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Haulashore or Fifeshire Island, Nelson, as (perhaps) fortified about a century ago.


Map drawn by C. H. Hyde to illustrate 'Forts on Haulashore" by B. E. Dickinson.
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What is The Nelson Historical Society (Inc.)?










What is The Nelson Historical Society (Inc.)?


Presumably it is a society for those interested in past events of Nelson Province, and in recording them.


It has been suggested that the Society extend its interests to include past and current events, even world-wide affairs impinging on New Zealand's welfare. Members interested could apply to form a section of the Society, as the archaeologists have done already. This could have value in setting Nelson into the frame of N.Z. history.


The opinion of our working members is strongly that local history is the main interest of the Society—that it should encourage and indeed increase its efforts in collecting, evaluating and recording details and sidelines of the history of this unique Province and its early settlements before such information becomes dubious and even lost. The sooner working space and access to records can be available at Isel, the better.


In his interesting and entertaining autobiography "Reluctant Editor" (Reed 1969) M. H. Holcroft, Editor of "The New Zealand Listener" from 1949–67, makes an authoritative and pertinent observation:


"I also spent much time in libraries; and I think I now realised, more fully than before, the scope of a librarian's work, and especially its creative function at the roots of literature. But I found also that the best librarian could not produce what writers had failed to supply. Again and again I was held up by gaps in information, discrepancies in dates, confusions and contradictions. I was not writing a work of scholarship, and I had to meet a deadline, so that for the most part I had to depend on secondary sources. These were often newspaper reports; and I found repeatedly that they contained long passages from earlier reports on the same subjects, an economical use of time and material which must be expected when reporters consult the files of ten, twenty and fifty years ago. But it must be easy, in these circumstances, for errors of fact to be transmitted to a believing posterity.


"I had supposed, from my own reading, that New Zealand was well served by historians. And in a broad sense, if the view is taken that history is mainly politics, it probably is. My own view, however, is that history is much more than parliaments and wars. And if we descend, as I did, from the national to the local scene, we find large areas of experience untapped and unrecorded. There are city and small town antiquaries, but not many; and Wellington, the capital city, has of all places been most neglected. We are meeting gaps in our knowledge at a time when interest in the past is becoming 

stronger. Some of these gaps can never be closed: we are suffering, not only from a shortage of writers, and especially of local historians, but also from the vast stupidity which has allowed the destruction of irreplaceable records. And so we find areas of history, which means areas of national consciousness, in which we shall be forever groping."


The Sociey must surely encourage "small town antiquaries" and "local historians"—our major interests should avowedly be parochial.




C. R. 
Barnicoat,

President.
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Forts on Haulashore


By B. E. Dickinson


All Nelsonians know Haulashore Island. Its gleaming white stony beaches and dark pine trees make a pleasing contrast for the motorist as he speeds past. Few give it more than this passing glance and even fewer have actually walked on the island itself. It is enough to the motorist that the island is there and probably always has been, but it has its little share of history and was probably more important to Nelson when the early life of the City centred round the Port.


Its first mention is not a very pleasant one. Wakefield records in his diary that Thomas Cresswell, the first of the settlers to die, was buried there on the point of land nearest to the Port—Aglionby Point. Wakefield also has another entry in his diary—about the Whitby—which was laid on the island on a mudflat about 200 yards inside of Aglionby Point, on a spot specially adapted for a patent slip. He had visions of using the island as a place for hauling boats ashore for cleaning and refitting—hence its name—Haulashore. It was long hoped in Nelson that such an industry would develop there and it was used to some extent for some years, but early hopes were never realized.


The name of the island is also given as Fifeshire Island and strangely enough both names have been retained although Haulashore seems to be more popular today. The Fifeshire was an immigrant vessel, a barque, and went ashore on the Arrow Rock when leaving the harbour in February, 1842. She was a total loss as she broke her back and the vessel and all its gear and cargo were sold to Mr. John Poynter who had a sale of all the goods on Haulashore Island. Since then both the Arrow Rock and Haulashore Island also bear the name Fifeshire.


Some would argue that it was not an island before the new harbour entrance was cut, but it has always borne the name of island and was indeed an island at high water when it was cut off from the Boulder Bank. Old maps show a channel—the Pilot Channel—between the lighthouse and the magazine evidently used by the pilot as a short cut when going out to ships waiting outside the bar. An amusing confirmation of the island theory come from the account told by Mrs. Coleman of her life on the lighthouse as a child. Evidently her brothers liked to tease the herd of goats then living on the island by chasing them down the Boulder Bank past the lighthouse, and holding them until the tide rose and the goats could only get to Haulashore by swimming.





Where the goats came from is not told and from old pictures there seemed to be little vegetation on the island for them to feed on. Two sketches in Broad's History, for example, show that the island was almost bare or had at the most a few scrubby bushes. Of course if you go by the engraving of Heaphy's sketch of the Haven in 1842, the island appears to be covered with green trees but it seems that these were imaginary.


There have been animals on the island at times. The Examiner records that in September, 1842, the island was to be the scene of a big auction sale of cattle, horses and sheep—part of the cargo of the ship Eagle—which had arrived from Australia. She must have been somewhat like a Noah's Ark for the items listed in the sale include cows, heifers, steers, a bull, mares, fillies, geldings, maiden ewes, fat wethers, rams as well as fowls, ducks and geese. No goats are mentioned. Later another ship. the Posthumous, used the island as an auction ground as in 1843 she arrived with 1,600 sheep on board, some of which were placed on the island, with rather disastrous results. It seems there was no water there for the sheep which drank the sea water and many died. The remainder were quickly sold at 15/- to 17/- each before anything happened to them.


Old maps of Haulashore show that four sections were surveyed there, Town Acres 1097—1100, and it would seem that the surveyors were hard pressed to obtain the 1100 Town Acres required when they had to use Haulashore, but strangely enough the Examiner records that two of these sections were among the earliest chosen. The earliest owners, according to the Crown Grants, which go back only as far as 1852, were the Hon. Tollemache (1097–8), Alfred Fell (1100), and Section 1099 was a Native Reserve, no doubt chosen by Henry Augustus Thompson in his official capacity as Protector of Aborigines. After some changes of ownership all the sections are now vested in the Mayor, Council and Citizens of Nelson to be used as a pleasure ground.


But the most interesting feature of early maps of Haulashore Island is that they show the island as heavily fortified—there were three forts or batteries sited there ready to repel any enemy that approached The forts were given special names by the Street Naming Committee in March, 1842, to commemorate engagements in which Nelson had taken part. At the south-east tip of the island was Fort Bastia, Fort Calvi guarded the south-western approach and running across the northern tip of the island was the Aboukir Battery. The earliest maps we have show these forts. No enemy was to be allowed entry to Nelson Haven or if a stray ship did manage to pass, then Fort Bastia was there inside the harbour ready to put cannon balls through its rigging. One would imagine that any near misses from 

Fort Bastia would have caused some alarm among the early dwellers at the Port especially round about Richardson Street.


Why all these war-like preparations, you may ask? Well, apart from any other reason, the Company was obliged by the New Zealand Government of the day, to set aside a number of Government reserves before any selection of land could take place. These reserves comprised land for wharves, gaols, cemeteries, custom houses, markets, a military ground to accommodate 300 soldiers, a site for a house of correction, and forts.


The people of Nelson agreed with the Government that these reserves were necessary, especially the forts. Broad reports, in his History of Nelson, that murmurs were heard against the Government for insufficient appropriations for the defence of the place from outside attack. The Examiner too, carries alarming reports of the danger of French or Russian attack. In July, 1854, at the time of the Crimean War, both Australia and New Zealand feared attack, although they thought the French and British naval forces in the Pacific were adequate. In 1860 too, the Examiner carried reports of a big build up of French strength in the Pacific—5 French men-of-war at New Caledonia and a large force of men also. The fleet included the steam frigate Souveraine, 60 guns, the steam frigate Cossim, the steam sloop Henare Forbin, besides transports.


There was no mistaking the fact that the colonists were alarmed. Yet if you wander about Haulashore Island today among the pine trees, the little patches of grass and the innumerable rounded boulders you fail to see any signs of fortifications. Not a fragment of ruined stone wall, not a single block of masonry are to be seen anywhere. What has happened to the forts? Where have they gone? Who destroyed them? We haven't one sketch or plan to show what they looked like!


The awful thought dawns that there never were any forts.


Still, we cannot dismiss them out of hand. Let us see if there is any evidence to show that they really did exist.


First, the cannon There seems to have been no shortage of cannon to arm the forts Apart from the fact that every ship of the time was apparently armed with cannon either for protection or for signalling, there seems to have been quite a substantial number of cannon brought to the colony. The records are full of references.


We read of Wakefield placing a nine-pounder on Britannia Heights in December, 1841. The young Wakefield, Edward Jerning-ham, on a visit to Nelson in April, 1842, writes of "knots of whalers loitering on the beach at the Haven among the scattered cannon, 

ploughs and cartwheels" and Broad reports that on the first anniversary of the founding of the colony, guns were firing both from Britannia Heights and from Church Hill. They must have brought all these cannon for some purpose.


Then, the forts themselves. What evidence have we for their existence? The first is from August, 1842, a report in the Examiner.




"On Sunday morning 31st August, 1842, a salute of guns announced the arrival of Bishop Selwyn and the Rev. Reay in Nelson. Two deputations escorted them to the town."




Some of the scattered cannon must have been lined up and made ready for firing. Where were these guns placed? In the forts? Maybe, they were on the Beach or on Britannia Heights. A signal could have been made from the hilltop to the guns on Church Hill, but at this time there was no fort and there may not have been guns, although Broad did state that they were there on Anniversary Day 1843.


The passage is not clear enough to definitely state that the forts were there. There are too many possibilities. They may even have been ship's guns. Interesting—but not conclusive.


The next extract is from Fox's Report to Colonel Wakefield written in 1844 on the occasion of the visit to Nelson of Governor Fitzroy. He writes:




"Governor Fitzroy …… did not land till the Wednesday morning at 10 a.m. On leaving the North Star (which was anchored in Bolton Roads) he was saluted by that vessel and the salute returned from 
the fort."




One fort at least is mentioned. Unless of course, the fort on Church Hill replied. It had been built by this time and could have replied. But it is tempting to think that there was a fort or battery at the Port. Still not conclusive but more interesting.


The next evidence is from an extract of a much later date. In August, 1857, when Nelson was in the throes of gold fever and shiploads of eager miners were sailing out of the port for Collingwood, a rumour spread among the people of Nelson that Chinese were to be allowed to land in New Zealand to go to the goldfields. They were already in Victoria in large numbers and alarm gripped the Nelsonians that they would be crowded out of their own goldfields. A public meeting was called and the courthouse was filled with excited citizens ready to condemn the Government for its weakness and to demand that no Chinese be allowed to land.





Mr. Wrey was in the chair and in his opening remarks pointed out the serious effect the entry of the Chinese would have on the economy of the province. The Chinese were not wanted—among other things they were quite immoral in their habits and manners—why, in Victoria, there were 60,000 Chinese and only six were married. Other speakers supported the Chairman and the motion was carried unanimously that the Government prohibit the landing of Chinese in New Zealand, All was well until someone casually remarked that Governments were rather dilatory in their deliberations and that the Chinese might well be here before a law was passed. Consternation reigned again and it was resolved, among other suggestions, that the Nelson Volunteers be reconstituted to prevent any such landing. The Roll was opened at once. Mr. R—, speaking very forcibly on the subject—too forcibly in fact, as the Examiner left blanks all through his reported speech for words they dared not print—said that they should try and prevent any such immigration even if they had to load the Port guns!


What! Still there at the Port in August, 1857! Where were these guns to be seen—in a fort or on the beach?


They were still at the Port in 1858 as in that year a dreadful accident occurred to Joseph Taylor who was loading and firing the gun used for signalling. While he was cleaning the gun the charge ignited and blew off his arm.


Another gun was on Britannia Heights, for His Honour the Superintendent directed that the guns would be fired every Saturday at twelve o'clock.


In 1860 the Nelson Naval Artillery Company was formed under Captain Akersten but I have no details of their arms. They were followed some years later, in 1875, by the Nelson Naval Brigade under Captain Ralph Richardson, their main work being to establish a battery to protect Nelson at the entrance to the harbour. In 1876 the Government provided the Brigade with a boat, the Aurora, and placed on Haulashore Island two 24 pounder guns. At last! Unfortunately the Brigade was disbanded in 1881 and reformed again later as infantry. So much for the forts and guns on Haulashore!


Perhaps we should not finish without mentioning the gun emplacements built above the Cliffs on the Moncrieff's property in the Second World War. They have featured in the paper recently, with an actual photograph of one of the guns. I think they were six inch guns.


So far Nelson has survived without her forts and guns and I think the only shelling she has received came inadvertently from stray shots from her own wartime protective batteries.
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The Green Island


By Elsie King-Turner






In Cook Strait there lies a green island. The Maoris called it Rangitoto, but a Frenchman gave it his own name, and by that we know it today. D'Urville Island has been the scene of many interesting events in New Zealand's history. It has seen the coming of Kupe, Tasman and Cook, and the early colonists, on leaving England in their small convoys, made it their rendezvous.


The island is long and slender, the high cliffs of its western side broken by the inlets of Port Hardy and Greville Harbour. In either of these waterways it is easy to find ones self out of sight of the open sea, riding in a bay of green water; the bush, thick and tangled, covers steep slopes and shelters pigeons, tuis, woodhens and deer. Small fawns will stand and gaze at you, only to vanish the moment your eyes flicker.


The northern end is a rugged cape, sprayed by the thrashing sea, and black rocks rear their defiant heads out of the foam.






Kupe


When Kupe came to New Zealand a thousand years ago, he came to this rugged promontory, and here the canoe, its warriors and women, rested in a little bay. Before resuming his eastward journey, Kupe named two of the jagged pinnacles after his daughters who travelled with him. These rocks are generally known today as "The Sisters", but the survey map gives them the old name—"Nga Tama-hine a Kupe".


Another traveller with Kupe was Kawau-a-Toru. He was either a man of exceptional swimming ability, or else a sea-bird about whom a legend has grown. In the Maori tale there is confusion between men and birds, but it seems possible that Kawau-a-Toru was one of the early fatalities in the French Pass. Here is the story.


At the southern end of D'Urville Island lies Te Aumiti, the narrow channel known today as French Pass. Ships can pass through at certain states of the tide, but the channel is narrowed considerably by the reef which lies across three quarters of the already confined waters. When Kupe was ready to sail northwards again, he sent Kawau to investigate the channels and waterways of Cook Strait, because he was clever in the ways of tides, and drifts, and the set of currents. He was told of a strange place which would tax even his knowledge and swimming ability, and when the creatures, either birds or men, we do not know which, who told Kawau this, offered to take him to the place, he accepted their offer gladly and went with them.




The author, a schoolteacher, lived for twelve years on D'Urville Island. There she married and participated in local affairs before leaving to reside in the Mainland.







It was slack water when Kawau stood on the cliff and looked down on Te Aumiti. At that time the sea would flow gently, with only the smallest surge over the rocks at the foot of the cliff. But once the tide has turned, great whirlpools form and the sea swirls and twists into a crested wave that throws itself through the channel. At that time it is death to enter the water. Kawau was urged by the creatures who had led him there to try his strength against the current. Were they afraid of this stranger, and anxious to get rid of him?


Kawau went down to the sea, and even as he entered the water the tide changed. He breasted the water, and—now in the story he is definitely a bird—as one of his wings touched the water, it was dragged down by the power of the whirlpool, and he could not recover it. Strive as he would, with his wings extended across the pass, he could not escape. As the water rose about his breast, he was whirled round and round, one wing was broken, and Kawau-a-Toru was drowned. His body was turned to stone, and now is the reef that lies across Te Aumiti. Where the broken wing dropped into the sea, is the narrow channel of deep water where ships may pass. On the cliff perched the sea-birds, shrieking their triumphant cry at the defeat of the foreigner, the invader.






Maori


Long after the days of Kupe a Maori tribe settled on the island. The site of the old pa is about halfway along the eastern shore. There lived Hine-pou-pou, wife of Manini-pounamu. Manini had seen another girl whom he wished to marry, and for this reason decided to rid himself of his wife. He planned everything very carefully, so that her disappearance would seem to be the result of an accident, and he almost succeeded in bringing off his scheme.


Fifty miles to the east lay Kapiti Island. One day he set off with his wife and a party of friends to visit Kapiti, and upon arrival the husband induced Hine-pou-pou to go seeking Kopuru, the fragrant moss much prized by Maori women. Hine took her two dogs, and wandered in the bush until she had filled her baskets. When she returned to the camp no-one was there. Out to sea was the canoe, homeward bound. The poor woman was abandoned.


Afraid to wander far on the island, lest she should meet with enemies, Hine at last, in dispair, decided to swim to the South Island, to her own tribe. She knew that her own strength would not carry her so far, but hoped that the sea-gods would come to her aid. On this account, before attempting the journey, she sought for omens from the gods. She pulled up the stalk from the centre of the flax bush; it came out whole and unbroken—a good omen, indicating that 

her plan had divine approval. Hine now chanted an invocation to the gods, an ancient prayer of her ancestors, asking for help and strength. One last look around her, one cry of anger, and Hine-pou-pou plunged into the sea and began her great swim.


Her two dogs had followed her out on to the rocks, but now they whined fearfully, trotting backwards and forwards. The gods took pity on them, and turned them into rocks in the sea.


Hine-pou-pou swam strongly, and before she had time to become weary, Kaikai-a-waro, the sea god, the grey dolphin, appeared to help her, and with his assistance she safely crossed Cook Strait. Her family on the South Island took her back to friends on Rangitoto, where she bided her time.


One day Manini-pounamu, the faithless husband, went out to fish, taking with him the friends who had helped him to cast off Hine-pou-pou. When the canoe was a long way from the shore, Hine called once again upon the gods, this time for vengeance. And again the gods heard her. A bank of cloud appeared in the southeast; the sea darkened; a gale of wind whipped the water into great waves, and sheets of rain blotted out both land and sky. Harder and harder the wind blew, driving all before it, bending trees on the land, snapping the masts at sea. Suddenly, the storm was over. But where were the canoes of Manini-pounamu and his friends? All were swept away. Not a man returned. Hine-pou-pou was avenged. And to this very day the eastern shores of D'Urville Island are swept from time to time by these sudden, short-lived gales from the south-east.,


On the western side of the island is Moawhitu, and the Maoris tell this tale about that place. In Taranaki lived a tribe, the Ngati-Tarapounamu. Once whilst the canoes were at sea, a storm arose and swept many of them southwards, until they reached this place called Moawhitu. The men liked this harbour, finding it well provided with eels, fish and birds, and decided to bring their families to settle there. When the weather was favourable they did this, and were settled in their new home, about a thousand of them, before the natives of the Island discovered them. As the original people were not strong enough to oust the newcomers, they made friends with them, marrying the young maidens, and showing the men the local fishing grounds.


Now one fishing ground, round a rock, was guarded by a Taniwha, who had to be propitiated by certain ceremonies before the hapuka, so plentiful in that spot, could be eaten. The new settlers were carefully instructed by the Tohungas, and taught the rites they must perform, because if they failed the Taniwha might bring disaster 

on all. One day the women were called together to prepare a great feast of a thousand hapuka. The ovens were prepared, and the fish left to cook. But before all was finished there came into the village a woman who had been out gathering kopuru to make sweet oil. She was very hungry, and went straight to the ovens to get food. She picked out a few tlt-bits here and there, before her friends could stop her. Loud were the lamentations, and everyone was very angry. Her husband beat the woman, who thereupon ran away. Great fear seized the tribe, for the food had been eaten before the rites had been performed, and no-one doubled that disaster would now come upon them.


All day the tribe wailed and moaned; then at night they slept, Just before daybreak the Taniwha took his revenge. A great wave rolled in from the sea, and completely engulfed the whole tribe. As the wave receded, it swept away the village and the people, and that place, which had been green and fertile, was now left a barren, sandy waste.


The only person who was saved, out of all that tribe, was the woman who had caused all the trouble, for she had run up into the hills, and the wave had not reached her. It was she who told the tale of how it happened. Even now, after a rough sea has pounded on the sand-banks of Greville Harbour, the wanderer may find washed up on the beach the greenstone ornaments, the fishhooks, the weapons and other treasures of that long-lost tribe.






Tasman


The first white visitor to D'Urville Island was, as far as we know, the explorer Abel Tasman. He has left an account of his visit in his Journal, and another source of information is the log kept by a sailor on "Heemskerck".


On December 19th, 1642, Tasman's men had had an encounter with Maoris in Golden Bay, and had accordingly made haste to leave "this murderous spot". The two ships, "Heemskerck" and "Zeehaen", sailed to the north-east, and by daylight on the twentieth found themselves in the great curve which Tasman named "Zeehaen's Bocht", bounded on the north by the sweep of land from Mount Egmont to Cook Strait, and in the south by the hilly coast of the South Island. During the night the vessels had passed Stephens Island and land was visible on all sides. In an endeavour to leave this enclosed water (for Tasman missed the entrance to Cook Strait, though suspecting its presence) the ships tacked to the north, and sailed on, until, on the morning of December 21st, he again saw the coastline near the Patea river. His next southern tack brought him in sight of "a round, high islet", later to be named Stephen's Island, lying just to the north of D'Urville Island.





On the 21st December Tasman ran under the island shore, as the wind freshened, and with Stephen's Island to the N.N.W., Tasman cast anchor. The ships remained in this anchorage until December 26th, and as the weather was very unsettled, everyone had an uncomfortable time.


Tasman was not the sole master of the expedition, but had to abide by the decision of a council composed of the officers of both ships. When he wished to spend more time in seeking another outlet to "Zeehaen's Bocht", it was necessary for him to call this council together and place his views before it. On December 24th he hoisted a white flag, signalling the officers of "Zeehaen" to come aboard "Heemskerck". He then endeavoured to persuade the Council to search in the south-east for the passage which he felt sure existed. He writes:




"We then represented to them (the officers of "Zeehaen") that since the tide was running from the south-east there was likely to be a passage through, so that it would be best, as soon as wind and weather would permit, to investigate this point, and see if we could find fresh water there."




It is worth noting here that during his first expedition to New Zealand, Captain Cook anchored only a mile or so from Tasman's anchorage, and took on board both wood and water.


December 25th, 1642, is specially worthy of note because it was the first Christmas Day ever celebrated in New Zealand. Tasman's Journal does not record any particular celebration, but the sailor's Journal gives a more detailed entry. According to this log the day was grey, with some drizzling rain. At noon the master of "Zeehaen" came on board "Heemskerck", the Commander's guest for Christmas dinner. The crew was not forgotten; Tasman ordered two pigs killed for their dinner, and besides the ordinary ration an extra tankard of wine was ordered for each mess, "as it was the time of the fair". A different hand noted alongside the sailor's entry, "Have the merchant from "Zeehaen" on board as a guest. Made merry". So these sailors, far from home, tossing in an unsatisfactory anchorage, on a grey drizzly day, still had a merry Christmas.


On the 26th December, at dawn, the wind being favourable, the two ships sailed away to the north, and the Island saw no more of Abel Tasman.






Cook


The next European visitor to arrive was Captain James Cook. In March 1770, having completed for the time being his work in New Zealand, and wishing to prepare "Endeavour" for the return to England, Cook anchored in a bay on the east coast of the Island. 
In

teresting details of this short stay are learned from "An Endeavour Log". It is not known for certain who wrote this, but the contents indicate that it was an officer on board this ship.


The entry for March 27th, 1770, gives the compass readings of the two headlands at the entrance to the bay chosen by the captain for his anchorage. The extreme points of the cove were half a mile from the beach, and away to the north-east were "remarkable peaked rocks in the offing". These rocks would be the Jags, a fearsome line of stony teeth rising steeply out of the water, fortunately well out of the direct shipping route. This day the men spent at work in the hold, taking empty water casks ashore, and hauling the seine. This last operation was apparently not as successful as it might have been, as the writer gives much more enthusiastic reports of line fishing on subsequent days.


On the 28th the weather was hazy, with the fine, warm, drizzling rain that comes sometimes in autumn. The crew cut wood, and filled water casks, and a boat, "fishing with hooks and lines, caught enough for all hands". Fine blue cod, no doubt, and a few groper. They had fish every day that week.


On the thirtieth the Captain went off in the pinnace to examine the country to the south-east. It is a mystery how he came to miss the waterway Te Aumiti, but no mention is made of it. He named the wide stretch of water "Admiralty Bay", after his employers, and "the round, high islet" became Stephen's Island, after a Secretary to the Admiralty.


No Maoris were seen at this time, though the remains of a village were examined, and it was believed that it had been abandoned about a year before.


By the thirty-first the weather was fair, with moderate breezes. The men finished loading, and the ship was cleared for sea. A pleasant time was had by all during those few days, and at the end of them "Endeavour" was ready to begin her voyage home.


From the details given in this log—the compass readings, the distance from the headlands to beach, the position of "The Jags", the abundance of water and wood, easily obtained, and signs of Maori settlement, it appears that Captain Cook had cast anchor in the Cove known as Whareatea Bay. It is now mentioned in "The New Zealand Pilot" as a ship's anchorage, and coaling boats, riding empty and high out of the water on their way to the West Coast, still use it as shelter if caught by an unfavourable wind.









D'Urville


In 1827 Dumont D'Urville came in "Astrolabe". He had been more successful with the natives in Golden Bay than had Tasman, and had sailed round the coast examining the southern edge of the bay. He hoped to find a gap that would give entry to Admiralty Bay without having to sail northwards round Stephen's Island. He had seen Croisilles Bay, naming it after the district in which he used to live. The name is now spelt "Croixelles" or "Croixilles". As this harbour was approached in the evening, the wind had fallen, and the ship was becalmed. In order to escape being driven by the swell upon the rocks, which are very numerous along this coastline, he had to anchor two miles south of Cape Souci. This is the southern headland of the Croisilles bay, and though shown by that name on the ordnance map, the name has been anglicised, in pronuciation at least, to Cape "Susie", calling up visions of some fair, young maiden, rather than the grim care or anxiety that D'Urville assigned to it.


Next day, "Astrolabe" made the first attempt on the narrow pass of water that separates D'Urville Island from the South Island. The tide surges through this confined space, and the mad whirlpools twist wildly as the water makes its hurried way through the narrow gap left by the reef, the bones of Te Kawau-a-Toru. In the late afternoon the ship was standing for the pass under all sail when the lookout called out a warning that the way ahead was barred with breakers. At once, not a moment lost, all sails were lowered, and the anchor dropped in mid-stream. Two boats were sent out to examine the sides of the channel. They were away for four hours. The boat which explored the southern side of the bay said that it seemed safe, but the boat from the island shore had almost been tossed on to the rocks by a very violent current.


The night was a terrifying one for the men on the corvette. The wind freshened rapidly from the north-west, and by ten o'clock it was blowing so hard that the waves swept right over the ship, covering the forecastle. When this sudden storm had passed, the sea went down and the sky cleared. Next morning it was discovered that the cable had parted, only a single anchor chain had held, and even of this anchor one fluke was broken. Had that last chain snapped, the corvette would have been swept on to that rocky coast, all lives lost.


Next morning the ship approached the Pass once more. On the left hand lay the island, covered with forest. His officers insisted that their commander should give it his own name. On the right lay the rugged cliffs and rocks, the ferny hillsides of Te Wai Pounamu. Ahead of them, visible through the Pass, lay the islands and headlands of Admiralty Bay. D'Urville says, "Such was the extraordinary spectacle that we could have enjoyed, if care of the vessel had not prevented us."





A second attempt on the Pass also failed, as the water came "rushing through in whirpools of unbelievable violence". The vessel was swept back into Current Basin, and she spun round several times, almost grazing the rocks. It must have been a fearsome ordeal for captain and crew. However, D'Urville was not deterred. That evening he took the whale-boat and examined the Pass. It was during this visit that he decided to make the attempt at low water. In his Journal he mentions the crowds of sea-birds—cormorants, he calls them—perched on the bushes. Shades of Kawau-a-Toru!


During the next day he actually traversed the Pass in the small boat, being carried through by the tide as he was taking soundings. He was able to return at slack water.


Whilst waiting for suitable weather to make the attempt D'Urville visited the Island. His efforts to become acquainted with the natives were unsuccessful.


On January 28th he decided to make the attempt. Very early in the morning he climbed the ridge overlooking the Pass. This would be on the point where the light-house now stands, and where Kawau-a-Toru had first seen it. From the steep cliff D'Urville looked at the dangerous reef and the narrow passage below. He could not hide from himself that the enterprise might end fatally. He looked across at his beautiful ship and thought of the lives for which he was responsible. Soon they might be drowned, or at best living a miserable existence on a hostile shore. For a moment D'Urville almost gave up the idea of navigating the Pass. "Such reflections for a moment shook my resolution, but I strengthened myself shortly, and I returned aboard and decided to try my fortune".


Soon after 7 a.m. the tide was slack, and the attempt made. But as the ship approached the Pass, the wind failed, and the current caused the ship to swerve towards the reef. Twice she touched the reef, and the second time heeling over, until the crew cried out in fright. But D'Urville called out, "It is nothing, we are over it!" and in a moment they were indeed, the current dragging them off the rock, the wind freshening again and sweeping them into the calm waters of Admiralty Bay. In the wake of the ship floated bits of the false keel, detached as she struck. One can only imagine the relief of that moment.


Now D'Urville anchored in the sheltered bay now known as Catherine's Cove, a few miles south of Cook's anchorage. The peninsula that protects it from the north is called Point Bonne, anglicized now to Bonnie Point.









Te Rauparaha


About this time Te Rauparaha was engaged in his conquest of Cook Strait. In Whareatea Bay, where Captain Cook had seen remains of Maori huts, settlements by the natives had been made at different times. On the hillsides may still be found primitive adzeheads, which must have been made a long time ago. There were remains of fires, Maori ovens, and other signs of occupancy. The most interesting feature, however, is the look-out rock two hundred yards or so above the beach. It sticks out of the slope like a stone tooth, and from the foot of it one looks up an almost vertical face. On climbing up the hill, alongside the rock, however, one comes to the upper side of the "tooth", and there in the rock, cut by some long-dead hand, are foot-holds that make it easy to climb to the top. There it is possible to sit safely, and look out over the Strait. On a clear day Kapiti Island is easily seen, a blue, shapely shadow in the far distance. Even when this slope was covered with tall trees, the look-out post would enable a sentry to see out over the treetops.


One day a warrior posted there must have seen the war canoes of Te Rauparaha coming swiftly across the water. He would rush down the hill with his warning, and the tribe would prepare for battle. But it was useless. Te Rauparaha, already well known and feared as a great fighter, and aided by a tribe from Rotorua, swept all before him, slaughtered many of the inhabitants of the Island, and made slaves of the rest. Some members of his own tribe later settled there. Then away he went to the Croisilles, and repeated the performance. In later years Te Rauparaha sold D'Urville Island to the Government agents.






H.M.S. Alligator


In 1834 H.M.S. Alligator was off the coast of Taranaki, preparing to rescue certain white people taken prisoner by the Maoris. Among these people were the wife and two children of John Guard. A gale forced the ship to leave the coast, and Guard piloted her into Port Hardy, the northernmost of the two harbours on that side of the island. The ship was there for three days. During this time the soldiers on board were put ashore for exercise and target practice. This was the first time that British troops landed on New Zealand soil. Some years ago a farmer, Mr. R. J. King-Turner, who had a property in Port Hardy, saw that a sheep had slipped down a small clay bluff, and could not get up again. Whilst going to its rescue, he found a cannon-ball, about the size of a large orange, and weighing approximately eleven pounds. Possible this was a relic of this early gun-play, a shot that had missed the target.





In October of the same year H.M.S. Alligator was back in Port Hardy, and during this visit Lieutenant Woore completed a piece of work begun on his first visit, a survey of the harbour. A high peak on the Island is named Mt. Woore, but the majority of the names recall a great naval hero. Out in the sea at the entrance to the inlet is a tall pinnacle of rock named Nelson's Monument. The southernmost point at the entrance is called Nile Head; a near-by island called Victory appears to sail on the sea like a ship at the head of its reef, Fleet Rock. Trafalgar Point is nearby, and of course the name of the harbour itself commemorates one of Nelson's colleagues.


Greville Harbour, another good anchorage to the south of Port Hardy, was discovered in 1849 by H.M.S. Acheron, at that time employed in survey work around the coast.






Early Colonists


In 1839 Colonel Wakefield had come to New Zealand with a preliminary expedition of the New Zealand Company, and, before leaving London, had arranged January 10th, 1840, as the date for his rendezvous with the first emigrant ships. The place was Port Hardy. Wakefield did not reach the island until January 11th, but no signs of the ships were to be seen. The Colonel lit a fire on top of the highest peaks, but received no answering signal.


In a bay on the eastern shore, the Colonel saw from his hilltop a Maori village, and decided to call there. The chief was Te Whatu, who had recently, with his followers, become a Christian. He was ill with lung trouble, which since the advent of the white man, had become very prevalent among the Maoris. At this time the tribe was fairly prosperous, having cleared a sloping piece of land where they grew potatoes, selling the surplus to the whalers at Te Awaite.


Near the native settlement lived a whaler named James McKenzie McLaren. He had a native wife, and is the first permanent white settler of whom there is any record in the Nelson Province. Colonel Wakefield was anxious to return to Port Nicholson, so he asked McLaren to keep watch for the ships from England, and direct them to that place on their arrival at the rendezvous. McLaren agreed to do this, but did not put himself out very much. A passenger in the ship "Oriental" describes the arrival at Port Hardy and says that they were waiting there almost a week before McLaren appeared with the Colonel's message. It was February 1st when the settlers finally reached Port Nicholson.





McLaren lived on the Island until 1846, and then moved to Croisilles Harbour. Just before leaving D'Urville Island he built a small coaster of about twenty-five tons, the "Ocean Queen". The Nelson Examiner describes her as "a smart little craft". In spite of the far from easy conditions of living he had a long and busy life. The report of his death appeared in the "Examiner" in December 19th, 1894. He was in his eighty-fifth year. His grave is still to be seen in Croisilles Harbour, and his name is pereptuated in peak and bay.


Since the days of McLaren large areas of the Island have been cleared of bush or scrub, and have been turned into good sheep farms. Families named Hope, Woodman, King-Turner, Leov and Moleta have at various times taken up land there. The older members of the last named family, two brothers, came from the island of Stromboli, and had interesting stories to tell of their life there. On D'Urville Island the homesteads were far apart, and were sometimes isolated by bad weather, but at least there was no danger of red-hot volcanic rocks being hurled into the back yard.


The bush on the island is very extensive and very beautiful. The best way to see it is to climb one of the peaks, thus seeing the changes that take place in the bush itself as higher levels are reached. Mount Ears gives an interesting climb, with a splendid outlook from the top. Crossing the stream on the northern boundary of Whareatea Bay, where Captain Cook filled his water barrels, one climbs up the steep slope to the top of Simmonds Point. Now the climb becomes a scramble up the hillside, through bush consisting of a great variety of trees, bushes, and climbing plants, the kind we usually think of as "New Zealand Bush", the kind that gets its photograph in the papers. The soil is rich and loose under foot, the nursery of ferns and little orchids, and, under the thrust-up roots of trees, patches of scarlet toadstools. The tree-ferns at this level are the pungas. When this tree has finished with its old fronds, it hangs them, brown and dry, down the tree trunk in the untidiest fashion. Higher still we go, across a small hollow where sawyers were working once. As we climb, we find another variety of tree-fern making its appearance. This one nips off the unwanted fronds as soon as it has had enough of them, leaving only a neat horse-shoe scar on the trunk.


Now the mixed bush is giving way to birch trees, and whereas the vegetation lower down the slope was full of wild life, noisy with constant movement of birds and small creatures, in the birch bush silence reigns. The light is not so good here, either, and the dimness adds to the eerieness.


As we climb above twelve hundred feet, the large trees give way to smaller growths, red beech and manuka, and once having pushed 

our way through that we come out up a gentler slope with the top of the hill in sight. Here once grew stunted manuka, but it has been caught in a fire, and only the white rain-washed skeletons of the bushes remain. The shrubs appear to have grown fairly straight for a height of about two feet and then the wind, fairly constant at that altitude, caused the branch to grow at right angles to the trunk, all pointing up hill. White as they are, growing in that particular fashion, they give the impression of a frozen wind. Having pushed our way through this strange Lilliputian grove, past pools of brown spring water, we come to the top of the hill, fifteen hundred feet above the sea, carpeted with short grass, adorned with flat rosettes of rock plants, clinging for dear life in the face of the wind.


As we stand on the top of Mount Ears, much of the island can be seen. To the north is the long ridge that ends, miles away, in Cape Stephens. Off the Cape, surrounded by rocks, lies that "round, high islet" that Tasman saw, and which Cook named Stephen's Island. Now it has a light-house on it, and four families live there. There is no easy way up to those houses on the top, and every piece of equipment, every mouthful of food, has to be taken up on a hoist. During the last war Stephen's Island was an important signal station, guarding the western entrance to Cook Strait.


The northern end of D'Urville Island has been cleared, and is good sheep country for the hard breed that runs there. Over to the west, fifteen hundred feet below, lie the shelly bays, the yellow cliffs of Port Hardy. To the east the waters of Admiralty Bay lie strewn with rocks and islands, where the sea leaves a white fringe. The depths of the green water, the deep purples and blue, are stained here and there with yellow where a hillside has slipped some of its clay banks into the sea.


To the south of our outlook lie tier upon tier of bush-covered hills. Beyond the bush there is more cleared sheep country, but it is out of sight, round Greville Harbour and the other coast that looks across Golden Bay. The rocks fringe that side of the island too, and the cliffs are very high and sheer.


And so there lies this green island, the scene of important landmarks in New Zealand history, clothed with the pleasant green of the bush, and swept perpetually around its shore by the enriched green of the sea.
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In Cook Strait there lies a green island. The Maoris called it Rangitoto, but a Frenchman gave it his own name, and by that we know it today. D'Urville Island has been the scene of many interesting events in New Zealand's history. It has seen the coming of Kupe, Tasman and Cook, and the early colonists, on leaving England in their small convoys, made it their rendezvous.


The island is long and slender, the high cliffs of its western side broken by the inlets of Port Hardy and Greville Harbour. In either of these waterways it is easy to find ones self out of sight of the open sea, riding in a bay of green water; the bush, thick and tangled, covers steep slopes and shelters pigeons, tuis, woodhens and deer. Small fawns will stand and gaze at you, only to vanish the moment your eyes flicker.


The northern end is a rugged cape, sprayed by the thrashing sea, and black rocks rear their defiant heads out of the foam.
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Kupe


When Kupe came to New Zealand a thousand years ago, he came to this rugged promontory, and here the canoe, its warriors and women, rested in a little bay. Before resuming his eastward journey, Kupe named two of the jagged pinnacles after his daughters who travelled with him. These rocks are generally known today as "The Sisters", but the survey map gives them the old name—"Nga Tama-hine a Kupe".


Another traveller with Kupe was Kawau-a-Toru. He was either a man of exceptional swimming ability, or else a sea-bird about whom a legend has grown. In the Maori tale there is confusion between men and birds, but it seems possible that Kawau-a-Toru was one of the early fatalities in the French Pass. Here is the story.


At the southern end of D'Urville Island lies Te Aumiti, the narrow channel known today as French Pass. Ships can pass through at certain states of the tide, but the channel is narrowed considerably by the reef which lies across three quarters of the already confined waters. When Kupe was ready to sail northwards again, he sent Kawau to investigate the channels and waterways of Cook Strait, because he was clever in the ways of tides, and drifts, and the set of currents. He was told of a strange place which would tax even his knowledge and swimming ability, and when the creatures, either birds or men, we do not know which, who told Kawau this, offered to take him to the place, he accepted their offer gladly and went with them.




The author, a schoolteacher, lived for twelve years on D'Urville Island. There she married and participated in local affairs before leaving to reside in the Mainland.







It was slack water when Kawau stood on the cliff and looked down on Te Aumiti. At that time the sea would flow gently, with only the smallest surge over the rocks at the foot of the cliff. But once the tide has turned, great whirlpools form and the sea swirls and twists into a crested wave that throws itself through the channel. At that time it is death to enter the water. Kawau was urged by the creatures who had led him there to try his strength against the current. Were they afraid of this stranger, and anxious to get rid of him?


Kawau went down to the sea, and even as he entered the water the tide changed. He breasted the water, and—now in the story he is definitely a bird—as one of his wings touched the water, it was dragged down by the power of the whirlpool, and he could not recover it. Strive as he would, with his wings extended across the pass, he could not escape. As the water rose about his breast, he was whirled round and round, one wing was broken, and Kawau-a-Toru was drowned. His body was turned to stone, and now is the reef that lies across Te Aumiti. Where the broken wing dropped into the sea, is the narrow channel of deep water where ships may pass. On the cliff perched the sea-birds, shrieking their triumphant cry at the defeat of the foreigner, the invader.










Victoria University of Wellington Library




Nelson Historical Society Journal, Volume 2, Issue 4, May 1970

Maori




Maori


Long after the days of Kupe a Maori tribe settled on the island. The site of the old pa is about halfway along the eastern shore. There lived Hine-pou-pou, wife of Manini-pounamu. Manini had seen another girl whom he wished to marry, and for this reason decided to rid himself of his wife. He planned everything very carefully, so that her disappearance would seem to be the result of an accident, and he almost succeeded in bringing off his scheme.


Fifty miles to the east lay Kapiti Island. One day he set off with his wife and a party of friends to visit Kapiti, and upon arrival the husband induced Hine-pou-pou to go seeking Kopuru, the fragrant moss much prized by Maori women. Hine took her two dogs, and wandered in the bush until she had filled her baskets. When she returned to the camp no-one was there. Out to sea was the canoe, homeward bound. The poor woman was abandoned.


Afraid to wander far on the island, lest she should meet with enemies, Hine at last, in dispair, decided to swim to the South Island, to her own tribe. She knew that her own strength would not carry her so far, but hoped that the sea-gods would come to her aid. On this account, before attempting the journey, she sought for omens from the gods. She pulled up the stalk from the centre of the flax bush; it came out whole and unbroken—a good omen, indicating that 

her plan had divine approval. Hine now chanted an invocation to the gods, an ancient prayer of her ancestors, asking for help and strength. One last look around her, one cry of anger, and Hine-pou-pou plunged into the sea and began her great swim.


Her two dogs had followed her out on to the rocks, but now they whined fearfully, trotting backwards and forwards. The gods took pity on them, and turned them into rocks in the sea.


Hine-pou-pou swam strongly, and before she had time to become weary, Kaikai-a-waro, the sea god, the grey dolphin, appeared to help her, and with his assistance she safely crossed Cook Strait. Her family on the South Island took her back to friends on Rangitoto, where she bided her time.


One day Manini-pounamu, the faithless husband, went out to fish, taking with him the friends who had helped him to cast off Hine-pou-pou. When the canoe was a long way from the shore, Hine called once again upon the gods, this time for vengeance. And again the gods heard her. A bank of cloud appeared in the southeast; the sea darkened; a gale of wind whipped the water into great waves, and sheets of rain blotted out both land and sky. Harder and harder the wind blew, driving all before it, bending trees on the land, snapping the masts at sea. Suddenly, the storm was over. But where were the canoes of Manini-pounamu and his friends? All were swept away. Not a man returned. Hine-pou-pou was avenged. And to this very day the eastern shores of D'Urville Island are swept from time to time by these sudden, short-lived gales from the south-east.,


On the western side of the island is Moawhitu, and the Maoris tell this tale about that place. In Taranaki lived a tribe, the Ngati-Tarapounamu. Once whilst the canoes were at sea, a storm arose and swept many of them southwards, until they reached this place called Moawhitu. The men liked this harbour, finding it well provided with eels, fish and birds, and decided to bring their families to settle there. When the weather was favourable they did this, and were settled in their new home, about a thousand of them, before the natives of the Island discovered them. As the original people were not strong enough to oust the newcomers, they made friends with them, marrying the young maidens, and showing the men the local fishing grounds.


Now one fishing ground, round a rock, was guarded by a Taniwha, who had to be propitiated by certain ceremonies before the hapuka, so plentiful in that spot, could be eaten. The new settlers were carefully instructed by the Tohungas, and taught the rites they must perform, because if they failed the Taniwha might bring disaster 

on all. One day the women were called together to prepare a great feast of a thousand hapuka. The ovens were prepared, and the fish left to cook. But before all was finished there came into the village a woman who had been out gathering kopuru to make sweet oil. She was very hungry, and went straight to the ovens to get food. She picked out a few tlt-bits here and there, before her friends could stop her. Loud were the lamentations, and everyone was very angry. Her husband beat the woman, who thereupon ran away. Great fear seized the tribe, for the food had been eaten before the rites had been performed, and no-one doubled that disaster would now come upon them.


All day the tribe wailed and moaned; then at night they slept, Just before daybreak the Taniwha took his revenge. A great wave rolled in from the sea, and completely engulfed the whole tribe. As the wave receded, it swept away the village and the people, and that place, which had been green and fertile, was now left a barren, sandy waste.


The only person who was saved, out of all that tribe, was the woman who had caused all the trouble, for she had run up into the hills, and the wave had not reached her. It was she who told the tale of how it happened. Even now, after a rough sea has pounded on the sand-banks of Greville Harbour, the wanderer may find washed up on the beach the greenstone ornaments, the fishhooks, the weapons and other treasures of that long-lost tribe.
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Tasman


The first white visitor to D'Urville Island was, as far as we know, the explorer Abel Tasman. He has left an account of his visit in his Journal, and another source of information is the log kept by a sailor on "Heemskerck".


On December 19th, 1642, Tasman's men had had an encounter with Maoris in Golden Bay, and had accordingly made haste to leave "this murderous spot". The two ships, "Heemskerck" and "Zeehaen", sailed to the north-east, and by daylight on the twentieth found themselves in the great curve which Tasman named "Zeehaen's Bocht", bounded on the north by the sweep of land from Mount Egmont to Cook Strait, and in the south by the hilly coast of the South Island. During the night the vessels had passed Stephens Island and land was visible on all sides. In an endeavour to leave this enclosed water (for Tasman missed the entrance to Cook Strait, though suspecting its presence) the ships tacked to the north, and sailed on, until, on the morning of December 21st, he again saw the coastline near the Patea river. His next southern tack brought him in sight of "a round, high islet", later to be named Stephen's Island, lying just to the north of D'Urville Island.





On the 21st December Tasman ran under the island shore, as the wind freshened, and with Stephen's Island to the N.N.W., Tasman cast anchor. The ships remained in this anchorage until December 26th, and as the weather was very unsettled, everyone had an uncomfortable time.


Tasman was not the sole master of the expedition, but had to abide by the decision of a council composed of the officers of both ships. When he wished to spend more time in seeking another outlet to "Zeehaen's Bocht", it was necessary for him to call this council together and place his views before it. On December 24th he hoisted a white flag, signalling the officers of "Zeehaen" to come aboard "Heemskerck". He then endeavoured to persuade the Council to search in the south-east for the passage which he felt sure existed. He writes:




"We then represented to them (the officers of "Zeehaen") that since the tide was running from the south-east there was likely to be a passage through, so that it would be best, as soon as wind and weather would permit, to investigate this point, and see if we could find fresh water there."




It is worth noting here that during his first expedition to New Zealand, Captain Cook anchored only a mile or so from Tasman's anchorage, and took on board both wood and water.


December 25th, 1642, is specially worthy of note because it was the first Christmas Day ever celebrated in New Zealand. Tasman's Journal does not record any particular celebration, but the sailor's Journal gives a more detailed entry. According to this log the day was grey, with some drizzling rain. At noon the master of "Zeehaen" came on board "Heemskerck", the Commander's guest for Christmas dinner. The crew was not forgotten; Tasman ordered two pigs killed for their dinner, and besides the ordinary ration an extra tankard of wine was ordered for each mess, "as it was the time of the fair". A different hand noted alongside the sailor's entry, "Have the merchant from "Zeehaen" on board as a guest. Made merry". So these sailors, far from home, tossing in an unsatisfactory anchorage, on a grey drizzly day, still had a merry Christmas.


On the 26th December, at dawn, the wind being favourable, the two ships sailed away to the north, and the Island saw no more of Abel Tasman.
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Cook


The next European visitor to arrive was Captain James Cook. In March 1770, having completed for the time being his work in New Zealand, and wishing to prepare "Endeavour" for the return to England, Cook anchored in a bay on the east coast of the Island. 
In

teresting details of this short stay are learned from "An Endeavour Log". It is not known for certain who wrote this, but the contents indicate that it was an officer on board this ship.


The entry for March 27th, 1770, gives the compass readings of the two headlands at the entrance to the bay chosen by the captain for his anchorage. The extreme points of the cove were half a mile from the beach, and away to the north-east were "remarkable peaked rocks in the offing". These rocks would be the Jags, a fearsome line of stony teeth rising steeply out of the water, fortunately well out of the direct shipping route. This day the men spent at work in the hold, taking empty water casks ashore, and hauling the seine. This last operation was apparently not as successful as it might have been, as the writer gives much more enthusiastic reports of line fishing on subsequent days.


On the 28th the weather was hazy, with the fine, warm, drizzling rain that comes sometimes in autumn. The crew cut wood, and filled water casks, and a boat, "fishing with hooks and lines, caught enough for all hands". Fine blue cod, no doubt, and a few groper. They had fish every day that week.


On the thirtieth the Captain went off in the pinnace to examine the country to the south-east. It is a mystery how he came to miss the waterway Te Aumiti, but no mention is made of it. He named the wide stretch of water "Admiralty Bay", after his employers, and "the round, high islet" became Stephen's Island, after a Secretary to the Admiralty.


No Maoris were seen at this time, though the remains of a village were examined, and it was believed that it had been abandoned about a year before.


By the thirty-first the weather was fair, with moderate breezes. The men finished loading, and the ship was cleared for sea. A pleasant time was had by all during those few days, and at the end of them "Endeavour" was ready to begin her voyage home.


From the details given in this log—the compass readings, the distance from the headlands to beach, the position of "The Jags", the abundance of water and wood, easily obtained, and signs of Maori settlement, it appears that Captain Cook had cast anchor in the Cove known as Whareatea Bay. It is now mentioned in "The New Zealand Pilot" as a ship's anchorage, and coaling boats, riding empty and high out of the water on their way to the West Coast, still use it as shelter if caught by an unfavourable wind.
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D'Urville


In 1827 Dumont D'Urville came in "Astrolabe". He had been more successful with the natives in Golden Bay than had Tasman, and had sailed round the coast examining the southern edge of the bay. He hoped to find a gap that would give entry to Admiralty Bay without having to sail northwards round Stephen's Island. He had seen Croisilles Bay, naming it after the district in which he used to live. The name is now spelt "Croixelles" or "Croixilles". As this harbour was approached in the evening, the wind had fallen, and the ship was becalmed. In order to escape being driven by the swell upon the rocks, which are very numerous along this coastline, he had to anchor two miles south of Cape Souci. This is the southern headland of the Croisilles bay, and though shown by that name on the ordnance map, the name has been anglicised, in pronuciation at least, to Cape "Susie", calling up visions of some fair, young maiden, rather than the grim care or anxiety that D'Urville assigned to it.


Next day, "Astrolabe" made the first attempt on the narrow pass of water that separates D'Urville Island from the South Island. The tide surges through this confined space, and the mad whirlpools twist wildly as the water makes its hurried way through the narrow gap left by the reef, the bones of Te Kawau-a-Toru. In the late afternoon the ship was standing for the pass under all sail when the lookout called out a warning that the way ahead was barred with breakers. At once, not a moment lost, all sails were lowered, and the anchor dropped in mid-stream. Two boats were sent out to examine the sides of the channel. They were away for four hours. The boat which explored the southern side of the bay said that it seemed safe, but the boat from the island shore had almost been tossed on to the rocks by a very violent current.


The night was a terrifying one for the men on the corvette. The wind freshened rapidly from the north-west, and by ten o'clock it was blowing so hard that the waves swept right over the ship, covering the forecastle. When this sudden storm had passed, the sea went down and the sky cleared. Next morning it was discovered that the cable had parted, only a single anchor chain had held, and even of this anchor one fluke was broken. Had that last chain snapped, the corvette would have been swept on to that rocky coast, all lives lost.


Next morning the ship approached the Pass once more. On the left hand lay the island, covered with forest. His officers insisted that their commander should give it his own name. On the right lay the rugged cliffs and rocks, the ferny hillsides of Te Wai Pounamu. Ahead of them, visible through the Pass, lay the islands and headlands of Admiralty Bay. D'Urville says, "Such was the extraordinary spectacle that we could have enjoyed, if care of the vessel had not prevented us."





A second attempt on the Pass also failed, as the water came "rushing through in whirpools of unbelievable violence". The vessel was swept back into Current Basin, and she spun round several times, almost grazing the rocks. It must have been a fearsome ordeal for captain and crew. However, D'Urville was not deterred. That evening he took the whale-boat and examined the Pass. It was during this visit that he decided to make the attempt at low water. In his Journal he mentions the crowds of sea-birds—cormorants, he calls them—perched on the bushes. Shades of Kawau-a-Toru!


During the next day he actually traversed the Pass in the small boat, being carried through by the tide as he was taking soundings. He was able to return at slack water.


Whilst waiting for suitable weather to make the attempt D'Urville visited the Island. His efforts to become acquainted with the natives were unsuccessful.


On January 28th he decided to make the attempt. Very early in the morning he climbed the ridge overlooking the Pass. This would be on the point where the light-house now stands, and where Kawau-a-Toru had first seen it. From the steep cliff D'Urville looked at the dangerous reef and the narrow passage below. He could not hide from himself that the enterprise might end fatally. He looked across at his beautiful ship and thought of the lives for which he was responsible. Soon they might be drowned, or at best living a miserable existence on a hostile shore. For a moment D'Urville almost gave up the idea of navigating the Pass. "Such reflections for a moment shook my resolution, but I strengthened myself shortly, and I returned aboard and decided to try my fortune".


Soon after 7 a.m. the tide was slack, and the attempt made. But as the ship approached the Pass, the wind failed, and the current caused the ship to swerve towards the reef. Twice she touched the reef, and the second time heeling over, until the crew cried out in fright. But D'Urville called out, "It is nothing, we are over it!" and in a moment they were indeed, the current dragging them off the rock, the wind freshening again and sweeping them into the calm waters of Admiralty Bay. In the wake of the ship floated bits of the false keel, detached as she struck. One can only imagine the relief of that moment.


Now D'Urville anchored in the sheltered bay now known as Catherine's Cove, a few miles south of Cook's anchorage. The peninsula that protects it from the north is called Point Bonne, anglicized now to Bonnie Point.
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Te Rauparaha


About this time Te Rauparaha was engaged in his conquest of Cook Strait. In Whareatea Bay, where Captain Cook had seen remains of Maori huts, settlements by the natives had been made at different times. On the hillsides may still be found primitive adzeheads, which must have been made a long time ago. There were remains of fires, Maori ovens, and other signs of occupancy. The most interesting feature, however, is the look-out rock two hundred yards or so above the beach. It sticks out of the slope like a stone tooth, and from the foot of it one looks up an almost vertical face. On climbing up the hill, alongside the rock, however, one comes to the upper side of the "tooth", and there in the rock, cut by some long-dead hand, are foot-holds that make it easy to climb to the top. There it is possible to sit safely, and look out over the Strait. On a clear day Kapiti Island is easily seen, a blue, shapely shadow in the far distance. Even when this slope was covered with tall trees, the look-out post would enable a sentry to see out over the treetops.


One day a warrior posted there must have seen the war canoes of Te Rauparaha coming swiftly across the water. He would rush down the hill with his warning, and the tribe would prepare for battle. But it was useless. Te Rauparaha, already well known and feared as a great fighter, and aided by a tribe from Rotorua, swept all before him, slaughtered many of the inhabitants of the Island, and made slaves of the rest. Some members of his own tribe later settled there. Then away he went to the Croisilles, and repeated the performance. In later years Te Rauparaha sold D'Urville Island to the Government agents.










Victoria University of Wellington Library




Nelson Historical Society Journal, Volume 2, Issue 4, May 1970

H.M.S. Alligator




H.M.S. Alligator


In 1834 H.M.S. Alligator was off the coast of Taranaki, preparing to rescue certain white people taken prisoner by the Maoris. Among these people were the wife and two children of John Guard. A gale forced the ship to leave the coast, and Guard piloted her into Port Hardy, the northernmost of the two harbours on that side of the island. The ship was there for three days. During this time the soldiers on board were put ashore for exercise and target practice. This was the first time that British troops landed on New Zealand soil. Some years ago a farmer, Mr. R. J. King-Turner, who had a property in Port Hardy, saw that a sheep had slipped down a small clay bluff, and could not get up again. Whilst going to its rescue, he found a cannon-ball, about the size of a large orange, and weighing approximately eleven pounds. Possible this was a relic of this early gun-play, a shot that had missed the target.





In October of the same year H.M.S. Alligator was back in Port Hardy, and during this visit Lieutenant Woore completed a piece of work begun on his first visit, a survey of the harbour. A high peak on the Island is named Mt. Woore, but the majority of the names recall a great naval hero. Out in the sea at the entrance to the inlet is a tall pinnacle of rock named Nelson's Monument. The southernmost point at the entrance is called Nile Head; a near-by island called Victory appears to sail on the sea like a ship at the head of its reef, Fleet Rock. Trafalgar Point is nearby, and of course the name of the harbour itself commemorates one of Nelson's colleagues.


Greville Harbour, another good anchorage to the south of Port Hardy, was discovered in 1849 by H.M.S. Acheron, at that time employed in survey work around the coast.
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Early Colonists


In 1839 Colonel Wakefield had come to New Zealand with a preliminary expedition of the New Zealand Company, and, before leaving London, had arranged January 10th, 1840, as the date for his rendezvous with the first emigrant ships. The place was Port Hardy. Wakefield did not reach the island until January 11th, but no signs of the ships were to be seen. The Colonel lit a fire on top of the highest peaks, but received no answering signal.


In a bay on the eastern shore, the Colonel saw from his hilltop a Maori village, and decided to call there. The chief was Te Whatu, who had recently, with his followers, become a Christian. He was ill with lung trouble, which since the advent of the white man, had become very prevalent among the Maoris. At this time the tribe was fairly prosperous, having cleared a sloping piece of land where they grew potatoes, selling the surplus to the whalers at Te Awaite.


Near the native settlement lived a whaler named James McKenzie McLaren. He had a native wife, and is the first permanent white settler of whom there is any record in the Nelson Province. Colonel Wakefield was anxious to return to Port Nicholson, so he asked McLaren to keep watch for the ships from England, and direct them to that place on their arrival at the rendezvous. McLaren agreed to do this, but did not put himself out very much. A passenger in the ship "Oriental" describes the arrival at Port Hardy and says that they were waiting there almost a week before McLaren appeared with the Colonel's message. It was February 1st when the settlers finally reached Port Nicholson.





McLaren lived on the Island until 1846, and then moved to Croisilles Harbour. Just before leaving D'Urville Island he built a small coaster of about twenty-five tons, the "Ocean Queen". The Nelson Examiner describes her as "a smart little craft". In spite of the far from easy conditions of living he had a long and busy life. The report of his death appeared in the "Examiner" in December 19th, 1894. He was in his eighty-fifth year. His grave is still to be seen in Croisilles Harbour, and his name is pereptuated in peak and bay.


Since the days of McLaren large areas of the Island have been cleared of bush or scrub, and have been turned into good sheep farms. Families named Hope, Woodman, King-Turner, Leov and Moleta have at various times taken up land there. The older members of the last named family, two brothers, came from the island of Stromboli, and had interesting stories to tell of their life there. On D'Urville Island the homesteads were far apart, and were sometimes isolated by bad weather, but at least there was no danger of red-hot volcanic rocks being hurled into the back yard.


The bush on the island is very extensive and very beautiful. The best way to see it is to climb one of the peaks, thus seeing the changes that take place in the bush itself as higher levels are reached. Mount Ears gives an interesting climb, with a splendid outlook from the top. Crossing the stream on the northern boundary of Whareatea Bay, where Captain Cook filled his water barrels, one climbs up the steep slope to the top of Simmonds Point. Now the climb becomes a scramble up the hillside, through bush consisting of a great variety of trees, bushes, and climbing plants, the kind we usually think of as "New Zealand Bush", the kind that gets its photograph in the papers. The soil is rich and loose under foot, the nursery of ferns and little orchids, and, under the thrust-up roots of trees, patches of scarlet toadstools. The tree-ferns at this level are the pungas. When this tree has finished with its old fronds, it hangs them, brown and dry, down the tree trunk in the untidiest fashion. Higher still we go, across a small hollow where sawyers were working once. As we climb, we find another variety of tree-fern making its appearance. This one nips off the unwanted fronds as soon as it has had enough of them, leaving only a neat horse-shoe scar on the trunk.


Now the mixed bush is giving way to birch trees, and whereas the vegetation lower down the slope was full of wild life, noisy with constant movement of birds and small creatures, in the birch bush silence reigns. The light is not so good here, either, and the dimness adds to the eerieness.


As we climb above twelve hundred feet, the large trees give way to smaller growths, red beech and manuka, and once having pushed 

our way through that we come out up a gentler slope with the top of the hill in sight. Here once grew stunted manuka, but it has been caught in a fire, and only the white rain-washed skeletons of the bushes remain. The shrubs appear to have grown fairly straight for a height of about two feet and then the wind, fairly constant at that altitude, caused the branch to grow at right angles to the trunk, all pointing up hill. White as they are, growing in that particular fashion, they give the impression of a frozen wind. Having pushed our way through this strange Lilliputian grove, past pools of brown spring water, we come to the top of the hill, fifteen hundred feet above the sea, carpeted with short grass, adorned with flat rosettes of rock plants, clinging for dear life in the face of the wind.


As we stand on the top of Mount Ears, much of the island can be seen. To the north is the long ridge that ends, miles away, in Cape Stephens. Off the Cape, surrounded by rocks, lies that "round, high islet" that Tasman saw, and which Cook named Stephen's Island. Now it has a light-house on it, and four families live there. There is no easy way up to those houses on the top, and every piece of equipment, every mouthful of food, has to be taken up on a hoist. During the last war Stephen's Island was an important signal station, guarding the western entrance to Cook Strait.


The northern end of D'Urville Island has been cleared, and is good sheep country for the hard breed that runs there. Over to the west, fifteen hundred feet below, lie the shelly bays, the yellow cliffs of Port Hardy. To the east the waters of Admiralty Bay lie strewn with rocks and islands, where the sea leaves a white fringe. The depths of the green water, the deep purples and blue, are stained here and there with yellow where a hillside has slipped some of its clay banks into the sea.


To the south of our outlook lie tier upon tier of bush-covered hills. Beyond the bush there is more cleared sheep country, but it is out of sight, round Greville Harbour and the other coast that looks across Golden Bay. The rocks fringe that side of the island too, and the cliffs are very high and sheer.


And so there lies this green island, the scene of important landmarks in New Zealand history, clothed with the pleasant green of the bush, and swept perpetually around its shore by the enriched green of the sea.
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Three Bridges Drive


By J. N. W. Newport.


A popular outing for both Nelsonians and visitors is the trip through the pleasant farmlands of the Waimea Plains by way of the Three Bridges Drive. Richmond, Waimea West, Brightwater and Hope were some of the earliest settled country districts in the province, but possibly there are few people who realise that the Three Bridges Drive has been regarded as a sight-seeing tour for the past century. Certainly in the horse days it would have been regarded as a day long trip while in this motorised age the distance can be travelled in a fraction of the time. Also in earlier days people did not have so much leisure time and an outing of this nature would be a memorable occasion. People did not normally travel long distances and, as an indication of this, there was a time when Gaukrodger's Hotel at Foxhill, a little over twenty miles from Nelson, was known as the "Honeymoon Hotel".


Originally the land round Stoke, Richmond and Appleby was very swampy and the roads, or tracks such as they were, simply kept to the drier patches of ground. One report of a trip from Nelson to the Moutere in July 1843 mentioned that to reach Richmond they had to pass "three more creeks and a big swamp of flax and rushes". Ditches had been made on both sides of the road but the bullocks had difficulty in getting a cart through, in Richmond there was an hotel and a few houses with mud walls thatched with rushes. Ditches were being made through the swamp which lay to the south of Blind Bay and stretched from Richmond to the Wairoa River (Appleby district). Beyond Richmond swamps lay on both sides of the track and the driver simply got through somehow by driving to left or right wherever he could find the best going. People travelled in a south westerly direction and crossed the Wairoa and Wai-iti Rivers separately. Concerning the Waimea Plain a simple comment was that "This plain is covered with shingle and is overgrown with fern and tutu".


Development of the Waimea Plains for farming purposes must have been carried on at an encouraging rate as in August 1852 a report stated that "Before another year elapses we believe that the line of road from Nelson to the Wairoa River (Brightwater) will be fenced throughout on both sides". However, the chief obstacle to communication remained. The rivers were still unbridged and valuable merchandise and several lives had been lost at the river crossings, It was usual practice for many years to cross the rivers separately at Spring Grove (Brightwater). The swamps around Appleby were a definite bar to any early attempt to form and use 

the line of road which is now part of the Motueka highway. In fact some parts of the area were so wet that would-be settlers refused to take up the land saying that it would never be farmed as there was no fall and therefore the flax swamps could not be drained. It is not now clear when this line of road was first used but when applications for hotel licenses were considered in 1855 Charles Harley applied for a license for the Travellers' Rest (Appleby), then occupied by Thomas William White. This would appear to indicate that some travellers to she Moutere and Motueka were by then using the Appleby road although vehicular traffic appears to have been still using the river crossings further south.


In September 1855 several residents of Wakefield wrote to the Provincial Superintendent requesting an hotel Bush License for Henry Martin on the Wairnea East side of the river. In further letters his house was referred to as being at "Birk's Hill", this no doubt referring to what is now known as Burke's Bank. Martin was granted a license and managed the Waimea East Hotel for some years before going out of business.


Hotel licenses were being granted to persons willing to supply accommodation and ferries at the river crossings and the Holly Bush Inn, on the Brightwater side of the Wairoa River, was licensed under that heading. When Thomas Kinzett applied for a license for this hotel it was stated that he had already held a license for some years.


The first of the three bridges to be built was the one at Bright-water, simply known then as "Wairoa". This was on the line of road to Waimea South, the Wairau, and the Amuri, and as such was an important link in communications. A news report in February 1862 stated that "We hear that the timber for the bridge which is to cross the Wairoa River by the Allington fence will be in the process of cutting this week, and that, consequently, the building of this very necessary work will now be speedily commenced. The span will be between four and five hundred feet by a width of 24 feet, and it is expected to cost considerably within the price of an iron one, sixteen feet wide, and not so long, that had been offered for consideration. We have not yet heard the probable time that will be required to complete the work, but we are glad to find that a great boon to the numerous settlers, and considerable advantage to the traffic south of the river will, before very long, be supplied." Possibly the timber cutting was not commenced quite as soon as expected as in June the bridge contractors, Morley, Freeman and Monion, were advertising "To Sawyers and Others: Tenders in small quantities, are invited by the undersigned for 100,000 superficial feet measurements Sawn and Balk Black Birch and other timber…"





The building of this bridge lent urgency to the solving of other river crossing difficulties and a news report at the time said "A bridge over the Wairoa near Mr Saunders' mill is now in course of erection. It is well. Let us hope the public of Waimea West, of the Moutere, and Motueka…, will not be unrepresented in Council as to the urgent expediency of at least a ferry near Dr Monro's (Waimea West). The lives already lost in that immediate neighbourhood, and the increasing land communication with Motueka,…Imperatively call for the establishment of a ferry for at least horsemen and foot passengers."


A year later, in June 1863, the completion of the bridge was announced, it being "finished within six months of the contract time". The designer was Mr Blackett, the Provincial Engineer, and the report continues, "Some idea of the proportion of this excellent structure may be gathered from the following figures: Length of approaches, 200 feet; length of side spans, 25 feet; length of centre span (an arch suspending a level roadway), in the clear 150 feet; top of each main pier, 6 feet; total length, 568 feet; extreme width of bridge, 24 feet; height of spring of arch, 25 feet; height of roadway above the ordinary level of the river, 18 feet. The bridge is of massive construction, and built principally of black birch. The construction has consumed 200,000 feet superior timber, and 11 tons of Ironwork. The centre span is built on the concave suspension principle, and is calculated to carry a weight of over 200 tons on any part of it.


A smaller bridge Is to be built over the second branch of the same river, in conjunction with the large one, thus forming a straight line of roadway from the rising township of Richmond to the pretty village of Spring Grove."


It must be remembered that the present road from the bridge to the Brightwater Hotel corner was not in existence at that time. Therefore Mr Harman, the owner of Section Two, was approached and asked to sell sufficient land to make this stretch of road. He agreed on the understanding that he would be granted a license for a new Holly Bush Inn which he proposed to build on the site of the present Brightwater Hotel. The chief objector to his application was Simon Silcock, licensee of the Bridge Hotel, situated on the northern side of the river, who had been in business during the erection of the bridge. (This license lapsed many years ago but the Brightwater Hotel is still going strong.)


Only a few months after the bridge came into use the biggest flood which the settlers had seen caused some worries. The river was about a mile wide extending from Burke's Hill to the Waimea East Hotel, and from thence to Mr Saunders' (flour) mill. "The 

Wairoa Bridge, fears for the safety of which were for some time apprehended, has withstood the ordeal bravely, and the superstructure is not in the least affected."


It was several years before any further developments were reported but by 1867 plans were under way for the building of a bridge across the Waimea River at Appleby. A news report in October of that year said "The arrival of the 
Cissy has enabled the Government to proceed with two important public works, one of which at least was much required and the execution of which has been long delayed. We allude to the iron bridge to be erected over the Waimea River on the line of the Appleby Road, the materials of which as far as the ironwork is concerned will be landed from the 
Cissy this week." In June 1868 it was reported that "We understand that the last pile of the Waimea Bridge will be driven today; six piers are already completed, and the three which still remain unfinished will probably be completed in about six weeks' time. The span of the bridge is 554 feet, and on the completion of the Wai-iti bridge, at Spring Grove, which is to be commenced immediately by the same contractors, a large quantity of the timber required for the purpose being already on the ground, a pleasant drive will be practicable at all seasons from Nelson through Waimea West to Waimea South, home by the Wairoa Bridge." The announcement of an official opening in September 1868 stated that the residents of the district intended to mark the occasion by a public festivity. "The bridge consists of ten piers, making nine spans, of 60 feet each, the approaches are of considerable length, the whole forming by far the most important of this kind of structure which has yet been erected in this province." Actually the official opening took place on September 24 1868 and, "The official party were entertained at Mr Palmer's Hotel."


With the opening of the bridge across the Wai-iti between Waimea West and Brightwater shortly afterwards the Three Bridges Drive became possible and was soon one of the most popular outings in the nearby countryside. At the turn of the century the cab-drivers in Nelson often took parties on this day's outing, the charge for the 32 mile trip being thirty shillings. For this purpose the horses would probably be trotting at the rate of six to eight miles per hour. (Actually horses were required to do at least six miles per hour unless the hirer wished it otherwise.)


Over the years the early bridges have been replaced, from time to time and now concrete structures grace our river crossings while improved tar-sealed roads have taken the place of the earlier gravelled ones. Not many homes of a century ago still stand, and tractors have replaced horses, but this pleasant countryside still retains 

something of its charm. Richmond is becoming a modern town but still has its church on the hill—and its Star and Garter Hotel, a link with Richmond-on-the-Thames in England. Appleby, Waimea West, and Brightwater all have churches which date back to earlier times and their churchyards all have headstones which tell even a casual visitor just a little of our local history.
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Another Unsolved Problem Concerning Pelorus Jack



George William Wallace Webber, the writer of the letter containing these lines, died in June 1967 after an adventurous life at French Pass, where he was Postmaster for 67 years. In his obituary the "Nelson Evening Mail" (27 June 1967) mentions that "He sometimes had to push Pelorus Jack away with an oar when he met the mail boat as the dinghy was in danger of capsizing."


Some of his reminiscences were published in the "Auckland Weekly News" and are well worth reprinting.



"I was very surprised and pleased to get your letter re French Pass history where my home was for some seventy-five years. During that period I saw a great many changes both at French Pass and in New Zealand, for instance steamships came with the eighties, and we young and old gazed at them in wonder when they passed by: after that electricity and motor cars and finally planes….


"The Historical Society has a copy of my book which has photographs of early folk such as my parents and Arthur C. Elmslie, who came to Queen Charlotte Sounds in a whaler from Hobart Town, arriving in New Zealand on May the first 1831. He came and bought land for his home at French Pass in the summer of 1849 and died there in 1894. My father came there to join him as partner in 1865. I was born in Nelson on fifteenth of August 1875, so you see I am now in my ninety second year….,


"There is one point in my story of Pelorus Jack in which I found a mistake was made in typing the first few books of mine of which I think your copy is one. I first saw Pelorus Jack, a name that was given to him about 1895. Before that he was known as the great white fish on account of his light grey coat fading to white or light yellow underneath. I saw him when I came back from Nelson where I was at school in December 1887. My father in that year had a mail contract to meet the Union steamer "Penguin" every week, so when I came home I went with him to board the "Penguin", and as we came alongside the steamer, father said to me there he is and I saw this wonderful mammal just a few yards away. It was never known whether this mammal was not a Pelorus Jill."




G. W. W. Webber, Late of French Pass.


Stratford Hospital, 27 October 1966.
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George Fairweather Moonlight


By J. Paton Boyd.


On completing his surveying cruise round New Zealand in 1769 Captain Cook wrote: "It was the opinion of every body on board that….was this country settled by an industrious people they would very soon be supplied not only with the necessaries but many of the luxuries of life."


Almost three-quarters of a century was to pass before settlement was attempted in an organised manner and a further quarter-century of strenuous efforts by hardy pioneers were to win them even their barest necessities of life. Yet, soon after, in the short space of five years a stupendous change occurred which enabled them to enjoy the beginning of luxurious living. To this day every New Zealander benefits from that miracle. What event and person, if any, was the prime cause of this dramatic change?


Analyse our pages of history as you will, conviction grows as you return full circle to the hypothesis that the subject of this article is an important source and inspiration of that change. This view, however, will remain pure conjecture until we verify even the faintest of clues. It is a matter of grave concern that some adequate research on a reconstruction of this noteworthy character has not been attempted before items of prime value are utterly lost. Perhaps his death certificate entries of birth date, place, and parents being recorded as "Not known" have deterred further investigation. Hence the body lying in the Wakapuaka Cemetery is that of an almost forgotten man.


Our eminent historian, Professor John C. Beaglehole's protests against New Zealanders' partiality to mythical presentations of people and events—the Waitangi Myth, the Wakefield Myth, etc. It is certain he would be equally critical of the Moonlight Myth shrouding this notable man's name, burying his true merits under a mass of hearsay and empty credulity. Worse still, there is so little by way of known private papers and documentary records available with which fact can be sifted from fiction.


Fortunately in the "History of Goldmining in New Zealand", Professor J. H. M. Salmon preserves several perceptive pointers which could be correct or curb our ignorance. He lists Moonlight among the eight most notable men of the last gold rush days (p.264). Earlier, on page 139, he tells us "Moonlight, on the other hand, had no interest in wealth begetting wealth and went back to his solitary explorations once the rush set in." This became the characteristic




The author lives in Charteris Bay, Lyttelton R.D.I, and welcomes correspondence with others interested in George Moonlight.







pattern of Moonlight's prospecting career, hallmark of the true prospector, clearly distinguishing him from marauding miners. Recently Dr Salmon, in a private letter, writes: "George Moonlight… was certainly a fascinating and, up to now, mysterious character and I agree with you about his importance in the discovery and development of N.Z. goidfields.…I hope you find enough about Moonlight to restore him to the place he deserves."


Seaman Moonlight joined the 1848 Californian gold rush. Finding no "lucky strike" there he migrated to the newly discovered Australian diggings again without success. Then in 1861 he came to New Zealand and apparently travelled far into the Alpine ranges, paying little heed to Gabriel Read's recent rich strike in Otago which attracted so many miners. Soon news of his Moonlight Creek discovery, close to Lake Wakatipu, became known and started a mammoth rush into that area for this was indeed the mother-lode country. Experienced miners knew the significance of Moonlight's discovery of this country which fed the royal metal into alluvial valleys below and his name and reputation rocketed overnight—it was no fortuitous find, as subsequent achievements proved. Moving into Nelson Province in 1863, virtually at the opposite end of the South Island, he repeated this feat a number of times until the golden belt and gold bearing reefs of the West Coast became world famous.


As a result of discoveries of rich mineral wealth miners and migrants flocked into the Colony which by 1870 had a population of nearly a quarter of a million, and officially recorded gold mined to the value of about £20 million. As the winning of gold became more difficult the colonists readily turned to farming.


To the miners Moonlight was a wizard of high and etxraordinary ability. The writer of this article contends that he was possessed of a genius which guided him instinctively to mother lode terrain. The nature of that hidden genius remains to be determined.


It took the love of a good woman to tame the explosive force in him for, after a final burst at Moonlight Creek in the West Coast Paparoa Ranges, which eventually produced large gold nuggets "like potatoes in a dish" seen by Hindmarsh in a Greymouth bank, he chose a settler's status in rural Murchison. Having shown the way, his task done with no large fortune in his hands, he then bent his energy to encouraging and caring for the welfare of the men and women there opening up new country.


John Grigg's book "Murchison" devotes a full chapter to a brief but so far best recorded, sketch of Moonlight's career. Unlike Cook's well documented exploits written by a team of dedicated companions, but for a lone letter written by Moonlight to his daughter just a few days before entering the Glenhope bush on his fatal 

foray, no private papers are, as yet, known to exist. His living New Zealand descendants have tried in vain to secure a copy of his birth certificate. Hence it is most difficult to establish the possible origin of his genius. Rumour runs rife and to explain his unusual name it is generally believed he was a foundling child given his names by a magistrate, "George," after the reigning monarch; "Fairweather," in contrast to the wintry weather usually experienced; and "Moon-light", because "by its light he was found".


Preliminary probes into claimed Scottish origin, however, have produced some fruitful results, viz: 1. Photocopy of tombstone records of a Moonlight family already existing around the time George Fair-weather Moonlight was born. 2. Copy of family tree from a professional genealogist (himself a direct descendant) of the probable family from which our genius stems. 3. Several overseas items which give strong evidence indicating a high level of intelligence running through this family of farming stock: e.g. (a) a contemporary, possibly cousin, Thomas Moonlight (1833–99) became Governor of Wyoming State in U.S.A.; (b) another is believed to have been a Professor in Hobart, Tasmania, who returned to his hometown to die there; (c) a closer N.Z. relative wrote "cousin Tom Moonlight came with George to the Otago goldfields from Australia" (Nelson Evening Mail 16/5/1935). This is substantiated by the written inscription "Thomas Moonlight, Hampden

* 1881" in two large volumes now in the possession of George Fairweather Moonlight's descendants.


His death in 1884 caused quite a stir throughout the district and the mining fraternity due to the unusual circumstances of being "lost" in bush country he knew so well and had fearlessly mastered many times before. Is the record of that genius to be likewise lost and New Zealand deemed ungrateful for the great gift bestowed? Surely truth demands serious effort to prove or disprove the validity of this genius theory!


Because of extreme scarcity of known source material this will be no easy task. Success can be better assured by concerted efforts of teams of dedicated people. It should provide a challenge and most interesting exercise to members of Historical Societies and scholarly historians alike. A recent four-day search in Nelson un-earthed useful documentary records, indicating this city and area could be a rich source of valuable data. Where better, since Moonlight made it the centre of his remaining 21 years of life. His great contribution to New Zealand history culminated in this Province, his wedded life was rooted in this soil, his ultimate bankruptcy proceedings, the police search for his lost body emanated from here, the inquest on his unfortunate end as well as his burial also took place here.





Even if the theory of genius is proven to be unfounded it is possible, nevertheless, that much valuable historical data will be found from so rich a field of inquiry. If, on the other hand, this theory is proved to be well and truly established Nelsonians can treasure and embellish both the record and resting place of a truly great man. Every New Zealander will then know to whom they owe a very great debt and let the world also know we, at last, now recognise and accord due honour to this outstanding colonist.





* Now Murchison.
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Making Your Way in Nelson

(Before the five-day, 40-hour week)


From "A Brief Memoir of My Life" by John Edwin March.



The writer of these private notes was born in Cornwall in 1836 and educated at the Royal Naval College, Greenwich. Entering the Navy as midshipman, he later transferred to the Merchant Service as a cadet on the ship "John Taylor" which arrived in Lyttelton in 1853. After working on a Canterbury sheep station, he managed a timber estate near Wellington for Edward Jerningham Wakefield and joined the Nelson (Aorere) gold rush of 1857–60. He was latterly a senior officer in the Crown Lands Department.



"I stayed with Mr Wakefield until the diggings broke out in Nelson (Aorere, 1857–60) when I went over to try my luck. Mr Wakefield gave me several letters of introduction to friends of his in Nelson, one was a Mr Songer at Stoke. The Nelson goldfields were not a great success, although some storekeepers made a lot of money. I also fell in with some nice men from Australia with whom I worked for some time, but seeing there was little money to be made at gold digging I left for Nelson. It was then the letters I had received from Mr Wakefield were of value as directly I presented the one to Mr….he drove me into Nelson and called on Mr Symons who had a large store there. I was engaged at once, and soon got to learn my duties, which in those days were not very light. We had the store open every morning at 7 and were more or less at work till nearly 12 every night, as after closing time, 8 p.m., we had the books to enter up and keep. Mr Symons was a great worker, never idle a minute. When I joined him he was a bachelor and had a young person as housekeeper, whom he shortly afterwards married. On looking back there is no doubt that I made a great mistake in leaving him. I should have remained at the business and might have been like Mr Symons was, soon independent, but just at this 

time a Mr Wilson came to Nelson to open a warehouse on behalf of Synongton & Co. of Sydney and offered me a good appointment which I accepted, mainly I think on account of the much shorter hours. I got on very well there for a time, until a Mr Roberts came from the Sydney firm; he was rather an upstart and I could not get on with him at all, so I left.


I had several pounds in the bank, as I had always been saving and just at this time I made the acquaintance of a Captain Deck who had been in command of the Government Steamer, but had retired and had some money. He suggested we should take up land at the Croixelles, get a timber license and cut and export piles to Nelson, there being a great demand for them. We were Joined by a Mr Ranger. We got our license from the Crown Lands Department, all necessary stores, tents and tools together with a letter to Mr McLaren who resided at the Croixelles, had married a native chief's daughter and was monarch of all he surveyed. We chartered a small schooner and got down there safely. After unloading we arranged with the Skipper to come back in three weeks, and bring certain stores in the shape of flour, tea, sugar, etc. By that time we hoped to have a load of piles for him to take back.


"The place we selected after a consultation with Mr McLaren, was some Crown Lands opposite his residence, on the shore side of the bay. He was very pleased to see us, Capt. Deck being well known to everyone on the coast, and promised to come over on the following Sunday morning for us to go back and spend the day with him. We selected a very pretty spot for our tent and pitched it. It was roomy inside, with a clear running stream of pure water close by. The following day we surveyed the land and found we had a splendid supply of trees close to the water. We decided to make ourselves comfortable and set to work to build a log-cabin. This, when finished, was very nice, and we were able to have a fire going night and day.


"We had plenty of sport, we could go under the trees and shoot pigeons to any extent, fish were in abundance. Every now and again we went into the bush pig hunting, and generally had a very exciting time. Capt. Deck had a good dog, and he was not afraid to tackle a huge boar, but on one occasion he found his match and got badly hurt.


"Long before the end of the three weeks we had far more piles to go back than the schooner could carry. We had received instructions before leaving Nelson of the best lengths and size to send, these we now sent and got a good price for them. On Sunday morning 

Mr McLaren came for us with his nalive crew. We went with him after he had looked round what we had done and complimented us for our work. We landed just below his pretty and large residence. Being Sunday he would not allow any work to be done except what was absolutely necessary. He introduced us to his wife who was not there on our first visit. I noticed he had a number of little native girls at his beck and call. When we got inside the house one brought him his slippers, another took his cap and hung it up, a third brought him his pipe and tobacco, all tried to make him happy. He was a good old man with quaint sayings, he appeared to take a fancy for me from the first, and was always impressing me to study comfort. 'In all walks of life old man, in all walks of life, study comfort. I have done so, and see where I am today.' He could without doubt arise in the morning and say 'I am monarch of all I survey'.


"The Croixelles had been the scene of what was supposed to be a great copper mining country. Many people lost money over it and no one gained much. We had a real good outing there and did fairly well. Capt. Deck, however, became unwell and we thought it best not to winter there. On the return of the schooner we shipped all the piles, took our things, said goodbye to old McLaren and his wife and left for Nelson, where we arrived in due course. As Capt. Deck did not get better we decided to break up our party and sold all the things we brought back and divided the proceeds. We had done very well at the Croixelles and certainly had a very happy time. I was in the best of health and after thinking things over, came to the conclusion that Christchurch was the best place to go to."
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The Records Committee and its People


By James A. Jenkins

*


The beginnings of the Nelson Historical Society resulted from a chance conversation between Mr L. W. Field and myself early in 1954. Mr J. Stewart had previously proposed that action along certain lines be taken. A number of those whom we thought might be interested were approached and this led to a meeting at my home in Whitby Road on the 20th May of that year. The primary objective at that time was to collect documentary material of historical interest, particularly with reference to the northern part of the South Island.


Mr D. F. Horlor was elected Chairman, Mr L. W. Field Secretary, and I became Convener of the Records Committee. Subcommittees were set up to draft a constitution and rules, and another to try to obtain fireproof accommodation.


The Records Committee elected were Messrs J. Stewart, J. E. R. Paterson, G. Gould, W. R. P. Jaques and myself as Chairman. Later Mr C. W. Cannington joined us. At our commencement we had very helpful advice from the Alexander Turnbull Library. Mr Field, when in Wellington, obtained a general outline of procedure regarding cataloguing and card indexing material which was meticulously followed until we handed over to the Museum Trust Board in 1965. All material on arrival was placed in a special setting and it remained there until I had entered it on the accession register, labelled it with its number, and sent out a card of acknowledgement to the donor. It was then passed on to a second position and dealt with by the card indexing team. When they had finished this job it went to a third setting and I checked it over and finally disposed of it in the appropriate place as listed on the card index and register. The first meeting of the records committee took place on the 28th July, 1954. At this meeting we were able to report that Miss Frank had signed an agreement to hand over the Tyree collection and that the Directors of Hallenstein Bros. Ltd. had generously permitted the collection to remain in the premises built by Tyree and owned by the H.B., on a rent free basis.


We made it our policy throughout the period to buy any books that could help with our work and also all books that had historical interest bearing on Nelson. Annual publications of local interest were also obtained from issuing bodies.





On the 30th August the great problem of where to house our material was temporarily solved when the A.N.Z. Bank made three rooms available in the rear of their premises in Hardy Street. The Society owes them a debt of gratitude.


In the report of the Records Committee of the 30th August, 1954, I stated that Marlborough had much historical material and that Mr Allan Hale had told me "There is no hope of any activity in Marlborough in the direction of forming a local Society". I think our subsequent drive in what was once a part of Nelson led to the formation on 1st April, 1956, of the now very active Marlborough Historical Society, so we did some good after all.


In our report of October 26th we were still making progress. In the Tyree collection we were getting some semblance of order out of chaos. Mr L. W. Field took over the photographic section and from then on this was his principal activity.


On Mrs Ruth Allan's advice we set our net wide hoping to get an extensive range of material of Nelson interest. In the local Customs office was one find but we were later deprived of this by National Archives. Mrs Allan also told us that we should be prepared to store in safety much material from the Lands and Survey Department and this still remains a departmental decision of the future.


At this stage we made an approach to the Nelson Institute for permission to erect a building on land owned by them adjoining the Institute.


The minutes of the Records Committee for 19th November, 1954, state "If the Society is to build up its membership, and claim the interest of members, meetings should be held at intervals at which material of interest be presented". On the 25th November Messrs Pat Griffin, G. Gould and myself visited Motueka and met there about 30 people. I talked on the aims and objects of the Society. Later a Motueka sub-branch was formed.


On the 28th April, 1955, our first public lecture (four speakers) was held in the Institute Museum Rooms and later in the year Mrs Ruth Allan talked to members. In May, 1955, my wife and I went to England. The Society was extremely fortunate in that Mr J. G. McKay took over my position. Jim McKay had qualities of leadership, wisdom, personality, and knowledge of local history, that made a great impact on the Society for the duration of his life. I look back with pride and pleasure on our association. In the Records Committee report of September, 1955, Mr Paterson said they had gone into the matter of publication (of our first journal) and that 

it would be published without financial loss. The first number appeared in November, 1955. On the 30th May, 1956, I was nominated by the Society to be their representative on the Nelson Regional Committee of the Historic Places Trust and I became its first President.


I had been very concerned, prior to my visit to England, on the principles to be adopted in the repair, preservation, and maintenance of archives and other historical material. I spent much time watching work being done in the repair department at the Public Records Office in Chancery Lane and elsewhere. On my return I attempted to apply what I had learnt to a wide range of material and this took up a fair amount of my time. I carried on until the Museum Trust Board took over. Our policy had always been to register damaged material on its accession and put it aside until it was repaired when it followed through the usual channels.


In 1956, through contact with Mr Bert Monro, my brother-in-law, and later with his son, Mr Alex Monro — descendants of Sir David—I learnt about the Monro Diaries. After much correspondence with Mr Monro we obtained these diaries for Nelson.


As previously mentioned it became our policy to send cards of acknowledgement and thanks to all donors of material and when possible to label articles with the donor's name. When a large collection was given to us we promised as far as possible to keep it intact. We felt that these procedures would help to give confidence to the public and encourage future donors, and it did.


In 1956 Messrs J. G. McKay, G. Gould and C. Collins were carrying on the work of the Records Committee. Mr J. Stewart was not very well and was not able to assist us. Mr J. G. McKay was at the rooms each Friday at 10.30 a.m. to interview interested people.


In February, 1957, we were invited to put on a display for the Nelson Industries 5-Day Fair (Jaycee) and I think it was appreciated. Previously we had put on a display at the Stoke School.


During the year increasing amounts of materials were coming in and storage was becoming a problem. It became our policy to have typed and to bind selected manuscripts and diaries. Two radio broadcasts were also given.


We decided to make Monday evening our "workday" and invited extra helpers. The Records Committee increased by the addition of Miss H. M. Jenkins, Mrs Methven, Mr T. R. Jameson and Mr and Mrs Dickinson. Later Dr Curtis, Miss Easterfield, Mr Eric Jackson joined us. Messrs J. G. McKay and C. Collins continued with loyal support.





During the year a few of us visited Tapawera and the objects of the Society were indicated, and Mr J. N. Newport spoke on the history of the district.


In 1958 the Nelson Centennial Committee was set up and Mr L. E. Baigent and I were nominated from the Nelson Historical Society. I was appointed to the Executive Committee and was Chairman of the Exhibition Committee. A splendid show was put on in the School of Music, in September, 1958. The publicity led to a greater influx of material and the Julie Tomlinson silver and furniture were one of our rewards. In 1958 and 1959 I was involved on several committees concerned with the setting up of a Museum Trust Board and on March 12th our proposals and submissions came before the Nelson City Council. Over the next few months we visited all the local bodies in the area and put the case for the formation of the Nelson Provincial Historical Trust Board as it was then known.


The Deeds Office, Nelson, invited our Society to look over some 30,000 documents and gave us permission to select those of interest. These documents went back to 1852. It took six months for Messrs T. R. Jameson, H. G. Jamieson and myself to complete this task, working one morning a week.


In 1959 the question of the purchase of Isel came up and a year later the Council gave the Nelson Historical Society permission to house material there. James McKay died suddenly in December, 1959, and with the loss of his balanced judgement and steadying influence the Society suffered considerably. Mr T. R. Jameson took over the cataloguing and cross-indexing that had previously been done by Jim McKay. In 1960, apart from routine work, much time was spent on Museum Trust Board proposals.


In May, 1961, I had the task of arranging and setting out at Isel the material in our possession. Safety precautions against fire and vandals had to be taken, and necessary furniture and show cases purchased. We were now in a position to receive from the Cawthron Institute on permanent loan the Marsden furniture, china and other items.


It was decided to hold committee meetings at Isel on the first Tuesday of each month, all members of the committee receiving numbered keys making it possible for them to work at Isel at their convenience. The Records Committee weekly meetings continued at Isel and Miss Ash joined our team. The beautifully printed cards attached to various items on display giving donors' names and other particulars are her work. She was also a tower of strength with cataloguing and card-indexing which she carried on in association with Mr T. R. Jameson. The Nelson Evening Mail sent us bound 

copies, each volume covering three months. From the start we kept an index card of matters of import to Nelson. Miss Ash continues with this work in the hope that the future will yield dividends. At the end of 1962 we put on a comprehensive display in the Hall at All Saints' Church on the occasion of their Centennial.


When requested we opened Isel to visiting parties who wanted to see through the museum. In 1963 Mr J. N. Newport, Mrs Fountain and Mrs W. Parr joined the workers at Isel. The two latter undertook the cataloguing of the Library.


At a public meeting held on 23rd July, 1963, our President, Mr L. E. Baigent, said our Society would continue to function in cooperation with the Nelson Provincial Museum Trust Board when the Trust had been set up, and there has been at no time any deviation from this principle.


During most of my time as Chairman of the Records Committee research work was required so that answers to inquiries from many parts of New Zealand were adequately dealt with. In May, 1964, Mr J. E. R. Paterson moved from Nelson and we lost a valuable worker. His service in the production of the journal and helping with the card indexing helped us greatly. Mrs Cross and Mrs Holcroft undertook the cross-indexing of obituaries and biographies. Mr Jameson became ill and when he died in 1965 we missed him greatly. Mr J. Newport carried on, later to be followed by Mrs Tunnicliff.


In December, 1963, the Nelson Provincial Museum Trust Board held its first meeting and in March, 1965, Mr J. R. Eyles took over as Curator. Mr L. W. Field had been appointed to the Board as the Nelson Historical Society's representative. The Nelson Historical Society and the Institute Museum, after much discussion, agreed to hand over their historical material to the Trust Board once a Curator was appointed and the year 1965 was the final report of the Records Committee.


On the 15th September, 1965, I was elected President of the Nelson Historical Society, an honour I am very appreciative of. For me, with the cessation of work at Isel, life seems to have lost something. Our meetings of members and excursions were then very small beer in comparison with the interest of the work we had carried on with since our inception.


The highlight of the year, 1966, was the exhibition in the Suter Art Gallery of a selection of paintings from the Bett Collection. We also became active in the development of Broadgreen and I was later appointed to this committee. Preservation of the Provincial Chambers was another important activity of the Society and I also served on this committee.





On the 23rd January, 1967, we lost our staunch old friend and counsellor, Mr L. E. Baigent, and on the 18th July, 1967, I was very happy to welcome my good friend, Dr C. R. Barnicoat, as our new President.


Following the 1966 exhibition of the Bett paintings, I had hoped that the Museum Trust Board and its executive would put their shoulders to the wheel. I mentioned this to my friend, Mr Charles Griffin, and he suggested an approach to business firms, which first involved the production of a brochure and the booklet is at last in being. It is now over to the Museum Trust Board to really get down to the job.


I can look back with great pleasure on my association with those I have had the privilege of working with, and the fact that we as a small team formed the structure on which a great success could be built.





* Past President (1967—) Nelson Historical Society.
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