


SOME ORIGINS OF THE NEW ZEALANDER'S MORAL

AND SOCIAL ATTITUDES

R.D. Arnold

To get straight into the heart of my subject I will first recount one of the many revealing little incidents which I have found while researching nineteenth century New Zealand immigration as part of a search for the shaping forces of society in Victorian New Zealand. It concerns the determined bid for colonial freedom made late in 1873

by a Berkshire farm labouring family named Cullimore, living at Clever, near Windsor. A party of emigrants was being formed by the National Agricultural Labourers' Union, to be led to New Zealand by one of its

more prominent leaders, Christopher Holloway. This union, covering much of central and southern England, was the result of the 'Revolt of the Field', a remarkable movement, spearheaded in 1872 by the village

labourer, Joseph Arch, among the downtrodden farm workers of the English countryside.
Joseph, the head of the Cullimore family, was aged 39,
and he made application on behalf of himself, his wife Ann, 38, and seven of their children, aged one to sixteen.
The family's emigration
project must have been considerably hampered by a limited literacy, Joseph himself could with difficulty sign his name (he sometimes made

his mark instead) and the eldest of his children wishing to emigrate with him, Job,16,and Fred, 14, both signed with the mark. However, probably with the help of his union comrades, Joseph succeeded in putting together an acceptable application, and in due course was selected by the New Zealand immigration authorities, and instructed to proceed by train to Plymouth on 13 December 1873, to join Holloway's party, gathering to sail on the ship Mongol.
It was now necessary for Joseph to tackle the
tricky task of giving the customary week's notice to his own and his sons' employers. The two boys, Job and Fred, were employed by a Mr Vidler, so on 6 December Cullimore saw Vidler's steward, informed him of

the family's plans, and arranged for the boys to be allowed to leave

after working out their week. To Cullimore's consternation, in the course of the week, the steward forbade the boys to leave, and followed this up by sending a letter to their father saying they could not leave as they were busy with the horses on the farm. Cullimore decided to outwit the steward, and arranged with the two lads that they should leave by train

a day ahead of the rest of the family. Accordingly at 5a.m. on Friday,12 December, the two boys crept away from their lodgings, near the steward'` house, and made for Maidenhead railway station. The steward, however, was` on the alert, and overtook them at the station. Thereupon there began a little saga of capture and escape, pursuit and recapture. Young Fred was =-' caught on the railway stairs at Maidenhead, but Job escaped, boarded the train, and travelled as far as Newbury. Meanwhile back at Maidenhead, Fre was first taken to the police station and locked up for three hours, then '. taken back to the farm, where a promise was extracted from him that he woul stay at work. However, his father was not to be so easily beaten. He sent,: an older son, William, who was not emigrating, to rescue Fred. They got away successfully, were pursued and recaptured by the steward's wife and the farm's carter, but managed to escape again. Meanwhile 16-year-old Job had not really made good his escape, for the police were waiting for him at Newbury, on the strength of a telegram from the steward. When the train arrived, he was arrested and locked up. On Saturday morning Cullimore Senior arrived in Newbury to do what he could to free his son. He managed to get Job taken before the Mayor of Newbury at his private house, but the Mayor refused to act without another magistrate, and all Cullimore gained was the transfer of the boy, under police escort, to Windsor. So far we have been concerned only with the steward's opposition - but now his master,the farmer Vidler, is brought in. The police approached Vidler for his instructions, and Vidler advised them that he refused to grant the boy a discharge for his service. Vidler sent his son to collect Job, and he took him to the farm and set him to work. Meanwhile Cullimore had decided to set out for Plymouth with such members of his family as he might succeed in extricating - possibly his fellow unionists had offered to do what they could for young Job. Finally, about midday on Sunday, 14 December, Vidler relented, and told Job to get off after his father.1

I have told this incident to illustrate the vulnerable position of the illiterate or semi-literate 'serfs of the plough' who made up a large proportion of our owrn country's founding stock. I have told it to introduce an as yet largely unexplored, but I believe vital, aspect of New Zealand history - the fact that a large proportion of our European founders were motivated by a desire to escape to freedom from a state of galling oppression.Purposely, I have avoided choosing a particularly
lurid incident. I have told it because the larger story of which it is one trivial incident is, I believe, vital to a proper understanding of

the 'origins of the New Zealander's moral and social attitudes', which I have given as my topic.
But before we look at a few of the significant strands in this aspect of the origins of our attitudes, let me briefly place the whole matter in a larger context - by posing the proposition that no community can begin to get to grips with 'values education' without first having an adequate grasp of its own history. I would suggest that in this country both Christians and secularists are hamstrung when it comes to speaking relevantly in New Zealand terns

about 'the nature of man and the meaning of human life', because our New Zealand community is non-historical, has even been subjected to anti-historical forces, with the result that New Zealanders lack an

historical grasp of who they are, how they came to be what they are, and what they might become.

Let me illustrate this non-historical situation by citing briefly first the Cullimores and their like, and then my own case. The Cullimore family settled in South Canterbury, and from telephone directories I infer that they have multiplied considerably in the

course of a century. Although I have not followed them up, I would very much doubt whether any New Zealand Cullimore born in the twentieth century has any idea of his family origins, or of the forces which led to their 12,000 mile migration. By analogy with families I have inter​viewed, I suspect they have a vague impression that their nineteenth century English forbears were happy, small landed farmers in England, who for unexplained reasons undertook the vaguely noble task of becoming 'pioneer settlers' in New Zealand. One of the very odd facts of New

Zealand history, whether at family, folk, or academic level, is that it has almost completely suppressed all reference to Joseph Arch, whose voice was ringing in the ears of thousands of our most useful founding

immigrants as they left the old land, and whose name was, according to New Zealand's Prime Minister at the time, a household word in the colony by 1873.2 I have traced the accounts of the careers of hundreds of these farm labourers' union immigrants of the 1870's, in the Cyclopaedia of New Zealand of the turn of the century, and in their obituaries published in various places, and have found that any hint of their humble

status in the English rural world, or of their link with the Revolt of the Field, has been as thoroughly suppressed as Australian researchers have found convictism to have been in their setting. This suppression is surely eloquent testimony to the humiliation of the English field

labourer, but I contend that it has now gone on quite long enough. Now to refer briefly to my own case. I am a fifth generation New Zealander, most of my first New Zealand ancestors having come in the early 1840s to the Nelson settlement, some of them, I am now sure, with some bitter memories. I grew up in a small farming backblock community that had emerged from the bush-burns of the 1880's. Neither my family, my church, nor my school gave me any information which gave any real significance to the landscape of my childhood, or the origins of that community. I am not blaming any of these institutions for this failure - I am grateful to all of them for what they did give me - for I believe they were all suffering from a failure of the historical imagination on the part of our national community. The roots of this'non-historical' outlook I now see to have been various - including the pragmatism of a pioneer, frontier community; the parasitism of the colonial mind; the non-conformist rebellion against the historic national church, begun in the old world and continued in the new; the psychological "repression" of a deep hurt inflicted by the old World class system on the founding generation. It is all very forgiveable, but it does not need to go on. It is a curious fact that I got nearer to a psychological understanding of my colonial forebears when talking in 1972 to certain Englishmen who have kept their memory of the village labourers' past alive, than I have ever got in talking to a New Zealander.

But why, you may ask, is it important to an understanding of the nature of man, and a study of values education, that we should get to grips in a more adequate way with our New Zealand past? It is important

because, as Rollo May puts it, 'history is every man's cultural body', and,

as he further says

"ethics have their psychological base in the capacities of the human being to transcend the concrete situation of the immediate self-oriented desire and to live in the dimensions of past and future..." 3

To this I would add my comment that I believe we can only live realistically in the dimension of the future if we have a realistic grasp of the dimension of the past. If I may grossly over-simplify, it seems to me that for too long New Zealanders have been trying to get by living parasitically on a memory of the British past, and dreaming of an American future. But I sense, I hope correctly, an increasing determination to possess a past and future that is more truly our own. On this same theme, may I quote the eminent European historian, Golo Mann:

"a person who knows no past will be unable to grasp any future. The futurologist Karl Marx, who today is once more idolised, was in his own way an important historian." 4

To me, it seems clear that one reason why Christianity and Marxism have been such potent forces in shaping our world, is that both of them, when they are true to themselves, have a firm grasp of the dimensions of past and future. In the same article, Golo Mann discusses the connection between alienation and the loss of historical consciousness:

"... A person to whom his past is alien, who despises

it or loses the memory of it, becomes alien to himself; and the same applies ... to society. Therefore when we speak of "overcoming alienation" it seems to me, unlike our revolutionaries, that the recovery or re-establish​ment of historical consciousness is part of the task." 5

I have briefly referred to some of the influences which have tended to make the New Zealand community 'non-historical'. Before leaving the topic, I must briefly point out that the present mood of Western civilization serves only to reinforce this tendency. Various influences have brought about the feeling that history is irrelevant. Thus Marcel writes of

"those dissimulating forces which are all working toward what might be called a neutralization of the past; and whose conjoint effort consists in arousing in contemporary man a feeling of what I should like to call insulation in time." 6

I believe that this is an unfortunate tendency, and that the future, for good or ill, will be most potently influenced by those who resist it. And I see the major challenge facing New Zealand not as being concerned with the Gross National Product, or with balance of payments, but as being a matter of whether we can draw from our past an under​standing of ourselves and of our possibilities sufficient to give point and purpose to our own lives, and to our influence in the world community.

Let us now return to the founding years of pakeha New Zealand - the four decades 1840-1880 - and examine the emotions and attitudes which the Old World bequeathed to the new community. My own researches have concentrated on the 1870's, the decade which saw the largest influx of the founding period. The labouring class immigrants of the 'seventies were far more articulate than those of earlier years, and left far more records expressing their feelings and values, but what they were giving expression to was, I believe, common also to the less vocal immigrants of the preceding decades. I have also narrowed my field to concentrate

on the English village labourer. Despite some widely-held views to the contrary, I believe that there is overwhelming evidence that the founding stock of colonial New Zealand was predominantly rural in origins. To understand ourselves, we must go to the villages of the Old World, and for the sake of simplicity I propose to concentrate on village England.

The village labourers of early and mid-Victorian England were one of the most despised and oppressed groups in the Europe of that time. For all their theoretical constitutional liberties (which, however, did not include the vote) they were in practical terms worse off than most European serfs, who had at least retained rights to the soil. Let us summarise the position of the man pillorised by his contemporaries as 'Hodge', in the measured words of two modern social historians - E.J. Hobsbawm and George Rude:

"It is difficult to find words for the degradation which the coming of industrial society brought to the English country labourer; the men who had been "a bold peasantry, a country's pride", the sturdy and energetic "peasantry" whom eighteenth century writers had so readily contrasted with the starveling Frenchmen, were to be described by a visiting American in the 1840's as "servile, broken-spirited and severely straitened in their means of living.." Everything conspired to impoverish and to demoralise them. They lost what little traditional right and security they had, and gained instead not even the theoretical hope which capitalism held out to the urban labourer, the legal equality of rights in the liberal society, the possibility of ceasing to be a proletarian.
Instead, another, less human, more unequal hierarchy closed in upon them - the farmer who talked to then like a squire, the squire who drove them out for partridge and hares, the collective conspiracy of the village rich who took their commons, and gave them instead their charity in return for their servility, and on whose whim depended their livelihood. They did not even sell their birthright for a mess of pottage. They simply lost it. They and they alone paid for the failure of British rural society to combine tradition and capitalism, for they got the benefits and hopes of neither." 7

By the sweat of his brow the despised 'Hodge' provided for the needs of his so-called 'betters', the fine-living squires and aristocrats; the increasingly affluent, hunting and dining farmers; the gentlemanly clergy, largely corrupted by this class system. The as yet almost untold story of the peopling of colonial New Zealand is largely the story of 'Hodge' casting the only vote allowed to him, the vote of his feet, in rejection of this ordering of society. As I have already suggested, the awareness of his degradation has been largely suppressed in our national memory. I think it is important that we now endeavour to recapture some of the deep emotions involved. One who can help us is the poet John Masefield, born in 1876, and growing up in the labouring world of rural Herefordshire. In The Everlasting Mercy he has given forthright expression to the rebellion of Saul Kane, a hard-drinking poacher, depicted as born in 1841, and so a contemporary of the founders of colonial New Zealand, most of whom would have well known what he was

talking about, and probably have shared many of his feelings. We take up the poem at a point where Saul Kane, well primed with liquor, leaves the village inn, seething with a sense of social injustice.

Out into the street I ran uproarious The devil dancing in me glorious. And as I ran I yell and shriek

"Come on, now, turn the other cheek." Across the way by almshouse pump I see old puffing parson stump.

Old parson, red-eyed as a ferret

From nightly wrestlings with the spirit;

I ran across, and barred his path. His turkey gills went red as wrath And then he froze, as parsons can.

"The police will deal with you, my man." "Not yet," said I, "not yet they won't; And now you'll hear me, like or don't. The English Church both is and was

A subsidy of Caiaphas.

I don't believe in Prayer nor Bible,

They're lies all through, and you're a libel, A libel on the Devil's plan

When first he miscreated man.

You mumble through a formal code

To get which martyrs burned and glowed. I look on martyrs as mistakes,

But still they burned for it at stakes;

Your only fire's the jolly fire

Where you can guzzle port with Squire, And back and praise his damned opinions About his temporal dominions.

You let him give the man who digs,

A filthy hut unfit for pigs, Without a well, without a drain,

With mossy thatch that lets in rain, Without a 'lotment, 'less he rent it, And never meat, unless he scent it,

But weekly doles of 'leven shilling

To make a grown man strong and willing, To do the hardest work on earth

And feed his wife when she gives birth,

And feed his little children's bones.

I tell you, man, the Devil groans. With all your main and all your might You back what is against what's right;

You let the Squire do things like these, You back him in't and give him ease, You take his hand, and drink his wine,

And he's a hog, but you're a swine.

For you take gold to teach God's ways And teach man how to sing God's praise.

And now I'll tell you what you teach In downright honest English speech. "You teach the ground-down starving man

That Squire's greed's Jehovah's plan. You get his learning circumvented

Lest it should make him discontented (Better a brutal, starving nation

Than men with thoughts above their station),

You let him neither read nor think, You goad his wretched soul to drink And then to jail, the drunken boor;

0 sad intemperance of the poor,

You starve his soul till it's rapscallion, Then blame his flesh for being stallion.

"And you whom luck taught French and Greek Have purple flaps on either cheek,

A stately house, and time for knowledge, And gold to send your sons to college,

That pleasant place, where getting learning Is also key to money earning,

But quite your damn'dest want of grace 

Is what you do to save your face; 

The way you sit astride the gates 

By padding wages out of rates;

Your Christmas gifts of shoddy blankets 

That every working soul may thank its Loving parson, loving squire

Through whom he can't afford a fire. 

Your well-packed bench, your prison pen, 

To keep them something less than men; 

Your friendly clubs to help 'em bury, 

Your charities of midwifery.

Your bidding children duck and cap 

To them who give them workhouse pap. 

0, what you are, and what you preach, 

And what you do, and what you teach 

Is not God's Word, nor honest schism, 

But Devil's cant and pauperism."

In hundreds of letters written by New Zealand immigrants from rural England, and preserved in the files of the newspapers of the 'Revolt of the Field', I have found thoughts and feelings similar to those expressed by Saul Kane in this poem. Let me quote brief extracts from letters written home by three farm labourer immigrants, each the head of a family:

Hodges Swain, late of Eltham, Kent, writing 17 May 1874:

I believe that we shall be more happy here than in England if we look to God and do His will. I very often think of the slaves in England and the empty bellies. A man is drove to be dishonest in England, but here there is no call for him to be if he will work ... Tell several of the farmers round about Eltham that I thank them for turning their backs upon me or else I should not have come.

John Traves, late of north Lincolnshire, writing early 1875: The "boss" is with us working, and sits down and smokes his pipe and chats like yourself. There is no bowing and scraping here to Mr Woolley, as you do, and then you are worn out from old age, sent to the slaughter-house, as my poor old father was at that cursed union, where he pined to death.
I would rather die in a ditch. The wife has been tying [sheaves], and she earned three pounds in seven days - that "crazy Jane" you can tell old doctor rabbit-jaws; you know what that is. I have been bid 8/- a week for Charles, with meat and lodings, but I have not let him out at present. There's no fear of letting them out when you like.

Stephen Rout, late of Hampshire, writing 24 December 1874: [He first recounts his household's preparations for celebrating Christmas, then continues:]
I can now fancy old Bowsey slipping about from door to door asking who was at church last Sunday; if they were not no blanket or soup, nor yet any coals. Thank God I do not want any now, he would not give me any last year. The Good Templars gave two cows to an Orphan Asylum. I should like you to

have seen the procession when we presented them. We dressed them in ribbons, and now one of them has got a calf, and they are christened Faith, Hope and Charity..." 8

It is not difficult to amass evidence to prove that the village labourer in Victorian England was commonly half-starved, hovel-housed, ill-schooled or unschooled, and pressured into abject servitude. Whence, then, did he draw the inspiration, strength and discipline for the brave, dignified assertion of his manhood that the Revolt of the Field represented? Largely, it would seem, from the village chapel. Joseph Arch himself was a Primitive Methodist lay preacher, and many of the humble labourers who became leaders in his movement had gained their vision of social justice from their Christian faith, and their skills as public speakers and organisers of men, from their work in the village chapels. Let us cite one of Arch's men who eventually came to New Zealand. Among the twelve farm labourers who formed the original executive of the National Agricultural Labourers' Union was George Allington. For over two years he worked as an organiser of the movement, carrying the standard of the Revolt through 22 English counties. On 20 September 1874 the Primitive Methodist chapel at Allington's home village, Stretton-on-Dunsmore in Warwickshire, was packed to hear him preach his farewell sermon. The following morning he left to lead a party of 200 unionists to New Zealand. He lived out the rest of a long life humbly as a labourer at Rangiora, no doubt proud of the independence which his freehold home and quarter acre section gave to him.

In mid- and late-Victorian times the New Zealand community threshed out a social consensus in tune with the aspirations of a people pre​dominantly of George Allington's class and background. One might almost say that New Zealand became the English village remade in terms of the rural labourer's dreams. Gone was the arrogance of privilege and rank; democratic and bureaucratic institutions took over the direction of the local community. Land laws were enacted, aimed at sharing the ownership of the soil widely and with a rough equality. The rural folk ideal became quarter-acre section. An English observer early this century found that even the city of Auckland had a village flavour.9 The ideal of the common school was abroad in the land - a deliberate reaction against the class rifts in the schooling of rural England. Crawford Somerset's Littledene is an excellent picture of how it had all worked out by the 1930's.10 It takes on a deeper meaning when one reads it against the English village past. The obsession with food for example. Observers of the English village labourer in Victorian times were often amazed not only at how little food he had, but at how poor it was in quality and variety. For example, milk was a rarity in the English cottage. Meat could only be afforded once or twice a week - and then it was usually the 'cast-offs' of the labourer's 'betters' - the feet, head and offal of the. beast.
It is no wonder that Littledene revelled in its food – three heavy meals a day, morning and afternoon teas to out-Beeton Mrs Beeton - 'a cream-sponge-cake six inches high, with two inches of whipped cream in its depths.' The home life centring on the kitchen must also stem from the cottage past, and 'the "front-room" with its formal furniture, palm-stand and ornaments' standing practically unused, provides a silent but eloquent testimony on a community that has 'gone up a class' without quite knowing what to do about it. And the 'seven unlovely wooden buildings', that are Littledene's churches are evidence of a diverse background of history, that has lost a large part of its meaning. The two captions in front of Littledene's most popular social institution provide a neat commentary on much of our country's social history, one reading 'Littledene Workingmen's Club', the other 'Members' Cars Only'. We are essentially working men who have prospered. Our problem is no longer making a living, but finding what living is for. Littied_,ne has something to say on this, too, but we must leave it, to hurry to the problems of the late twentieth century. Let us ask what are some of the limitations of the colonial social consensus, as we face the 1970's.

The 'secular' approach to state schooling, with its anaemic neutrality on the more basic issues of life, is one such limitation. It is, of course, widely recognised that this arose, not from a wide​spread repudiation of Christian belief, but from denominational sus​picion and rivalry. What is not so widely understood is that the 'secular' approach also gained strength from the deep determination among many English immigrants that they would have no more 'parsons' schools, inculcating attitudes of deference and imparting Anglican claims to ecclesiastical privilege. In his biography Joseph Arch

shows how bitter could be the resentment at this widespread misuse of the village school.
It needs also to be noted that colonial 'nonconformists'
willingly accepted the 1877 Act because they had a false confidence that as they had countered the 'parsons school' in the old village with their highly successful Sunday Schools, so in the colony they would succeed in supplementing the secular day school. Scots Presbyterians had the same misplaced self-confidence. Only the Anglicans, already aware of how

poorly their church functioned in the colonial setting, had a reasonably

realistic view of what the future held. The causes of the churches' failure to carry out their intentions are now fairly clear to hindsight, but the New Zealand community has never really faced the consequence of departing from its British past at this point.

The passage of time has meanwhile given us a problem with which the colonial consensus cannot be expected to help us - the need for a history which speaks to us about our own past, our own condition, our own future. I sense in the New Zealand community a growing hunger for a relevant history, but I do not see how our schools can meet it from a 'secular'

stance. Whether academic history should adopt a studied detachment is today widely and seriously questioned; but of one thing I am certain; if history is ever to say anything effective and valuable to our folk

and our young people, it will not do so unless it is involved, and filled with relevant emotion and moral purpose. But at the heart of the history of the New Zealand people there are deep religious issues, without which the story loses its truth and meaning.

For example, an important element in the thought of the Revolt of the Field, and of the emigration to New Zealand with which it became

involved, was the belief on the part of the village labourers that they were co-operating with Divine Providence. Let me quote two contemporary expressions of this. In May 1874 John H. White, a grocer and draper in the north Lincolnshire village of Laceby, addressed his fellow-villagers, as a newly appointed local agent of the New Zealand immigration organisation. After speaking of the widespread poverty in the district, and the coming of the rural Revolt, he proceeded:

"I cannot but think that your state of unsettledness, and the urgent need of labour in the colonies occurring as they do together indicate God's hand in the matter, and that in going forth to "replenish the earth and subdue it", you will be hastening the onward march of events, and the accomplishment of divine purpose in Christ's coming Kingdom." 11

My other example is from a speech by Christopher Holloway, who, after leading the party of unionists to New Zealand in 1874, and touring the country as a guest of the government, returned to England and told his fellow villagers at Wootten in Oxfordshire that:

"When the Almighty had great work to be done, He raised up suitable instruments for accomplishing it, and he believed that their noble President, Joseph Arch, was raised up by Divine Providence to be deliverer of the farm labourers, as Moses was to be the deliverer of the Israelites." 12

The flow of history gives considerable point to this widely held conviction. In 1874 the farmers over a large area of south and east England set out to smash the unions. Many farm labourers faced the options of denying their manhood and handing over their union cards to their employers, or accepting eviction from their hones and a loss of their livelihood. Where could they flee? North America? But neither the U.S.A. nor Canada offered free passages to immigrants, and many of these labourers could not even afford the railway fare to a port of embarkation.
Worse, late in 1873, the U.S.A. entered on its
deepest depression of the nineteenth century, sending a backwash of earlier immigrants home to Britain. The way of escape was provided when, also late in 1873, New Zealand for the first time offered completely free passages to labourers and their families, with a special welcome to farm workers. And where else could the English rural labourer have been better suited at this stage in history? The climate was right, there was virgin land waiting to be tilled, and a

paternal government to smooth the path to land ownership. The 'fortuitous' appearance of refrigerated ships a year or two later made it even easier for the newcomers to shape the yeoman paradise of their dreams. No wonder in their later years they agreed with Seddon

that they had come to God's Own Country.

I see a great deal to be gained by telling this story as our fore‑
fathers saw and felt it, and I consider that a teacher who shares this

Christian faith in an over-ruling Divine Providence, should be advantaged thereby in the telling. We have just seen in Vietnam the

dynamic power of a conviction among the common people that they are working with the forces that shape history. Why should not our children be made aware of what many of us believe to have been a much nobler and truer conviction, which was a potent force in the shaping of our countryside and our society? Any why should not the story be told against the background of the historic exodus from Egypt, which meant

so much to many of our Revolt of the Field forefathers, as it

does, indeed,to many of the oppressed in our world today?
And if some of our pupils form personal convictions of a moral and spiritual purpose being worked out in their own lives and times, have they and their country lost anything

thereby?
Rather, would not any New Zealanders be enriched by entering fully into the spirit of the clarion cry with which the union greeted the free passages to New Zealand?

"Not a farm labourer in England but should rush from the

old doomed country to such a paradise as New Zealand ...

The exiled labourers will be requited for their ages of

suffering as a class in the Eden of New Zealand, and

avenged for all the spoliation they have suffered from

the plundering landed aristocracy, and a mean, thought‑
less set of farmers by leaving them ..., by taking them‑
selves off as fast as ships and steamers will take them

to the land of promise; - A GOOD LAND ... A LAND OF OIL,

OLIVES AND HONEY:
- A LAND WHERE IN THOU MAY'ST EAT

BREAD WITHOUT SCARCENESS:
THOU SHALT NOT LACK ANYTHING

IN IT..

Away then, farm labourers, away!
New Zealand is the promised land for you;and the Moses that will lead you is ready." 13

The way in which a people see (or fail to see) their history is a powerful shaping influence on their lives. If our forefathers had kept alive the story of an exodus in which English rural unions peopled much of the New Zealand countryside, might not things have worked out differently and better? For example, would Prime Minister Massey have been able so easily to unleash his rural 'cossacks' on the unfortunate waterside unionists in 1913? Might not town and country have been drawn closer down through the years? And would the injustice of the land wars by which the Maori people were so widely dispossessed, have gone so long unconfessed and unrequited, if the pakeha settler had not been so quick to forget the rock from which he himself was hewn? Shall we not be able better to contribute to a world afflicted by widespread oppression, if we as a people draw insight from our own history, both as oppressed and as oppressors. Are we sure that our people and our countryside are as enriched with historic meaning as was the Aotearoa of the pre-European Maori? And is not a sense of meaning a basic requirement for worthwhile values education in our secondary schools?

I hope that in this short paper I have succeeded in making some​thing of a case for the grounding of values education in a sense of history, and have demonstrated, at least in a small measure, that our past has Christian dimensions which are directly relevant to values education. I have had time to glance at only one topic in our history and one strand of Christian belief. I will conclude by sketching in the broadest of strokes the position which emerges from my line of thought.
It seems to me that the Christian faith is so deeply involved in the origins of the values that have shaped our community

that it must be taken into serious account in any honest approach to

values education. I would suggest that what we need to do as a nation

is to recognise an agreed groundwork of values, and then commit ourselves to them afresh in our educational endeavours. I would suggest that we give body to these beliefs by drawing on the colour and emotions of our

people's history. And I would suggest that as these values will undoubtedly be such as can be undergirded by basic Christian beliefs, the Christian teacher should be not only permitted, but expected, to draw inspiration from this source, making his own commitment explicit, provided always, of course, that he shows respect for persons. This groundwork of values would doubtless contain affirmations on such

matters as:

* the unique worth of the human person

* the supreme value of caring concern in human relations

* the responsibility to use one's talents both for self‑

fulfilment and for the common good

* the responsibility to conserve and enhance the environment

* the responsibility to do justice to the memory of our forefathers

* the responsibility to pass on a worthy heritage to those who follow us

The Christian undergirding for these values would draw on the Christian consensus concerning God's acts of creation, providence and redemption. I personally believe that this Christian consensus is true to ultimate reality, and that it has been the most potent force in the building of our New Zealand moral heritage.

In other words, I am in agreement with the section on 'Values' in the Report of the Educational Development Conference working party on Educational Aims and Objectives. The Report contends that in view of the changes which the last 100 years have brought:

"we should no longer hold on to the "secular clause" doctrine that morality should be based solely on a

regard for the well-being of mankind without any discussion of the religious or philosophical bases from which people

draw their inspiration." 14

The working party believes that there is no topic which cannot or should not, be discussed rationally and tolerantly in today's classrooms. To this I must say 'Yes, I agree', but you are not fully facing the problem. Reason and tolerance are not enough, For they do not of themselves provide the drive that gives value and meaning to life. It is in decision and commitment that men and women 'find themselves' and that history is shaped. If they are not to be ineffectual drifters, men must find gods to worship, from whom they can draw drive and inspiration for their lives. And both history and the lives of men and women around us show that it is possible to give one's devotion to false gods - to 'Gods that Fail'. The Christian will agree that science, democracy, patriotism, art, sex, can all be good things, but he must go on, to say that, when given the ultimate devotion of a man or a nation, they become perverse - false gods - and lead inevitably to frustration or destruction. And in challenging men to decision between the false and the true, the Christian's basic appeal is to history: the true God is He who keeps his word. The Christian believes that this God's promised land is no illusion.
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