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Robert (Bob) Hope junior
(1880 — 1969) remembers
Cross Creek

was born at a place called

Cross Creek, a railway

village at the foot of the

Rimutaka Incline.  The

only people who lived there
were railway employees and the
school teacher.

My father (pictured) arrived at
Cross Creek from Scotland about
the year 1878. He came out
on the immigrant ship Rakaia
and the journey took three or
four months. In Scotland, he
had worked on the Caledonian
Railways as a fireman and, when
he arrived at Wellington, he
naturally gravitated towards the
Railways and was offered a job at Cross Creek. This
was only a year or two after the Incline had come into
existence. After two or three years as a fireman he was
promoted to engine driver. A further promotion came
after twenty to twenty five years as an engine driver to
the position of loco foreman. He spent the whole of his
New Zealand working life at Cross Creek and retired
there abour 1915. My parents were married in Scotland,
where my eldest brother was born. My second brother
was born aboard the Rakaia enroute to New Zealand.

Plenty of people wondered how children filled in the
time at Cross Creek. It was a happy time with plenty to
do hills to climb, fishing and shooting. Many a time [
came home with up to twenty pigeons in my bag. At
other times we would go rabbit shooting — there were so
many of them.

Wild pigs were also plentiful in the hills. When I was
young, I remember going out the back door and seeing
two wild pigs within a few yards. Of course, they bolted
as soon as they saw me and I bolted inside as fast as I
could go. My father was a great pig hunter and had a
splendid collection of tusks, but as the years went by pigs
became more scarce as they were hunted every weekend.
My father had two fine pig dogs. I have seen him come
home after a day’s pig hunting — he and his mates — and
they would be carrying their dogs, almost cut to pieces
by the tusks of the wild boars.

I remember one occasion when I was fishing for small
crayfish. There were a lot of small creeks running down
from the hills and in these were plenty of crayfish. On
this partricular day, going along this creck with a billy
to put the crayfish in, T was dressed in a pair of trousers
and a shirt, but the seat of my trousers was missing. [
had been climbing trees and lost part of them. This
did not worry me, in the least, that is until I looked up
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afterwards found out they had come from Wellington to
visit a friend. I did not want them to see that my trousers
had no seat. 1 hoped they would pass me by but, lo and
behold, they made direct tracks toward me and wanted
to know what I was doing. I told
them I was catching crayfish.“Do
show us how you catch them, they
said. Well, of course, 1 felt very
embarrassed, but I turned round
and went up the creek rear first
so that I was facing them. That
would have been all right had
there been only one young lady,
but with two I found it rather
awkward because I endeavoured to
step whichever way they stepped,
5o that I would be facing them the
whole time. Whether I managed
to do so I don't know, but I
was very pleased indeed when
they made their departure. That
happened over 80 years ago and
T still remember it today. It was
the most embarrassing situation I
think I had ever been placed in.

There were all sorts of birds. Birds you never hear
of now. Pigeons were numerous, and I suppose I shot
hundreds while I lived at Cross Creek. Kaw-kaws were
also fairly plentiful and we used to shoot those, but they
were not such good eating as the pigeons. Nevertheless
we used to eat them. Tuis were also common as
were many other native birds. My dog used to chase
‘Woodhens up on the hillside and catch them and bring
them home. Huias were also fairly numerous during
my early days. As a boy when I went shooting with my
father, I was very young then, I used to chase these Huias
and try to catch them as they remained on the ground
most of the time. Naturally, my father would not allow
me to shoot them and, although the Huia is supposed
to be extinct, I firmly believe that away back in the hills
of the Rimutakas, Huias may still be found today. There
were no Kiwis at Cross Creek — I think the country was
100 hilly for them.

The bush was very thick and the hills clad with all
sorts of native trees, mostly Rata. During the spring
time the hillsides were a sight to behold when the Rata
were in blossom and they were a sea of beautiful red
blossom. Berries were delicious, especially koninies and
tetokies. The latter tree grows to a height of anything
up to fifty to sixty feet and their berries were not unlike
a raspberry only with a black stone in the centre. Karaka
were another berry which was very palatable.

‘Trout and cels swam in the stream running down the
valley at Cross Creek. We were never short of fish! As a
boy, I used to get a fork and tie it to the end of a long stick.
With this 1 would spear the trout in the deep pools. In the
more shallow pools, clad only in a pair of shorts, T used to
tickle the trout and return home with a catch of twenty or
more - some up to fiftcen or sixteen inches long, but on
average about twelve inches. Eels were also in abundance,
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[image: image2.png]Afeer leaving school, I worked on a farm for twelve
months. It was my job to help the farmer with the sheep
and milk the cows — there were six of them, all hand
milked. T delighted in helping to muster and 1 did a bic
of shearing. When the shearers were at work, T used to
do the baling and I used to fancy [ was a bit of an expert
at sorting out the various classes of wool

T lefc Cross Creek when I was about fifteen and a half
(1895) and started work in the Railways Department in
Wellington. T began in the old Government Buildings as
a cadet in the General Manager's Office and everything
scemed very strange to me. One thing that puzzled me
immensely was the electric light bulbs. I had never seen
these bulbs before and I used to wonder
how the light got inside the bulb.

When [ lefc Cross Creek my sense
of smell was very keen. Long before
I reached the city, T could smell the
sea and when I arrived at Wellington
the smell that I noticed most was the
brewery smell; the hops from Staples’

“Huias

were fairly

Brewery. Being born and bred in the country, I was
used to different smells altogether. Naturally, it was a
woally different life T led when I reached Wellington.
I longed for the green hills and valleys of Cross Creek
and it was some considerable time before I got over the
homesickness.

Now Cross Creek belongs to the past. Since the tunnel
was put through there is no nced for the settlement,
as the Rimutaka Incline will never be used again. The
tnnel extends from Mangaroa near Upper Hutt and
comes out near Pigeon Bush, which cuts out Cross
Creck altogether. Pigeon Bush is about theee miles from
Cross Creek. It was called Pigeon Bush, I should say,
on account of the large number
of pigeons to be seen there in
the carly days. Many times, as
a boy, I went up the valley at
Pigeon Bush and the place was
literally alive with pigeons. The

pigeons are now protected and
it is an offence to shoot them.
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This I consider a splendid idea. They are such a pretty
bird, quite tame, and will sit in the trees and allow you
to come within fifty yards of them - so it is a very easy
matter to shoot them. There were no signs of Moas or
Maori Dogs at Cross Creek. There may have been in
the early days, but I have never heard of any being scen
there.

Lot Cross was a settler who lived a mile down the
valley. I knew him well when I was a boy. He came there
in the very early days, felled this bush, commenced sheep
farming and kept a few cows. His only son Frank lost
his life in the Wairarapa Lake. One Sunday he went out
duck shooting and the boat in which he was crossing
the lake capsized and he was drowned. Mr. Cross never
recovered from the blow and right up to his death he

mourned the loss of Frank. I remember attending his
funeral at Featherston when I was about eight years old.

Lake Wairarapa is five or six miles from Cross Creek.
There were plenty of ducks on the lake, bur they were
very difficult to shoot. Many a time I endeavoured to
shoot ducks but with very little success. In most parts
the land surrounding the lake is very swampy. An old
fisherman who lived near Lake Wairarapa said he had
seen hundreds of duck shooters arrive but they had very
lirtle success and he reckoned that it took a hundred
shots to shoot one duck. Judging from my experience, 1
should say he was not far out.

This poor old chap lived in a raupo hut he built
himself on the shores of the lake. He — Charlie was
his name - was all alone. I was intrigued by his gun




[image: image4.png]- a muzzle loader, and about the longest gun I had ever
seen. I don’t know where he could have obrained it, but
he could shoot with that gun as well as any man with
a modern weapon. Charlie was eventually discovered
dead in his raupo hut. The Police from Featherston,
who were investigating his death, did the sensible thing.
They could see that the man had died from narural
causes so after making an inspection of his hut they set it
afire, so Charlie and his hut were cremated together.
People wonder how Cross Creck derived its name.
A good many think it was called after Lot Cross. I
don’t think this is so; he did not actually live at the
settlement of Cross Creek but farmed about a mile
down the valley. As a boy, I remember talking to a
man who worked on the construction of the Incline

and T asked him how Cross Creek was named and this
is what he told me. When the Incline was being built,
the men were camped on the flat ground, which is now
known as Cross Creek. There was flat land on either
side of the small river or creek which runs down the
valley and the men building the Incline were camped
on both sides. On one side however, there was a dining
hall where the men had their meals and gather there
to play cards. Of an evening one man would say to
another, “Where are you going tonight, Jack?” He
would reply, “I am going across the creek to play cards
at the meering hall” or it may have been “Are you going
across the creek tonighr, Bill” and that he told me is
how Cross Creek derived its name. I am inclined to
think that this is the correct version.
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