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Each issue we discover the living room of a Hawke’s Bay local. 

Michal McKay is LIVING Hawke’s Bay magazine’s editor-at-large, 

pictured here in her Havelock North home with pooch Mimi.



I 
fell in love with my home when I walked 
into this room – the high cathedral ceilings, 
doors that opened out letting in so much 
light, the sense of space. I also knew that 
my life’s collection of furniture would move 
in here with ease.

And it has. Every piece has a memory. I look at 
an ornament, a chair, a cushion, a picture or a 
painting and I am transported to another moment. 
This room represents my whole adult life. I spent 
thirty years overseas, and some of my furniture 
has been around the world three times. It is a 
wonderful reminder of my homes in foreign parts 
like Singapore, Istanbul, New York, London. 

The heart of it is my lounge suite; 
it belonged to my parents and has 
gone through many a refurbish and a 
recover. I love the soft old-fashioned 
lines and the sumptuousness. I am 
addicted to cushions. My house is 
filled with them. Reminders. The 
beautiful Chinese chests were a find 
by my mother. She had a real eye 
for treasures. Those birds were hers 
too. Every time I see them she wraps 
herself around me with tenderness 
and love.

That elegant oak chair was my grandmother’s, 
given to me by a dearly loved uncle. Not only does 
it make me think of the many hours we spent 
discussing ‘Life’ but it also reminds me of living 
with my nana as a child. At six every evening she 
would sit on this seat with a whiskey in one hand 
and her one cigarette of the day in the other. Those 
were her rewards for bringing up not only her own 
family but any aiga who intended to make New 
Zealand their home. Empire Road in Epsom was 
Grand Central Stopping-off Station for all coming 
in from Samoa. Plus grandchildren. She was a truly 
gentle beautiful soul. 

The side tables were a find in Istanbul; the silvered 
lamps, Italian. And those silver mirrors on top are 
from Turkish friends. They are given as a traditional 
gift when moving into a new home. That French 
chaise longue was also from there. Istanbul was an 
unexpectedly magical experience.

Now I live in Hawke’s Bay – Havelock North. My 
home is my haven, filled with memories, while I 
continue to make new ones.


