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The Scandi Wagon and Wheels 

The Scandi or Bush Wagon was devel-
oped by the Scandinavian immigrants 
who were brought to New Zealand in 
1872 and established the settlements of 
Dannevirke and Norsewood in the Sev-
enty Mile Bush in Southern Hawke’s 
Bay. These people had a rural/forestry 
background which would be appropriate 
for the work that lay ahead. Many of the 
men also worked on railway construction 
or roading. 

The difficult conditions encountered by 
the settlers demanded a wagon of rug-
ged construction. The Scandi is a simple 
design; has no springs, a low deck and is 
characterized by the unusual wheel con-
struction. The wagon was a replica of the 
one-horse wagons used in their home-
land. It does not state what wood was 
used in the construction of the wagons. 

The ‘bush landau’ as it was humorously 
termed were used to take the milk to the 
factory, the children to school, and was 
mostly their only means of transport. It 
was a very bumpy ride as roads were 
metaled and rough. They were very un-
comfortable as they were springless, had 
four wooden wheels, a boxlike body with 
a hinged door at the back that dropped 
down and was shut and fastened with 
wooden pegs. It was set upon a pair of 
axles that were fitted with block wheels 
no more than two feet high. A hand 
brake was needed for going down the 
steep hills. 

Being low, the wagons were easily load-
ed and simple in construction. They were 
cheap, costing 8 to 9 pounds in the early 
days, with a rough four spoke wheel, 
shaped like a Greek cross and with four 
roach-backed felloes between the ex-
tremities of the spokes, forming a com-
plete rim. It was bound with a good, 
strong tyre. 

The Scandi Wagon wheel is the Scandi-
navian symbol on the Norsewood wel-
come sign. 

Excerpts from: Supporting display 
boards, used in 1987 at the Norsewood 
Museum. With thanks to Peter Olsen.    
R H 

The Gentle Giant 

The Scottish Clydesdale draught horse is 
the gentle giant of the horse world. It was 
the most popular animal for hauling wag-
ons and pulling ploughs and other cultiva-
tion equipment for harvesting crops. They 
were hitched to carts for transporting wool 
bales and sacks of grain and were used 
as pack horses to take food supplies to 
remote parts of high-country stations and 
brought supplies back from town and were 
well looked after. 

 A mature male stands 17-19 hands or 1.7
-1.9 metres high at the shoulder. They can 
weigh 800-1,000 kilograms. The valley of 
the Clyde River, in Lanarkshire, Scotland 
is the original home of the Clydesdale and 
they were imported into New Zealand 
from the 1860s. 

The steady rise in farm horse numbers 
from 1851 to 1901 reflected the pattern of 
land development, for which the horse 
was needed. After 1911 there was a dra-
matic decline in horse numbers owing to 
the introduction of tractors and machinery. 
Shortly after WW2 classes for draught 
animals were discontinued at many local 
A&P Shows. 

However, by the 1990s the Clydesdale 
Horse Society of New Zealand had a  

steadily increasing membership and en-
thusiasts existed throughout the country.  

The Clydesdale is an active horse with a 
clean, bright movement, combined with a 
mild temperament. It should be well built, 
muscular and powerfully vigorous-its pri-
mary role after all, is as a draught animal 
designed to pull heavy loads, especially 
carts and ploughs. 

The most common colours are bay and 
brown, usually with a white face or ‘blaze’ 
and a lot of white on the lower legs. One 
of their most distinctive characteristics is 
the extensive, silky feathering on the legs. 

Of great significance in bringing the breed 
back to public notice was the spectacular 
brewery team, the ‘DB Draught Clydes-
dales’, rare black horses with white legs. 
The team travelled all over New Zealand 
for fourteen years, and later operated in 
private ownership as the Pirongia Clydes-
dales. 

Two well-known local breeders of Clydes-
dales were Roy Craig and Bob McCona-
chy, and amny of you may also know of 
the Budweiser Clydesdales from St Louis, 
America. 

Excerpts from the ‘Clydesdale Horse Soci-
ety of New Zealand.’ R H 

Nikolaisen Dairy Factory,  
Ormondville 1890s.  

Note the low landing of the factory to 
suit the lower Scandi wagons deck. 

Mr Roy Craig wearing the jacket, driving his eight horse team, pulling a heavy wagon.  



 

close quarters, with its wild coast and 
rocks running into the sea. 

The morning of the 15
th
 October dawned, 

and they got underway at half past four, 
having been hove-to overnight in one of 
the bays. They almost missed the en-
trance to Port Nicholson, except they saw 
a brig coming out of the entrance as they 
were passing it, then saw the smoke of 
the town in the distance. The entrance 
was so narrow that the ARAB had to put 
about every ten minutes, until the Chief 
Magistrate came on board to take the ship 
into the bay. It took from noon until 2 am, 
some fourteen hours to sail eight miles, as 
the entrance to the bay was so treacher-
ous and rock outcrops had caused the 
sinking of many vessels, both large and 
small. 

The actual  anchoring in Port Nicholson 
generated much interest as it was the first 
time that the ship had weighed anchor in a 
port since leaving Dartmouth in June; hav-
ing travelled some 25,000 miles in the 

meantime, but with a fair wind they could 
have cut the journey down by 16,000 
miles. All the immigrants thanked God to 
have arrived safely at last. They finally put 
ashore on what is now the Petone fore-
shore, on 16

th
 October 1841. Their jour-

ney had been five months and one week. 

Practically all the women were crying, as 
the outlook in the new land was so bad, 
and they were all sorry to be disembarking 
onto such a dismal place. No wonder they 
were so upset, as no one came out to the 
ship to welcome them, or to offer the men 
jobs, and this, combined with the bleak 
appearance of the area did little to reas-
sure them. Temporary accommodation 
was provided, but this compared with 
what some of them had come from in 
England was very primitive indeed. Some 
were only rough shacks with dirt floors, 
more like piggeries, than a home for fami-
lies with small children. 

To be continued next month RH 

 

A Terrifying, Sad Experience   
Continued…The Vile Story. 
Other memorable occasions were rec-
orded: Later they met up with another 
boat, TROUBADOUR and they sailed 
half a mile apart for two days, during 
which time they exchanged mail and 
partook of alcohol. A fight broke out 
and to discipline the sailors the Captain 
cut their rations to two biscuits and half 
their water ration for a fortnight. 
A Pirate ship was sighted with about 30 
pirates on board, so the Captain or-
dered the man at the wheel to steer 
right for the stern, and then command-
ed all the passengers up on deck to 
frighten off the pirates, whose vessel 
was hove-to. When the ARAB was 
about 100 yards from her, she went 
‘round’ and sailed off. 

They celebrated ‘crossing the line’ and 
Neptune and his lady, the God and 
Goddess of the sea, paid the custom-
ary visit, assisted by the barber, doctor 
and two constables. They had pig shit, 
grease and tar for soap, and all who 
stepped on deck had their faces shav-
en. After the sport was over, they got 
some grog served to them and spent 
the day in music and dancing. 

When they rounded the Cape of Good 
Hope the weather was changeable- 
calm at times, then the severest squalls 
came on. The fore topsail sheet gave 
way, the sail was flying in the air and 
clapping like thunder. All hands were 
called on deck, but before they got the 
sails in, the men on the wheel were 
overpowered. The wind whistled 
through the blocks as loud as an en-
gine. The masts were bending like 
bows without any sail set. One of the 
halyards broke, but finally they got 
things right. In the morning the sea was 
roaring dreadfully- it was the worst day 
we had experienced. Some seas going 
over us were mast high. 

During one storm the wind got up be-
hind the ARAB so that it rolled dread-

fully, and it took to reeling, sending 
pigs, children, adults, buckets and piec-
es of wood going from side to side, and 
the ship finally lay over in the sea with 
the railing under in the sea. All the time 
the wind was very high. 

From then on, the weather improved 
rapidly as they left South Africa behind, 
and by the 2

nd
 of September the pas-

sengers and crew had their best night 
in bed for a month. They were then 
opposite Madagascar at 38 degrees 
south. The weather turned colder and 
about a month later they sighted Aus-
tralia, and in another three weeks had 
their first sight of New Zealand and 
were fascinated by the beauty of Mt 
Egmont. The next day they sailed 
through Cook Strait. They did not think 
much of the new land when viewed at 

Celebrating crossing the equator 
with Neptune and his lady 

A Train to the Graveyard 

In 1884 The Feilding Borough Council took 
over the control and management of the 
Feilding Cemetery, which had previously 
come under the administration of the Feild-
ing Cemetery Trustees. 

It is on record that the Trustees, at that 
time had some ‘twenty odd pounds sterling 
in hand’ and that the liabilities were nil. 
Transfer and control of the cemetery to the 
Borough Council was gazetted on May 8, 
1884. 

About 1886, for the first time, the cemetery 
was laid off in allotments and a shelter was 
erected. The council also negotiated with 
the Roads Board of the day for a subsidy 
for roading to the cemetery. In the early 
days many who attended funerals at the 
cemetery went by train to Maewa Station, 
opposite the cemetery, a distance of three 
miles from Feilding. Since then the build-
ings at that station have been removed,   
thought there is still a siding. 

As could be expected the area of the cem-
etery grew over the years, and today it oc-
cupies 12 and a quarter acres (5.18 ha). 
Visitors from other centres invariably re-
mark on the cemetery’s layout and the fact 
it is kept in a beautiful condition. 

From: Feilding, The First 100 Years.         
A Feilding Supplement.  

With thanks to Graham Hook RH. 

A Locomotive building up steam.  


