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From President Kevin

Thank you for re-electing me for another term of office. It is
now five years since I took up the reigns as your president and
I would like to take this opportunity to share with you some of the
changes that have happened over those five years.
We now have our own rooms and have run courses, seminars and research
mornings twice a week. It is great having our own little space to undertake our
research. We have moved into the electronic age with internet support in our
rooms. The mobile WiFi unit has been a great buy, as now more than four
devices can have access to the internet at the same time. Our magazine is also
now an e-magazine and is currently distributed electronically to 31 other
societies. We also have our own website which gives us a world presence. Each
month members now receive an electronic newsletter which outlines upcoming
events and shares other important information. During this time, we were also
presented with the City Council’s Ambassadors Award for ongoing support of
Heritage Week. What a proud moment that was. We have also had five
wonderful field trips to hidden gems in the South Island. Next year we are off to
Wellington – what a treat that will be.
But the future is not so bright. Numbers are dwindling with membership at an alltime low. All I can hope for is that our current members publicise the work that
we do and try and encourage their friends and colleagues to join us. Last month
we had a stall at the New Zealand Society of Genealogists conference and
managed to publicise our work. This month, we are to support the U3A network
by running a U3A genealogy support group in our rooms. This is only one of the
initiatives we have planned for boosting our membership. If there is anyone out
there who is interested in setting up a facebook page, let me know.
— Kevin White, President
This lovely picture of Waikonini Homestead was taken on our Geraldine
Field Trip. More images on page 7 and full report on page 8.

Our next issue will be
published in NOVEMBER, 2018
Disclaimer: Whilst every effort has been
made to accurately compile the information
contained herein, The New Zealand Family
Tree or any of its contributors or advertisers
accept no liability for any errors or
omissions or any inadvertent disclosure of
any information not meant for publication.
The New Zealand Family Tree neither
endorses nor accepts responsibility for the
products or services of any advertisers in
this publication. Opinions expressed shall
not necessarily be those of the organisation
of The New Zealand Family Tree.
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For the eyes of a few only

Editorial comment
Dear members and friends

The above image is only ever viewed by very few people—the
workers and staff of Kiwirail for it is situated deep within the Otira
tunnel on the northern wall.
In the early 1920’s the world renowned Scottish vaudeville
performer and comedian Sir Harry Lauder visited Otira and
staged a show for workers and their families which was
obviously enjoyed by all.
Following his visit the tunnellers decided to carve an image of Sir
Harry on the tunnel wall, perhaps an appropriate place for
someone who had taken the trouble to bring some joy to men
who battled not only darkness, water and rock falls beneath the
Main Divide in their efforts to complete the east-west 8,690.4576
metre South Island link but also to bring relief to Otira residents
who, in winter could expect more rain and snow than sunshine in
the region.
Almost three years ago I had the pleasure of viewing this image
for myself while traversing the tunnel in a rail service vehicle
which allowed a brief pause to capture a shot.
The authorities have now preserved this with a glass covering
and installed a surround of small bright lights to ensure its
protection; however passengers passing on the TranzAlpine do
not have time to recognise it as trains thunder up and down the
one-in-45 degree slope.

A group of officials and wives at the tunnel portal following
completion of construction

Many readers, not only of my column, but
also the many articles that I have included
from time to time on the subject of gold must have
wondered if perchance a mind had gone somewhat crazy
over the subject of wealth.
However let me assure you, one and all that nothing like
this provides motivation but rather comes from an
association, with, and indeed a beginning among gold
prospectors during the Great Depression times in the
Central Otago region from where I orginated.
Work was uncertain and times were tough so the small
shining nuggets one could sometimes lay claim to, along
with the occasional rabbit, were the key to a reasonable
meal but certainly not to luxury.
Shelter was in a tent so I had not had the luxury of a roof
above my head until the age of two but here again perhaps
this had been a good thing for humble beginnings - if we
recognise them - can help us greatly in valuing the present
and derive strength and hope for a faith in the future.
So, back to the gold itself. We recognise the value of it but
just what is it and why such scarce a commodity which in
itself makes it such a powerful item?
Here then is a straightforward explanation of what gold is,
as I discovered on the Internet.
Gold owes its status as a precious metal to its rarity: all the
gold mined throughout history would fit into a square box
with sides of around 20m in length. That’s not because of a
failure to mine more. Gold is rare throughout the Universe
because it’s a relatively hefty atom, consisting of 79 protons
and 118 neutrons. That makes it hard to produce, even in
the incredible heat and pressure of the ‘chemical forges’ of
supernovae, the deaths of giant stars responsible for creating
most chemical elements. There’s even doubt that supernovae
are up to the job. Recent research suggests that even more
violent events, such as collisions between neutron stars – the
ultra-dense cores of dead stars – may be needed. No wonder
the stuff is so expensive.

THE RUGGED LIFE OF THE OTAGO GOLDFIELDS
DURING THE GREAT DEPRESSION

Home was a tent and pennies were short but I believe most folk,
thanks to a simpler lifestyle, did not want for basic happiness.
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THE STADT HAARLEM VOYAGE FROM
PLYMOUTH TO LYTTELTON
Part 2
Source: Old England & New Zealand by Alfred Simmons, 1879.
Transcribed by Corey Woodward

Contributed by the Editor
Continuing the second part of a diary written aboard
the ship Stadt Haarlem, which sailed from Plymouth
in 1879 bound for Lyttelton, New Zealand and
arriving in 1880this diary possibly pertains to their
Above left: The ship Stadt Haarlem and at right Eliza Jane and Thomas Watts
voyage also.
According to my father’s account my great grandparents Eliza Jane fast and furious that it was determined to put the two aspirants to fame
and Thomas Watts arrived by surfboat on Caroline Bay, Timaru to the test. A committee was appointed to make the arrangements, and,
which was not then a bay as the high tide mark was almost to the after sundry meetings held in secret conclave in the forecastle, great
rail tracks. My grandmother Elizabeth, (pictured far right on
excitement was eventually created by an official notice, posted up on
parent’s knee) was aged two.
the main hatchway, of which the following is hereby declared to be a
true and correct copy:-Monday, March 10. - Rising at daybreak, found considerable GREAT WALKING AND RUNNING MATCH.
change from the comparative calms of the past few days. A stiff
The “Stad Haarlem” Stakes of 5s. each side, with nothing added. Under the diseasterly breeze, dead against us, has sprung up in the night; and if it
continues we shall not make such rapid headway. The ship is doing a tinguished patronage of the officers, saloon passengers, the several members of
bit of extremely heavy work, the rise and fall of her bows probably the “fancy,” and the betting fraternity now en route for New Zealand.
being from twelve to fifteen feet, and we have to hold fast to ropes A great Walking and Running Match will take place on the main deck of the good
or rails to preserve our equilibrium. The pleasantest position just ship “Stad Haarlem,” on Tuesday, March 11th, at 11 a.m. (weather permitting,)
now undoubtedly is that adopted by most of the women and
between the accomplished English pedestrian, Jack Lydster, alias “Young Weston,”
children. That is, they drop themselves on the deck, legs stretched
stiffly out, backs against the deckhouse, and feet planted firmly upon and the famous all-round clipper from the Emerald Isle, Jeremiah Collins, the
the bulwarks. But even these precautions are not, like his Holiness “Great Unknown.”
the Pope, infallible. Occasionally Mrs. Somebody or other will shift The race to be for fifteen minutes precisely.
her position, but precisely at the wrong moment. A heavy lurch of These famous pedestrians will, at 11 a.m. precisely, appear on the track, clad in
the ship occurs, and over that lady goes. Standing just now holding
their respective national and distinctive costumes. For the further amusement of
tightly on to a rope, my coat tails fluttering in the breeze, a very stout
on board, these famous athletes, in whom are embodied the hopes and
lady came rolling bang against my legs. Seizing them with no all
aspirations
uncertain grasp, with each successive pitch of the ship her hold
of two great nations, now represented on board the “Stad Haarlem,” have also
became firmer and tighter until from positive pain in my calves I felt
bound to protest. But the louder my protest, the harder became her agreed to stake the credit and the future supremacy of their respective countries
grip. In an unguarded moment, I let go my rope with a view to upon the result of their individual prowess upon this occasion.
release my legs, when down I went on my back, and we both took a
Signed,
ten foot roll until we came to the main hatchway, and, grasping its
Good Luck to Ould Ireland.
side, our headlong course was stayed. A hearty laugh took place at
The mark X of JERRY COLLINS, the Great Unknown.
my expense, and I cannot deny that the scene was somewhat
God save the Queen.
theatrical, not to say ludicrous. I shall be careful to steer clear of my
The mark X of JACK LYDSTER, alias Young Weston.
stout lady friend in the future; and if she again gets the chance to
fasten on to my shins, I’ll forgive her.
In the presence of, and by order of,
THE SHIP’S COMPANY.
Three p.m. - Chatting with the captain this morning, I expressed my
surprise at meeting so few passing vessels. Everyone knows of the As eleven o’clock began to approach (I believe this is the orthodox style
great traffic between Europe and the Cape of Good Hope. The of reporting such matters), the excitement became intense, and it was
captain smiled a knowing smile, and, pointing to a chart, explained. with difficulty the ship constables kept the course open. The betting was
The course marked on the chart is from St. Vincent to the starboard marvellous. In one instance, an Irish emigrant ventured to bet 2d. to an
side of Ascension and St. Helena Islands, and so, by a gradual English emigrant’s 8d. that Jerry would win. Many other equally
sweep, to the Cape. For some time we have been watching for astounding bets were made. Precisely to time the two men, in whom
Napoleon’s Prison House and place of death. The captain, in the were “embodied the hopes of two great nations,” appeared,
exercise of his discretion, has taken another line. Steering to the accompanied by their assistants, with a liberal supply of sponges,
back of the two islands he has pursued a straight course between
squirts, and pails of water. The weather was decidedly against them, as
them and the African coast. In his opinion this is the better pathway
across the South Atlantic. That may be so; but we would have been the ship was rolling heavily, and was pitching very unpleasantly in the
face of a smart head-wind. However, amidst first a breathless silence,
glad to have sighted St. Helena nevertheless.
and then rallied by vociferous cheering, the professionals made a good
Tuesday, March 11. - For the past three or four days great things start. Young Weston took the starboard and Jerry the larboard side of the
have been said, and. great disputings have taken place respecting the ship, a man being stationed at either end, around whom the pedestrians
alleged prowess of two individuals in the art of pedestrianism. Jerry were to swing for the return journey. The Lancashire lad started well,
Collins and his friends have expatiated with that freedom of but Ould Ireland soon caught him up, and before twenty laps were
language dear to the hearts of Irishmen (and with a fervour worthy completed there was no doubt who was the best man. The race was
of the author of the famous legend of the Kilkenny Cats) upon the gamely contested, as with each successive roll of the ship the runners
“events” won by their champion. En passant, too, I may observe that were respectively plunged headlong among the lines of spectators, or
Jerry is as loud upon his own merits as are his verdant colleagues. thrown upon their backs upon the wet and slippery deck. In either case
On the other hand appears an Englishman, Jack Lydster, hailing the men were off again in the twinkling of an eye, an occasional breaker
from among the Lancashire lads, and who glories in the professional or two which hurled themselves over the bows and swept the “track,”
designation of “Young Weston.” The wordy war at length became so tending not only to refresh the athletes, but to make their work more
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The Great Unknown (Ireland).............. 2 miles 288 yards.
Young Weston (England) .................. 2 miles 90 yards.
Whereupon the stakes were honourably handed over to Ould
Ireland,
but I understand there is still some question as to the matter of the
supremacy of the two nationalities. The doctor generously
distributed two bottles of stout to the pedestrians, and the writer
having declared himself satisfied with, and edified by, the gorgeous
spectacle, the day’s amusements were brought to a close. The only
drawback to the perfect enjoyment of the affair is, that our Irish
friends cannot spend the winners’ money in a jolly good “dhrunk,”
and what is worse still, they’ve all left their shelalebs at home.
Thursday, March 13. - After sixteen days out of sight of land, we
this morning at daybreak sighted the African coast, some seventy
or eighty miles distant. Looking through the glasses, we observed a
line of hills backing the sea coast, and these again are backed by a
range of high mountains. Thus it is we sight the land at so great a
distance. A looming mass is pointed out in the far distance, which
the captain informs me is the Cape headland - Table Mountain.
8-30. - Have reached the Cape, and anchors are just dropped in
Table Bay. The long rows of gas lights and the lights of many
vessels in the bay look very refreshing and very tempting, but I am
not intending to go on shore until the morning.
Friday, March 14. - All on board were out of bed as soon as the
sun had risen this morning, and upon going on deck Cape Town lay
stretched out before us. A host of small boats hover around the
ship, several of them loaded with splendid grapes, others with
apples and pears of poor quality. As soon as I had swallowed
breakfast, I hailed a boat, and taking with me one of our men,
started for the land, a mile and a half away. The steamer is to take
in 680 tons of coal here. As this work will not be completed until
to-morrow, I have the captain’s consent to stay on shore all night
and until next evening, and intend to have a good turn round.
Arriving on land, the first thing which became noticeable was the
appearance of the streets, which are much wider than in England,
the earth being of deep red, and the roadways being kept tolerably
clean, look for all the world like long strips of red ribbon rolled out
before you. The houses and shops, many of them being large, and
having a handsome appearance, are more lightly built than our
own, but there is an unmistakable British touch about everything
before you. Hansom cabs are flying about the thoroughfares,
driven by black cabbies, who evidently have heard of the
facetiousness of the London cabmen, and take tone accordingly.
The horses here are small, thin, spare-boned animals, and the black
fellows’ everlasting cry of “Heep! heep!” and the cracking of longthonged whips, become monotonous before you have been a
couple of hours in their midst. The Cape Settlement, as is well
known, is under British Government, but of the population of Cape
Town, which I roughly guess at from 18,000 to 20,000, probably
the larger half would be foreigners.
Foreigners, too, of every nation, and clime. The names above the
shop windows indicate this; but in the lower quarters it is strikingly
observable. Africans of all descriptions, from the veritable biglipped negro to the more sinister-looking Kaffir, with here and
there a peaceable Zulu. The more numerous of the well-to-do
foreigners are Americans, Spaniards, Frenchmen, and Turks, the
English in this respect being predominant. A thriving trade is
driven, both inland among the south African towns and villages as
well as among the myriads of vessels that call at this half-way
house for all the world.
The costumes worn by the various sections of the people here are
singular in the extreme; some of them, to the eyes of an
Englishman, being little short of ridiculous. The nigger may wear
his shocking old broad-brimmed wide-a-wake, and the Turk may
wear his tight-fitting black-tasselled red-rep smoking cap. The
Spaniard may wear his high- crowned green-felt peacock-feathered
Don’s hat, the Yankee may wear his white canvas hat of splendid
proportions, and the Kaffir may wear his monument-hat, which
looks like a Chinese Pagoda on a small scale. But why, oh why do
the nigger ladies wear such stupendous crinolines ? Here come
four of them, and I’ll stay to describe them. Two of them are stout,
and as black as ebony, with flat noses and full-blown lips. The

other two are elderly Kaffir women, with repulsive-looking features and all of them have gold rings on their fingers, and huge gold ear-rings
dangling down to their shoulders. They are blacks of the aristocratic
order; and are followed at a distance by four small woolly. headed boys
in tights, and jackets with silver buttons. One of the aristocratic black
ladies wears a flaming red silk dress and long white head-dress trailing
to her heels; the second wears a pale-blue silk dress half-way open
down the breast; the other two wear white satin dresses looped with
bright scarlet silk bows, and the last three have white gauze headdresses like the first. But now comes the article that so much annoyed
me. The four bewitching creatures wore beneath their dresses crinolines
of elephantine dimensions, such as I never saw in England during the
palmiest days when crinolines were in fashion. I do not exaggerate one
iota when I assert that these said crinolines were each from five to six
feet across. See them, with large white fans spread out before them,
sailing down the roadway, four abreast, and in a happy and glorious
style. See what furtive glances they cast from the corners of their
yellow eyes, as the observation of all men is centred upon their selfsupposed, but very questionable beauty. Peacocks I say you? Why each
one of them represents the pride and the ignorance of fifty peacocks
rolled into one. Two of them are reputed to be the “wives” of worldlywise blacks, who, in the days of American slavery, collected some
wealth by kidnapping and carrying their own people as slaves into the
South American plantations. They strut along, the very personification
of semi-savagery, semi-civilisation run mad. A gentleman Chinaman,
clad in a modest green silk coat and pink stockings, has just turned his
head to look after these four remarkable jackanapes. John Chinaman
may well open his pair of small twinkling eyes to their utmost extent,
and I fancy I perceive in them a tinge of sarcastic thought as he turns on
his heel, and with a smile pursues his way beneath his white umbrella.
In the evening, in company with a party of gentlemen, I went to see an
entertainment. The walls are placarded with huge bills announcing that
a celebrated company of theatricals “from London” had reached the
Cape, and would give dramatic representations of “The Relief of
Lucknow.” The hall in which the entertainment was given was the best
part of the affair. Built in oval form, and neatly decorated, it was a
pretty little place, and the surroundings gave evidence that the
European people at the Cape are not unmindful of the great ones of
music and literature. Around the walls of the hall are inscribed
numerous names, among which are prominent, Goethe, Hugo,
Donizetti, Walter Scott, Mozart, Rossini, Meyerbeer, Beethoven, and
the immortal Shakespere. No need to fear that civilisation among the
European residents at the Cape will dwindle while these splendid
names are treasured in their midst. But the entertainment itself was a
wretched lot of rubbish, and if the Cape people are swindled into the
belief that the “party” were as represented, “London stars,” they are less
intelligent than I take them to be.
Saturday, March 15. - Have this morning ventured a good round all
about Cape Town and its suburbs, and to finish up with, have clambered
as far up the Table Mountain as it was convenient to do. The mountain
is said to be 4,500 feet above the level of the sea, and from the elevated
point I reached, the sea scene and the landscape were very grand.
Turning towards the South African continent the land for miles round is
rugged and broken, huge cliffs and boulders rearing themselves against
the pale-blue sky. The atmosphere is astonishingly clear, and a distant
hill is pointed out as being 75 miles from where I stand. Palms flourish
apace, but from this part little in the shape of cultivated land can be
detected. A railway runs from the Cape to a place 175 miles away; and
just now all is life and bustle, the first of the six troopships (the
“Pretoria”) having arrived a few hours ago with the first instalment of
the reinforcements for the Zulu war. The opinion here is that the war
will be very soon over after the reinforcements reach the scene of
operations - at least they hope so, as Zululand is quite close enough to
the Cape to make the Zulus dangerous neighbours if victorious. And as
the Europeans I have met here have been as exceedingly courteous as
they should be to a travelling Englishman, I join them cordially in their
hope that the sounds of bloodshed and strife in this sunny clime may
soon be hushed for ever.
Sunday, March 16.- Still at the Cape of Good Hope. We expected by
this morning to have been a hundred miles or more away, but an
unexpected difficulty arose. The blacks engaged from the shore to put
our coals on board refused to work after a certain hour on Saturday, and
a hundred tons of coal were still required. The men were requested to
work to-day (Sunday), but they, in a body, declined, although they were
offered double pay, i.e., 10s. for the day’s work. There is nothing for it
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a hundred tons of coal were still required. The men were requested
to work to-day (Sunday), but they, in a body, declined, although they
were offered double pay, i.e., 10s. for the day’s work. There is
nothing for it but to remain here until Monday evening or Tuesday
morning. Although the two days’ delay is not a little annoying, we
have this evening witnessed a good sight, which otherwise we
should have missed.I have heretofore alluded to the Table Mountain
at the end of the bay in which we are anchored. It is called by that
name from the fact that the top is quite fat, the upper half of the seaside of the gigantic mound being almost perpendicular. On some
evenings a singular atmospheric phenomenon is witnessed, and it
was this phenomenon that I allude to.
At about half-past five this evening the sun was brilliant and hot, but
we observed on the top of the mountain some white fog-a mere
handful. Gradually the vapour extended. In fifteen minutes the
whole of the top was covered, and the fog commenced to overflow
and creep down the sides until it reached halfway to the town below,
and there it stopped. In the scorching sun, it looked for all the world
like a huge white silken pall thrown over a gigantic coffin; but
individuals who lived and flourished long before the writer of this
was born saw the same singular appearance. They likened the
mountain to a table, and the white effervescing cloud to a table-cloth
- hence it is called the Table Mountain. The name is peculiarly
appropriate, and not in the least exaggerated. A few minutes after the
“cloth” had spread itself over the huge table and had hung its folds
over the sides thereof, the sun disappeared beyond the mountains in
the west, and Table Mountain remained enveloped in its ghostly
garment, accompanied by its great pointed cloud-capt companion,
the Devil’s Peak, as a huge craig a quarter of a mile away is named but why I have failed to learn.

will not gib any answer.”
“Come, come, now, you’re facetious. Give me a fair and honest reply.”
“Well, then, sare, I’ll tell ye straight. I’m a relijus.”
“A religious! And what may that be, pray? “
“Sare, you’re a bustin’ at me, I b’lieve; but, sare, neberdeless, I’m a
relijus - a Wesley relijus - and I’m one ob de ‘suasion. We nebar wuks
on a-Sundays. Dat is de Lord’s Day, sare, and de day ob rest.”
“Well, my friend,” I observed, “I quite agree with you there; but
do you always take a holiday on the Monday to digest the Sunday’s
sermon? “
“No, sare, not allers; but, sare, I does wennever I ken, as it’s good for
de relijus narves.”
“Is it, indeed? How?”
“Why you see, sare, wen de minister gibs it out as our’n did yes’day,
de relijus narves gets strung up, becos ob de strainin’. And wen de
nerves is up, and de min’ster sees we’s all a-thirstin’ arter the ribber,
den says he, as de scripters say, ‘Ho! ebery one as be thusty, come
ober to de waters.’ And den we drinks ob de shinin’ ribber till we’s a
bustin’ wid joy.”
“ So, so, my good friend,” said I, “and you drank so much of ‘de

“Not at work this morning ? “ I inquired.

ribber’ yesterday that you require to lie on your back here all day today to digest it. I’m inclined to think that if that is what you call your
religious principles, they’re rather watery principles, sir. They won’t
bear the light of day. Did you ever hear it read ‘If a man will not work,
neither shall he eat?’”
“Oh, yes, sare-heerd dat many a times, and I wuks berry hard, I ‘shure
yer. But, sare, I gibs much hours as poss’ble to de Lord.”
“Lying on your back, lolling in the sun on Monday, instead of going to
your work, and knowing as you do that our ship has already been
delayed. Strikes me, Sambo, your principles are that you be as lazy as
possible under the cloak of religion; and glibly as you chatter about
‘de shinin’ ribber,’ you’ll never see it, I promise you, unless you alter
your lazy ways. Good morning, Sambo, you’re black without, but
you’re more black within, for you’re a lazy, skulking hypocrite.” I left
the fellow on the jetty, and two hours afterwards passing the same
way, I observed the black rascal lying sound asleep under one of the
seats. I suppose he had digested yesterday’s “sarmin,” and had sunk to
rest by way of easing the strain on his “relijus narves.”

“No, sare, not dis mornin’.”

Tuesday, March 18. - The engines were started, and we steamed

“Why not ? “

gently out of Table Bay, at daybreak, i.e., at six o’clock this morning.
It was a splendid morn, and rounding the point of the Cape a
magnificent view presented itself. The sun had just risen above the
horizon to seaward, and a circle of soft pale rays spread itself far away
on all sides. The mountainous, rugged, and barren outlines of a
hundred miles of South Afric’s “coral strand” lay out-stretched before
us on the larboard side. A dozen cloud-capped hills were hastily
rolling off their ghostly, but atmospheric, night drapery, and a few
dusky clouds were scampering away at a break-neck pace before the
fast brightening glare of a tropical sunrise. The landscape was very
delightful for the moment, and would have gladdened the heart of a
knight of the pencil. Flying fish and hosts of other and larger
occupants of the mysterious deep, with droves
of sea birds, followed in the wake of our vessel, as she once more
gathered way, and for a couple of hours or more I sat gazing at the
everlasting hills of South Africa, lost in a glorious reverie, until
presently a hearty-going smack on the shoulder from the captain, and a
loud cry from the doctor of “Breakfast is getting cold, Mr. S--,”
dragged me to the level of the every-day world again, and I went
below to test the quality of some ham and eggs and cream and coffee,
purchased the day before at the Cape of Good Hope, which now was
fast fading from our view. This same fate, I am happy to say, awaited
the good things we found tempting us to the cabin table. Although
absent from our gaze, the world-renowned Cape still flourishes, but
most assuredly I may not write likewise of the ham and eggs, for, apart
from the fact that I should be using the vilest of grammar, the empty
plates and the smacking of lips tell quite a different story.

Monday, March 17. - Finding the “coaling” not proceeding very
rapidly, I, this morning, again went on shore. Stepping from my boat
on to the jetty, I caught sight of a huge nigger, sprawling on his
back, broiling in the sun, and detected that he was one of the blacks
who had refused to work on Sunday, “Here,” thought I, “is a
splendid chance for the acquisition of knowledge,” and stepping up
to the dark-skinned gentleman-“Good morning,” said I.
“Good mornin’, sare,” said he.

“Well, sare,” he replied, “I went to de sarvice yes’day.”
“But what’s that to do with your laying here to-day like a lazy
vagabond?” I demanded.
“Why, you see, sare,” he coolly replied, “you see, sare, I yeard de
min’ster gib a most ex’lent surmin yes’day, and I’s jest a-resting abit a-digestin’ ob it.”
“Oh! indeed,” said I; and observing, as I thought, a merry twinkle of
my sable friend’s yellow eyes, I decided to open fire upon him.
“Might I ask you, sir,” said I, “why you refused to work on board
the “Stad Haarlem” yesterday? Don’t you know that by refusing to
do so, you and the rest have delayed the ship two days, and have
occasioned great loss and inconvenience to all on board?”
“Yes, sare, I know about dat air,” he quietly replied.
“Then why did you refuse to work?”
“Neber wuks on Sundays, mas’r.”
“Why?”
“Agin my princerpils, sare.”
“Oh! that’s it, is it? Will you allow me to ask what are your
principles?” I asked.
“Yes, sare-oh yes, sare-you may ask; but, sare, maybe dis chile
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Tuesday, March 18. - The engines were started, and we steamed
gently out of Table Bay, at daybreak, i.e., at six o’clock this morning.
It was a splendid morn, and rounding the point of the Cape a
magnificent view presented itself. The sun had just risen above the
horizon to seaward, and a circle of soft pale rays spread itself far
away on all sides. The mountainous, rugged, and barren outlines of a
hundred miles of South Afric’s “coral strand” lay out-stretched
before us on the larboard side. A dozen cloud-capped hills were
hastily rolling off their ghostly, but atmospheric, night drapery, and a
few dusky clouds were scampering away at a break-neck pace before
the fast brightening glare of a tropical sunrise. The landscape was
very delightful for the moment, and would have gladdened the heart
of a knight of the pencil. Flying fish and hosts of other and larger
occupants of the mysterious deep, with droves
of sea birds, followed in the wake of our vessel, as she once more
gathered way, and for a couple of hours or more I sat gazing at the
everlasting hills of South Africa, lost in a glorious reverie, until
presently a hearty-going smack on the shoulder from the captain, and
a loud cry from the doctor of “Breakfast is getting cold, Mr. S--,”
dragged me to the level of the every-day world again, and I went
below to test the quality of some ham and eggs and cream and coffee,
purchased the day before at the Cape of Good Hope, which now was
fast fading from our view. This same fate, I am happy to say, awaited
the good things we found tempting us to the cabin table. Although
absent from our gaze, the world-renowned Cape still flourishes, but
most assuredly I may not write likewise of the ham and eggs, for,
apart from the fact that I should be using the vilest of grammar, the
empty plates and the smacking of lips tell quite a different story.
All day long, and until five o’clock evening, we have been scudding
along at about ten miles’ distance from the African shores. From five
o’clock the shadowy summits of the hills became more and more
indistinct, and at six p.m. we again lost sight of land. We now
commence a new, and the last, stage of our journey. During the
afternoon we entered within the range of the Indian Ocean, and,
unless we have the good fortune to sight either the Island of St. Paul
or Tasmania, we are not expecting to see any more land until we
reach our destination.
Thursday, March 20. - A prognostication of “dirty” weather seems
likely to be verified. As we have gradually got away from the African
coast-line the sea has gradually become more uneasy, and the water
is to-day very noisy. The wind is twisting about in all directions, and
generally the elements are evidently inclined to be angry. Then, too,
that wild bird, the sure forerunner of bad weather, the Stormy Petrel,
has been flitting about the ship for the last few hours, and everything
indicates to us that we may soon expect a rough time of it. The
sailors and some of our male emigrants are very busy about the
decks, making everything snug and taut. All things moveable - boats,
timber, coils of rope - all have been securely lashed, the hatches have
been seen to, and we are ready at a moment’s notice to meet the
storm. The “Stad Haarlem” has already proved herself a strong and
buoyant vessel, and, however vicious a storm in the Indian Ocean
may be, we are not without hope that our ship is tough enough to
battle her way successfully through it.
Friday, March 21. - The expected storm is upon us. Never was there
such a to-do as we had below decks all the live-long night. A number
of the married people, as well as the single girls, had failed to
make fast their plates and dishes and tin mess-utensils. At two
o’clock the ship began to roll rather heavily, and presently a great
heap of tin dishes and pannikins got loose, and, in conjunction with a
hundred or more two gallon tin water-cans, commenced capering

about from one side of the ship to the other. Then down came a box of
knives and forks to mingle in the scrimmage, and to complete the job,
the corks of several of the water-cans got out, and the water flooded
the floors. The vessel continued to roll vigorously, with an occasional
variation in the shape of a game at pitch and toss. The lower deck of
the ship is stoutly caulked, so that the water could not escape, and the
knives and forks, coupled with the lurching, making it too dangerous
for any one to leave their berths, the mass of escaped articles continued
their rattling, career for the rest of the night. Scores of plates, dishes,
knives, forks, spoons, cans, pails, boots and shoes, stools, and camp
chairs, all run mad, and mixed up into a sort of soup by the contents of
the water-cans, pursued their uninterrupted career of waltzing the ship
to their own hideous music for nearly four hours, and when daylight at
last broke, and the result of the night’s merrymaking was discernible,
we at once christened the mass “the ‘Stad Haarlem’ Irish stew.” To add
that the night’s noise, both within and without the ship, was simply
hideous, is to give a very faint idea of the uproar. And although in the
morning the remains of the night’s revelry among the pannikins was
more than laughable, yet we would very much have preferred a good
night’s rest, considering the rough day we were promised at the hands
of old Father Neptune.
Now, I find it necessary, at this point, to call attention to what seems to
me to be a popular error. On divers occasions, and at various places in
England, I have observed paintings and prints purporting to be
portraits of King Neptune. Most of these works of art depict His
Majesty as a white-faced, placid, good-looking, kindly old gentleman,
with honourable white locks - a good old fellow, who wouldn’t injure a
hair of the head of any living soul. I can only presume that there are
King Neptunes and King Neptunes - that is to say, that there are rivals
for the throne of the kingdom of the seas. The King Neptune of my
home observation must be a civilised and reasonable being - probably
his ancestors were occupants of our comparatively calm and more
respectable English seas. But however this may be, I will not hesitate
to assert that the King Neptune of these Indian seas is a very different
personage. As compared with the description of the King of the
European waters, His Majesty of the South Indian Ocean must be a
black-faced, savage, ugly-looking, blood-thirsty, old rascal, with
ragged hair standing on end, and a more villainous and crafty despot
than could be manufactured were a dozen English-going King
Neptunes rolled into one. Even as Cetewayo, the King of the Zulus,
last January allowed a possee of our brave soldiers to march into his
territory, only to swoop down upon them presently with an
overwhelming force and for a general massacre; so also towards us
acted Neptune, the wily old King of India’s seas. We have been
permitted to roam uninterruptedly across his pale-blue watery domain
for upwards of three days, and now, after he has us, as he thinks,
securely within his grasp, he lets loose all his virulent spleen and
power. His waves, which have gradually risen into mountains, are
careering madly around us, lashing themselves into the wildest fury.
One by one, they come dashing themselves about us, now on this side
now on that; and while we are guarding our starboard and larboard
bulwarks from their unmerciful attack, over our stern comes a
howling, surging, white-headed monster, threatening to carry all before
him. But our good ship bears up nobly against them. Rolling from side
to side, plunging down the gaping valleys, and rearing her head again
as bravely as before, with an occasional shudder as her screw, borne
high out of the water, dashes hurriedly round, and then burying itself
again, hurls the water hither and thither in foaming masses, our vessel
drives her way through the opposing power. But it was a terrible battle,
maintained with unrelenting vigour for nearly four and twenty hours.
Regiment after regiment of hoary-headed, angry-crested mountains,
each succeeded by a huge yawning abyss, came hurrying to the fray,
only to find themselves divided, shattered into glistening fragments,
and sent shrieking away from the invincible walls of the stout-ribbed
“Stad Haarlem.” All day long, and through the blackness and darkness
of a moonless night, thus raged the sea, accompanied by a keen and
screaming wind; but with the morning the gale abated, and our good
ship victoriously pursued her way. She is none the better, however, for
her tussel with the elements. The paint and polish are cleanly gone
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Saturday, March 22. - The gale of yesterday
has now entirely passed away, and although
the sea is still running very high as the result
of it, to-day is beautifully fine, the atmosphere
bracing and clear, and we are able once again
to take a look about us. The people are
generally healthy and in good spirits,
notwithstanding that the hatches had to be
battened down all the time that the storm
continued. For my own part, I would not
willingly have missed yesterday’s experience.
Often have I heard of the grandeur of a storm
in this part of the watery world. The reality
far exceeded my imagination; the sight was
magnificent in the extreme, and my
enjoyment of it intense. All sense of probable
danger was lost, amid the general admiration
of the scene. The wild abandonment of the
immense masses of water was catching, and
as wave after wave hurled themselves above
and across us, swamping us with salt and
foam, our laughter was loud and our spirits
exhilarated to the utmost extent. Our hats
strapped firmly on and fastened under the
chin, our coats buttoned from top to bottom,
and lashed securely round the wrist, with a
stout rail to hold by, three of us mounted to
the binnacle-stand, high above the poop deck,
and one of the three, at any rate, enjoyed the
gale and the glorious battle more perfectly
than his description thereof can possibly be. I
shall never forget the scene. I remained up
above long after dark, watching the glistening
foam, as, like myriads of effulgent diamonds,
it lashed itself angrily hither and thither; and
when at length I left my post and retired
below for the night, I felt that we had
witnessed a sight well worth the coming of
these thousands of miles to see.
“Mr. S., sir, - don’t you think you could draft
a Bill for presentation to Parliament to meet
this matter?” asked he.
“Hem - well - yes, I think I could do so,
doctor; but I’ll tell you what my advice
would be.”
“Well, sir.”
“I should advise you to take up politics and to
cut physic - to get into the House yourself,
and to introduce the Bill to bring about this
most desirable reform. Just fancy, ‘A Bill to

provide for the Compulsory Taking of Physic by all Her Majesty’s loyal subjects,’ &c. Why,
doctor, the thing would be a splendid hit. The simple proposal would be very much more
sensible than one-half of the pet hobbies and annual Bills which now are brought into the
House, only to be sent out again. Then, too, we are just now favoured by having a
Government who are going in for domestic legislation. Why, doctor, the thing is palpable;
you’d have the Government immediately proclaim themselves in favour of your measure.”
The doctor became absorbed in deep contemplation.
“Well, doctor, what say you?”
“Why, sir,” he replied, after a few moments of pensive gazing across the far-stretching azure
main, “Why, sir, as the candidate at election time says, I’ll give the subject my most serious
consideration.”
And here the matter rests for the present; but if, in the fulness of time, a Bill such as
indicated is placed before the country, the public will remember from whom the idea has
originated, and will mete out their reward accordingly.
— Part Three will be published in next issue

Photos from Geraldine
See story on following page

Local displays in the museum

A lesson in courage
People may say I can't sing, but
no one can ever say I didn't
sing. — A quotation from New York
socialite of the 1930’s Florence Foster
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Lunch on the verandah

2018 Field Trip to Geraldine
By Kevin White

Geraldine is often used by bus tours as a morning-tea /
lunch stop over for tourists travelling to Tekapo, Mt.
Cook and Central Otago. The Geraldine Historical
Society wrote to our society asking us to consider
Geraldine for one of our Family History Field Trips.
They guaranteed there would be plenty to interest family
historians in their town, so this year we took up the
challenge.
The visit was held over the weekend of 9 to 11 March.
This particular weekend proved to be very popular for
other visitors as well. There was a ukulele convention
happening in the town and a sponsored fun run. Not
surprisingly accommodation was hard to find.
We all met up for a meet and greet at the Historic
Geraldine Hotel on the Friday evening. Next morning
bright and early we met outside the Geraldine Heritage
Centre where we were greeted by the society’s president.
She had arranged for two local identities to take us on a
walk through the town. These delightful gentlemen had a
wealth of local knowledge and shared stories of the
town’s past, whilst pointing out places of historic interest.
Their task was not made easy, as by now the tourists and
convention visitors were browsing the shops and the two
local markets set up for the weekend.
At the end of the tour, we all received our instructions
from Trevor Lord on how to get to our next venue, the
historic Waikonini homestead. A meeting point was
arranged and we all set off for a coffee break at some of
the many delightful coffee shops and cafes. Some opted
to visit the Barkers produce shop. We all successfully
found the meeting point on the Peel Forest Road. We
then headed down a private road to the homestead,
negotiating a ford on the way.
The Waikonini Homestead had been completely restored
and sits in ten acres of lush botanic gardens. Waikonini’s
owner Mary Casey met us and showed us around the
restored grounds and gardens, where we saw wonderful
stands of the original trees including a variety of oaks,
Tasmanian blackwoods and 100 year old fruit trees. We
also saw Himalayan lilies and a wide variety of
rhododendrons. There was even a delightful summer
house nestled in a grove near the house. Mary had a
catered lunch ready for us. We were all starving and

readily accepted her array of frittatas and homemade
bread. It was great country cooking
The Homestead was originally part of the William Barker
estate and built in 1882. Mary took us on a tour of the
house, starting in the kitchen at the preparation table
which was originally the altar of the church in Cave. The
kitchen and all rooms have been completely restored and
Mary has used the original architectural plans as her
guide. The highlight for me was climbing the unique
single run wooden staircase housed right in the middle of
the homestead.
An article on the homestead can be found at http://www.stuff.co.nz/the-press/christchurch-life/
avenues/10715254/Sensing-the-past
Before heading back to Geraldine, it was suggested that
we visit the Church of the Holy Innocents, the Acland
family church, built in 1868 on the hillside overlooking
the Peel Forest valley. In the graveyard there are many of
the Acland descendants, as well as the simple headstones
to the crime writer Dame Ngaio Marsh and renowned
painter Austen Deans, Peel Forest's famous son. Shirley
Hollingsworth was delighted to find the resting place of
two of her long-lost relatives nestled amongst trees of this
historic graveyard.
We all retreated to our accommodation before meeting
again that evening for a wonderful meal at the Brewery
café. This café brews a wide range of beers and alcoholic
beverages as well as serving gourmet meals. We had a
great time, sharing stories and talking about the day.
The next morning, we had arranged to visit the Geraldine
Heritage Centre and Museum. In her letter, the President
assured us that this would be a highlight for family
historians and she was not wrong. The museum is
creatively set out with stunning display boards on all
aspects of the historical past of Geraldine and its families.
They have collected a wide range of artefacts and to their
credit, these artefacts all relate directly to the history of
the district. They have recently fundraised over $300,000
for extensions to the centre and they allowed us to view
their well catalogued collection being made ready for the
new rooms. We were very impressed.
The rest of the day was spent on private visits to the local
markets and shop, graveyards, the scenic reserve and the
car museum.
All sixteen of us agreed that Geraldine was certainly well
worth spending a weekend exploring.
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Which Newman Sister Settled in NZ ?
Dear Joe,—I have been trying to trace one of my great aunts
that moved to New Zealand towards the end of, or the
beginning of the 20th Century. When I was living in New
Zealand (2006/7), the Auckland library (Maria, Librarian),
was very helpful in tracing some more ancestors. I have now
come back to the UK to live permanently, and am still trying
to trace my aunt! All the family had the middle name of
'Penney', and the females of the family's surname was
Newman. It could be one of five females who married and
came to live in New Zealand, but I cannot trace where. I can
provide much more information of their husband's surnames
and children's names if this would be helpful, and I have
attached this information with my email.
If you are able, or indeed other departments, to assist me in
my quest, I would be extremely grateful, as I hope to visit
New Zealand again within the next couple of years. My
uncle (now deceased), who told me about my great

grandmother’s sister, was unable to remember which aunt
and husband came to live in New Zealand, although she used
to write to him regularly and enclose the local newspaper
apparently.
I hope the details that I have attached, may be able to help
you as to which sister emigrated to New Zealand. I know it
would only be one of the four Newman’s, which would be
Alice, Edith, Clara or Laura, as my great grandmother stayed
living in London, and she was Kate Penney Newman,
married to my great grandfather, James C. Saunders, who
was Superintendent of the Special Police of the Great
Western Railway for 40 years.
Many thanks for any help with my genealogical research that
you are able to give me, and if you require more details
which may help you, do please let me know, and I will email
them to you.—Kind regards
Alison Tessier

NEWMAN FAMILY TREE:
(Please note that the dates mentioned are always
within a couple of year’s time frame.)
George Newman:
- born 1819 (I think Southampton, Hampshire – but to be
confirmed), Tinplate Worker
- married – Mary in Jan/Feb/Mar 1839), Yeovil., Somerset
– TBC
- or another Mary ( nee Pearce), married in Dibden, New
Forest, Hampshire – TBC
- or Ann (nee Cox), living in Somerton, Somerset - TBC
George’s son:
- Henry Penney Newman (Snr), born 1839,
Southampton, Hampshire: Coach Builder – previously Boat Builder in Southampton (died 30th December,
1900, aged 61, Hanwell, Ealing, London). Vol 3a/Pg 99.
Buried in Hanwell Cemetary with Ann, his wife.
- married – Ann Gillingham (born 1841), married in
Bridgewater, Somerset in Dec 1860, (parents: Jane (born
1814, Bridgewater) and Thomas Gillingham, Stonemason)
- Jane’s sons Thomas and John also Coachbuilders
- witnesses William and Laura Jane Jarman
Henry and Ann’s Children:
- Henry J Newman born 1865, Bridgewater:
Coachbuilder
- Louisa born 1862, Bridgewater
- Kate Penney Newman*(Jnr) born 1869, Notting Hill,
London – my great grandmother (married my great
grandfather – James Saunders (great grandfather,
same time/place, as her nephew Henry J Penney
Newman (Jnr) in Kensington, Sept 1886)
- Laura Jane born 1861, Bridgewater
- Clara Penney born 1877, Notting Hill
- Alice Ann Penney born 1873, Notting Hill

- Edith Louie born 1885, Notting Hill
- Louisa Jane Penney born 1862, Bridgewater,
Somerset
- Henry J Penney Newman born 1865, Bridgewater,
Somerset
- Vernon Penney Newman born 1871, Kensington,
London
- Horace Vernon Penney Newman born 1881,
Kensington, London
Henry J Newman (Henry P Newman’s son):
- Henry J married Lucretia Lucy Le Grys at
Kensington, in Sept 1886 (father John Le Grys,
Newsagent/Tobacconist). Lucretia’s direct lineage goes
back as far as 1066!
- Lucretia born 1865, Kensington, London
- Henry J and Lucretia ran the Temperance (now Forest
View) Hotel, next to the Royal (was Rocklea), Hotel
Henry J Newman (proprietor of hotel) and Lucretia’s
children:
- Louie born 1891, Symonds Yat
- Winifred Ivy born 1894, Symonds Yat
- Raymond born 1897, Monmouth/Symonds Yat
- Douglas Henry born 1900, Stroud, Symonds Yat
They owned the ‘Temperance Hotel’ now the ‘Forest
View Hotel’ in Symonds Yat
and also ran a newsagents there (as shown in the 1901
Census)
*My great grandfather was James Saunders, who was the
Police Superintendent of the ‘Special Police’ on the Great
Western Railway.
Also noted in the Census’ are the names of William, Henry
and John (father) Coles, all Coachbuilders or
Coachpainters, not sure of the connection with the
Newman and Saunders’ families.

New Zealand Family Tree, August 2018 - Page 9

Marriages of Henry Penney Newman (Snr) and Ann (Gillingham) Children:
(Please note that the dates mentioned are always within a couple of
year’s time frame.)
George Newman:
- born 1819 (I think Southampton, Hampshire – but to be
confirmed), Tinplate Worker
- married – Mary in Jan/Feb/Mar 1839), Yeovil., Somerset – TBC
- or another Mary ( nee Pearce), married in Dibden, New Forest,
Hampshire – TBC
- or Ann (nee Cox), living in Somerton, Somerset - TBC

June 1898, Monmouth, Wales
Vol 11a/Pg 63
Children:
Constance Julia A Hillard, born March 1899
Stepney, London
George Reginald Hillard, born August 1900
Stepney, London
Muriel Alice Hillard, born September 1915
West Ham, Essex

George’s son:
- Henry Penney Newman (Snr), born 1839, Southampton,
Hampshire: Coach Builder – previously - Boat Builder in
Southampton (died 30th December,1900, aged 61, Hanwell,

2 Edith Louie Penney Newman married Ernest J E Miles
June 1911, Romford, Essex
Children:
Hilda E Miles, born September 1912
Romford, Essex

Ealing, London). Vol 3a/Pg 99. Buried in Hanwell Cemetary with
Ann, his wife.
- married – Ann Gillingham (born 1841), married in Bridgewater,
Somerset in Dec 1860, (parents: Jane (born 1814, Bridgewater)
and Thomas Gillingham, Stonemason)
- Jane’s sons Thomas and John also Coachbuilders
- witnesses William and Laura Jane Jarman
Henry and Ann’s Children:
- Henry J Newman born 1865, Bridgewater: Coachbuilder
- Louisa born 1862, Bridgewater
- Kate Penney Newman*(Jnr) born 1869, Notting Hill, London –
my great grandmother (married my great grandfather – James
Saunders (great grandfather, same time/place, as her nephew
Henry J Penney Newman (Jnr) in Kensington, Sept 1886)
- Laura Jane born 1861, Bridgewater
- Clara Penney born 1877, Notting Hill
- Alice Ann Penney born 1873, Notting Hill
- Edith Louie born 1885, Notting Hill
- Louisa Jane Penney born 1862, Bridgewater, Somerset
- Henry J Penney Newman born 1865, Bridgewater, Somerset
- Vernon Penney Newman born 1871, Kensington, London
- Horace Vernon Penney Newman born 1881, Kensington,
London
Henry J Newman (Henry P Newman’s son):
- Henry J married Lucretia Lucy Le Grys at Kensington, in
Sept 1886 (father John Le Grys, Newsagent/Tobacconist).
Lucretia’s direct lineage goes back as far as 1066!
- Lucretia born 1865, Kensington, London
- Henry J and Lucretia ran the Temperance (now Forest View)
Hotel, next to the Royal (was Rocklea), Hotel
Henry J Newman (proprietor of hotel) and Lucretia’s children:
- Louie born 1891, Symonds Yat
- Winifred Ivy born 1894, Symonds Yat
- Raymond born 1897, Monmouth/Symonds Yat
- Douglas Henry born 1900, Stroud, Symonds Yat
They owned the ‘Temperance Hotel’ now the ‘Forest View
Hotel’ in Symonds Yat
and also ran a newsagents there (as shown in the 1901 Census)

3
Clara Penney Newman married Charles Edward Naish
(Police Constable)
June 1900, Brentford, Middlesex
Vol 3a/Pg 189
Children:
Gertrude M Naish, born June 1912
West Ham, Essex
Roy G Naish, born March 1915
Henley, Oxon
Gladys K Naish, born Dec 1913
Henley, Oxon
(Clara Penney Naish died June 1876)
4
Laura Jane Penney Newman married James Frederick
Howell (Rural Postman)
Born in Hammersmith, Middlesex
September 1892, Kensington, London
Vol 1a/Pg299
Children:
James H Howell, born 1901
Kensington, London
Frederick T Howell, born 1895
Cowbridge, Glamorgan
Laura G Howell, born 1898
Bridgend, Cowbridge, Glamorgan
Lived: East Village, Cowbridge, (Bridgend), Glamorgan, Wales
???5 Louisa Jane Penney Newman married William Henry
Reynolds OR
Alfred Robbins (tbc)
In 1882, Hampstead, Middlexex
Vol 1a/Pg 933
6 Kate Penney Newman married James Saunders
7 Henry Penney J Newman (Jnr) married Lucretia Lucy Le
Grys
27 July 1886
Kensington, London
Vol 1a/Pg303
Children of Henry and Lucretia Newman:
Already mentioned on previous page

*My great grandfather was James Saunders, who was the Police
Superintendent of the ‘Special Police’ on the Great Western
Railway.

Children of Kate and James Saunders:

Also noted in the Census’ are the names of William, Henry and
John (father) Coles, all Coachbuilders or Coachpainters, not
sure of the connection with the Newman and Saunders’ families.

8 Vernon Penney Newman, died Dec 1873, no marriage or
children

Marriages of Henry Penney Newman (Snr) and Ann
(Gillingham) Children:
1 Alice Anne Penney Newman married John James E E Hillard
(Police Constable)
Born in Street, Somerset

Already mentioned on previous page

9 Horace Vernon Penney Newman, died Dec 1882, no
marriage or children
NOTE.—Due to a shortage of space a further section
comprising MARRIAGES FOR THE NEWMAN SISTERS,
will be included in the next publication
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War Graves

When it comes to the recognition of war
graves much is written and spoken of the
multitudes of our nation’s sons who fell
in the First and Second World Wars but
this is hardly surprising given the figures
and also the vastness of war cemeteries in
many locations throughout the world.
What is often forgotten however is that
lesser conflicts also had casualties in the
years both before and following the well
remembered ones.
Some may remember the very elderly
men who would turn up at Anzac
parades, veterans of the Boer War of
1899-1901.
How many readers notice today the old
monuments, such as that grand one in the
Oamaru centre marking the junction of a
journey from north to south which
commemorates fallen comrades from
another futile war?
Time indeed does dull memories passed
now the forgotten soldiers like Walter
Douglas Armstrong aged 22 years, from
Wanganui NZ, who died on April 16,
1900 and rests in Bloemfontein.
Meanwhile captains, kings, tyrants and
despots continue to gather in their
assemblies and war rooms planning
future ongoing murderous campaigns of
futility but they who call the shots won’t
be present with the nations’ young who
will be the ones to pay the price.
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result you are seeking or that the research will be complete. A charge will still
apply as listed above.
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Advance No+ce

Family History Field trip
to Wellington
Fri 8th. – Sat 9th.– Sun 10th.
March, 2019
Have you ever wanted to see
Government House (the home of the
Governor General)
Peter Jackson’s Weta Studios or view the
Treaty of Waitangi and Parliament
Buildings, well here’s your chance.
Pencil in this this date and join your
commiIee for a fun ﬁlled weekend in
Wellington

Sunday December 2. 2pm. At the
rooms 401A Papanui Road
Our Library – Help Jill to load the new
books onto our system, check books for
correct entry, shelving.
Lots of sicng, cups of tea and chacng.
Please bring a “Christmas Plate of
goodies” to share for a Christmas
a[ernoon tea.

Programme for 2018
Sunday August 5th. 2pm
Sunday School Hall
Cnr. Cotswold Ave & Kingrove Street
$3 entry includes a raﬄe
Local Lives, The History of Addington.
John Wilson has recently wri@en a book on the
history of Addington.

Sunday September 2nd. Fathers Day - 2pm
St. Pauls church and cemetery. Talk and tour
lead by Julian Dean. Meet Julian outside the
church, 1 Harewood Road at 2pm.DonaMon
appreciated. ANernoon tea at the
StaMon One Café – just down the road from the
church at 509 Papanui Road.

Sat. 13 Oct. 2pm
A Heritage Week visit to the Anglican Archives
– Jane Teal
Jane is prepared to have resources available on
the day, but she will need to know in advance
what to search out. Please contact Kevin White
(famwhitenz@gmail.com)with details of your
research requests
The archives are at 58A Grove Rd, Addington ,
between Moorhouse Ave and the Railway line.
There are 4 parks labelled CADA, otherwise you
will need to ﬁnd parking on the street.

Above: Members who journeyed to Geraldine for the 2018 field trip
pictured enjoying a sumptuous dinner ar the Brewery Cafe.

October 12 – 22 Heritage Week
Great family history resources in our library
Heritage Week Open Days
Open days Monday October 15, 10-12noon,
Wednesday October 17, 7-9pm, Friday October
19, 1-3 pm.

Sunday November 4. Friends of Linwood
Cemetery. Talk & tour to be conﬁrmed
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