
   "EXODUS FROM THE FRINGES" : EMIGRANTS TO NEW ZEALAND  1839 - 1879

In May 1972 I went to England with lists of English emigrants to New Zealand from the 1840s and the1870s.   Knowing how difficult it would be to probe the origins of those mostly very ordinary people, the Vogel immigrants,  I had brought the Wakefield lists as a possible fallback study.  My choice was decided by a visit to the University of Leicester on 1 June 1972.  After a three week reconnaissance, motor caravanning between Kent and Lincolnshire, I had come to discuss my projects with Professor Alan Everitt, Professor of English Local History in the University of Leicester.   Over lunch in the Staff Club, and then in his department's fine map room, I showed him some of my materials.   Knowing  his deep knowledge of Kent, I showed him a list of Wakefield supporters in Kent, people like the Duppas of Hollingbourne.   'They are all  lesser gentry', he told me, 'people on the fringe  of  County affairs'.   My next list was of English villages that sent us good numbers of immigrants in the 1870s.  'Why, these are all my villages!'  he exclaimed.  He had just completed The Pattern of Rural Dissent: the Nineteenth Century ,1  a study of the distribution of nonconformity in the rural parishes of Victorian England.  He lent me printer's proofs of his paper.  For me it made exciting reading.   Once again it was a story of the fringes, of both dissent and emigration finding their recruits out on the edge of things.   I quickly decided on the Vogel immigrants for my researches, firmly convinced that there were meaningful patterns in their going.

It is easy to see why it is fringe people who emigrate.   Those out on the edge of things, excluded from the opportunities at the centre, are the ones most likely to want to change the rules of the game  - and emigrating certainly does that.  I believe that the 'fringe' pattern is meaningful for emigration at personal, social, economic and geographic levels.  To get a broad look at the geographic origins of the British emigrants of our four founding decades, 1840 - 80,  the numbers of British-born from our 1881 census can be related to the homeland populations, to show the propensity to emigrate of each part of the United Kingdom.  For England, at the centre, the figure is 4.7  per l000, for Ireland it is twice as high at 9.6 per 1000, and for Scotland, three times as high at 14.1 per 1000.   Of course England's population so greatly outnumbered the others that we ended up with an English predominance.   Looking next at emigration from England, we again find the fringe pattern.   The records are so good that it is easy to map the propensity to accept free passages to New Zealand from the English counties in the 1870s.   When related to such relevant 'heartlands' of Victorian England as the 'metropolitan', the 'industrial' and the 'aristocratic', again it is the fringes - counties such as Oxford, Lincolnshire, Kent, and those of the West Country, - that come to the fore.

Besides looking for 'fringe' patterns, this paper emphasises how strange it was that masses of emigrants ever left Britain for New Zealand over these years.   It also considers the difficulty of uncovering the personal and social dynamics of emigration,  and endeavours to give the subject some flesh and blood from the recorded experiences of a few emigrants.

If we could journey back to England in June 1815, and join the revellers rejoicing in the Iron Duke's great victory, a sure way of bringing their derision upon our heads would be to prophesy that well before the Jubilee of Waterloo our Antipodian islands would be a well-established British colony with a capital city bearing the great general's name.    Those who bothered to reason with such muddle-headed prophets, would doubtless ask us why anyone who could afford the passage to such an outlandish place would not choose the much better bargains offered by the nearer and much better known Americas.   If we prophesied public help for emigration to New Zealand they would have laughed us out of court.  Who would be so stupid as to put public money into settlement colonies!   The North America ones had proved disastrous.   They'd teamed up with our continental enemies to make war on us.   The government had since burnt its fingers in that foolish, expensive colony of thieves at Botany Bay.    In any case, we needed our manpower at home, in case a new Napoleon turned up to threaten us.   The only good colonies were plantation ones that sent exotic products to increase Britain's wealth, and made minimal demands for emigrants.   You couldn't even ship convicts to New Zealand, the natives there were so warlike.

We, of course, know that after 1815 ideas began to change, in the face of the strange new problem of rapid population growth, the challenge of the first Industrial Revolution, and the deepening of the problem of paupers.   The theories of Malthus and the growing burden of poor relief cast doubts on the value of an endlessly increasing population, while the Evangelical revival created a new wave of philanthropists who advocated emigration as a way to aid the poor.   So the 1820s saw a British working class flow of about a quarter of a million across the Atlantic.   But what hope was there of diverting any of this flow to the South Pacific when the steerage fare to Australia was eight times that to North America.   It was Australian pressure that eventually got the British government to look seriously at the strange new idea of government assisted working class emigration.   With about six male convicts to every woman,  Botany Bay had a very unhealthy social mix, and the Home authorities eventually agreed to assist female emigration.   After a year or two assistance was extended to males,  in the hope of correcting another convict imbalance, its serious lack of rural skills.   Unfortunately Britain's agricultural labourers in the main turned a deaf ear to all persuasions, and remained  firmly rooted in their local soil.  With no apparatus for screening emigrants, this first state assisted flow consisted largely of paupers, loafers and doubtful characters, which the Home parishes put forward with alacrity.  The experience left assisted emigration with a bad name.   By the early 1830s the prospect of settling New Zealand from Britain must have seemed more remote than ever.

In our last lecture Ian Wards showed us how the impasse was broken by  Edward Gibbon Wakefield's theories and the activities of the New Zealand Company.   The sale of colonial land at a sufficient price provided the funds to break the North Atlantic monopoly on the emigrant trade.   More importantly for my topic, the Wakefield's propaganda, and the advocacy of his land-purchasing gentry supporters, provided the kind of boost needed to turn rural artisans and even agricultural labourers into emigrants.   If the squire himself, or one of his sons, was talking of emigrating to New Zealand, that made quite a new proposition of it.   A few thoughtful workmen may have been influenced by a theory linking a home labour surplus with a land surplus in New Zealand.   So it was that over the years 1839-1843 some 8670 emigrants took ship for New Zealand to form the settlements of Wellington, New Plymouth and Nelson.   What do we know of the decision-making behind their setting off on this great adventure?  

The answer must be 'not very much'.   Those weeks or months of discussion and argument seem to lie largely in one of history's blind spots.   There are several obvious reasons for this.   A workman thinking of emigrating often had good reason to hide his cogitations from his employer, lest he be immediately replaced in his job and cottage.   The family debates  and consultations with friends will commonly have been confidential oral events leaving no written traces.   Once the die had been cast, the feverish  preparation for departure began.   Only when about to board the immigrant ship, or quite commonly,  after having acquired 'sea legs' some days out on the voyage, did the departing Britons turn their minds to keeping what for most was the first and only diary of their lives.   For most emigrant diaries, the great decision about going lies hidden in the past, to be taken as read.   There is a similar problem  at the other end of the voyage.   The immigrant who has revealed so much of himself on shipboard  usually lays down his pen  as he busies himself making his way in his new world.   Fortunately, and in contrast to the situation preceding emigration, we can sometimes pick him up through his letters home.  If there is a problem with the sources for the decision to emigrate, there is another at the level of the writing of history.   The British historian is not enamoured of those who opt out of his story by emigrating.   The colonial historian is occupied with what happened on his own shores, and in any case the sources for the emigration decision lie mainly beyond  the seas.   So far the only in-depth study of the emigration decision for our founding period is that of the Vogel rural English emigrants in my The Farthest Promised Land.  2

Although I have done nothing in depth on the Wakefield emigrants, I have given them some thought,  and will share with you some of the lines of investigation I would like to have undertaken.    From the Wakefield emigrant ships' passenger lists and my reading of Michael Turnbull's excellent thesis 'The colonisation of New Zealand by the New Zealand Company' I knew that though the Company advertised widely, most of the recruits came from a limited number of parishes.   In England a scattering of parishes right across the south from Cornwall to Kent were particularly important, and it is on these that we will centre our attention.   I would have looked carefully at gentry and middle class families among whom the new emigration theories took root.   They certainly had a particular appeal to those outside the Anglican Establishment - Nonconformists such as the Quaker Wakefields,   Roman Catholics such as the Petres, Cliffords and Welds,  as well as to those with fringe positions in the Establishment such as the Duppas of Hollingbourne.    Their family papers should throw some light on the emigration decisions of cabin class settlers, and evidence of their influence on working class emigrants from their parishes.

I would have looked carefully at economic and social changes of the 1820s and 1830s that had been forcing artisans and labourers in southern England into fringe positions.   I would have had a very careful look at the fortunes of the smuggling trade.   Britain's war budgets had depended heavily on customs duties, leading to a smuggling  boom that is celebrated in many adventure stories and in  Rudyard Kipling's 'A Smuggler's Song'.


If you wake at midnight, and hear a horse's feet,


Don't go drawing back the blind, or looking in the street,


Them that ask no questions isn't told a lie.


Watch the wall my darling, while the Gentlemen go by!




Five and twenty ponies,




Trotting through the dark-




Brandy for the Parson,




'Baccy for the Clerk;




Laces for a lady, letters for a spy,


And watch the wall, my darling, while the Gentlemen go by!

To quote the Encyclopaedia Brittanica  3 'The 18th century was the heyday of the smuggler.  Tea, tobacco, spices, silks, and spirits were smuggled into England in quantities exceeding those brought in legitimately.'  This trade, with its waggon routes and 'safe houses' reaching inland from little creeks and coves all along the south coast, first came under pressure from the free trade reforms of Huskisson in the 1820s.   The smuggling fraternity was clearly a well entrenched fringe group whose mind set would have prepared communities to look at emigration.   They had courted fortune by flouting the established order and using the seaways in their own interests.  When the profits from the little brigs and cutters, the waggons and distribution depots, began to wilt from the mid 1820s on, many a wheelwright, cartwright, boatman, waggoner, ostler, innkeeper, farrier, shipwright, saddler in these southern counties must have felt the pinch - whether directly involved with contraband or not.   Then along came the New Zealand Company offering another way of thumbing their noses at the established order and using the seaways for their own betterment.  It is not surprising that plenty of southern village artisans boarded our founding emigrant ships.  To sustain the flow,  free trade made further headway under the Peel administration, 1841-46, while the railway network spreading across these counties, further undercut the skills of the old road routes.   These and other consequences of the Industrial Revolution, and associated popular movements such as Chartism, need to be probed, and followed down to the level of the individual labouring emigrant, if we are really to understand how theCuba , Oriental, Adelaide , and all, got their cargo of human muscles and skills.

 Let us leave our artisans, and look for some light on the motivation behind the emigration of solid middle class folk.   We turn to the journal of Charles Johnson Pharazyn, a reasonably well heeled son of a London merchant, influenced by Wakefield's theories, and setting out for Wellington late in 1840.   Unfortunately he doesn't record his own decision to emigrate.   But after an acquaintance of ten days he decides to pen these revealing  impressions of his fellow passengers:


                                                                                                                       Mr Westend a single young man sent out by his Father to sow his                   wild oats, he is a great smoker and I think inclined to idleness.   He does not disguise his failings or his reluctance to leave his Country.   He wants experience before he can make a useful emigrant......

Mr Selby a  single young Gentleman with mustachios, good natured,  has gambled away a fortune;  smokes and takes opium.   Has mixed in good society and is rather fond of telling us so.  I am amused at his stock of Shirts for the Voyage, one hundred and eighty!  ......

Mrs Jones a young Widow of pleasing manners and appearance originally intending to emigrate under the protection of her Brother but finding him too wild she unceremoniously dismissed him and goes out totally unprotected.   I have promised her uncle Major Jones to look after her interest at Wellington.   Some strong motive must have induced her to emigrate and I fancy she has taken this step without due consideration.   I suspect a love affair of which her Uncle disapproves ................4

Later in the voyage Pharazyn has this to record about Mrs Jones:  


...... Much distressed to find a liaison between Mrs Jones and the                 
Captain, the case so clear against Mrs J. that my dear wife at once         
determined upon with drawing altogether from her cabin.....5

What we seem to have here are examples of the 'remittance ' type - members of the respectable class who have been putting the family reputation at risk.  Typically, in return for an assured allowance, and under threat of being 'cut off' if they don't agree to the proposition, they were packed off to the colonies where their bad habits would cease to undermine the family's standing.   It is interesting to find these 'black sheep'  so early in our settlement story.   From various indications, I believe they were a more important element in our founding stock than is commonly realised, due to the strength of respectability in Victorian England and the suitability of New Zealand to the needs of the sending families.   North America was too near, and too easy to get back from.   Australia was popular,  but the implications of transportation must have given New Zealand the edge.   Let us catch one more  glimpse of this type aboard the China  bound for New Zealand in 1855.   A few days into the voyage George Denton, a young man travelling cabin class, penned these comments on a fellow emigrant on three successive days:

11 September.............We have a rough specimen in the first cabin, all the way from Cambridge, he is the one my Father and I saw unpacking his box on the deck in the docks, he has just been telling me about shooting the parson's pigeons and being fined by the magistrates for so doing.   I am going to help him to clean his gun.......

12 September.........Had some good fun at the expense of the Cambridge chum who is a regular rough gem.   He got three sheets over with Captain T's 'Old Tom'.    Sat enjoying the fun in the dining department....until ten..

13 September........ The Cambridge party began with porter before breakfast.   He says it is going to cost him 20/- per week extra for liquors and cigars..........6

Some of these enforced emigrants made good , most added colour to colonial life, few were without redeeming features.  I will let Jean Boswell sum the matter up, from her childhood experiences in colonial North Auckland:

We called at the shanties of the remittance men, that sad flotsam and jetsam tossed out onto the sea of life, to float soggily for a while and then to be sucked into the great maw of oblivion.   From them we learned many things, learned about books, and music, and the great works of art.   It was from a remittance man, a graduate of Edinburgh University, that I had my first books other than my school books and the 'Deadwood Dicks' and the 'yellow-backs' that we secretly read up in the hay loft.... But these  books: Henry Esmond, Adam Bede, Vanity Fair, Eugene Aram, the Waverly Novels - I drank them in greedy gulps, as one who comes suddenly to a cool stream after a blazing day's march.   He died, as so many of them died, drunken, debauched, alone, but no one who has opened the mind of even one child to the goodness, beauty, and marvels of man as revealed in literature, has lived in vain, though he die 'unwept, unhonoured, and unsung'.7  

We have seen something of the 'fringe' origins of the emigrants for the initial Wakefield settlements.   But did not the two main South Island settlements, Otago and Canterbury, make deliberate use of the prestige of the Establishment- Presbyterian in Scotland and Anglican in England?   Surely they drew more from the centre than the fringes?    Let us look briefly at two considerations.   In Otago's case, the Disruption intruded into the organising of the scheme,  and the old Establishment allowed it to fall into the hands of the new Free Church.   Behind the departure of many of these emigrants must have lain the experience of being forced into a fringe position by this great disturbance in the life of Scotland.   For Canterbury it must be said that the Association's impressive membership list, with its two archbishops, seven bishops and fourteen peers, did not translate into a rush to the emigrant ships of solid, deferential, working class Anglicans.   Recently a fascinating case has been made for the rescue of the Association from the brink of disaster by the Roman Catholic activist, Caroline Chisholm, and her Family Colonisation Society.8   Caroline Chisholm has a secure place in Australian history.   Her filling of a yawning gap in recruitment for Canterbury's first four ships seems to have been suppressed because she was outside the Establishment, and insisted that her recruits must be accepted 'as is' without any enquiry as to how they related to the Anglican ideals of the settlement. 

Recruitment for the Wakefield settlements, then, was no easy matter.   When, in the '50s, the newly established provinces took up immigration, they also found it most difficult.  Due to the Wakefield ideal, the two most obvious sources of recruits, the prisons and workhouses of Britain, could not be drawn on.   Anything remotely resembling the importing of convicts or paupers met with an immediate settler outcry.   North America with its easy accessibility,  generous offers of free land,  and strong links with British parishes and homes, scooped up the majority of emigrants.   Yet a few opted for the high fare and long journey to the struggling New Zealand settlements.   Let us see how 23-year-old Englishman James Lugsden Bailey came to his decision of March 1850, to go and find a Scottish bride, and then put down hard earned cash on passages to New Zealand.

James Bailey's account is one of the rare treasures I found in searching a mass of emigrant diaries for first hand information on the emigration decision.9  He took this great transition in his life very seriously,  and by way of introduction to his shipboard account he put together a summary of his family background, his life to date, and the circumstances of his decision to emigrate.   His father, William Bailey, had been a successful draper in Windsor.  Having acquired sufficient means to retire, he bought a house at nearby Datchet and presided as pastor at the Baptist Chapel there.  His death in 1844, apparently at a comparatively early age, would have been a severe blow to family's standing.  He left a widow, three daughters, of whom only one was married, and four sons, either finishing their schooling or apprenticed to lower middle class callings.   James himself finished off a solid education with two well-spent years at the City of London School.   He went on trial as apprentice to a London Chemist, but disappointed his father by deciding against this career.   As a 14-year- old he then bound himself for five years as apprentice to Mr Bradford, Bookseller, Stationer and Printer at Thame in Oxfordshire.   He felt these were wasted years, but stuck it out so as not to disappoint his father again.  After some weeks unemployed, back home with his widowed mother, he secured employment with Mr A Fullarton, Printer and Publisher of Edinburgh.   Two very fulfilling years followed.  He made many friends in Edinburgh, and enjoyed an extended holiday tour to the west of Scotland and Northern Ireland.   But his health suffered from  long hours standing at his printer's case, so he left and returned home.  After trouble finding a new engagement, he finally went to Uxbridge as a bookseller's assistant.  It didn't work out very well, so after five months he left.   His thoughts began to turn to emigration.   From his survey of his brothers and sisters it seems that he was influenced by the general situation of the family.   Let us see how this stood on 10 March 1850.

The death of the father had removed the most potent agent for negotiating preferment for these young people.   As a retired tradesman of independent means and a Baptist pastor, he would have had many useful contacts.   However, his place had in part been filled through the good match made by Ann.   In 1842 she had married Charles Teede, who by 1850 was a leading partner of Teede and Bishop, Wholesale Grocers, Mincing Lane, London.  Any of her brothers attracted to the grocery trade should find Charles Teede's influence most useful.   Joseph had made use of this fact, but he had muffed it.   After serving an apprenticeship with Charles Teede he had 'left through bad behaviour'.   James's judgment on Joseph was 'I have little hope of him'.  Samuel, the youngest of the family, had also chosen this trade, and was apprenticed to a grocer at Aylsbury.   James judged Samuel 'likely to prove a steady and industrious young man'.   But James himself had opted for a career outside the main sphere of his brother-in-law's influence.    Might he have bettered himself by a well considered marriage?  The home of his widowed mother and two spinster sisters was the natural base for such an enterprise, but James must have considered their help decidedly unpromising.   He did not look to Mary and Elizabeth for introductions within their circle.   He neatly sums up the two girls thus:

both received a first rate education but being brought up genteelly and having some accomplishments they could not be persuaded to make themselves useful in the world and are consequently living the life of ladies at home, but without the means of acting up to their profession.10

Looking for a match from that direction would be courting disaster.

A letter from brother Benjamin, received just before leaving the Uxbridge bookselling job, seems to have been the biggest factor in James's decision to emigrate.  Ben must have been close in age to James, as they had been together at the City of London School.   Ben left for an apprenticeship to a draper at Henley on Thames.   James describes his subsequent career thus:

After he had finished his time there, he held good situations at Rochester, Margate and London, and lastly at Manchester, but being disgusted with the humbug connected with the drapery trade, and not seeing his way clear in England, he made up his mind to go to New Zealand, and by the last account he appears to be doing very well and is happy and I hope soon to join him in that country.11

James tells how Ben's letter, received on 10 March 1850,  contained 'a pressing invitation for me to go out and join him, and [held] out a prospect of many advantages to be derived from such a step'.   James went very carefully about making his decision, consulting his friends on the propriety of such a step.   His own conclusion was that England did not offer him very good prospects.   He also concluded that if he emigrated he should do so with a suitable wife, and that the place to find a wife adaptable to colonial life was back among the Scottish lasses he had seen in Edinburgh.   He writes thus of his quest:

I had the good fortune to meet and be introduced to a respectable young lady named Isabella Kay, who had some thought   of going to New Zealand to join a sister already there.   After one or two interviews (and only one or two) and finding that our thoughts, feelings and dispositions were in harmony, I popped the question, was accepted, and in a week after I changed my bachelor solitary state for the more comfortable one of married life.  ........  We were married on the 26th of March 1850.12

In the cases of both James and Isabella, his bride, the fact that a sibling was already in New Zealand was a major consideration.   An important aspect of the Wakefield settlements is that from them flowed a stream of letters which drew further emigrants from the homeland parishes.    Commonly these letters told a tale of moving from a marginal position in the homeland into the centre of a developing new community, where the old restrictions and prejudices had lost their meaning.   James's position as a nonconformist English lower middle class white collar worker, without any obvious patrons, was well out on the margins.   We are told little about Isabella,  but it seems likely that her position was similar.

Throughout the '40s, '50s and '60s the New Zealand colonists constantly complained that they could not move the workers most needed from the homeland, the rural labourers.   No other class had been so obviously forced to the fringes of the nation's life.    Once  a 'bold peasantry, their country's pride', the wheel of fortune had depressed them to become the despised Hodges, the ignorant, spiritless clodhoppers.   Yet they clung tenaciously to their native soil turning a deaf ear to the emigration agents.   In The Farthest Promised Land  I tell how at last they turned in the Revolt of the Field of the 1870s and show how the bitter opposition of the the farmers channelled thousands of farm labourers into the ships of the Vogel drive.  Rather than repeat that story in detail here,  let us follow the emigration story of one large party,  the recruits from Lincolnshire who sailed by the Halcione  for Taranaki in May l875.  The Great Northern Railway's first special train for emigrants to New Zealand, running from Grimsby to London, caused quite a stir in Lincolnshire, and was well reported.13   We will follow this party from home villages to ship, to get a little of the feel of the process of emigrating.

The party was recruited by emigration agents John White and William Burton and his wife.  John White was a grocer and draper in Laceby, a rural village on the eastern edge of the wolds about four miles inland from Grimsby.  He was in his early 30s, an active Methodist, who had taken up the emigration work out of a concern for the poverty of his farm labouring neighbours.   He had been recruiting for about a year, and had seen several smaller parties leave for New Zealand, including several leaders of Revolt of the Field in North Lincolnshire who had been blacklisted by the farmers.   One difficulty in his work was the local custom of yearly hirings on Mayday.   The Halcione's  May sailing was designed to catch bound men as they became free on Mayday.   Another difficulty, a profound ignorance about New Zealand, was steadily being removed by enthusiastic letters back from the earlier parties, and the arrival in Laceby in January 1875 of  New Zealand agents William and Mrs Burton, with twenty-two years farming experience in Taranaki.  One of Burton's first tasks in North Lincolnshire was to chair a meeting in the Laceby Temperance Hall packed with labouring families flocking to hear read out the first large batch of letters from the new arrivals in New Zealand.  Over late winter and early spring Burton and White crisscrossed North-east Lincolnshire, visiting the string of larger villages fringing the wolds,  the thin scattering of hamlets tucked here and there into the folds of the wolds, and the more closely settled marshland along the North Sea coast.  The rural hierarchy usually denied them access to any public buildings,  so many of these were open air meetings under lowering skies or wintry stars.   Writing home to Taranaki on 9 March 1875, Burton told of their difficult battle against the ignorance and poverty of the rural workers:

                                                                                                  Scarcely ever out of the sound of their own church bells, they can hardly realise the existence of any larger place than the village they were born in, even in England;  and very much more difficult is it to make them believe in the existence of another land as large as England.   Their perceptive and comprehensive powers are dormant, or move so slowly that it takes line upon line to renew the impression made, and confirm the faith just beginning to be exercised;  and when at last, with half-uplifted eyes, they venture to tell the farmer, squire or clergyman that they have made up their minds to go to New Zealand, it takes very little from those whom all their lives they have been accustomed to regard as the repositories of learning and truth, to induce them to abandon the idea.14

But the hard persistent campaigning paid off, and the party for the special train numbered 242.

One can imagine the sequence of events following acceptance for a free passage to New Zealand.   There would be the bold decision not to offer oneself at the Mayday hirings, the assembling of the family from their various positions in service or on the farms, the procuring of luggage trunks, and the struggle to get them respectably filled for the needs of the voyage and the new life across the seas.  And, for those in tied cottages, there would be some housing problems in the weeks between Mayday and departure.   Then there was getting one's family across the country to join the emigrant train.   Let us now follow the journey from the village cottages to the New Zealand emigration depot on the Thames, and learn a little about some members of the party.

The newspaper of the farm labourers' union, the Labour League Examiner,  described the scene on Monday, 24 May 1875, the day before the departure of the special train:

                                                                                                     Grimsby passenger station bore numerous signs of the 'coming event'.   Carriers' carts kept arriving, and discharging luggage - large, heavy, iron-bound - evidently belonging to voyagers, from Frodingham, Ulceby, Wooten, Horkstow, and Saxby.   Families and baggage came by rail....

At 5.30 a.m next morning, some four miles away at Laceby,  Mrs Burton  began two whirlwind days, helping shepherd the party to the ship.  She set out for Grimsby in a two wheeled tilted carriage loaded with 'twenty-one small and large passengers'.   These were probably mainly families from the hamlets up in the wolds, who had made their way down to Laceby the day before.   From nearby Irby came 21-year-old farm labourer William Bocock and his bride, who at the end of their long journey were to walk into a lovely furnished home at Hurworth with a kettle on the boil, and outside a garden, two cows, a pig in a sty, poultry, and a riding horse - all for their own use.   Also in the carriage may have been Benjamin and Emma Urry and their five children, ranging from a baby of nine months to ll-year-old Thomas, already listed as  'labourer'.   Perhaps also, from way back at Thoresway, there were Martin and Ann Cash and their three young children.   It was Ann who had made the first move,  writing off to John White at Laceby - something uncommon enough for him to comment upon, for usually the wives were the more reluctant about emigrating.

Let us return to the Labour League Examiner  for a description of the scene which Mrs Burton and her party joined in Grimsby:

....... on Tuesday morning the climax was reached by arrivals from the Wolds Hills, by waggon, cart, and all manner of conveyances.   Here were people from Nettleham and Caistor, from Normanby, Grasby, and Otby, from Thoresby, Laceby, and Humberstone, besides a number of sturdy men from the Grimsby timber yards.   The station was a motley and suggestive scene.   Healthy rustics, with broad shoulders, were saying good-bye to weeping friends, and some young mothers could not help a break-down, as they and their families parted with sires and grandsires....... On the whole, however, it was marvellous to notice the hopeful aspect of the departing ones....... At length the time of departure arrived, and with.... good wishes repeated for the ninety-ninth time, the 140 emigrants from this station were on their way, and a cheer rose from a hundred voices, as faces long familiar vanished quickly from sight.

Among those taking tearful farewells of parents and grandparents may have been William and Jane Collingwood from Bigby, and their five children ranging from 14-year-old Sarah down to 18-month-old Mary Ann.   The l871 census shows William's parents, John and Hannah Collingwood, living with them - both then aged 61.   There may have been tears too with the Mumby family from Grasby, as George and Sarah and their four young children took leave of Sarah's father, Francis Wilson, to whom they would write letters from Taranaki.  

As the train steamed south it picked up emigrants at eight further stations, and the party grew to 242.   From the fields as they passed workers waved hats, forks and shovels to wish them well.   The special had some first-class carriages, and one young fellow enjoying this unwonted comfort was delighted to see the farmers waiting for their shabby market train to Alford to be shunted to the platform.   'Look here, lads,' he called out in a mock station announcement, ' - first-class for emigrants:  third-class train for you directly coming on'.   No doubt there was much swapping stories about former employers in the emigrant carriages.   John White wrote of one of these emigrants who had been a live-in servant for the same master for17 years.  For his lodgings the farmer had taken £5/4/- yearly from his wages, although the agreement was for £5 only.   When the workman gave legal notice to quit at the end of March, the master asked for payment up to May,  and on this strange demand being refused, declared 'you will be sure to go to the bottom of the ocean - you have robbed me'.   But there were good masters too.   One had brought his man and family with their luggage to the train in his own waggon without charge, and sent them off with his good wishes.15

At Claythorpe John White went to the stationmaster's house for a pitcher of water for some thirsty children among the emigrants.   'How cruel you are to take the poor dears away', the woman of the house said to him, '-while I can get a crust of bread here, I will not believe that yon's a better country.'    At Alford station, a fiddler appeared and played  'The Girl I left behind me' for the benefit of the emigrants and those seeing them off.   But a number of the young men in the party had the girl at their side, having married her the previous weekend, and considered that they were setting off on a three months honeymoon.   Among those who joined at Alford must have been two related families, the Wrights and Langleys, from South Ormsby, up in the wolds.   Edward and Charlotte Wright and their three young daughters lived in the hamlet of Ketsby, north of the main village.   The 1871 census records Edward as an agricultural foreman, and shows his mother, 75-year-old Margaret Wright, as a pauper next door.  Living with her is her grandson Edwin Langley, a 10-year-old schoolboy.   His parents, Richard and Hannah Langley, and his five younger brothers and sisters, are recorded in South Ormsby village.  The whole Langley family, including baby David born in 1874, joined the emigrant train.  At the next station, Willoughby, Frank and Eliza Clough and their family of seven joined the party.   The two oldest, 18-year-old George and 16-year-old Henry, were ploughmen.   John (14),  Matthew (12) and Elizabeth (10) were probably also out at work.   A few weeks earlier the parents had written off urgently to John White.   All the children were coming home at Mayday.   'Be sure and get us off by the May ship,' they pleaded, '- we have only one bedroom.'   At Boston the Labour League's General Secretary and other League supporters came to wish them well.   Meanwhile the special train was having some problems.   The railway staff had not allowed for the heavy weight of the emigrants' baggage, and the axles of two luggage vans were overheating.   They were shunted off to follow by a later train.

At 3.20 p.m the special steamed into Kings Cross station, to be met by an artist from the Illustrated London News.   Unfortunately his sketches did not appear in the paper.  Many of the emigrants had just had their first railway journey;  now they were having their first, and almost certainly their last, experience of the Great Metropolis.  Piling out of the train, they were shepherded to the nearby Kings Cross underground station, where the Londoners looked on with surprise at this crowd of rustics invading the booking office and platform.  By successive underground trains they were transferred to Moorgate Street station, where they emerged above ground once more,  to trudge off through central London in irregular procession by way of London Wall, Camomile Street, Wormwood Street, etc., to the Fenchurch Street station of the Blackwall Railway.   The Examiner's  reporter commented:

                                                                                                           Many were the remarks of the natives as the invasion passed through.   'A nice lot to emigrate', said a supercilious Londoner.   Hodge answered readily,  'Aye, they would not have the likes of you', and generally the countryman gave the townsman a full sixpennyworth. 

At Blackwall the New Zealand government had it emigration barracks.   Here, in a scene of apparent confusion, the party was marshalled into messes, and supplied with cutlery, plates and pannikins, before sitting down to a generous meal of cold roast beef, warm tea, and bread and butter.   They then remained seated while the depot master, assisted by Burton and White, called the roll,  checking that all who had received embarkation orders had come safely through.   The Dormitories were then opened.    Some of the children, having been up since 4 a.m. were exhausted, so William and Mrs Burton helped the parents to undress babies and get tired children tucked into bed.   It was past 9 p.m. by the time the last was seen to.   Mrs Burton then set out for her father's home at Islington, to get a good night's rest before the arduous duties of the morrow.

Back at the depot William Burton and John White had precious little sleep.   They had paper work with the Dispatching Officer until 1.30 a.m., then lay down on bare boards until 2 a.m., when the vans arrived with the luggage left behind at Alford.   As the emigrants were all in bed, they and the Dispatching Officer had to help to unload, which took until 4 a.m.   Then it was back for another brief rest on the bare boards.  That morning Mrs Burton left Islington at 8.15 a.m., and an hour later was back at the depot.  She describes her day's work thus:

                                                                                                                Here I had incessant occupation up to 2.30 p.m., when we went with the people to Gravesend.   We ran down the river in a steamer in about an hour and a half, and as we came alongside the Halcione, oh, the cheers!  ........... After reaching the ship the appropriation of the berths had to be gone into; I was in the midst of this when I found that unless I at once returned to London with Mr White I should be left on board without a bed.   Mr Burton remained all night, and slept in a berth without a bed.

Before 6 p.m. next day, when a tug began to tow the Halcione  out to sea, there much else to attend to.   A child came out in measles, so a family of five and their luggage had to be got ashore and into lodgings to wait for a later ship.   John White had turned much of the emigrants' spare cash into bank drafts and had to distribute these, varying from £8 to £88, to their owners.   Mrs Burton went into the city to do some last minute shopping for the emigrants - condensed milk, sago, pins and such like.   At last with about 40 letters in their pockets to post for the emigrants, our three hard worked agents watched the ship fade into the distance.   For them it was back to the wolds, to shepherd the next big party, scheduled to sail in less than a fortnight.

                                                                 Rollo Arnold
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