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Foreword
In late August 2001, I received a copy of this manuscript from Barbara Wells of New Zealand, as well as other articles and clippings related to G. H. White. I dreamed of creating a digital reproduction but am not a typist, and the photocopy was not of clear enough quality to permit using Optical Character Recognition (OCR) to create one. So the dream remained unfulfilled. 
 
Probably due to the trauma of 9/11 shortly after, I failed to integrate these materials into my database. They were filed and forgotten until recently. I have taken the opportunity to include them in the Appendix of this ebook.
 
Several months ago, Dr. Phil White scanned his version of the same manuscript and shared a PDF version with me. I was able to use OCR to create a fair digital copy. I then had to proof the file, correcting issues with the OCR processing. 
 
I have retained the manuscript’s page numbers which were at the top of each page, and have maintained the original page breaks. This permits someone with access to a manuscript copy to easily navigate this digital version.  I have also retained the indentation style and other formatting, as best I can within my limited publishing skills.  The table of contents is an addition based upon the author’s headings for each sketch. It is lengthy but may assist in quickly getting to a specific sketch of interest.  The author used several styles in the headings of his sketches, sometimes in all capitals and sometimes underlined. I have chosen to render them all in one format, particularly to standardize the resulting table of contents.
 
I am a Canadian, transplanted to the US. This means I am familiar with Canadian and American  ways to spell words. However, this manuscript uses word variations that were unfamiliar to me, but I see that they are British variations, so I have left them intact in this document.  Examples are “waggon” and “travelling.”
 
Due to my genealogical interests, I have inserted some additional information about some people referenced by the author. 
 
To place myself in the context of the White’s of Ludborough, I am the great-grandson of Thomas Boothby White. He was one of the “famous 25” mentioned by the author. He and several siblings were part of the first White generation to emigrate from England, to what became Canada. In turn, George Herbert White, the author, was the grandson of George Patchett White, an older brother of my T.B. White. He was part of the second and third generations of White’s to emigrate, this time to New Zealand. 
 
My genealogical research is available online at https://moffatfamilyhistory.com/. Feel free to lookup familiar names, and to explore our roots. You can find G. H. White at George Herbert White, person page. Note that this online database does not contain anyone that I am unaware of their being deceased. In other words, I assume people are living unless I have a source confirming their death, and they are excluded from being published online. 
 
I hope by publishing this ebook, I can enable present and future generations to remain familiar with our family history.
 
Rick Moffat
24 May 2024
Mesa, AZ
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Birth and Ancestry.
It has been said that every man should record the chief events of his life, if not for the benefit of posterity, at least for the interest of his immediate  descendants. It has been a matter of regret to me that my father failed to do this, for his life was particularly full and varied. decidedly varied, but I could certainly never hope to deal with its events in chronological sequence , 0r even in accordance with the last three syllables of that adjective. But to heve a chronological start, here goes!
 
I was born on the 6th of August, l867.Naturally I have no recollection of the event, but the statement is not mere hearsay, for in black and white in the Family Bible appears this entry:-
“George Herbert, son of the above John Hobson and Emma 
Jane White, born August 6th, 1867, at 9.l5 p.m. Tuesday.”
 
A few years later I learned that the weather at the time was so hot that Mother lay in bed with practically no bedclothes on, and the nurse sat with me on the staircase, to try to keep me cool. It was difficult for my juvenile mind to reconcile this with what I had been led to believe was the reason for mothers staying in bed when there was a new arrival was "to keep the baby warm." It is scarcely necessary to add that in those days there were no such institutions as maternity homes.
 
Among my earliest memories is that of sitting on a hassock at the foot of my great-grandmother in a thatched cottage at Ludborough, my father's birthplace, six miles from Louth, Lincolnshire. The wonderful thing about her was that she had had 25 children, 18 of whom lived--all single births. Mugs with their names on them stood on the mantelpiece, the living on one side of the clock and the dead on the other. With so many mouths to feed she had to bake the rye bread three weeks before they ate it. Her portrait had been drawn by the daughter of the Vicar, and I have a photograph of that drawing.
 
When the railway from Boston to Grimsby was built, it passed within about half a mile of her cottage, but she never went in a train; she thought it would be "tempting Providence." Several of her sons emigrated to Canada, crossing " the big dyke" and nearly breaking her heart, but her last days were made more comfortable by remittances from overseas. I remember as a small boy walking in her funeral procession to the village churchyard, as was the country custom in those days.
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My great-grand-father, Michael White, died a long time before as the result of a fall from a stack or waggon in haymaking. (Editor: he died 13 Mar 1865.)
 
A few further ancestral details may perhaps appropriately appear here. My grandfather, George Patchett White, was the son-about the sixth child-- of the aforesaid. He also died before my birth (Editor: he died 25 Dec 1864), probably because of a fall when sliding on a frozen pond with his boys. His wife was a Miss Hobson and they had a family of eight, of whom my father, John Hobson White, was the eldest. Mother’s  maiden name was Emma Jane Wales. They were married in Brunswick Wesleyan Chapel, Leeds. Mother had been left an orphan quite young, and cared for by a maiden aunt, whom I always knew as Auntie Wales.
 
Father's father was a grocer and draper at Ludborough, while mothers father had been a jeweler in Boars Lane, Leeds. Fathers ancestry was definitely Anglo-Saxon., and Mother was of Norman descent, so I inherited a mixture of plebeian and aristocratic blood. Father received secondary education (a somewhat rare thing for ordinary people in those days) in Cresswell's Grammar School at Louth. He learnt some Latin and less Greek. In my library I am proud to possess two small copies of the New Testament, that were his, one in Greek and the other in Latin, the latter of which bears the master's elaborate penmanship the following inscription:
John Hobson White,
LUDBOROUGH.
A Reward from
Samuel Cresswell
Northgate Academy, LOUTH.
Midsummer, l856.
Later he was clerk in ironworks in Yorkshire, and then was in business at Laceby, where I was born.
 
Mother went to Boarding School, where she learnt French and drawing and music, and, then was governess in a private family in Yorkshire, where she met Father. She had learnt the piano for five years and taught it five years.
 
Through Father my ancestry can be traced for four generations, but on Mother's side for nine positively, and probably for another seven generations beyond that. Father was fair complexioned, short of stature, quick, active and optimistic, while Mother was very dark, of medium height, and of an artistic, nervous temperament. My parents, therefore, were contrasts in many ways, but lovingly devoted to each other and to us children.
 
It is scarcely necessary to say more here about our numerous connections, except to add that in the early 90’s we found that in one town, Collingwood, Ontario, Canada, there were l00 descendants of three branches, while in New Plymouth, N.Z. there were 30 of us, representing one branch of the notorious 25.
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Very Early Events.
But to return to the earliest period of my life, when I was approximately one day of age, Brighteye, a neighbor and customer, whom very few knew by his proper name, Mr. Went, came into the shop with a penny for the new baby and that was how I, so early in life, became a capitalist. Also, within a day or two, Father took me, wrapped in a blanket, across the rad, to introduce me to two elderly, crippled maiden sisters, probably the sufferers of poliomyelitis, though it had never been heard of then. This, of course was a most improper thing for him to do, especially before Mother had been "churched."
 

Early Events.
A bit of infantile meddlesomeness, which caused an hour's inconvenience and worry, has been told me. The brass pan of the shop scales was one day missing, and despite a thorough search of the premises by all the household, could not be found. Suspicion fell upon me, enjoying my afternoon siesta, but it was feared that, though responsible, the baby would have forgotten what he had done with it. When I woke up, they took me into the shop, showed me the scales, and asked where the missing part was. I at once led the way to the scullery and pointed to a handbasin containing dirty water, at the bottom of which was the article required.
 
A more serious piece of naughtiness at a later date has been reported. When repeating my usual evening prayer, I refused to say, "God bless Pa." It was evident he had displeased me in some way. Mother used all her persuasive powers to bring me to a better frame of mind, but to no purpose--there was definite, obstinate defiance. As a punishment I was to sit in my high chair, with nothing to eat or drink but dry bread and cold water until I repented. Sleep finally overcame the culprit, but I understand the punishment continued for some hours the next morning, and doubtless the tussle hurt the feelings of the mothėr as much as, if not more than her son's.
 

Sad Confessions.
Another example of innate wickedness is vividly remembered by me. Father found it necessary to punish me for some misbehaviour, the nature of which is quite forgotten. He took me through to a back room, which was in use as a warehouse. He said "You are just big enough now to reach the latch, aren't you? " I answered, "Yes." 
 
"Then when you are a good boy, you can come out and tell me you are sorry and will not do it again, I will forgive you."
 
When he closed the door I sat down on a bag of some kind of merchandise, and said to myself, "I will never open that door and then they will be sorry when they find me dead here." Needless to say, after sone quiet meditation, finding it would take me longer to die than I had at first thought, I changed my mind, opened the door, and so am still alive to tell the tale.
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Language Problems.
To switch over from moral delinquencies to early linguistic misunderstandings, just after the arrival of my little baby brother, Sydney Wales, Miss Sowerby asked me (in chapel of all places) what we were going to call him. My reply was "Pince (sic) of Miss Wales." I must have heard some reference to the Price (sic) of Wales (afterwards Edward VII) and confused him with my great-aunt Wales, whom visitors of course called Miss Wales. I have no recollection of the occurrence, but Miss Sowerby had to seek enlightenment from another source. At a little later date I remember wishing my brother had an easier name to spell, such as Tom or Joe, instead of Sydney.
 
Hearing someone speak of the Wesleyan Chapel, and knowing that thy never whistled at our Chapel, I imagined it was the little Primitive Methodist Chapel, near the Stockwell Lane village pump, and pictured a row of boys sitting on the wall in front of the building, whistling for the Sunday service. Let me explain in partial excuse for my error, that in the Lincolnshire dialect the participial ending -ing is always minus the 'g', and the aspirated 'wh' was never heard, so 'whistling" would be pronounce “wislin."
 
Later still I read, painted in small capital letters over our shop door, "Linseed to sell tea, coffee and tobacco. That was my misreading of "Licensed to sell tea, coffee and tobacco," which would no doubt cause some astonishment in these enlightened times. 
 
In Victorian days in every well-regulated family it was the custom to say grace before and after meals, and no-one was expected to leave the table until the head of the family had "returned thanks." My Father's "grace before meat" was the following: "Sanctify, 0 Lord, we pray Thee, these Thy mercies to our use, and us to Thy service." It was the last phrase that intrigued me, as it seemed to be somehow related to making clean the cup and platter; "and duster Thy service" I took to refer to the best dinner service, which, being us ed only occasionally, might natur- (sic) accumulate the dust.
 
This reminds me of two amusing little misunderstandings (not my own, but those of my, brother Sydney, and many years later, of my daughter, Edna.).The former, in Toplady's hymn, was in the habit of singing, "Save from froth and make me pure," presumably associating it with- bath night, when in the cleansing process the soap suds sometimes got into his eyes.
 
Edna, who had been singing Sankey's hymn's one evening with her Mother, could not remember who it was in the hymn that Jesus loved, and got her mother to sing it through to
her. She objected to the version "Jesus loves Eva and me" preferring "Jesus loves Dada and me." She said "Eva isn't loved."
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Lastly, under this heading of language troubles, soon after the Lạceby Temperance Hall had been built, a scheme in which Father had taken a prominent part, news was received that someone was coming from Grimsby to "take" the Temperance Hall, and I was very anxious to witness its removal, and was allowed to accompany Father. A photographer took it all right and us as well. I still have a copy of the little photo in which we appear, but the Hall still remained where it was.
 
By the way, it was before the days of films or even dry plates, and the photographer had to bring with him from town a dark room in the shape of a small light-proof tent in which to sensitize his plate just before exposure, and Oh what a strong smell of collodion accompanied this elaborate performance.
 

Visit to Leeds.
What probably is really my very earliest memory includes two little incidents in a visit to Leeds with Mother and Aunt Wales. First, of being in a hairdresser's upper story, looking down on the busy street below, one of the aforesaid ladies sitting in turn, with me on her knee while the other received sartorial attention. When my nurses exchanged positions I still enjoyed the scene. The other was going behind a high-backed chair in a dimly lighted room with a little distant cousin to look into a drawer containing her toys.
 
In connection with that visit I have heard Mother tell on more than one occasion what I have completely forgotten. In one of the principal streets where we were walking was a fine carriage and pair with groom and footman, waiting for a lady who was in the shop. I darted from my guardians to climb into the carriage, and was just caught with my foot on the step and was hauled back, crying,  "My geegee, my geegee," to the amusement of onlooker and the confusion of my companions. A nice exhibition of my aristocratic tastes !
 

An accident.
At the age of not more than four, there was an event which I think will never fade from my memory. The scene was the Laceby village square, which was triangular in shape with two public-houses, close neighbours, on the more elevated side of the triangle. On a fine summer day Mother had taken her two children for an outing, baby Sydney in an old basket-ware perambulator, with his big brother Herbert helping to push the pram. Just in front of the two public-houses we stopped suddenly, because we heard the approach of a noisy steam traction engine, and saw the man 100 yards ahead of it carrying a red flag, the legal necessary warning of the approach of a self-propelled vehicle. The fearsome machine had scarcely come into view round the corner, when one of the steam pipes burst, scalding the driver, while the noise and general confusion were enough to frighten anybody. Mother seized the baby and (as she thought) me, and ran into the shelter of the Nag's Head Inn for the first and last time in
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her life, only to find to her horror that she had saved some unknown boy of about my size, and turning, saw me running down the hill and rescuing the retreating pram within a very short distance of a heavy farm waggon travelling very fast up the slope drawn by a team of run-away, terrified horses, midst a scene of the utmost confusion. But I had saved the pram, and triumphantly dragged it up to mother. It seemed strange that she failed to appreciate duly the heroism her eldest son had displayed in saving from almost certain destruction the dear old pram in which I had been wheeled many a time, and which now belonged to my little baby brother Sydney.
 

An Umbrella.
Another occurrence, far less serious, terrified me much more--infact (sic) quite unmanned (or perhaps unboyed ) me. A small umbrella had been given me as a birthday present, and Mother had more than once seriously cautioned me, "If you are not more careful how you hold that umbrella you will have it blown inside out." One squally day while I was al one on a  little errand in the village the dreaded catastrophe occurred. Fortunately it was in High Street, where the houses were close together, and I ran and knocked urgently on the nearest door. The people knew me well--they were a kindly old Methodist couple--Mr. and Mrs. Keel answered the knock promptly, but just at that moment the wind had righted my umbrella, and I blurted out, "It's all right, thank you," and ran away, giving no opportunity for questions. The lady wondered what had happened to me, and had to make enquiries of my parents before she could understand what had been the matter. They of course thought I was a silly little boy.
 

The Class Meeting.
Another very early memory was going with Mother to a Sunday afternoon class-Meeting--meeting in class was a test of membership of the Wesleyan Methodist Church in those days. The class leader was Mr. Charlie Horton, an old man with a cleft upper lip, who started the tunes, and vas also the chapel keeper, living on the premises, who in the winter had to get up at 3 in the morning to light the furnace in the basement, from which hot air came up through gratings in the aisles to warn the chapel. This building vas of brick, erected in 1853 at a cost of £1200, and would seat 478 persons in a village of l000 population, in which there was also a Primitive Methodist Chapel, and of course the Established English Church. Our Chapel stood on the corner at the top of New Chapel Lane, while my birthplace was at the bottom of the parallel 0ld Chapel Lane .
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The Wesleyan Chapel.
How well I remember the winding staircase to the gallery, with the red curtains on brass rods behind our pew to keep the draft from the stairs off our heads, and the home-made stools of wooden boxes covered with carpet on which we children could kneel at prayer and on which we could stand so as to see over the back of the pew below us. That was in the days of the family pew. I also recall the curtains in front of the choir gallery (often spoken of then as the orchestra) which could be drawn on one side during the sermon to let the singers look down at the preacher in the pulpit below them, or if they preferred could sit behind them unobserved by the congregation.
 
By the way, I thought the brass rods on which the curtains  hung were the pipes from which the music was produced that came from the noisy Alexandre harmonium, and when Sankey's first little edition was published and I heard the organist play "sweeping through the gates of the New Jerusalem" as a concluding voluntary, didn't I wish to be able some day to play difficult music like that on such a grand instrument. Then in the choir was Rose Metcalfe, whose voice I admired --though Mother did not-- because you could hear her above the rest of the singers in tho chapel.
 

The Class Rooms.
To return to the Society Class. There were two class rooms upstairs between the chapel and the school-room, reached from the school yard by a steep and dark staircase. We turned to the room on the right of the landing, and there was a corresponding room on the left into which I never went. For a long tine whenever I heard the parable of the rich man and Lazarus, the mention of the "great gulf fixed" always brought to my imagination the picture of this staircase, and of course we were always on Father Abraham's side of the gulf.
 

Discipline.
Our home was well disciplined, though there was  a minimum of corporal punishment, end that only in the earliest years and administered to an appropriate part of the anatomy, but above a tall glass bookcase was an instrument of punishment, the active end of which was just visible.  I learned in later life that it had been Father's riding whip. It’s  presence had such a successful deterrent effect that it is doubtful if it was ever brought into action. For minor misdemeanors the usual sentence was to stand in a corner with face to the wall until you were good.
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Punishment.
The worst punishment I ever had was to go and apologize to Mrs. Worth. My age would be not more than six or seven, and the young lady who led me astray was a little older. Polly Mudd was a visitor from the neighbouring town, Grimsby, staying with Mrs. Worth, and while her host was away in the Village, Polly had me to play with her. We played sundry little innocent games, and then we had a game of chasing. After leading me a great chase round the garden and house, she ran upstairs to her bedroom and I followed. She slipped her nightgown on over her dress and ran down again with me chasing her round the grounds. As the result of a push Polly fell over a very low wall into the ash pit. While I went home she went up and lay on the bed without removing anything she was wearing, and naturally much of the dirt adhered to the counterpane.  Things generally must have been in a fearful condition. It was a warning to me to beware of girls.
 

Prevailing Sin.
My prevailing sin, for which I was often corrected, seemed to be the habit of teasing my little brother Sydney, who was my junior by about three years, though in reality I was devoted to him and always championed his cause. I was once punished for this championship. The servant complained that I had slapped her in the face, and as a punishment I was at once sent to bed. Asked by Mother the next morning why I had done such a naughty thing, I said, "She shouldn't have called Sydney a nasty little brat." I rather fancy Mother inwardly forgave me then and wondered I had not defended my position the previous evening.
 
I also remember the first day of his attending school. I took such care of him that I stayed with him all playtime by the fence in the street, so that nobody should frighten or hurt him.  It might perhaps be added that the girls had the school yard for a playground while we boys played in the lane along-side.
 
On a little later occasion, when the wild beast show was to pass through the village on its way to Grimsby, the school-maser let two of the boys go to watch for it on the Caistor road and then come and tell him, so that the whole school might go and have a look. The nearest point to us would be over a quarter of a mile, so that by the (time) scouts had come with the news and we had been dismissed and hurried to the centre of the village, the horse-drawn closed gages containing lions and tigers, which we could hear but not see, were already almost passed and the elephants, walking ahead of the procession, had got out of sight round a bend in the road. Of course the bigger children all scampered on till they caught up to the wonderful big creatures, but the younger children, like my brother, could not run fast enough, so I remained behind with him, and we missed seeing the elephants. Don’t you agree with me that I must have thought a lot about Sydney. 
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Father’s singing.
During a very early period of my career Father was sometimes required to induce me to sleep. This he accomplished by singing in his own quiet way.  The words of the lullaby have never previously been committed to writing. They were not all composed on the same evening, end there may have been several revised versions, but here you have the lines.
"Two little boys went one day a-fiddling,
Got a penny every street and thought they had done middling.
Two little boys carried home the money,
Gave it to their mother for a pound of honey.
Two little boys wished their mother better;
She had got a cold; they had got a letter.
Two little boys were so very glad
Because the letter said returning was their dad.
Two little boys--the tale it has a moral
Parents should never let their children see them quarrel."
 
As regards the tune it never has been and never will be reduced to notation. It is difficult enough to write down Maori music with its quarter tones, but when it comes to tones running to various places of decimal it be cones an impossibility, and Father, though possessed of a voice of good quality, was unable to guide it in any of the recognised scales or modes.
 
It is interesting to note that in due time there came to be two little boys and Mother objected to a lullaby concerning any more little boys. So I often heard my baby brother sung to sleep with the following short lines, suggested by a framed engraving on the wall, depicting a rescue from a stormy sea.
Man, woman, daughter
Been in deep sea water;
Man saved the woman,
And woman saved the daughter.
 

Aunt Stephen.
For a while during my first three years of life, there lived with us a cousin of Mother's, Annie Hoyland, called by me "Nannie," who met my oldest uncle, Stephen Boothby White, and later became my Aunt Stephen. After their marriage they lived for some time in Newbridge Terrace, Grimsby , where I went on a visit and remember standing on a chair to turn a little mill fixed on the wall for grinding Uncle Stephen 's oats for his morning's porridge and the rice, which was much harder work. On that visit Aunt Stephen promised me a diminutive writing case containing envelopes and note-paper, to be given me when I had learnt to write.
 
The railway was the front boundary of the little garden, and I never tired of watching through the front room window the trains going out and coning into the nearby station, especially the latter, for a wooden-legged old man kept the gates of the crossing not far off, and when a train was approaching I could see him work a lever that pulled a strong wire that went under the bridge and round a bend in the line
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ringing a noisy bell as a signal for porters to come from the station to the ticket platform to check the tickets of the passengers, here the train stopped until all the tickets had been collected or examined, and then drew into the station. There were no guards going through the carriages in those days, and no Westinghouse brakes.
 
During this visit Aunt Stephen and Mother took me for a walk down to the docks, and I saw an old man-of-war with small openings all round the sides of the lower decks for the guns . We also went to sone kind of garden party or fair at the other end of tho town, where on a raised platform you paid to have a look through different sorts o telescopes and optical instruments. Mother paid for me and helped me up, but I was not big or bold enough to force my way amongst the crowd, so the only ones I was able to see were the camera obscura, where on a white sheet spread on a table in a dark room could be seen all that was going on outside and a telescope for showing round a corner, which was evidently a tube with mirrors so arranged that you saw what was behind you.
 
At a later period I went with Uncle Joe to see Uncle and Aunt Stephen at Rawmarsh (I think it was) in the Yorkshire ironworks district, where the roar and glare of the furnaces make the night hideous. My two uncles took me one evening to see the tapping of one of the great furnaces, when the red-hot molten metal poured forth and ran in channels to form pig-iron in the molds of sand. One day we had a  look through a pottery and it was interesting to see them taking out of the ovens the articles of crockery that had just been baked, and watch them sticking handles on to jugs and such like .
 
When Uncle and Auntie's first baby was born I remember how I was sitting on the shop doorstep when told that I had got a little cousin. My knowledge of what a cousin meant was very limited, but he was Percy J.H. White, who in the first half of the 20th century took an active part in the commercial and public life of New Plymouth.
 

The Corner Shop. 
The counters in the little old shop at the bottom of 0ld Chapel Lane, where I was born, were of course of the usual height, but to me they seemed far too high, and I resolved that when I was grown up and had a shop the counters should be much lower and more convenient. There comes a tine when, without standing on tiptoe, I could just rest my nose on the counter, and at a little later date my chin. In this way I measured my growth.
 
We sold both drapery and grocery. There were big, bright tea cannnisters (sic) marked in bold capitals, J. H. WHITE", an when I grew big enough to reach and dust them I had to notice pthe difference between the I's, one of which had the fullstop after it. Had they been placed in the wrong order, a customer might have been served with the wrong kind of tea. There was black tea, green tea and mixed tea, and it was weighed up in half ounces, one ounces, two ounces and quarter pounds, the last for some of the more well-to-do customers.
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A grocer had to be an expert in tasting teas so as to blend them in such a manner as to please his customers at various prices and still make some profit. How euphonious and suggestive of tea growing lands were such names as Assam, Pekoe, Souchong, Foochow, compared with the prosy English words one sees on packet teas here in these days, such as Digest, Tips , Four Square, Bushells. But to a boy the various cups of sample teas were not nearly so interesting as the samples of sugar in small paper packets and the six or eight glass tubes containing treacle in grades of refinement up to the clearest golden syrup. There were chances of tasting, and at a later period the containers proved useful as test tubes for chemical experiments.
 
Times, goods and methods have changed since then. There was Sugar, lump, moist or brown, weighed mainly in pounds, with some quarter-stones. The pounds were in neat folded paper cups, expertly made at the time of weighing, It was a difficult task to break the sugar-loaves down with a heavy machine into the nice small squares, and all but the poor people used lump (or loaf) sugar in their tea. There was bacon, home-fed or American; cheese, Cheshire, American and Dutch; oatmeal, fine, coarse or whole; pepper, white, black, mixed or cayenne; soap, yellow, mottled, dry, soft or scented; butter from various farms, with a sort of trade mark rolled as a fancy design on each pound.
 

Treacle Scales.
Not nearly so many commodities were put in tins then. Customers brought their own receptacles for treacle, and many grocers kept two tins containing small shot, with which they could balance the jug or mug before weighing the quantity wanted. We had some patent scales with a sliding weight to do the balancing, and then the required brass weight was added as usual. But thereby hangs a tale. By the use of these scales Father was unwittingly breaking the law. Someone reported it and he was had up in court, found guilty and sentenced to a fine. He was almost inclined to go to jail as a protest, but Mother would not agree to this.
 
If the sliding weight were not put back to its neutral position after serving a customer, the next comer would receive the weight he asked for plus the weight of the mug balanced earlier. Moreover these particular scales were perfectly legal in the borough of Grimsby, though illegal in the village of Laceby, four miles away. Was not the law an ass?
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The Basket Case.
The previous paragraph brings to mind another legal tangle, the famous basket case. After the days of dane's schools but before the days of board-schools and school-boards, education was largely the care of the churches, Laceby had its Church day-school and its Wesleyan day-school, and about equal in size. In the latter the pupils took their school-money each Monday morning, which in most cases amounted to one penny. It is evident that 1d. per week per pupil was totally insufficient to pay even the small salaries of a headmaster and two pupil teachers. There was annually a collection in the chapel for the Day-school Anniversary as distinct from the Sunday-school Anniversary. Another source of income was provided by a Ladies' Guild or Sewing Meeting.
 
Imagine a dozen or so of middle-aged and elderly village matrons forming an organized group and meeting, not in a public hall but in a different home each month. Had a password been necessary it would probably have been "the Basket."
 
The basket was a large rectangular affair, which was moved from house to house. It contained a miscellaneous assortment of goods resulting from the cutting-out, sewing, knitting, crocheting, tatting, chatting, o sc. of the members and the contents were available for sale to anyone willing to buy. The basket remained for a month in each hone and then was moved on ready for the next meeting.
 
It does not need a particularly vivid imagination to picture the excitement of a small boy when it was his mother's turn to entertain. How important a matter was the arrival of the basket, but more interesting to me than the sewing was the tea, which was always associated with the sewing meeting. It happened only about once in a year, when the best china was brought out and the table lengthened and loaded with all manner of good thing, enough to feast the two eyes and make one almost wish he had two mouths.
 
Some clever person, however saw a chance to make trouble and invoked the power of the law.  These ladies, as the result of their philanthropic work, were summoned to appear in the Grimsby court on a charge of "hawking without a licence.
 
I have no record or recollection of what the verdict was, but one of the leading lawyers of the town voluntarily defended the case. The crowd from town as well as country was so large that the police were ordered to close the doors of the courthouse, and a well-known Wesleyan farmer of somewhat slender build was badly crushed in tho doorway during the process.
 

Ludborough.
Let us now turn back again a year or two and have a look at some of the pictures hanging on the walls of my gallery of childish memories. Some are the merest sketches or snapshots and some of them almost faded with age, but many are associated with Ludborough, a village already mentioned. Arthur Mee describes it as "standing pleasantly on the Louth to Grimsby road and marking the site of an old Roman settlement. Facing the smithy and sheltered by trees is the old white-walled Manor House brought up to date. Beside it is the old church partly rebuilt. Five centuries old is the
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fine tower..... the nave comes from the close of the Norman period. ..the chancel is chiefly 13th century work, " etc. My mental pictures are not of these dates, but probably from about l870. The church exterior as a whole is fairly clear. More than once I attended funerals in the old churchyard, and on one occasion, walking with my little brother (as was quite the custom then) I was overheard by those immediately following us to ask, "Do you like it, Sydney?
 
I think of Ludborough as a typical Lincolnshire village of moderate size, with a village green, a smithy, a grocery and drapery store snd a cobbler's shop. It had commonly been known in the neighbourhood as "Lurbur, " but when the railway came the station showed its real name in bold capitals as "LUDBOROUGH," In the same strange manner the neighbouring village of Covenham had been called "Cortrup."
 
Ludborough was the birthplace of my grandfather, my father and numerous uncles and aunts of at least two generations. The home where I stayed for various short holidays was attached to the only grocery and drapery shop in the village. My grandma was then the head of the household, her husband having died before my birth. I knew she was a very good woman, but I thought her very strict--she had kept dame's school in earlier life. She belonged to an old school of thought, and reminded us that Solomon "said of laughter it is mad.” Little boys were to be seen and not heard. It was very naughty of me to pull out the slides that supported the lid of the writing-desk, so I was careful not to be seen doing it. Grandma conducted family worship regularly and I thought her prayers were very long. Father's prayers at home were better suited to my age and comprehension. 
 
My uncles and aunts gave me a good time. Being the first of a new generation--the eldest son of an eldest son--I was naturally a source of interest. Uncle Stephen was away from home by that time, but there were Uncles Joe and Tom, and Aunts Lizzie, Jeannie and Tilly. 0f Aunt Lizzie I remember little. I once saw her looking in through the room window at Laceby, when she arrived unexpectedly, Wearing a respirator. She died early, and hers was one of the funerals I attended.
 
I remember what was probably the first occasion on which I had slept away from home or parents. We had gone for a day to Ludborough, and I was invited to stay for a night or two. I slept between Aunt Jeannie and Aunt Tilly, and not having my nightgown with me, I had to wear a lady's fancy nightdress that made me feel quite shy with the crochet-work, or whatever it was, tickling my neck till I fell asleep.
 
There seemed to be so many things different from what we had at home. There was a barometer of the old-fashioned style that was rarely moved because of the danger of spilling the Mercury from the long lass tube. Aneroid barometers were hardly known then, though many cottages had the kind where a man came out if it was going to rain, and a lady when it was likely to be fine.
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Grandfather's Clock & Mangle.
There was a big, old grandfather's clock that gave a warning end then in half a minute struck the hour. The winding up of its heavy weights proved a fascinating performance.
 
In the kitchen was a great mangle. Had I the artistic gifts of some of my relatives I would sketch it for you, but you must be content with a meagre verbal description. This antiquated, cumbersome piece of mechanism consisted of a windlass attached by strong webbing to a kind of long wooden box filled with large boulders, which gave it a weight of at least two or three hundredweight. This box moved backwards and forwards as the handle was turned in one direction or the other. Underneath it was a substantial stand with sides to guide the heavy case, and between the two were hard, smooth wooden rollers round which the things to be mangled were carefully and cleverly wrapped. To get the rollers under this weighty concern one person had to wind until one end was tilted up sufficiently to allow another to feed it--shall I say? When two of the rollers were prepared and in position, I would watch one of my uncles working tue windlass while one of my aunties got the third roller ready, and so, changing first one end and then the other, the big wash was finally well and truly mangled.
 

Other Wonders.
There was a window on a landing on the stairs with coloured glass in the corners, which gave a wonderful Kaleidoscopic appearance  to what was in the yard below. There was a pump with a hole bored in the top of the leaden spout, out of which would squirt water for a drink, if you put your hand to the spout to stop the flow of water when anyone was pumping. For drink at dinner-time burnt toasted bread was placed in the water in the jug. which certainly spoilt its appearance, but was supposed to purify it.
 
The blades of the dinner knives were not more than half the size that I had seen elsewhere, due, as I learnt later  to their having been cleaned after every meal for many years on a knifeboard with bath brick--no stainless steel then.
 

Country Animals.
There were two cows for Uncle Michael my great-uncle) to milk, and a coool brick dairy down three brick steps, with a brick shelf round two sides, where stood shallow milkpans, from which only Grandma might carefully skim the cream that would later be put into the churn to be turned and turned until the butter came. There was a stable for the horse and cows to be sheltered in at night.
 
At the end of a lane was a field with a smaller one adjoining, snd the sheep had to be counted every night as they passed through the gate from one to the other, to make sure none had gone astray. At some seasons of the year there might be nearly a score, and sometimes I was all allowed to go and assist in the sheep census.
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The Garden.
Then in the garden, besides vegetables, there were gooseberry and raspberry bushes, red currants, white currents and black currants, and trained on the wall at the end of the
house was a pear tree, some of the fruit of which could sometimes be reached from the bedroom window. 
 

The Dam.
In front of the shop and house was the village green, and by the roadside near the lower angle of the triangle was a pond, known as the dam, through which a cart might be driven to let the horse have a drink. When a threshing-machine with its steam-engine was at work in the neighbourhood, a water-barrel on wheels would be driven into the dam, and the driver with a sort of ladle that had a very long handle would labouriously fill the watercart and drive it away to supply the engine. Sometimes in rainy weather the dam would cover half the roadway
 

The Buildings.
In addition to the stable, the cart shed and barns there was a big warehouse with its great scales and heavy, solid iron weights up to a hundredweight. A small detached building, into which no light must be taken (there were no electric torches then) because it contained paraffin, which was much the same as our kerosene, and the much more dangerously inflammable benzolene, which was used in tiny benzolene lamps inside which cotton-wool was saturated with the spirit. There were a few people who preferred them to the common tallow candles. The house and shop had a considerable frontage.
 

Tract Distribution.
Just beyond the dam were the almshouses for old ladies, and on Sunday afternoons I sometimes went there with my aunts distributing religious tracts. These tracts might be of four or eight pages, but before being distributed they were bound in unattractive brown wrapping paper to prolong their lives. Each week they were changed from one house to the next. There certainly was not much reading matter available for the poor old ladies.
 

The Waggon.
Outside the shop you might frequently see a little waggon with very small iron wheels, us ed for shifting or delivering goods. The front axle had a long handle attached, that was intended for pulling the waggon by, but which could be bent upward in front to occupy less space. In this position a boy or youth inside the vehicle could, at a moderate speed, manage to steer if a friend would push, but two roads with a gentle slope towards the aforementioned dam were tempting in the absence of a pusher. Joe Cooper, who in later years became Uncle Cooper by marrying Aunt Jeannie, once broke his leg in an accident with it, but I enjoyed many an effortless little journey, the effort being required to pull the chariot up the hill to the starting point again.
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The Rounds.
But one of the highlights of a visit to Ludborough was to be taken by Uncle Tom on one of the "rounds." A fairly heavy two-wheeler made the round, one day of the week in onedirection and another day to a different village. The goods ordered one week would be delivered the next and a new order taken. In this method of business no hawkers licence was needed. We would start off with a heavy load, including the usual bags of flour, sharps, pollard, bran, etc, and the usual run of household groceries, and sometimes on the return journey I should be allowed to drive a very quiet horse. I remember encouraging it, but not disturbing it, by singing lustily that touching song, very popular at that time : 
"My Grandfather's clock was too tall for the shelf,
       So it stood ninety years upon the floor. 
It was taller by half then the old mạn himself,
       Though it weighed not a pennyweight more.
It was bought on the morn of the day that he was born,
       And it always was his treasure and his pride,
But it stopped short, never to go again
       When the old man died.
 
Ninety years without slumbering, tick-tock, tick-tock,
His lite's seconds numbering, tick-tock, tick-tock,
It stopped short, never to go again,
       When the old man died."
I must confess that I could not as faithfully quote many of the songs that I have heard and known in more recent years.

Two Brothers.
In still later years, when Sydney and I could spend holidays together at Ludborough, he was tho moving spirit with me as his assistant. He became an expert kite maker and flier, and the only limit to the height reached seemed to be the amount he could beg or borrow from friends or the shop.
 
He was not nearly so successful in his endeavours to build a bicycle--one that he would be able to ride--manufacturing the wheels out of the circular wooden tops and bottoms of American cheese cases.
 
However we managed between us to build a canvas boat, partly from suggestions in the "Boys Own Paper, " which would float for a very short timo on the shallow dam, before needing to be turned upside down to save baling, and neither of us ever got drowned.

The Boneshaker.
It was at Ludborough that I learnt at a very earl age to ride a bicycle--the "boneshaker, " then frequently called a velocipede. My two uncles each had one, the only ones for miles round. The wheels were like two light cart-wheels of equal size, with wooden hubs, spokes and rims, the latter bound with iron tyres…You had no trouble with punctures.
 
The pedals were on the front wheel and the saddle over the back wheel. One of the machines had a brake, but its application was by no means a speedy affair. It was a spoon brake on the back wheel, from which a piece of string cane between your legs, under a little pulley, and up round the handle-bar, which you twisted till the
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brake acted slightly or the string broke.
 
On one occasion, when the dam was part way across the road, I thought I would ride down the slope and dismount just as the iron wheel touched the water. I accomplished this, but unfortunately fell over on the wrong side, and landed with my face in two or three inches of dirty water. What Mother would have thought or said, had she been there, I cannot tell, but Aunties so on got me ready to ride again.
 

The tricycle.
I must tell of another invention on wheels at Ludborough. It was called a tricycle and was bought second-hand through an advertisement in the "Exchange and Mart." It proved of much interest and amusement. I never saw one like it before or since. It was, more correctly speaking, a rowing carriage. There were two large wheels, with a wooden seat between them to accommodate three adults, and a small steering wheel in front with a handle that the middle passenger could conveniently reach. The wheels all had thin rubber tyres—pram tyres. A long bar across the front would hold five or six hands, while three persons swaying energetically backwards and forwards provided the motive power. Several times I accompanied Uncle Tom, at a fast speed for those days, down to the station to catch the Louth train, and then labouriously journeyed homewards. It was my delight to get three passengers to do the work while I sat on the foot-board and did the steering. A decided drawback about the tricycle was that as only the right-hand wheel worked, while the other was free, the little front steering wheel, going up hill or with a heavy load, got so much side strain that the tyre frequently came off, causing annoying delays. It was supposed to be stuck on with some sort of adhesive that required a hot poker.
 
One day some of us had been playing bout with it in front of Uncle Michael's cottage, when two of the ladies asked if they might try it on their own. We got them seated and thy started bravely down the slight grade, but they had not cone many yards before the machine turned over and pitched them out on the side of the road. Fortunately they were only very slightly hurt --their dignity most of all--but they blamed me for not telling then that it needed steering; they seemed to expect the machine to know in some way which way they wanted to go.
 

Waltham.
Of Waltham, where for a time Uncle Stephen had a shop, I have not nearly so many memories. Possibly I spent only one short holiday there. Waltham was about equidistant from Grimsby and Laceby, the three places forming the angles of an almost equilateral triangle. The mail was carried by a postman on foot in all weathers from the head office at Grimsby to Waltham, where he left his first mail-bag. Then another four mile journey brought him to our village, and during the afternoon he had to make his way back home  Grimsby.
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I remember once walking to Waltham with Uncle Stephen-- most of the way across the fields--and getting very tired. To relieve the tedium of the last mile or so, we counted together how many steps it took to reach the next stile. During this visit an event which stands out distinctly in my memory was one day when I was allowed to go up into a sort of loft in a detached warehouse to turn a tea-mixing machine and a coffee mill and Uncle, having to leave me, had to close a trap-door, which could not very well be opened from above, so that there would be no danger of my falling down the ladder. Though possibly a bit lonely, I felt very important then.
 

LacebyTemperance Hall.
It is time to return to Laceby. One of the outstanding events of my pre-school days was the erection of the Temperance Hall, which was a pretentious undertaking for a village. Father felt the need of an unsectarian building, apart from the publichouses, where people could meet for labourers' meetings, lodges, entertainments, lectures, and so forth. The practical sympathy of several kindred spirits in the neighbouring town, who could help financially, having been secured, a subscription list was opened and the scheme launched. I well remember the laying of the foundation-stones, four in number, bearing the names of those who could place substantial amounts on them . I was one of the youngest of a considerable number who, watched by the assembled crowd, laid bricks, on which we placed our smaller contributions.
 
The building was on a good site, opposite the Post 0ffice, and consisted of an assembly hall, seating perhaps 200, with stage, and smaller rooms in two storeys (sic), which could be occupied by a caretaker and family if desired, or let as apartments.
 
At the opening bazaar I had part charge of an electrical machine--a novelty in those days--and the small dynamo in a mysterious little box with the two brass handles attached by fairly long connections produced some current and much amusement.The venturesome were permitted, upon payment of a penny towards the funds, to feel the mysterious thrill of the electricity, and when a number joined hands and formed a semi-circle , the more susceptible to the current would give such squeals and, unable to release their hold, would perform such antics as were most interesting and amusing to the spectators.
 

The Laceby  Postmaster
Mentioning the post office suggests one of the most versatile characters of the village--Horace Watson, the Postmaster. I think I must have be a favourite of his, for when I went alone to have my first tooth extracted and told him Father would pay when he saw him, he took me behind the scenes (sic), lifted me into the chair and did the deed with his forceps, and I trotted off home. Mr. Watson's reply, to father as to charge was, "Oh, nothing, I would pull twenty out tor him with pleasure; he is such a good boy." Naturally the pleasure would have been his.
 
Manuscript Page -19-
A more pleasurable incident was one day when I went to the shop while Mr. Watson was discussing a problem in chess with a customer and asked me something about it. The other man said, "Why, a child like that does not know anything about chess, does he?”  They therefore cleared the board and I arranged the chessmen in their proper positions.
 
On another occasion when I went to learn the price of butter and eggs, which changed from week to week in the Grimsby market. It might be "butter, 1/3; eggs, 13 for l/-." (After at least a quarter of a century's residence in New Zealand I was sent to s shop for a dozen eggs, and I absentmindedly asked for a shillingsworth. The lady at the counter smiled and asked if I Ould not take a dozen. She thought I must have been brought up in the 0ld Country.) Mr. Watson gave me in addition to the figures several messages about mails and such like. When he next saw Father he enguired (sic) if he got all the messages. It appeared that someone hearing him tell me the prices required, had said to him, "The boy will never remember all that." So, to show his confidence in my memory, he added several unimportant messages, and his trust had not been misplaced. 
 

A versatile man.
Not only was Mr. Watson a dentist, but also a chemist and dispenser, the manufacturer of Watson 's Family Pills, with a sale extending to the antipodes; he was the postmaster and telegraphist (Morse), a printer and publisher, (the annual Laceby and Grimsby Almanac one of his publications he was also one of the three grocers in the village and a singer and musician of a kind--at any rate it was in his house that I first saw an American Organ and was delighted with its mellow tone and lower bass compass, compared with the older Harmonium.
 
Though quite out of chronological order I mention that when he had reached the age of 70 we took his photo and that of a girl of 17 whom he married as his second wife. [Editor: he married Emma Renison, age 22, in March 1891, when he was 77. He died in 1899, leaving her an estate over £1800.] 
 

Aunt Wales.
My great-aunt used to be quite a good sport with me. She had a hunter's watch, the cover of which would open with a spring, and when she touched my chin with her watch it would always fly open to amuse me, and for years I never knew why.
 
She would often take me for a walk in a big field called Morcrops (probably a corruption of Northcrofts) and I quite fancied myself when I got to be able to run faster than Auntie could.For one of my birthdays she gave me a box of tools in a lovely, polished wooden case, and seeing it on the dressing table in the morning I could not think what it was. The only thing it seemed at all like was a musical box I had seen somewhere. In much later years she gave me a copy of Tennyson's Poems, which is in my bookshelves now .
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Holidays.
For three successive years Auntie took Mother and us two for a week's holiday to different Yorkshire seaside resorts--Scarborough, Bridlington and Hornsea. This of course was much more of a change than going to Cleethorpes for a day, which was near at hand on the Lincolnshire coast at the mouth of the Humber, though it was becoming a fashionable watering-place, to which many excursions ran from the Midlands during the season. There is now no break between it and Grimsby.
 
I remember one day, probably at Bridlington, when it rained too heavily to go out, teaching Sydney some of his letters , sitting on a sofa pointing out the difference between “C" and "O" in a bold coloured advertisement of Cadbury’s COCOA on the cardboard cupboard of a picture book. Another holiday incident at Bridlington was going for row in a rather heavy boat in the harbour and seeing the fishing smacks come in from sea.
 

Christmas Cheer.
Mention might be made here of a Christmas custom in Lincolnshire villages. Most of our neighbours and friends had no "fatted calf” to kill, but a fair number had a fatted pig--and you can doubly underline the adjective --which lost its life shortly before Christmas, and reciprocal presents of "pig cheer" were by no means uncommon. We frequently received mincepies or sausages, and sometimes a pig's fry. As we could not respond in kind, when Mother made loaves of plum bread (Bread containing shortening, currants, raisins and candied peel) for home consumption during the festive period, she would make some of the dough up into cakes, and I would have the honour of delivering some of these to intimate friends, and sone to elderly widows and others, who had no pig cheer and very little other cheer during the wintry Christmas season.
 

Little Sister.
When I was in my eighth year and Sydney in his fifth we got a surprise in the shape of a baby sister. I saw the Doctor's fine horse and gig with groom in charge on the opposite side of the road near our house, and imagined the Doctor had been sent for to see some neighbour. But later I saw him come down our staircase, carrying a big bag, presumably empty. The baby was called Mary Lizzie, the latter being the name by which she was known. She is now Mrs. Arnold Wells, of Mapua, near Nelson, with five children and a number of grandchildren. She was born not long before we left the old shop. Most people thought her a very pretty baby, but Sydney and I, looking with assumed admiration, were really disappointed with her appearance, and I remarked to Sydney, when we got outside, "Why, she is just like Ann's baby." Now, Ann had been our servant just before her marriage, and we expected something superior to her baby.
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The Servant.
The mention of Ann brings to mind another little episode of childish days. During my earliest years there had been relatives assisting with household duties, thus setting Mother to some extent free to help in the shop. Then we were to have a servant, and I was strictly told that I must not order her about, but Father or Mother would tell her what to do. The first morning I was first downstairs after Ann, and while putting on my boots I noticed that she was placing the wrong cups and saucers on tho table for breakfast. I enjoyed seeing the table rearranged after Mother's arrival, which would not have been necessary had I not been such an obedient boy as to keep quiet.

Unpopularity.
In the early years at Laceby Father began to get into disfavour with some of the upper classes in the neighbourhood because of his radical sympathies and his interest in the labouring classes. I do not think that he ever went to the extreme of becoming the secretary of a labourers' union, or anything of that kind.
 
You may have heard of the Tolpuddle Martyrs. It will help to explain things somewhat if I remind you that it was less than a decade before Father's birth that the six Tolpuddle martyrs, farm labourers in Dorset, had been sentenced to seven years' transportation to Botany Bay because they had formed a small union or friendly society, which was protesting against the reduction of their wages from 9/- a week to 6/-. They were respectable men, members of the Wesleyan Methodist Connexion, in which three of then were Local Preachers, as was Father.  It is only fair to say that, as a result of agitation in the Old Country, within a year or two they were released and it is difficult for us to realize what conditions were then, or to sense the unfairness of treatment in such comparatively recent times. 
 

Emigration.
Father took the chair for a lecturer --I fancy Duncombe was his name--when they were offering free passages for farm labourers to New Zealand. Next day some of the audience were asking him if he thought what the speaker had been saying was true. He explained a little of what he knew of the antipodes, told them of his uncles who had gone years before to Canada, and got further information from Headquarters. Later he filled up application forms for them, and as a matter of fact helped to send some of his good customers to New Zealand.
 
Afterwards, the Agent General for New Zealand wrote him, pointing out that this was just the class of emigrant they wanted, used to the land and accustomed to hard work, not like the unemployed town and city loafers who were bound to be unsuccessful.
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An Agency.
Father accepted an agency, and felt that he was doing philanthropic work, useful to both the 0ld Country, and the New Countries, sending tho mouths where the mutton was. The population of the United Kingdom was increasing a thousand a day, even with a thousand a day leaving for other lands. It was natural that the departure of some of the best workers made those who remained more independent .
 
He was never transported because of his work, but he was looked at askance by some good people, who quoted the scriptural in junction, "Be content with such things as ye have, " and for a few years he received no appointment in any of the three largest chapels in the country circuit.
 

Mr. W. M. Burton.
At later periods Mr. W. M. Burton, from New Plymouth, worked with Father, sending out large parties to Taranaki, who, on arrival, were landed in surf boats, and housed in the Barracks, which were on the top of Marsland Hill. They had been built during the Maori Wars, and some 60 years ago were moved and are now the old mountain house on Egmont, at an elevation of about 4000 feet.
 
Many of the descendants of these sturdy pioneers are today comfortably settled in Taranaki, a number of them known to me personally. During the years Father sent about 8000 to New Zealand, and about 1l,000 to Queensland, working with Mr. George Randell of Brisbane.
 
Mr. Burton and Father found so much in common in their views that they became fast friends and regular correspondents, their letters for years being signed respectively David and Jonathan.
 

A Publication.
Between them they published in 1876 an 86 page book with this title page:
EMIGRATION to NEW ZEALAND.
With Illustrations.
Considered
Socially		Landowners
Politically	as	Capitalists
Commercially	it	Tenant Farms
Religiously 	affects	Mechanics
				Farm labourers, &c.
 
AN INTERNATIONAL SUBJECT
by
An Englishman and a Colonist.
Price Sixpence.
 
Printed by H. Watson Co., at their Steam
Printing Works, Laceby, near Grinsby.
London: Jerrold & Sons,
3, Paternostor Buildings.
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Illustrations.
It is to be remembered that in those days there were no half-tone process blocks photographically reproduced, which makes the illustrations, etched by hand from the original photographs, look to modern eyes rather crude and old-fashioned, but they were attractive pictures then.
 
The first is, "Settler's Home in New Zealand, House built by George Hall, Winterton, Lincolnshire;" the other picture is:."A Garden in New Zealand," showing a lake surrounded by tree ferns. The garden and lake have been non-existent for many, many years now, but were near where the New Plymouth City Council Buildings and Telephone Exchange stand today, and long before the Railway, crossing the Carrington Road by an overhead bridge, or the famous Pukekura Park had been formed.
 

Advertising Methods.
Father frequently adopted unorthodox methods of advertising. Sometimes he would borrow or hire a big bell and become his own Town Crier. He had a strong voice, and after ringing the bell would begin with the usual "Oh Yes!"
"Oh Yes! Oh Yes!
Something to tell that you can't guess
There'll be a meeting here tonight,
Speakers, Messrs. Burton and White." etc.
 

Opposition.
It was no unusual thing for the opposition to the movement to be so strong that it was impossible to engage a hall or a room even in an Inn, in which to hold a meeting, so it was frequently necessary to address a gathering in the open air.
 
One little incident will serve to illustrate this. In one village, when the lecturer in the light of a lantern was standing on a borrowed chair, addressing the gathered audience, a man came round to Father in the dark, and said confidentially, "We know that the Publican here is forbidden to take you in for the night, and it is some miles to the nearest place, so the wife and I have agreed that if, after the people have gone, you will come unnoticed to our house, you two can have our bed, and we will sleep on the floor, but you must promise to be a7ay before daylight in the morning, for it would be more than our place is worth if it became known that we had harboured you."
 
So that was how they were accommodated in Merry England.
 

A Girl Friend
I well remember on one of his early visits to England, seeing Mr. Burton coming down tho lane to our shop, accompanied by an adopted daughter, Rose Patterson, the youngest of three girls, whose father had been killed by the Maoris. They were brought to England and the Continent for education, and Rose became my first intimate acquaintance other thanrelatives, but to her. there will probably be further references later.
 
Manuscript Page -24-
Digital Page ￼

Laceby Cemetery.
Another thing that showed Father as an agitator was the cemetery at Laceby. For centuries the English Churchyards had been the only burial places in the villages, but the time had come when, at any rate at Laceby, the health authorities had decided it could no longer be permitted. It is to be remembered how different conditions here, where all the churches are equal, compare with the Homeland, where the Anglican is the Established Church of England, and other denominations are looked upon as nonconformists or dissenters. Everybody was supposed to contribute to its upkeep.
 
I remember with what awe I went through tho massive gates and under the dark trees to the back door of the Rectory once a year to pay the tythes. I have no idea now the assessments were made--whether it was householders or not--but the amount could not have been much, or a little child like me would never have been trusted to carry it.
 

Deaths.
When there was a death in the village , one of the peal of four bells in the tower would slowly, solemnly toll. You knew by the number of tolls first given whether it was a man or a woman or a child. Then, after a pause, the age would be given by the number of strokes. “They went and told the sexton, and the sexton tolled the bell."
 
I never have known very much about acts of parliament and legal processes, and at that tine knew nothing, but a meeting was called (I fancy it was in one of the Inns) under a new Cemetery Act, which had shortly before been placed on the statute book.
 
Father had obtained a copy and made a careful study of it, and then claimed his right to take part in the meeting as a citizen, though not a member of the Established Church. I do not know hat the points in dispute were, but some of those present, including Mr. Brooks, a gentleman farmer, supported Father, and finally a cemetery committee was elected, of which Father was a member. Land was obtained some little distance from the Church, and it was decided to consecrate one side of the cemetery. Curiously enough, the consecrated half was on the left hand. Father, as a committeeman, followed the bishop and clergy in the procession of consecration.
 

A Newspaper Skit.
It would be interesting today to read Father's skit on the whole proceedings, which was published in the Grimsby News, with pseudonyıns only slightly veiled. I recall that Mr. Brooks figured as Mr. Streams, and Mr. White as Mr. Clear, and I think that Mr. Knight was  Mr. Day.
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For a long time no-one was buried on the right, the unconsecrated side. When at length someone was rash enough to request to be buried there, the undertaker, the local joiner,
 
just before the funeral, went for the tressles (sic) on which the coffin was supported at intervals to give the bearers a rest during the procession to the cemetery, their use was forbidden for a nonconformist, and some hurried substitutes had to be provided.
 
It may bo appropriate to mention here that our baby brother Janes Edgar, who died with teething convulsions on January 13th, l880, was about the second to be buried in the nonconsecrated ground, though there were then many graves on on (sic) the left, and years later, when there were many more on both sides, Aunt Wales expressed a wish to be laid to rest there, and we journeyed from Grimsby to place her near to Edgar.
 

Interment Society.
A related subject, though by no means controversial, was the Laceby Interment Society. I cannot say when it was established, but Father was one of the early members- probably a foundation member. It was a very crude and primitive form of friendly society.  Each member contributed 1/- to assist in paying the funeral expenses when a fellow member died. But what most interested me in connection with it was its crockery. It was let out on hire, and at many of our Methodist tea-meetings there would be cups, saucers and plates marked in bold characters LACEBY INTERMENT S0CIETY. It never appeared that anyone's appetite was affected by the striking announcement, and probably many who saw it did not know what it meant but it strikes one now as being somewhat peculiar.
 

Notice to quit.
The time came when we got notice to quit. The house and shop were the property of a firm of wholesale grocers in Grimsby, and they were going to put a married man in as manager. It seemed rather strange, but they turned out to be Wesleyans too.
 

New Premises.
There were no premises available in the village, so Father decided to build. Mr. Worth, the village joiner and builder, had a piece of land which went through from New Chapel Lane to Old Chapel Lane, only about two sections higher up than the old corner shop. He had previously had a sawpit in part of it, where I had sometimes interestedly watched one man on top of another in the pit, hard at work cutting a log with a long crosscut saw.
 
As I cannot drew a plan, let me try to give a verbal description of the premises.  Looking at the frontage in New Chapel Lane, you would see two storeys (sic). On the ground floor on the left was the front door of the residence; then two show windows of the shop with a central door, which rang a bell when a customer entered. On the right were large folding doors that gave entrance to a drive leading straight through to the other street.
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The shop was large and was heated by a coke stove which would burn for l2 hours with one feeding.
 
Over the shop and passage were a sitting room with fireplace, and five bedrooms, reached by a staircase behind the shop. Farther back on the ground floor was a dining-room, then a kitchen and a pantry. There was also a small warehouse with entrance from the shop. In the second storey, over these domestic arrangements, was a very spacious warehouse, through the middle of which ran the chimneys from below. On the chimney were often hung flitches of American bacon to dry.
 
Behind this two storey block was a yard paved with bricks, in the centre of which were two pumps, one over a well and the other over an underground tank, containing soft water for washing, supplied from the roofs. Then there was a coal-house, wash-house and outbuildings, and behind them a cart shed to hold a strong trap and a covered two -wheeler for hawking groceries in neighbouring villages. Two horses were stabled a short distance away.
 

A big Contract.
It was quite evident the scheme could not be nearly completed by the notice expired, so Mr. Worth let us his own house, at the end of Seedpiece Lane, near by, to live in in the meantime.
 
You must bear in mind that it was not a wooden building, and as it rose, the bricklayers had to have a scaffolding, and the bricklayers' labourers, who mixed the mortar on the ground level, were obliged to carry it in hods on their shoulders up a ladder, and bricks were taken up in the same way. They used no labour-saving machinery then.
 

Flitting.
We got the household furniture removed to Seedpiece Cottage in good time, but the stock had to be shifted long before the shop was ready. The brick walls only just came to the flooring of the upper storey; there was no roof, and the goods were therefore covered as best could be by tarpaulins. I remember wheeling a set of weights and scales in a little cart that had been made for me out of our old pram. On the first Sunday a particularly heavy thunderstorm occurred with torrential rain, which flooded the place and did £200 worth of damage to the stock.
 

Memories of Seedpiece.
Meanwhile, leaving the new premises in the slow process of erection row by row of bricks, let us turn to memories of our temporary residence at Seedpiece. 
One of the clearest and happiest is that of going to meet Father coming home to dinner on fine days, up Seedpiece Lane. As he turned into the lane from New Chapel Lane, he would blow a penny whistle which he carried in his pocket, and on
 
Manuscript Page -27-
Digital Page ￼
hearing it I would start to wheel my baby. sister Lizzie in her pram, and we would usually just about meet Father at the gate of the field at the other end of which Seedpiece Cottage stood.
 
Close to that gate was a cottage in which Rose Metcalf lived, and on wash morning, when she was hanging out the clothes, we could hear her singing at the top of her voice the new Sankey's hymns  (first edition), one of her favourites being, "Hold the fort, for I am coming.”
 

An unpleasant memory.
One memory not so pleasant was one night when Sydney and I were sleeping together. He had a bad cold, and when we went to bed had a good drink of elderberry syrup. During the night he was sick, and when Mother came, bringing a candle, it looked to me almost as if a murder had been committed and the white counterpane appeared blood-stained. I wanted to go into another room, but Mother said it was unkind of me to think of leaving my poor little brother, and would not give her consent to my request. Though she changed the stained bedclothes, I did not feel happy over the affair, which does not seem surprising to me even now.
 

The Christmas Tree.
One of the highlights of our residence at Seedpiece was the Christmas tree. It was a comparatively new institution in England, having been introduced, I believe, by the Prince Consort, "Albert the Good." The occasion is the more interesting inasmuch as it was  the first of an almost unbroken succession of Christmas trees in our family for three quarters of a century, including four generations of participants, the interest reviving with each new batch of juveniles.
 
The only sad recollection in connection with it was a very painful boil on my shoulder, which made me afraid of anyone touching me. I might add one thing that will surprise most of you. As I did not like plum pudding, to please me, mother made me a nice little milky rice pudding. However, my taste "likes'" have changed and widened since then.
 
Elaborate and mysterious preparations preceded the eventful day. When we entered the charmed room there was not much to be seen, but when the veil was lifted, a glorious sight was presented. The presents were not so numerous as we have had generally in recent years, when nearly everyone has given a present to nearly everyone else, but there was something on the tree for everybody; though some of the adults were much more surprised than the juniors, each of them feeling sure that he or she was the only one that would be without. Mr. and Mrs. Burton and Rose wore sharing in the festivities.
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I cannot recall many of the presents, but know that Mother got a set of brass rods for the staircase, and that she herself had managed surreptitiously to include for Father a box of Brown's Bronchial Troches, one of the very few medicinal comforts in which he indulged; these cleared his throat in preaching or public speaking.
 
As the address on each parcel was a rhyme, one of Father's gifts was freely used for the occasion. Most of both presents and rhymes have escaped my memory. My brother Sydney had decided at a very early age to be an architect, though in later years he became an artist. He received a box of bricks, with the inscription:
"Who is an architect
Must first this box inspect;
To find the oner, if this fails
Ask through the house for Sydney Wales."
 

The habit continued.
Let me break the thread of the story for a moment to indicate how the Christmas tree with its rhymes continued. I have just turned up "The Life of John Ruskin," given to me in 1919 at Brooklyn, with the following inscription on a piece of note-paper lightly pasted inside the cover :
"From Father Christmas to eldest son,
The Life of John Ruskin, who worthily won 
Esteem from all when his life's day was done,
Leaving highest example till set of his sun.
 

A Musical Instrument.
Another very important event was the arrival of a musical instrument, which Mother had never possessed since her marriage. It was only a harmonium without any stops, but of really good tone, which a family emigrating to New Zealand had to sacrifice. Being a pianist, Mother had no previous knowledge of a wind instrument.
 
One day, a distant relative of Mother's, Gower 0'Neil, called, when on a brief visit to the district, and was persuaded to play parts of The Messiah from her copy. I had heard Mother talk about the oratorio, but had never heard any of the music, and was really thrilled. Mother promised that if I was a good boy and learnt the lessons she was giving me (mainly the three R's) she would some day teach me music.
 
However, I got ahead of her when I was invited to tea at the Burton's, who were then living in the rooms at the Temperance Hall, and Rose took me through into the hall, where there was a harmonium, also without stops, and showed me middle C and how the white notes followed in alphabetical order, and taught me E, G, B, D, F, etc., and got me started on a road which has meant a great deal to me and other people, though I have never been a brilliant musician.
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Before Mother really knew what was going on, I had been trying to get the melody of "Safe in the arms of Jesus, from the little Sankey. In bed, before getting to sleep, I was greatly worried that I had missed a B flat in it. Next morning I was relieved to find there was no flat there. Probably my ear would have kept me right to that extent.
 

A Prayer Meeting at Home.
Another memory must be referred to. One Sunday evening Aunt Wales took me to chapel for the evening service, 6 p.m., while Mother stayed home with the children, and Father was out preaching. Our preacher was a student from Headingley College. He made an appeal for decisions, and gave, as usual, an invitation to the congregation to remain for the after meeting. In the way home Aunty Wales and a man walking with us were discussing the service and the sermon, and said they wondered how anyone could resist such an appeal.
 
When Mother was putting me to bed, I told her how I wished I had been old enough to stay for the prayer-meeting. I am glad that she was a wise as well as a good mother. She reminded me that God could hear us just as well from the bedroom as from the chapel. If I loved Jesus and wanted Him to help me to be good boy, I could tell Him so. We had a little prayer-meeting together, and I kelt (sic) by Mother's knee and really prayed, rather than "said my prayers."
 
Those were the days when words like telephone, phonograph, motor-car, electric-light were not in the dictionary; when I heard uneducated people say they would not believe in anything but what they could see or handle; when even many scientists were materialists: when submarines, aeroplanes, television, electrons, neutrons, relativity, radar, etc., etc., were quite unknown; when X-rays, infra-red rays, cosmic rays and other mysterious rays had not been dreamed of, but when prayer was a reality to the spiritually minded. I believed and still believe that ay small voice was heard as clearly in heaven as the noisiest voice in some revival meeting, or the "sublimest strains" from the most ornate cathedral in the land.
 
Pardon my little digression, but let me quote a few lines that interested me when I read them in the days when wireless waves were something of a novelty.
 
"If radio's slim fingers can pluck a melody
From night and toss it over a continent or sea:
If the petalled white notes of a violin
Are blown across a mountain or a city's din:
If songs like crimson roses are called from thin blue air,
Why should mortals wonder if God hears prayer?"
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Church Membership.
There were no Society Classes for Junior Members in Methodisn at that time, but a little later I was received into Father's society class, which met in a house across the road, where two crippled, elderly ladies lived, who could not otherwise have attended the meetings. I have a "Ticket on Trial for Membership, " signed by the Rev. Andrew Palmer, and quarterly full membership tickets for many years from l878. Tickets are only issued annually in New Zealand. It is interesting to remember that some good Methodists would have their membership tickets buried with them in the coffin.
 

Wet Feet.
I have just remembered something else at Seedpiece, which strikes me as quite different from conditions in N.Z. There is an unfaded mental picture, which shows Rose, who was living then at the Temperance Hall, looking anxiously through the window of the room where I was sitting. She was surprised and pleased to see me there, as she feared I might be upstairs in bed. The previous day she and another girl had taken me for a walk. We went up Chalk Lane, gathering primroses that were growing wild on the banks of a little stream. Unfortunately I slipped into the water. There was no danger of drowning, because the water, I imagine, would not be more than four or five inches deep, but it had made my boots damp, and the girls hurried me home as fast as they could, for they would have been blamed if I had developed a cold. There is no doubt in my early years that I was too delicately brought up because of Mother's anxious interest. Fortunately Father was a little more venturesome with me later.
 

Medicines.
I recall a few of the regular remedies that were give for a slight cold, two or three drops of spirits of camphor on a lump of sugar; as a spring medicine, brimstone and treacle; neither of those was bad; but if my tongue was not the right colour, there was a mixture of Turkey rhubarb and milk of magnesia in water, which was decidedly unpalatable. On this subject, I don't think I mentioned earlier in these sketches, when referring to the crippled Misses Johnson, that when the elder of them died, her sister would have been grieved if, young child as I was, I had not seen my old friend in her coffin, so I hạd to hold a lump of camphor to my nose while being lifted up to gaze at a corpse. How customs have changed!
 

Braggadocio.
Just one other little Seedpiece memory. I was enthralled by a book I read, called "Bragadocio." It was a wonderful boy's story for those days, of a boy who managed to build a canoe in which he rowed across to an island that could be seen at a short distance, and in time made a shed in which he
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did most remarkable chemical experiments. In wishing I could emulate his example, I quite failed to realize that it was somewhere in the New World and could never have occurred in 0ld England.
 

Change of Address.
I have no recollection of "flitting," to use the Lincolnshire dialect, from Seedpiece to the new shop, and for two or three years the order of events seems less clear to me than up to this time, so please do not imagine that a number of the following "sketches" are by any means chronologically arranged.
 

Father's Habits.
I may mention some of Father's conscientious scruples in connection with the shop. He strictly observed the Sabbath. The shop shutters were always up before midnight on Saturday, though in busy seasons it might be only a few minutes before, and not infrequently he would have to be up on the Sunday morning in time to walk several miles to take an appointment in some other village.
 
No customer would ever be served on a Sunday, unless it was some medicine in a case of sickness, and then he would never accept payment for it until a weekday . Another thing he often had to do late on a Saturday night was to fetch the drinking water from a spring in Norcrops; it was an almost daily task. Mother would not trust the wells in a populated district.
 
When the new Wesleyan Hymn Book was published in l875, we had copies for sale, and one good old lady who bought one brought it back because of an omission in it. There was no portrait of Wesley as a frontispiece, where it had always appeared in earlier editions.
 

The Census.
In at least one census, perhaps more, Father was the enumerator for the village. Naturally it was a difficult matter for many to fill up the forms --a good many men and women could not write--so assistance was in many cases sought from the better educated. Mr. Smith, a shoemaker, had helped quite a number, and apart from his handwriting, (you could see) which forms he had filled, because under the heading "Sex" was the answer "None."
 

Winters.
There are memories of one or two fairly severe winters. Only once, I think, did we mange to get a decent-sized man made of snow, and seldom were the frosts long enough or frequent enough to give safe ice on the surface of a pond in a nearby field. Even then I was not permitted to go on it. Had it broken, I might have got ay "death of cold," even if I
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I escaped drowning. I never heard of anybody at Laceby being able to skate, although boys with nailed boots had a good time sliding. But on the slope from the chapel to our shop there were some slape (slippery ) patches. Some were slides made by the schoolboys , which were sometimes spoiled by the elders putting ashes on them. But when snow fell and was trodden on, and then partly thawed in the day and frozen again at night, the road was like a sheet of glass. Many women wore thick stockings over their boots to give them a safer footing, and many people came holding on to the iron railings at the side of the Wesleyan day-school.
 

A Bully.
One day when I came out of the post-office, a group of boys caught me (they used to call me Buck White; for what reason I have no idea, but I believe they had given Father that nickname before my time.) The leader, Joe Barr, was rather a big bully. He made a small hard snowball and forced it into my mouth, saying it was to make me live for ever.
 

A Spelling Bee.
Didn't I rejoice over the embarrassment of my adversary soon afterwards, when we had a spelling bee. People paid in those days to come and hear us spell, just as today they pay to see and hear "The Talkies." On this occasion Mr. Burton was in charge and the Temperance Hall was pretty well filled . We were in three classes on the platform, arranged according to age (1) Adults, (2) Ages from about ll to l6, (3) Younger. The words for each section were drawn from 
three jars one inside another, the biggest one containing the hardest words, and I think each competitor was allowed three mistakes and then was out of it. Father was in the senior division, Joe Barr was in the intermediate, and I was in the junior; it was before I went to school. When Joe got the word "buoy'" to spell he had no idea of it, and yet I could have told him. To my delight he failed to gain a prize. Father and I each got third prize in our respective sections. I watched Uncle Stephen's face in the audience to see quickly whether I was correct.
 

A Winter Journey.
Containing the stories of winter, let us for a moment intentionally skip a few years to recall the heaviest fall of snow in my experience.
 
In calm weather the snow falls so silently that you wake up in the morning surprised to see a white mantle covering everything. But in a wind it may gather in deep drifts before and behind buildings end hedges. If the wind is from east or west, the snow accumulates in roads hedged with tall hawthorn or blackberry running north and south to many feet in depth.
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On one occasion Father, Uncle Joe and I had arranged to drive from Laceby to Ludborough, that is, from North to South. There are two roads, the shorter one l0 miles, mainly along Barton Street, formed during the Roman occupation of Britain, but now not in the line of much traffic. That was an impassable route. The other was perhaps l2 miles, being a fairly clear road to the Nuns Corner to join the main highway from Grimsby to Louth, which had been opened to traffic by gangs of workmen with shovels. We took the precaution of having spades with us in case we needed to clear our way. We drove in parts for long distances with cuttings through the snow as high or higher than our heads as we sat in the cart.
 

Trains held up.
When we at length reached Ludborough there was almost a famine. The snow had blocked the railway line, and three passenger trains ere held up at the station, three quarters of a mile from the village. Some bales of drapery for the shop had been obligingly left in the station to provide
rather more comfortable accommodation for sleeping for some of the stranded passengers than the benches in the waiting-room or the wooden seats in the railway carriages of those days allowed, and there was a fire in the waiting-room. The shop had been practically cleared of everything eatable— bread, butter, biscuits, cheese, etc. I think there were into the hundreds having to make shift as best they could under such wintry conditions.
 
We three found sone thing to eat and drink, did what business had to be done, and started the return journey as early as possible, but darkness came on long before we reached home. In one of the snow cuttings as we approached the town of Grimsby, we met a hansom cab, with its two brilliant lamps. There was all the appearance of a really dangerous predicament. Carriage lamps then were only one candle-power each, but they had bright reflectors, and the brilliance was exaggerated by the dazzling effect of the walls of snow. We also had lights, and by careful driving of both parties we managed to pass safely, and our families were relieved to welcome us home once more.
 

A Funeral.
Now to leave winter behind for a time, let us hark back over the few years we skipped in the preceding paragraphs to some of the events of the earlier years in New Chapel Lane. Mr. and Mrs. Burton and Rose were staying with us, and the last-named had a pet bird, which sickened and died. Poor Rose felt that it deserved punctilious obsequies. She and I combined the parts of grave-digger, sexton, undertaker, parson, bearers and mourners.
 
We buried the bird below a bank in the gravelly bed of the Beck, a brook beginning about Barnoldby-le-Beck, passing beneath the brick ridge on the Grimsby Road, and finally finding its way through Norcrops to its home in the North Sea via Grimsby Docks and the Humber.
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It should be stated that the day after the funeral a small headstone made of wood was erected, bearing an appro- (sic) inscription, to mark the spot. No doubt we were trespassing, but were neither caught nor prosecuted.
 

I.O.G.T.
The Independent Order of Good Templars had a strong Lodge at Laceby. The Burtons and the Whites were among its members. Scoffers said the initials stood for "I Often Get Tight." We youngsters sometimes saw the regalia, and knew about the meetings with musical prograames (sic) and such like. Rose Gould play and sing, and using the kitchen table as a platform, we had at home some interesting programmes of songs, recitations and speeches, in which a number of us began our public careers. Rose, of course, was the organizer and chief performer, and sometimes a few seniors came to increase the audience.
 
Good Templarism brings to mind an incident, probably at an earlier  date, when Mother and Aunt Wales took me for a walk, with the baby in the pram. Outside the village I ran ahead, mounted a stone heap by the roadside, and began to deliver a temperance address, shouting, “Don’t drink beer; don't go into a public house." It turned out that, unknown to me, there vas an overflow audience in the adjoining field, where the stonebreaker was enjoying his pipe just behind the hedge. When my companions discovered this, they were afraid they might be blamed for my enthusiasm. Anyhow, no harm was done, whether or not he followed my advice. 
 

Dogs.  
The previous paragraph reminds me of a walk the same party of us took a little farther in the same direction, but with a less happy ending. We took a small parcel from the shop for delivery at a gentleman farmer's residence about a mile away, and I carried it up the drive through the field to the house, while the others waited on the road. When I returned, running towards them, they thought I was playing engines as I frequently did, but it was not imitation whistles I was emitting, but genuine cries because a pet dog had bitten my leg. Judging from the teeth marks, Mother was of opinion that, if it had not been for the thick stockings I was wearing, it would have taken out a piece of the flesh. The lady who owned the dog, when complaint was made to her, was sure it was only a bit of playfulness on the part of the dog that had frightened me.  Probably tho truth was half way between these opinions.
 
A few years later, when delivering handbills, I was once more bitten in a garden, and since becoming a man I have been thrown off my bike by dogs.  I have always been more or less afraid of dogs, sometimes having an uncanny feeling of their unseen presence. The fear seems to be congenital; it does not appear to be the result of the bites, but the bites to be the result of the fear, recognized by the dogs.
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Education.
I did not go to school until about the age of 9. Mother was afraid I should learn too much of the rough language and manners of the village, and having been a governess she taught me at home. I do not remember the time when I could not read, and part of my earliest reading was to commit to memory a daily portion from a diminutive book that contained a passage of Scripture and a verse of a hymn or sacred poem for each day in the year, including Feb. 29. I still possess this volume, and notice evidence that my thumb was not always scrupulously clean. It is gilt-edged, in stiff backed blue binding, embossed in gold letters on the cover, "Daily Refreshment. " For the sake of comparison with present day children's books; I have just measured it. I ought to have measured it in millimetres, but as near as I can get it in inches, the outside dimensions are 3 x 2 1/2 x nearly 1/2. I had also a Catechism of General Knowledge, which I have lost. (I mean the book, but fear the remark is true of much of the general knowledge.) There was a Spelling Book, which I liked better, and a Table Book, from which by painful degrees I learnt fairly thoroughly my multiplication tables. But Mother was by no means a mathematician, and I failed to understand the few sums I learnt to do, for instance, why you should put down 2 and carry 1."
 

School.
When I did go to school I was ready for Standard III in everything but arithmetic, and Standard I was quite high enough for that.  It was therefore somewhat difficult to arrange a satisfactory time-table for me, but the schoolmaster was a friend of the family and proved very sympathetic and helpful. There was a little Arithmetic book, covering the work of all tho standards, but containing very few sums, but with fair explanation of the various rules up to Duodecimal multiplication (whatever that is.) I studied it in bed every morning, and was soon revelling in vulgar fractions and decimals, and able to take my proper place in the school life.
 
One day, before I was a pupil, I was passing the school grounds about mid-day, and looking through the iron railings saw the two pupil teachers having their lunch outside. called out to me, "I say, Herbert, when are you coming to school?" I replied that I should be coming some day so on, but that I had lessons at home with Mother. After teasing me a bit, they gave me two or three words to spell, and then I asked, "Can you spell 'phlegm'?" They did not admit to me that they could not, but next tine they saw Father they laughed and said, "That boy of yours is too sharp for us; he asked us to spell phlegm, and we didn't know how. " 
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A New Boy.
My first day at school was by no means a happy one . The first lessons have left no impression, but in the period before dinner time the position of the class was changed so as to face a big Blackboard, and we were told to take our exercise books. I knew what exercise in the open air was, and  had possibly heard of scales and exercises in music, but the word exercise-book was not in my vocabulary. I had to appeal to the master for enlightenment. He said, Father had told him to let me have what books were necessary, and he would pay for then. Most of the pupils had halfpenny exercise books but he would give me a twopenny one for the sake of the better paper. Thus equipped I returned to my seat to copy a song, the words of which were being written on the blackboard, for us to sing later. We were told we could go home to dinner as soon as we had finished. So I started with a school pen and in my best twopenny writing, but before I had quite written the first line: 
 
"Up in the morning early rose good old farmer Gray," the first boy had finished the verse and gone home. One by one they departed and I was left alone, doing my best to complete my task. The master came to look, and said in a kind tone, "You have not finished yet, have you? Well, put your book away and run off home." I felt I was in disgrace,  having been 'kept in' the first morning at school, and hardly dare confess to Mother, but she comforted me, and I believe the master was amused to learn of my discomfiture.
 

A Foolish Master.
One day, soon after starting school, I regret to say I badly disappointed the master, when he sent for me out of a junior classroom to read part of a poem to standards V and VI. It was a foolish thing for him to do, because I read the word 'wind,' the noun, just as the others had done with the short "i', not knowing that in poetry the 'i' was always long, and we ought to have read it "wined.' Today we only do so at the end of a line where the rhyme requires 
 

The Cane.
I believe I only got the cane once at that school, and that was at a much later period. It was for pulling quite gently the hair of the girl in front of me, which was lying temptingly on my desk. She was unkind enough to report that someone had done it, and I had to confess, and receive a suitably light cut as punishment .
 

The Blackboard.
Two apparently unimportant items on the blackboard may have affected my later life. One was the master chalking up DOH, ME, S0lH, DOH, and giving us elementary practice in tonic - soh-fah, in which he was proficient. We had no modulator.
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The other was in a talk about shorthand, when he wrote his name on the board in Phonography. I always carried. a picture of it in my brain, though it was years after I was using Pitman's shorthand when it first dawned on me that a (shorthand image) was really Thomas Kay, unvocalized.
 

Singing Alto.
For one of our school concerts, in order to introduce two part singing, two or three of us boys were taught the second part in a classroom separate from the rest of the school, and never heard the melody until almost the final rehearsal. I remember, however, soon afterwards learning the alto of the tune, St. Alphege, to sing at the wedding of somebody connected with the church.
 
An item I enjoyed immensely at the school concert was the "A,B, C, Duet," which Mr. Kay, the schoolmaster, sang with Miss Garn, a good singer from Grimsby. I wonder how often my wife and I have sung it in How Zealand .
 

Slow Musical Progress.
One Sunday when a visiting Local Preacher had taken the morning service, he cane to our house to dinner, and afterwards played the harmonium for a while. He was not an accomplished player, but managed after a fashion to get through the tune "Eccles," with which I was familiar, but could not play. He told me that he knew Boggett, the composer of the tune, who had confessed to him that he believed he was inspired when he wrote it as really as the writer of a hymn might be.
 
What probably made a deeper impression on me was his showing me how he sometimes played only the top note of the treble and the bottom note of the bass, when he could not play the four parts, and I began to do the same trick, and so was able to provide a thin accompaniment to voices singing hymns  Mother advised me to learn one tune of each of the metres in general use; I remember practicing French, G,4., Hursley, L.M., Silchester, S.M. and Stella, 6-8s.
 
My very first attempt to play in public was in the Sunday School, where Father was superintendent and the player of the harmonium was absent. The tune was Hursley, and in playing the tune over, in about the second bar one of the pedals broke down, and so I did the same. With longer experience I have had the same thing happen occasionally, and have carried on with one pedal.
 
Soon after this, Mrs. Kay, the wife of the schoolmaster, was arranging a Band of Hope programme, and did me the honour of asking me to play for one of the little items so that she could conduct. At the first practice playing a wrong note gave me such stage fright that I dare hot try any more. When the performance of the evening was over, she told me how she liked little Sydney because he said his recitation so nicely, but she was disappointed in me.
 
That was rather unkind of her.
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The Spring Mattress.
A very excitable Temperance Lecturer visited Laceby once  and stayed at our house for the night. Aunt Wales was away, visiting other relative, and so he had the bedroom she usually occupied. That was the only room in the house containing a spring mattress, which was a comparatively recent invention. When he had undressed, in the exuberance of his spirits (not alcoholic) he gave a running jump, expecting to land on the comfortable bosom of a soft feather bed, but instead, the mattress, resenting such treatment, treated him much as the whale treated Jonah and he landed heavily on the floor of a prophet's chamber, to the consternation, but afterwards greatly to the amusement of the other bedrooms
 

The Boys' Room.
Sydney and 1 of course slept together, and in the early days were not allowed to get up until Garnet, the apprentice, came to Father's bedroom door at 7.30 a.m. to get the key to open shop. Since those days l have always been permitted to get up as early as ever I wished, or earlier. 
 
We used each to have a lunch biscuit under the pillow to eat first thing in the morning, and there is still the memory of hard crumbs in bed. One morning as i got out of bed I trod on something very sharp, which I thought was either a pin or a hard piece of crust or biscuit. I immediately pulled it from my foot, holding my night gown between my fingers. Returning to bed I found my foot beginning to swell, and soon complained of feeling very funny and tight round my throat. It nearly gave mo blood poisoning. Mr. Watson, the chemist, thought the bee must have been on something poisonous, but probably it was just the way the poison. of the sting affected the. It was at least a week before my boot would go on again.
 
On Saturday night we had our bath; in front of the kitchen fire served as the bathroom. Then mother put away in the drawers all our soiled and weekday clothes, and got out ready for the morning our clean and Sunday garment:s. On the Sunday morning our hair was carefully oiled with hair-oil--slightly scented olive-oil. Once Mother made a mistake in the bottles, and it was Lizzie's long hair that was unfortunately plastered with Syrup of Squills (Editor: an onion-like plant, the syrup used as a cough medicine), which was naturally most difficult to remove.
 

The Old Nurse. 
Mrs. Robinson, the old nurse who had taken part in our reception into this world, was always interested in me and my progress. She would sometimes by invitation attend one of our home performances. She would have arguments with me. She was sure the end of the world was very near, because men had found out everything there was to find out. They had not long before built railways and invented "carriages without horses to go,' as Mother Shipton had prophesied; they could send messages along telegraph wires, and take pictures without pencil or paints; there was nothing left to find out.
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Mrs. Robinson had no patience with foreign languages. "Everybody knows what you mean when you say ‘table,' but if you called it something else, nobody could understand."
 

Uncle and Aunt Knight.
Editor’s note:  my research indicates that this refers to Robert (1788- ) and Susan Knight. The author has mistaken their relationship. Susan was Susan Patchett, (1793 - 1878), not Susan White. She was a daughter of George and Mary Patchett. She was the author’s great-grand aunt, a sister of Michael White’s wife, Mary Ann Brown aka Mary Ann Patchett. 
 
This was an old couple, whom I visited a few times when we stayed at Ludborough, climbing up a rickety sort of staircase to see them in their home, which was over a cart- or hay-shed. What I remember most clearly about Uncle Knight is that at the age of 70 he was reputed to have perfectly sound teeth, with which he could crack nuts. Not until many years later did I realize that Aunt Knight was my great-aunt (nee Susan White) one of the famous family of 25.
 
My reason for mentioning them now is that as time passed and Uncle Knight could no longer work, what little they had been able to save out of perhaps l2/6 a week was soon exhausted in rent, and they were in danger of being turned out of the accommodation they had. It was true there was the work-house provided for such cases, but though they might have shelter there, husband and wife were not allowed to be together, not even to see each other except at a distance, on such occasions as in the parish church, when the men sat on one side and the women on the other.
 
Recognizing the cruelty of a system of judicial separation for their remaining days onforced upon an honest couple who had lived happily together for half a century, Father wrote a letter to "The Christian World," protesting against such treatment. Mr. Eccles, a Christian gentleman on the other side of the country, became interested in the case, and after some correspondence, promised to pay the rent for the Knights as long as they lived, Father acting as the intermediary. For years after our removal to New Zealand, the correspondence was continued, and Father received generous gifts of religious books from a donor whom he had never met.
 

Certain Advantages.
Being the eldest of a generation affords one certain opportunities of observing the younger members of the preceding generation.
 
When Uncle Stephen did his courting I was too young to be interested in that sort of thing, but with Uncle Joe I was old enough to think and speak of a certain young lady he had been talking to as Aunt Joe, where as he really fell in love with and married his cousin Jenny, the daughter of my great-uncle Michael. 
 
Uncle Tom gave me and the rest of the fancily the biggest surprise of the lot. During the festivities of a Christmas dinner in our dining-room there was sure to be plenty of fan. Someone jokingly asked, *When are you going to get a sweetheart, Tom?" His prompt reply was, "I have one already. " The full chorus, agitato, "Who is it?" Solo, risoluto, "Harriet Hildred." And no-one seemed to have had the slightest inkling of it.
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When Aunt Tillie and Uncle Carter did their courting in the Ludborough kitchen, I was old enough to be interested and to take mental notes, which no doubt stood me in good stead in due time.
 

White Bros.
I have no clear recollection of the orủer of formation or the organization of the firm of White Bros. in the new shop, but it included Father, Uncle Stephen and Uncle Joe. I think the Waltham shop was soon relinquished. There was also an assistant, Mr. Enderby, who did the rounds, and an apprentice, Jack Garnet, to whom I looked up as a very clever young nan. Uncle Joe seemed to spend a good deal of his time in the general work and correspondence of the Emigration Agency.
 
As time went on I was occasionally employed at the rate of a penny an hour in such duties as sweeping, dusting, tidying, etc. A task I liked decidedly better was mixing the ingredients for "White's Baking Powder," especially packing and sealing it in the tiny little packets in which it was sold.
 

B. O. P.
When the Boys' own Paper, the first weekly for juveniles was published, to be followed shortly by the Girls' Owm Paper, Sydney and I became subscribers from the first number. Our regular income at that time vas one penny a week each "sugar money, " for going without sugar in our milk and water or tea, so it took 50 per cent. of our income at first to become subscribers, and we continued for many years until we were grown up. I once even obtained "honourable mention" in one of the very early competitions. There was a picture of a man being rescued from drowning, tho incident to be described in a short poem. It is amusing now to note in the copy of the manuscript I have of the poem the spelling in the line,
"And as from scores of mouths it pored."
I remember that Father advised me to read it carefully through before posting, but he never in any way suggested what was Wrong
 

Savings.
Perhaps here it might be explained that we two boys shared a post office savings bank account, in which Father (showed) in pencil alongside each entry for a shilling or more, how much belonged to H and how much to S, otherwise we should have been much longer before we received any interest on a ‘complete pound.’
 
In my teens I invested my savings in a watch. The firm of Wales & Macoullock (? spelling) sent me several to choose from; their address was Ludgate Hill, London. They promised me a reduction of £1 in the price of any of them, because the head of the firm had learnt his trade from Mother's father in Boar Lane, Leeds. I chose the best, which did me excellent service for many years both in England and New Zealand .
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Too Big to Kiss.
Once when I was growing into a rather bigger boy, and went for a day or two's holiday to Ludborough, my aunties teased me by telling me they supposed I was too big to kiss them now. I therefore gave then quite as many kisses as they cared for, and picked up Aunt Tillie, the younger and lighter in weight of the two, in my arms and carried her down the two steps from the room into the shop and placed her on the counter.
 

The Ludborough Harmonium.
Aunt Tillie bought a small harmonium, but never got to play it much. When I happened to be there for a Sunday, the harmonium would be carried across to the chapel. I remember playing there once when Mr. Christopher Carter preached from the text, "The heart of the people was much discouraged because of the way."
 
On the village green I played for some kind of open-air meeting, "Hold the fort for I am coming,” accompanying the singing, with Fred Farmery, of about my age, attending by my chair, and playing the melody, thus acting as a treble octave coupler. 
 
I helped to teach the juniors in the little Sunday School that uncles and aunties held in a small schoolroom partitioned off the chapel. There were cards of large type capital letters from which they had to learn the alphabet.
 

A Long Drive.
It was a great event when they drove me to Horncastle. The railway from Louth to Bardney, near Lincoln, had recently been constructed, with two fairly long tunnels through the Wold hills. It seemed most weird and mysterious to bo told that trains ran somewhere under the road over which we were traveling. 
 
What our business was I cannot say, but we looked in at a bootmaker's shop window, where the official Hangman lived. They would not let me go in to buy a pair of boot-laces, because he would have said, "You don't want bootlaces; you only want to see the hangman."
 
Returning late at night by a different route, we crossed the main railway line. The crossing gates were closed and locked because the keeper was in bed, so we had to ring a bell and wait till he came out and unlocked the gates to let us through. Had we been pedestrians we could have gone through small side gates. How he must have blessed such night travellers.
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Printing  Presses.
Mr. Burton had quite a good printing press, with plenty of type, which he set up in our upper warehouse behind the shop. My uncles also had a small printing press--almost a toy-- obtained through The Exchange and Mart. There were small quantities of several kinds of type, but insufficient of any small type to do any serious work, one or two common letters almost totally missing. Another fault, the absence of enough pressure on account of loosened screws in a wooden roller, was easier to overcome by Sydney and me taking it in turn to sit on the press while the other inked the type and inserted the paper.
 
Uncle lent me the Ludborough press, and at one time we operated it, doing some amateur printing at the opposite side of the warehouse. An unfinished publication of ours was a short article, "How to learn to ride a bicycle,” written by Sydney W. White, who could not himself ride.
 

Roses Departure.
When the Burtons finally returned to New Zealand, taking Rose with them, it left me for some time feeling very forlorn. l still have a letter she wrote to me, headed The Mission House, New Plymouth, which is now Rangiatea Maori Girls' College.
 

Secondary Education.
One of the momentous changes in my ny life was my entry to a secondary school. I was not aware of anyone  Laceby holding a degree, nor did I know of either boy or girl receiving any secondary education.
 
Father always said he would never have much money to leave us, and ever if he had it might be taken from us, but if he gave us a good education, no-one could over take that from us. Most people seemed to think it an unnecessary expense. Mr. Kay, though sorry to lose me from his school, advised my being sent to Grimsby.
 
There were two private secondary schools in the town--no free places--Brown's school, mainly     Church of England, was the Collegiate School, Brighow Gate, recently opened by by (sic) A.E. Robert's, B.A., who was an excellent Wesleyan Local Preacher. Naturally we chose the latter, and obtained and studied the syllabus with its imposing array of subjects. One that intrigued us, and none of us had heard of, was trigonometry.                                                F
 
The problem of transport was a difficult one to solve. There were two, and at a later date three carriers' carts to and from Grimsby every day, one, Mark Pickwell's, leaving the Nag's Head Inn at 8.30 to catch the 9.25 Hull train. Mark drove round the village, blowing his horn so that people could despatch  parcels or tell him about any business they wanted him to do for them. It was arranged for me to join him just before he left the Nag's Head, and l never quite missed him. That got me to school a little less than half
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an hour late. On Friday, market day Mark's cart did not go till later so it was necessary to get a lift or walk both ways.
 

The Carrier's Cart.
Do you know what a carrier's cart was like? You would see a number of them in the Grimsby Bull Ring, and Market Place any day of the week, but on Friday you could see dozens of them from villages near and far. They were strong two-wheelers drawn by one horse. I have travelled when there were 20 of us all told on board. Fortunately there was only one slight hill on the road.
 
Once when I was a small boy I was seated on a pig's carcase (sic) that was stretched on a board across the back inside from one seat to the opposite seat. The road was slippery and  the horse fell; the pig rolled over and landed me on the floor. No-one was hurt, but Mother and Aunt Wales would not get in again, so we walked the last mile and a half to town. We returned in the afternoon again with Mark as the frost had thawed.
 
All the barrels, sacks and cases of merchandise were brought from town in this way. When the cart was full of goods and passengers the driver sat on the shaft with his foot on a step. Coming home from town Mark would sometimes be drunk--though not if important passengers were aboard-- but his horse always seemed to know what was expected of it.
 
On one occasion the cart drew up as usual in its yard at home, but minus the driver. On investigation Mrs. Pickwell heard a small boy's voice calling, "I can't get out." The boy was packed in amongst sacks of flour and such like, so that he could not move. When rescued he explained that some distance back the wheel had gone over a bump of some  kind. About half a mile from the village the driver had fallen from his seat in front, and the wheel had gone over
his leg. He was always sober in the morning, and I never had to travel with him homewards, since his hour of departure never fitted mine, so I regularly walked.
 

The Time Table.
The point I objected to most of all in the time-table was having two half-days in the week (Wednesday and Saturday.) Being obliged to go all that way to school on a Saturday morning seemed at first too much like breaking the Sabbath. Morning hours were 9 to 12 and afternoon 2 to 4. I would rather have had half an hour less for dinner, so as to get home earlier. In the winter it was dark long before arrival at home
 
For one particular year, as an incentive to speed, I timed my walks home, looking at the clock when passing the Wheat Sheaf Inn, Grimsby, and at our clock at Home. The average time was 1 hour, 20 minutes, 24 seconds.
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Weather.
During nearly three years only once stayed home for weather, and that was when a gale was blowing some of the telegraph posts down. On another occasion the wind increased so much during the day that Uncle Joe came 1 1/2 miles of the way to meet me at talker Gotcher’s Plat, (Cottagers Plat) where the Road was most exposed, and we both had to squat down under the shelter of a hedge while the heavy gusts passed. However, for the winter quarter of my first year, 1880, I was a weekly boarder.
 

The Country Boy.
Picture me, the shy new boy from the country, being teased because I wore heavy boots, whereas previously the teasing had been that the identical boots were light, with no hobnails in them. But the most trying feature was having to commence so many new subjects at once, subjects never touched before, with which most of the boys were more or less familiar. In the Laceby school I had already gained an elementary certificate from Kernsington for geometrical drawing, but no proofs were required, In a boy's story I had read, the boy hero, after working hard at his geometrical problem, had jumped up, saying, “Hurrah! Q.E.D., I have it." I had always imagined that was the answer to his problem.
 
My first geometry homework was to learn Euclid, book 1, prop-5, the proverbial "pons assinorum," a bridge that I failed either to cross or understand. My first homework in French was to learn the verb être. (Why do most languages seem to have a common verb like "to be” so irregular?) :Mother saw it was an impossible task, and advised me to learn as thoroughly as possible the first tense, the present indicative, and helped me somewhat with the pronunciation.
 
There was some danger of my developing an inferiority complex, but when Mr.  Roberts saw Father and told him how pleased he was with the way I was getting on, it bucked me up considerably.
 

 Settling  Down.
To my surprise I found that some of the boys had no idea that French was a living language, spoken by the inhabitants of France; they imagined it was just made up to give scholars an extra subject to learn.
 
Most of the boys had a box of their own, with a lid, to keep their books in near their desks. I had taken no measurements, but had one made at Laceby. It had to hold not only books, but seeing we were to learn practical as well as theoretical chemistry, I took in it an expensive chemical cabinet, containing apparatus and scores of reagents, some in stoppered many in corked bottles, and many in small wooden pill-box-like containers, which Father had never used, though he won it before his marriage in an essay competition--I think it was on “The Wife at Home.”
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My box was so much bigger than the others that the boys called it "White's coffin," but they were very pleased to share my chemicals, especially such as Silver Nitrate and Bichloride of Mercury.
 

High Speed.
A little incident one morning illustrates the increasing speed of locomotion. An intending woman passenger had missed Mark's cart by perhaps half a minute. She was very anxious to catch the Hull train, so started to run after us. The chance was remote, but fortunately for her a young fellow on a solid-rubber-tyred” "penny farthing" bicycle--the first to be seen in the village--passed her, and catching up to us informed Mark, and we waited for her.
 
It was the main topic of conversation on the journey. What wonderful inventions there were in these modern days! To think of a man on a machine on the road being able to travel as fast as a man would on horseback!
 

Susie Patterson. 
I believe I nave scarcely referred to Susie, an elder sister of Rose. Soon after my commencing at the Collegiate School she returned from studying in France, and one day she came some distance to meet me returning from town. She helped me to converse a little in French. I remember her explaining that notwithstanding the large number of silent final consoants in the language, the word 'avec' was not pronounced the same as 'avez.'
 

Chapel Collections.
Susie was the cause of much amusement at the dinner table one Sunday when we had all been to chapel in the morning. It may be as well to explain that in our services in England there was not a collection every Sunday. As a regular  thing there was a Quarterly collection for tho circuit, and an annual one for Foreign Missions, Sunday School Anniversary, Day School Anniversary, Church Trust, Worn Out Ministers' Fund, Local Preachers' Horse Hire and Theological Colleges. On that morning one had been announced to be taken the following Sunday for "Certain Purposes." She thought that sounded very mysterious. Really it was merely a case of mishearing: it was an extra coLlection for Circuit Purposes.
 

Personal Explanations.
It is becoming increasingly obvious that these sketches will have to be more sketchy or less numerous, or probably both, if any hope is to remain of successfully catching up before my nonagenarisnority. Those of you who are no longer young will realize, too, that the details of childhood's days are more clearly remembered than the events of a year or two ago.
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There is this further to be said, that these Sketches have in part been intended to indicate some of the changes that have taken place in the realms of eduction, travel, communication, science, invention, fashion, habits, politics etc., within the lifetime of one individual. For this purpose less detail is necessary in the later years.
 

James Edgar.
About the time of my commencing at the Collegiate School, we lost our darling brother Edgar, who died at the age of 1 year 10 months, through convulsions while teething. I remember, when we knew there was no hope of his recovery, how sadly and quietly we sat by the kitchen fire, until Father came down from the bedroom over tho shop to tell us Edgar had gone to be with Jesus.
 
Taking after his mother, he had very dark hair and complexion, and was exceedingly fond of music. Mother would often sit with him on her knee while she played the harmonium to interest him. I do not think she ever got over his lose. Scarcely ever afterwards did she touch a musical instrument to play it. Harold Temple was born on Christmas Eve of the year following Edgar's death, to some extent filling the gap and inheriting the musical talent, of which he has made such conspicuous use. 
 

Harold Temple.
Harold was the fifth child, the last of the family, and his arrival rather upset arrangements at our house, where the Christmas festivities were to have been held. We had to go for the evening meal to Uncle and Aunt Joe’s in another part of the village. I knew a bit too much and was evidently so much excited that when during the evening Father came to tell us children that we had got a little brother, I asked immediately, "Is it a boy or a girl?" for which question there was some teasing, but I now tell the joke against myself.
 
The next day, Christmas Day, was a Sunday, and in the evening Father was appointed to preach in a neighbouring village. He took a most appropriate Christmas text, "Unto us a child is born, unto us a son is given," but his congregation did not know till later in the week how doubly appropriate the text was.
 

Photographs.
We have always regretted that we have no photograph of Edger. He was taken once to a studio in Grimsby, but the photographer would not expose a plate, because he said the light was too poor--no rapid plates or artificial lighting in those day--and the opportunity never occurred again. One day at Cleethorpes a man took a photo of group of us--on a seat on the sand, with Edgar on his mother's knee, but the diminutive size of the picture and the number in the group make it no portrait at all.
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With this in mind, when I was in the photographic business I made it a practice when babies were brought, to make an exposure, however unsatisfactory the conditions, to have some record for the parents, should it happen they were never able to come again.
 

Commissariat.
When going to Grimsby I occasionally carried my lunch with me. At first I got my dinner in a dark little eating-house in the Bullring, where, although Father had arranged with the proprietor, an old acquaintance, and paid for it, some of the cold beef they gave me ought to have been eaten at an earlier date. I did not appreciate it, but it was not until later years that I cane to know what the fault was.
 
Soon afterwards a Coffee Palace was opened nearby, and I had more freedom of choice. A favourite first course was a big basin of soup for a penny and a good slice of bread for a penny, and then crossing the market-place to a pastry-cooks for a second course a penny pikelet (editor - crumpet) would often suffice.
 
On one occasion when I took my lunch from home, greatly to my annoyance we had a whole holiday which had not been announced previously, and I well remember eating cold pork sausages with a table napkin spread on a stone heap by the roadside
 

A School Group.
When I reached school one morning a photographer had already grouped the scholars on the lawn and was focussing his camera. They made room for me to squeeze in, and there appears in the picture a very shy and insignificant looking boy. In that photo George Jackson appears as one of the big fellows. Later, while attending the school he gained his B,A., with honours in English; he became one of our leading Wesleyan ministers, whose biography has recently been written by his widow. It was quite interesting to learn in later years that my wife had been a scholar at the same time as he at a primary school--Whiteley's Wesleyan School, Grimsby.
 

Rest.
In my maturer years, when day-dreaming about physical confort and restful joy, I have often thought of myself tired out and wet through after an hour and a half or two hours’ walk in a heavy gale and rain, changed into dry clothes and sitting by the kitchen fire to enjoy a good warm meal. What more could one wish for in life? Probably my health and vitality through so many years have been in part due to some of those experiences.
 
 

The Lighter Side.
One morning there was considerable excitement, although of course subdued, over a rumour that there was to be a race of some kind in Littlefield Lane, and it was whispered that
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one or two of the senior boys had approached the Head to let the school go during recess to see. Instead of playing in the school grounds we were permitted to go on condition that we
returned promptly. So across Bargate and down Dudley Street to the end, which was then separated by a paling fence and gate from Littlefield Lane, raced 50 or 60 boys at the top of their speed.
  
But everything seemed as quiet as usual--no horses, dogs, donkeys or children. We therefore retraced our steps at a decidedly slower pace and it began to dawn on someone what the date was--April 1st and the only race we were likely to see was the human race. Who engineered the affair was not known to us juniors, but the masters were good sports, and it did not hurt as much to be called April Fools.
 

School Subjects.
In my first secondary school year I liked most subjects fairly well, the least attractive being History, which was not made interesting as it is today, but was mainly memorizing dates of Kings and Queens, and battles with dates, generals and conquerors; also Geography, in which we had to learn the names of the counties in the British Isles, with a list of the principal Towns in each. We were much annoyed that in our Stewart's Geography the towns mentioned for the county of Lincolnshire were Lincoln, Boston, Stamford and Gainsborough, with no mention of Grimsby, which boasted a larger population than any of those named, having grown more rapidly since the publication of the text-book.
 

Public Examinations.
Mr. Roberts was always proud of the numbers he could get through public examinations, and soon had me working for the Cambridge Local Examination, Junior. In preparation for this I was a weekly boarder for the winter quarter—the last of the year 1880.
 
There were then only two other boarders, Grant Secundus and Grant Terdius, who were quarterly, Grant Primus having left the previous year. The Grants of course had one bed, and I
shared the other in the room with the Master’s son, "Little man," who was put to bed early, being about four years of age. The assistant master accompanied us upstairs, and stood with his back to the fireplace while we said our prayers and undressed.
 
During that term George Jackson stayed to tea and the evening, working for his fist B.A., London. At tea the assistant master cut the bread wad passed it to us to help ourselves to butter—a most unusual  course at that time in England, where boarders were accustomed to having "bread and scrape.” Wednesday half holidays were quite good fun, because then we did chemical experiments in the dining room, and afterwards washed the test-tubes, etc. in the kitchen sink. We had a patent glass retort for producing Sulphuretted Hydrogen,H2S, so it was only necessary to turn the tap in order to get rid of any unwelcome visitor.
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Cambridge Local examinations.
In the Cambridge Local it was necessary to pass in the primary subjects, and also in two additional ones. In my first attempt I only succeeded in gaining l 1/2, French and Religious Knowledge, the latter counting only half a subject. It comprised that year, the Book of Judges, the Gospel of Luke, the First Epistle to the Corinthians and Whately' s "Christian Evidences."
 
Naturally I was disappointed, but it was not a bad failure, and it was experience. Jackson gained the Senior exam, the two Grants gained 3rd class, and five of our boys passed 4th class.
 

Hull.
There was no Centre at Grimsby; we had to sit at Hull. We stayed at a boarding-house with the assistant master in charge, and the examination was held in the Banqueting Chamber of the Town Hall. It was my first sight of the electric light. There were two powerful arc lights in the Banqueting Chamber, but in those days they were not to be trusted for very long. It being mid-winter we needed artificial light, and therefore the big chandeliers with hundreds of gas jets were kept burning ready for the emergencies, which frequently occurred. The carbons would burn away til they were too far apart, and would noisily splutter and almost fade out until some automatic action corrected the distance. Sometimes one would play up, sometimes the other, and occasionally both together.
 

Electricity.
Speaking of the electric light reminds me of an occasional lesson, half serious and half playsome , that we enjoyed on the school lawn. There was an electrical machine of the kind where a large glass bottle is revolved, causing friction with a silk cover. We also had a Leyden jar, and one day we had charged it more fully than w realized, and it knocked a boy over on the lawn. Authorities used to say that if they could only get electricity to turn a wheel, what great things could be done. How many wheels are turned by it today?
 

Microscope.
Another expensive plaything was a first-class microscope belonging to Mr. Roberts, which we were sometimes allowed to use, if for instance one of us would donate a drop or two of blood from his thumb for inspection of the corpuscles. Such periods were not part of the regular time table, but they served to relieve the tedium of heavier studies.
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Boarding House.
To return to Hull; one year there were, I think, seven of us in one room in the boarding house with three double beds. We three school boarders shared one bed; my place next the wall. An unusually weak assistant master was in charge of the party. He came to the room the first night when he thought we should ail be about in bed. Finding the door locked, he knocked, but got no response. We were all as quiet as mice. After several loud knocks he retired, and we wondered what Mr. Roberts would say when he heard about it. The next evening the fellow read us his letter to the Head, which contained no reference to the occurrence, and we thought more of him, and behaved much better afterwards.
 

A Thick Fog.
The last year I went for examinations to Hull, there were only two of us, and we went without a master, Father going with us to see us safe there. We travelled all right by train to New Holland, but the winter fog was so dense on the Humber that the ferry steamers were not running. The first paper commenced at 2 p.m., so it did not matter to an hour or two when we reached Hull, but the morning wore on, and there was no improvement in meteorological conditions. Finally the station-master acceded to our urgent requests and allowed the paddle steamer to take us and a few other venturesome passengers across the estuary. We could only see a few yards from the boat, and the sound of our siren seemed awfully weird, with others answering in the distance. After travelling dead slow for a long tine we caught the welcome sound of the big bell on the Hull wharf, which was kept ringing to guide us to the pier.
 
We took the first  tram (horse trams then) and made the best of our way to the Town Hall, where the exam had started a quarter of an hour before, and we had missed our dinner. I acted as spokesman, and received a stern rebuff from the supervisor, who, after some demur, permitted us to take our places, and be ready to hand in our work when the others did.
 

Prize Distributions.
Having just turned up an old scrapbook of newspaper cuttings, I can now give some items from our breaking-up functions at school in midsummer, which will have the advantage of chronological accuracy, which my memory could by no means have assured.
 
I had been a pupil for two quarters, when the Grimsby News of June 25, 1880, devoted two columns of small type to the kind of detailed report in fashion then, thus,
                                                                                                                                                                   "GRIMSBY COLLEGIATE SCHOOL.
The annual prize distribution to the boys under tuition at this excellent and successful high school took place on Wednesday evening last. . . . . 
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………… School Certificates…………
G.H.White (83% English Grammar) …….
"The chemical experiments, with explanatory remarks. were conducted by G. Byerley, aided by A.Cook, and consisted of a few simple illustrations of the composition and properties of the gases oxygen and hydrogen, in the course of which the youthful demonstrators effected quite an unexpected but very effective experiment. Incautiously leaving a little balloon they had inflated with hydrogen too near a flame, the toy illustrated its own inflammability by going off in a miniature explosion, to the delight of the youngsters in the back seats. Save this little mishap, far more diverting than dangerous, the scientific lecture was successful and certainly interesting.”
 
Need I add that we boys certainly enjoyed it more than our mothers did, although we missed the expected graceful flight over the audience of the small goldbeater's skin balloon, which had been filled so carefully with the hydrogen gas they had generated?
 

Grimsby News.
In l881: "Last evening the midsummer distribution of prizes at the Collegiate School took place before a large audience of the parents and friend of the boys. As usual the visitors had placed before then an interesting programme, comprising exercises in vocal and instrumental music, repetition, in declamation, and in rudimentary science, the rendering of which the boys were most successful. ….Class Prizes…..Form IV. R, G. Byerley,  1st; G. H. White 2nd….. .. ...School Certificates…... S. W. White.……Programme:……….Shakespeare, Coriolanus, act i, scene i.….. Citizens ... G.H. White……French Recitation and English Rendering: G. H.  White......"
 
I can to this day recite after a fashion some of this French prose, and I recall how in one passage Mr. Roberts improved my literal translation--"trembling for her days and for those of her husband" --by the better English rendering-- "trembling for her life and for that of her husband."
 
The report for midsummer l882 is missing, but there is a school list, showing that George Jackson had gained the matriculation of the London University, and the College of Preceptors I class, I division, 7th in all England, bracketed 2nd in English. Among five who passed the Cambridge Local Junior my name is one.
 
For midsummer 1883 I have the press report and also a pink folded card invitation programme. G. H. W. had gained 3rd class honours in the Junior Cambridge Local and 2nd class, 1st division in the College of Preceptors examination.
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The first item on the programme was a Latin recitation from Horace and translation, of which I do not remember a word; and half way through there were chemical tests, etc. by G. H. White, with A. G. Gee as assistant. I had my speech written out and all was going well, when Allie Gee accidentally knocked over the test tube rack in which the test tubes were ready filled for the experiments.   I had to do my best to keep the audience interested while he got the
solutions ready again. I was afterwards congratulated on not "losing my head."
 

Free Tuition.
I was to leave school this year to help in the emigration office, but  Mr. Roberts so badly wanted me to sit for examinations for the reputation of the school that he promised to remit the fees and let me off two days a week for the office if I would stay.
     
In the Cambridge Local I was entered for a rather formidable list of subjects, including Gorman, and as the time approached the master and I both began to be afraid we had too many irons in the fire, so for the last two or three weeks dropped German from my time table of studies and swatted maths instead.  I  still had to take the paper with only one other candidate in the big Banquetting (sic) Chamber of the Hull Town hall. The greatest surprise I ever had in examination results was when the certificate arrived showing a pass in German as well as mathematics, etc.
 

College of Preceptors.
There was a local centre at Grimsby for this examination, and it was well for me that there was, for unfortunately I had a nasty attack of mumps during the time, so that at the beginning of a period it was necessary to look down my nose at my work, and at the end it was impossible to raise my head properly. The supervisor was a Wesleyan minister who knew me well, and on the last day, when for the chemistry paper only two of us were entered, he very considerately held the examination in our front room.
 
The regulations for this examination were that if a candidate got less than 25% in any subject, those marks were not counted in the total, and if the total marks wore less than 600 he failed. I was not well-enough to do my best in my stronger subjects, but just tried to do enough to scrape through. In two weak subjects I got the minimum 25, and my total was 620. Thus I gained my first class College of Preceptors, but didn't I cut it fine?
 
A strange thing about the mumps was that there was no epidemic, no-one looked upon it as infectious, and though Sydney slept in the same bed with me, he never took it.
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A Medico.
Mother never had much faith in doctors, but when our old family doctor culled to see Aunt Wales, she asked him just to look at my swollen neck. He did not prescribe, but merely remarked, "That is the worst of these examinations, having to shout so much." He evidently imagined it was an oral test. I don't remember anyone enlightening him.
 

London University.
I was entered for the London University Matriculation midsummer, l884, and disappointed Mr. Roberts, but did not greatly surprise myself by failing. I obtained the certificate in l886, and thus became an undergraduate and entitled to wear a matriculation gown, but as this had to be purchased, I never got one.
 
The London University was the first to grant degrees to non-resident students. Its aim was said  to be to train all its members on a plan like a pyramid with a wide base and a lofty pinnacle—“to  know something about everything, and everything about something. " In the matric. there were no optional subjects. Every candidate must pass in historical English grammar, history, geography, arithmetic, Euclid, algebra, Greek, Latin, French, (or German), natural philosophy (including mechanics, pneumatics, light and heat) and chemistry.
 
Our nearest centre was at Leeds - the Yorkshire College, which for many years now has been the Leeds University. While there I stayed with Mother's cousins, heard Dr. Spark on the big Town Hall organ, and attended a service in the South Parade Baptist Tabernacle, where Mother had worshipped years before .
 

Changes.
So much for a scholastic career, but during this period much else had been happening in the fancily circle, and it is necessary to turn back the pages somewhat.
 
For one thing the migration microbe was attacking a later generation of the Whites than those who earlier in the century had crossed "the big dyke" to Canada. Father and Mother always folt it was their duty to remain in the 0ld Country as long as Aunt Wales lived, but Uncle and Aunt Stephen heard the call of the Pacific, and set out with their two boys, Percy and George.
 
T'here was at that time no direct steam to New Zealand, so they travelled by the Orient Line to Sydney, and then by intercolonial steamer to N.Z. and settled at New Plymouth. What I remember most distinctly in connection with their departure was the two small boys, who had been at their Aunt Hoyland !s school in Yorkshire, marching about our house, singing at the top of their voices a little school song they had been taught:
 
The railway train is starting off,
The engine gives a parting puff,
The bell is rung, the whistle blows,
The porter calls "right", and off it goes.
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Leaving Laceby.
Another very important event during my time at the Collegiate School was our "flitting" from Laceby to Grimsby. We moved into a new district, the West Marsh, ourselves and Uncle and Aunt Joe and their children, into new houses in Fildes Street, that were just being completed.
 
There were, I suppose, nearly lO0 hous es in a row on each side of the street, built so that one house had in front a window and a door, and the next a door and a window, in unbroken succession. You see the advantage of this arrangement to the postman, so that standing on the street footpath he could knock at two doors at once. At fairly long intervals there was a passage under the upper storey, leading to the right-of-way at the back of the whole street. The landlord, who was the builder, agreed not to erect a fence between our two gardens, but obligingly asphalted the combined area to provide a playground for tho young cousins, the children of the two families. There was therefore no lawn to mow, or garden to dig.
 

Truancy.
We were very near to a modern Board School, and it was not long before the truant inspector called to enquire about
the children. Mother was very much piqued when he doubted her statement that we boys were pupils et the Collegiate School. Father and Uncle joe took an office in Osborne Street, conveniently near the Post Office and the Railway Station, for their emigration agency.
 

Church Activity.
 
Close to Fildes Street was the South Parade Wesleyan Chapel, the latest (opened in l881) of five in the town. The Grimsby Circuit included also nine preaching places in the country, and had 4 ministers and about 40 local preachers with one or two mission halls. There were also 5 Primitive Methodist chapels in the town, so Methodism was well represented in this part of Wesley's native county. We at once joined up with South Parade, where we were heartily welcomed, and for the next decade were all very intimately associated with its work and worship.
 
 

Grimsby.
The town was noted for at least two things, a hydraulic tower, 300 feet high, visible for miles in the flat country, said to be the tallest brick building in the world, which provided the power that electricity does nowadays, to work the cranes, etc.; and the fish market, the largest in the world, with 1,000 fishing smacks, bearing the big letters GY and a number painted on the sail - since superceded by by (sic) a much smaller number of steam trawlers - with a pontoon a mile long, which contained a telegraph office and merchants' and auctioneers' offices.
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Fish.
Special fish trains departed daily for the Midlands and London, and there were also regular buyers for the Continent. It was considered that three quarters of the population of the town depended directly or indirectIy on the fish trade for their livelihood. 
 

Tower.
I might have mentioned that as a small boy I went with Uncle Stephen and someone else to the top of Grimsby Tower. The lift was an ungainly , dangerous-looking affair, a kind of big box that would hold about four persons, with sides not vary high and no lid to it, swaying loosely on tremendously long, strong chains, worked by the hydraulic power. The occupants o the lift watched the bare brick walls of the tower, many feet away in all directions, apparently going down, down, down, as they themselves went up, up, up, and then vice versa. In later years the public were never permitted to make the ascent.
 

First Sight.
When Allie Gee, an intimate class-mate of mine in the same form at school, knew that we were going to join South Parade, he told me that he knew two very nice girls that were in the choir there . He himself attended the Victoria Wesleyan Chapel. It was therefore arranged that he should accompany me to a public week-night meeting at South Parade. We sat in one of the back pews, and he pointed out two young ladies sitting next the harmonium. They were Mary Ann McUrich and Sarah Russell. I think I took more notice of the first named that night, but as the years passed she got married, and in 1890 Miss Russell promised to become my wife and I have never regretted that three years later that promise was fulfilled. How little we know what awaits us. In childhood I had often wondered whether the girl I should marry was born or not.
 

Musical Progress.
Before loving Laceby I had for some time played the harmonium for Band of Hope and Sunday School, and for a little while played for the Sunday Services in the chapel, where there was a noisy Alexandre Harmonium, with three sets of reeds throughout, 16, 8 and 4 ft. and Grand Jeu and expression stops, while Mr. May, the schoolmaster was choirmaster. They were content, in the absence of anything better, with my playing the soprano and bass, with sometimes a sprinkling of alto.
 
When we went to South Parade they soon got me playing for Band of Hope, and shortly afterwards for Sunday School, where Father had been appointed Superintendent
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When my voice broke, I began to try to sing bass, which did not seem easy unless someone else was singing it too. I learnt the bass to French, which was the tune invariably started in the class-meeting for any Common Metre hymn, and as it commenced on the keynote, as did the soprano, I could often get a fair start on that particular tune. Others followed in due course. Father became a class leader as well as Sunday School superintendent, and I was a member of his class, in which Mr. Benton, the organist, started the tunes.
 

Another Move.
It was not very long before the landlord prevailed on the brothers, J.H. And J.T. to buy two semi-detached villas he had built in Dudley Street, very up-to-date, and in a desirable residential district, and he took a mortgage on the property. We therefore soon had another "flit."
 
In the front portion of each villa were an entrance hall, two large rooms and staircase, with upstairs two large bedroons, one of which had a ladies' boudoir adjoining, with a door from the bedroom, and another on to the landing. In the back part were a side door and passage, the  kitchen, and the scullery and washhouse, while in the upper storey were two bedrooms and a combined bath room and convenience, with another outside by the coalhouse.
 
In the kitchen there hung five noisy bells, representing the front door, the drawing room, the dining room and the two front bedrooms. The servant knew where her services were required by looking up to see which bell was swinging. Electric bells had not cone into use.
 
The villas were just alike, except in being reversed, and shared the dividing brick wall. Didn't we think this an improvement on Fildes Street? We called ours "Egnont Villa, after the Taranaki mountain, of which we had heard so much.
 

Further Emigrants.
Aunt Tillie was the next of the Whites to leave the 0ld Country. She had married Christopher Carter (Editor: They departed London on 11 July 1883, shortly after their marriage, arriving in New Zealand 95 days later), and they took the long tedious voyage by sailing ship to the "England of the Pacific," where they joined those who were already in New Plymouth. Father and I accompanied them to London, where we saw them on the ship, and this gave me my first visit to the metropolis. While in London we went to Madame Tussaud's waxworks, and even entered the Chamber of Horrors.
 

Ludborough Once More.
Unfortunately, through lack of many definite dates, it seems impossible to hang these "Sketches” in proper sequence on the walls of the present gallery of memories of this period. Let us return once again to Ludborough to illustrate the unfair conditions prevailing much less than a century ago in Merrie England .
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The People’s Mart.
The Shop, “The People's Mart & Village Store," which had been occupied for many years by Grandfather, and after his death by Grandmother, belonged, as did the whole village, with the exception of the Established Church and Parsonage with its glebe, to one man, an absentee landlord; it was administered by an agent. One day Grandmother as tenant received "notice to quit." That was imagined to be in order to take the sons as tenants, on account of her increasing age and infirmities. As time went on my uncles, who had long been managing the business, could get no satisfaction from the agent. They therefore travelled to Bath - I think it was - to interview the owner. They returned, satisfied with the result of their journey. Very near the expiry of the notice, the agent wrote reminding them that they must be out by the appointed date. They then telegraphed the owner , and in reply had a wire from him that they could stay. Armed with this, they saw a lawyer in Grimsby, who told them to their surprise and dismay that in English law a telegram was not accepted as evidence. He said there was a possibility of the roof being taken off, and l was allowed to spend the critical night there to have the excitement, and perhaps be of some assistance, but nothing happened.
 
It was a physical impossibility to remove all the furniture and heavy stock in a day or two, and there was nowhere to take it.  No other. shop in the place, and every house under the same agent. Neither was there any shop in any neighbouring village. Uncle. Tom was therefore obliged to take two cottages in another village and remove everything as rapidly as possible, and endeavor to work the old "rounds" as best he could.
 
An additional cruelty connected with it was that through the years Grandfather had added to the property brick warehouses, etc., which could not be removed, and for which no
compensation could be obtained, as the land they occupied was only rented.
 
What the reason for the hostility of the agent was never ascertained. It might be that the family were all too radical and outspoken for his taste, or perhaps their views differed from his on Sabbath observance and temperance.
 

Postal Irregularity.
I remember my uncles at one time having a dispute with postal officials over a postcard. The postman returned it to them for the correction of some evident slip in a date or something. They contended that the man had no business to read a postcard. Curiously, the official reply to their complaint was that it was the duty of the postman to read it lest there should be some blasphemy on it, for a while after this they frequently wrote in block letters on a postcard the word BLASPHEMY in addition to the ordinary message.
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Salvation Army.
I am reminded just now of a much earlier Ludborough experience. The newspapers told of a new religious sect, called the Salvation Army, which had just commenced meetings at the market town, Louth. (Editor: this would have been about 1884 according to a Salvation Army web site for Grimsby.) My uncles and aunts took me with them to hear the Army. We climbed some awkward stairs to the upper room of a kind of warehouse. I do not remember anything of the addresses, but I remember the cornet and the drum. I was glad we were sitting near the back of the audience, because when very young I used not to like to be too near the big drum in a brass band, as it somehow seemed to produce a sympathetic vibration of my small diaphragm that was decidedly unpleasant.
 

Good Conduct.
Just one or two more school items. I once won the good conduct medal, a silver Maltese cross which appears on my watchguard in the oil painting hanging in the front room and which I lost on the Junction Road, Taranaki, while leaning over the front board of a trap to whip a lazy horse and getting someone else to do the driving. You will agree that I deserved to lose it.
 

Sports.
I never shone in sports - in fact there was no time for them while we were living at Laceby - and the only ground we had for them was the school playground, formed by the boys from stones which they themselves had broken. I did once play in a cricket match: it was against Cleethorpes, and we lost, but I managed to "break my duck" and my name figured in the paper, credited with a score of one. I think I played in only one football match (Association), but other thought the game too dangerous, so I lost favour with the Head by not playing again.
 

Bad Conduct.
I got into the deepest disgrace through literary misdemeanor. The school ran a quarterly manuscript magazine called "The Collegian," under the editorship of a weak assistant master. The subscription was one penny per day passed round in turn to the next subscriber. Three of us in the fifth thought we could do one better, and started an opposition paper with the title, "The Ventilator." Sydney and Turner were good at sketching, and Turner and I could do a certain amount of shorthand. Between us we produced a fairly full report of an address delivered at the school by an agent of the British and Foreign Bible Society. Amongst some riddles in my part of the third issue was this "What likeness is there between the Ventilator and the Collegian?" The answer on another page, "We do not see any likeness unless it be that the one is written and the other rotten." The sub-editor changed the words to "except it be that the first is written and the other rotten."
 
 
Manuscript Page -59-
Digital Page ￼
 
Mr. Roberts was exceedingly angry about it, saying it was subversive of authority and reflected on the assistant master. He threatened to confiscate tho whole edition, --one copy — but we altered the offensive passage and the threat was not carried out. This was the third and last issue of “The Ventilator." I retained the three issues, and was quite under the impression that they accompanied us on the voyage , but can find no trace of them.
 

Leaving Home.
Now for a definite break in my Grimsby life, which I can be accurately date--August 7th, 1884, when I went to Bardney.  Leaving home seemed a much more serious matter in England in the 19th century than it does in New Zealand in the 20th. There it was no unusual thing for a family to live in the same village or even in the same house, from generation to generation.
 
Bardney is just about as near the middle of Lincolnshire as could well be. It is situated on the river Witham, 10 miles  south of the City of Lincoln, on the main line to Boston and London.
 
Those who have travelled only on the main lines north and south think of Lincolnshire as all very flat, but; the Wold hills intervene, and a single line railway through two to tunnels linked Louth and Bardney. To see what an important place it was more than 1000 years before my residence there, and what ancient ruins of an early Abbey have been unearthed since my departure, look up "Bardney" in Arthur Mee’s “Lincolnshire.”
 

My Introduction .
The Rev. T. A. Lockyer, B.A., who had been one of our ministers at South Parade, wrote us concerning a position for which he thought I was just suited. A widowed mother, a Methodist, was wanting a private tutor for a boy of 9, at Carlton House, Bardney. Father and I went, had dinner and an interview with Mrs. Gibbons and her son, and it was arranged that I should commence duties the day after my 17th birthday. My duties would be to teach the ordinary  school subjects, to continue piano lessons which a young lady member of the choir had been giving, and to keep my pupil interested and out of mischief when not at lessons, for a remuneration of £20 per annum, paid quarterly, with of course board and lodging, but I must send out my washing and pay for it. l could join a Sunday morning society class, as Mrs. Gibbons; did not want me to go out at right to leave Phippy (Phillips). l should be able to do my private study at almost any time I liked. l agreed never to inflict corporal punishment, but to report any misbehaviour for the Mother to deal with. That agreement was I am sure, a mistake, especially seeing the one concerned was aware of it.
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The day we went to see about the position the child was probably over-awed and on his best behaviour, but when I commenced my duties I soon found him to be one of the nautịest (sic) boys I have ever come across, and most untruthful.
 

Mrs. Gibbons.
The mother was a woman of moods as far as discipline was concerned. Sometimes she would whip him severely for a small fault, and then punish him for something worse by a few words of reproof. However, when one came to know the circumstances it did make one sympathetic. She was of a poor family, with little education; she was housekeeper and afterwards became the wife of a well-to-do farmer. Within five years she was a maiden, a wife, the mother of four children, three of whom died, and she was left a widow. There was no will, and the property was in Chancery until the boy came of age. Meanwhile she had the house and a certain allowance for herself and her son.
 

Carlton House.
The residence was a fairly modern one, containing 8 or 9 rooms, situated on about an acre and a half of ground, with front garden and croquet lawn, trap shed and stable, a large vegetable garden and a paddock for the pony when not stabled. The adjoining section was occupied by the Wesleyan Day-school, where Phillips had begun his education. The occupants were the mother and son, the tutor, the servant and the groom-gardener. As part of the estate there was a farm - the Abbey Farm - a little more than a nile away with a manager and his family.
 

The Late M. Gibbons.
Judged by the library he left, Mr. Gibbons must have been an educated, intelligent and religious man, as well as a man of means, but judged by some of his actions he must have been parsimonious, or at least foolishly economical. It seems that he went to Lincoln one day with the intention of making his will, but thinking the lawyer's fee too high --I think it was 7/ 6--he postponed action, to see if on his next visit he could get another lawyer to do it for half a crown less, and he never went to Lincoln again. He was killed at his own gate when bringing in a cart-load of hay with the household pony, instead of paying a labourer to do it. The rather spirited pony moved forward unexpectedly, and Mr. Gibbons head was crushed between the shaft and the gate-post.
 

Mrs. Gibbons Again.
There was perhaps more excuse for the widow's little meannesses. She was by no means short of cash, but she had "married above her station." One or two examples will suffice.
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At the farm they kept pigs and we had plenty of bacon, but the lard, which, most people used for pastry, was sold and we had dripping.  An occasional dinner dish was "medly pie," which contained a mixture of apples and bits of reasty bacon—a means of covering the taste of the latter. Most of the rarer fruits from the orchard were sold, but we had apple pies all the year round--that meant careful storing upstairs and constant sorting.
 
One day l had washed my hands in the kitchen before dinner and my pupil followed my example. His mother told him he ought not to dip the soap in the water, it was extravagant; he should dip his hands in the water and then rub them on the soap. Naturally I took the lesson to heart. 
 
She mentioned to the servant that she thought Mr. White extravagant in postage stamps, because he wrote home regularly every fortnight and received a letter from home in the week between.
 

Croquet.
When I played croquet with  Phillips my instructions were always to let him win, though it was noticeable that she did not always let him win when she played with us. I often saw her stand over her ball while we were playing our turns - and ladies wore long dresses in those days. I cannot say that I actually saw the ball moved into a better position, but it appeared very suspicious, and I have never really enjoyed the game since then.
 

Music.
When I took over the music lessons Phillips was to have half an hour's piano practice daily, but      I had always to supervise, it really resolved itself into being six half-hour lessons a week. I have certainly had pupiils who showed more musical ability, but his mother was quite satisfied with his progress, especially when, after long practice, he managed to play a very simple  arrangement of "Home, sweet home" without so very many mistakes.
 
Occasionally when he got tired of his lesson he would suddenly burst out crying as loud as he could, jump down from the stool, run out to his mother and tell her that I had hit him hard over the knuckles with the pointer, when l had not touched him.
 
The servant told we once that Mrs. Gibbons complained that Mr. White told her one thing and Phippy told her just the opposite, and she didn't know which to believe. Never either before or since have I been aware of my word being doubted. Oh, and I was always to speak of him as Master Phillips.
 

Brighter Aspects.
For a time now the Sketches have appeared in rather dark shades, but there were many bright sides, to my life at Bardney. It helped to develop one's patience, and Father often used to say,
"Patience is a virtue;
The more you practice it, the less it will hurt you”
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Health.
Another thing; my health was good all the time. I never caught cold at Bardney, though I frequently got one during holidays at home.
Had nearness to the coast anything to do with it?
 
I did suffer for a while with tooth-ache, and went home for a weekend to have the tooth extracted. On being asked why he advertised "Painless Dentistry," the dentist, a friend of mine, explained that it was painless to the operator.
 

Drives.
Almost every fine day we had a drive. I do not remember the name of the particular vehicle; it was a very low two-wheeler, with a back door entrance only; the seats were along the sides, so that the passengers faced one another, the driver sitting at the back, and the reins passing through a holder raised from the front board. Frequently Mrs.Gibbons drove, and we became familiar with all the roads on our side of the river. At other tines the groom took the two of us,
for like an aristocratic groom he would not allow anyone but the owner or hinself to drive the pony, which was his charge. It was fortunate for me that I had had some experience with horses at Ludborough and
 
When that groom left and another was engaged, Mrs. G. asked me not to let him know but what I had regularly been driving when she could not, so that he could go on with the gardening while I did the driving. At a later period still a very Small and quiet pony was bought for Phillips, and as the bigger one had not been broken to the saddle, I drove in the trap accompanying my pupil on his pony. Many miles were covered in this way, and only once was I in difficulty over it. My steed suddenly took it into its head not to pass a certain point on the road, and for fear of accident we returned home, and Groom at once took it back, and it never misbehaved in that way again.
 

Exercise.
Then for exercise in the open air there was croquet, and cricket of a kind and various little boyish games that helped to keep me fit, though sometimes not so staid as my age deserved. 
 
The schoolmaster, Mr. Brown, did his best to make things pleasant for me, probably partly because he did not wish to have the pupil back again at school. He got me into the Band of Hope and Sunday School, where they made use of me at the harmonium, and Mrs. Gibbons was quite pleased to let me go out so long as Phillips could go with me, but she wished me to be in charge of the class of which he as a member.
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Choir.
When the chapel organist left the village the choir asked me to take his place, and to my surprise Mrs.Gibbons gave her consent, although it would mean my being out every practice night. I fancy she appreciated the reflected glory that Carlton House would enjoy through the tutor being organist. There was a good American organ in the choir gallery. The choirmaster was an old nan of 70, the organist was 17. The former had played the double bass in the chapel orchestra before the days of the organ, and possessed one of the deepest bass voices I have ever known. In a tune in two flats, I heard aim drop to the key-note, a tone below 8ft.C. We had some good readers in each part, and a fairly balanced choir. One of the altos was an old man who had played 2nd violin in the aforementioned orchestra.
 
It was there I was introduced to some of the old Methodist tunes, such as Diadem, Mary, Nativity and Sovereignty, ("Sovrenity"). Some of them were in an old Service of Song.
 

"You Perceive. "
The old Wesleyan minister had a marked habit of saying "You perceive" in his sermons. The boys found more interest in counting than in listening to the sermon. There is no proof that there was any betting on the result, but it was said tho expression usually occurred nearly 100 times in each service, and sometimes a little over.
 

Manhood Suffrage.
Once, as a genuine outing with no responsibility, I accompanied a few friends by exeursion train to Lincoln. Special trains were run from various towns in the county. Mr. Randall and Father were there with a number of members of the Grimsby Liberal Club. We joined in a weird torch-light procession to a Park, where a huge crowd assembled in an orderly demonstration, listening to democratic speeches from four separate platforms - there were no microphones then - urging the Government to give a vote to every man, with no property tests. When manhood suffrage became the law, it meant giving the vote to about a million men who had not had it previously. No-one thought then of giving the women a vote. How times have chenged in one lifetime. 
 

A Long Walk.
Another visit to Lincoln was very different. A load of some farm produce was to be sent to the City, and some other goods brought back. To save the expense of railage the groom was to do it with the household pony and a light farm cart. Mrs. Gibbons thought she would like to go herself, so it was arranged that she and Phillips should go in the cart, while Groom and I walked alongside. That was one of the two longest walks I ever took - 24 miles . There were two roads to Lincoln. We crossed tho Witham on the ferry punt and travelled by the road on the west of the river.
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Big Tom.
On one visit to Lincoln I climbed the 365 steps up the tallest of the three towers, 271 feet high, of the Cathedral and saw and heard Big Tom of Lincoln strike one. I had frequently heard it in cal weather l0 miles away, and wondered what the effect would be at close quarters. The sound of the chines came up from a lower part of the tower, and then the hammer weighing a hundredweight, and looking like a fist on on (sic) a vast arm, rose within a few feet of me, and fell with a mighty stroke on the giant bell, which weighs 5 tons 8 cwt. of course it produced a great, deep volume of sound, but there was nothing unpleasant about the sensation.
 

A Balloon.
A year or two after leaving Bardney, I went by excursion train to some sort of Garden Party, spending most of the time with Cousin Will - really Father’s cousin - the son of Michael White of Ludborough, and brother of Aunt Joe. At a later date he became Mayor of Lincoln.
 
The most striking memory of that visit was the sight of the filling of a big balloon with hydrogen, and then the ascent of the balloonist. In the 19th century those who went up in the air had little choice as to where they would land.
 

A Canvas Boat.
Soon after I had left Bardney, Sydney and I accepted an invitation to spend a holiday at Mr. Brown's, the schoolmaster. We had a great tine with a canvas boat that he had made, which held the three of us comfortably. One of our outings took a whole day. We rowed a few miles down the river, and then, leaving the boat, walked to Kirkstead Abbey and Tattershall Castle - both very wonderful old ruins. I think it must have been the latter where we climbed up parts of the building, and were struck with the quality of the old mortar, which had withstood the ravages of the centuries, standing out firm and strong, where the bricks had crumbled away in many places.
 
When we reached our boat the evening was coming on, and as we were tired and the rowing was upstream, we soon gave it up, tied the boat where it would not be too easily seen, and walked home to enjoy a hearty meal. We recovered it the following day.  Another trip was up the Witham, where we passed a lock by carrying the boat round it both ways.
 

A Night Scare.
I must mention a little excitement the household had one night while I was still tutor at Carlton House. Phillips and I were sound asleep in our respective beds when Mrs. G. came nocking at the door, wanting to know whatever we had been doing. She thought we must have broken the handbasin or something. I let her look all round and there was nothing amiss. It was all a mystery; she was sure there must have
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been a burglar. The boy happily still slept on. His mother woke the maidservant, and the three of us, having slipped some garment over our night attire, and armed ourselves with poker and sticks, formed a procession down the stairs. The mistress, who carried the candle, went first, followed by me, and then Sarah. The groom was not called into action, because he slept in a back room up a separate staircase. We moved cautiously and searched every room upstairs and down, but could find nothing to account for the disturbance. We therefore returned to our respective couches.
 
Next day it was found that beer was on the floor near the foot of the stairs, leaking out of a basket, in which one or more bottles had burst during the night. Mrs. Gibbons used sometimes to toll me that she thought I should put on more condition if I was not so strict a teetotaller. That night's experience did not make me want to break my pledge.
 

Mission Bands.
The Bardney #pWesleyan Circuit consisted of two small towns snd a fəw small villages. It was staffed, by one Minister, residing in the Circuit Town, one Hired Local Preacher, (called a Hone Missionary in N.Z.) at Wragby, and a few faithful Local Preachers. It was decided to form two Mission Bands of four members each, to assist the Locals, and with Mrs. Gibbon's consent, I became the junior member of Band No. 2. These Bands aid not last very long.
 
Two services dwell in my memory. The first was in a chapel (Primitive Methodist, if I remember right) and two members of the Band were absent. The two present were a curious old man and a curious young nan - myself. We arranged that I should address the children, and that he should follow, and deal with the adults. Neither of us entered the pulpit, but we stood on the floor. The children were the choir, or at any rate occupied the choir seats on the right-hand side of the pulpit. I therefore turned to them and gave them what I considered a suitable little talk. When my companion's turn came, he took me rather seriously to task and lectured me before the congregation, not on theology or homiletics, but on public speaking  or elocution, pointing out that a speaker should always face his congregation, whereas I had turned away from them, which appeared disrespectful. There was no right of reply, or I should have explained that my face and voice were towards the youthful choir. Sad to say, his sermon to the adults in front has faded from my memory.
 

A Prattling Tongue.
Another Sunday Band I was responsible for the service at Wragby, and Band II for a little village on a side road. A horse and trap were provided to take four of us, dropping two at the corner to walk a mile or two on a by-road. My colleague failed to turn up, so I went alone to do the work of Band II. No-one there was known to me, and it was
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the first religious service for which I had the sole responsibility. I climbed the stairs and let myself into the high pulpit, and did my best. In the after meeting a motherly old saint thanked the Lord for sending his young servant to them, and prayed that He would bless his prattling tongue, to which petition I could, of course, quite sincerely say, "Amen." The mission bands did not last long, and my work for the church was then transferred to the organ.
 

The First Separation.
During my second summer, to the surprise of everybody, Mrs. Gibbons announced her intention of paying her first visit to London to spend a day or two, leaving me in charge of the household, including my pupil, who had never previously been parted from his mother. Naturally he wanted to accompany her, but she refused to take him. He was not to go to the station to see her off, or to meet her on her return. All the time she was away, he was a really good boy and gave me no trouble. We carried on our usual routine of lessons, drives, games and meals. But about an hour before his mother was due, the trouble began. He was determined to get to the station if possible. I had to lock the two of us inside the front room and put the key in my pocket; then he tried to get through the window, but I fastened it and stayed by it till Groom arrived with his mother .
 
As a singular reward for being good while she was away, she brought him a little microscope containing a live London flea. We tried, not very successfully, to feed it, and once it escaped. After a considerable search and chase, it was finally recaptured and restored to its prison.
 

Leaving Bardney.
After a year's experience at Bardney, I was more and more impressed with the idea that it would be better for all concerned, especially Phillips himself, if I relinquished the position. It appeared unlikely that they would be able to get another private tutor, and Mrs. Gibbons would certainly not be willing to send him to the school that overlooked the house paddock, nor would they welcome him there. The best thing would be for him to be sent to Boarding School away from his mother.
 
As Christmas was approaching I decided to write home about it. I wrote in pencil by moonlight in the bedroom, so that no inquisitive eyes should see that an extra letter was being sent. I told them many details that, for the sake of those at home, had not been mentioned previously. By return Mother replied that Father was away from home on his emigration work, but I was at once to give notice to leave at Christmas, and something did ould turn up for me, and Father would write as soon as he came home.
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A Difficult Task.
To give that notice was about the hardest task of its kind I have ever had to perform. It upset the whole household. My pupil cried all day and had to be excused his lessons. The next day l had no duties, because mother and son drove to Horncastle and back, being away all day - I had no idea why. It was revealed later that they went to see the Rev. T. F. Lockyer, who had been instrumental in bringing about the appointment in the first place, to get him to use his influence to get me to reconsider the matter. He wrote to Father and Mother, urging them to persuade me to remain, saying how they respected me, and perhaps I expected too much of a young boy. They wrote in reply, enclosing my pencilled  letter, and that was sufficient for him.
 
Mrs. Gibbons herself wrote an appealing letter to Mother in which she acknowledged that Phillips was sometimes naughty in which she acknowledged that Phillips was sometimes naughty but it was to be remembered that not all children were "good from their infantry," like Mother's evidently had been. My brother Sydney suggested that was what accounted for my erect style of walking. But the letter, though received sympathetically failed to move Mother.
 
The Bardney chemist told me that Mrs. Gibbons must have thought a lot of me, for she had said, "A five pound note would not have parted us.”
 
So just before Christmas,1885 we parted on quite good terms, and with the farewell to Carlton House there ended a memorable chapter of my career.
 

Grimsby Again.
I was heartily welcomed home again by the family, and also by the friends at South Parade Chapel, with whom I had kept in touch through my frequent holiday visits.
 
During my absence the Collegiate school had changed hands. The new Master was a brother of our friendly minister, the Rev. T. F. Lockyer, and he engaged me, and another young fellow, a minister's son as assistants, with some periods off for our private studies.
 
In that year for the London Matriculation, the chemistry paper, which came list in the time table, was so much harder than the syllabus required that all the candidates at our Leeds centre felt convinced that we had failed. No marks were ever published for the Matric. You either passed or failed, and as candidates had to pass in every subject, I fancy the chemistry mark must have been doctored somehow to allow a fair number of us to get through.
 

Band Of Hope Demonstrations.
One big, spectacular, annual event in Grimsby was the Band of Hope Demonstration, in which about 5,000 children formed a procession through the town, with bands and banners and all kinds of decorated vehicles, some of them with tableaux illustrating the advantages of total abstinence.
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South Parade had the biggest Band of Hope in the town with some 500 members. Mr. James Whiteley Wilkin, who in later years became Mayor of Grimsby, was the president, and I was secretary. We had the distinction of being the two youngest officials of any of the Bands of Hope.
 
There was always a specially erected platform with a choir of 1000 picked children's voices, and a conductor whose enthusiasm and antics got the, most out of his forces. One year they sang an action song imitating various instruments. It was a wonderfully realistic effect when a thousand sang, “Tr-r-r-r-r-r-rum says the kettle-drum." It sounded like l00 kettle-drums going at once. New Zealand children cannot roll their R's; I have several times tried them in singing classes. In addition there was a great open-air tea for then, with piles of plain bread and butter and plum (currant) bread and butter, and buckets of tea.
 
Through, many years the day of the Demonstration was the only occasion when I rose really early in the morning, in order to complete the decoration of our waggon or 'cuts'. We cut the bread the previous night with a machine which I usually operated, keeping a number of young ladies going buttering the slices. My record, I think, was 80 large loaves; that was at Queen Victoria's Jubilee (Editor: 1887), when each Sunday School was allotted the privilege of feeding a suitable proportion of the young ragamuffins who did not belong anywhere. My back certainly ached after the effort.
 

The Christian Association.
Another organization in connection with South Parade, that was somewhat unique and certainly popular and useful, was the Christian Association. It was something like a combined Debating Society and Christian Endeavour. Members were of both sexes and almost all ages. Some were well educated, while others cOuld not speak too grammatically.
 
The minister was the president and usually occupied the chair; I at Father was one of the vice- pr presidents; two of us were joint secretaries, and another young man was treasurer. It is interesting to note that of these three, a few years later, one was a missionary in the Bahamas, another was in an office in Denver, Colorado, and I was in New Zealand.
 
We dealt with all kinds of subjects, religious, literary, scientific, political, humorous, always opening with devotional exercises; there were lectures, essays, debates, elocutionary and musical items - sometimes conversations  and candid, kindly criticism was encouraged. The Chairman always had a pronouncing dictionary on his table. I was once criticized for dropping the t' in the word 'often.’ Later in the meeting the minister looked it up and found that I was right.
 
In scanning news paper cuttings in an old scrap book I notice that my brother Sydney read essays on "Beauty" and "Colour, " and among my subjects were "Vegetarianism" and "April Fool Day;" Sydney and I opened a debate on the relative value of the eye and the ear; Miss Russell's name
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appears as a soloist. The Association also organized occasional country rambles and special railway trips in a through saloon carriage to the seaside at Mablethorpe. I notice that in l891 we had a membership of 53 ladies and 69 gentlemen .
 

Emigration.
We must turn back a little in dates to deal with the office in Osborne Street. The depression in New Zealand had put an end to the granting of free passages to farm labourers there. Queensland as the main field for such emigrants, and was ably represented by Mr. George Randall, of Brisbane, a successful colonist.
 
Uncle Joe, who had been working with Father in the office, decided to go to that colony, though of course as a paying passenger. He was not out out for pioneering life in a young country, and, the family soon moved to New Zealand, where the climate was more like the English, and where the relatives were already settled.
 

Office Experience.
After teaching for a year at the Collegiate School, I was engaged helping Father at the office. At the peak of our work we dealt with about 5000 letters in a year. The arranging and advertising of lecturing tours tor Mr. Randall and Father in the agricultural districts of Yorkshire and Lincolnshire meant close study of large scale county maps and of Bradshaw's time table to secure suitable connections on the various railways to reach the villages remote from any station, where lived the class of people most desired by the colonies.
 
I took down in shorthand many of Mr. Randall's and Father's letters, to transcribe during their absence and copy in the old-fashioned copying press - no typewriters with carbon copies then.
 
Sydney used to assist me, and one wintry night we rushed out of the office to post for the mail closing at 7.45 p.m., I with an armful of letters and Sydney with the book packets. Junping down the steps, I slipped and fell on the footpath which had frozen over during the evening. I lost my hat, but not my letters; Sydney recovered my headgear and followed, and we caught the mail. The distance to the Post Office was short; we could cover it in a few seconds under a minute, and I frequently posted after 7.43. We rather prided ourselves on always being in time to catch the mail trains travelling (sic) through the night.
 
During these years the British Post 0ffice introduced Postal Orders, (Postal Notes in N.Z. terminology) and the series of high-coloured, bi-coloured postage stamps; also the great novelty of Parcel Post, which in the towns necessitated the introduction of covered handcarts painted the usual post-office red.
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Echoes Of The Past. 
More than a quarter of a century after this, Mr. Randall on a holiday visit to New Plymouth , complimented me on the work of the old office, saying that often used to wonder how I managed to get through it all with so few mistakes. During that visit I took down in shorthand his impressions of New Plymouth, and typed them out, so that they came in handy for the sub-editor o f the Taranaki Herald when the interviewed the visitor from Brisbane.
 

Travels.
My employment at the office gave me the opportunity for some interesting trips. On one of the lecturing tours Mr. Randall took me as well as father with him. To reach one of the remote villages on the advertised list of meetings for the week we had to walk several miles up one of the lovely Yorkshire dales. (Nidderdale?) In route we peered into a strange natural tunnel, whence a river emerged after two or three miles underground. During the week we also explored the wonderful ruins of Fountains Abbey, which was founded early in the twelfth century, and is "one of the largest and best preserved Cistercian houses in England."
 
On one occasion I went with father when Mr. Randall was hindered, helping to carry the load of literature for distribution, and do some clerical work while father did the talking to the gathering in the pub.
 
Two or three experiences of that week may be of interest. One night we had gone to bed in a room over the bar, and when it closed at 10 o'clock, some of the men -not the worse for liquor, but perhaps a little excited by it - continued the discussion of some debatable topic in loud voices under our window. I remarked that I could probably have understood as much of the conversation of Frenchmen or Germans in their own tongue as of these Englishmen speaking rapidly one of the Yorkshire dialects. 
 
As regards dialects, on one of my train journeys there was a country yokel telling another that he would "gang tiv Yule," which being translated into the Lincolnshire dialect would be, "goa  t' Ool" (rhyming with 'wool') or interpreted in English, "go to Hull."
 

Country Inns.
At one of the inns we arrived just in time for tea. They were expecting us, and Father had mentioned in his letter that we liked hot buttered toast. After a wash we were shown into the dining-room, brightly illuminated for those days, where a table that would accommodate nearly a score was filled with plates of toast, cakes and small goods to feed a crowd, and we two hungry travellers, the only guests, did our best to show our appreciation.
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At another inn we had a fine big bedroom, but the sheets were so dirty that I have never forgotten the sight. I am sure if we used sheets for a year without washing, they would not be nearly as soiled. Neither of us undressed, but  removed the sheets and slept as comfortably as possible. To add insult to injury, we had to leave immediately after breakfast, and the bill was decidedly the heaviest for the week, but we could get no concession, because the landlord was not up, and must not be wakened.
 

The Fen Country.
Another interesting trip, but this time alone and in Lincolnshire! One Saturday an important telegram came to the office for Mr. Randall. He, during the week had gone to visit relatives at Anwick Fen. There was no chance of contacting him except personally. Anwick was many miles from the nearest telegraph office, and it was before the days of telephones.
 
On looking up Bradshaw we found it would be possible for me, by changing trains at a junction, to reach the nearest station to Anwick, and then find my way, walking about four miles amongst the dikes in the lonely fen country, to reach my destination before dark. I therefore packed a small bag and set off to deliver the telegram.
 
As an illustration of the speed of Her Majesty's Mails in the latter part of the 19th century,  Mr. Randall had received on the day of my arrival - Saturday - a letter that had been posted at the town of Boston, 20 miles away on the previous Monday.
 
The country people's knowledge of the outside world was gained mainly from the weekly copy of the Stamford Mercury plus confabulation with acquaintances on market day at the nearest town.
 

A Warm Welcome.
Although an entirely unexpected guest, I was well received, boarded and fed for the week-end. Here, for the only time in my life, the bed was prepared with a warming-pan, an instrument of polished brass, much like a big covered frying-pan with a long wooden handle.Embers from the evening's fire were raked into it, and it was moved up and down between the sheets until the bed was well aired and warm all over. Warning-pans were regular articles of furniture hanging on farmers' kitchen walls alongside bright saucepans.
 

A Little-known Land.
Most educated people have a fair knowledge of the dikes and banks of Holland, but many English folk seem ignorant of similar conditions in the Lincolnshire fens. At high tide large areas of the land are below the level of the sea. In rainy weather may be hoard miles away the throbbing of the big steam engines, pumping the water from the ditches or dikes up into the River Witham, to find its way to the ocean at low tide.
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Silence in the night is an ominous sign. A breakdown of a pump is an exceedingly serious matter. On the Sunday afternoon Mr. Randall took me for a walk to see some of his acquaintances. We had to cross a wide dike by a long, narrow plank - a feat I dare not attempt today - and I saw the flood marks on the inside walls about the height of the mantelpiece, where the water not long before had reached, while the inhabitants had been removed in a boat.
 

The Metropolis .
In contrast to these rural conditions were some visits paid to London. On at least two occasions I had the privilege of a first-class pass to the city. with Father, accompanying a large party of Queensland emigrants, who were travelling in the third carriages. Apart from emigration work I went by excursion trains on several occasions, such as the Inventions Exhibition, the Colinderies (Editor: 1886) (Colonial and Indian Exhibition,) the Temperance Choirs Festival, and, at a later period, acted as guide to a private party of six of us, including my sister and my fiancee, when we left Grimsby about 5 a.m. by the Fisherlads! Institute annual excursion, and reached home again about 24 hours later. Our reason for going then was to see my brother Sydney’s painting, "An October evening on the Lincolnshire Wolds," which had been accepted and hung at the Royal Academy.
 

Sight Seeing.
The various visits are not clearly defined in my memory, but I can visualize many of the well -known places we visited in the metropolis - Westminster Abbey, St. Paul's Cathedral, Houses of Parliament, Thanes Embankment, Cleopatra's Needle, (brought not long before from Egypt; I remember its being lost in transit in a storm in the Mediterraen (sic), recovered and re-erected in London, although it weighed 186 tons) London Bridge, Tower Bridge (not long erected) Tower of London, G.P.0., Albert Hall, Bank of England, Mansion House, Crystal Palace, Madame Tussauds (with the Chamber of Horrors,) HYde (sic) Park, Kew Gardens, etc., and the smoky, smelly Underground Railway. Some of you will know all these better than I do, and all of you will have heard of them. You can read about them in guide books. I must be content to give you a few disconnected incidents.
 
(a) Father and I were staying for the week-end at the Emigrants' Home at Blackwall, where.a party we had accompanied were awaiting embarkation. Not approving of the use of public means of conveyance on the Sabbath, we ere going to walk to the West End, attending morning service at the East End Tabernacle. The Manager of the Home wanted us to gee another philanthropic institution. Its name escapes me. Though it did not pauperize men by giving them free beds, they could have one for the nominal charge of 1d. I believe .
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The corridors and cubicles were of concrete so that they could be hosed out, and every boarder was obliged to have a bath before he could have a bed.
 
Our letter of introduction to the Manager suggested that he should entertain us to dinner. We were shown into a very dingy room and soon provided with dinners suited for two starving navvies. Evidently the man who first dealt with the letter thought we were a pair of down-and-outs. We did our best, but the son managed much better than the father, who was naturally more fastidious. By the time we had finished the manager had realized that there had been a misunderstanding. He came to apologize, and showed us over the whole establishment, explaining all about the good work they were doing, and the strange characters they had to deal with.
 
(b) One Sunday Father and I were at Richmond, staying with Mr. Randall. He was not in the habit of attending religious services very frequently , so we went to Rehoboth, the sanctuary where his mother usually worshipped. They must have been a very strict sect of Brethren- no wonder he did not go. The windows were small and high, so the light was dim on a bright day. The choir were on the ground floor in two rows facing each other with a long music desk between them. The leader pitched the tune with a tuning fork. No-one spoke to us; they evidently thought us too worldly a pair of sinners, who appeared to enjoy life. One appropriate hymn they sang commenced with the line,
"We are weak and poor and silly."
 
(c) Possibly on the sane day, Mr. Randall was going with us in the evening to hear C. H. Spurgeon at the Metropolitan Tabernacle. We three were crossing one of the bridges over the Thames, when a man coming in the opposite direction stopped us and said, "Excuse me, gentlemen, but are you going to the Metropolitan Tabernacle? I thought you looked as if you were, and it was only fair to tell you that Mr. Spurgeon is unwell today, and will not be taking the Service." We wondered why in London of all places we should be so conspicuous, but we thanked him and turned back, and heard Dr. Parker in the City Temple. There we had to wait in the top back seats in the gallery till the organ started, when visitors were all owed to fill any vacant seats in the better pews.
 
 
(d) The Grimsby choir gained second place one year at the Crystal Palace competition for Temperance Choirs. On the day of the Massed Choirs, I heard 5,000 voices accompanied by the big organ and a string orchestra that looked to have about 10 double basses in it. That was a thrill for a youth from the provinces. That day 60,000 paid for admission to the Palace grounds- the biggest crowd I have ever been in.
 
 
(e) The party of us that went to see the Royal Academy were rushing things so fast that before mid-day the ladies complained that they could not possibly keep up the pace, so we had to take it more leisurely. We spent quite a long time
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in the Tower of London trying to rub up our history as we gazed at the tremendously thick walls, the thumb-screws, the Royal jewels and the thousand-and-one other interesting objects
 
Returning to the City we watched the closing of the mails at 6 p.m. at the G.P.0. as the office clerks during the last few minutes emptied the contents of their bags and sacks through the open front, which came slowly down as the clock was striking, after which any letters to be included must bear the late fee.
 
We spent the evening at "Venice in London," a wonderful show, covering I don't know how many acres, where there were shops and streets, canals, gondolas and bridges. You could apparently see for miles, being uncertain where reality ended and painted scenery began. We left about 11 p.m. by the last train but one that could get us to King's Cross for our excursion train leaving at midnight.
 
(f) This is the first letter of the word 'final,' which this paragraph will have to be in this series. It will illustrate the thoroughness of the Post Office organization and the honesty of some metropolitan business firms.
 
Our party of six, after seeing St. Martins-leGrand, found tea-rooms in a near-by street and refreshed ourselves. My young lady, having a delicate skin, was finding the metallic supports of her high collar chafing her neck, so she undid her brooch, which she thought a most improper thing to do while we had tea, and then, which I thought was a much more improper thing to do,left it on the table and did not miss it till late in the evening.
 
My companions laughed at me when I suggested writing about it when we got home. Not knowing the name of the tea-rooms, or the proprietors, or the street, I had to address my letter very indefinitely, but it was not long before we received the missing brooch by registered post.
 

Artists.
Mr. Randall had two sons, the elder, Dick, being an artist who came to England to study at Herkohmer's (?spelling) Academy of Art. Sydney and he became great chums and encouraged each other. My brother took one quarter's lessons in Grimsby, learning how to handle brushes and mix colours, and from a child he had always been sketching and painting. Then he tried his hand at portraiture, painting me from life in the wash-house, Kit-karat size with a seascape background, and we are proud to have the portrait hanging in our front room-- his first attempt in that line.
 

Peppercorn Crossing.
I should explain here that we had moved into Osborne St., having office and house in the one building, just by the Peppercorn railway crossing. A peppercorn was the annual rental paid (I presume by the Borough Council to the M.S.&L.
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Railway Co. on the line between the Town and the Docks Stations. It was here that Aunt Wales passed away at a ripe old age. I remember her shortly before her death saying she did not know which of two young ladies who had been in together, Miss Huntsman and Miss Russell, I should fall in love with, but she thought it would be one of them. It was not long after this that Miss Sarah J. Russell promised some day to become my wife. 
 
After we were married she asked me why I chose her instead of her intimate friend Emily Huntsman, who had nọre money. I explained that one reason was that she herself had two thumbs, while Emily had been indiscreet enough to lose one of hers in a chaff cutter.
 
(Editor: I see no closing bracket for the sentence at the end of Manuscript Page 74)
You can view an image of the crossing at Link to image of Peppercorn Crossing
 

Wales.
I ought to mention two holiday trips I had with Father; one was a day's excursion arranged by the Liberal Club to Hawarden, Wales, the home of the G.0.M. Willian E. Gladstone. It was quite a long journey from Grimsby on the east coast of England across the island into Wales.
 
We saw some of the trees he had chopped for recreation, and the church in which he frequently read the lessons; but him we saw not.
 

Isle Of Man.
The other was a longer excursion to the Isle of Man. We started by train early in the morning, and crossed England to Fleetwood, where we boarded tho ferry steamer straight from the train. There were hundreds of passengers seated all round the decks; the cabins were too stuffy for most of us. The passage over the Irish Sea is usually a rough one, and before we started the crew cane round with mops and buckets, suggestively preparing for emergencies. I should think 75 per cent of the passengers were sick, and the sudden greenness of their facts was somewhat alarming. We were not sick, but I was glad when we landed as I was feeling a bit peculiar inside. A good meal at the boarding-house soon put me right. It turned out to be only hunger; we had had no proper feed all day since an early breakfast.
 
We wandered all over the little island, which is very like New Zealand in miniature. There are the mountains, lakes, waterfalls, bush, the narrow gauge railway, with its little toy trains that would wait for you if they saw you wanted to catch them. We climbed to the top of Snaefell, the highest mountain, 2024 ft., and enjoyed sone lunch just on the lee side of the summit. The whole holiday was a fine physical and mental refresher.
 

Photography.
Our next move was to No. 3 Market Place, within two minutes walk of the Station. We two boys, as White Bros. took a photographic and picture-framing and gilding business in the studio where Sydney had had his few painting lessons Our aptitudes proved complementary. Sydney took the art side,
 
 
Manuscript Page -76-
Digital Page ￼
 
posing the sitters, and I did the scientific work in the darkroom. ete. Lizzie made a capable assistant with the toning,
 
We photographed one spinster on her hundredth birthday. I was getting a chair to give her a rest on one of the landings of the staircase, but she declined the offer and went right on to the studio on the third floor. We asked her how she had kept so well and active, to which she facetiously replied that it was because she had had nothing to do with the men.
 
Wa did all our printing by daylight,  of which there was a scarcity even in good weather in the winter. We also had to work many hours overtime applying gold-leaf to large frames, when the gold-size on top of previous preparations took too long drying.
 

Accommodation.
The boys' bedroom was on the third storey, with no outside wall or window. The only daylight came through a skylight which had to be closed when it rained or snowed.
We had a step-ladder up to it, which we were not long in climbing to see where the fire was when we heard the siren.
 
Sydney and I shared a bed, and took it in turn to open the shop in a morning; also to attend to business on Saturday evenings. My young lady frequently came, to keep me company and watch me at work when it was my turn; then later I could see her home.
 

House Of Business.
The introduction of the weekly half-holiday was while we were at the studio. In our part of the town the half-holiday began on Thursday at 4 p.m. Other nights we closed at 7, except on Saturday when we shut up when we liked, but we had the rather arduous task of putting up the shutters ready for Sunday
 

Procession Blocks.
These were quite a new invention. Previously, to reproduce a photograph in an illustrated paper, the picture had to be etched by hand on the block. One of our successful portraits - that of the Rev. W. George - was well reproduced by the Meisenbach process, and appeared on the front page of one of the religious weeklies.
 

Sydney's Art.
Our partnership gave Sydney the opportunity of following his profession, and he had the advantage of practical assistance from a particularly keen art connoisseur and critic, who took a great interest in him and his work. This gentleman was the owner of some ice-barques, that carried ice from the Norwegian lakes for the fish trade, before the days of artificial refrigeration. In one of those the
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Captain took Sydney for a free trip to Norway, so that he had the opportunity of sketching and painting seascapes on the slow voyage, and landscapes amongst the fiords while the crew cut the blocks of ice from the frozen lakes and slid them down the mountain slopes into the hold of the ship--a matter of several days. He came home delighted with the free life and tanned by the weather.
 

Organ Lessons.
One of Sydney's painting pupils was the daughter of the organist at the nearby Parish Church, and I took organ lessons in exchange, which was a very satisfactory arrangement for me. The organ was a large one, the console having four manuals, though the fourth was minus the pipes till funds were available.
 
For recitals two strong men were needed to supply the wind, but for pupils' practice there was only one old man, and we were not permitted to use the heavy stops. It was the old tracker action, so the touch of coupled manuals was decidedly heavy, and the swell pedal was not balanced. Organists will realize how many improvements there are in the organs of to-day.
 

The Vicar's Daughter.
One holiday Sydney, accompanied by Lizzie, spent in the Tennyson country, where he painted the brook that the poet had immortalized. He also took a number of sketches. Among these was the gateway of an old village church. He decided to make a painting of it entitled "The Vicar's Daughter," and asked my fiancee if she would pose as the daughter. She was reluctant, but finally agreed for her figure to appear, if he put another face in place of hers. When the picture was framed and exhibited in the shop window, a gentleman friend of ours recognized the figure and afterwards bought the painting .
 

Church Work Again.
Leaving for a while educational and commercial matters, let us turn back again a few years to religious and social activities. I had not been long back from Bardney before my spare time was pretty fully occupied, mainly at South Parade. Let me quote a short description of the Chapel from "Grimsby Methodism," by the Rev. George Lester.
 
"The total cost of erection, fencing etc., amounted to nearly £3000, besides articles of church furniture contributed by various friends. A temporary arrangement has been made by means of a partition wall placed across the chapel at about two thirds of its length, so as to secure schoolrooms and vestries. Provision is made for some part of the rapidly increasing school by the hire of the neighbouring Board School. The complete scheme contemplates a chapel to seat a thousand persons, with schools, etc., at the side, where land has been secured for the purpose.
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Local Preaching.
My name was mentioned in the Circuit Local Preachers' Meeting, and I had to be interviewed by the Superintendent Minister. He informed me that new regulations had recently come into force concerning new candidates; they must pass an examination in English Grammar and the Second Catechism, with proof texts for all answers to be quoted from the Revised Version, which was then quite new, and chapter and verse to be given for each text. I suggested they might accept the London Matric. certificate for the English, and he finally agreed. He made a chum of mine, who became a Foreign Missionary parse, "God save the Queen."
 
My verbal memory has always been poor, and although he offered to take half the Catechism at a time when I knew it, I never felt equal to it, and it was not until there was a change of Circuit Superintendent, when the new man was more sympathetic, and preferred answers in your own words, that I was put "on note," appearing on the plan us a star along-side the name of three Local Preachers, for them to hear me and report. Then my name appeared as a Local Preacher on trial tor the year 1888, in the last quarter of which there was my trial sermon before a Minister and three or four Local Preachers at a week-night service at Victoria Wesleyan Chapel. Six of us were examined orally by the Superintendent with three other ministers present at the L.P. meeting.
 
Two of us were accepted as "fully accredited." Some who had been Exhorters on the plan were not surprised to fail. They were older men, who had been useful workers in the days before education was compulsory. The Chairman actually apologized to me afterwards for not giving me some more difficult questions. The six of us were permitted to sit in a row of chairs, and many of the questions were passed on. We all failed to answer correctly the first question, "How many books are there in the Bible?"
 

Oddments.
In looking through my sermon register I find that I preached at 29 different places in Lincolnshire, quite a number of times at some of them.
 
I once had the honour of conducting a lovefeast, which was usually taken by an ordained minister. The congregation each take a piece of seedbread, or sometimes a biscuit from a basket passed round, and a drink of water from a common mug, and the feast resolves itself into a gathering for testimony, prayer and praise. When it is a good meeting, the one who presides may often have to decide who "has the floor. This was by appointment at Laceby on a Sunday afternoon.
 
One Sunday, when a minister was driving to a country appointment, dropping two of us Local Preachers at different villages on the road, he censured me somewhat for wearing a brown hat, as he thought it unseemly for a preacher .
 
Have there not been changes with the years?
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Lighter Moods.
Let me tell you humorous stories of services I held. The first is when I preached one morning in, our own chapel at South Parade. The organist and choir were seated on the ground floor just in front of the pulpit. My place was usually at the organ with the choir, but Clara Russell told her sister that from my exalted position I looked down on the choir as I announced the text, from Nehemiah, "I am doing a great work, so that I cannot come down." I had been utterly oblivious of the double meaning.
 
On a later occasion I took my young lady to visit Uncle Tom and his family over the week-end, when I was to take in a neighbouring village the evening service, which was held in a barn, where the lamp threw the shadow of the preacher in the corner pulpit on to the whitewashed wall. This so amused some of the congregation I took with me, especially Miss Russell and Aunt Tom's sister, that they could scarcely behave correctly . An old man announced in a definitely Lincolnshire dialect, "We mun 'ev a collection next Sunday to buy a drop o' pariffin fer the lamp." When in my sermon I quoted, "Rend your hearts" perhaps too dramatically, they told me afterward that they heard the stitches in my coat give way, and that was too much for them. I did not hear anything, and was also more used to little country services than they were.
 

Printed Records.
Handbills and newspaper cuttings remind me of special services, harvest thanksgivings and services of song, in some of the latter of which my name appears as reader, and in others as organist.
 
I cannot recount all the choir and Sunday-school picnics we had, sometimes in timber waggons (known as ' cuts') and in wagonettes, but favourite places were Swiss Cottage, Pelham's Pillar (a mausoleum ) and Croxby Pond.
 
We have often recalled the answer one of the girls received from a country yokel, when she jokingly asked him what to do when she was thirsty seeing there were no tea-rooms. Without a moment's hesitation he replied, "Goa an' dip yer 'ead (two syllables ) i' the mo-at, "Miss." It served her right.
 
The organizing of such trips usually fell to my lot. Not muoh time was left for idle hands to find mischief.
 

Statistics.
My usual Sunday time-table at South Parade was :
7 a.m. (only very occasionally) Prayer meeting.
9.30 Morning Sunday-school
10.30 Service		2 p.m. S.S.
3.30 Adult Bible Class
6 p.m. Service		7.30 p.m. Prayer Meeting.
And we often had a twilight walk in groups afterwards, or a sing-song in one of the homes.
 
On Saturday evenings we frequently took part in various ways in the programme at the Railway Mission Hall at the other end of the town--an unsectarian effort to counteract the influence of the public-houses.
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During one year I kept a record of the number of different meetings I attended. To my regret the list was lost in packing, but I remember the total was about 700.  I played at 400, preached so many times, made so many speeches, sang on some programmes, took the choir, etc., etc.
 

Famous Ministers.
Among the well-known ministers I had the pleasure of hearing in England were Revs. Dr. Parker, Hugh Price Hughes, Peter Mackenzie, (many times) William Arthur, Dinsdale T. Young, W. I. Watkinson, Thomas Chanpness, (at a S.S. Anny. at South Parade, whom I conducted) Capt. Garland, of the London Seamen's Mission (with whom I worked in an evangelistic mission at South Parade; he was the father of Rev. C. H. Garland in New Zealand) the two Connexional Evangelists , Thos. Waugh and Thos. Cook (with both of whom I worked as the secretary of enquiry rooms at George St., Our big circuit chapel) and Mark Guy Pearce (for whom I played at both South Parade and my native village  Laceby.)
 
In the missions at George Street Chapel, which seated 1500, I attended the meetings for women only and helped to carry in additional seats for the crowd of women of all classes and ages. When it came to the address I retired to the creche in the schoolroom, though it was not known by its French name then. A number of young lady teachers were taking care of about 30 babies, whose mothers were in the adjoining church. Some of the girls thought to have a bit of fun at my expense and offered babies for me to hold, but it did not embarrass me in the least, since being the oldest in our fancily and having a number of young cousins, I knew how to handle an infant as well as or better than some of the girls did.
 

Migration.
As mentioned before, Father had always cherished the hope of some day going to the antipodes, and now, since the passing of Aunt Wales, there was not the old obligation to remain in the 0ld Country, and our relatives over seas were ready to give us a welcome. Father and Mother with the two youngest could go, and Uncle and Aunt Tom with their family, but it seemed more doubtful in the case of  White Bros., one of whom was soon to be married.
 
I may have had rather exaggerated ideas of the dangers attaching to the lifo of an artist, but, I was reluctant to assume the role of "my brother's keeper." Finally we decided all to make the voyage. Arrangements were well in hand when Rev. Mark Guy Pearce came to Grimsby, and on the Sunday evening preached at South Parade. He had recently
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returned from a visit to New Zealand. Being interested in art, and having a daughter an artist, he wanted to see Sydney's work. We took him home after the service; the shutters were up and we put on the lights in the shop. He thought the paintings so promising that he felt sure it would be a mistake for him to go to a young country where there was no opening for artists, and he promised if Sydney went to London to study he would take an interest in him. That decided the matter; Sydney remained.
 

Preparations.
The rest of us continued preparations for departure. I do not know how long I was organist at South Parade, but for five or six years I conducted the singing of the scholars. It was decided to advance the date of the Sunday School Anniversary that year (1893) to let me be in charge for the last time. A previous minister, Rev. Wm. George, a favourite of ours, was invited as the preacher, and he could assist in marrying us on the same visit.
 
 

Excitement.
Now it would not need a particularly clever meteorologist to safely predict a "complex depression." Everybody knows something of the hustle and bustle of a wedding. As the old song begins, 
"Just before the wedding, Mother,
What a lot there is to do"
There is the food and clothing to prepare--Wedding garments--even I used to hear of my wedding trousers many years afterwards. In your imagination place in juxtaposition the excitement of a Sunday-school Anniversary of 500 children in which we were all involved, and then superimpose this combination on the upset and disorder of relinquishing a business and packing all sorts of cases of household goods to stand a voyage half round the world, and there you have it. Suffice it to say that with kind friends, good health and a sense of humour we weathered the storm.
 

Unfair Laws.
One difficulty was that we were decided Methodists, and wished to be married in our on place of worship. This was a simple matter for members or adherents of the Established Church; the banns were published for three successive Sundays. Any Nonconformist chapel had to be specially licensed, and South Parade was not. Members from there had usually gone to the big chapel at George Street for the ceremony. To get our chapel licensed for marriages they had to obtain the signatures of a number of residents of the district to a petition and the trustees had to pay £5 for the licence.
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That was done for us, but it held good for all others after us. To the great annoyance of the officials of the chapel somebody did us a mean trick. It was a standing custom that a bible end hymn book were presented by the trustees to the first couple married in any chapel, but the servant of one of the trustees gained inside information and jumped our claim by being married on the morning of the first day South Parade chapel was licensed.
 

Further Disabilities.
Another difficulty for Nonconformists was that the Registrar as well as the Minister should hear the "I will, " though he could then immediately retire to the Vestry; it was therefore necessary to arrange a time to suit the convenience of both. In our case also we had to decide on a date when the bride's brother Ted, who was first mate on a vessel would be in port. When I went to see the Registrar I found there was more red tape than I had been aware of. I knew the notice of the marriage had to be exhibited to the public gaze for three weeks. When the Registrar and
I had duly completed the form, he had to post it to Headquarters in London, then they would post it to Caistor, a town of great antiquity, as its name from Latin, 'castra’ a camp indicates, but in modern days of small importance, as being the head of the Marriage District, and it was 12 miles away. The notice had to hang there for the full three weeks and then be at the ceremony, or the Parson and Registrar combined could not complete the work. Had we needed it on the first date we might have done, the Registrar asked me if we had a friend that would be willing to ride a bicycle to Caistor and collect the licence to have it at the chapel in time for the ceremony. There were no motorcars then, and the laws were made to discourage dissenters. Fortunately we did not need to run it quite so fine.
 

A Climax.
Now for the culmination of events. As usual, for the Sunday School Anniversary there was a big platform erected over the communion rails and the children also occupied the side galleries. We held the final rehearsal on the Friday evening, after which tho choir assembled in the vestry to present to the prospective bride a photograph album containing all their portraits. As choirmaster I was asked to make the presentation speech on behalf of the members, and then changing my character to thank the donors on behalf of my wife-to-be.
 
On the Sunday we had three services with large congregations, and another meeting on the Monday night. The scholars certainly sang well, giving marked attention to my baton, and both days we finished with, "God be with you till we meet again, " which was just published in leaflet form. Immediately at the close I assisted in the removal of the platform roady for the wedding next day.
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The next morning it was my turn to open shop, and the first caller was a traveller who frequently left parcels to be called for. He remarked, "I hear there is to be a big wedding at your South Parade Chapel this morning." He got rather a shock when I replied, "Yes, I am to be the bridegroom." 
 
Sydney, my best man, and I walked down to the chapel, which we found was already almost full. Punctually to the minute the bride entered on the arm of her brother. Such unusual punctuality on the part of a bride I thought worthy of notice, so I took out my watch to draw attention to it. Everything went off well in the chapel, although the minister prompted me in a stage whisper, "Give her a gentle kiss." On leaving, however, such was the crowd and the showers of rice, that we nearly sat down in the cab with our backs to the horses, thinking we were going the other way round the block to Corporation Road. There we had a quiet function of the two families alone.
 

After The Wedding.
There was no time to go away for honeymoon, so there were no old slippers in vidence. Mr. J. M. Benton, an intimate friend of both of us, had offered us hospitality, though he himself would be away from town. It therefore so happened that the first night I was the only man in a house with three ladies, one a spinster, one a bride of a few hours, and the third a wife of a few months, who not long afterwards became a mother.
 
When we reached the house in the evening, Mrs. Benton showed Mrs. White upstairs. Then she returned, lit another candle, and piloted me to the foot of the staircase, handing me the light. As it seemed to me rather important to enter the right door of three in a row, I was obliged to enquire the way. and it turned out that I was to "take the happy mean." The next day the bridal couple lazed on the sand at Cleethorpes, and spent the first week-end with friends at Nottingham.
 

Sunday School Union.
The last Sunday in England we had to attend the first annual gathering of schools connected with the Grimsby and District Sunday School Union, held in George Street Chapel. Father was one of the speakers, and Lizzie and I were both among those who received certificates gained in two subjects in the recent Sunday School Teachers examinations, the subjects being "The Principles and the Art of Teaching" and "The  Evidences of Christianity." To quote a sentence from the newspaper report:
"The greetings of those assembled--upwards of 500-- were sent through Mr. White to the children and teachers in New Zealand."
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The friends at South Parade gave us a great farewell social, presenting a purse of sovereigns to Father and Mother and another to my wife and self, as well as two illuminated addresses; and the Local Preachers of the Circuit gave valuable books to us two Preachers.
 

Dividing Lines.
We have now reached a double dividing line in my life, between bachelorhood and connubial bliss, and between the old land in the Northern Hemisphere and the new land in the South. It will therefore be a suitable pls be for a break in the series of sketches.
 
There shall be no attempt to describe the numerous wedding presents. The partings were hurried and optimistic, though naturally tinged with sadness.
 
A lighter touch and a warmer tone nay be given to the sketch of our departure. Sydney saw us off at the station on our way to London, 150 miles away, to join the steamer. As Grimsby was a terminus of the Great Northern Railway, the train was standing in a siding, which gave us plenty of time to get settled in the carriage. About two minutes before the bell for starting, I realised that I had left my walking stick behind at the studio. Had I noticed the oversight 5 minutes earlier, Sydney would have fetched it for me. But the loss of the stick, fond as I was of it, was not so serious as it might have been, inasmuch as its portrait had been painted in my hands and hangs in our front room today.
 
Amusing memories of our very last days in England are associated with an old man of 70, who joined the train at one of the Lincolnshire stations to travel in our care to Taranaki to a son who had emigrated some years before. He had never been far from home--you could tell that by his remarks. At Kings Cross station, while Father and Uncle Tom went to see after the luggage, I stayed to mind the ladies and children, plus this old man. I notice him scanning the crowds in the busy London station. Then he turned to me and said, "I doan't seea noon o’ them theere pickpockets about." He evidently expected to identify then by their caps like the railway and hotel porters.  In the city streets he wondered where they got enough, oats and hay, to feed all those horses, and he thought It would be a “sight better" if the men would go to work instead of walking the streets all day in Sunday clothes and top hats. After our night in London the Rimutake was waiting in the stream at Gravesend, and the passengers were taken from the dock in a steam tender to join her. Picture our friend sitting on deck surrounded by sundry baggage, and then imagine his surprise when we drew alongside the big vessel, up the side of which we were to climb. He had been thinking the tender was the steamer that was to take us over the ocean.
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Conclusion.
We might some day continue a few sketches of life on the other side of the double dividing line, or we may not. They would at any rate reveal tremendous changes in laws, in education, in means of travel and communication, compared with the conditions at home in the nineteenth century, hitherto dealt with.
 
But England, with all her faults and failings, her inequalities and incongruities, we love her still, and in this " England of the Pacific" with our ample room and small population, we are trying to copy the excellences and avoid some of the mistakes of the Mother Country.
 

APPENDICES
Unless otherwise indicated, the following are among the photocopied papers I received from Barbara Wells of New Zealand. She mailed them to me on August 27, 2001, so I likely received them close to the time of infamous 9/11 attack on the World Trade Center towers in New York. 
 
Barbara is the wife of Peter Wells, who is a grand-nephew of George Herbert White, through his sister, Lizzie. 
 

Who was Aunt Wales?
George Herbert White’s wife, Emma Jane Wales, lost her parents and was then cared for by “Aunt Wales.”
 
I believe this was Mary Wales (1803 - 1890), who was living with her brother, James Wales and his daughter, Emma J., at the time of the 1851 census.  On later census records she is either a visitor in a household, or lodging by herself. She appears to have had income from property. She was buried in the Laceby cemetery in December 1890. 
 
If the above information is correct, then the White family did not emigrate for another 2* years after her passing
 

Jubilee Parade Photo
This large format 1897 photo was among a number of old family photos that I received from Aunt Janet Hume, that had come to her from her mother, my grandmother, Myrtle Moffat née White. 
 
While I cannot prove it, it may have been taken by George Herbert White who was a New Plymouth photographer between 1893 and about 1898.  The prominence of the S.B. White store on the right side of the street may have been intentional. It is reasonable that a photograph with a White family connection would be reproduced and share among the extended family. 
￼[image: IMG_2874.jpeg]
Jubilee Celebration 1897
 

Reminiscences. 
As the author says, the following reminiscences were sparked by a 70th Anniversary booklet. It can be viewed at 
70th Anniversary booklet
 
References to the early “Local Preachers"'in the printed souvenir of the 70th Anniversary of the Inglewood Methodist Church led to a search of records which revealed that my name was added to the list of 40 other local preachers in the Grimsby, Lincolnshire circuit in December 1888, and that my  first sermon was preached between 60 and 70 years ago. This definitely extinguished my hope any longer continuing to look upon myself as one of the young local preachers.
 
My father was a local preacher for many years in the Old Land, often taking me as his presenter. Father became a Home Missionary within a year or two of our arrival in the colony. My sister, a brother-in-law and two nephews have also all passed their Local Preachers examination.
 
My first service at Inglewood, which then was part of the Waitara circuit, was in the morning of'December 3, 1893, followed by afternoon at Waipuku (now Tariki) church, and evening at Midhirst, and  then 6 services at Inglewood the following year .
 
It was enough to make one feel very much at home to hear so much of the dialect of one's own county, the county of Wesley's birth. The folk knew the meanang of such expressive words as, "nobbut, " "owry," "uneppen," (perhaps it should be spelt unheppen) "threop;" or to quote a poet laureate, Tennyson, another native of  Lincolnshire, in his "Northern Cobbler,"
 		"Baäcon an' taätes, an' a beslings-puddin'-an' Adam's wine."
 
Do you ask why there was so strong a Lincolnshire element? The answer is this-- From the early seventies my father, John H. White, of Laceby, near Grimsby,' had been acting as, agent for the New Zealand Government, when it was giving free passages to farm labourers. New Zealand, a land we heard of on the other side of the world, said to be under our feet, where there was no consumption of the lungs and no potato disease; where you could grow two crops of potatoes in a year, and where they sang of
		"Eight hours work,,eight hours play,
	Eight hours sleep, and eight bob a day."
 
Of the 8,000 people that Father was instrumental in selecting, one large party arrived in Taranaki and were accommodated in the  Barracks on Marsland Hill, which for the last 50 or 60 years has bean the old Mountain House at North Egmont, and this was just when Inglewood was in its earliest infancy. For his share in this work Father was maligned and largely ostracized by the upper  classes at home. He was unsettling farm labourers, making them discontented and independent, whereas St. Paul said, "Be content with such things as ye have," and there was the work-house to shelter them when they were too old to work. It was commonly said in some quarters that Mr. White dare not go to New Zealand for fear of being shot by the men he had duped. What a contrast was the welcome he received when the way opened for us to come to the antipodes,
 
Father Jackson, a typical Lincolnshire local preacher, whose descendants are so well known in the district (handwritten insert “Sutherland”), was on the same plan as father in a co try circuit in England. Such names as Smith, Tomlinson, Cartwright, Bennett, Keetley, Fenwick, Garter, Paulger, Boulton, Quickfall, Chatterton, are a few occurring to one's mind that seem redolent of the old county, but one is sure to miss some who have equal right to remembrance.
 
I think of Mr. Peach (the Bishop of Englewood )whose excellent portrait is to be soon in the porch, and how lhospitably we preachers were entertained in his home, sleeping in a bedroom which was the tiniest that I as a new chum had ever seen; and of which some of us used to speak as  "the prophet’s chamber.” 
 
Inglewood is associated with the most strenuous though not the longest walk I ever had. My appointments that Sunday were Wortley poad, afternoon, and Inglewood, evening. Finding it inconvenient to catch the four o'clock train on the Saturday, I thought it would be an invigorating journey afoot on the Sabbath morning, with the idea of attending the service at Inglewood, but during the night one of the strongest Mountain blows got up. In those days we did not measure the force of the wind by an instrument recording the number of miles per hour, but by its effects, and that particular wind shifted. the Omata Anglican Church from its piles, as well as delaying me so much that the congregation was leaving when I arrived at the church. After a hearty dinner at Brother Peach's I continued my journey to Wortley Road school-room. The only one present was the late George Smith, who was afterwards one of the most acceptable local preachers in the district. He told me they all thought it would bo impossible for me to walk from Inglewood in that gale, but he had come to make sure. When informed that I had walked from New Plymouth he said ho would fetch a congregation from home, and kept, his promise. Naturally tho roar of the storm and the creaking of the building made it hard for the preacher to make his voice heard by the small but loyal and brave group who formed the evening congregation. A good night's sleep, however, was followed by a rail journey home on.the Monday morning. 
 
A later memory is that of photographing tho stone laying of the present church. Before the days of hand cameras. it meant the placing of a packing case in the roadway in order to raise tripod as well as photographer above the heads of the crowd. Unfortunately I cannot trace either print or negative. 
 
One night a concert party of us travelled in a vehicle styled an express, and returned to New Plymouth not by the Junction but by the Mountain Road, part of which was then unmetalled. The recollection is somewhat hazy, and quite possibly it was connected with the Primitive Methodist church. 
 
Speaking of concerts leads one to say that music has certainly played an important part in Inglewood Methodism. The work of the choir deserves commendation, and the hearty singing of the congregation has always been a feature of the services. 
 
Handwritten footnote: Father Jackson’s great-grandson, Dennis Sutherland is now Mayor of New Plymouth. 
 
 
 

Golden Wedding
The New Zealand Methodist Times, 1943.06.26, page 59,. You can view a digital copy on the Pumotomoto website at:
Link to Golden Wedding article
 
GOLDEN WEDDING
Mr. and Mrs. George Hebert White, of New Plymouth, celebrated their golden wedding at the home of their daughter, Mrs. C. G. Meuli, "Ferndale," Egmont Village, on Monday, May 10th. Mr. and Mrs. White have been intimately associated with musical circles in New Plymouth from their early days. They are also staunch members of Whiteley Memorial Church. The wedding .took place on May 9th, 1893, in the South Parade Wesleyan Chapel, Grimsby, England. The Rev. William George, assisted by the Rev. Benjamin Weaver, officiated. Mr. White is the eldest son of Mr. and Mrs. John H. White, also well known in New Plymouth, and Mrs. White was formerly Miss Sarah Jane Russell, eldest daughter of Captain and Mrs. Thomas Russell. Mr. White was born in 1867 at Laceby, near Grimsby, and was educated at the Wesleyan day-school there, and later at the Collegiate School, Grimsby. Mrs. White was born at Gravesend, near London_ Mr. White distinctly remembers his -great-grandmother, who had had 25 children, and who, though the was built - within sight of her thatched cottage, had never been in a train because she felt it would be "tempting Providence'. As a school-boy Mr. White played the harmonium in .the Laceby Wesleyan Chapel; in his teens he was erganist at Bardney, near Lincoln, and after returning to Grimsby he was appointed organist at South Parade, where he found his partner for life and where the marriage took place. On the last Sunday of his single life he conducted for the last time the anniversary singing of the Sunday School of 500 scholars. Mr. and Mrs. White came to New Zealand shortly after their marriage, with Mr. White's parents. Mr. White, senior, was well known in New Plymouth before his arrival because he had been an agent in England when free passages to New Zealand were being given to farm labourers. Soon after his arrival in Taranaki he be- came home missionary at Rahotu where he organised the Coast Mission.. He was largely instrumental in having churches built at Tataraimalca, Oka to, Pungarehu and Rahotu. He was later stationed at • Kumara, ' Kimbolton, Pates and Brooklyn, and. died in Nelson at the age of 85. Mr. and Mrs. White have been valued members of the church choir from the time of their arrival. Mr. White was organist of Whiteley Church from its opening in 1898 to 1940, and for sonic years was also choirmaster, conducting the "Elijah" ,in connection with the opening services. Before his marriage Mr. White was a local preacher, having preached his trial sermon in 1383. He preached from 29 pulpits in Lincolnshire.. He has taken services in 80 places In the Dominion—at Carrington Road in his own circuit over 100—and before becoming organist he preached 13 tunes in one month. For some years Mr. White was on the staff of the Technical College As a teacher of commercial subjects. When the College amalgamated with the High Schools. he taught at the Girls' High School and was the only male member of the stair until he retired in 1933. Mr. White has always he retired in 1933. Mr. White has always been interested in the keeping of records, and has a list of all the preachers and all the hymns sung at Whiteley from the  beginning of the century. . He states that while he presided at the organ 137 ministers whose names appear in the Minutes of Conference occupied the pulpit of Whiteley Church. Of these 45 are now deceased, and 25 supernumeraries. In addition there were 50 ministers from other churches or from overseas. He played the National Anthem for five British sovereigns and the "Dead March" for three. Mr. and Mrs. White have both enjoyed good health all their lives and the former can say with pride that he never had one day off for sickness when he was teaching school and only one Sunday in nearly 43 years as church organist. - He has been a cyclist since he learned to ride on a 'bone shaker" as a boy and has ridden over 70,000 miles on the bicycle he owns at present. At the celebrations at their daughter's home Mr. and Mrs. White had many relatives around them and received many telegrams and messages of congratulations, including messages from the Baptist Church, the Methodist M.W31.U., the Rev. M. A. Rugby Pratt, Christchurch, a brother, Mr. H. Temple White, Wellington, and a sister, Mrs. A. Wells, Mapua, who was one of the bridesmaids. The Rev. and Mrs. E. D. Patchett were present, Mr. Patchett acting as toast-master at the wedding breakfast. Mr. and Mrs. White have three grandsons and two granddaughters. Mrs. Meuli is the only daughter, bud their only son, Sydney Edward, died at the age of 25.
 
 
 

90th Birthday
Taranaki Herald, 6 Aug 1957.
 
(Photo) Mr. G. H. White, New Plymouth, 90 years old today
Mr. G. H. White Celebrating 90th Birthday 
A man who until a few years ago was often seen cycling around New Plymouth, is today celebrating his 90th birthday. He is Mr. G. H. White of Devon Street West.
 
Until advised by a doctor a few years ago to be careful when riding his faithful bicycle, he had travelled an estimated 82,000 miles on it. Many times he cycled to Okato (Editor: about 25 miles) and back to take (this probably should have read, “to teach”) music lessons.
 
Mr. White claims to have always had a good appetite. “But I’ve never weighed more than eight and a half stone,” he said today. He felt only a little excited that today was his 90th birthday. 
 
Born in 1870 (handwritten correction 1867) in England, Mr. White married there and came to New Plymouth in 1893 on the steamship Rimutaka. For his first five years in the town he was a photographer, and he had a studio in Brougham Street. Then he began teaching music and this remained his occupation until, making use of the shorthand he had learnt while in England, he began teaching It at night school.
 
TAUGHT AT HIGH SCHOOL
Later he joined the staff of new Plymouth Technical College, to teach shorthand, and when the college amalgamated with the high schools he became a general teacher at the New Plymouth Girls High School, a position he retained until his retirement shortly before the Second World War.
 
In his years of shorthand teaching Mr. White taught a large number of pupils— he still has in his possession a “birthday book,” which contains the names and birthdays of  over 1000 of his former pupils.
 
An organist in a Methodist Church in England before coming to New Zealand, Mr. White was for 40 years organist of the Whitely Methodist Church, New Plymouth, and music is still one of his interests. Others are stamp collecting and astronomy. He is a member of the New Plymouth Philatelic Society, and until recently Was a member of the New Plymouth  Astronomical Society.
 
One of Mr. White’s most vivid memories is of the 1918 influenza epidemic, when he worked with Mr. Walter Nash, now leader of the Opposition in Parliament, on relief work in New Plymouth. Mr. White did a large amount of clerical work connected with the epidemic.
 
Mr. White has known seven generations of his family, from his great-grandmother to twin grandchildren. Mr. And Mrs. White had two children—a son, Mr. Sydney White who died when he was 24, and a daughter, now Mrs. Edna Meuli.
 
 

Obituary
G. H. White, Taranaki Daily News, 28 Sep 1957.
 
Mr. G. H. White Dies, Aged 90
Celebrating his 90th birthday only seven weeks ago Mr. George Herbert White died at the New Plymouth hospital yesterday following a brief illness.
 
Born in England, Mr. White arrived in New Plymouth in 1893 and for the first five years was a photographer with a studio in Brougham Street.
 
Shortly after, he began teaching music, changed to taking (sic) shorthand classes at night school, later joining the staff of the New Plymouth Technical College. Ending his teaching career after commercial classes at the New Plymouth Girls High School, he retired at the commencement of the Second World War in 1939. 
As keen organist and philatelist, Mr. White also included astronomy among his hobbies. 
 
 

Letter, Mary Lizzie Wells née White to Annie Sine née White
Phyllis Sine, daughter  of Annie Sine had this letter transcribed by her cousin,  Emily Reynolds née White, and then distributed copies among her relatives. She sent me a copy sometime after her visit to my hometown in the early 1960’s, when she visited her aunt, my grandmother, Myrtle Moffat née White. Barbara Wells also had a copy of Phylis’s transcription and included it in her package to me. 
 
I had previously added this transcription to the WeRelate wiki, and copy it here.
See letter transcription. 
 
The above version includes embedded links to related person pages that I had added to the wiki. You can also lookup the individuals on my more recent family history website, which may include details that are not included in the wiki.
 
"Mount Hope" Mapua, Nelson, N.Z. 
July 21, 1924
 
Dear Cousin:
I have heard so much about you and yours from my brother,  (H. Temple White), that I do not feel that you are a stranger to me.  I have had the privilege of reading some of your husband's letters to Harold and I have been much interested in them.  My brother sent me the one dated April 9th of this year, with the photos of your house and the river-boat.  Harold suggested that perhaps I would write and give you any inform­ation I could in regard to family relationships.  As I am seven years his senior I can go back a little further, to be sure, though my knowledge is not as extensive as I would like it to be.
 
My father's name is John Hobson White, now in his 82nd year. He lives with us, has done so for over four years now, since he retired from his work as a Home Missionary of our N.Z. Methodist Church.  His father was George Patchett White, who was an older brother of your father, Thomas Boothby White; thus you are my father's first cousin.  He remembers well his uncle Joe, of whom he was very fond, and who, he says, made him a wheel-barrow before he went to Canada.  He says that his grandmother used to speak of her bad boys who broke her heart by going away over the sea to Canada; and she used to get him to read to her the letters that came from them from time to time.  But later on she acknowledged that it was in God's providence that they had gone, when, as they prospered, they were able to send her enough to keep her in comfort in her old age, when otherwise she would have had to go to the work-house.  Her husband, my great-grandfather, and your grandfather, was a farm-labourer earning only 10/- per week, on which they managed to bring up eighteen children (they had twenty-five altogether but seven died at birth).  Each of the eighteen children had a little china mug with its name printed on, and as a child I remember how interested I used to be in reading the names, as the mugs stood in a row in the mantelpiece of the thatched cottage where they were all born, and which was then occupied by Uncle Michael, one of that numerous family.  'I believe those mugs are now in the possession of Willie White of Lincoln, only son of Uncle Michael.  The latter died a good many years ago.  I understand that my great-grandmother, the wonderful mother of that large family, had me in her arms before she passed away. They say that she and her husband were both very fine types of Christian people of early Methodist days, and I am sure you will agree with me that we have much to be thankful for in that we come of such splendid, upright, God-fearing stock.  It is worth more to us and to our children after us, than an inheritance of untold wealth.  It is quite possible that you are familiar with much that I have written, but if any of it is new to you I know you will be interested.  I know of no members of the family in Surrey.  In fact, all of whom I have any knowledge in England now are the aforementioned William S. White of Lincoln, who has been Mayor of the town some years ago and a councillor for many years.  He had a wife and a son and daughter, but I have not heard anything of them for some years.  He is your first cousin, and though I do not know his exact address, W.S. White, Lincoln, England, would find him.  Then my father had a sister, Eliza Jane, who died a few years ago, but her husband, Mr. Joe Cooper and their daughter Edith, are, I believe, now living at Bourne, Lincolnshire...  Then my own brother, Sydney Wales White, lives at 5 Logan Place, Kensington, London, S.W.  He is an artist, a portrait painter, and stayed in England when we came out here, now 31 years ago.  He has a wife whom we knew as a girl, and two children, Charlie, about 15, and Beatrice, about 7, I think. That completes the list, as I know it, of our relatives in England on the White side.
July 24th, 1924
 
I will try once more to finish this letter.  I am a very busy person, as you will realize when I tell you that our household consists of my husband; four sons, Howard, nearly 19, Malcolm 15, Stanley 11 and Bernard, nearly 9, a little adopted daughter Beatrice, commonly called Trixie, just 6, my father and myself.  As I have no maid, you may be sure I am never feeling the lack of occupation; time for correspondence has to be stolen from sewing and mending.  Our oldest boy has been away in Taranaki on a dairy farm for a year, but we are expecting him home very shortly now, and there will be great rejoicing on both sides, but especially in his mother's heart.  When we were married over 20 years ago, my husband was a dairy-farmer in Taranaki and we lived there till eight years ago when he bought orchard land here, and we are now growing apples, chiefly, with a limited number of trees of most other fruits that will succeed in our climate, such as pears, peaches, plums, greengages, apricots, prunes, lemons, quinces, cherries, almonds, grapes, gooseberries, black currants, raspberries, cranberries, straw-berries, cape gooseberries, etc.  We like Nelson as a place of residence much better than Taranaki, which has a much wetter climate.  The climate here is almost perfect, eight to nine months summer, with three to four months winter, the latter largely consisting of beautiful sunny days with blue skies and sea, and sharp, frosty nights.  Spring and autumn scarcely exist. The average annual rainfall is about 34 inches here at Mapua, and it mostly comes in good steady rain, so we really get very little damp, miserable weather.  My boy Howard writes that he does not think he would ever settle in Taranaki after Nelson, there is so mach rain and wind.  Arnold (my husband) keeps the meteorelogical (sic) station here, and reports daily rainfall, barometer and thermometer to the Government meteorologist in Wellington.  We live in a beautiful situation; the house stands in the middle of the orchard on a hill about 50 feet in height, the first rise after about half a mile of nearly level land from the beach.  We overlook the whole of the beautiful Tasman Bay, as we are right at the head of it and can get a good view of D'Urvillie (sic) Island some forty miles distant.  Nelson town is about 9 miles in a direct line over the water, and we usually go there by launch (not our own, unfortunately.) The port lights show very brightly at night across the water. The town of Motueka lies on the other side of the bay from Nelson, about 16 miles from us by land. We are surrounded on both aides of the Bay and away behind us, by ranges of mountains which at present look lovely in their winter mantle of snow.
 
Mapua is itself is a small port, with quite a good little natural harbor. The wharves are about a mile from us.  Over 100,000 cases at apples have been shipped over this wharf this season; the orchardists go down and load up the steamers themselves, and it is an interesting and busy scene. The orchards here are still young, so the shipping is expected to increase very largely in the next few years.  We expect to begin exporting our own apples next season.
 
This is a delightful place in summer, lots of bathing. I have learned to swim myself since coming here, also the three elder boys and Bernard could almost swim alone at the end of last summer.  A large number at people come here to camp in the holidays.  There is good fishing and lots of boating.  Harold and his family frequently spend the Christmas holidays here, and as you can imagine, all the young folk have a splendid time together.  The bigger boys love to take their swags and go for a few days' tramp up the mountains and come home laden with specimens, or take the rowing boat and go oft for a day on Rabbit Island, etc.
 
The fruit industry here was very hard hit by the war, and the orchardists have had a long-drawn-out struggle, but things are improving and people are feeling much more cheerful this season.  A little further progress in the direction at financial prosperity will make this district the most delightful one in N. Z., for in almost every other respect it is a perfect place to live.
 
Our young folks are all strong and healthy and happy, too. The boys do well at school, which is within a quarter of a mile.  Trixie has just started going and. is proud of her first Primer.  I am very glad Janet Crabbe was coming to see you.  It will be very nice to hear her tell about her visit, when we see her again.
 
Now, my dear cousin, I shall be very pleased to hear from you at any time and to give any information in my power.  We all join in kindest greeting to yourself, your husband and daughter.
 
Very sincerely yours,
/s/ Mary Lizzie White Wells..
 
A handwritten footnote to Phyllis’ transcription reads:
Typed for me by 
Mrs. Emily White Reynolds
114 Cliff Drive, Capitola, Calif., U.S.A. 93930
… daughter of late Uncle Frank White of Cincinnati, Ohio 
 

Lincolnshire and the Northern Wolds
Barbara Wells included a photocopy of most of chapter 7 of the above title from Rollo Arnold’s book “The Farthest Promised Land”. I purchased a copy of this book, but rather than reproducing it here, I have found an online source at The Farthest Promised Land, Chapter 7. It deals extensively with John Hobson White and his family background and work. 
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