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A Terrifying, Sad Experience 

This historical article is written from let-
ters of early settlers about William and 
Sophia Vile, and their trip to New Zea-
land. They have descendants who later 
settled in the Colyton area and other  
local areas. 

Shortly after the birth of their sixth child, 
they learned of the scheme of the New 
Zealand Company to assist young fami-
lies to emigrate to New Zealand on a 
free passage. So William Vile, an agricul-
tural labourer and his wife Sophia and 
family prepared to emigrate from Eng-
land to New Zealand. They gathered 
together their most treasured posses-
sions and purchased suitable clothing for 
their journey. Many only took a change 
of clothing with them to their cabins, and 
any heavy luggage was confined below 
decks in the hold. 

They originally received word that they 
were to sail, but William took ill and they 
had to wait until he recovered before 
boarding the ‘ARAB’ on 3

rd
 June 1841. 

They knew that New Zealand was a 
primitive country where they would be 
expected to be able to fare for them-
selves, and by their own hard labour 
earn for themselves and their children, a 
good life in this new colony. 

After sad goodbyes to family and friends 
they boarded the vessel. The long jour-
ney had barely begun when their ship, 
still in the English Channel was damaged 
during a storm and had to put into port 

while it was repaired. But the ‘ARAB’ had 
a very stormy passage throughout its 
journey. The ship weighing only 484 tons 
was considered rather light. 

Sleeping quarters were allotted, with sin-
gle men’s quarters in the bow, female 
bunks placed in the stern, and married 
couples and families placed between 
these so they could act as chaperones. It 
was very crowded down below, but it 
was fairly well aired with tubes at each 
hatchway to supply fresh air. 

Petrol Silences Anvil’s Music 

This article appeared in the Auckland 
Star, 14 January 1926 

To a town bred man a smithy does not 
mean so much as it does to a man whose 
youth was passed in the country, but the 
vivid appeal the blacksmith’s craft makes 
to all our race seems to link us all towns-
men and country folk with the days when 
every quarter of an acre of ground main-
tained its man. Smithies are dark and cav-
ernous places- the darkness being delib-
erate not accidental, as the gloom makes 
it easier to judge whether the glowing iron 
has reached the correct heat- and the fire 
glimmering or blazing at the back stands 
out more in contrast. 

Then the aproned figure of the smith, one 
arm working the bellows handle, which 
ended often in a cow’s horn, and the other 
tending the fire, one minute a black heap 
of coal from which issues thick, acrid 
smoke, the next a roaring pyramid of 
flame from which the grimy tender would 
from time to time draw out the iron bar to 
see how it was getting on. 

It typifies what was once common 
throughout the country but is very rare 
today. Farming and transport were reliant 
on the power of the horse and it was the 
skill of the blacksmith that shod horses 
and maintained machines. Most of us as 
children have waited breathlessly for the 
supreme moment when the wonderful 
man drew the hot iron out the last time 
and turning quickly to the anvil with the 
glowing mass that sputtered golden 
sparks around, he proceeded to beat it 
into a horse shoe. In itself, the shoe com-
bines some of the most beautiful lines in 
architecture, and apart from its own beau-
ty it is a symbol of good luck. So that forge 
is really a succession of sights and 
sounds that perhaps explain the remarka-
ble appeal the smith’s craft has made to 
poets, painters and even musicians. Prob-
ably no single poem is so as popular with 
the ordinary people as Longfellow’s well-
known lines;  

Under a spreading chestnut-tree, 
the village smithy stands; 
The smith, a mighty man is he, 
with large and sinewy hands; 
And the muscles of his brawny arms 
are strong as iron bands 

When you enter the dark interior all your 
senses are awakened. You hear the ring-
ing of the anvil. You can feel the heat of 
the fire. You can smell and even taste the 
smoke from the coke fired forge. You can 
see the sparks fly when the blacksmith’s 
hammer hits the white-hot metal on the 
anvil. 

There are other things connected with the 
forge that are rather attractive; the ease 
with which the smith handles stubborn, 
uncooperative horses; the trying on of the 
hot shoe held by a sharp punch driven 
into one of the nail holes; the white smoke 
that rises from the burning hoof, emitting a 
smell that is decidedly peculiar, and sort 
of pleasantly unpleasant. Every country 
child is familiar enough with the charm of 
peeping through the smithy door and can 
well remember the thrill of importance the 
first day they were trusted to take Dobbin 
or Bella to be shod. 

Unfortunately, this picturesque old trade is 
going the way of all handcrafts; the motor 
is driving it right out of the world. Of all 
handcrafts it has held its own the longest, 
for men have been heating metal in the 
fire and beating it out into tools or weap-
ons for untold centuries, and the smith of 
today goes through just the same pro-
cesses as his forerunners, who used to 
beat out rude implements beside the Nile, 
before Father Abraham went journeying 
with his flocks. Many a fire has gone out 
since petrol came to the front. People who 
love old things and old customs cannot 
but regret the passing of these old trades 
that are so closely connected with our 
lives, our literature and our art. There is 
something peculiarly satisfying and ap-
pealing about the work of human hands, 
something that can never be caught by 
the machine-made article. 



 

Colyton Saleyards 

The settlement of the Manchester Block in 
1874 soon saw bush being felled in the 
Colyton area. Great totara and matai for-
est covered the rolling hills and the quality 
and quantity of the trees attracted the 
sawmillers. Some of the totara piles of the 
Wellington wharves were felled and 
dressed on the property owned by Bruce 
McLeod and later Bob Linklater, on the 
Waiata Road. 

The settlement was first named Man-
gaone, but in 1891 was changed to Coly-
ton. In September 1892 the partnership of 
Colonel Gorton and Mr R S Abraham in 
the stock auctioneering business of Ste-
vens and Gorton was dissolved. Mr 
Abraam built the saleyards at Colyton. 

The district, from the sheep farming point 
of view was very young, as it was only 
seven years earlier that Mr W G Pearce, 
who had been farming at Sanson, drove 
his 100 sheep through the forest tracks to 
Colyton. In Mr Pearce’s diary of 1892 it 
stated, ‘July. The site of the creamery 
chosen, and the building commences. 
November: The opening of the saleyards. 

At this sale Mr Pearce sold 14 fat wethers 
for 42s. each and bought 66 lambs for 7s 
9p each. That sale also reported as hav-
ing attracted 2000 sheep and 70 cattle. 
The second sale held in January 1893 
was so successful it was decided to have 
a fortnightly auction on Tuedays. A sale in 
February yarded 4000 ewes. 

The sale continued regularly with some 
big spring and autumn sales for nearly 20 
years. The advertisements around 1900 
were very impressive. But after 1906 
when the agents were allowed to pur-
chase a share of the Feilding Saleyards, 
the Colyton Sale dwindled. In 1907 the 
Feilding Star reported the yarding was so 
disappointing the sale would likely come 
to an end. 

The yards themselves were on the south-
west corner of the crossroads, at the Coly-
ton township. 

As well as a creamery and saleyards, 
Colyton had, in those days, a hotel, 

Excerpts from: Evening Standard,        
Saturday September 23, 1967.             
Written by John McCaw. 

The stormy seas necessitated the im-
migrants be confined below decks with-
out natural light or fresh air because 
the hatches were fastened down to 
prevent the seas from flooding the ship, 
then the hatches were covered with 
tarpaulins. This went on for days on 
end. Pumps had to be in use continual-
ly in the roughest weather. The condi-
tions below decks were dreadful as 
most were seasick and were confined 
to their beds. Those fit enough pre-
pared food for others. 

The salt meat and other provisions 
were not appetizing for those unwell, 
and it was only when one of the ladies 
was assigned to help preparing food for 
the Captain’s table that she was able to 
make a little broth for the ill children 
from the left-over scraps. It was appre-
ciated by the children’s mothers. 

They had only been at sea for a few 
days when a sudden hurricane caused 
considerable damage, requiring they 
put in to Dartmoor for a week. Unfa-
vourable winds and rough seas meant 
it took them three days and two nights 
to sail thirty miles, so they were laying 
off Plymouth by the 17

th
 June. Ap-

proaching the Bay of Biscay, they 
struck a very bad storm and most of 
the passengers 
took to their beds 
at midday. It was 
at its height by the 
24

th
 and the head 

winds caused the 
ship to roll tre-
mendously. With 
the heavy swell in 
the sea they had 
to sail before the 
wind, and they 
were driven back 
near the rocks of 
Silby which they 
had passed on the 
18

th
.  Everyone 

looked ‘half dead’ 
and without food 

they began to think they had a ‘Jonah’ 
on board. They wrote, ’sometimes our 
feet were three feet above our head, 
and next our head was the highest. At 
night things rolled about the deck and 
below, making awful noises. There 
were many bugs and creeping vermin. 
At times the sea was rising into large 
mountains and between these there 
was a great valley. We thought the AR-
AB would have burst and precipitated 
us into the deep’. 

William and Sophia’s daughter Jane 
suddenly became ill with a fever and 
died before she could be put into the 
ship’s hospital. Jane was only three 
years old and was interred the same 
day, August 3

rd
. On the 15

th
 it was not-

ed that William Vile took ill and the 
nearer they got to the Cape again they 
struck bad weather. It was during this 
time that William died of ‘ablation of the 
heart’,(Atrial fibrillation) leaving his wid-
ow and four children. 

The 29
th
 saw William Vile interred at 

last, into the stormy seas. The body 
was sewn up in a hammock and laid on 
a board across the side of the vessel. 
The Doctor read the funeral service, 
and he was committed to the sea. 

To be continued next month ... 

 
 

Photo above could have been typical of the sale yards at Colyton in the 1890s. 


