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  PREFACE.

  IN the following pages I have given an account of the first settlement of the Wakatipu Lake district, in New Zealand, a district now so well known for the wealth of its gold fields, the grandeur of its scenery, and the salubrity of its climate.

  This is not intended to be a history of the rise and progress of the district, but simply a short account of the wild, rough life which we pioneers had to lead in the early days.

  I have been materially assisted in my undertaking by copious notes taken by me during the years following that in which I took up my residence on the shores of the Wakatipu Lake, and also by letters which I had then written to my relatives, and which, having been preserved, were handed over to me when the object which I had in view was made known.

  Many other episodes in the lives of the pioneers I might have given, but, as I was somewhat dubious about minor details, I left these out, and have only given such as there can be no doubt about; and, as
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  most of the early settlers are still alive, they will be able to corroborate everything herein stated.

  What I have placed on record may be called an unwritten page of history, and I have closed my narrative when, gold having been discovered, the district became overrun with diggers and the old Wakatipians lost their identity in the crowd of fortune-hunters.

  To the many tourists now annually visiting the lovely shores of the Wakatipu Lake, it may be of interest to know how we pioneers lived, and why the hills and rivers and lakes received the names by which they are known.

  I have given the names, not only of those who actually were the very first who settled in the district, but also of those who, coming into Mr Rees' service during the years previous to the "gold rush," are entitled to a place in these pages.

  As I am convinced that a great future lies before the Wakatipu district, I trust that my efforts to preserve from oblivion facts connected with the first settlement thereof may be of service hereafter, when a history may be called for of what was known to us as the "Promised Land of Rees."

  THE AUTHOR. 

 March, 1888.
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  THE

  WAKATIPIANS:

  OR

  EARLY DAYS IN NEW ZEALAND.

  CHAPTER I.

  First Sight of New Zealand – Dunedin – Up – Country – Travelling with Sheep.



  SCARCELY a ripple stirred the waters of the harbour of Port Lyttleton as, on the 16th of March 1860, the good ship "Clontarf" lay off the heads waiting for the pilot to come on board.

  Leaning over the stern of the vessel, I gazed upon the features of this new land which I had adopted, and, after 107 days of ocean surroundings, I was fain to regard the strange country with feelings of pleasure, indeed I can still recall the desire which stirred within me to get ashore and to roll on
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  the verdant turf, which looked so fresh and lovely after the long voyage – a feeling which I have heard expressed by others who have been for months at sea, deprived of the sight of trees, and grass, and flowers.

  A boat put off from the pilot station at last, and, manned by a Maori crew, it seemed to skim over the smooth surface as easily as did the many gulls and sea-fowl which were flying around shrieking their plaintive cries, and quarrelling over any stray morsel that was dropped overboard.

  On the quarter-deck and on the forecastle groups of steerage passengers were standing by the bulwarks or hanging on to the rattlings, expressing their opinions on the appearance of the land; and I saw a good many tears shed, as some of them doubtless remembered that they would soon have to part from the good ship which had been their home for so long. Not that the voyage had been one of unalloyed bliss, unmarred by any melancholy event – death had thinned our ranks considerably, thirty-six of our number having been taken away, a circumstance which gained for the "Clontarf" the questionable honour of being mentioned in future New Zealand almanacs, the death rate during the voyage having beaten all previous records.
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  Canterbury was not my destination however, so, after waiting for two months, I availed myself of the chance of going on to Otago in a small brig called the "Fanny A. Garrigues," and, after a voyage of five days, we cast anchor in the lovely harbour of Port Chalmers.

  Along with two of my shipmates, I walked up to Dunedin along a track cut through the bush, which, however, so far from resembling a road, was a veritable "slough of despond," therefore were we glad when we reached Dunedin, and found that comfortable lodgings could be obtained, in spite of the somewhat unprepossessing appearance of the houses, for in the year 1860 Dunedin was but a small place of a few hundred inhabitants, and the streets were more like muddy swamps than anything else, and to that the city owed the name of Mud-Edin, by which we were wont to call it in these days.

  Among other letters of introduction in my possession, I had one to Mr William Gilbert Rees, who had just returned to Dunedin from prospecting for country likely to be suitable for squatting purposes. During his explorations into the interior of Otago, when he was accompanied by a friend, Mr Von Tunzelmann, they succeeded in reaching what at
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  that time was a terra incognita, the Wakatipu Lake, and on its shores they found country such as they were in search of, and where they ultimately settled down.

  Mr Rees' description of the lake scenery, and the wild life which would be the portion of those who first squatted there, fired with me a desire to make one of the party, so I arranged to join him as a cadet, and under him to gain experience of sheep farming at a cost of ten shillings a week and the "run of my teeth."

  About 3000 sheep had been sent over from Australia on account of Mr Rees and his partners, Mr Gammie and Colonel Grant, and, until country was secured to graze them on, the use of the Coal Creek Station, in Shag Valley, had been granted to Mr Rees by the proprietor, Mr Jones, better known as Johnnie Jones, probably the wealthiest man at that time in the colony.

  To Coal Creek I was sent, along with George Simpson, who had been a fellow-voyager with me, and there we found several other cadets, some of whom, like ourselves, were there to gain experience, but others, having passed that stage, were now in receipt of a salary.

  For some months we resided at Coal Creek, on
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  the wintry side of the Kakanui mountains, but as soon as shearing was over, preparations were made for starting to our new home on the shore of the Wakatipu Lake.

  Previous to this, however, along with Mr Rees' brother-in-law, John Gilbert, I had gone to the Waitaki district for a mob of sheep, which I had purchased in shares with Mr Rees and his partners, and which I was to have the privilege of grazing, on certain terms, on their station. These sheep were guaranteed not to be in lamb by the seller, Mr Filleul, but as to the correctness of his guarantee I will have to allude later on.

  This was my first experience of travelling with stock, and it was of a sufficiently rough nature to give me a good idea of what lay before me in the life which I had chosen. Leaving the Waitaki we brought the sheep past where Oamaru now stands – at that time, however, the city consisted of a shepherd's hut only – when we reached the Otepopo river we struck off the road, and heading South West, prepared to cross the Kakanui range, Gilbert having conceived the idea that he knew of a short cut that way which would enable us to reach Coal Creek in a marvellously short space of time.

  We were provided with a piece of salt beef, and
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  tea and sugar, but did not lay in a supply of bread, Gilbert having hinted that it would be merely encumbering ourselves unnecessarily as we would probably reach home that night, so confident was he of the shortness of the route which we had adopted. Alas! however, for these prognostications. Towards nightfall we descried a shepherd's hut, and headed the sheep in that direction. The man living there was very kind indeed, insisting on our staying the night, and his wife not only made us far more comfortable than we were accustomed to be, but pressed us to accept a pound of fresh butter to carry away with us next morning. Her husband also accompanied us for some distance on our way, and then left us in a deluge of rain.

  All day we toiled on over rough and rocky ground, drenched to the skin with the heavy rain, and unable to see any distance owing to the thick mist which had settled down on the ranges. At last, when it was quite dark, we managed to put the sheep across a stream and on to a spur of the hill beyond, and there we left them to look after themselves.

  Having tethered our horses to two huge boulders, we splashed about through the rain and wet grass, trying to find, in the dark, a place
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  sufficiently level to spread out our blankets. Presently, I called out to Gilbert that I had discovered a nice hollow that would do, and, rolling our blankets around us, we lay down together, after having partaken of a slice of beef spread with the fresh butter, for it was useless to attempt to light a fire wherewith to boil the "billy," as our clothes and matches were simply soaking with the rain.

  We spent a miserable night, and when daylight broke discovered that the nice soft hollow which we had so cheerfully utilized as a camping ground was nothing else than where a wild pig had been digging up fern roots. We found the sheep at the top of the hill opposite our camping ground, and the rain having ceased and the mist having lifted, we were able to guide ourselves better than on the previous day, and succeeded in reaching Coal Creek that afternoon. So rough had the road been, and so trying to our dogs, that Gilbert's collie had refused to work on the last day of our journey, and my one had his feet so badly cut with the sharp stones that when we arrived at the house he at once betook himself to his own quarters, and did not attempt to go to work again for a fortnight.

  Now that the time was close at hand for us to start for the Wakatipu, some of those who had been
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  keen for taking part in the expedition began to hesitate, and, finding this to be the case, Mr Rees very wisely determined to have a distinct understanding with those who intended to go, and to pay off at once those who were inclined to waver. For my own part, when it came to my turn to speak to him in his office – which was made of half a dozen packed wool bales built one on top of the other, inside the shed, so as to shelter him and his books and papers from the wind – I found things going far more comfortably with me than I had anticipated, for, when I came to settle up for my board and the various goods I had got out of the station store, such as hob-nailed boots, moleskin trousers, &c., Mr Rees very generously waived all claims to the ten shillings a week which I had arranged to pay as board, as he said I had more than earned it by the work I had been doing, and added that if I would make one of the expedition he would give me one pound a week to begin with. I need hardly say that I consented, and left his office well satisfied with myself.



 

      
  
       

 CHAPTER II.

 Page 9
  CHAPTER II.

  Starting for the Lake District – The Natural Bridge of the Kawarau River – Nearly Drowned – Crossing the Dunstan Mountains – The Promised Land of Rees – Arrival at Lake Wakatipu



  EARLY in December 1860, the expedition left Coal Creek, and as the names of those belonging to the party will frequently occur in the course of my narrative it would perhaps be as well for me to give them here.

  Mr Rees being unable to go along with us, owing to the arrival in the colony of his partner, Colonel Grant, who was desirous of visiting their property on the Pomahaka River, he engaged the services of Mr Simon Harvey to take charge of the expedition, and this gentleman was virtually the head from whom we all took our orders. Archie Cameron, a big Scotchman, who had been working at the wool press during shearing time, was engaged to give a hand at the driving, whilst Andrew Low and I were supposed to be the two who had the principal charge of the sheep. George Simpson
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  was engaged to cook for the party and to pack and drive the horses, numbering thirteen in all, including a mule, and to John Gilbert was assigned the duty of riding on ahead to give notice of our approach to the different run-holders whose country we had to traverse. Harry Burr's department I can scarce define, as he accompanied us more for amusement than anything else, and left us, to go to South America, before we reached the Lake.

  I think it unnecessary for me to describe the first part of our journey from Coal Creek, over the Maniatoto Plains; our crossing of Rough Ridge and the Raggetty Range, so I will hasten on to the time when, with the help of a boat belonging to Mr William Low of Galloway Station, having swam the sheep across the Molyneux, where the township of Clyde now stands, and having followed up the south side of the river, we came to the stream which is now called the Bannockburn. Here we determined to rest the sheep for a few days, whilst we prospected for the best route up the side of the Kawarau River.

  With this object in view several of us pushed ahead, and I took along the bank of the river, until I was brought up by the steep gorge of the Nevis Creek, when, finding that I could get no further in
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  that direction, I held up hill until I reached the snow line, but without having found any place where we could take sheep across this raging torrent. It was on this occasion that I came upon what is known as the natural bridge of the Kawarau, where the rocks overhang the stream so far that one can jump across the gap, if the roaring torrent below is not too much for the nervous system. I remember that one of the Dunedin papers of that date refused to accord to me the honour of having been the first white man to stand on the natural bridge, because according to Maori report, the bridge was said to be a complete arch, without any gap in the middle. Some years afterwards, when the gold diggers were wandering up in that direction in thousands, the natural bridge became the chief means of crossing from one side of the river to the other, the gap having been bridged over with planks, and then the editor of the same paper, remembering, no doubt, his former unbelief, admitted that I had been correct in thinking that I had been the first white man to stand on the historical bridge, and to gaze on the turbulent water that lashed itself into foam on the rugged rocks below.

  It was nearly one o'clock in the morning when, tired and hungry, I reached the camp, where I
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  found George on watch, and, having partaken of a pannikin of tea, some cold meat and damper, I crawled into the tent and was soon fast asleep between the folds of my blanket.

  For nearly a week we remained in camp here, every day some of the party going in different directions trying to discover some way of getting the sheep across the Nevis Creek, and along the side of the Kawarau River, but all to no purpose, and so it was arranged that we should retrace our steps. Just as we had come to this conclusion, Mr Rees and Col. Grant arrived on the scene, having ridden up from Dunedin, to see how we were progressing, and they determined that before turning back an attempt should be made to get across the Kawarau River about a mile above its junction with the Molyneux, and, if successful in this, to hold up the north side of the first-mentioned river.

  With this object in view we collected all the dried coorraddies (flower stalks of the flax bush) that we could find, and, after tying them into bundles, lashed these together in the form of a raft, on which to take the rams, the stores, and the nonswimmers across. We were well provided with tether ropes, and these were brought into use, wherewith to pull the raft backwards and forwards
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  across the river. Everything being ready, Mr Rees, who was, and I daresay is to this day, a most powerful swimmer, stripped off his clothes, and tying one end of the rope round his waist plunged into the water and struck out for the opposite side. The current is very strong here, but, in spite of that, he succeeded in making a tolerably straight passage across, and made fast the rope to a stout shrub on the bank. We then launched the raft, with nothing on it, on a trial trip, but no sooner did it get into the current than it was swept down, and we all, some six or seven, held on like grim death, in the hope of saving our valuable craft from the remorseless torrent. In vain we struggled, inch by inch the rope slipped through our fingers; Harry Burr, with his clothes off, stood by ready to plunge in to do something or other if he could only determine what, when, without a word of warning, all hands let go their hold with the exception of myself, and, as I was front man, and standing in the water, the sudden tightening of the rope lifted me right off my feet, and plunged me into the river about twenty feet from the land, where the rope held me under, it being tied fast on the bank, and thus the events cf the next hour or so must be recorded by me from information which I afterwards
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  received. The moment I disappeared Harry dived into the water and struck out for where I was last seen; grasping me by the clothes, he strove to drag me from under the rope, but instead of succeeding in doing so, the current sucked him under it likewise, and he also disappeared; at the same time Mr Rees, from the opposite bank, shouted "Cut the rope, cut the rope." This advice was promptly acted upon, and, as the knife was drawn across the hemp, the raft shot away and Harry rose to the surface, with a good firm hold of my collar, and struck out for shore, where he was soon relieved of his burden, and I was spread out on the bank to disgorge the water of the Kawarau that I had swallowed, and to come to my senses again. I was none the worse of my ducking, and, strange to say, my watch was none the worse either, although it shows signs now – 27 years after – of the knocks and bruises it has received during a long colonial career.

  After this mishap, the idea of crossing the river at that point was abandoned, and we retraced our steps to that part of the Molyneux where we had crossed before, and on Christmas day 1860 we once more swam the flock across on to the flat now known as the Dunstan race-course, and resolved to spell them there for a day or two. The work of
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  swimming the sheep across the river was most arduous, as we began work at grey dawn, and it was dusk before the last of them was safely landed on the other side. Standing up to our waists in the water for sixteen hours on end, excepting the few minutes which we snatched in order to swallow a bite of food and drink a pannikin of tea, was a strange way of spending the Christmas day, and I have often since then wondered at the difference between the working men of the colonies in these old pioneering days, and the British working man of to-day. We never thought of going "on strike," nor did we complain because we were at times worked so hard. We never were such drivelling idiots as to form ourselves into processions and parade the streets of the towns, with banners floating in the breeze, and inscribed with mottoes suggestive of laziness, upholding the advantages of the eight hours movement. We used to work far longer hours than the labouring class has to do in Great Britain; we camped out and ate whatever food we could get without complaining, indeed, had the early settlers of our colonies been as fastidious as the lowest working men are now-a-days in Britain, the progress made by these colonies would not now be the
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  admiration of the world. The British working man now works eight hours a day, he claims holidays and half-holidays on the most frivolous excuses; this day is consecrated to Saint Patrick and that to Saint Gladstone, so that when one comes to add up all the holidays he claims during the year, the sum total of remission becomes formidable, and the working man appears to derive his name from the fact that he works less than any other person. All things considered, the lot of the so-called working man does not seem to me to be a supremely unhappy one. He worships St Andrew, St Patrick, St Gladstone, and scores of other Saints, and I think these gentlemen have a sufficient title to the working man's gratitude, because they gave him the excuse for claiming a holiday. But in the pioneering days we had no holidays, neither had we any thought of an eight hours movement, and Sunday only differed from other days in the week by the appearance of a "plum-duff" on the dinner table.

  I have alluded to a mob of sheep which Gilbert and I had brought from the Waitaki, and which had been purchased on the understanding that they were not in lamb. During the few days that we remained on the banks of the Molyneux River these ewes began lambing, and Andrew and I
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  had to kill about 300 of the poor little things whilst we were there, as, of course, it was quite impossible for us to take those on the toilsome journey which lay before us.

  Once more the tent was struck, the horses packed, and the journey recommenced, and we followed up the course of the Manuherikia past Shenan's station, and across Thomson's run, and then we began the ascent of the Dunstan mountains at a low part, known by us as Morley's pass.

  Will we ever forget the night we camped on top of the pass? The only piece of level ground on which to pitch the tent was a bit of spongy swamp, and when we awakened in the morning we found that we had been sleeping on about two inches of water, a fact which called forth from Andrew Low the following remark – "Well, we may be none the worse for this night's camp just now, but wait till ten years hence, and then see what effects we will be inclined to attribute to it." I remember when I was called at two o'clock in the morning to begin my watch, I went to the billy which was standing some little distance from the fire to get a drink of tea, and there I found that the tea and the leaves had been frozen into a solid block of ice. So dejected were we in the morning that we did not wait
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  for breakfast, but, taking a few scones in our pockets, we pushed on, having determined to wait till we got to the more genial plain of the Lindis, before sitting down to a regular meal.

  From that time till we got to Wilkin's station, at the junction of the Wanaka and Hawea rivers, the country which we had to traverse is level and bare, and so the sheep travelled well, but at Wilkin's the Molyneux river had once again to be crossed, which, however, was easily done with the assistance of the station boat, and then our journey lay up the narrow valley of the Cardrona.

  It took us three days to reach the top of this valley, when, turning to the right, we struck up hill to the goal we had in view – the coronet of the Crown range. It was a lovely, warm, sunny day as we toiled up the hill, dogging the sheep in front of us, and ever and anon helping to put to rights the pack on one or other of the horses which had slipped over to one side, owing to the slackness of the girth and the scrub catching on the packs and pulling them about, but, when we did at last reach the top of the range, a sight burst upon our view which caused us, one and all, to utter exclamations of pleasure. Nearly three decades have gone by since I stood on the summit of the Crown range, and
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  looked for the first time on the Promised Land of Rees, and yet I have only to close my eyes in order to see the whole view start up before me as I then saw it. Away in the distance the middle arm of the Wakatipu Lake lay glistening between those precipitous ranges which, in these later days, have given it such a character for grandeur of scenery. Nearer hand the Shotover and the Arrow rivers flowed like silver threads through the blackened, tomatagorra scrub-clothed plains which form the rich alluvial flats lying between that part of the Lake, where Franktown now stands and the gorge where Arrowtown now is. I may here mention that the Shotover river derives its name from the English residence of Mr Rees' partner, Mr Gammie, Shotover Park, and that Franktown was called so out of compliment to Mrs Rees. Hayes Lake glittered in the sun as it lay with scarce a ripple on its waters at the foot of a smooth and grassy hill, unnamed then, but christened by me, shortly afterwards, the Hill of Morven, owing to its striking resemblance to the hill of that name on Deeside in Scotland.

  Those who visited the district some few years later would scarcely believe that all the open grassy plains over which it was delightful to ride were
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  densely covered with the charred remains of the tomatagorra bushes, which Mr Rees had fired when he first crossed them, indeed had he not cleared the country by burning it, it is quite certain that we could never have taken the sheep over it. Those who only know the Lake district as it now is can scarce realise the difference which has come over it since the pioneers first settled down there. As we stood gazing on the new land, not a sound broke the stillness except an occasional gurgling bleat from some old ewe, as, with her mouth full of aniseed plant, she intimated to a neighbour that she approved of the pasture on that, the sunny side of the range, in comparison with the scant herbage on the spurs leading up from the valley of the Cardrona. Yes, we heard another sound away far below us, on the Crown terrace, as we afterwards called it, a noise like a human voice, and yet we knew that that could not be. We strained our ears and heard distinctly – "Run pretty quick, run pretty quick," the cry of the quail, familiar to us all.

  What a change indeed has come over the spirit of the scene since then. Towns have sprung up, farms have been fenced in and cultivated all over these flats, and the ubiquitous grog shanty is to be found on the banks of every stream where there is

 Page 21
  water enough to mix with the spirits and bluestone wherewith the thirsty digger is solaced.

  But revenons a les moutons, and these were rapidly heading downwards to the fresh green grass of the Crown terrace, so we had to quit the summit of the hill and follow them.

  We had but little difficulty in crossing the Arrow and Shotover rivers – the sheep having become like retriever dogs with the amount of swimming they had lately been entertained to, and once on to the Shotover flat, our journey was virtually at an end, as they were hemmed in by water on every side except on that which lies between where Queenstown is now and Arthur's Point, and at that time this steep gorge was densely overgrown with scrub, impassable for sheep, and which was called by us "Blow ho' gully."
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  Chapter III.

  The Home Station – New Hands – Building Mr Rees House – Few's Folly – Drowning of John Gilbert – Tobacco Famine – Sunday Work and Prayers.



  THE buildings at the home station, which was situated where Queenstown now stands, were represented by a "futter" and a long narrow hut, consisting of three rooms – a kitchen, with a small bedroom off it, and a large room with bunks built all round it, after the fashion of the 'tween decks of an emigrant ship. A "futter," as everyone knows, is simply a storeroom built on top of posts, round which sheets of tin have been nailed, in order to prevent the rats from climbing up to the destruction of the stores. Here we found four men and a woman, who had been brought there via the south end of the Lake, and who had been engaged during the past few months in building the house, in preparing a vegetable garden, and in planting some potatoes. Of these a married man – answering to the euphonious name of George Washington Macgaw – and his wife occupied the small bedroom
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  off the kitchen, Mrs Macgaw having been engaged to cook and look after the men's hut, whilst Macgaw himself, being a carpenter, was employed in making window-sashes and doors for the house we were about to commence the building of, and which was intended to be the residence of Mr and Mrs Rees.

  The other three men were named respectively, Bob Fortune, Harry Posselthwaite and Chips, for I really forget the latter's proper name, and he was known on the station by no other than that of Chips. Bob Fortune was the boatman, and his whole time was occupied in navigating a whale boat which had been brought from Invercargill for the station use, and in tarring and painting her at intervals of a few months. Harry and Chips left a few weeks after our arrival, and I never heard of them again. Simon Harvey and Andrew Low also left about a week after we reached the Lake.

  The most important work in hand after our arrival was the building of Mr Rees' house, and everyone was employed at this with the exception of myself, but as I had been told off to the duty of looking after the sheep, it was but seldom that I could lend a hand to the others. The house being built of wattle and daub necessitated the use of a
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  great quantity of puddled clay, and for this purpose an old horse, rejoicing in the name of Hoppy, was broken in to draw a sledge, and George, who had immediately on our arrival handed over to Mrs Macgaw the duties of cooking, was appointed to the post of Jehu.

  I have in my possession a sketch, taken at that time, of George and Hoppy engaged at their daily avocation. Hoppy is represented on his haunches, his fore feet spread out and his ears laid back, indeed even a novice could scarcely fail to observe that an air of "jibbing" seems to have been happily caught by the artist. Hanging on to and dragging at the bridle, a masculine figure, with thunder in his eye and a three foot saw in the hand not engaged with the bridle, can easily be recognised by those who know him as George Simpson. Why a hand saw occupies the place of a whip I cannot say, and can only suppose that this weapon had been found more likely to inspire the heart of Hoppy with fear than would a whip, when he felt disposed to exhibit any signs of jibbing during his work.

  Shortly after our arrival with the sheep, a Mr Few, who had also taken up country on the shores of the Lake, hearing that we had reached our destination in safety, started from Canterbury with a
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  mob of cattle with which to stock up his run. Up the valley of the Cardrona he followed our tracks – , but struck off over the Crown range somewhat too soon, and on descending on our side he found himself in the gorge of the Arrow, and had a most arduous task before he got the cattle down on to the open country where Arrowtown now stands. The gorge of the Arrow was ever afterwards known to us by the name of "Few's Folly."

  Finding it more difficult than he had anticipated to get the cattle on to his own run, he obtained Mr Rees' consent to let them graze on the flat country lying between the Shotover and Arrow rivers, and left a stockman in charge of them.

  This stockman, John Henry Stringer by name, accompanied John Gilbert to the Lindis soon afterwards to bring up some milch cows to the station, and on their way home, when crossing the cattle over the Molyneux at Wilkin's station, poor Gilbert was drowned. Being a splendid swimmer he threw himself out of the saddle when his horse got beyond its depth, and struck out for the opposite shore. Apparently, however, he was caught in one of the dangerous whirls of the river, and was sucked under water, and when his body was found it was going round and round, the hands in position on his chest,
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  as if ready for another stroke, showing that to the very last he had continued to strike out for dear life.

  The horse which Gilbert had been riding was the one belonging to Stringer, and had been for long employed by the mailman on the road between Timaru and Moeraki, when it was accustomed to swim such rivers as the Waitaki with the postman and his mail-bags on its back, and there can be no doubt but that if Gilbert had stuck to the saddle instead of depending on his own powers as a swimmer he would have been brought safely to shore, for old Harry swam across without any effort, gave himself a shake, and began nibbling the grass as if nothing very particular had taken place. For years afterwards poor Johnnie Gilbert's grave was a conspicuous object on the spit of land between the two branches of the Molyneux river which unite opposite Wilkin's station buildings.

  Stringer brought on the cows to the station himself, and quite a gloom was cast over our little community by the news of Gilbert's death.

  About this time there came to the station one Duncan MacAusland, who had been engaged by Mr Rees, and no better man could have been found in the colony for the rough and hard work that we had
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  to do. Physically and constitutionally one of the strongest men I ever have known, always in good spirits, as happy when he was camped out with neither food to eat nor shelter wherewith to cover him from the rain as he was when in comfortable quarters with a first-class menu before him. Although a most inveterate smoker, I never saw him with a pipe in his mouth when he was at work, but no sooner was the word given to spell a while and have a smoke than his was the first pipe to be alight.

  In connection with this I may mention that on one occasion the supply of tobacco ran short on the station, and when this happened the drays were not due to arrive at the foot of the Lake for some time. Every substitute was tried by the smokers of our community to appease their craving, such as tea leaves and the bark of the manuka scrub; even black cutty pipes were powdered up and mixed with some combustible or other, but still the craving could not be satisfied.

  I can remember still how Mr Rees and I – the two non-smokers on the station – argued in favour of patience and forbearance to the others, pointing out how good a thing this would be to them all, as teaching them how to control their tastes, but the
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  only answer that was vouchsafed to us was a groan. When we tried to distract their thoughts from the want of tobacco, and pointed to the beautiful scenery around us and to the grandeur of the waves as they broke over the rocks on the shores of the Lake, they only looked at us as if they would fain have smote us where we stood. The beauties of the world palled on their tastes; the wonders of creation seemed as nought to them. If we drew their attention to the luxuries of the table which we were enjoying – the broth, the gigot of mutton, or the inevitable currant pudding on Sunday, their only answer was – "Take the whole blooming 'duff,' but give us a plug of tobacco." Had I not been a witness to the misery created by that tobacco famine I would never have believed that men could be such slaves to the weed, but that these my fellow workers actually became ill with the longing desire to indulge in a smoke is a positive fact, and Mr Rees was obliged to allow MacAusland to ride to Wilkin's station, a distance of 50 miles, in order to get a little tobacco to carry them on until the arrival of our own drays.

  Amongst the number of our domestic animals was one to which I have as yet made no allusion; this was a small terrier dog owned by Mrs Macgaw,
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  which was the source of some considerable amusement on one occasion at any rate. It so happened that one of the milch cows went astray, and it was some time before we were able to account for her absence. One day, however, as I was looking for the horses up Blow ho' gully, when crossing the creek which empties itself into the Lake near the men's hut, I found the carcase of the lost cow in the creek, where it had evidently been "bogged," and must have been lying for some days. I told Mr Rees of my discovery, and pointed out to him that the water in the stream would be unfit for use, and that we had better have the carcase taken out at once. He, however, put off doing so, as we were so busy at the time, and it was not till about a week afterwards, when the water had become quite unfit to drink, and we had been obliged to build a small pier out into the lake in order to get water from there, that he saw the absolute necessity of removing the dead cow. Calling all hands together, on a Sunday forenoon, we were marched up to where the remains of the cow were, and, tying a rope round the horns, the main body of us laid on to it, whilst Mr Rees and Macgaw took hold of the tail, then with a one, two, three, we all pulled together, but alas! the carcase was too far gone the way of
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  all flesh, and the tail giving way, precipitated Mr Rees and Macgaw into the creek. Although it was far from a pleasant bath, they both joined in the laugh at their own expense, and then, having succeeded in getting the body of the cow out, and having buried it, we adjourned to the men's hut. Shortly afterwards Mr Rees came in, and announced his intention of holding service, so we all seated ourselves round the room, and opening the Bible he read to us the 14th chapter of St Luke. When he reached the 5th verse, which says, "Which of you shall have an ass or an ox fallen into a pit, and will not straightway pull him out on the Sabbath day," we glanced furtively at each other, and, if I remember rightly, a few knowing winks passed between us as we thought of how a propos this chapter fitted in with the unpleasant job we had been engaged in just shortly previous to this. Having finished the chapter, Mr Rees proceeded to read the prayers belonging to the Episcopal Church, but as we happened, one and all, to be of the Presbyterian persuasion, this form of worship was a great mystery to us, and a good deal of jumping up and kneeling down was performed by our little congregation not in accordance with the rules laid down for the guidance of members of the Episcopal Church, till, 

 Page 31
  in one of those scrambles, George Simpson trod heavily on the tail of Mrs Macgaw's little dog, which set up a wonderfully strong howl for such a little creature. Mrs Macgaw rose from her knees and hurried to its rescue, whilst George prostrated himself, and amidst the suppressed laughter of the others, some standing and some kneeling, Mr Rees closed his book and left the hut. Speaking to me afterwards on the subject, he said he was much shocked at our behaviour, but when I explained that none of us knew that form of worship at all, and that our apparently bad behaviour was quite unintentional, he was appeased, and after that date his services were reduced to a simpler form, in which we all gladly joined.
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  CHAPTER IV.

  Wild Dogs – Camping Out – a Road – The Start – Moke Lake – Bob's Cove – A Race up Hill – Grand Scenery – Simpson s Creek – Mount Alfred – The Buckler burn – First Hut at the Head of the Lake.



  AFTER we had finished the building of Mr Rees' house, and had made things a little more comfortable for Mrs Rees, whose intention was to leave Dunedin for the Lake as soon as we had everything ready for her, I discovered one day that wild dogs had been among the sheep, and, as this necessitated constant watching both by night and day, I pitched a tent where Franktown now stands, and with old Donald the mule, Caesar my collie, and a kangaroo dog called Charlie, I took up my residence there for some time.

  In the course of the next few weeks, MacAusland succeeded in killing one dingo and I in killing two, for which Mr Rees gave us one pound per tail, and as we never were troubled again by any other wild dogs, we arrived at the conclusion that
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  these three had followed the trail of Mr Few's cattle. We were fortunate in getting rid of them as quickly as we did, although they did considerable damage before we succeeded in killing them.

  During a part of the time that I was camped out, Stringer lived with me, as my tent was more conveniently situated for him to look after his cattle than was the home station, where, however, we were wont to go every Sunday, returning at night with a week's supply of provisions – flour, tea, and mutton – the luxuries upon which bloated squatters live.

  I can look back on that time with great pleasure, although it was a somewhat rough life, for Stringer was an agreeable mate, well educated, and had seen life to some extent, having served his country during the Crimean war, when he received the order of the Medjidie for having taken part in a forlorn hope. He could sing well also, and I never hear the song called "The Young Recruit," without my memory being carried back to the days when I resided in camp with my old comrade John Henry Stringer. After living with me for some weeks, he got orders to bring the cattle he was in charge of back to Canterbury, Mr Few having abandoned all intention of stocking up his country, and so, mustering his
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  herd – there being seven short, which Mr Rees bought the chance of – with the assistance of some of the station hands, he left the Wakatipu district for ever.

  I think I see him as he sat on the back of Harry alongside my tent, with a long stockwhip coiled round his shoulders, preparatory to starting off. Holding his hand out to me, he said – "Well, old chap, so long, and remember if ever you visit Christchurch to be sure that you look me up." But I never have had the chance of looking him up, and we have never met since that time.

  And now it became necessary for Mr Rees to stock up the country which he had applied for at the northern extremity of the Lake, lest he should forfeit it, so accordingly Duncan MacAusland was told off to the duty of prospecting for a road, by which we could take sheep to that outlying district.

  Taking Donald, the mule, with him to carry his blankets and provisions, and leaving old Hoppy with me instead, he started one fine morning up the hill which lay to the north of the station buildings, and which, owing to a certain resemblance that he thought it bore to a mountain in Scotland near which he had been born, he called Ben Lomond, and that name it bears still.
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  Crossing through a saddle to the left of the peak, he slanted downwards until he came to a small Lake, shaped like a horse's shoe, and which he called Moke Lake, in honour of old Donald, who was undoubtedly the first of the equine race to feed on its grassy banks.

  From there MacAusland headed due west, until he came to a small bay on the Lake side, afterwards called Bob's Cove, it being a favourite resort of Bob Fortune, when he happened to be caught in a gale of wind.

  Having tethered Donald there, he climbed up the range at the elbow of the Lake, and, having satisfied himself by what he saw from this point, that we would easily manage to take the sheep by that route, he returned by the same way as he had gone, and we immediately began to draft and prepare the sheep for an early start. About this time two gentlemen looking for country suitable for stock, came to the home station, and as they were desirous of going to the north end of the Lake, they were sent up in the whale boat, and landed there with a good supply of provisions. About a fortnight afterwards they turned up in a deplorable state and on the verge of starvation, the rats having eaten all their provisions, their clothes having been torn off their backs by the
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  scrub, and both of them suffering from dysentry. Crichton and Dalrymple were their names, and I never heard about them again, the prospect of finding good country in our direction not having been sufficient to tempt them to come back. I merely allude to them here because I wish to put on record the names of the very few who visited us during the time which passed before the gold diggings broke out in the Wakatipu district. Dr Hector, now Sir James, and Mr Mackerrow of the survey department also paid us short visits of an official nature.

  Before the departure of the sheep for the head of the Lake, affairs had settled down into a quiet and methodical state. Another shepherd, James Flint, had arrived about a month previous to this, bringing with him a mob of rams purchased by Mr Rees at Oamaru, and he was put in charge of the sheep, when it was settled that I was to go to the new run. Flint also brought with him a collie, called Dainty, who was without exception the best worker amongst sheep I ever saw either at home or abroad. Dainty must be dead 20 years ago, but her name and fame are still well remembered by those who were at the Lake district in the old pioneering days; so intelligent a worker amongst sheep was she that I know Flint refused fifty pounds
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  for her after the gold fields were opened out, and at that time she could only see with one eye and had scarcely a tooth in her head.

  It had been arranged that George Simpson and I were to be settled at the head of the Lake, so we, along with MacAusland, started with the sheep, Bob Fortune, with the boat to carry our luggage and stores, waiting for us at certain points along the route.

  The first day's journey saw us across Ben Lomond and down to Moke Lake, where we camped for the night; but not having any blankets we lighted a huge fire in a gully, and took it by turns to watch the flock, which was camped on a low hill that runs into the Lake, and forms, as it were, the frog of the horse's hoof, which shape the water resembles in a marked manner.

  I have a particularly lively recollection of this night's camp, the air was intensely cold, the food we had provided ourselves with had come to an end, as it had not been our intention to camp here, but to reach the boat if possible, so the only thing we had to comfort us was the tremendous fire which we had lighted, and which illuminated Moke Lake and the stupendous hills around it in a most gorgeous manner.
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  Starting at daybreak we pushed along the low ridge which runs from Moke Lake in the direction of the Wakatipu, and then having crossed a range, dropped down to the little bay called Bob's cave, to which I have already alluded.

  Turning the sheep onto the spur which leads up to the peak at the elbow of the Lake, opposite Mr Von Tunzelmann's station, we hastened down to the beach, to regale ourselves on the mutton, tea, and bread with which the boat's locker had been stored. The sheep, in the meantime, fed slowly up hill, and we, knowing that we could depend on their camping on the top of the range for the night, determined on remaining at Bob's Cove until next morning, which would serve the double purpose of giving ourselves a rest and freshening up the sheep for the next day's journey, which, MacAusland told us, he felt sure would be the hardest on them, owing to the ferny nature of the country and the deep gullies which would have to be crossed, and which he had seen when prospecting for the road.

  It is strange how some apparently very insignificant circumstances cling to one's memory, even when events of considerable importance have become completely obliterated. As an instance of this I may mention that during the evening which we spent at
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  this camp old Bob Fortune told a story of his own earlier life, and I have never since either passed Bob's Cove or spoken about it without recalling this somewhat laughable tale, which I here give, as much in Bob's own style as I can attempt.

  "We were bound for Port Louis in the Mauritius, and I and some of my mates in the starboard watch arranged that we would go ashore in the captain's gig some night, and have a spree. The day after we dropped anchor in port, we put our plans into execution, and after the lights were all out for the night, and everything snug and quiet on board, we laid on to the painter of the gig, which was riding at the stern of the vessel, and hauled her up alongside the gangway. We then all boarded her as quietly as possible, and pulled for the shore with muffled oars.

  "But the Captain was as cute as we were, and it was not long before he discovered that some of the crew had gone off. He therefore took the jolly-boat and a crew from the larboard watch, and pulled for shore also, and immediately on landing informed the police, and we found ourselves all in 'chokey' before we had got fairly begun to enjoy our spree.

  "Next day we were brought up before the 'beak,' and the Captain began first and told his
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  story; how that he was afraid that we meant to bolt from the ship, as, indeed, we had been caught in the very act that night, and he would be obliged if his worship would order us to be locked up during the stay of his vessel in port, and he could have us released and sent on board as soon as he would be ready to sail. The 'beak,' who was a Frenchman, and could only speak broken English, bowed and kissed his hand to the Captain, and then, turning to us, and without giving us an opportunity to say anything in our own defence, he shook a threatening forefinger at us and said, 'You all went ashore without the permisshong of the Captong, therefore, for that reashong, I'll imprishong.'" This was Bob's story, which has ever since been associated in my mind with that night's camp.



  The following morning, having arranged with Bob where he was to meet us that evening on the upper reach of the Lake, we started off up hill, and here I remember a little incident taking place, which materially cemented the friendship which existed between MacAusland and myself. We had both of us been informed of the other's ability to climb hills, but we had never met each other where actual proof of the statement could be obtained. This morning, however, with a long and bitter climb
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  before us, we seemed mutually to have determined to test the other's powers as a climber, for, without any remark passing between us, we started with our best feet foremost, and shoulder to shoulder we began the climb. Soon conversation began to flag, till it ceased altogether; then a coat came off, and a handkerchief might have been seen occasionally drawn across one or other of our foreheads, wiping away the dew of honest toil. Before we were halfway up the hill, George had fallen hopelessly in the rear, and might have called after us in the words of the poet: – 

  The farther that thou flyest now, so far am I behind.



  Then the sun arose in all its splendour, and struck us behind, making us feel as if a Turkish bath was not so much as a circumstance when compared with the ascent of this mountain. At last the goal came in sight, with the sheep camped peacefully around the hill head, and, putting on a final rush, we both strove to get ahead of the other, but it was not to be, for the race ended in a dead heat, and as we sat down and mopped our fevered brows I know that we entertained for each other

  The respect which warriors feel 

 For foemen worthy of their steel.
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  Of one thing I am sure, the climb up that hill has never been done in faster time than we accomplished it, indeed I am convinced that it will remain the fastest time on record.

  As we sat resting ourselves and waiting until George should arrive, I could not help breaking out into praise of the magnificent view which was stretched before us. Looking up the northern arm of the Lake, it seemed like a huge amphitheatre. The water lay at our feet like a sheet of glass, broken only by two islands, and backed by the great snow-covered ranges which stand in vast array, with grand old Earnslaw towering over all and glistening in the morning sun. The lower parts of the ranges were clothed with trees and rank ferns down to the water's edge, whilst two large rivers, named respectively the Rees and the Dart by Mr Rees and Mr Von Tunzelmann when they were first up, emptied themselves into the upper end of the Lake, after running through a considerable plain which stretches from side to side, a vast shingly waste, with a birch-clad hill shaped like a pyramid standing in the centre thereof. No better set-off for the lights and shadows of the snowy region behind could have been found than this dark sombre peak, with its black birch-clothed sides.
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  I have since then seen some of the finest views in the world, scenes the beauty of which have been extolled by many writers, and have been immortalized by poet and painter, but none of these, in my opinion, can compare with that magnificent blending of water, trees, and mountains on which we gazed that morning, and watched the sun as it lit up each gully, crag, and glacier.

  It has been my privilege to watch the first awakening of the world on sea and on lofty mountain, on lake and on vast and boundless plain. I have gazed on the cold white tops of the Alps as they blushed in acknowledgment of the sun's first kiss, and standing high up on St Mark's at Venice, I have seen the sun rise from the bosom of the Adriatic and spread over the shipping and cupolas of the Queen of the Sea, a sheet of burnished gold; but, lovely as these all were, they failed to put me into such a rhapsody of admiration for our beautiful world as did that grand and glittering scene which I saw for the first time from the Elbow peak on Lake Wakatipu. Even George, after having lighted his pipe and started it to draw properly, admitted that he had never seen anything finer, and Duncan MacAusland was induced to acknowledge that even Loch Lomond and the Trossachs, with all their beauty, was not "a patch on this."
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  However, we had not much time at our disposal for the admiration of this incomparable view, as we had a long day's journey before us and tired sheep to drive, so, rousing the flock from their slumbers, we prepared to start.

  The plan which we adopted in driving over this rough untrodden country was perhaps unique and not unworthy of note. Cutting off a small mob of about fifty from the main flock of sheep, I took these on ahead, and by constant dogging and driving I forced them through the long rank ferns and scrub which covered the ranges, thus making a fairly good road for the other sheep to follow. Of course this was very hard work for the advance mob, and soon tired them out, whereupon a fresh lot was cut off and brought to the front, and the jaded ones dropped back and were allowed to come on with the main body, and so this process went on during the whole day.

  We camped that night on the bank of the Lake, at the mouth of a fine stream, which we called Simpson's Creek, after George, a name by which it is still known, although amongst the digging community it is perhaps better known as the "25-mile rush." Bob had put in with the boat here, and we were glad indeed when we found him waiting for
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  us, with a roaring fire, a "billy" full of tea, and a frying-pan full of spluttering chops.

  In spite of hunger and fatigue, however, we could not help admiring the lovely view of the Lake. The setting sun was lighting up the snow-clad tops of the highest hills, whilst the lower parts were shrouded in darkness, which was every moment becoming more intense. The dark pyramid-shaped hill, in the centre of the plain through which the Rees and Dart rivers flow, was to me the most fascinating object of the whole scene, and to commemorate my admiration for it my companions named it Mount Alfred, after me, which name it is known by to this day.

  We would fain have rested the sheep for a day at Simpson's Creek, but the country was so rough that we were afraid to allow the sheep to spread out in order to feed, lest we should miss any of them, and the herbage was so indifferent that we preferred pushing on with them, tired and hungry as they were, hoping to reach better grassed country before night. This we succeeded in doing, the country over which we travelled this day being tolerably open and easily driven over, it having been burned the previous year by Mr Rees and Mr Von Tunzelmann when they were there, and, besides that, the
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  hills spread out more, and were not so precipitous as those along which we had come the previous day.

  As our instructions were to go right to the top of the Lake before settling down we pushed on, and just at nightfall came on a tolerably large stream, on the other side of which stretched a well-grassed flat, on to which we drove the sheep, and left them to their own devices. Here we camped for the night, on the bank of this rivulet, now so famous, but at that time unknown to the digger, and which I named the Bucklerburn, after a place which my father owned in Aberdeenshire.

  Old Bob had kept abreast of us all day with the boat, and came to shore as soon as we coo-eed to him, when we told him that we intended to camp there.

  The following day, however, we decided on moving our camp further up the Lake, as we thought a better site for building a hut was on the spit opposite the mouth of the Rees river, where a large lagoon opened off the Lake, and here we proceeded to build the first establishment that was built at the head of the Wakatipu. It was 12 feet long by 10 feet wide, built of sods cut on the spot, thatched with grass, and with a chimney (save the mark!) at one gable, which for about four feet high was made of sods, and finished off with a graceful
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  erection of sticks and old flour bags. Two bunks, one on each side of the fire-place, a tin-lined box to keep our food from the rats, and a couple of logs for stools, constituted the entire furnishing of the establishment, and, with a "billy," a camp oven, a few tin plates and pannikins wherewith to partake of our food, George and I were left with a month's rations of flour, tea, and sugar, and the boat, containing Bob and MacAusland, sailed away and left us.
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  CHAPTER V.

  Bucklerburn Station – Traces of Maoris – A Primitive Chimney – Rats – Starved Out – Shearing – Maori Singing – Return to the Head Station.



  DURING the time that George and I remained on the Bucklerburn station, as the run upon which we were located had been named by us, the life we led was most monotonous and uninteresting.

  We had little trouble with the flock of sheep, as these were well contented with the good feed on the flat behind the hut, and on the ridges at the back thereof, which were covered with aniseed and other plants agreeable to their taste. Only on very few occasions did they attempt to trespass on the high hill at the head of the Bucklerburn, and which from the peculiarly rounded shape of its summit we had named "The Fort." Certainly they were not afforded many opportunities of straying, as we took it by turns to tend the flock and do the cooking, and thus the one whose duty it was to act as shepherd was always away by daybreak to see the mob, and to turn them back if they were inclined to wander beyond the prescribed boundaries.
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  Our cooking was not an arduous task, as we had not the wherewith to branch out in any fanciful dishes, but had to content ourselves with the humble fare peculiar to the new settler, viz., mutton, tea, and bread, served up three times each day, with an occasional treat in the shape of some dripping which we spread on our bread and, under the name of "station butter," pretended to enjoy.

  Occasionally we went together on a short excursion up the banks of the Rees river, or along the ranges towards Earnslaw, at the foot of which, in the centre of a rich alluvial flat, glittered Diamond Lake, with the dark shadows of the black birch trees on the side of Mount Alfred reflected in its pure transparent waters. Mr Rees, who was the first to see this lovely little Lake, named it well, for when looking at it from the top of some neighbouring height, as it sparkles in the midst of the greenest of surroundings it looks indeed like a diamond set in emeralds.

  On these excursions we found traces of Maoris in the shape of stake nets, baskets for catching eels, spears, waddies, ashes, and other debris betokening a somewhat recent camp, but we never saw any signs of them in the flesh, although the Dunedin papers of the day warned people against settling in
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  the far interior in an unprotected state, because it was believed that a tribe of Maoris that had levanted from near Waikouaiti had taken up their residence at the top of the Wakatipu Lake.

  Fortunately the climate was good, otherwise we would have felt more keenly how primitive and disagreeable the state of our existence was. The hut we lived in, having been built of sods, never during our stay in it became thoroughly dried, and every morning a grey mist which had been drawn out of the damp walls during the night lay on our blankets. Our chimney, being made of old sacks, was in the habit of catching fire periodically, but this gave us a certain amount of amusement, for I have had a hearty fit of laughter when from the top of the range behind I have seen a cloud of smoke arise from the hut, and with the assistance of a binocular glass have distinguished George standing on the top of the hut with a bucket of water in his hand, endeavouring to put a stop to the conflagration: and it required no vivid imagination to guess the style and strength of the remarks with which he was probably denouncing the builders (himself included), the manufacturers of the flour bags, the country in general, and his own lot in particular.

  But undoubtedly the greatest drawback to the
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  pleasure of our existence whilst living at the northern end of the Lake was the presence of legions of rats, which simply swarmed both inside and outside of our hut.

  We trenched up ground for a garden and planted potatoes, but the rats dug them up and ate them. The poles of the gallows on which hung our mutton we surrounded with spear grass, with the points directed downwards, to prevent them from climbing, but even this failed, and a broad sheet of tin nailed round each post was the only means we could adopt which proved successful.

  The flour, sugar, and other eatables we were obliged to keep inside our clothes chests, but even that was not sufficient to secure their safety, for the destructive brutes frequently gnawed holes through the boxes' sides, and helped themselves to our stores. The fat in the slush lamp was nightly eaten, the leather of our boots damaged, and even rings of tobacco were carried off from under George's pillow. On one occasion they gnawed through the rope from which was suspended a shelf laden with books over my bunk, and in the dead of night the whole pile of literature was shot down on my devoted head, causing me to jump up from my bed shouting that the roof had fallen in. They swarmed
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  over us at night, and even strove to rob us of our scalps, as we several times were aroused by their pulling at our hair. It was a frequent amusement of ours to lie awake for a while, and by the light of the fire try who could kill most of them. As the creatures crawled up the blankets on top of us, we would watch our opportunity and jumping suddenly up catch them between the folds of the blankets, give them a squeeze, and throw them out of bed to the dogs, and these quickly finished them. We have killed dozens in this way, but it seemed to make no difference to the number of our enemies. Caesar, my collie dog, was a splendid ratter, but he in time got satiated with slaughter, and required to be goaded on to destroy them. I may mention, as an example of sagacity in a collie, that Caesar was no ratter when we first settled at Bucklerburn, but one day, having butchered a sheep, the head was given to Caesar, who, not being hungry, carried it some distance from the hut, burrowed a hole in the ground, and planted it till he should be in want of food. Next day we saw him go to the place where he had buried the sheep's head, but alas! it was gone, and, whether he had smelled the traces of the rats who had lifted his plant or not, we could not say, but from that time he became, like a celebrated
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  patent medicine which is widely advertised at the present day, " rough on rats. "

  I have in my possession a note book containing many entries, made at various times during my colonial career, and in it I find what appears to be the commencement of a poem on the subject of the plague of rats at Bucklerburn. From the fact that only four lines have been written, I am inclined to think that I was not long in coming to the conclusion that the composition of poetry was not my forte, and wisely determined to leave the poem unfinished. Such as it is, however, I here reproduce it, as I daresay I can lay claim to its being the first rhyming venture that was attempted at the head of Lake Wakatipu: – 

  Oh! hark to the shrieks of our nightly assailants,

 The noise that proceeds every robbing sortie,

 And soon they'll advance, in their dark coloured legions,

 To plunder and pillage whate'er they can see.



  The composition of four such lines as these must have been an unusual strain on my brain, and I am not surprised that I deemed it advisable to cease the arduous, although self-imposed task.

  Once every month or six weeks the boat came up with a fresh supply of provisions for us, and brought also letters, papers, books, and news from
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  the outer world. Old Bob generally stayed a night and gave us all the news from the head station lower down, but with the exception of these visits we lived absolutely alone, and might have almost as well been serving a period in one of Her Majesty's gaols.

  On one occasion, shortly after the boat had been up with stores to us, we found that the flour which had been brought was musty and unfit for food, indeed we both suffered very much from eating it, owing to a severe attack of dysentery, and were obliged to stop the use of it altogether. However, as we had plenty of mutton and tea we thought we would manage to exist till the next voyage of the boat, but we found that we took much more sugar than usual, owing to the want of bread, and presently the supply of this commodity ran short, and this, to me at least, was worse than the want of bread, as I consider tea simply loathsome without sugar. In my extremity I drew comfort from the flax bushes which grew in quantities along the lake side, and finding a few drops of honey in each bell of the flower on the cooraddies, with this I sweetened my tea.

  Three weeks had gone by now since we had eaten any bread, and, although we were having as much mutton as we wanted, we felt ourselves getting
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  weaker and weaker every day, till at last we were quite unable to climb the hill and look after the sheep as we ought to have done. We therefore determined to hold out just one week more, and if we saw no signs of the boat then we would start and try to walk back to the head station.

  The days dragged wearily by, but at last came the evening of the day previous to that on which we intended to start. We then put the sheep across the Bucklerburn, on to a small flat, where the feed being fresh we thought they would remain for a few days without straying, until we got back again from the home station. Next morning we partook of our usual breakfast of mutton chops, not with any great appetite, however, for by this time we had begun to loathe the very sight of mutton, and had almost become ashamed to look a sheep in the face.

  We then packed up a few things to carry along with us, and prepared for a start. Before going, however, George climbed on to the top of the hut, from where he could get a better view down the Lake, as we were anxious to know if there were any signs of the boat, and he joyfully shouted out that he saw her coming along a few miles beyond Simpson's Creek.

  Expecting the boat to arrive that night, we put
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  down our swags and prepared to await her arrival. But the day passed and the night, and the next day was nearly gone, and we were beginning to think that the boat had gone back without coming our length, when she appeared rounding the island, and steering for the head of the Lake.

  Mr Rees was on board, and was much distressed when he heard how we had fared – although it was through no fault on his part that the flour had proved musty – and he tried to make us forget our forced state of fasting by producing a stock of pies, cakes, and tarts which Mrs Rees had kindly sent up to us. Along with these also came six months' home letters, for in these days letters and papers only reached us when anyone happened to come from Dunedin who would bring them, and I need hardly say we quite forgot our emaciated appearance and troubles in the pleasure of reading home letters.

  We had begun, however, to tire of the life of solitude which we were leading, so monotonous and apparently without any future, and had resolved that as soon as shearing was over we would be off down country, and there endeavour to get something to do of a less solitary nature. We were only nineteen years of age, and this sort of life was beginning to pall upon us, and we thirsted for employment of a
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  more stirring kind, so I spoke to Mr Rees on the subject, and it was arranged that as soon as shearing was over MacAusland would assist us in driving the sheep back via Simpson Creek and Moke Lake to the head station.

  A few weeks after this the boat came up, bringing two Maoris who wished to prospect for gold in that part. They were named Bill Leonard and Jack Tewa, and they stayed with us for a week or so, until the main body of shearers and rouseabouts arrived, when they announced their intention of giving up prospecting, in which they had been unsuccessful, and taking their places on the shearing floor.

  A temporary shed was erected on a bay about a mile south of our hut, consisting of a frame of saplings, and grey blankets stretched over it. Eight shearers – all Maoris – occupied the shearing board, and the station hands did the other work in connection with the shearing. One of the features of this shearing was the nightly concert, in which the Maoris all took part. It is difficult to imagine anything more demoniac than the extravagances of these performances. The aspect, movements, and noises of these wild looking creatures, their distorted features, and their hair tossed in all directions, as
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  they lashed themselves into fury over the weird unearthly tunes in which they indulged. And yet they were as quiet a lot of fellows, and as hard working and respectable as any gang of shearers that I have ever seen. True, one of them told us that when he was a little fellow he had taken part in the massacre of the Waiau, on which occasion he had assisted at the cannibal feast with which the Maoris finished off their triumphal slaughter of the whites, and as he told us this he smacked his lips and declared that the feast was "Kapoi, kapoi" (good, good).

  A few days sufficed to finish shearing, and then the boat left, taking the hands on board, but returning immediately to accompany us with the sheep, and take our goods and chattels along with us.

  The return journey was easily accomplished, as we were acquainted with the road, and the sheep had become used to the toilsome character of the country, and on the morning of the fourth day we reached the top of Ben Lomond, and dropping down to the lower summit, the head station lay at our feet. On this journey we lost four lambs, they having no doubt lain down amongst the long ferns when tired, and we had never missed them until night time, when we counted the mob. They were lost between Simpson's Creek and the Elbow, and I
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  merely make mention of them now as I will have to allude to them later on.

  Since George and I had seen it last, although but a brief time had passed, great alterations had taken place at the home station. A very respectable wool shed had been built, with a huge and somewhat unwieldy lever press. Two large futters had also been erected, one near the men's hut, and the other behind Mr Rees' own dwelling. A milking yard and calf shed, and a stock yard also were conspicuous objects in the landscape, whilst a garden fencing and paling showed how industrious the members of the community had been during the past few months, and I can well remember how George made us laugh as he said, more like an Irishman than a Scotchman, – "I can't see the station for houses." During our sojourn at the head of the Lake several members had been added to the little community, not to speak of the shearers, who were only there for the time being, and left soon after our return to the head station, with the exception of Jack Tewa, who was engaged by Mr Rees to remain on. Mrs Rees and her first-born, Mary Rose, had now been settled for some time, and in addition to them Flint's wife had arrived and taken up her place in charge of the men's hut, and Lizzie, a
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  Maori half-caste girl, was servant in Mr Rees' house. The Macgaws, however, had gone to seek their fortunes in Invercargill.

  Pushing forward, we reached the station early in the forenoon, and George and I took up our abode in Mr Rees' house during the few days that we remained before leaving for Dunedin.



 

      
  
       

 CHAPTER VI.
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  CHAPTER VI.

  The Devil's Staircase – Journey Country – Back to the Lake again – Death Caesar – Nearly Starved.



  DURING the time that George and I had been living at the head of the Lake a man Green had been building two small boats at the home station, one for Mr Rees and one for Mr Von Tunzelmann. He was a brother of that Green who at one time was the champion sculler of New South Wales. After finishing his work, and having bought a mare from George, he determined to take her down along the Remarkable Mountains to the south end of the Lake, and, having swam her across at the Peninsula, he did succeed in accomplishing this, after a very hard journey, however, and this was the first time that either man or beast went by that route. It is scarcely to be wondered at that Green named two parts of the route respectively "The devil's staircase," and "The devil's lumber – box," by which names they are still known.

  It was on the 5th of January 1862 that George
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  and I started down country, on which day we rode as far as Hayes Lake only, and put up for the night with Flint, who was living in a tent there, looking after a mob of ewes. Our object in going this distance only was that it enabled us to make an early start next morning to cross over the Crown range, and, as we both had very heavy swags in front of our saddles, this was an object of some moment to us. We reached Wilkin's station the following evening, and continued our journey the day after, ultimately arriving in Dunedin, where we remained for some time, after which I pushed on to Invercargill in search of some sort of employment. Not seeing anything there, however, sufficiently tempting, as indeed had been the case ever since I left the Wakatipu district, and meeting Mr Rees in Invercargill, I was easily persuaded by him to go back to the Lake, where I knew that the climate was very much superior and more enjoyable than that of the coast line of Otago.

  On the 20th of February 1862, Mr Rees and I left Invercargill and rode as far as Hill's station at Hawkanui, and on the following day we pushed on to Rodger's station.

  This was a most unfortunate day for me, however, as poor Caesar, my collie dog, took a bait
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  which had been laid for wild dogs at the Elbow on the Punjaub station, belonging to Mr Wentworth, and, although we did our best for him, the poison proved too potent, and my faithful old dog succumbed. Readers who do not know the value of a collie dog to one continually working amongst sheep, and especially in a hilly country, will scarcely understand the serious loss that Caesar's death was to me. I would certainly not have taken £20 for him, indeed I question if the offer of £50 would have tempted me to part with him. But let me change the subject.

  Shortly after my return to the station, where I found George Simpson once more at work, he having disliked down country quite as heartily as I had done, it was arranged that Mrs Rees should go down for a change to the Pomahaka run, in which Mr Rees had an interest, and I was told off to the duty of accompanying the party, which consisted of Mr and Mrs Rees, Mary Rose, and Lizzie, the half-caste servant. Our journey, however, has nothing whatever to do with the settlement of the Lake district, and so I must pass over any account of it, and continue my narrative from the time when I returned to the station. On my journey up country I was accompanied by one Robert Kilgour,
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  who had been engaged by Mr Rees as a generally useful hand on the station, and in some measure to replace Duncan MacAusland, who had got an appointment down country. We had to remain at the foot of the Lake for some days, waiting for the boat to come down for us, and during that time we stayed at Mr Trotter's station, in charge of which was his nephew Mr Manson.

  At last the boat arrived and took us up to the station, when I straightway went out to the east end of Hayes Lake, where I had been camped by myself for three weeks before going to the Pomahaka, and where a hut had now been built, and George and I took up our residence there.

  I should have mentioned that previous to our departure down country a Mr Dooley, who had been engaged by Mr Rees as a sort of storekeeper and generally handy man about the place, arrived, bringing with him little Billy Fortune, a son of our old boatman.

  Shortly after I had gone to reside at Hayes Lake a Mr Switzer bought some few hundred sheep, the property of a Mr Pattullo, which were "running on terms" with Mr Rees, and a man arrived at the station to take delivery of them. First of all we had to draft them off, and then boat them across the
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  arm of the Lake on to the Peninsula run, as it had been arranged that the sheep should be taken over the Devil's Staircase, and delivery of them given at the south end of the Lake.

  It was on the morning of the 5th of June 1862 that we started, Kilgour, Switzer's man (answering to the extraordinary name of Parrarratt), and myself, and after travelling about eight miles we camped on the Lake side, at a place where we had arranged that the boat was to meet us, but no boat was there.

  The rain poured in torrents, and the wind was blowing a gale; we were soaked through and through, and our matches being all wet, we were unable to light a fire, and so it was that wet, hungry, and tired, we spent the first night out. Next day the rain and wind still continued, and, as it was of no use our going on, we remained where we were, and allowed the sheep to feed about. A second night passed by, my companions being lucky enough to get some sleep by crawling under the rocks on the shore of the lake, whilst I, being unable to sleep, kept watch over the sheep, and spent the night in trying to catch a woodhen by a ruse shown to me by Maori Jack. Taking two thin saplings, like fishing rods, l tied a piece of a red pocket-handkerchief on the end of one, and with a noose on the
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  end of the other, I held it in front of the red rag, and whistled in imitation of the cry of the woodhen. Although I several times very nearly caught one, I was not altogether successful, and morning broke without any signs of the boat, and without any game to show for my night's work.

  Next day my companions, in their indignation at the non-arrival of the boat, said the sheep might go to wherever they liked for what they cared, and declined to leave the partial shelter of the rocks, but, as I had a different idea of how to keep myself alive, I went after the sheep, which were spreading and feeding up the ragged spurs of the Remarkables, and sending my dog – a pup of old Caesar's – round them, I brought them down to the side of the Lake, and then asked my mates to give me a hand to catch and kill one. After some persuasion they agreed to do so, and having caught and killed a sheep, I began skinning and dressing it carefully, my companions looking on all the rime in a dejected manner, and cross-questioning me as to what I was going to do next, seeing I had no fire to cook the mutton with. But the only answer which I vouchsafed was, "Wait a bit, and then you'll see." When I had finished my work, I took a portion of the sheep's liver, and squeezing it quickly in the water
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  of the Lake before it had time to cool, I proceeded to eat it, my mates looking on and expressing their horror of such a dreadful feast. Before I had finished, however, and they had seen that I was relishing the food, they got over their scruples and joined me, taking for their meal the one the heart and the other the tongue, in my opinion the two toughest parts of the beast. No doubt this may be very shocking to my readers, but let them put themselves in our places, and what would they have done? In the old pioneering days we could not afford to be very fastidious, and so long as food was clean and wholesome we did not quarrel with it, even if there was no fire to cook it. I have partaken of many a strange meal, and many a first-class one also, but I doubt if I ever enjoyed one more than I did that one of sheep's raw liver, after three days' starvation.

  It was not until late in the evening that the boat turned up, when we were glad to get a good square meal, not, however, before we had freely abused poor old Bob for the delay, although this really was not owing to his fault, as singlehanded he could make no headway against the gale of wind with the heavy whale boat.

  In due course we reached the foot of the Lake,
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  and saw Parrarratt and his mob safely on their way, and then Kilgour and I returned by boat to the home station.
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  CHAPTER VII.

  Welcome Little Stranger – Meeting an Old Friend – The Wreck – Drowning of Mr Rodgers – A Gallant Maori – Saved by a Dog – Rewards for Bravery.



  IT was in the early part of the year 1862, I think, that it became evident that we would have to accord a welcome to a little stranger, and, as the nearest doctor lived about 150 miles away, it was a matter for grave consideration as to what was to be done, and no doubt Flint was more anxious than any of us when he thought of his wife's condition, and the fact of no doctor's attendance being procurable.

  I remember well, when the time was drawing nigh, that, at a meeting of all hands in the men's hut, it was suggested that as I had been in the habit of frequently visiting the dissecting room when at college, I must be the one having the best idea of surgery on the station, and that I should therefore act the part of doctor on the occasion, an appointment which I at once firmly declined to accept. Then the next suggestion that was offered was that
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  as Mr Von Tunzelmann was a veterinary surgeon by profession, he should be invited to take up his residence at the station until the event came off, and this proposition was actually carried out, although his services fortunately were never required.

  It shows, however, how independent the settlers were obliged to be in these early days, when such events were of frequent occurrence, far from the assistance of any doctor, and in this primitive manner was the first baby born on the Wakatipu Lake, and he was baptized many months afterwards by the name of William Wakatipu Flint. Poor little fellow, he died when he was about four years old, but the second baby born on the shores of the Wakatipu, also a child of the Flints, is still alive, I believe.

  After Mrs Flint was able once more to take charge of the men's hut, an incident occurred which shows the smallness of the world we live in, and how apt one is to run across an old acquaintance, even in the most outlandish places.

  I had ridden in from Hayes Lake in the forenoon of the 28th of July 1862, and as I was pulling the saddle off my horse at the door of the men's hut I was greeted by Mrs Flint, who came out and said that there was a gentleman in her kitchen who had arrived the previous day from Mr Von Tunzelmann's,
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  and who fancied from the description he had heard of me that he must have known me in the old country. I was agreeably surprised to hear this, and on stepping inside the kitchen I saw the gentleman alluded to standing with his back to the fire, and whom I at once recognized as a Mr Mitchell, whom I had known when he was serving his country in the capacity of an officer in the 42nd Highland Regiment, and was stationed at Stirling Castle.

  He accompanied me back to the hut at Hayes Lake, and remained with me until Mr Rees returned from down country, when he asked permission to remain on the station as a cadet, and to gain experience in sheep-farming, a request which Mr Rees readily agreed to. Mitchell had a very rough experience of Colonial life to begin with, and his career as a squatter was very nearly brought to an abrupt close before it had fairly commenced.

  Only a few days after he had arranged with Mr Rees to remain on the station, Mr Rodgers, whose station was situated about twelve miles south of the Lake, came up to see what sort of country we were settled on, and, when he was going home, Mitchell and Maori Jack accompanied him in the small boat which Green had built. For some reason or another
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  the sail belonging to the big whale boat was taken by them, and when about two miles to the north of Half-way Bay, as we had called the cove opposite the Devil's staircase, a squall struck the boat and capsized it.

  Mitchell, being unable to swim, clung to the keel of the boat, whilst Rodgers, being a good swimmer, struck out for shore, but, finding the distance more than he thought himself capable of accomplishing, he turned back and clung to the keel of the boat also. Jack meanwhile could have swam ashore easily, but scorning to leave his mates in danger he remained by the boat, and as one or other of these lost his hold by the rolling of the boat, Jack went for him and brought him back; and this went on for nearly two hours, the boat gradually drifting ashore.

  But as this happened on the 9th of August, the dead of winter in New Zealand, the water was bitterly cold, and the fingers of Rodgers and Mitchell gradually became numbed, until they were scarcely able to hold on.

  On one occasion, as the boat rolled over, Mitchell lost his hold and went down, and as he rose again to the surface he found that he had come up under the boat, and, catching one of the seats, he drew
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  himself up out of the water, and into where there was some air in the bottom of the boat. When another roll came he again lost his hold, and this time rose some yards from the boat, when Jack, swam out for him and brought him back, but, during the time he was doing this, poor Rodgers apparently had slipped off and sank never to rise again.

  Mitchell's hands were now powerless, and Jack, going to the opposite side of the boat, held on by his wrists across the keel, and so they hung for some time, Jack chanting a Maori death song, and Mitchell wondering what was to be the next thing to happen. Suddenly Jack stopped singing and asked Mitchell if he had a knife. Mitchell replied that he had one in his waiscoat pocket, but he was unable to take it out, as his hands were so stiff, when Jack, bending over the boat, took it out and opened the blade with his teeth; then, hooking Mitchell's numbed fingers on to the keel of the boat, he asked him to hold on for a few seconds, and diving down he cut the halyards of the mast, pulled it out of its socket, and rising to the surface he rolled the boat over, and climbing in over it, pulled Mitchell after him.

  The boat of course was full of water, but it was
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  sufficiently buoyant to float them, and, taking an oar out from under the thwarts, Jack began sculling in the direction of the shore, and accompanying himself with a dismal chant.

  When a few hundred yards from shore Mitchell fainted, and when he came to his senses he found Jack carrying him in his arms, like a child, to the high ground. Then Jack took off all his own wet clothes and hung them over some bushes to dry, whilst he dragged the boat higher up on the beach, and took out the blankets, &c., which were sticking fast under the thwarts.

  Towards evening Jack rolled Mitchell in the wet blankets as best he could, and laid him down amongst some long ferns, telling him that he intended walking round the Lake side to Von Tunzelmann's station, and to keep up his spirits, as they would bring help to him next day.

  This plucky feat he accomplished in a marvellously short space of time, reaching Mr Von Tunzelmann's during the night, and having easily persuaded that gentleman to come away at once with his boat, they rowed across to our station, when Mr Rees and others put off with assistance for Mitchell.

  Arriving at the place where Jack had left him lying, they were witnesses to a very strange sight,

 Page 75
  and one which I think worth recording. As they hastened from the boat up to where Mitchell was lying covered with the wet blankets, a collie dog was seen to jump from off the top of him and run away into the scrub near by. This was a dog belonging to George Simpson which had escaped when a pup from the boat about a year previous to this date, and had never been seen since, and Mitchell told them that, after Jack had left him the previous night, the dog came stealthily forward and lay down on top of him, and, but for the heat of its body, Mitchell declares he would not have survived that night of intense cold, everything being wet about him.

  Mitchell remembers seeing the boat coming to the shore and his friends jumping out, but then he apparently fainted, and was found by them in a dead swoon.

  It was long before he quite recovered the effects of his immersion in the water, and all his toe and finger nails came off, owing to the intense cold that he had been subjected to.

  Poor Rodger's body was never found, but about three years after this date a skull was picked up on the beach, on the opposite side of the Lake to the bay which Mitchell and Jack had drifted into, and
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  which bay, before the date of this catastrophy, had been named by us Colin's bay, after the collie pup which turned up so opportunely to the salvation of Mitchell.

  Shortly after the occurrence Mr Rees and I went down country together, I having arranged for the lease of the Bucklerburn station from him, which necessitated the signing of some papers, and during our trip the gallantry of Maori Jack was a subject on which we both enlarged to every one that we saw, with the result that we collected subscriptions to the amount of about one hundred pounds, with which a dray and team of bullocks were purchased and presented to Jack by the admirers of his gallant conduct, and he shortly afterwards started as a drayman, conveying goods to the diggings. He also received the medal of the Humane Society from Britain when the account of his bravery reached that country, and, in addition to this, I purchased in Dunedin, on Mitchell's account, as a present for Jack, a handsome silver hunting watch, and had engraved on it the following inscription: – 

  PRESENTED TO JACK TEWA 

 for his gallantry in saving my life, when nearly drowned, in a boat accident on Lake Wakatipu on 9th August, 1862. 

 JAMES MITCHELL.
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  Returning from Dunedin I joined Mr Rees at the Pomahaka, and we brought Mrs Rees back again to the Lake, accompanied by a new nurse girl and Mary Rose, as well as a baby, named Cecil Walter, which had been added to the party during their stay down country.
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  CHAPTER VIII.

  A Plague of Mice – Buccaneer – First Diggers on the Lake – Panning out a Trial Dish – Felling an Obstructionist – "Rough and Tumble."



  THE time was fast approaching when the bustling digger was to disturb the smoothness of our life on the Wakatipu, but before that desecrator of pastoral quietness had put in his appearance, another torment, almost as formidable, had over-run the station.

  On the 1st of January, 1862, the first mouse was seen on the shores of the Lake, but we little thought what that New Year's gift would grow into before many months had gone by. Yet before the month of July the country was swarming with the little pests, and nothing was safe from their mischievous attention. Strange to say, however, at Mr Von Tunzelmann's no such thing had been seen up to that time, although only the breadth of the Lake divided the stations.

  I am not a professional mouse-fancier, nor indeed am I an amateur, so I will leave to the profession the task of explaining how it was that the mice came there and increased so rapidly in numbers. I have

 Page 79
  heard of showers of mice, as I have heard of showers of frogs, and I have read of mice spontaneously springing into life, but these theories we rejected for the more commonplace one which we believed in, namely, that a few mice had been concealed in the bags of flour which we got up from Invercargill, and these, once set at large at the home station, soon produced the legions of tormentors that we afterwards had to contend with.

  Towards the end of September, 1862, I was sent down country to bring up a horse belonging to Mr Rees from the south end of the Lake. Old Buccaneer was a sort of a pensioner, having been in Mr Rees' possession all the time he had lived in Australia, and had carried his colours to the front more than once over a steeple-chase course. Some years previous to this he was sent over from Australia, and had been foundered shortly after his arrival by a stupid ostler from the stables in Dunedin, who took, him, when newly landed after a long voyage, all round the sides of Flagstaff Hill, looking for lost horses, and jumped him over every paddock fence that came in his way between Flagstaff and the Commercial stables in Dunedin. Since then he had done but little work, and had been running at Mr Wentworth's Punjaub station.
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  I was accordingly despatched to try to bring the old horse up to the homestead, and Mr Wentworth kindly allowed a Mexican boy, belonging to his station, to accompany me, as he knew that it would be a difficult journey. It was on the 29th of September, 1862, that the boy and I, with old Buccaneer, scrambled up the Devil's staircase, and at considerable risk to life and limb, fossacked our way through that grim collection of loose rocks, known to us by the name of the Devil's lumber box.

  We had hoped to reach the peninsula, opposite the station, that evening, but were unable to accomplish our object as Buccaneer was too tired to go fast, and so we were obliged to camp out.

  Next morning we met three men with huge swags on their backs, and picks and shovels in their hands, who looked as if they had not seen food for some days, which was indeed the case, and yet the first thing they said when they saw us was not a request for food, but "Have you any tobacco?" I, of course, had none, but the Mexican had, and he at once handed it over to them, and then we gave them also what little food we had remaining. As we sat talking they informed us that they had followed the Kawarau river up from the Dunstan diggings, and were very anxious to get on to Rees'
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  country. I told them that Mr Rees was to be at the foot of the Lake that day, and, if they pushed on and asked him, he might give them a lift up in the boat, which they accordingly did, and Mr Rees gave them a sail up to the station, and having supplied them with provisions, sent them off to the Arrow river. The leader of the party was William Fox, and the township, which sprang up on the Arrow afterwards, for many years went by the name of Fox's.

  As soon as I had got Buccaneer safely on to the station, I went out to Hayes Lake again, where George and Mitchell had been staying together, and a few days after my return four men who were engaged in prospecting for gold came to the hut. It turned out that one of these was a man Macgregor, formerly leasee of the Taeri ferry, and in whose employment Kilgour had been, and it was supposed that in correspondence with each other Kilgour had mentioned the fact that Maori Jack had found "the colour" in all the rivers in the Lake district, and Macgregor and his mates had concluded to push on, and try if they could not do better than the Maori had done. These settled down at the Arrow gorge, alongside of Fox and his comrades and another party headed by a Captain Glen.
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  The first day I had at my disposal after my return – the 8th of October, 1862 – I rode across to the Arrow gorge to see how the diggers were getting on, and Fox, giving me a tin dish, told me to wash out a trial dish for luck. Putting a shovelful of earth from under a tomatagorra bush growing on the bank of the river into the dish, he told me to wash away, showing me how to twirl the dish, gradually allowing the earth to float away, at the same time retaining the gold and black sand. Being a novice at the work, I was naturally awkward, and Fox laughingly told me that I was washing all the gold away as well as the refuse; but, granting such to be the case, the fact remains that I panned out of that one dishful nearly four pennyweights of fine gold. It was my first and only attempt at gold digging, but there are few people, I fancy, who have washed out such a rich sample for their first attempt.

  From this time the solitude of the Lake and the quiet and peaceful life of the pioneers were things of the past, and daily more and more diggers arrived to swell the crowd at the Arrow. These drew their supplies principally from the Dunstan, but got their mutton from us at Hayes Lake, where we had instructions to sell live sheep to them at the price of
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  one ounce of gold and half-a-crown, the whole being equal in value to four pounds sterling. This, of course, gave us much more work, and a man named Ned, with only one hand, was sent out to look after the rams, a duty which George had had to do. These were yarded every night, and this was the cause of murder being almost committed. One morning a man came to he hut in a great hurry, wanting a sheep. I told him we would get one in shortly, but he declared that he had no time to wait, and would take one of those in the yard. We scouted the idea, and laughingly told him that these were the rams he had seen there; nothing would satisfy him, however, but he would take one of them. Ned meanwhile had gone away to let the rams out of the yard, and when he was doing so the man rushed up and stopped them as they were on the point of going out at the gate. Ned told him to stand aside, but he declined to do so, and at last Ned, losing his temper, shook the iron stump which he had on his maimed arm in the man's face, and said he would "knock daylight through him" if he stopped the sheep again. It was no use, however, the man was obstinate, and laughing his one-armed opponent to scorn, he jumped in front of the sheep, when Ned, his eyes blazing with anger, stepped up
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  to him, and crash came that awful stump of his through the double guard which the man tried to make with his two arms, and planted itself right in the middle of his face, knocking him down like a bullock. It was well that he was a thick-skulled specimen of the Irish race for an ordinary head would have been split with such a blow, but concluding that he had had enough, he allowed Ned to go away with the rams unmolested, and waited patiently till we had brought in some other sheep, from which he picked one.

  On another occasion a man rushed into our hut, when George was in the act of kneading dough wherewith to bake a batch of bread. Without saying "by your leave," he seized a lump of the dough and devoured it, and again went for more. George stood appalled, whilst Mitchell and I laughed at the poor fellow's eagerness, although he was no object of merriment, with his hollow cheeks, his staring eyeballs and his ragged clothes – all evidences of a protracted fast and a rough and toilsome journey. Having satisfied his appetite, he told us that he had been without food for five days, and that the misery which he had endured had made him decide on giving up digging for ever. He then sold his shovel, pan, dish, &c. to Mitchell for
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  thirty shillings, and next day he went up to the Arrow to see if he could get employment there. Before one would have thought he had had time to go there and back, he came running down the ridge behind the hut, and insisted on re-buying his digging utensils from Mitchell, saying that those at the Arrow were all simply coining money, and that every minute he was away was a pound out of his pocket. Mitchell let him have back his tools, and poor "Rough and tumble," for such was the name he went by all over the diggings, went off with joy in his heart to make the "pile" which I saw him some months later doing his best to spend at the bars of the Queenstown Hotels.
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  Chapter IX.

  The Nokomai – Chaffing the Loafers – Arthur and Harry Redfern – The Bucklerburn again – England, Home and Beauty.



  IT was now fast drawing on to shearing time, and as yet we had engaged no shearers to do the work, so I got orders to go to the Nokomai diggings, situated about fifteen miles from the foot of the Lake, and there to try to pick up a few men who could shear.

  On my arrival there I went to the bar of the principal shanty, where I saw a good many idlers hanging about, and after talking to some of them on the subject for which I had visited these diggings, they brought matters to a point by saying that they would not shear for less than three pounds a hundred sheep, and began chaffing me and saying that the squatters would have to shear their own sheep that year. I was quite equal to the occasion, however, and had a plentiful supply of chaff to give them in return.
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  I pointed out that I had never expected to get gentlemen of means and education such as those were whom I had the pleasure of addressing to come and shear our common-place "jumbucks," but that I would be glad to secure the services of any sort of loafers, and to these I would give one pound a hundred and their grub. An angry scene took place, and several of the most blaggard-looking ones demanded, with clenched fists, if I alluded to them as loafers.

  I, however, was not in the least disconcerted, but repudiated any such meaning to my words, saying that I had only come amongst them – the aristocracy of the diggings, so to speak – to see if they could assist me and benefit their own community by pointing out any idlers likely to be of use to me, as of course, judging from the present company's appearance and the expensive drinks which they were imbibing, I felt sure that they were all in too affluent circumstances to dream of taking any such paltry remuneration as I was able to offer them.

  Standing near me was a trooper named Mat. Callan, who was afterwards promoted to the detective force, and he, with a merry twinkle in his eye, "tipped me the wink," and following him outside
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  the shanty, I found him convulsed with laughter at my chaffing of the idlers, for, as he told me, they were all hard up, and would be glad to get a job if they could only get one that they were accustomed to, but that doubtless shearing was too hard work for such lazy loafers as they were. He then told me that I had better stay at the police camp that night along with Sergeant Baillie and himself, as some of the chaps might be annoyed at my having made such fools of them, and would be inclined to do me a dirty trick in return.

  During the evening, when at the camp, conversing with Baillie, Mat came into the tent and said that two of the fellows I had seen in the shanty wanted to speak to me, but warned me to be on my guard. I went outside, and there found two men dressed in rags, who told me that they were "dead broke," and would be glad of the job of shearing if I could get them taken up to the station. I told them to start off at once, so that they would be at the foot of the Lake early next day, when they could go up in the boat along with me, the only condition I stipulated for being that they would finish our shearing before making any attempt to discover gold, and if they did so Mr Rees would then give them stores to enable them to prospect the country.
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  With these two I sailed next day for home, and so disreputable was the clothing of one of the men that when we arrived at the station and he heard that there were women living there, he refused to leave the boat until I went and brought an old pair of my trousers and made him a present of them. This man was Arthur, the discover of Arthur's Point, who made and kept the grip of probably more gold than any man who ever worked on the Shotover. His companion was Harry Redfern, afterwards his mate at Arthur's Point, and who started the first theatre in Queenstown. But I am anticipating.

  During my absence several hard-up diggers had turned up at the station, and had been promptly engaged to shear, so we were able to start work at once.

  It was on the 13th of November 1862 that we began shearing, and, on the following Sunday, Arthur and Harry Redfern went quietly off together up Blow Ho gully on a prospecting expedition. Coming to the bank of the Shotover, they set to work, and, with only a pannikin and a butcher's knife, in an hour's time they picked up several pounds worth of gold. Hurrying back, they came to me and told me all, and said that they must be off, as every minute lost meant pounds out of their pockets,
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  and although I reminded them of their agreement they said they did not care, and it was not until I pointed out the fact that they could get food from no one except Mr Rees that they felt themselves somewhat in a fix. The men were completely off their heads with excitement, and when I took them to Mr Rees he saw that it would be useless to try to keep them at work, so he paid them off, gave them flour, tea, and sugar, and let them go. They at once pegged out the famous Arthur's Point claim, and it is now a matter of history how much they realized therefrom.

  It was not until the 10th of December that we finished shearing, owing to the paucity of hands, and then we began to get ready to start with sheep for the top of the Lake, under terms of my arrangement with Mr Rees. But the stir of the diggings delayed everything; hands ran off from the station, and the few of us who stuck to our work were busy night and day. At last the services of a shepherd, named James Reid, were secured, and he, George Simpson, and I started with the sheep, reaching the Bucklerburn in four days time. But the diggers were keeping pace with us, for rafts and wretched looking boats of all descriptions were being constructed, and paddled up the lake side, and every-
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  where the prospecting hole of the digger was conspicuous by its presence.

  When we reached Simpson's Creek we found quite a little community settled there, and here we were able to do a little business in the way of butchering. I have mentioned that on our last trip from the head of the lake four lambs were lost. These four we picked up on this journey, three of them being rams and one a wedder. They were not more than fourteen months old, the first pair of second teeth being only just through the gum, and yet they weighed as follows – the wedder 72 pounds and the rams 82, 83, and 85 pounds respectively of clean mutton. Those acquainted with the usual size and weights of Merino sheep will be able to appreciate the splendid growth of these four stray lambs.

  My account of the settlement of the Wakatipu Lake district draws to an end, as it is not my purpose to carry on my narrative further than the time when, the goldfields having been declared, the country became overrun with people, and the few of us who represented the original Wakatipians were lost in the general crowd.

  My stay at the head of the Lake on this occasion extended over a period of about six months, when
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  Mr Rees' runs, with the exception of the Peninsula one, having been compensated for, his right thereto ceased, and so I left the Bucklerburn station for ever.

  For a few months I remained in Queenstown, which had sprung up on the site of our home station, the woolshed having been purchased from Mr Rees and opened as "The Queen's Hotel," and then, having invested in some land in Southland, and having built a house thereon, I stocked it up, and leaving it in charge of George Simpson, I sailed for England, home and beauty.

  Three years afterwards I revisited the Lake district, but what a change had come over everything. A few of my old friends still remained, but alas! they were very few indeed, and even these had lost the homely friendly style which characterized the old Wakatipians, and had developed a taste for the bustle of crowded haunts, and for the pleasures which wealth alone can produce.

  On the bank of the Waitaki river, Mr and Mrs Rees and I again met before I sailed from New Zealand in 1868, and I mean no insinuation when I say that we three heartily agreed that the life in the Wakatipu District, before the advent of the diggings, was far preferable to what could possibly be had there after that time.
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  CHAPTER X.

  A Native of County Cork – A Biting Sheep – Serving out Flour – An Irish Row – Cockatoo Jack – One-Eyed Jimmy – Thatcher's Songs.



  BEFORE laying down my pen, I would fain record some of the scenes of an amusing nature which occurred after the diggings had fairly broken out on the shores of the Wakatipu Lake, although these have nothing whatever to do with the settlement of the district. They will, however, give the reader some idea of the strange and somewhat rowdy state of society which flourished during the first rush, and before any law or order had been instituted.

  The banks of the Arrow river having been the first ground to be "pegged out," it was necessary for those who were working there, and who were desirous of going to the home station for supplies, to cross the Shotover River on their way. This, at times, was a dangerous undertaking, and a boat was built by Mr Rees for use as a ferry on this river, which boat he sold to a man who made a small charge for taking passengers across.
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  Before the boat was placed on the river, Mitchell, when riding across to Hayes Lake one day from the home station, found a man disconsolately seated on a stone in the middle of the river, unable to go either forward or back, so strong was the current. Mitchell rode in about to him and told him to catch a hold of his stirrup leather, and with this assistance he contrived to reach terra when, turning to his rescuer, the man, who up to this time had not spoken a word, said, in the broadest of Irish brogues, "You might think I come from the County of Kerry, but I come from the County of Cork." "I don't care a button where you come from," said Mitchell, "but if you are wise I would recommend you not to get into the middle of the Shotover River again," and he rode off.

  * * * * * * * *

  On one occasion Mr Rees, when riding across the Franktown flat, came on a digger busily engaged in skinning a sheep, which he had apparently killed.

  "What do you mean," said Mr Rees, "stealing my sheep, in broad day light too?" The man stood up, and looking him defiantly in the face, said, "I'll kill any – – - sheep that bites me." Mr Rees was so dumbfoundered by the audacity of the remark that he could not help laughing, and finding that the
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  poor fellow was absolutely starving he said nothing more on the subject but rode on.

  This story has been put on record by me for a special purpose. I have seen it in print several times, and each time in a different garb, and never yet have I seen it given truthfully. I now beg to place it before the public in its original state, and as the actors in the scene are still alive, they will be able to vouch for the accuracy of my version. 

  * * * * * * * *

  Owing to the number of diggers that came trooping up from the Dunstan to the new Tom Tiddler's ground the station supplies were soon exhausted, and the whale boat was kept plying constantly between the south end of the Lake, where Kingstown now is, and the home station, bringing up flour and tea and sugar, but even this was insufficient, and often days went by without any food being eaten by the poor diggers. These would frequently walk from the Arrow and back without getting any stores, and come again the next day in the fond hope that the boat might have arrived during the night. On one of these occasions, when the boat had reached its destination, I was standing as usual at the end of the jetty, in charge of a bag of flour, and out of this I was doling one pannikinful to each man who
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  came along the jetty, past where Mr Rees was standing keeping guard with a loaded pistol to prevent a rush, and I received two shillings and sixpence from each digger as he took his pannikinful of flour and moved off. One hot-headed Irishman was present, a pugilist of no mean order, and who had been for years a member of the P.R., and he had boastfully told his comrades at the Arrow that he was going to give Mr Rees a bit of his mind on this occasion. He therefore began by accusing Mr Rees of keeping the stores back, so that they would have to pay boat fare at the Shotover ferry several times for every pannikin of flour they got; and he said that the whole thing was a got up plant in order to rob them and fill his own purse, and, in fact, considered his behaviour anything but fair and gentlemanly. Mr Rees paid no attention to his growling remarks for some time, but at last he quietly said, "I have nothing to do with the boat on the Shotover; it belongs to the man who works it." "You are a liar," said the pugilist, and the words were hardly out of his mouth before Mr Rees' coat was off, and the foul-mouthed ruffian was spread out on the ground, a perfect quadruped. Springing up, however, he threw himself into position, but he had no chance, for his guard was
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  beaten down, his face illustrated with cuts, and like a whipped cur, with its tail between its legs, he crawled away along the Lake side a sadder and, I trust, a wiser man. We never had any more trouble when doling out the flour to the many mouths we had to fill, and Mr Rees' name as an amateur pugilist, rose above that of many of the members of the P.R. on the gold fields.

  * * * * * * * *

  During the time of my last stay at the head of the Lake there were about fifty Irishmen working in the Bucklerburn, and these occasionally broke out into a state of rowdyism, owing to a supply of spirits having been brought to them by some itinerant grog seller. On one of these occasions they came to our hut in a body, and a very intoxicated body too. I and an old man that we had for cook were alone at the hut, so we were pretty much at the mercy of these fifty drunken ruffians, who swarmed inside the hut, and proceeded to argue on that favourite subject of all Irishmen – religion, – which gradually led to bitter feelings being expressed amongst them. One of them, in the hope of smoothing down the bad feeling which had arisen, suggested a song, when a general chorus about some "maid of Killaloe" was engaged in by
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  the crowd, and I have never heard that song since then without thinking of the agony of that day's whirlwind of discord. This being finished, the argument once more waxed hot and ended in a free fight outside the hut door, the Protestant party being severely mauled by the Roman Catholic. Some ghastly wounds were inflicted, one, I remember, from the blade of a long-handled shovel, which cut a Catholic cheek from under the eye right down, the flesh of the cheek hanging downwards, and the whole of the back teeth being exposed. The leaders of the two parties stripped off their clothes, until they had nothing on them but their trousers, and engaged in a hand to hand pugilistic encounter and wrestling match, rolling over and over each other, and bleeding at every pore from the effects of the sharp-pointed spear grass, which grew very plentifully there, and over which they had been rolling. Beaten in this single-handed engagement, the Protestant leader turned and fled, pursued by his antagonist, who gradually gained ground till the fugitive, to save himself, plunged into the lake, and swam out from shore, whilst the victor and several others pelted him with stones. The poor wretch was nearly drowned before they allowed him to land, and then, apparently satisfied
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  with their afternoon's entertainment, which must have reminded many of them of "Ould Oirland," they marched back to the Bucklerburn in a body, and left us in peace and quietness once more.

  * * * * * * * *

  One day a boat arrived at the head of the Lake, and a disreputable-looking man landed therefrom, and coming up to the hut, told me that Mr Rees had sent him up to cook for me. I said I did not require a cook, and that he could clear out of the hut as fast as he liked. But instead of his doing so, he dashed into a back room which had been built for the purpose of keeping stores, and began filling his pockets with tea, raisins, &c. I grasped him by the collar of his coat and rushed him outside the door, when he immediately dodged round the hut, and at that moment Reid, the shepherd, stepped inside to get someone to help him to pull up on the gallows a sheep which he had just killed. I went out with him, and to our utter amazement found no carcase there. We hunted high and low, at last, in a hollow of the ground some distance away, we found the would-be cook covering the carcase of the sheep with grass. Reid pulled him up on to his feet, and asked him, in forcible language, what he was doing. "Whisht," said he, "I am saying my prayers."
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  "I'll give you something to pray for," said Reid, flinging him full stretch on the top of a spear – grass tussock, which elicited from the prayerful one howls of anguish, and from the mountains around us some weird, fantastic echoes. Such an annoyance was this man about the place with his thieving proclivities that I tied him up in a canvass boat which was on the premises, and sent him off by next opportunity, with instructions to leave him on one of the islands. This was done, but two sawyers, who were living there, found him such an intolerable nuisance that they packed him off to Queenstown by first boat, and two days afterwards he was locked up on a charge of theft. The inimitable Thatcher was at that time giving concerts in Harry Redfern's Theatre Royal, and amongst his many songs on local subjects, none was accorded a more enthusiastic reception from the digging audience than that one which referred to the arrest of my would-be cook, generally known as Cockatoo Jack, the words of which I give below to the best of my recollection: – 

  COCKATOO JACK.

  Through the camp t'other day I was taking my way,

 "Here's a new subject Thatcher," some digger did say,

 So I pricked up my ears and I opened my eyes,

 And I saw a sight that filled me with surprise.
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  Four men were conveying a body along;

 Says I, "It's too mournful a theme for a song;"

 "Another poor fellow found dead here," thinks I,

 "Who has left friends and home midst these mountains to die."



  I felt sad at heart as I looked on the dead;

 "How nicely they manage these things here," I said,

 "No hospital here where the sick may repair.

 But alone and unfriended they die in despair.

 Alas! ye poor diggers who fortunes pursue,

 What careth the New Zealand Government for you."

 So I mournfully went up and mixed with the throng,

 To see who it was they were taking along.



  But the man wasn't dead, for he opened his eyes; 

 "Don't take him so roughly," I said, in surprise,

 I addressed the detective, my brows too I knit,

 And I said, "I'm afraid the poor man's in a fit."

 But Callan then winked and looked slyly at me;

 "I think we've got something to fit him," says he,

 And they let him come down such a lump on his back,

 And says he, "Don't you know him? why it's Cockatoo Jack."



  "Near the 'All Nations,'" says Callan, "as I went bobbing round,

 This cove in the act prigging wipes there I found;

 I collared my nabs to fetch him to the camp,

 But Jack wouldn't go, though it's but a short tramp.

 Well I got assistance, he'd not stir a peg – 

 It takes four to carry him, one to each leg,

 One man to his cocoa-nut, one to his back;

 And we're going to chain up this Cockatoo Jack."



  Now a Sheenie was there, with the wipes in his hand – 

 "Beside see 'All Nations,'" said he, "I vas stand,

 Vere I sells pocket-books, tread, needles, and rings.

 Gold pags and all manner of very nice tings.
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  Vell, as I vas a selling mine goods at mine stall,

 And I vas a tinking of nosing at all,

 Ven vonce that I happened to turn round mine back,

 S'help mine Got, I vas robbed by this Cockatoo Jack."



  But Jack took it easy and tried to explain,

 How he thought he was walking in Petticoat Lane – 

 I couldn't help laughing, the joke was so good,

 But it had no avail when he came before Wood.

 He's gone down with the escort, the unlucky dog,

 At prigging they tell me he goes the whole hog,

 But punishing him aint of any avail,

 For Jack is too partial to being in gaol.



  Now, when Jack was lugged off and shoved into the camp, 

 The poor Sheenie's spirits received such a damp,

 For they told him that down into town he must go,

 And to prosecute Jack he must travel below.

 "Mine Got," said the Sheenie, "Vat, go down to town;

 Vy, the handkerchiefs vas not vorth half-a-crown,

 Dirty pounds it vill cost me before I gets back – 

 Holy Moses, vy did I nail Cockatoo Jack."



  * * * * * * *

  Another character of some notoriety, whose name was introduced by Thatcher into a local song, was "One-Eyed Jimmy." This man told Mr Rees a strange and exciting story of his having seen a living moa bird on the ranges near Skipper's Gully. His story was to the effect that, whilst he and his mates were sitting round their camp fire at night, they saw a bird about fifteen feet high walk up a spur just in the full blaze of their fire. He succeeded in persuading Mr Rees to believe that his story was
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  true, and got from him an order to get provisions from certain storekeepers in the district, to enable him to prosecute his search for the bird, and to catch it if possible, Mr Rees having promised him £500 should he bring it alive to him.

  I was told by one of Jimmy's mates that the so-called moa bird was nothing but a pack-horse; but that Jimmy had been indulging somewhat wildly in the wine that is red, and was being nightly pursued, in his imagination, by even stranger creatures than moas. Apparently Jimmy's true character had come to Mr Rees' ears, for he stopped the order which he had given to the storekeepers, and Jimmy, finding his supplies cut off, was obliged to steer for Queenstown to try to get employment there. I met him crossing the Shotover flat, when he begged of me to give him the wherewith to buy a "nobbler" as, he said, he was nearly mad for want of a drink. I gave him the desired coin, and he thanked me effusively, and told me that the day might come when he would be able to do me a good turn for this; and, if so, I would find "Jimmy on the spot stroke." His luck appears to have been dead out, however; for no sooner did he arrive in Queenstown than Mat Callan, touching him on the shoulder, said, in the words of Thatcher – 

 Page 104
  "What! One-eyed-Jimmy, is it you? I've heard of you before;

 You're wanted at the camp to tell us all about the moa."



  * * * * * * * 

  I do not know if Thatcher's Queenstown songs were ever published; but, as many of them referred, in a way, to the subject of these preceding pages, a few quotations, as far as my memory will carry me, may be acceptable to my readers. In one song, alluding to the great changes which the discovery of gold effects in any district, which, up to that time, had been almost in its primeval state, Thatcher sings; – 

  Rees settled down here on this nice quiet station,

 The Lake was a scene then of calm desolation;

 He'd cross the Shotover his cattle to find,

 But that nuggets lay there never entered his mind 

 His shepherds then daily unconsciously trod 

 Over tons of bright gold lying hid in the sod,

 And Rees drove in bullocks and branded away,

 Never thinking what money they'd fetch him some day. 

 So just look around and you'll quickly behold 

 The wonderful changes effected by gold;

 We keep shifting about, and a fellow's perplexed,

 The question is, "Where will we have to rush next."



  Again, referring to the glories and wealth of the Shotover, and the money which squatters contrived to make by the sale of beef to the early diggers on their runs, he rhymes: – 
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  How nice 'twould be to be a squatter – 

 What say you, what say you?

 Like Mr Rees or Daddy Trotter;

 Very true, very true.

 Oh! for a claim on the Shotover – 

 What say you, what say you?

 Wouldn't we there live on clover;

 Very true, very true.



  And again, when the snap of winter had fairly settled down on Queenstown, for the first time, Thatcher sang bitterly of the cold, and of the desire which every one seemed to entertain for warmer weather: – 

  To Dunedin how we'd like to go,

 To taste the comforts down below,

 When we are bailed up by the snow,

 And look like frozen Esquimaux.

 A pretty state of things you'll say.

 Now that we've come up Queenstown way;

 It really fills me with dismay,

 When I think of the coming winter.

 Oh! Wakatip's a splendid lake,

 Upon my word, and no mistake;

 But oh! how we will shiver and shake,

 When we get a touch of the winter.



  * * * * * * * 

  But enough of these rhymes, which, however amusing and interesting they were to those living in Queenstown in the early days of the gold fever there, are not to be compared to the works of Tennyson, Byron, or Longfellow.
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  CHAPTER XI.

  Last News of the Wakatipians – Mr Anthony Trollope's Opinion of the Wakatipu – Conclusion.



  TWENTY years have gone by since I left the shores of the Wakatipu, and some of my quondam friends I have lost sight of, whilst of others I have occasionally heard.

  Mr Rees now resides at Greymouth, on the west coast, he having a Government appointment there, and James Flint is an opulent farmer on the Shotover. George Simpson puts in his time by a judicious blending of rabbit hunting and sheep shearing and washing. Dooley is the leasee of a coal mine on the Kawarau, but whether it is worked on a large scale or not I cannot say, as I have not heard of him for some years. Andrew Low died many years ago at the Dunstan, and poor old Bob Fortune, shortly after the diggings broke out and spirits were being retailed in the district, was found dead under a tomatagorra bush near the old wool-shed, with an empty gin bottle in one hand and a shilling in the other. Little Billy Fortune was lying
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  asleep beside him, utterly ignorant of what had befallen him. Where Billy disappeared to I never heard. Duncan MacAusland for years was host of an hotel at Balclutha, but he afterwards left the colony, and went, I think, to California. Simon Harvey was for some time sheep inspector, and the last that I heard of him was that he had married late in life, and settled down in Dunedin.

  Mitchell, when the Waikato militia was disbanded, in which he had risen to the rank of Major, adopted literature as a profession, and became the editor of a newspaper; and Mr Von Tunzelmann, I believe, still occupies his old quarters on the west side of the Lake.

  Of the old Wakatipians, Maori Jack alone remains to whom any reference need be made, and of him I have heard nothing since 1865, when I chanced to meet him in Queenstown. He had just arrived from the Shotover, where he had been successful in taking £400 worth of gold out of a claim in which he had a share. Hearing that I was on the eve of leaving for home, he entreated me to let him accompany me, as he had now the means of taking a trip, which had been the dream of his youth and the aspiration of his riper years. Jack and I had always been great friends, and I really think he would have
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  done anything in his power to please me, but I could not see how to oblige him in this matter, as I was not going home direct, but was going to break my journey, for indefinite periods, in Australia and in Ceylon. I pointed this out to him, but his refrain to all my arguments was, "I be no trouble; all I want is you take me to a theatre, and introduce me to Queen Wicatoria." The first of his wishes I felt that I could easily have done, but to introduce him to Her Majesty was, I feared, beyond my ability. I persuaded him at last to give up the idea of taking a trip to the mother country, and to return to the Shotover, where I hoped to meet him again on my return. Wringing his big, powerful hand, I left him standing in the middle of Rees Street, the tears running down his handsome face, and I regret to say that I have neither seen nor heard of that good-hearted giant, Maori Jack, since that day.

  The Wakatipu Lake district has of late years come to the front rank with regard to grandeur of scenery and salubrity of climate. It is now one of the regular beats for globe trotters and tourists. The deep blue waters of the Lake, over 1500 feet in depth, have been praised in verse by the poet; the author has extolled the grandeur of its scenery to the skies, and the painter has found such a variety
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  of subjects for his brush around its shores, and so different from the usual landscape paintings with which artists' studios are decorated, that he can scarce tear himself away from them; and now hardly an illustrated paper exists which does not periodically contain pictures of some lovely bits of Wakatipian scenery. Several eminent writers have declared that the beauties of the Swiss Lakes, the grandeur of the Rocky Mountains, and the glacier-clothed peaks of the Himalaya mountains are as nothing when compared with the deep blue waters of the Wakatipu, the grandeur of the Remarkables, and the glacier-covered Earnslaw.

  Even Mr Anthony Trollope, who was not easily impressed with the beauties of nature, writes thus of the Wakatipu Lake: – 

  "We found a steamer at Kingstown, ready to carry us 24 miles up the lake to Queenstown. But no sooner were we on board than the rain began to fall as it does only when the heavens are quite in earnest. And it was very very cold. We could feel that the scenery around us was fine, that the sides of the lake were precipitous, and the mountain tops sharp and grand, and the water blue; but it soon became impossible to see anything. We huddled down into a little cabin, and endeavoured to console ourselves with the reflection that, though
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  all its beauties were hidden from our sight, we were in truth steaming across the most beautiful of the New Zealand lakes."



  Again, writing of the upper end of the lake, Mr Trollope says: – 

  "It was a bright, clear, cold day, with the temperature at freezing point from morning to evening. I do not know that lake scenery can be finer than that of the upper ten miles of Wakatipu, although doubtless it can be very much prettier. The mountains for the most part are bare and steep. Here and there only are they wooded down to the water's edge, and so much is the timber in request for fuel and building, that what there is of it close to the water will quickly disappear. As the steamer gradually winds round into the upper reach, which runs almost directly north and south, one set of peaks after another come into view. They are sharp and broken, making the hill tops look like a vast saw with irregular gaps in it. Perhaps no shape of mountain tops is more picturesque than this. The summits are nearly as high as those of Switzerland, that of Mount Earnslaw at the head of the Lake being over 10,000 feet above sea level. The effect of the sun shining on the line of peaks was equal to anything I had seen elsewhere. The whole district around is, or rather will be in coming days, a country known for its magnificent scenery."



  I could give scores of quotations from writers of
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  eminence, all full of praise and admiration, on the subject of Wakatipu scenery, but this seems to me to be unnecessary, now that the district has become so well known to travellers, and is so frequently being mentioned by writers, that the pink terraces of Roto Mahana, now buried by an earthquake, were never more celebrated than are the peaks of the mountains which rise sheer from the Wakatipu Lake, whose waters wash their worn feet.

 



  FINIS.
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