
Christchurch New Zealand (part 2) 
23 February – 1 March 2015 

While Ray worked, Edie took some time for fun when she wasn’t correcting student exercises or 
working on our “Scientific Communications” book. Monday, she went to a La Leche League meeting 
near the university and was pleased to actually be some help. It was a fairly large meeting focusing on 
sleep, and only one of the Group Leaders was able to be there that day.  It was inspiring to see some of 
the positive impact that 50 years of La Leche activity have had in NZ.  Afterwards, she took a guided tour 
of the recently re-opened Riccarton Bush House and walked through the adjacent forest reserve. In 
1843, the Deans brothers, the first European settlors on the Canterbury plains, leased a large tract of 
partially forested land, built a cottage (still standing), and planned a “big house”. Neither of them lived 
to see the house completed.  William died unmarried. John died soon after he married Jane McIlraith, a 
girl from “back home” in Scotland but not before she gave birth to a son. Jane managed the farm, 
completed the house, and lived to see her son marry and bring many children of his own. She was 
apparently quite the woman! She lived in the house until she died in her late 80s, had very close 
relationships with her grandchildren and was a leader of the pioneer women.       

 

 

“The Eeler”, a statue of 
a 15 year old local boy 
created in 1925-28 by 
Roland Martin, a 
Christchurch Jewelry 
manufacturer, from an 
oak tree planted by the 
Deans in 1848. Some of 
the oak trees were 
used for paneling in the 
1900 refurbishment 
and extension of the 
house. The log from 
which the statue was 
carved was apparently 
forgotten in the stream 
where the wood was 
placed to season. It 
was found and used 
20+ years later and the 
statue was given 
eventually for display 
in the house.. 



 

The original Deane cabin 

 

The big house – added on to at least twice in the Victorian era. 

 

  



On Wednesday, Edie went to a weekly lunch time organ concert. She met a lot of other senior 
citizens! The guest organist (a Kiwi living in France and performing in other better paying venues on this 
trip) presented a varied program of the “less famous” works of several classical composers, with a bit of 
dry humor mixed in. The organ is a hybrid – not a great pipe organ, but nonetheless, Edie plans to 
return.  

On Thursday, we went to a very small Israeli dance class in RIccarton run by Pat who lived in 
Jerusalem during the 1990s.  There were only 7 dancers, including us and Pat, but spirited and a warm 
and welcoming atmosphere. The next Monday we tried out Val’s class in Huntsbury, a neighborhood on 
the next hill from Cashmere. This is a slightly larger group, and danced more of a mix of dances – both 
oldies and a few more recent ones that we actually know. We plan to go back to both, as time allows. 

Late Friday afternoon, Ray and Edie went to a faculty barbecue held at the beginning and end of 
semester in the faculty club, Ilam Homestead, once the home of the Vice Chancellor. It was the scene of 
Heavenly Choice – a Peter Jackson film based on a true 1954 murder case. The Rector's daughter (Juliet 
Hulme) and another pupil at Girl's High School (Pauline Parker, also known as Reiper) bludgeoned to 
death Pauline's mother while on a picnic at Victoria Park on the Port Hills (near where we are staying). 
The girls, who had an obsessively close relationship, hoped thereby to prevent their families from 
separating them. Many scenes of the movie were shot at the home. During the event, we also benefited 
from a discourse on the rules of cricket!  

Saturday, we took a sailing cruise in the long harbour of Akaroa.  

 

 
  



The first company we tried was fully booked, it turns out with passengers from a Holland-
America cruise ship – a gay love boat in this particular case. On our way in town, we saw many buses 
from the ship going to Christchurch, and all around Akaroa we met many male gay couples. There have 
been 62 cruise ships docking in Akaroa this year but the locals complain that the passengers spend little 
money in town. 

We were quite glad about our choice of vessel. Skipper Ray owns and lives on the boat. Several 
years ago, he and his wife and cat stopped in Akaroa on a round the world sail. The wife and the cat 
moved on, but Ray is still in Akaroa, apparently happily so. He gives a very personal and low keyed tour. 
He manages without an assistant by putting the guests to work at the helm! Two other couples (from 
Australia) were the only other passengers, so it felt somewhat like going out on a weekend sail with 
friends.   

 

 

Ray B. “skippering” 

 

We were motor propelled past the cruise ship and out to the mouth of the harbor where the 
wildlife congregated.  Around the wildlife and partly back into the harbor we were under sail. There is 
probably no way that the trip could have been kept to under3 hours without using the motor.  
  



 
Shags and more shags. They particularly like this series of  cliffs.  

 
Blowhole under Elephants cliff 

 



We finally saw Hector’s dophins!  Ray stopped the boat and literally let them come to us. Six 
dolphins  swam around and under the boat for 15-20 minutes. 

 

 
 



Back in Akaroa, we had a tasty salad and salmon lunch with a pitcher of boysenberry wine cooler 
at Bully Hays, a restaurant recommended by our Christchurch hosts. We then wandered around the 
historical area of the town. Akaroa was first settled by the French and the tourist industry makes the 
most of the French connection. Indeed the South Island might have been French had they not been 
forced to put into a British harbor on the North Island to repair serious damage to one of their ships. 
When the sailors spilled the beans about the plans to claim the South Island for France, the repairs 
dragged on and the British sent a contingent to claim the South Island. When the French finally pulled 
into Akaroa, British warships were waiting for them. They were allowed to stay, but under British 
sovereignty.  

 
Typical historic house 

   

Last year, when walking out of the Bank’s Peninsula Trek, Edie’s eye was caught by the “Giant 
House”, but we didn’t have time to visit. This time we decided to go back. Unlike two of couples from 
the cruise ship whom we encountered at the entrance, we were not deterred by what seemed like a 
steep entrance fee (NZ$20) and we spent an enjoyable hour there, topped off by a very nice berry 
sundae in their garden café. The mosaic sculptures and garden were developed by artist and 
horticulturist Josie Martin. She started on the mosaic project from the many scraps of china she found 
buried in the old garden and it certainly grew. Although it was somewhat kitschy, it was also charming  



 

The player piano emitted a constant stream of French songs 

 

Probably the only Kiwi bird we’ll see  



 

 
 



 

 
 



We travelled back by the Summit (Tourist) Road, enjoying the views and stopping for a short 

walk to a hillock with 360 degree views.  The walk started out on a trail, but ended up being something 

less than a goat path – Ray wasn’t worried because Edie would find the way.    

 
 

Sunday, we hiked in the Rakaia Gorge, in the shadow of Mt. Hutt, about an hour drive west of 

Christchurch. The trail goes through forests, down to the river at a few points but mostly follows the rim 

of the gorge, providing spectacular views.  We’ll let the photos tell the story.  



 
On the road to Rakaia Gorge 

 
The Rakaia Gorge Bridge (part of it- the bridge extends over two branches of the river) 

 



 
A fantail 

 
The first bend 

 



 
 

 
 



 

 
 



 

 
Remnants of the Snowdon coal mines 



 

 

 
 



 

 
Where’s the fire?  Fire bans in the bush are widespread and for good reason in the drought.  



 

 
 

  



On our way back, we stopped for supper in Darfield, the center of the September 2010 
earthquake. We enjoyed seeing the historic town jail, pictured below. However, we were disappointed 
not to find the split hedge that was one of the many dramatic shifts in the earthquakes - despite rather 
detailed, “you can’t miss it’ directions from the cashier at the restaurant.   

 

 Stay tuned for next week’s adventures.  


