know her welcome was a hearty one. She was then looking forward to corning to New Zealand soon with all her family. This she did, but her life thereafter was a short one, as we know.

        
We can picture the bustling scene at St. Catherine's docks, where the good ship "Crusader" lay ready to receive passengers and cargo. Tom and Bob Steel had a busy time getting their precious animals all comfortably housed in their deck quarters. Carpenters had been for days at work getting pens and houses ready, under Tom's supervision. They sailed from London on the 17th December, 1870, their last look, two days later, on the chalk cliffs of Dover, was a very dismal one, grey skies, fog, and sleet, almost hiding the shrouded outline of the English coast from their view. A splendid run down the English Channel and they were out to sea. For their own use they had a comfortable deck cabin near the animals' quarters, and a steward to attend to them, as they preferred having their meals in their own cabin, for obvious reasons. Fred Gardiner (cousin of the Guthrie's), then quite a young lad, was going out to New Zealand with them in quest of health. (He remained some years in New Zealand, benefiting much by the change of climate. He is now one of the firm of James Gardiner and Co., shipbrokers, Glasgow.) Fred spent a great deal of his time with the "cattle passengers," as Tom and Bob Steel were called on board, and with them enjoyed the freedom and privacy of the roomy deck cabin they had for their own use.

        


        
There was plenty of grumbling on the part of the saloon passengers at the near neighbourhood of the animals, and but little sympathy shown for the poor creatures in their cramped quarters, when 
mal-de-mer brought their sufferings to a climax. It amused our "cattle men" not a little, to note how completely this tune was changed when, a few weeks after they sailed, one of the cows obligingly furnished the saloon table with a plentiful supply of milk her calf having died. After this happened the "cattle passengers"' found themselves the objects of special favour: but this circumstance affected them but little. Their time and attention were fully occupied, day and night, with their charges; they kept constant watch during the whole voyage, one relieving the other for sleep, and, but for their unremitting care, the loss of stock would probably have been greater.

        
The voyage was an uneventful one, save for an accident to Tom which narrowly escaped proving fatal. One dark night, when the ship was rolling in a heavy sea, in seeing to the comfort of the animals, he had occasion to get on top of one of the deck-houses; a lurch of the vessel pitched him violently down on the deck, and there he lay stunned for some time. On recovering consciousness he found himself lying in a pool of blood, suffering severe pain in his face and head. He was found to have broken his nose, and otherwise cut and bruised his face badly; but was thankful to have escaped, even with these injuries, the marvel being that he had not gone overboard. It may be well understood our voyagers were not sorry to reach the end of their journey; their work and responsibility gave them but little rest, day or night.

        
After the excitement which attended the arrival of the travellers and the landing of their stock in excellent health and condition, the life at Annandale resumed its even 

tenor. Mr. and Mrs. Fitzgerald had left Pigeon Bay about three years before this date—1871—and Mary and Edwin were under their care at the school in Oamaru. The following year - 1872-Marion and Mary went to be Girls' High School, Dunedin, then under the management of Mrs. Burn, who had been formerly principal of a ladies' college at (Geelong. Mrs. Hum was appointed Lady Principal of the Otago (Girls' High School in 1870, and held that position until 1881, when (amidst general regret) she resigned on account of failing health.

        
The elders of the family had each his and her allotted work to do and responsibility to share, as we have before mentioned. The dairy work was in itself a heavy charge. When in 1871 the dairying was given up, Mrs. Hay and her daughters, we need hardly say, found themselves immensely relieved. Though as a rule fortunate in obtaining good servants, sometimes they had to do without for perhaps months, waiting the arrival of an emigrant ship. When one did arrive it was necessary for one of the family to be on the wharf in Lyttelton ready to board her- immediately, so as to secure a suitable maid, if such were to be had; they were so quickly picked up.

        
"When we consider that in those days the family sewing meant the making as well as mending of most of the garments worn by all the family, we need not wonder how their days were spent. Mrs. Hay in the old days had of necessity to acquire the art of tailoring, and initiated her daughters into this work. Hannah soon became an adept, and to that department was added shirt-making; while Agnes took charge more especially of the dress-making and other sewing, in addition to being father and mother's amanuensis in the Home correspondence. When one considers how much there was to do in the house, the amount of sewing they got through in a day is surprising.

        


        
There was not the same feeling of isolation as formerly, now that they had a regular steamer to the hay. Visitors came more frequently, and our young people were all good riders; so the distant Peninsula friends were no longer beyond reach. Many were the merry riding parties of those days—after an early tea on summer evenings.

        
The house was now found to he rather contracted for the almost grown-up family when all were at home, as would soon he the ease-the school-days, even of 
the youngest 
were so quickly passing away. Soon after Tom's arrival in March, 1871, Hay brothers decided to build a new house, and they set to work upon it themselves, with the help of Mr. Firmston, a master builder and carpenter, who had settled in the Bay, and had frequently worked for them. He was an excellent workman, and under his guidance they managed well. All the timber for this new house was grown, sawn and seasoned in the Bay, cut out of "Virgin forest," They began operations by turning the front part of the old house bodily round, to form the kitchen premises. This they effected by raising it up off the piles with levers, placing well-greased "skids," 
i.e. long strong poles, 15 inches in diameter* under the house, and using a "capstan' to turn it round. It was easily and speedily accomplished, the foundation being all ready; and the house, when safely deposited on its resting place, instead of facing northwards, was now placed to face eastwards, looking down towards the road. The new house was built with the frontage looking north and seawards; and the natural beauty of its situation was equalled by few homesteads. Nestling as it did at the foot of high hills, shaded by its fine old avenue of pear and walnut trees, with an almost perfect sea and mountain view, this dear old home has many glad as well as sad memories entwined around it. While they were building the new
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house, the family lived in the cottage near (the same in which Mr. and Mrs. Fitzgerald had lived), and there they were some time located. It took a considerable time to build the house, so much besides had to be done, and it was next to impossible, at that time, to secure good work men to come to the country. It was while they were living in this cottage that the first marriage in the family took place, viz., that of Agnes to Mr. Pilliet, M.P.C., and at that time Resident Magistrate of Akaroa. This event happened in December, 1872, and the removal of Agnes' bright presence left the home circle rather forlorn and empty, until the return of the younger members of the family compensated to some extent for her absence. Hay Brothers worked harder than ever, and employed more labour these and following years. Much of the land was still in bush then, but they let no chance escape of adding to their cleared acreage; this entailed constant clearing, burning, fencing, sowing, and in some paddocks ploughing.

        
After the first marriage, and in view of the probability of others following sooner or later, Hay Brothers had the property surveyed and valued, so that there would be no difficulty in allotting each his or her share. The brothers then bought out their sisters, and paid off one or two at once, so that for some time they felt more than ever burdened. Willie was at this time working with the others at home, but soon afterwards he became one of the New Zealand Land Co's managing overseers, his duties taking him all over South Canterbury and Otago. He rode long distances, sometimes 1000 miles per month (a little over 30 miles a day), and even more when extra busy. For some years the family saw but little of him; his duties would not admit of many holidays, and his visits home were of rare cocurence. Soon after Agnes' marriage he became engaged to Miss Agnes Stout, eldest daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Stout 

of Lyttelton, old friends of the family before named. Agnes Stout was ever a favourite of Mrs. Hay's, and deservedly so.

        
It was about this time that Agnes and Mary Stout lost their only brother James, just when they seemed most to need him. He died of typhoid fever at the age of twenty-one, and his death was a great grief and loss to his sisters. Mrs. Stout had died some years previously, and now the two girls were left alone to care for their father, who was partially paralised. Agnes, who was an excellent teacher, continued her work in Lyttelton for many years after her brother's death, and was the mainstay of the home, while Mary managed the domestic department, which included the nursing of her invalid father. Both did their duty in a noble, unselfish spirit, and gained the respect and affection of many trusty friends. These two girls were from their youth almost like sisters of the Hay family, and it was but a fitting sequel to the long established friendship, that they should become so in reality. They became duplicate aunties, Agnes and Mary, when, in after years, they were married to Willie and Robert Hay respectively. It is rather a remarkable coincidence that there should be such conservatism—or economy—in regard to names in our family circle, three names sufficing for six aunties (Hannah being also duplicated), and on the brothers' side, Tom and James represent two sets of uncles to some of our young people!
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New Arrivals.
        

        

On the 24th September, 1874, the same old ship we heard of in our last chapter — "Crusader" — commanded by Captain Rennant, sailed from Plymouth with 375 emigrants and 17 saloon passengers, under the medical care of John Guthrie, in company with whom and the writer came Mr. and Mrs. Aitken and their son William (uncle, aunt and cousin), who were coming out to join the other members of their family settled in New Zealand. The long voyage was enlivened by the usual excitements—flirtations, jealousies and gossippings in the saloon, while the emigrants and crew attempted even a few serious revolts against the discipline of the ship, giving the captain and doctor more than their share of anxiety in controlling the disturbing elements. It was with feelings of relief, therefore, to captain and doctor especially, that on the morning of the 31st December, 1874, the end of the long, hazardous voyage was reached.

        
Our first and worst storm was encountered in the Bay of Biscay, and it seriously damaged the ship, but only the captain, his officers, and the doctor knew of it. It was well the numerous passengers did not realise the danger that threatened. Although all knew there must be a leak, since the pumping engines were kept going night and day, and the male emigrants had to assist 

by turns at the work of pumping the water out of the hold, still the magnitude of the danger was not dreamt of. It was afterwards found that some of her rivets had been pasted out, and iron plates loosened, the result of the vessel having on a previous voyage carried a cargo of vitriol. The captain and doctor consulted whether or not to turn back for repairs, but decided to go on, and a most anxious voyage it was for them. Once, when in calm water, the doctor wished much to dive down and inspect the state of the ship from beneath, a proposal the captain vetoed decidedly. Well it is for us sometimes to be in ignorance, even if we live in a "fool's paradise" part of our lives! The nervous dread experienced by some of us during that 97 days' voyage would have been considerably heightened had we known the true state of affairs. After a time the leakage seemed less than at first, and, when, soon after our arrival, the ship was docked at Dunedin, they found out the cause. A fish had got wedged in the largest hole, and most fortunately kept its place securely, other wise we should have been in still more danger of foundering. Captain Renant was horrified to find the ship in such a wretched condition, little did he imagine when he took command that she was so utterly unseaworthy.

        
Late on New Year's Eve we steamed into Pigeon Bay in the steamer "Halcyon," leaving John still on duty in the, ship. Tom Hay and Hannah had come to Lyttelton that day to meet us, and soon we transferred ourselves and belongings to the small steamer, which Tom chartered to take us "home." We were just in time to see the old year out, and Welcome in the new, a fit time to enter on the first stage of our new life! On the first day of the year 1875 we opened our eyes to see the beauties of our new home, and the first sounds that greeted our ears were the clear and lovely notes of the moko-moko and tui, rarely 

beautiful songbirds, which, sad to say, are now fast becoming extinct in New Zealand.

        
There was great excitement on both sides when the "new chums" arrived. The life in Pigeon Bay was as different to our life at "Home" as the quiet bay itself was antipodean in every sense to our city surroundings in the Old Country. This difference was much more noticeable then than now, perhaps because the old life is fast becoming a far-back memory to us; so the new-comers had much to learn. The welcome extended to us, however, left nothing to be desired. No one could be with Mrs. Hay, whose motherly kindness was natural to her, without feeling the helpful influence of her true heart and practical common-sense. The writer can never think of her but with gratitude and love for her goodness, which neither failed nor varied during all the years that followed.

        
The first Hay brother to be married was Tom, the one who everybody thought would be the very last to commit the deed, and no doubt he astonished himself quite as much as his friends by the act.

* Matrimony is often epidemic in a family: the first news this couple heard while on their honeymoon trip to the West Coast was John Guthrie's capitulation to the charms of Marion Hay, their engagement having speedily followed this marriage. John was then Resident Surgeon in Christchurch Hospital; but when in April following, viz., 1876, his marriage took place, he had begun to practice in Christchurch. He had bought a house in an out-of-the way part of the city, and did not allow himself time to establish a practice there, but, perhaps hastily, removed to Akaroa within two years. There he remained for five years, and although he found the life all he could wish, the work was hard, his rides being long and rough, and his responsibility great, 

no other doctor being nearer than Christchurch—over sixty miles away.

        
The firstborn of the young generation of Hays-—our son, Ebenezer—began his career on March 2nd, 1876. He reigned over the house of May with undisputed sway, until a year or two later his sister Annie and cousin Jack (Guthrie made their appearance almost simultaneously.

        
Thomas Orr Guthrie had by tin's time: viz., 1878, arrived in New Zealand. He too had a troublous voyage out in charge of the emigrant ship "Apelles," with 360 immigrants. Strange it was that, like his brother John, Tom Guthrie had to stand by the captain of the ship, and with him and one officer combat a threatened mutiny on board. The discontent was chiefly with the single men, who were Irish peasants, ignorant and superstitious. Some of the sailors also became troublesome. One man, who refused to obey the Captain's orders, was put in solitary confinement for a fortnight. More than once the Captain and Doctor alone and armed faced the whole lot of the would be mutineers. The Captain, like Tom, was quite a young man, but he was very resolute and brave. They had a most difficult position to hold against such odds, but by dint of determination and watchfulness they maintained the balance of power on board, and reached Auckland, happily without any actual disturbance having taken place.

        
After a stay of a month or two at Annandale, Dr. Tom Guthrie began to practice in Lincoln district, where he had hard work for four years. His first weeks, in this part of Canterbury, where the population was a widely scattered one, were saddened by the news of our dear father's death on September 18th, 1878, which was a great and unexpected blow to us all, as we have already related.

        
As if to rouse us from unavailing grief, and give us pressing need to take up with both hands the duties of life 

and love, came a time of keenest anxiety for all, when the life of our dear mother—Mrs. Hay—hung in the balance for weeks. Her illness was the result of an accident, caused by the overturning of a dog-cart. The trap was a borrowed one (the first and only one we ever borrowed), 
in which Mrs. Hay, a lady friend, Tom Hay, and the writer set forth in good faith to spend a night with the Wainui friends, Mr. and Mrs. Reid. How thankful we felt after wards that the horse was quiet, the pace slow, and the road (where we 
were overturned) good; otherwise a fatal accident would most likely have been the result, the road in so many parts being steep and dangerous. When three miles distant from Wainui, the wheel passing over a small stone was enough to cause the main spring of the trap—to snap, instantly the dog-cart capsized, and we were all thrown out, fortunately on the 
inside of the road. On the other side was a precipice sheer down into the sea, some fifty or sixty feet below! We were afterwards told that this spring was cracked almost through, but that the owner "reckoned it safe enough for the journey."

        
To add to the horror of the situation, it was getting dark, and the road was lonely. The frightened horse had to be caught and secured; then Tom came to help us raise Mrs. Hay, who could not bear to be moved from where she lay. She had been struck on the back by the trap as it fell over. None of the rest of our party were injured, beyond a few bruises. A man who rode up to us a few minutes afterwards went back to Mr. Knight's, of Tikau, a mile distant, for help. In a short time Mr. Knight himself drove to our aid with his large buggy (one from which the seats could be removed), on which was laid a mattress and pillows. We had the greatest difficulty in lifting our poor mother in, and then out of the buggy; every 

movement caused her intense agony, and most thankful we were to get her into bed at last. We feared her back was broken, and it was 
very nearly so. The Doctors were soon with us. Tom Hay got a boat and crossed the harbour to get Dr. John Guthrie, both returning to us without delay; yet the minutes seemed hours, the hours days, before they came. Dr. Tom Guthrie arrived from Lincoln next day; but a week passed before they could give us any hope of her recovery.

        
As long as life shall last the memory of that first night's suspense will remain with us. With the morning came the relief of work. Hannah joined us then, and together we nursed and watched her, with all our hearts strained on the issue. God was merciful and spared her to us. As with pain, so it is with joy: we cannot forget the supreme moments. As we saw her gradually regain her strength and powers of motion, our hearts were filled with thankfulness to God, who heard our prayers and granted us our heart's desire.

        
She was able to get downstairs to join Mr. and Mrs. Knight's family party on Christmas day, and by New Year's Day was strong enough to bear the journey home, exactly six weeks after the day of the accident. Mr. and Mrs. Knight accompanied us home, Mr. Knight driving and it delighted us all to see how our mother enjoyed the drive and welcome home. It was a happy family party that gathered round the dear mother at Annandale on that bright New Year's Day. The house was gay with flowers; a dainty feast was spread, Mary being the presiding genius, and every face beamed with joy. The most exuberant of all, perhaps, in expressions of delight, were the three little people, Ebbie and Annie Hay, and Jack Guthrie," though they were too young to understand anything beyond the fact that the "dear gannie" was back with them again.

        


        
The true kindness of Mr. and Mrs. Knight throughout that time we cannot over-estimate. They threw their house open to our family, and showed us sincere sympathy and most kindly soothing during our weeks of anxiety, for which we all hold them in lasting gratitude.

      



* This marriage took place on 31st March, 1875.
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Joy and Sorrow.
        

        

The life at Annandale and the little old cottage (which for seven years was our home) continued as before—busy, peaceful, happy. Mrs. Hay soon quite recovered from the effects of her accident, and being always a lithe and active figure, was soon able to walk as far as ever up the hills. She had quite given up riding, however, now that the roads were good enough to admit of driving a buggy and pair of horses, and this exercise gave her great enjoyment. Edwin, the youngest Hay brother, from that time took charge of this entire department, and became an adept in the art of driving; the title of "Master of the Horse," bestowed on him then by John Guthrie, clings to him still, with as much applicability as ever.

        
The following years stand out distinctly in our memories by reason of their mingled joys and sorrows. Mary Hay's engagement to Tom Guthrie took place soon after his arrival in New Zealand. Being in accordance with every one's preconceived ideas on the subject, that event, when it became an actual fact, caused a flutter of pleasure amongst the outer circle of their friends. To those within the "ring of home," who stood close to both, the blending of their lives caused a stirring of real joy and satisfaction.

        


        
The dear mother, whose days were now drawing towards the even-time, lavished her love upon her three small grandchildren, Ebbie and Annie Hay and Jack Guthrie (then called "Johnnie"), whose sweet baby prattle was a constant source of delight to her. Whatever mischief the little hands found to do, and they were singularly active in the quest, "Gannie" forgave, nor did the aunties and uncles 
(consciously) spoil them! On the contrary, they had exalted views on discipline; it goes without saying, therefore, that if spoilt at all the mothers were the spoilers! But like the merry-healthy little creatures that they were, they emerged unscathed from the many snares that beset them mentally as well as physically. When Ebbie precipitated himself head first into the well at Annandale (one washing day, when the lid was off), it was his loving "Gannie" who drew the dripping, trembling little object into her arms, dried, dressed, and warmed him, soothing his sobbing into slumber. Jack had some similar exploits in the creek at Akaroa, for what small boy could resist the delights of a stream running through his father's garden? The caution, "You will be drowned if you fall in," failed of its effect, till one day after a punishment the culprit turned the tables on his mother by marching off in the direction of the harbour, this time, saying, "I going to down myself." Suddenly he found himself seized from behind, carried back to the creek, and plunged head under water, clothes and all! This inspiration of his long-suffering mother had the desired effect of checking his aquatic tendencies for a time. It would seem as if our little people led charmed lives, the very horses seemed to know who crept up behind to stroke their fetlocks, and forbore to kick. This was Annie's mode of caressing her equine favourites.

        


        
We could write pages of these incidents, which gave our happy little creatures small concern, but kept life active for their elders; one more reminiscence must suffice before we pass on with the years. One day, when Ebbie was about 3½ years old he ran from his father's side right in front of a drove of horses, who were let out of the yard, and were galloping down the lane to their paddock across the road. He was instantly knocked down, but there was no possible chance of rescuing, nor even reaching him until all the horses had passed over him! It was a moment of agony for father on one side of the road, mother and uncles on the other, who all expected to find the child quite dead. When picked up all the fun was out of the little white face, but not a scratch nor bruise was upon him. Although one hoof had touched him, resting lightly for an instant on his breast, it seemed as if the instinct of the good old horse, "Black Prince," prevented him from leaning any weight on the prostrate child, over whom 
all the horses galloped in single file.

        
In the winter of 1879 Mrs. Hay had a severe attack of bronchitis, but after some weeks of careful nursing her family rejoiced to see her recover. The tendency, however, had taken a strong hold upon her, for a few months afterwards her illness recurred. She had gone away for change at the solicitation and in the company of some friends, who were visiting Annandale in the summer. Soon afterwards, while staying "up-country," she became ill, and wished to return home at once. She was advised to go on to Wellington with her friends, Mrs. and Miss McDonald, in the hope that the change might restore her. This she did, but she did not improve, rather grew Worse, and when she returned—after a fortnight's stay—she was much too ill to bear the fatigue of travelling. She reached home in a very exhausted state towards the end of 

February, 1880, and took to her bed at once, from which she never rose again. Drs. J. and T. O. Guthrie again attended her, John (who was still in Akaroa) was the family doctor, and Tom came in consultation. She, as well as all the family, had the utmost confidence 
in both, and knew that everything possible was being done for her;
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but by this time acute pneumonia had set in, and there was no hope of recovery. Her sufferings for ten days were intense, no rest night or day; but constant struggling for breath and distressing pain, which she bore with patient fortitude. It was a sad time for all, and one that is painful to dwell upon, except for the recollection of her bright faith-inspired utterances to her dear ones, when she 

could find strength to speak. The absent members of the family—Agnes (Mrs. Pilliet), Marion (Mrs. J. Guthrie), and William had been sent for, and all were round her till the end. The day before she died she had more ease, and slept quietly. It was an unspeakable comfort to see her sufferings cease, though we knew it meant that the powers of nature were exhausted, the struggle ended; there now remained but the passing hence of the tired spirit. In the grey dawn of early morning she gradually sank to rest as peacefully as an infant falling asleep. By the time the last attentions had been paid to the poor body, every line of age, pain and care had gone from the dear face, which had resumed the pure placid beauty of youth. That look on the faces of our dead! What can it be but a ray of the light beyond which their spirits have pierced; a faint gleam, for the waiting ones, of the brightness they have found? She died on 3rd March, 1880, in her 66th year, and was interred in Addington Cemetery, by her husband's side.

        


          
In these features we discover


          
Nought of mortal ill;


          
Calm as if her soul did hover


          
O'er its mansion still.


          
There we trace a soul forgiven


          
In that air serene;


          
As the twilight shows at even,


          
Where the sun hath been.


          
Through unnumbered tribulations


          
Onward still she pressed,


          
And at last through faith and patience


          
Entered into rest.


          
Safe within the golden portal


          
Jesus has her now;


          
While a wreath of life immortal


          
Blossoms on her brow.
          "Christian Rest," from 
Sacred Lyrics, by J, Guthrie, D.D
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Family Changes.
        

        

During his residence in Akaroa, Dr. John Guthrie contracted a long and serious illness, rheumatic fever, which so affected him that it soon became evident he could not stand the rough hill riding. In 1882 he sold out of Akaroa, and returned to Christchurch, having bought the late Dr. Campbell's house and practice. Dr. Campbell, with his wife and family, had sailed in the ill-fated "Tararua" to join an Australian steamer bound for England. The steamer "Tararua" was wrecked off Wai-Papapa Point, in Southland, and almost all on board were lost; Dr. Campbell, his wife, and all their family—five children—being amongst the drowned. This sad fatality caused wide-spread grief, so many well-known families being thus suddenly bereft of relatives and friends. Soon after Dr. J. Guthrie was settled in 57, Colombo Street, Christchurch (the late Dr. Campbell's house). Dr. Walter Thomas—who had been a fellow-student of John's in Glasgow University—entered into partnership with him, and bought the house in Colombo Street, John buying 66, Cashel Street, which was his home as long as he remained in Christchurch. This partnership was continued amicably for 8 years, after which it was dissolved 

by mutual consent, each doctor continuing to practice on his own account. Dr. Thomas still lives in Colombo Street, Christchurch, and continues to practice there to this date—1901.

        
In 1881 two marriages were celebrated at Annandale within a fortnight of each other, that of Dr. T. 0. Guthrie and Mary Hay on 26th May, and William Hay and Agnes Stout on 8th June. In consequence of these weddings there was a large house party of young people at Annandale that winter, the Misses Paterson, Hay, McAulay, and others, which helped to fill the blank Mary's departure had made in the narrowing home circle. Hannah was afterwards reinforced by the helpful presence of Mary Stout, who remained at Annandale for a year and half before taking her departure to the home of her sister, Mrs. Wm. Hay. William, for a few years previous to his marriage, had held the position of manager of "Edendale" Estate, one of the N.Z. Land Co.'s properties in Southland. A few months after his marriage he resigned this charge, and bought a farm from the Land Co.—a part of the "Levels" Estate, near Timaru. There he built a good house, and called the place "Te Pukera," the Maori name for the pretty undulating country surrounding it, which, being interpreted, means "the sunny slopes." Te Pukera has been the home (and birthplace) of all the family, from that date till the year 1898, when a part of it, including the homestead, was sold.

        
Meanwhile Hay Brothers had again become involved in fire troubles in Pigeon Bay, two cases having been brought against them, which caused more or less worry for a time. The effect of this, and the usual hard work combined, caused a breakdown in James' health, and his brothers-in-law, Drs. J. and T. O. Guthrie, promptly ordered him to go Home for a trip. There was a general exodus at this 

time. Dr. T. 0. Guthrie having a rare chance to sell Lincoln house and practice, it was decided that he and his wife, Hannah and Edwin should also go Home for a year. On hearing of their plans, Robt. Steel Hay decided to join them, so that a very select few remained to carry on the work at Annandale.

        
Early in March, 1882, the cottage was vacated, our "goods and chattels" removed to Annandale—to the supreme delight of our two "cherubs," who regarded the move as the -
ne plus ultra of life here below—and from that date until we lost Annandale, four years later, we had our home there. The day before our travellers left us, when they were busy packing, the house in direst confusion between the outgoers and the incomers, and all hearts full of the sadness of parting, came Governor Sir Arthur Gordon and suite, four in number, and requested luncheon! There was nothing for it but to make the best of the situation, and accord a suitable welcome to His Excellency and party. The prime leg of mutton (prepared for the family dinner!) had to be kept for the visitors, who delayed luncheon two hours while they enjoyed a bathe in the waters of the Bay; but the mutton was not spoiled, on the contrary it was pronounced "delicious," as also were the fruits and cream, &c, which supplemented the impromptu repast. It was late in the afternoon when the vice-regal party rode away to Port Levy, leaving us 
not lamenting! The same thing had happened before, more than once, although that was perhaps the most inopportune visit we ever had from sub-royalty!

        
Our party (with the exception of James) sailed from Lyttelton in the old ship, "Marlborough," under command of Captain Anderson, on 18th March, 1882, the day on which Robert Neil Guthrie was born. James did not leave till the following week to catch his steamer at Sydney. 

He had a week to spend there, and one in Melbourne, and then arrived some two or three weeks before the others ended their long voyage. He met them in London. Almost directly after their departure Robert Hay also left New Zealand to have a trip through Victoria, New South Wales, and Queensland. He remained all winter in Australia, returning about the end of August, in time for the busy season. Mary Stout remained with us in Annandale for that winter, and was a welcome addition to our quiet party. We must not omit to state a thrice important fact here. Three of our young people entered the stage of life during this winter and spring of 1882, viz., Brenda Guthrie (Dr. T. 0. Guthrie's only daughter), whose birthplace was Kinross, Scotland—within two miles of her grandfather Guthrie's native place—and her birtuday the 2nd of August. Agnes Hay was born in Christchurch on 5th September, and brought to Pigeon Bay on the 29th, Annie's birthday. Her arrival gave the latter unmixed joy. A month later, viz., on 4th October, Constance Mary, William and Agnes Hay's eldest daughter, was born in Timaru. Mary Stout very soon afterwards left us to be with her sister, who a few weeks thereafter got settled in Te-Pukera.

        
The summer following was an unusually hard one, for never before had Annandale been so shorthanded. There was this year, for the first and only time on record at Annandale, a strike among the shearers. At the instigation of one man they left almost in a body, to return next day and ask to be re-engaged! But it was too late; nothing would induce Tom Hay to have any of them back that season, nor the ringleader at any time again. He rode off to a neighbouring bay and engaged another "gang," who came at once. Unfortunately on this journey he met with a painful accident, which crippled him for two months. 

His horse stumbled and fell on his foot, crushing it severely and spraining the ankle. He fainted with the pain, and on recovering he found himself lying partly under the horse, on the narrow mountain track. The horse was quiet, luckily, and with an effort he succeeded 
in mounting him again, and reached home towards dusk in a very suffering state. After the new shearers came he, aided by a good stick, was able to hop down to the shed (which was only 50 or 60 yards from the house), and superintend the men, while Robert and the two shepherds managed the outside work between them. The cooking for the shearers was then done at the house, and we had from 30 to 36 persons to cook for, so that the domestic part of the undertaking was considerable—for a novice especially! As well as the three solid meals, we had early tea—5 a.m.—also forenoon and afternoon teas, to send down to the shed. The experience and discipline were beneficial both to mistress and maids, however; two of the cooks of these years, having become shepherds' wives, have successively catered for the shearers ever since the year 1886 until the present time. By the next shearing James had returned from his most enjoyable trip. He came back 
viâ San Francisco, spending a few weeks in the United States, and also in the Sandwich Islands with his old friends, the Sinclair and Gay families. He returned with his health thoroughly re-established.

        
When, in August, 1883, the other travellers returned to New Zealand and came to Pigeon Bay, the two little maids, Brenda and Aggie, were putting forth all their little powers of locomotion as well as loquacity, and each only required the stimulating effect of the other to forward matters In the autumn, in anticipation of our travellers' return, Annandale had been freshly painted and papered and a new flower garden laid off, to which were soon added 

a tennis lawn and new orchard. James had brought from England and America some choice seeds of ornamental shrubs and trees, which were planted in the grounds, and also in and around the "Flat Bush," a fine clump of native bush still preserved in the valley. For a month or two after their return Dr. T. O. Guthrie and family occupied the cottage, and Annandale was once more a full merry house containing five or six bachelors. Robert Steel Hay and his brother Jack had come out some months before the others, and remained at Annandale for some time; an old friend, Mr. Eugene Buckley, had also returned from his-first visit Home, and spent part of that winter with us.

        
In 1883 Rev. James Stack (now Canon Stack) who had been for some years Vicar on the Peninsula, and was an esteemed friend of our family, left with Mrs. Stack for a trip to England, and Rev. H. H. S. Hamilton came to take charge. By the time Mr. Stack returned the following year Mr. Hamilton was settled as vicar, Mr. Stack's health being such that he could not continue the Peninsula work, much to the regret of his many friends. The Maoris were specially attached to Mr. Stack; he was so long their missionary, and spoke their language fluently. We have quoted from the writings of Mr. Stack, who is an authority on Maori history. Soon after the Rev. H. H. S. Hamilton came a vicarage was built in Pigeon Bay; after many shifts Mr. and Mrs. Hamilton and family were comfortably established in their new home. They remained in Pigeon Bay for eleven years, and were much liked and respected in the district.

        
Previous to this time our Presbyterian minister, Rev. Wm. Douglas, had left and for two years or so the church was in an unsettled state. Mr. Douglas did good work on the Peninsula while he remained, holding service generally four times on Sundays, which barely gave him time to 

travel between his districts. The roads were not so good then as now, and frequently Mr. Douglas had to enter his pulpit in Akaroa encased in mud and wet through, just in time for service. In his time the old church was repaired, and a manse built in Akaroa. Between him and the veteran elder of Pigeon Bay Church, Mr. Gillespie, senr., a strong deep friendship existed. It was with much regret the Peninsula Church parted with Mr. Douglas, who received a call to Hokitika in 1882; there he still remains, having been joined by his family from Scotland soon after he left us.

        
In 1884 Rev. D. McLennan was called from Pleasant Point to the Peninsula, and remained our minister for six years. He also was a faithful worker and good pastor; like Mr. Douglas, he too found in old Mr. Gillespie a staunch, true friend. Owing to the effects of rheumatic fever he was obliged to resign in 1890, much to the regret of his Peninsula friends. He went for a change of climate to New South Wales, and there he still resides.

        
Rev. D. McLennan was succeeded by Rev. J. B. Finlay, who remained our pastor for five years. He, too, resigned on account of failing health, and unfortunately has since had to give up preaching altogether. Rev. D. Jamieson, M.A., late of Titwood Church, Pollock-shields, Glasgow, (who, with his wife and family, arrived in New Zealand in September, 1895) was soon afterwards settled over the district. He continues his able ministrations up to date—1901—the church in Pigeon Bay having been built under his pastorate.

        
The first bazaar ever held in Pigeon Bay was in December, 1884, in aid of the manse fund, and was so successful that the debt was all paid. The following year the Church of England indulged in another, equally a success, though on a smaller scale, by which they also cleared the vicarage debt.

        


        
Early in 1884 Dr. T. O. Guthrie settled in Lyttelton, where he continued to practice and prosper until the year 1898, when he sold out, in order that he and his wife might gratify their love of travel, and at the same time give their children the advantages of Continental education.
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In 1884 James Hay took, another trip to the Old Country on business. We learned afterwards that his business was of a two-fold nature, though regarding the inner-fold he was characteristically reserved. He and Tom had—a year or two previously—bought Annandale estate from the other brothers (the sisters having been bought out years before) and they required to negociate a loan, which 

they found they could manage on better terms at Home than in New Zealand. It was managed to their entire satisfaction, and the cable message, according to their code, reached Tom a few days before our bazaar on Boxing Day. With his usual 
sang froid he kept the matter of the cable to himself until a fitting opportunity, when he electrified our party, while at dinner one day, by passing it round for general perusal. It contained, besides the numerical code and signature only one word, but that word stood out with startling distinctness; it was "
married." The next mail was eagerly awaited by one and all (the feminine contingent being chiefly interested, of course), and brought out the pleasing intelligence that it was 
un fait accompli.

        
Early in January, 1885, when our little baby boy Thomas Guthrie Hay, was four months old, Mr. and Mrs. James Hay arrived in New Zealand by the s.s. "Aorangi." We had half suspected his intent, and the result was to us all most satisfactory. He married Jane Campbell, a sister of Drs. J. and T. O. Guthrie's dearest friend and fellow-student (in Glasgow University), Neil Campbell, who had been for many years a confirmed invalid. It was only natural that James, when in Scotland, should go and see Neil (to whom and his family he had letters of introduction from John and the writer), and spend a good deal of his time at Kirn, the beautiful place on the Frith of Clyde where Mrs. Campbell and her family resided. All who knew Neil Campbell loved the noble young fellow, so sadly stricken down in his youth with paralysis of the spinal cord, the result of a severe illness contracted when assisting his father, Dr. Campbell, in his practice at Tarbert, on Loch Fine, Argyleshire. Dr. Campbell died a 
few years before this time, after which Mrs. Campbell and her family removed to Kirn, Argyleshire. John Guthrie kept up a close correspondence with Neil as long as the latter lived. 

He bore his great sufferings with true heroism till released by death in 1889.

        
There is much that we should like to say in praise of Mrs. James Hay—to us always "Auntie Jeannie"—but this is rendered unnecessary by the manner in which she has filled her place in the family circle. For sixteen years she has been one of us, and we begin to think of her as almost an old identity by this time.

        
They stayed at Annandale until another cottage in "Kay's Gully" (now called "Glen Road") was restored and added to as a temporary home—James refusing to allow us to vacate Annandale in his favour, although it was his by right of seniority. This cottage they called the "Glen," after Mrs. Hay's old home—"Glenralloch," in Tarbert. The "Glen" was a name peculiarly suitable to the pretty sheltered spot which was their home as long as they remained in Pigeon Bay—a period of twelve years. The unforeseen disaster that soon followed altered all their plans in regard to building a new house, as had been their intention.

        
In November, 1885, the news of Mr. Pilliet's sudden death was received in Annandale. He died of typhoid fever in Wellington, where the family had been residing for some time. Soon after his death Mrs. Pilliet and the three girls (Mr. Pilliet's daughters), Aye-Aye, Cesca, and Lina, came to live in Christchurch, to be nearer their friends.

        
The new hotel in Pigeon Bay, completed about a year before James and his wife arrived, stood conspicuously square and bare on the grassy slope opposite the new wharf. It was designed (chiefly) for a summer resort and built accordingly, with plenty of accommodation, its situation close to the beach being a desirable one for the purpose. It was furnished as well as built by Hay
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Brothers, the hotel-keeper paying a nominal rent for the first year or two, till he could get a paying connection and eventually take over the furniture. This gave a good opportunity of parting with some of the old Annandale furniture, and replacing it with new. The large telescope table and sideboard, etc., for dining-room, and a suite of easy chairs, couches, etc, for drawing-room, made the dear old home brighter and cosier than ever. Many other desirable changes had been made in Annandale for convenience and comfort; for by this time Hay Brothers were feeling they could afford to enjoy the fruits of their labours, and, as so often happens in life, things had never seemed so prosperous as just before their greatest loss.

        
Our little old cottage, so often referred to in these pages, was totally effaced when the best part of it was converted into a stable for the new hotel. It was carried round on two bullock sledges, coupled, drawn by twelve bullocks, and its removal was watched by the little folks with keen interest. But for the calamity which followed, these details need not have occupied our attention now, nor need our story of past days have been carried much further into recent years. We have, however, to tell of an event which stands unequalled by anything that ever happened before, or ever may again in a lifetime: viz., the unforseen and complete annihilation by landslip of our dear old home and its surroundings.
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The Landslip.
        

        

          

The summer of 1885-6 was an exceptionally hot and trying one, much trouble being caused in Pigeon Bay by the spread and continuance of bush and grass fires. Just above and behind Annandale, Hay Brothers and men were out night and day for weeks, intermittently fighting fire. On that portion of their land known as "Holmes' Run"—so called because it is surrounded by Mr. Holmes' property—Hay Brothers had a painful experience. One day they went up there to clear out water-holes for the poor parched sheep. Fires were raging all around on Mr. Holmes' land, so special care was taken to put the horses in a safe place, well out of the way of the fire. But the wind suddenly changed and blew fiercely; and knowing what was likely to happen, Hay Brothers ran to catch their horses. They had them "rounded up" and almost caught, when a thick cloud of smoke blew in their faces and frightened the poor creatures, who galloped straight into the burning tussock and grass. In a few minutes three of them were severely burned—one so badly injured that it had to be put out of its misery at once: a sad task, as it was a favourite horse. After some months of careful treatment, the other two horses recovered.

          


          
The autumn rains were welcome after the heat and drought; hut when in May and June the continuous rains caused floods in Okain's and other bays, considerable apprehension was felt as to the fate of roads and bridges, especially when our own large bridge was almost carried away by the force of the swollen waters. In July there was a cessation, but towards the end of the month it rained more heavily than ever, and continued until nearly the end of August.

          
This was the winter the North Island disaster occurred, when a number of lives were lost by the eruptions of Mount Tarawera. Dr. T. O. Guthrie and his wife, accompanied by Hannah and Edwin, paid a visit to the scene of that disaster a few weeks after it happened, and when they returned early in August gave us a vivid description of the utter desolation of the region round the centre of this terrible visitation. They were the first party with ladies who rode through that newly made wilderness of scoria and ashes. That "Wonderland" of New Zealand is famous still, although its greatest marvels—the Pink and White Terraces, which stood unique in their fairy-like beauty, the slow growth of ages—were swept away in one night. Thus the forces of nature, alternately creating and destroying, move on in their ceaseless workings; yet we can say "all is well," for "God hath fixed the bounds of our habitation."

          
As the rain continued day after day, a vague presentiment of coming trouble possessed our minds. We became instinctively watchful and wakeful, On Tuesday, 17th August, the creek behind the house came down the mountain side, a roaring torrent, bringing stones and trees with it that soon dammed up the culvert. In a few minutes our back-yard, wash-house, and dairy were flooded with muddy water, and all our efforts were needed to keep 

it out of the house. Our men folk at once set to work to clear the channel—no easy task, as they stood knee-deep in the rushing water, the rain coming down in sheets. Before dark they got the obstructions removed, and all immediate danger of house and garden being flooded seemed over. Tom and Bob kept watch by turns all that night, so uneasy did they feel, and next morning—18th August—the rain streamed down heavily, while a strong easterly wind blew in cold from the sea.

          
The old dairy was found to be in such a state that, raining though it was, the men decided to pull it down at once. The mud and water had silted into it until it was nearly a foot deep, and the roof was more unsound than ever. We were in any case only waiting till the rain ceased to begin the erection of a new wash-house and dairy, the timber for which was lying ready. The first thing to be done before pulling it down was to transfer all the contents of the dairy—butter, hams, bacon, etc.,—to the store-room. The men were handing in these things, while the mistress and maids were putting them away, the children watching proceedings, when suddenly a dreadful bewildering noise filled the air. In an instant Hay Brothers were rushing through the house shouting, "run for your lives," each catching up a child as he ran.

          
The deafening roar heard above the noise of the elements and accompanied by violent shaking of the house was too awful to describe. But for the presence of mind of our brave men we should certainly all have perished. Before we had run many yards the first fall of earth had reached the homestead; this carried away the workshop, stable, cow-bales, men's house, dogs and their kennels, cart, dray, and wood-heap, bringing them all against the hack of the house. The force of the impact was such that the house was pushed off its foundations, and all the fires were at 

once scattered, so that very soon the house was on fire. Before we reached the bridge, 150 yards distant, we were soaked through, and we all wore our very oldest garments! As we stood in the streaming rain, gazing at the destruction of our dear old home, our first conscious thought was heartfelt gratitude to God that we were all safe. Our men hurried us all to the store, and then some of them ran back, as we feared, to the house. From the store windows we watched, in fascinated horror, the second slip come down, and then the flames burst forth, as if in mad rivalry with the other destroying elements. In a few moments Annandale was a blazing heap of ruins in the midst of a sea of mud. The store was full of frightened people, amongst whom were Mrs. J. Hay, her baby boy (Campbell) and servant; they had fled from the Glen in terrified haste, fearing to be overtaken there too—and indeed it seemed a more likely place than ours for such a disaster to happen. How to get to the hotel? was the next question. The road was so blocked with small slips as to be quite impassable (for a week previously a boat had been used to convey passengers from coach to steamer), and the sea was more than usually rough. We women and the children had to be carried by our men-folk across the small creek—which was rushing over the road in a torrent, to the hotel boat, which had been brought to the break-water for us. We entered it in fear and trembling, and for half-an hour we wore exposed to the fury of the wind and waves, that constantly threatened to swamp our small boat. Fortunately the distance was short, rather under a mile, but our men had to strain every nerve to pull against wind and tide—to say nothing of sea! This journey had to be repeated three times, a heavy task for our brave men.

          
Our first care was to dry and warm the poor children, who were quiet and bravo to a wonderful degree, even our 

darling baby boy understanding that he must be good! How nearly we had lost him we realized when James told us that as he ran through the house he pushed open the spring-door of the store-room (which Guthrie could not open from the inside), and found the child on his knees by the sugar bin, his little hands and mouth busy!

          
The hotel people were most kind, but their powers were sorely taxed, as crowds of panic-stricken people had flocked to them for shelter—many who need not have left their homes. Soon after we reached the hotel, viz., at 12 o'clock, three hours after the first slip came down, we saw the fourth, and largest of all, come crashing down with the hideous roar we knew so well. This carried away the wool-shed and its contents bodily into the creek and paddock beyond, and swept the burning wreckage of the house into the sea, leaving a smooth expanse of liquid mud over the spot where for fully forty years the Annandale homestead had stood.

          
The poor dogs, pigs and fowls had no chance for their lives, though one pig did escape, and a dog, which was almost smothered in the first slip, was set free by the next, emerging from the mud in a pitiable plight. It recovered and did good work afterwards; that and another one (which Hay Brothers managed to rescue) were the only two of their fourteen well-trained sheep dogs they ever saw again. The estimated loss of sheep in the slip was about 60; fortunately no horses or cattle perished.

          
As we realized what this calamity meant to us—and as the weeks passed on we did so more and more keenly—our uppermost feeling was gratitude to God for saving our dear old mother the heart-break it would have been to her to see the fate of the old home she had loved so well, by removing her to a "better, that is an Heavenly one," before the disaster occurred.

          


          
We may as well supplement our own description, which is entirely from memory, by quoting one or two extracts from the daily papers of that time, which gave minute particulars of the disaster, as related graphically by Hay Brothers. We shall only omit some details already given. The 
Canterbury Times of 20th August, 1886, says:—

          
" Mr. Thomas Hay" (who was interviewed by the 
Canterbury Times reporter) "continued"—after describing the warning of the day before, as already related—"We were on the look-out; on hearing a specially loud noise I jumped out and saw the landslip coming. It was half a mile away when I saw it, and I shouted as loudly as I could for all hands to 'run for their lives.' My eldest boy, Ebbie, was standing in the doorway of the men's house, about 30 ft. from me. He was the first to run, and made straight down to the bridge. All the men rushed into the house at the back door. The shepherd took Aggie, the youngest girl, my brother Robert and Mr. Husband, a friend who was staying with us, took Mrs. Hay, each holding one of her arms, and thus they brought her out. My eldest girl, Annie, ran with the two servant girls. My brother James had just arrived from his own place, the Glen, and had put his letters into the mail-bag and joined us outside. He found my youngest boy, Guthrie, in the store-room at the sugar-bin, and he took him up in his arms and ran for it. All this time I was going through the house, up one stair along the top storey, calling out for all to clear at once, and down the other stair to make sure nobody had been left behind. When I got into the road (lane, we call it), Ebbie, who had been first to run, was just turning into the main road, 150 yards away. He had boon running all the time, so you can calculate how quickly all I have described had happened.

          


          
"My brother Edwin saw the gardener standing in the doorway of the men's house, and he ran towards him, beckoning him to run down to the road. I was just behind him, and I was the last to leave. He had been gone a distance of about three chains when the house he had been standing in went all to pieces. I ran as fast as I could, and got spattered on my back as I ran. When I got opposite the stockyard gate I saw the whole of the cowsheds, 80 ft. in length, roll over in the yard on my right. The very substantial stock-yard fencing, the posts of which were 15 in. thick, checked the progress of the landslip till I got out of the road.

          
"In the confusion the others, when we got on to the bridge, missed me as I was hurrying my wife and children over to Robinson's store to get them out of the rain. My brothers went back to the house to look for me, and went through the house calling loudly, leaving one outside to give the alarm if another slip should come. They managed to let a dog adrift that was jammed against the back door of the house. I followed them back and went close up to the house, but we reckoned it unsafe to remain or try to get anything out of the house. We had no sooner got away than down came the second slip, and jammed against the wool-shed. Then the flames burst forth. We could see the smoke coming out, and the house gradually kindled. That would be half-past 9 o'clock—no later. The house kept burning on against the wind. Then the third slip came down. We began then to make preparations for our future accommodation. We took three boatloads of our own people and others to the hotel, and got them settled there, doing as much for them as we could under the circumstances.

          
"About 12 o'clock, as my brother Edwin was going up to Mr. Robertson's—a neighbour who lived near the hotel—

for dry socks and clothes, there came the biggest slip of all, which obliterated everything, rushing it all into the sea, where broken bits of the house continued to smoke for some time. This slip took the wool-shed bodily, just as it had been left into the creek. The force with which it carried the wool shed and accumulated stuff threw every drop of water out of the creek to a height of some hundreds of feet, and some of the bags of grass-seed which had been in the shed were thrown a distance of five chains right against the opposite terrace. There was a big post fifteen inches square and ten feet long thus thrown with some eight or ten bags of grass-seed. This slip stopped the creek for a time, forcing the water to run over the bridge, making a tremendous flood until the water presently cut its way clear. All the afternoon small slips came down… To give you some idea of the power of the landslip, I might tell you we picked our safe up yesterday on the beach, half way between high and low water mark, and about a couple of chains from the creek. It weighs half a ton, I should think, for it took four or five men to roll it over. The big posts of the stock-yard, which were as thick as your body, were literally pulled out of the ground and swept away, just as you would clear the pieces off the chess-board. My brother timed the fall of the third slip. I reckon that the hill is about 1,500 ft. high, and about a mile away, and my brother found the slip was just a minute and a half from the time it started till it reached the sea. The biggest of all came quicker than that. Three or four acres of the sea must have been filled up."

          
James Hay, on being interviewed by the 
Press, said:—

          

            
"We had been on the look-out for slips, and therefore were to some extent prepared. Those in the house ran for their lives, and as I went at top speed towards the house to aid I looked up. There above me, coming down the 

mountain side at railroad speed, was a wall of earth some forty or fifty feet high, throwing up as it came, high in the air, a kind of spray of mud. I thought at first it was an eruption. I rushed into the house to see if all were out, and found the little boy, about two years old, in the store-room eating the sugar. As I caught him up and turned to run, I heard the slip coming, and had hardly got away when it came with a crash and a roar right on to the house, which then took fire and burned for quite two hours. The two eldest of the youngsters ran themselves, and all the others managed to get out and away on to the bridge over the creek just in time.

            
"What was the noise like? says Mr. Hay, in answer to a question. Well, I can hardly say—it was a most unearthly noise, and so loud that all the people in the Bay heard it and ran out of their houses, thinking it was an eruption on the mountain, and that an earthquake was about to take place. …

          

          
"To show how things were scattered, we found my brother's purse containing £18 down by low water mark; this had been placed in a drawer in his bedroom. We also found the kitchen stove, with the kettle on it, near the safe on the beach."

          
Then follows a description of "What the slip looked like," by one of the 
Press reporters:—

          

            
"From where I stood, looking up the mountain, some 1,500 ft. high, the whole of the centre of the face from top to bottom was scarred with a great wide rent. At the top was a cup-like crater, as if the top of the mountain had fallen in and pushed out the soil underneath. With the cloud of wist hovering about the top of the hill, and the wide rent made more conspicuous by the chocolate colour of the soil, there seemed to me to be a singular resemblance to the rent in Tarawera—a resemblance which the 

steam-like appearance of the mist made more complete. This rent down which the millions of tons of soil, which overwhelmed Annandale, travelled on that eventful morning with lightning speed, is about 100 to 150 yds. wide. The hill behind the spot where the house stood is steep all the way up, but it rises steeper near the top. A clump of blue gums, slightly to the right of the track of the slip, and therefore not exposed to the full force of it, one solitary walnut tree, and another blue gum near the bottom of the garden facing the road, are all that remain of a highly cultivated fruit and flower garden and ten buildings, including a thirteen-roomed house and large wool-shed.

          

          
"The site occupied by these now resembles nothing so much as a newly-ploughed field with fragments of 
debris of all kinds mixed in the soil. At the spot where the house stood there is now from fifteen to twenty feet of earth piled up, and at the bottom, near the road, it is some three or four feet deep. Beyond this latter, and covering the 8-foot stone sea-wall, the 
debris has gone right out into the bay, reclaiming some acres of land from the sea." …

          
"The scene is one of the utmost desolation. At one part was to be seen a quantity of household goods, books, and clothing, heaped together amidst the soil; in another, scattered along the beach, was a mass of every conceivable article, strewn far and wide, as though some demon in a fit of destructive rage, had hurled them right and left. …

          
"When it is remembered that the house stood some forty feet above low water mark, and some four or five chains distant there from, some idea may be formed of the enormous amount of earth which fell in so short a time," …

        

        
        



          

            
The Calamity Seen from a Distance.
          

          
"Viewed from the hotel the scene was a very grand one. The roar of the slips at once attracted attention, and those who went to look saw, as it appeared to them, the whole summit of the mountain travelling down the slope, throwing up the lighter soil in the air to a tremendous height. 'It looked like a wall of earth,' said one of the spectators to me, 'surrounded by smoke, and we thought the mountain had broken into eruption—like Mount Tarawera. We were unable, owing to the road being washed away, to go round to ascertain what had become of the inmates of Annandale, but we thought they had all perished, as, when we looked again, not a trace of the house, buildings, or anything was visible, except the burning wreck. All that we could see was the horrid, black-looking scar down the whole face of the mountain, extending from top to bottom, and the black-looking soil heaped up and covering the place where the well-known homestead of Annandale once stood.' A description of the homestead is then given which is so correct that we are tempted to add it to the other quotations. …

          
"Annandale was beautifully situated in the south-west corner of the bay, just under a big ravine, that in summer poured a trickling stream of water through the culvert already mentioned into the sea. Quite a small forest of blue gums, stout and strong, grew between the house and the hill. Lately the grounds had been tended with great care, and were looking beautiful. Entrance was gained from the main road by a carriage drive, which wound a sinuous line up to the house through ornamental trees, shrubs, and flowers, past a lawn of lovely sward, on which many a game of tennis has given health and pleasure to the inmates and to the many friends who have shared their hospitality. A holly fence rose above a steep embankment 

on the Holmes' Bay road, from which access was gained to the house in front, facing the sea, by a flight of steps leading to an avenue of pear and walnut trees. The house was a two-storey one, with dormer windows, verandah, and bay windows. It was the 'beau ideal' of a peaceful retreat, and surrounded by its fine trees looked very picturesque. Behind the house, nearer the hill, were the out-houses where the men slept, the blacksmith's and carpenter's shops, with all tools necessary for farm, smithy, and carpentry work, a model fowl house, piggery, etc. About and around were the dogs' kennels, to the south the stable, cast of which was a large barn (or wool-shed), in which were stored grass-seed, wool, sheep-skins, etc. The sheep-dip adjoined the main road, and between it and the barn lay all the numerous pens necessary on a large sheep station. It was to all these premises that the 'lane' led from the main road, and it was right under the ravine that all these buildings lay."

          
We may fittingly finish this chapter by adding one more quotation—a little poem written by our old friend, Miss Buckley, sister of Mr. E. C. Buckley, as a tribute to the lost home, where she had spent many happy weeks. She had, a few months before the slip, settled down to teach music in the bay, and owing to this circumstance, the old Annandale piano was saved from the general wreck. Having a newer one that we brought out from Home, we lent Miss Buckley the other for her rooms in Mrs. Preece's house, where she boarded and gave her lessons. Afterwards, when settled in our now home, we got the old piano back again like the rest of the old furniture. Miss Buckley left the bay soon after the landslip, and became a Deaconess sister in Melbourne, where she lived and worked for years as "Sister Mary." Sister Mary is now—1900—Sister Superior in "The Mission of the Good Shepherd," Church of England Mission House, Auckland.

        

        
        



          

            
"Annandale."
          

          


            

              
"The Recent Landslip at Pigeon Bay."
            


            
"In mem'ry of a dear old house, now vanished from the vale,


            
Alas! to think that all is gone that once was Annandale!


            
Whose hospitable lights at night would gleam across the Bay,


            
When darkness brought repose at last after the busy day;


            
Where few who ever pass'd that way but found a welcome kind,


            
A helping hand, a pleasant word, something to call to mind,


            
Where ev'rything was meant for use, and not mere empty show,


            
A cosy, dear old house it was, not very long ago.
          

          

            
Its nicely planted garden, full of pines and native trees,


            
That sway'd in summer evening, long to every wayward breeze;


            
Like velvet was the tennis lawn, where friends and neighbours met


            
On those same summer evenings for many a hard-fought set.


            
In front tall pear and walnut trees, all cast a pleasant shade,


            
And close at hand one old blue gum a goodly contrast made,


            
Though by improvement's ruthless hand, of branches all despoiled,


            
A witness he how pruning here an enemy hath foiled.
          

          

            
For when his brethren slim and tall did feel the adverse shock,


            
With one accord they bowed and fell while he stood like a rock.


            
Sudden and swift destruction came, the mountain seemed to rend,


            
And the elements—fire, water, earth—their terrors all did blend,


            
While o'er the scene a misty veil pitying Nature tried to draw.


            
That roar and shock the stoutest heart could not but fill with awe;


            
Down came the mud, with rush and roar, sweeping stones and trees apace;


            
Before that awful avalanche, for life a dang'rous race.
          

          


          

            
And yet for others each one thought: "For God's sake, run!" the cry.


            
The children and the women safe—all through the storm they fly;


            
No time for aught in that dread hour but human life to save,


            
Dogs, garden, sheep, house, buildings all, soon find a common grave.


            
In little more than one short hour all signs are swept away,


            
That ever man upon that spot has tried his power to away;


            
The labour and the work of years in one sad morn effaced.
          

          

            
Oh! why should those who owned that home such bitter trial taste?


            
Nay! question not the hand of God, who trials sends in love,


            
And blessings in disguise to wean men's hearts to things above.


            
His ways are truly wonderful, and though we see no light,


            
He maketh all things work for good to those who love aright.
            
              
Mariana.

              
(

Mary G. Buckley.")

              
                Pigeon Bay,
              
              Sept. 15, 1886.
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The summer of 1885-6 was an exceptionally hot and trying one, much trouble being caused in Pigeon Bay by the spread and continuance of bush and grass fires. Just above and behind Annandale, Hay Brothers and men were out night and day for weeks, intermittently fighting fire. On that portion of their land known as "Holmes' Run"—so called because it is surrounded by Mr. Holmes' property—Hay Brothers had a painful experience. One day they went up there to clear out water-holes for the poor parched sheep. Fires were raging all around on Mr. Holmes' land, so special care was taken to put the horses in a safe place, well out of the way of the fire. But the wind suddenly changed and blew fiercely; and knowing what was likely to happen, Hay Brothers ran to catch their horses. They had them "rounded up" and almost caught, when a thick cloud of smoke blew in their faces and frightened the poor creatures, who galloped straight into the burning tussock and grass. In a few minutes three of them were severely burned—one so badly injured that it had to be put out of its misery at once: a sad task, as it was a favourite horse. After some months of careful treatment, the other two horses recovered.

          


          
The autumn rains were welcome after the heat and drought; hut when in May and June the continuous rains caused floods in Okain's and other bays, considerable apprehension was felt as to the fate of roads and bridges, especially when our own large bridge was almost carried away by the force of the swollen waters. In July there was a cessation, but towards the end of the month it rained more heavily than ever, and continued until nearly the end of August.

          
This was the winter the North Island disaster occurred, when a number of lives were lost by the eruptions of Mount Tarawera. Dr. T. O. Guthrie and his wife, accompanied by Hannah and Edwin, paid a visit to the scene of that disaster a few weeks after it happened, and when they returned early in August gave us a vivid description of the utter desolation of the region round the centre of this terrible visitation. They were the first party with ladies who rode through that newly made wilderness of scoria and ashes. That "Wonderland" of New Zealand is famous still, although its greatest marvels—the Pink and White Terraces, which stood unique in their fairy-like beauty, the slow growth of ages—were swept away in one night. Thus the forces of nature, alternately creating and destroying, move on in their ceaseless workings; yet we can say "all is well," for "God hath fixed the bounds of our habitation."

          
As the rain continued day after day, a vague presentiment of coming trouble possessed our minds. We became instinctively watchful and wakeful, On Tuesday, 17th August, the creek behind the house came down the mountain side, a roaring torrent, bringing stones and trees with it that soon dammed up the culvert. In a few minutes our back-yard, wash-house, and dairy were flooded with muddy water, and all our efforts were needed to keep 

it out of the house. Our men folk at once set to work to clear the channel—no easy task, as they stood knee-deep in the rushing water, the rain coming down in sheets. Before dark they got the obstructions removed, and all immediate danger of house and garden being flooded seemed over. Tom and Bob kept watch by turns all that night, so uneasy did they feel, and next morning—18th August—the rain streamed down heavily, while a strong easterly wind blew in cold from the sea.

          
The old dairy was found to be in such a state that, raining though it was, the men decided to pull it down at once. The mud and water had silted into it until it was nearly a foot deep, and the roof was more unsound than ever. We were in any case only waiting till the rain ceased to begin the erection of a new wash-house and dairy, the timber for which was lying ready. The first thing to be done before pulling it down was to transfer all the contents of the dairy—butter, hams, bacon, etc.,—to the store-room. The men were handing in these things, while the mistress and maids were putting them away, the children watching proceedings, when suddenly a dreadful bewildering noise filled the air. In an instant Hay Brothers were rushing through the house shouting, "run for your lives," each catching up a child as he ran.

          
The deafening roar heard above the noise of the elements and accompanied by violent shaking of the house was too awful to describe. But for the presence of mind of our brave men we should certainly all have perished. Before we had run many yards the first fall of earth had reached the homestead; this carried away the workshop, stable, cow-bales, men's house, dogs and their kennels, cart, dray, and wood-heap, bringing them all against the hack of the house. The force of the impact was such that the house was pushed off its foundations, and all the fires were at 

once scattered, so that very soon the house was on fire. Before we reached the bridge, 150 yards distant, we were soaked through, and we all wore our very oldest garments! As we stood in the streaming rain, gazing at the destruction of our dear old home, our first conscious thought was heartfelt gratitude to God that we were all safe. Our men hurried us all to the store, and then some of them ran back, as we feared, to the house. From the store windows we watched, in fascinated horror, the second slip come down, and then the flames burst forth, as if in mad rivalry with the other destroying elements. In a few moments Annandale was a blazing heap of ruins in the midst of a sea of mud. The store was full of frightened people, amongst whom were Mrs. J. Hay, her baby boy (Campbell) and servant; they had fled from the Glen in terrified haste, fearing to be overtaken there too—and indeed it seemed a more likely place than ours for such a disaster to happen. How to get to the hotel? was the next question. The road was so blocked with small slips as to be quite impassable (for a week previously a boat had been used to convey passengers from coach to steamer), and the sea was more than usually rough. We women and the children had to be carried by our men-folk across the small creek—which was rushing over the road in a torrent, to the hotel boat, which had been brought to the break-water for us. We entered it in fear and trembling, and for half-an hour we wore exposed to the fury of the wind and waves, that constantly threatened to swamp our small boat. Fortunately the distance was short, rather under a mile, but our men had to strain every nerve to pull against wind and tide—to say nothing of sea! This journey had to be repeated three times, a heavy task for our brave men.

          
Our first care was to dry and warm the poor children, who were quiet and bravo to a wonderful degree, even our 

darling baby boy understanding that he must be good! How nearly we had lost him we realized when James told us that as he ran through the house he pushed open the spring-door of the store-room (which Guthrie could not open from the inside), and found the child on his knees by the sugar bin, his little hands and mouth busy!

          
The hotel people were most kind, but their powers were sorely taxed, as crowds of panic-stricken people had flocked to them for shelter—many who need not have left their homes. Soon after we reached the hotel, viz., at 12 o'clock, three hours after the first slip came down, we saw the fourth, and largest of all, come crashing down with the hideous roar we knew so well. This carried away the wool-shed and its contents bodily into the creek and paddock beyond, and swept the burning wreckage of the house into the sea, leaving a smooth expanse of liquid mud over the spot where for fully forty years the Annandale homestead had stood.

          
The poor dogs, pigs and fowls had no chance for their lives, though one pig did escape, and a dog, which was almost smothered in the first slip, was set free by the next, emerging from the mud in a pitiable plight. It recovered and did good work afterwards; that and another one (which Hay Brothers managed to rescue) were the only two of their fourteen well-trained sheep dogs they ever saw again. The estimated loss of sheep in the slip was about 60; fortunately no horses or cattle perished.

          
As we realized what this calamity meant to us—and as the weeks passed on we did so more and more keenly—our uppermost feeling was gratitude to God for saving our dear old mother the heart-break it would have been to her to see the fate of the old home she had loved so well, by removing her to a "better, that is an Heavenly one," before the disaster occurred.

          


          
We may as well supplement our own description, which is entirely from memory, by quoting one or two extracts from the daily papers of that time, which gave minute particulars of the disaster, as related graphically by Hay Brothers. We shall only omit some details already given. The 
Canterbury Times of 20th August, 1886, says:—

          
" Mr. Thomas Hay" (who was interviewed by the 
Canterbury Times reporter) "continued"—after describing the warning of the day before, as already related—"We were on the look-out; on hearing a specially loud noise I jumped out and saw the landslip coming. It was half a mile away when I saw it, and I shouted as loudly as I could for all hands to 'run for their lives.' My eldest boy, Ebbie, was standing in the doorway of the men's house, about 30 ft. from me. He was the first to run, and made straight down to the bridge. All the men rushed into the house at the back door. The shepherd took Aggie, the youngest girl, my brother Robert and Mr. Husband, a friend who was staying with us, took Mrs. Hay, each holding one of her arms, and thus they brought her out. My eldest girl, Annie, ran with the two servant girls. My brother James had just arrived from his own place, the Glen, and had put his letters into the mail-bag and joined us outside. He found my youngest boy, Guthrie, in the store-room at the sugar-bin, and he took him up in his arms and ran for it. All this time I was going through the house, up one stair along the top storey, calling out for all to clear at once, and down the other stair to make sure nobody had been left behind. When I got into the road (lane, we call it), Ebbie, who had been first to run, was just turning into the main road, 150 yards away. He had boon running all the time, so you can calculate how quickly all I have described had happened.

          


          
"My brother Edwin saw the gardener standing in the doorway of the men's house, and he ran towards him, beckoning him to run down to the road. I was just behind him, and I was the last to leave. He had been gone a distance of about three chains when the house he had been standing in went all to pieces. I ran as fast as I could, and got spattered on my back as I ran. When I got opposite the stockyard gate I saw the whole of the cowsheds, 80 ft. in length, roll over in the yard on my right. The very substantial stock-yard fencing, the posts of which were 15 in. thick, checked the progress of the landslip till I got out of the road.

          
"In the confusion the others, when we got on to the bridge, missed me as I was hurrying my wife and children over to Robinson's store to get them out of the rain. My brothers went back to the house to look for me, and went through the house calling loudly, leaving one outside to give the alarm if another slip should come. They managed to let a dog adrift that was jammed against the back door of the house. I followed them back and went close up to the house, but we reckoned it unsafe to remain or try to get anything out of the house. We had no sooner got away than down came the second slip, and jammed against the wool-shed. Then the flames burst forth. We could see the smoke coming out, and the house gradually kindled. That would be half-past 9 o'clock—no later. The house kept burning on against the wind. Then the third slip came down. We began then to make preparations for our future accommodation. We took three boatloads of our own people and others to the hotel, and got them settled there, doing as much for them as we could under the circumstances.

          
"About 12 o'clock, as my brother Edwin was going up to Mr. Robertson's—a neighbour who lived near the hotel—

for dry socks and clothes, there came the biggest slip of all, which obliterated everything, rushing it all into the sea, where broken bits of the house continued to smoke for some time. This slip took the wool-shed bodily, just as it had been left into the creek. The force with which it carried the wool shed and accumulated stuff threw every drop of water out of the creek to a height of some hundreds of feet, and some of the bags of grass-seed which had been in the shed were thrown a distance of five chains right against the opposite terrace. There was a big post fifteen inches square and ten feet long thus thrown with some eight or ten bags of grass-seed. This slip stopped the creek for a time, forcing the water to run over the bridge, making a tremendous flood until the water presently cut its way clear. All the afternoon small slips came down… To give you some idea of the power of the landslip, I might tell you we picked our safe up yesterday on the beach, half way between high and low water mark, and about a couple of chains from the creek. It weighs half a ton, I should think, for it took four or five men to roll it over. The big posts of the stock-yard, which were as thick as your body, were literally pulled out of the ground and swept away, just as you would clear the pieces off the chess-board. My brother timed the fall of the third slip. I reckon that the hill is about 1,500 ft. high, and about a mile away, and my brother found the slip was just a minute and a half from the time it started till it reached the sea. The biggest of all came quicker than that. Three or four acres of the sea must have been filled up."

          
James Hay, on being interviewed by the 
Press, said:—

          

            
"We had been on the look-out for slips, and therefore were to some extent prepared. Those in the house ran for their lives, and as I went at top speed towards the house to aid I looked up. There above me, coming down the 

mountain side at railroad speed, was a wall of earth some forty or fifty feet high, throwing up as it came, high in the air, a kind of spray of mud. I thought at first it was an eruption. I rushed into the house to see if all were out, and found the little boy, about two years old, in the store-room eating the sugar. As I caught him up and turned to run, I heard the slip coming, and had hardly got away when it came with a crash and a roar right on to the house, which then took fire and burned for quite two hours. The two eldest of the youngsters ran themselves, and all the others managed to get out and away on to the bridge over the creek just in time.

            
"What was the noise like? says Mr. Hay, in answer to a question. Well, I can hardly say—it was a most unearthly noise, and so loud that all the people in the Bay heard it and ran out of their houses, thinking it was an eruption on the mountain, and that an earthquake was about to take place. …

          

          
"To show how things were scattered, we found my brother's purse containing £18 down by low water mark; this had been placed in a drawer in his bedroom. We also found the kitchen stove, with the kettle on it, near the safe on the beach."

          
Then follows a description of "What the slip looked like," by one of the 
Press reporters:—

          

            
"From where I stood, looking up the mountain, some 1,500 ft. high, the whole of the centre of the face from top to bottom was scarred with a great wide rent. At the top was a cup-like crater, as if the top of the mountain had fallen in and pushed out the soil underneath. With the cloud of wist hovering about the top of the hill, and the wide rent made more conspicuous by the chocolate colour of the soil, there seemed to me to be a singular resemblance to the rent in Tarawera—a resemblance which the 

steam-like appearance of the mist made more complete. This rent down which the millions of tons of soil, which overwhelmed Annandale, travelled on that eventful morning with lightning speed, is about 100 to 150 yds. wide. The hill behind the spot where the house stood is steep all the way up, but it rises steeper near the top. A clump of blue gums, slightly to the right of the track of the slip, and therefore not exposed to the full force of it, one solitary walnut tree, and another blue gum near the bottom of the garden facing the road, are all that remain of a highly cultivated fruit and flower garden and ten buildings, including a thirteen-roomed house and large wool-shed.

          

          
"The site occupied by these now resembles nothing so much as a newly-ploughed field with fragments of 
debris of all kinds mixed in the soil. At the spot where the house stood there is now from fifteen to twenty feet of earth piled up, and at the bottom, near the road, it is some three or four feet deep. Beyond this latter, and covering the 8-foot stone sea-wall, the 
debris has gone right out into the bay, reclaiming some acres of land from the sea." …

          
"The scene is one of the utmost desolation. At one part was to be seen a quantity of household goods, books, and clothing, heaped together amidst the soil; in another, scattered along the beach, was a mass of every conceivable article, strewn far and wide, as though some demon in a fit of destructive rage, had hurled them right and left. …

          
"When it is remembered that the house stood some forty feet above low water mark, and some four or five chains distant there from, some idea may be formed of the enormous amount of earth which fell in so short a time," …
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The Calamity Seen from a Distance.
          

          
"Viewed from the hotel the scene was a very grand one. The roar of the slips at once attracted attention, and those who went to look saw, as it appeared to them, the whole summit of the mountain travelling down the slope, throwing up the lighter soil in the air to a tremendous height. 'It looked like a wall of earth,' said one of the spectators to me, 'surrounded by smoke, and we thought the mountain had broken into eruption—like Mount Tarawera. We were unable, owing to the road being washed away, to go round to ascertain what had become of the inmates of Annandale, but we thought they had all perished, as, when we looked again, not a trace of the house, buildings, or anything was visible, except the burning wreck. All that we could see was the horrid, black-looking scar down the whole face of the mountain, extending from top to bottom, and the black-looking soil heaped up and covering the place where the well-known homestead of Annandale once stood.' A description of the homestead is then given which is so correct that we are tempted to add it to the other quotations. …

          
"Annandale was beautifully situated in the south-west corner of the bay, just under a big ravine, that in summer poured a trickling stream of water through the culvert already mentioned into the sea. Quite a small forest of blue gums, stout and strong, grew between the house and the hill. Lately the grounds had been tended with great care, and were looking beautiful. Entrance was gained from the main road by a carriage drive, which wound a sinuous line up to the house through ornamental trees, shrubs, and flowers, past a lawn of lovely sward, on which many a game of tennis has given health and pleasure to the inmates and to the many friends who have shared their hospitality. A holly fence rose above a steep embankment 

on the Holmes' Bay road, from which access was gained to the house in front, facing the sea, by a flight of steps leading to an avenue of pear and walnut trees. The house was a two-storey one, with dormer windows, verandah, and bay windows. It was the 'beau ideal' of a peaceful retreat, and surrounded by its fine trees looked very picturesque. Behind the house, nearer the hill, were the out-houses where the men slept, the blacksmith's and carpenter's shops, with all tools necessary for farm, smithy, and carpentry work, a model fowl house, piggery, etc. About and around were the dogs' kennels, to the south the stable, cast of which was a large barn (or wool-shed), in which were stored grass-seed, wool, sheep-skins, etc. The sheep-dip adjoined the main road, and between it and the barn lay all the numerous pens necessary on a large sheep station. It was to all these premises that the 'lane' led from the main road, and it was right under the ravine that all these buildings lay."

          
We may fittingly finish this chapter by adding one more quotation—a little poem written by our old friend, Miss Buckley, sister of Mr. E. C. Buckley, as a tribute to the lost home, where she had spent many happy weeks. She had, a few months before the slip, settled down to teach music in the bay, and owing to this circumstance, the old Annandale piano was saved from the general wreck. Having a newer one that we brought out from Home, we lent Miss Buckley the other for her rooms in Mrs. Preece's house, where she boarded and gave her lessons. Afterwards, when settled in our now home, we got the old piano back again like the rest of the old furniture. Miss Buckley left the bay soon after the landslip, and became a Deaconess sister in Melbourne, where she lived and worked for years as "Sister Mary." Sister Mary is now—1900—Sister Superior in "The Mission of the Good Shepherd," Church of England Mission House, Auckland.
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"Annandale."
          

          


            

              
"The Recent Landslip at Pigeon Bay."
            


            
"In mem'ry of a dear old house, now vanished from the vale,


            
Alas! to think that all is gone that once was Annandale!


            
Whose hospitable lights at night would gleam across the Bay,


            
When darkness brought repose at last after the busy day;


            
Where few who ever pass'd that way but found a welcome kind,


            
A helping hand, a pleasant word, something to call to mind,


            
Where ev'rything was meant for use, and not mere empty show,


            
A cosy, dear old house it was, not very long ago.
          

          

            
Its nicely planted garden, full of pines and native trees,


            
That sway'd in summer evening, long to every wayward breeze;


            
Like velvet was the tennis lawn, where friends and neighbours met


            
On those same summer evenings for many a hard-fought set.


            
In front tall pear and walnut trees, all cast a pleasant shade,


            
And close at hand one old blue gum a goodly contrast made,


            
Though by improvement's ruthless hand, of branches all despoiled,


            
A witness he how pruning here an enemy hath foiled.
          

          

            
For when his brethren slim and tall did feel the adverse shock,


            
With one accord they bowed and fell while he stood like a rock.


            
Sudden and swift destruction came, the mountain seemed to rend,


            
And the elements—fire, water, earth—their terrors all did blend,


            
While o'er the scene a misty veil pitying Nature tried to draw.


            
That roar and shock the stoutest heart could not but fill with awe;


            
Down came the mud, with rush and roar, sweeping stones and trees apace;


            
Before that awful avalanche, for life a dang'rous race.
          

          


          

            
And yet for others each one thought: "For God's sake, run!" the cry.


            
The children and the women safe—all through the storm they fly;


            
No time for aught in that dread hour but human life to save,


            
Dogs, garden, sheep, house, buildings all, soon find a common grave.


            
In little more than one short hour all signs are swept away,


            
That ever man upon that spot has tried his power to away;


            
The labour and the work of years in one sad morn effaced.
          

          

            
Oh! why should those who owned that home such bitter trial taste?


            
Nay! question not the hand of God, who trials sends in love,


            
And blessings in disguise to wean men's hearts to things above.


            
His ways are truly wonderful, and though we see no light,


            
He maketh all things work for good to those who love aright.
            
              
Mariana.

              
(

Mary G. Buckley.")

              
                Pigeon Bay,
              
              Sept. 15, 1886.
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Chapter XXVIII.
          


          
"Ora-iti." The New Annandale.
        

        

Only those who have lost their homes by the sudden visitation of fire or flood can understand what it means to set about making a new one, without even a carpet tack to begin with! This difficulty, however, was more easily solved for us than we could have imagined possible, as we shall see. Meantime we were enforced prisoners at the hotel till Friday noon (20th August), which was the first day after our disaster that the steamer could face the sea The day of the landslip (Wednesday, 18th) she started as usual, but the captain was forced to turn back at Lyttelton Heads, on account of the immense seas rolling in, the only time such a thing had happened since the steamer began her trips. In the circumstances this delay was especially trying. Our first care was to get to town (in borrowed garments) and provide clothing for the family and servants. Hay Brothers by this time had pulled themselves together, and made out their list of tools and necessaries for the building of a wool-shed and yards at once. The question, "Where were we to live?" had to remain in abeyance until this most necessary work was done. It was now near the end of August, the shearing would begin in October, and there was not a pen nor yards for the sheep, nor any place to shear them. The lost wool-shed, 

yards and dip Hay Brothers had planned and improved from time to time, in accordance with their own ideas of practical utility. Thus they were able to design a new steading, with every improvement known to them, and at once began operations.

        
"With a gang of energetic workers the yards were soon fenced out, and a wool-shed in course of erection. That summer's work extended from dawn to dark; our breakfast
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hour was 5 o'clock for three or four months! and tea was never before 8 or 9 o'clock; but they had the-satisfaction of shearing most of the sheep in the new shed, which repaid them for their effort to finish in time. Through the kindness of our neighbour, Mr. Menzies, the first lots of sheep—those on the run, therefore nearest that gentleman's station—were shorn in his shed, and by that time the new premises were ready for the others.

        


        
Meantime some of us were quartered at the Glen, some at "Brookshaw" (the home, then, of our old friends the Kay family), and one or two of our bachelors at the hotel, until we could find time to think of a future home. This question was happily settled for us by the landlord of the hotel offering to forego his lease and vacate the house "for a consideration." It was such a convenience to have a house ready to take immediate possession of that we gladly accepted his terms, and within a month of our disaster we found ourselves once more under our own roof-tree.

        
We had no choice but to make the best of our bare and bald surroundings, and persuade ourselves that the old articles, which again became our own, were as comfortable as the pretty new things that lay buried with the treasures of our old home. Thus "Fortune's wheel" revolves, and it was well for us just then that the revolutions were rapid, we had the less time to indulge fruitless regrets. Yet it seemed as if we never should sound the depths of our losses, nor cease to feel pangs of regret as one after another of the lost home treasures would be recalled to mind with ever the same lament, "gone in the slip." How we missed the many conveniences and comforts, the result of years of careful thought and management! But hard work is the best antidote for trouble of mind, and under active duty we strove to stifle vain longings for the mere 
things we had lost. How much more deeply might not grief have ploughed our hearts had not God mercifully spared every life? Over and above every other feeling rose heartfelt thankfulness to the "Giver of every good and perfect gift," that we could still hold to our hearts our living treasures, the dear children, who in their bright innocence proved our greatest comforters. In times of adversity we learn to know the real value of true friendship. We can never forget how we were cheered and comforted by each and all of our family circle, and our many good friends at that time.

        


        
Auntie Hannah came, according to her wont, as the "Ministering Angel" of our households, to give us her practical advice and help in the arranging of our new home. For months after the slip we were getting things brought to us from the beach, and were much indebted to our kind friends and neighbours in the Bay, both for finding and cleaning them. Of the things found, all that were of any future use were some odd blankets and napery, a few mattresses, and pillows. These last we had cleaned and re-covered; they were all out of the nursery, bachelors' and servants' rooms in the back part of the house, the better things in the front bed-rooms being all burnt.

        
Amongst the 
dæbris were found a few burnt bits of our new table silver, which had arrived from Home with a case of new house-linen only three weeks before the slip. The napery we never saw a vestige of. Had we left the package of silver for three days longer in the safe where it was first put away, we should have found it all uninjured.

* The only books recognisable were a pictorial Bible (Cobbin's), and one volume of a quaint old book called the "English Dance of Death," illustrated very curiously in Hogarth's style; this last we had re-bound. The Bible was too far gone, but, though dilapidated, we keep it. These books are prized as the only relics that remain to us of our once valuable library. Tom Hay's watch, which had been his father's, was found by Edwin seven months after the slip, strange to say, preserved from utter ruin by being rolled in the folds of the bedroom carpet, which did not burn completely through. The works were quite spoiled with the heat, but the gold case and Albert chain were uninjured. It was subsequently sent Home and refitted with works, and is now a more than ever valued watch.

        
Had it not been for the fire, many articles found (chiefly by Edwin, who was most lucky in unearthing relics) would 

have been worth keeping, but, as it was, the most valuable of our goods were destroyed by fire before the house was swept away, as the heaps of charred remains we found thrown up on the beach amply testified. This made us feel more the injustice of the Insurance Company's action in refusing to meet our claim, their excuse being that we had not given the required 21 days' notice. This was a quibble on their part, as their agent informed us no formal notice would be required in our case. The full claim was not expected, but Hay Brothers felt entitled to at least half the amount. They had insured everything in that company only for fully twenty years—ever since the company's formation in New Zealand, and they felt therefore that they had not been well treated in the matter. Had the full insurance been paid it would have been very inadequate to cover the loss, which they computed to be not less than £8000. They were insured for about £3000 as far as can be recalled now. Needless to say, all connection with that company ended from that date. As if in compensation for the monetary loss, the next two years proved more than usually successful in regard to the price of wool.

        
Through the energy of "Uncle Bob" the paddock, in the centre of which our new home stood, was soon dug up, a garden and orchard laid out, and trees planted. The outside plantation of pines, firs, etc. (planted when the house was built) was beginnfng to show some growth, and in a few years it afforded good shelter. Soon flower garden and lawn were made; the growth of years has completed the transformation scene, and now—"after long years "—it is "home" once more, even in name. "Ora-iti" was but a temporary name, chosen for its meaning—"narrow escape"—and retained only until we knew no other "Annandale" would be likely to be built in Pigeon Bay.
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Eighteen months after our disaster Robert Hay proposed to his sisters Hannah and Mrs. Pilliet that they three should take a trip Home. They went 
via San Francisco, stopping at Honolulu to spend a month in the Sandwich Islands with their old friends, the Sinclairs and Gays, from whom they received a warm welcome. They thoroughly explored the wonders of the great Kilau, and other places of interest, and were much taken with some of the customs of the place. The mode of capturing horses and cattle by "lassooing" them was specially interesting to Robert and his sisters, as it had been to James. They greatly admired the agility and daring displayed by the young generation of Sinclair descent (the Messrs. Gay and Robinson) in stock-riding with the "lassoo." Mrs. Sinclair, senr., was alive then, and, although almost 90 years of age, a most energetic, clever old lady. They also visited Mr. and Mrs. James Gay at Oahu, where their home was. Mr. Gay's death occurred a few years after this time. They had a delightful trip through America, visiting Yosemite Valley, Salt Lake City, Chicago, Niagara, New York, &c. At Niagara, where they remained a few days, Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes and his wife were in the same hotel, and they enjoyed much pleasant intercourse with the charming old man, whose "Breakfast Table" talk was as delightful to listen to as to read.

        
After a good time spent in England and Scotland they had an enjoyable trip to the Continent, where they had a "real good time," as well as some ludicrous adventures through incompatibility of tongues! Mrs. Pilliet's knowledge of French proved sufficient for the wants of the party, however, and they managed to see the sights. On returning to London to prepare for their homeward voyage, a change of programme confronted them, altering the future of one of the trio. Mrs. Pilliet was induced to remain and make her future home in Glasgow, under a 

new name. She became Mrs. William Guthrie Gardiner, her husband being one of Gardiner Bros., ship-brokers, Glasgow, fourth son of Dr. Andrew Gardiner, late of Dean Street U.P. Church, Edinburgh. This marriage has connected the three families, Gardiner, Guthrie and Hay still more closely by 
bringing the cousins 
on both sides 
of the Guthrie family into one circle.

        
Dr. Gardiner, our dear old uncle, ever a favourite for his genial, kindly nature, his originality and the wit that out-flowed so irrepressibly in his humorous talk, was by this time getting aged, and had retired some years previously from active work. His love of learning was as keen in age as in youth, and his greatest delight in these closing years of his life was to be amongst his grandchildren, storing their young minds with the treasures of his own ripe culture. He had lost his beloved wife, our Aunt Jane, about 10 or 11 years before this time. In a short memoir of her life sent out to us—and unfortunately gone in the Landslip of 1886—we recall the following lines, which aptly express her character as minister's wife and mother—

        
"She was a Mary in the Lord's House, a Martha in her own." So loved was she in church and home!

        
In connection with this uncle and family we must not omit the name of "old Lizzie," their first servant in the manse of Kincardine, when in the early forties uncle took his bride home. She was a typical domestic of the old school (alas! now so rare), who became through her own merits, friend as well as servant. She never severed her connection with "the family," but continued all her life an inmate of their home, in which she had her own rooms. She became blind latterly, and in her age and helplessness received every care and attention from "the family" she loved so well, all of whom she had nursed in by-gone days. 

This faithful old woman, who survived her master a year or more, was, despite her affliction, ever happy and contented.

        
We have to record about this time—1890—the sudden death of our dear Aunt Eliza—Mrs. Barnet, of Kinross—our father's and Mrs. Gardiner's younger sister, whose bright charm of mind and manner remains an ever green memory with us. In the well-remembered old "Cottage" of Kinross, the thought of which recalls many happy days gone by, where once a large, merry family party were gathered; now only two remain—father and daughter, who live for each other. It is to the kindness of our cousin Eliza—Miss Barnet—we are indebted for photographs of the birthplace of our father—Milnathort—and its romantic neighbourhood.

        
Our good old uncle, Mr. Barnet, one of a very few of the old generation remaining now, still conducts his paper, the 
Kinross-shire Advertiser, of which he is editor and proprietor. Three years ago, viz., in 1897, he celebrated the jubilee of the 
Advertiser in Kinross, where a banquet was held, attended by many local and literary "lions." It was a noteworthy event, the 
Advertiser being then the only paper in Scotland that had not changed hands nor had its name altered for upwards of fifty years. We have in our possession, a copy of the paper in the infant stage, of date, February 2nd, 1847. The accompanying one, dated February 13th, 1897, was the jubilee number.

        
The return of our two travellers, Auntie Hannah and Uncle Robert, was quickly followed by the Home-going, early in 1890, of Mr. and Mrs. James Hay and their son Campbell, then about four years of age. They spent the summer months in Kirn with Mrs. Campbell and her daughters, for whose sakes chiefly the trip was taken. Towards the end of 1890 they returned to New Zealand. Shortly before this time our two old aunts, Aitken and 

Caldwell, passed peacefully away within a few months of each other, both rather suddenly, at the age of 80 and 81 respectively. Old Mr. Aitken soon afterwards fell down dead on the Ashburton Railway station, from heart failure, on his way home after paying a visit to his Wainui and Pigeon Bay friends. Thus the lamp of life burns low and then goes out, to wake to a brighter glow beyond our ken. On the day this old man left us, which was the day before his sudden death, Neil Guthrie, then eight years of age, met with a serious accident on Holmes' Run, which almost proved fatal. He was riding with his Uncles Robert and Edwin, when he was thrown from his horse and dragged some distance, his foot having stuck fast in the stirrup. He was carried home in his Uncle Robert's arms, in an unconscious state, and remained so for some days. There was little hope of his life at first, his injuries were so severe; but to the intense thankfulness of his parents and all friends, the little fellow gradually and completely recovered. When the accident happened the maids alone were at home, but our good, faithful Sofia (our Finn housemaid) endeared herself to all by her unremitting care of patient and household, both before his mother and aunts arrived to nurse him, and throughout the weeks that followed. Sofia is remembered with affection by us each and all.

        
It was about the year 1888 that Hay Brothers first began dehorning cattle, and being the very first to attempt this operation in New Zealand, they brought upon themselves a storm of invectives from friends and foes alike, who all charged them with cruelty. Being convinced they prevented more cruelty than they inflicted by the operation, Hay Brothers persevered, making it their business to find out and secure the most expeditious instruments invented for the purpose. Their first operation 

was done by means of a saw, but they soon heard of a more suitable instrument—an American invention—which they adopted and improved upon, so as to secure an instantaneous and clean operation. The idea first occurred to them on seeing how the animals fared at each other's horns, on being driven to town in mobs, or pent up in trucks or pens. Out of one lot of forty fat cattle driven to Belfast Freezing Works, seven quarters were condemned as unfit for use, entirely through the cattle being horned by each other on the road. One poor animal, a mass of wounds arid bruises, was rejected entirely and destroyed.

        
There was such a hue and cry about it at first that Hay Brothers were prepared to defend an action should one be brought against them. They were not summoned, but one day two policemen appeared at the yards to warn Hay Brothers and report on the condition of the cattle. Seeing the newly dehorned animals quietly feeding and showing no signs of suffering, they had nothing unfavourable to report. Again the Inspector of the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals in Christchurch—Mr. Reginald Foster—came down to see and judge for himself, so as to report to the Society. On his return to town he wrote for the Christchurch "
Press" a full description of the mode of operation, the instruments used, and the results, as shown by the satisfactory condition of the cattle. After this much correspondence ensued in the public prints, for and against. Many stock owners and dairy farmers came to see for themselves, and, in most cases, those who were opposed to the operation changed their views. The fact that Mr. Foster approved of it did much to satisfy the public mind.

        
Since then it has become recognised as a humane operation by most owners of stock, while it is observed that dairy cows settle down to a quieter and more thriving 

condition on being deprived of their weapons of warfare. It has now become usual on the Peninsula, and Hay Brothers often perform it for neighbours. The first performance, after taking delivery of new cattle is the
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branding and dehorning of them; then they are taken to their fattening paddocks. Needless to say, the operation is less severe on young animals than on full grown or old ones. All purchasers of fat cattle for slaughtering testify to the benefit to the beef by the operation of dehorning.

      



* Soon after the slip, we were presented with a complete set of table silver, and an illuminated address—a handsome testimonial from old friends.
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Chapter XXIV.
          


          
The Angel of Death.
        

        

          
God gives patience, Love learns strength,


          
And Faith remembers promise,


          
And Hope itself can smile at length


          
On other hopes gone from us.


          
Love strong as death shall conquer death,


          
Through struggle made more glorious.


          
This mother stills her sobbing breath,


          
Renouncing, yet victorious.
          [
Mrs. Browning.]
        

        

Sorrow, sudden and severe, once more fell upon our home when our youngest child, Thomas Guthrie, the darling of the household, was taken from us, at the age of six years and nine months. He died on the morning of the 26th June, 1891, after an illness of only four hours. We cannot dwell on the anguish of that time. God alone knows why our bright hopes should be thus quenched 
in the dark mystery of death. "He doeth all things well," and the darkness is only 
here, and 
now.

        

          
"Whoe'er would read this world aright


          
Must walk by faith, and not by sight."
        

        
We can but cling to this faith, believing "God loveth whom he chasteneth." Our bright loving boy shall live in each heart, the sweet, winsome child he was when God took him "to gladden in His view" till "after a few patient 

years 
one home shall take us all in." …. The comfort and sweetness of these thoughts have crept into our hearts, giving a nobler, fuller meaning to our lives since we are linked by love's closest bonds to our little one in Heaven.

        

          
" We know he will but keep


          
Our own and His, until we fall asleep


          
He will not take the spirits which He gave and make


          
The glorified so new that they are lost to me and you."
        

        
In the beautiful words of Dr. Hugh McMillan, we can truly say —

        

          
"Kind death has saved him all the waste of life,


          
Conserved his beauty at the fairest point,


          
And kept for us our boy in Heaven, unchanged,


          
Through all 
our changes—an immortal child


          
To love for evermore."
        

        
Our father's "Sacred Lyrics," from which we have already quoted, abound in comfort and hope, as thess lines—a few out of many that gave us soothing thoughts—will show.

        

          
"If infants none in Heaven were found


          
To glad its golden street,


          
But only star-bright victors crowned,


          
Then Heaven were incomplete.


          
Such stars may gem Christ's diadem,


          
Yet infants too have place,


          
These flowerets young are garlands strung,


          
Sweet trophies of His grace."
        

        
Towards the end of the same year—1891—our good old friend, Mr. Hay, of Barbrafield, died, after a long trying illness, during which his strength gradually wasted away. He bore his weakness and sufferings with uncomplaining patience. Mrs. Hay survived him only two years, and, in contrast to his, her death occurred with startling suddenness. She and her daughter Jessie—Mrs. Patterson, of 

Winchester—had spent a happy week with us in Pigeon Bay, and a few days before Mrs. Hay's death they left us to go to Burwood vicarage, the home of their friends, Rev. and Mrs. Inwood, Mrs. Hay then apparently in good health. She had a sudden attack of heart failure, and died in a few moments; thus was her 
wish granted, she


[image: Mr. John Hay, Barbrafield, Temuka. Died, October, 1891.]

Mr. John Hay, Barbrafield, Temuka. Died, October, 1891.

had prayed to be saved a lingering illness. Mrs. Inwood has since died, after a long and painful illness. She was one of the Patterson family, late of Springfield, Temuka, very old true friends of all the Hay circle, and connections of the Barbrafield Hay family by marriage.

        
Dr. Gardiner, of Glasgow, and Rev. T. Orr, of Crouch End, London, our dear uncles—on both sides—died after 

lingering illnesses, the first-named a little before, and the latter a year after this time Both had finished the work given them to do, and were ready to "enter into rest."

        
Yet another good old friend passed away also in 1894 one whose name, perhaps more than any other, is associated with our memories of past days—we allude to Mr.
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Hay, of Mid-Buiston (Uncle Robert). He died at the age of 94. Thus, "one generation passeth away, and another generation cometh."

        
In 1893, Dr. J. Guthrie broke down in health, and was ordered a trip Home. Early in 1891, he, his wife and little daughter Lorna, set sail via Sydney, leaving Jack and Neil at School in Christchurch. They were thus enabled 

to see our dear old mother once more before she died. She was then rapidly declining in strength, having been an invalid for years before this time. She died on 11th May, 1896, at the age of 79, and her death was a blessed release from pain and weakness. The sad thought to us all was that none of her own were with ber to soothe her dying
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hours. Our brother James had left her to fulfil a short professional engagement in London. She had been unusually bright and well just then, and her faithful nurse companion, Miss Addie, gave her every possible care and attention. Death came unexpectedly, and although James was sent for at once, he arrived too late except to look once more upon the dear dead face of his devoted mother. 

This added greatly to the keenness of his grief and ours, who were too far off to be able to help or comfort him. Mrs, W.G. Gardiner—" Auntie Agnes "—proved herself a true friend and sister to him 
in his time of grief and lone0liness. He was ever a most loyal, loving son, and our mother's death left a great blank in his life. (Happily for him this blank is now filled by a loving wife.)

        
After eighteen years of widowhood our dear old mother was laid to rest by the spot where her beloved husband was interred in Craigton Cemetery of Glasgow.

        

          
" Arms of love are round thee doubling


          
On the Saviour's breast,


          
Where the wicked cease from troubling,


          
And the weary rest.


          
Long it was thy soul's ambition


          
There to wing its flight.


          
Lo! thy hope is now fruition,


          
And thy faith is sight,"
        

        
These lines are from "Christian Rest," one of her favourite poems in our father's collection—"Sacred Lyrics."

        
How good to believe that now they are together again, and 
know—"even as also they are known."
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Chapter XXX.
          


          
Conclusion.
        

        


          
"Be good, sweet child, and let who can be clever;


          
Do lovely things, not dream them, all day long;


          
And so make Life, and Death, and that for ever,


          
One grand sweet song."
          —
C. Kingsley.
        


        

So recent are the changes that have come to us since our mother's death that we need lightly touch them, using them but as stepping-stones across dividing years. First we have to record the marriage of Robert Hay and Mary Stout, which event took place in October, 1894, a year and a-half before our mother's death. We lost the presence of the genial uncle from the Annandale home circle. Likewise Mr. and Mrs. Wm. Hay and their family, then living at Te Pukera, had to part from their "little Auntie Mary," so long resident with them. But this union was the happy consummation of a long-standing romance, and "all's well that ends well." Their home until January, 1900, was within four miles of Timaru—and was called "Otumarama," which means "view of the sea"— a distant but beautiful one. The small daughter of the house, Agnes Dorothy, enjoys the distinction of being up to this time the youngest child of the "Clan" in New Zealand, and, (need we add since all know her sweet, winning little ways?) the pet of all its members.

        


        
Three landslips disturbed the serenity of our quiet Bay in the winter of 1895—an exceptionally wet season—but happily no damage was done to life or limb, although one house—Mr. Knudson's—was swept away. It was an empty one, vacated some time before the slip came down. The inhabitants of our hill country have learned from past experience to take refuge in safer quarters until the danger be over-past.

        
In 1895, Dr. J. Guthrie, with his wife and their little daughter Lorna, returned to New Zealand, but only for a time. We had to face another and a sadder parting when, early in 1897, they broke up their home and set sail for the Old Country, this time for a term of years. Jack is now prosecuting his medical studies with credit and success at the University of Glasgow, where his father was trained, and where he again enjoys being in touch with the old friends and fellow students of his youth. We hear of our brother's keen interest in every new development of physical science, his enthusiasm over the latest marvels of surgery, and we rejoice that for all such eager natures life holds so much that is good. Jack enjoys the privilege of having in his father's companionship the benefit of a ripe experience, combined with the ardour of good fellowship, for comrades they are in the true sense of the word. They have had to part for a time, Dr. and Mrs. Guthrie having lately gone to Lausanne, Switzerland, where Neil and Lorna are at school. There our cousin, Mrs. Stevenson (
née Georgiana Barnet), is living with her son and daughters, giving them also the advantages of the excellent school training to be had in Lausanne. The presence of those congenial friends makes life more pleasant for our exiles—old as well as young—in that anti-British country! From their interesting letters we learn that parents as well as children are eager French scholars. Mr. Jack 

Thomas, eldest son of Dr. Thomas, Christchurch, is also a medical student at the University, Glasgow, and the two "Jacks" live and work together. Miss Alice Moorhouse, another "chum," is also studying medicine at Queen Margaret's College, Glasgow.

        
In September, 1897, very soon after the John Guthries went to Glasgow, our youngest brother, James Guthrie, R.S.A., was married to Miss Helen Whitelaw, of Row, Argyleshire. They live chiefly in Chelsea, London, a classic spot where artists congregate, and their home is a stone's throw from the well-known old house in Cheyne Row where Thomas Carlyle lived and died. They still retain their house in Woodside Place, Glasgow (our mother's home for many years before her death), where they spend some months of every year. The success of our artist brother, who has his own place in the realm of art, is to all his kith and kin most gratifying. Their infant son shares with our little Dorothy here the supremacy of youth over all the "children of the Clan."

        
Before Robert Hay left us, we knew that other changes would follow, Annandale would no longer be held in partnership, but become, by mutual consent, the property of one brother. James Hay sold out to his brother Thomas in 1897, and very soon "the Glen" was dismantled. His leaving caused universal regret among his Peninsula friends, by all of whom he was greatly liked and sorely missed. He was ever ready to help and sympathise in his own quiet, unostentatious way; his true genial nature won him the love and esteem of all who knew him. At a farewell dinner given to him before he left the Peninsula, he was presented with a handsome autograph album, containing the names of his numerous friends in the district. His protracted and serious illness clouded most of the following year with intense anxiety, but his recovery has 

made all hearts glad again. The bright cheering presence of "dear uncle Jamie" brings sunshine into every home long may he be spared to all who love him!

        
A similar change has taken place in both Te Pukera and Otumarama Estates, William and Robert Hay having each been induced by favourable chances to sell their places; the former in 1898 sold the homestead and part of the estate, the latter, in January, 1900, sold out entirely. Like James they are uncertain where they may eventuully make their homes. For the present Mr. and Mrs. James Hay and Mr. and Mrs. Robert Hay are living in Christchurch, and Campbell is a High School boy. Mr. and Mrs. Wm. Hay remain in Timaru, where their five children, Constance, Marian, Nelly, Beryl, and Harold, are fast growing up, and reflecting much credit upon their teachers. Alas! how soon we shall have to cease using the all-embracing and most endearing of terms, "the children," in speaking of our young folks, since our own dear boy Ebbie has reached manhood, and bears its duties and responsibilities; while our girls. Annie and Agnes, in company with their cousins Jack, Neil

*, Brenda, Constance, and Marian, have already emerged from the childish stage.

        
Our delightful trip through the North Island of New Zealand in the autumn of 1899 deserves passing notice. Our party numbered five—husband, son, brother (Dr. T. O. Guthrie), and sister-in-law (Auntie Hannah) formed a love circle round the happy fifth that left nothing to be desired, save the presence of the dear ones left' at home. The weird grandeur of Wonderland, and surpassing beauty of Wanganui River, especially in its upper reaches, which we explored in a big Maori canoe far into the King 



* The latest news we have of Neil is that he too has commenced his medical studies at the Glasgow University.



Country, will remain an enchanting memory with each and all.

        
Anything more exquisite than the bush scenery, grander than the castellated walls of the river banks, towering in parts into great mountain peaks; or more wonderful than the reflections of the whole in the clear water, varying from the most delicate tendril or tracery on the rock walls to the boldest outline—"Like manhood mirrored in the depths of woman's placid soul"—it would be hard to find elsewhere. In this—one of earth's fairest regions—nature has lavished a wealth of verdure, grandeur and loveliness rarely combined in such variety of charm The Hot Lakes, Geysers, &c., we could recall in detail with delight, but one memory must suffice. The farfamed Maori house, until lately owned by Mr. Nelson, of Waka-rewa-rewa, was all but completed when we saw it. It was the work of two or three remaining Maori artists—all old men—and contained a wonderful variety of native decorative art, some of the panels being exquisitely carved. The painted panels, with their rich colouring and beautiful designs, gave brightness to the sombre barbaric figures, just as the delicate minute carving relieved the more massive, thus making a harmonious whole. This unique specimen of a vanishing art has been recently sold to the Berlin Museum for 
£1,600 —thus our country has lost a possession, the value of which cannot be estimated by money.

        
Soon after our return the finishing and opening of our tasteful little church gave pleasant excitement to the residents of Pigeon Bay, the more so as it was opened free of debt. The opening services were conducted by Rev. Dr. Elmslie, of St. Paul's, Christchurch, who remained for the enjoyable social that followed.
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In September, 1899, Dr. and Mrs. T. O. Guthrie, their two children, Brenda and Errol, accompanied by "Auntie Hannah," sailed for the Home Country 
via Vancouver. They also will remain for some years for the sake of the education of their son and daughter, whom they have placed under the care of the John Guthries at Lausanne while they travel. They have witnessed the Passion Play at Oberamergan, and sent us a graphic description of that wonderful performance. They were then joined by Mr. and Mrs. W. G. Gardiner and Auntie Hannah, and visited St. Petersburg, Moscow, &c, thence passed on to Finland There they had a most enjoyable time amongst our true old Finn friends and workers, Jacob, John and Ted Erikson, Sofia Blomquist (our good old housemaid), and many others, who would gladly return to New Zealand if they could! These true, kindly, thrifty people are being cruelly oppressed by Russia at this time, and, it being a ease of "might 
versus right" they have no redress.

        
The first three months after the arrival in Glasgow of our brother and his family were most anxious ones for all, while Brenda lay seriously ill with typhoid fever in the house of Mr. and Mrs. Gardiner, whose kindness and that of all their friends lightened their load of care. During the same weeks, we too were passing through keenest anxiety over our own dear husband and father (T. 0. Hay), who was gored by a bullock in the thigh while branding cattle in the stockyard. His escape was a marvel, and his recovery, though tedious was complete, thanks to the care of our good old friend, Dr. Anderson, at the critical stage. Again, as so often in our past, we realise God's goodness and mercy to us and ours in sparing to us lives dear and precious.

        


        
We are consoled in our separation from our brothers, sisters and families by the fact that when in Scotland they are amongst the trusted old friends who surrounded our parents in the old days. Attached to the same church that


[image: Mrs. T. O. Hay.]

Mrs. T. O. Hay.

was our father's, their minister—until a year ago,' when he had to retire for a time through failing health—was Rev. R Hislop, our father's colleague and successor. It is sincerely to be hoped his retirement is but temporary. Thus many of the "dear, familiar faces" we knew of yore
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beam kindly still upon our "loved ones far away," although the ranks of those old friends have been thinned by death.

        
What memories those faces and names call up! Morison, Hislop, Craig, Ferguson, Love, Drummond, Stewart, Gladstone, Carruthers. How many more we can recall, as if we had met but yesterday, and how good it is to think such friendships never die! We know how these friends have cherished our father's memory throughout their lives, and what stronger proof can exist of the influence on other hearts of one whose life was good and noble, "who being dead yet speaketh."

        
Before the end of this year the Jubilee of Canterbury Province will be celebrated and old memories revived, let us hope, with pleasure and satisfaction to all the community. Our Colony has reason to be proud of its history, especially that of this last year of the century. When our brave "Contingents" obeyed the "Call of the Empire," and went from our midst to fight for Queen and country, the patriotic enthusiasm reached a height never before dreamt of in New Zealand, and many names shall live in the history of our Colony by reason of the splendid liberality and loyalty shown in giving and doing. As we near the close of the 19th century, during the course of which our Empire has grown in power and been enriched by number less inventions, discoveries and arts, surely we shall not see her glory depart, her greatness diminish. Yet certain it is that the latter days of our good Queen's reign are being darkened by sorrow for the loss of many noble lives; for her instead of "Light at Eventide" there is gloom and grief.

        
In the more recent and alarming crisis in China—the outcome of which is yet to be declared—we can but pray that the Legations, Missionaries, &c.—who have met 

danger, suffering and death with heroic calm, may soon find a happy issue out of all these troubles for themselves and the millions around them. [Amongst the missionaries are our two brave young cousins, Hannah and Lilias Reid, who are waiting in Shanghai with many others to begin their work again as soon as it is deemed safe. How many of them have already joined the "noble army of martyrs!"—our thoughts linger round one well-known to us, an earnest gifted woman, Miss Searell, late of Christchurch.] Shall we not believe that as it has been, so it will be again! the "blood of the martyrs" prove to be the "seed of the Church."

        
Surely light will yet shine out of the darkness for our good Queen

* and her people, and out of these calamities which have already filled thousands of homes with sorrow, yet greater good may arise. It is through struggle and suffering the hearts of men and women are made strong, brave and pure. The struggle is brought near to ourselves since one of our own "Clan" has gone forth to his "baptism of fire," brave young James Troup, son of our old friend and cousin, Eliza Jane Gardiner. A naval officer o.i board H.M.S. "Terrible," he served under General Buller at the siege of Ladysmith. Since then the u Terrible" has been sent to China, where again he has been under fire. We can but join our hopes and prayers to those of his friends and parents, Rev. G. and Mrs. Troup (to whom our hearts go out in sympathy) for his preservation in the day of battle.

        
Some great purpose may unfold itself to our knowledge as we travel onwards through the coming years; a better, higher aim given to the life and character of this generation, whereby our nation shall be built up yet more in all 



* Our noble Queen now "stands ever in the light." She "rests from her labours and her works do follow her."



that is noble, just and true. We can already see how much the spontaneous sympathy and loyalty displayed by all her Colonists to Britain in her need have done to strengthen the bonds of union between the Mother Country and her children across the seas. Whatever may be the issue therefore, what have we to fear? "The Lord God Omnipotent reigneth—let us give honour to Him."

        
Since these last pages of our story have gone to press we have received from Scotland another budget of Mr. Hay's old letters.

* Amongst these are two written by Agnes (for her mother) giving particulars about the fire case then pending, and afterwards of her father's tragic death. We regret we cannot now quote from them to any extent; but it is satisfactory to find that they corroborate our own narratives of those times, of which we had no records. One or two sentences will suffice to prove the correctness of Hay brothers' memories. In a letter to her Uncle Robert of date 1st August, 1863, she writes:—"We have witnesses to prove there was a fire kindled in Mr. Holmes' place days before James lit his, and other people acknowledged there were about twenty other fires lighted then. Another thing, the prevailing wind goes in a direction to drive it from his place." She also mentions the reasons for the postponements exactly as we have stated them, and comments on the "false swearing" that took place at the trial. In the next letter, of date 4th December, 1863, she writes: "My beloved father was returning from his station down south. I told you how through false swearing he lost the fire case. This,, together with being served with a writ for another £1100 on the day of his death, it is supposed so weighed upon him that he had walked while in deep thought over the precipice,




* One gives full details of their little Marion's death by burning—their first great sorrow. The sad event happened on 10th September, 1849.
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and so met his death. He had lost his sight very much lately with the anxiety he has undergone. My poor mother is plunged in the deepest grief..… Our friends are very kind to us. About 180 people followed him to the grave; so you see he was greatly respected and loved, and not without deserving it; he was always one to help others in times of need." We would gladly quote more of these letters, but should only be repeating what has already been told, and there is yet an event to chronicle before we come to an end.

        
After fifty years' growth and prosperity we look back to the foundation of our province, and give honour to its founders. Hundreds of grand old pioneers the "Canterbury Pilgrims" — met on 17th December, 1900, in Chrstchurch, to celebrate the Jubilee of Canterbury. The city was 
eu fete in the bright sunshine of a perfect day, gay with the lovely colours displayed in the charmingly-effective docorations (designed by Mr. S. Hurst Seager), and thronged by thousands of happy people eager to do honour to the aged "Pilgrims." The procession—the feature of the day—was headed by a typical team of eight bullocks and dray, provided by Mr. T. 0. Hay, and driven by Mr. Luke Scott, a native of Pigeon Bay. He was dressed in the old "Shagroon" style—white moleskins, blue and white striped shirt, and blue "jumper," or jersey—and he drove the team in front of the procession through the crowded city as one to the manner born. The dray was filled with representatives of Canterbury's earliest settlers, some dressed as "Shagroons"—the name those very early settlers were at one time distinguished by. In front of the dray were set up two wild boars' heads, with the inscription, "We were here first!" The dates, "1840-1900," in large figures of red and blue on a white ground adorned the back along with bunches of toi-toi and flax. After the dray came the





[image: Lyttelton—Present Day]

Lyttelton—Present Day




numerous corps of volunteers, followed by representative conveyances of trades, societies, etc., variously decorated. Next came the carriages, drags, etc., containing the Old Colonists, Governor, Premier, Mayor and Mayoress, clergy, etc.—a long line and an imposing sight.

        
Next day, 18th December, Mrs. Deans and Mr. and Mrs. John Deans received the Old Colonists and other guests at a garden party in the Riccarton grounds. About twelve hundred guests were assembled to exchange greetings, many who had not met since the strenuous early days. Mrs. Deans, ever hospitable, sympathetic and gracious, was seated on the lawn in an old chair, made by Mr. Deans in the early days of the settlement, with Mr. and Mrs, J. Deans and family around her to receive their guests, many of whom had been hospitably entertained at Riccarton before Christchurch was laid off.

        
The banquet given to the citizens by the Mayor and Mayoress (Mr. and Mrs. Reece), in the new Canterbury Hall, was a brilliant affair, pronounced by Lord Ranfurly in his speech to be the "most splendid function he had ever attended south of the line."

        
The luncheon to the Old Colonists, also held in the Exhibition Hall, the Maori visitors' performances in the Show Grounds, where they executed the haka, poi dances, etc.; and many other functions, filled all the days of a festive week—
one that will be long remembered 
in Canterbury.

        
And now, shall we not say? All honour to the Pilgrim Fathers of New Zealand who landed on its barren shores sixty years ago. Strong, brave and true, they have left their mark behind them in their country's history!

        
We have reached the end of our story of the past, now that it is brought up to date; but shall not the story continue and expand to yet fuller growths in the lives of the
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young people, for whose sakes it is written, who are now being prepared for their work in the world? The strong simple faith of their fathers will surely be their shield and buckler. If they worthily follow in the wake of their forefathers, and "through evil and through good report" 
live truly, "then their lives shall be—a great and noble creed."
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