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Preface

        
A sorrowful interest attaches to this volume of Legends of the Maori, for in it are assembled the historical traditions and the stories of Maori life that came from the lips and the pen of the late Sir 
Maui Pomare. Some of the material indeed was only dictated to a member of his family a few days before he was carried on board the mail-steamer for California, in May, 1930, on the health-seeking cruise from which he never returned. Practically he concluded his work on the death-bed. He left New Zealand, alas! too late. With fervent hopes for his recovery we bade farewell to him on the eve of his departure; awaiting good news we heard only with profound sorrow the message of his death. Tragic was his going; tragic the return of Lady Pomare with the ashes; heart-moving beyond expression the final scene when the relics of the well-loved son of New Zealand were laid in the sacred ancestral ground at Manukorihi, on Waitara’s banks, amidst the wailing laments, the farewell chants and the tears of thousands of his fellow-countrypeople.

        
“You will find something here that no one else has got,” said Sir Maui when handing me his notes of Tainui tribal history to be edited for this volume, shortly before he left New Zealand on the last voyage. His description of the narrative was justified, for his story of the Tainui migration from Tahiti to this country and the doings of the Polynesian sailors’ descendants is more complete than any account previously published, and contains details that the tribal sages had revealed only to Pomare. It forms the most valuable portion of the volume. Sir Maui’s story, which I have called the Saga of Tainui, covers the history of the West Coast people, whose headquarters were Kawhia Harbour, from the arrival of their sailing canoe there to the era just before the coming of the 
pakeha, a period of five centuries. Not only is this section of the book a history of the ancestors from whom Sir Maui was descended; it also gives us a series of perfect pictures of ancient Maori life, in peace and war.

        
The second section reveals our old friend as an artist in short stories of Maori life—
pakeha and Maori life, too—little tales of New Zealand ancient and modern; a story-teller with a lively appreciation of dramatic values. The pity is that he did not write more, from his limitless mind-store of 
contes, sometimes tragic but more often strongly tinged with that acute sense of humour, those chuckling fun-loving ways that were so
          


          characteristic of his kindly nature even when he lay suffering almost constant pain.

        
But Pomare’s book now presented will speak for itself. Here I, who knew Maui for the greater part of his life, would say something about his character and career, his qualities of heart and brain, his steadfastness as a friend, his courage and perseverance as a champion of his people’s rights and welfare. At a later day an adequate biography, it is hoped, will appear. In the meantime this brief sketch of his life and work may fittingly preface the book in which his stories are collected.

        
* * * *

        
A little barefoot Maori boy marched along singing a chant of welcome in line with a band of other children, carrying gifts of food to the invading 
pakeha army at Parihaka, one morning in 1881. He carried a loaf of bread; some of his companions bore plaited-flax round baskets of boiled potatoes. “We must return good for evil” was the word of their revered hereditary chief and spiritual leader, 
Te Whiti-o-Rongomai. It was the morning of 
John Bryce’s march on the Maori town on the fringe of the Taranaki bush that green-blanketed the base of Mount Egmont. Bryce’s armed force was 1,500 strong. Parihaka’s Maori populace were unarmed; 
Te Whiti’s orders were: “Peace, peace! Do not resist, even if the bayonet is put to your breasts.” So the Armed Constabulary and the Volunteers, horse, foot and artillery, marching on Parihaka prepared for a renewal of the Maori War, were met, not with volleys from ambush, but by children and women chanting songs of peace and goodwill.

        
That little boy, who was in the thick of the political and military turmoil of that troubled period in Taranaki, and who witnessed 
Te Whiti’s surrender to the captain of a company of Constabulary with fixed bayonets, was 
Maui Pomare. The prophet of Parihaka was his kinsman. The events of that day of 1881—it was November 5, Guy Fawke’s Day, a not inappropriate date!—were burned in upon his memory. (Indeed he had a toe cut off by the trampling of a trooper’s horse.) He lived to see a complete reversal of the old feeling of enmity between 
pakeha and Maori, to see the peaceful attitude of his chief recognised and appreciated, and the patriotic sentiment of the native people justified and vindicated. More than that, he returned to his country, after training abroad, as a medical apostle and saviour; he became the Maori’s successful political champion, their representative in Parliament, a man honoured alike by his fellow-countrymen and by Britons abroad, and knighted by his King for his services to his people and to the Empire—Sir 
Maui Pomare, K.B.E., C.M.G., member of the Executive representing the Maori race, and Minister administering the South Sea Island dependencies under New Zealand’s flag.

        


        
It was as an evangel of new life, of hygienic living as well as a revival of the olden industrious habits, that 
Maui Pomare should ever be remembered. He was the scientific pioneer of health for the race, the first doctor of Maori blood to preach from 
kainga to 
kainga the gospel of sanitation and the laws of physical well-being from the stage of infancy onward. The story of how 
Maui Pomare came to be a saviour of his people in their extremity, when the Maori was wavering, when the race was regarded as doomed in the long run to disappear, deserves a record more full than can be attempted in this Preface.

        
Pomare, when at Te Aute College, started the Young Maori Party, and with several like-minded spirits toured the country enlisting the sympathies of the tribes in a movement for the general betterment of the race. He determined to become a doctor to his people, and, assisted by a near relative, he went to the United States to graduate. Medicine and surgery were fascinating studies, and the science of bacteriology tremendously engrossed him. He bent all his energies to the task and graduated with honours.

        
When the brilliant young doctor returned to New Zealand the Government had just instituted a vigorous health campaign. Dr. Pomare, then about twenty-five years old, was gladly engaged by the Government to carry the gospel of health to the Maori. It was then, in 1901, in Auckland, that I first met him, and well I remember with what earnestness and enthusiasm he discussed the heavy task before him. He was the first of his race in the field, and this fact created vast interest among the native people. This interest was not exactly a helpful interest in some districts, for the old conservative folk greatly disliked having their easy-going insanitary habits upset. Gradually he won them over. He left not the smallest village unvisited, he made long bush journeys. He wore down opposition from the often suspicious people; he overcame official hindrances. His reports to the Government in those days make quite fascinating reading to-day. They are an eloquent sociological as well as medical review of the condition of his people, covering that ten years’ period, 1901–11.

        
Inevitably the young Maori health officer was drawn into the world of politics. He saw that the land troubles and other grievances of the native people had a serious reflex action on the mental and physical well-being of the race. He found also that his usefulness was cramped and hampered by official interference, and if he was to advance the well-being of his race in the broadest sense, he must become an advocate of the Maori cause in Parliament. He stood against the sitting member for the Western Maori seat, 
Henare Kaihau, and defeated him in 1911. Thenceforward to the day of his death he occupied that seat in Parliament, the district extending
          


          from Auckland to Wellington and inland from the West Coast to Lake Taupo. In 1912 Pomare was appointed by the Massey Government a member of the executive representing the Maori race, and he filled the same position in Mr. Coates’ Cabinet. He was also appointed Minister in Charge of the Cook and other islands in the South Seas under New Zealand’s flag; and he was also Minister for Health and for Internal Affairs for a period. In 1920 he was made C.M.G., and in 1922 he was knighted by the King.

        
For sixteen years Sir Maui was the Minister in complete control of the administration of the Cook and other Islands, the South Pacific dependencies of New Zealand. He had already gained experience of conditions in the Maori islands of Polynesia on his visits as doctor to Rarotonga and other parts of our little South Sea Dominion. It was not easy to travel among the outlying islands in those days. The only means of reaching the more remote places was a small schooner. One of Pomare’s professional problems in the Islands was the question of how best to deal with the numerous sufferers from leprosy. Up at Penrhyn, the northernmost of our coral islands, he found many lepers who had been segregated by their people on one of the small islands on the atoll reef. In the end, through his influence, New Zealand joined with the Fiji Government in the Makogai leper station, established on an island in the Fiji group, and there all Maori-Polynesian sufferers from the terrible disease are sent to-day. The system of treatment there has proved the most successful method of dealing with leprosy. All the sick people in this category are collected from the various islands and maintained on Makogai, and already a number have been returned to their homes cured. This result, and the fact that the island populations generally are increasing by every census, is a happy condition that had its beginning in Pomare’s first Pacific cruise.

        
As Minister in charge of the Islands, he exhibited a truly statesmanlike skill in the administration of those small and scattered but strategically and commercially valuable dependencies of ours. The Islanders loved him; they remember him with a touching devotion when they meet and discuss the affairs of their coral homes. Lady Pomare, too, and Miss Ana Pomare won the hearts of the Islanders on their visits with Sir Maui; they were claimed as kinswomen and chieftainesses.

        
Pomare could recite the list of his chieftain ancestors from a period some eight hundred years ago, long before the historic canoes crossed the ocean from Tahiti and other Eastern Pacific islands to New Zealand. Several lists, in fact, for there were collateral tables of names down through the generations from the far-back Hawaikian days. And not mere shadowy names, but most of them with some definite tradition attached in the orally-preserved history of the tribes. Practically every Maori, not merely those
          


          with claims to high aristocratic descent, can name his forefathers back to the era of the migrations from the South Sea Islands, and many go a few beyond that time. How many of the 
pakeha race can exhibit the same intimate acquaintance with their ancestral lines?

        
This pride of pedigree—wickedly vain, no doubt, from the point of view of many of our sturdy democrats—had a certain virtue in it. It made often for a chivalrous spirit, a scorn of mean actions. A 
rangatira would endeavour to behave as his renowned ancestors had behaved in certain circumstances. Of course, like the 
pakeha’s ancestors, some of those long-gone 
rangatiras were great ruffians, but there were the outstanding names that were imperishably associated in their descendants’ minds with deeds of bravery, endurance and generosity.

        
In another way the constant remembrance of the chiefs of the past influenced the deeds and words of the descendants. It enabled public speakers to give pleasing point to their addresses with traditional allusion, proverb and aphorism, and ancient chant. Sir 
Maui Pomare was a master of this art of classic speech. I remember a notable speech of his, an address to the assembled people mourning for their dead leader 
Te Whiti, the prophet of Parihaka. It was a most beautiful oration to Maori ears, a speech which only such an occasion could bring forth, every sentence a poem in itself, a mythological allusion, a proverb, or a calling up of the spirit of some famous forefather of the dead chief. There was another occasion, a dramatic episode, when Sir Maui won his Parliamentary election by means of a certain historical allusion which appealed to his hearers so strongly that it turned a large tribe, hitherto his opponents, into supporters. That story may be told another day.

        
With mingled pleasure and profound sorrow one casts one’s thoughts back through the memories of long friendship—the pleasure that comes from the recollection of our many unreserved talks on the subjects that interested us most, talks in which Maui revealed his touching pride of race, his patriotic fire—sorrow that, alas! those honest, earnest outpourings of heart and soul will be heard no more. Poignant was his grief, hot his indignation, at anything that touched undesirably the honour and freedom of his Maori-Polynesian peoples. His sympathies with the Samoan people were deep and strong.

        
How pleasant it was to hear him recall the scenes of his youth; to hear him describe his mentors in Maori lore 1 How well he brought before one, in a deft word-picture, such a man as his old 
tohunga instructor Tepene, of Ngati-Mutunga, who sent for his 
mokopuna Maui so that he might pass on to him his tribal history and sacred knowledge; Tepene, grim black-tattooed ancient, who to his last day wore his hair tied up in a top-
          


          knot after the fashion of more primitive times. And another aged instructor with whom he camped alone at the foot of Mt. Egmont while he imbibed from his soon-passing elder the word-of-mouth treasury of the Maori.

        
A knightly soul was Pomare; chivalrous in his defence and championship of a national cause which needed an advocate; kindly, ever ready with a joke rather than a hard word; generous in the instinctive manner of a true 
rangatira.

        
Intensely patriotic in the Maori sense, he was also broadly Imperial in his outlook. The tribes will not forget his eloquent and impassioned appeals in the days of the Great War, when there was necessity for keeping the Maori Pioneer Battalion up to its full strength on the Western Front.

        
Kindly, gifted, chivalrous Maui, dead at fifty-four, a too-early flickering out of a brilliant life. Dead in a far-away land; yet we cherished the belief, in the Maori way, that with his ashes his spirit returned to his old beloved scenes, to flit to the Rerenga-Wairua of his noble ancestors. His memory is close to us; the New Zealanders, Maori and 
pakeha, who knew and valued and loved him. To his family one may echo the thoughts in one of the old laments of his race for a high chief and leader:

        

          
Pass on, O Sire, along the quiet ways:


          
The beloved one of my heart, my shelter and defence


          
Against the bleak south wind.


          
My speaking-bird that charmed the assembled tribes,


          
That swayed the people’s councils.


          
Clothe him, the Father, with the stately garments,


          
The very fine cloaks Tahu-whenua and Taharangi;


          
Place in his ear the precious jewel-stone,


          
The greenstone kahurangi,


          
Hang on his breast the koko-tangiwai,


          
Of glistening lucent jade.


          
Oh, thou wert the main-prop of the house;


          
At the prow of the canoe thou stood’st,


          
Ears bent to the splashing sound


          
Of many paddles.


          
Our sweetest speaking-bird has gone,


          
The plumes alone remain.
        

        

          

James Cowan.

          
Wellington, N.Z., 1934.
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To Maoriland, My Motherland

        
[The following poem was written by Sir 
Maui Pomare when returning to New Zealand after over ten years abroad studying medicine, and was recited by him at his welcome back to his old school, Te Aute College.]

        

          
Hail, Maoriland! Hail, Motherland!


          
Since last I saw thy shore


          
I’ve wandered far o’er foreign strand


          
And crossed the wide seas o’er;


          
’Midst other lands and other scenes


          
My ears, my eyes have sought


          
The healing arts, more perfect means


          
Which science new has wrought,


          
Has brought this enlightened age


          
A wondrous stock of lore


          
That within the tomes of written page


          
I have studied oft before,


          
And when in my own dear Maoriland


          
In books I sought to find


          
Thoughts! that would make me stand


          
Amongst men of leading mind;


          
But, prompted by some strange desire


          
To rove the world apace,


          
One great thought which did me inspire


          
To serve my Native race.


          
Though in me the life doth beat


          
Of a mother’s Scottish sire


          
There is that impetuous Maori beat


          
Which sets my blood on fire,


          
Which kindles thoughts within my breast


          
Of ancient warriors bold


          
From a long line of chiefs I come,


          
A glorious race of old—


          
A race who fought the encroaching white


          
’Gainst odds most fearfully,


          
Like the Spartans whom the hordes did fights


          
At famed Thermopylae.


          
Though subdued, but yet not conquered,


          
We have a destiny;


          
From the ashes of our fathers


          
We’ll rise immortally;


          
Our Maori blood shall still flow on


          
In a new and coming race


          
That when the old is past and gone


          
We still may find its trace


          
In nobler types of human kind—


          
With traits wherein there blend


          
The white man’s more prosaic mind


          
The poet Maori trend;


          
So when I’ve won the proper place


          
To which my heart aspires,


          
As a true chieftain’s son,


          
Thereafter men may quote


          
My service as well done.
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The Saga of Tainui

          

            
Haere i runga i te rangimarie me te aroha,


            
Waiho te riri me te kino i muri.


            
(Depart in peace and goodwill,


            
Leave war and strife behind you.)
          

          

            
Hoki 
Kupe (
Kupe never returns).
          

          

            
Kua kotia te tai tapu ki Hawaiki.


            
(There is no recrossing the tide to Hawaiki,


            
or


            
The Rubicon has been crossed.)
          

          

            
He rangai maomao


            
Ka taka ki tua o Nukutaurua


            
E kore a muri e hokia.


            
(A shoal of maomao fish


            
That has once passed Nukutaurua


            
Will never return.)
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Chapter I.


            The Making of the Canoe

          
THE tradition of Tainui as handed down from generation to generation for six centuries begins in the tropic islands of the Eastern Pacific. The Maori calls this fatherland Hawaiki; it was the last of many Hawaikis on his long adventure of ocean roving and island exploring that ended at length in our own Aotea. Our Hawaiki was the group of islands which Captain Cook named the Society Islands; we know them best to-day as Tahiti, and its neighbours Raiatea, Huahine, and the lesser Moorea and Porapora. There begin our genealogies.

          
In one of the islands of that group our great ancestor Hoturoa was born. By the time he had grown to manhood the tribes were at war, and because of the dissensions he and his people migrated to Hawaiki-it’ (“Little Hawaiki”). There they took up their abode at a place called Waihi in the traditions. In the Tahiti tongue to-day it is Vaihi, which is in the district of Papara, in the island of Tahiti. Hoturoa’s wife was Whakaoti-rangi, and they had two sons, Hotu-hope and Hotu-matapu.

          
At Waihi more dissensions arose and the clans warred upon each other over land and other causes, but chiefly for land, for the isles of Hawaiki were but small countries to hold such a large population. The tribespeople scattered and lived unrestful lives and the thought grew that it was time to set forth into the vast unknown ocean again and seek homes that would be less circumscribed. The leaders of those families who had decided to migrate were Hoturoa and his kinsman Ngatoro-i-rangi, who was a wise man and a high priest.

          
In order to make their voyage to a new land in the far south-west, of which descriptions had been brought to Hawaiki by adventurous navigators who had returned from time to time, it was necessary to build strong ocean-going canoes. Hoturoa and Ngatoro-i-rangi went into the forest and sought a suitable large tree, and they discovered one which would serve as the hull, on which the upper parts could be built with planks fastened together with coconut fibre in the usual manner of island shipwrights. Hoturoa and his 
tohunga kinsman then returned to their village and called upon the people to assist them in the making of the canoe.

          
The first step in this important work was the propitiation of the spirit of the forest, Tane-mahuta, who is lord of the forests and all the creatures that dwell therein, by appropriate ceremonies. Ngatoro-i-rangi led the workers to the tree selected, and when they stood at its base he recited a sacred chant, which was the 
karakia his ancestor Rata used when he went to the forest to fell a tree for his canoe. This was the prayer recited by the 
tohunga:

          


          

            
Kotia te pu ka waiho i uta,


            
Ko te kauru ka to ki tai;


            
E ai ra ko te umu tuhi,


            
Kihai tae ki nga pukenga,


            
Ki nga wananga, ki nga tauira.


            
Matua kuru, matua whao,


            
Matua te toki ma tai haruru, e Tane.


            
Tu ake ai au ki runga nei


            
Ki te whare hukahuka no Tangaroa,


            
Tangaroa Uenuku tai ma roa.


            
Orooro koa te toki nei


            
A Hine-tua-hoanga;


            
Kaore ko au ko Rata


            
E kimi ana, e hahau ana,


            
I te awa i Pikopiko-i-whiti,


            
Mate ki Maungaroa,


            
Mate mai ai ko Whitinui.


            
Chorus:


            
Ta taua rangi!
          

          
And again Ngatoro-i-rangi uttered the 
karakia:

          

            
Ka mate i a Rata


            
A Wahieroa.


            
  Chorus:


            
Ta taua rangi!
          

          
After this had been uttered, they felled the tree with stone axes and with fire, and there made the canoe. Then Ngatoro-i-rangi said:—

          

            
Tu ai nuku, tu ai rangi,


            
Tu ai nuku, tu ai Tangaroa.


            
  Chorus:


            
Atu ai, atu ai!
          

          
So they put the skids under the canoe and the bow was made to touch the stump of the tree, according to the custom that a man should say farewell to those remaining, by touching noses. Such was the ceremony of the ancient canoe-makers. And so the canoe was dragged from the stump, the head of the tree. The work of hollowing it out with stone axes
            


            

[image: The Hauling of Tainui.]

The Hauling of Tainui.


            


            


            was partly done, and then the skids (
rango) were placed in position for the haul to the sea. Ngatoro-i-rangi, the priest, stood on the canoe; his voice resounded in the forest; he gave utterance to this sacred chant:—

          

            
Ko te kia, ko te kia


            
I wharikia e wai,


            
I wharikia e Tumatakotako,


            
Hapai tana i tana rango,


            
He rango mania,


            
He rango paheke,


            
Paheke i te uranga a Tainui,


            
Tainui ano Tainui,


            
Me te tuputupu,


            
Me te hahau,


            
Me te awhituria e Rata,


            
Maiangi runga,


            
Maiangi raro,


            
Taki Mahu te waka.


            
Chorus:


            
E-o-o!
          

          
The purpose of this 
karakia was to assist the hauling of the canoe to the seashore. And again Ngatoro-i-rangi’s voice was heard in this hauling charm:—

          

            
Piri papa, piri papa,


            
Ki te taiara mea,


            
Ko rihimatai tua,


            
Ko ia i hiri hara,


            
Te mata o


            
Whatitiri


            
Takataka


            
Tu mai


            
Takarangi


            
Tapu


            
E tupa.


            
Chorus:


            
Hoieke!
          

          
The new canoe glided along the skids, and so, for the first time, the people heard that the name of their canoe was “Tainui” (Great Tide). It was dragged to the beach and there a house was built to protect it from the hot sun. The sides of the canoe were built upon the carved-out keel.

          
It was at this juncture that a certain boy came and saw Hoturoa and Ngatoro-i-rangi working away at the canoe. This boy began to play about and climb upon the canoe. He was scolded by Hoturoa, but he still persisted. Hoturoa became angry and he struck him with one of the 
side-
              


              boards of Tainui, and killed him. To conceal the body he heaped the chips over it. That is the reason why Tainui was not so thoroughly finished as the other canoes; the builders, after this murder, were in a hurry to get away. Because of the deed of blood committed by Hoturoa, he and Ngatoro-i-rangi hurried their task, and as soon as the canoe was fit for sea they dragged it to the water.

          
Now, the young chief Tama-te-kapua saw Tainui afloat at her moorings, so he had his canoe, the Arawa, also dragged to the sea. All the other canoes at Waihi were old canoes; Tainui was the only new one.

          
Both these canoes were left lying at anchor in the lagoon. Now Tama-te-kapua approached Ngatoro-i-rangi to go and perform the necessary incantations over his canoe, because the Arawa canoe had no priest. As Ngatoro-i-rangi was going to the waterside, Tama-te-kapua said: “You had better bring your wife Kearoa so that the incantation in regard to the female element of my canoe may be completed.” So Kearoa went with her husband on board the Arawa. Ngatoro-i-rangi performed the ceremonies usual on such occasions, and he went into the deckhouse built amidships. Tama-te-kapua had given directions to his men to haul up the anchor and to set sail while Ngatoro-i-rangi was below, so that the priest would be carried off to sea as the 
tohunga of the Arawa. So Hoturoa and his canoe Tainui were left behind, and Ngatoro-i-rangi, against his will, sailed in the Arawa.

          
Tainui now took in her cargo for the voyage and embarked her people. Hoturoa, with his two wives

* and his children and his people came, and with her crew and their food supplies they put to sea for the voyage to a far country.

        



* Whakaotirangi was one of Hoturoa’s two wives; the other was Marama-Kiko-hure, whose conduct when the New Zealand coast was reached made trouble for Tainui.
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Chapter II.


            The Voyage to Aotearoa.

          
SO Tainui put to sea without the high priest Ngatoro-i-rangi, who had been carried off so deceitfully in the Arawa. With sail and paddle began the long voyage of this strong outrigger canoe to the new land, Nukuroa, or Aotearoa. But the beginning of the voyage was stormy and perilous. The seas became angry and then was heard the warning cry of the seabird called the 
torea; it cried “
Keria! Keria!” Hoturoa ordered his crew to put about and return to anchorage. The angry seas became calmer and Tainui again put forth to sea.

          
Then again was heard the sharp cry of the 
torea, “Keria! Keria!” Again the stormy winds raged and the seas ran high; and once more Hoturoa put back for shelter. That is why we who are descended from the crew of the Tainui canoe are always watchful when we go to sea should anyone hear that bird utter its call, “
Keria! Keria!” We know when we hear that cry that it will not be long before a storm bursts.

          
Now Hoturoa, in his anxiety, visited the chief Tama. He found Tama and Ngahue loading their canoe, Poutini, for the same voyage. Hoturoa asked Tama to come and be his 
tohunga, that is, the 
tohunga for the Tainui canoe, because both Tama and Ngahue were 
tohungas, and it was not needful that both should be in the same ship. Tama asked: “Where has Ngatoro-i-rangi gone?” Hoturoa replied: “He has gone in the Arawa.”

          
So Tama took compassion on Hoturoa and he gave over Poutini to Ngahue, and thus it was that Tama came to the Tainui canoe with his two wives. Those who remained said: “O Tama, this is the Tamatea, the ninth night of the moon,” and he said: “This Tamatea will seek that Tamatea at sea and there we shall decide our fate.” And Tama asked Hoturoa what it was that was preventing the canoe from sailing, and Hoturoa told him of the 
torea’s warning and the storm.

          
Tama stepped aboard the Tainui, and uttered the following prayer:

          

            
Tukia,


            
Tukia te urunga,


            
Tukia te moenga,


            
Ko marama heke te po,


            
Te koi te koa,


            
Te whakarahia,


            
Hira mai te hihira,


            


            
Ara mai te ara,


            
He manu whakarongo,


            
Tupua koa te manu nei,


            
A te torea uta,


            
Kowhetewhete mai


            
Ana ngutu.


            
Ko Tu ki taha maui,


            
Ko Rongo ki taha katau,


            
Tuturu o hiti,


            
Whakamaua,


            
Kia tina,


            
Tina,


            
Ui e,


            
Taiki e!
          

          
Then Tama uttered the second of his prayer charms:

          

            
Aha te ngarahu,


            
Ngarahu kauri,


            
Whakataerangi tia


            
Rere te nehu,


            
Rere ki uta,


            
Rere te nehu,


            
Rere ki tai,


            
Rere ki tangata koia tena.


            
E mau maina,


            
Marangai ka ruia


            
Eke ana i te papa


            
O huati huata.


            
Homai taku hoe ki au.


            
Hoea te wai.


            
He kura te winiwini,


            
He kura te wanawana,


            
Ki tua o Rehia,


            
Ki tua Reta,


            
Ki taku whainga,


            
Makau e keke,


            
Keke mai te keke,


            
Ara mai te ara,


            
He manu whakarongo,


            
Tupua koa te manu nei


            
A te torea uta,


            
Kowhetewhete mai ana ngutu,


            
Ko Tu ki taha maui,


            
Ko Rongo ki taha katau,


            
Waiho i to tu, waiho to aro,


            
E tu numia, e tu rawea,


            
E tu pakaurorohi,


            
Whakaotinuku,


            
Whakaotirangi,


            
Ko to manawa,
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Ko taku manawa,


            
Ka irihia.


            
Whano! whano!


            
Hara mai te toki.


            
Haumi e-e.


            
Ui e,


            
Taiki-e!
          

          
Now at last Tainui was able to sail the trackless ocean. She encountered adverse winds and tempestuous seas, but still she sailed on, combating the waves. Now Tama became exhausted with his efforts, and in his extremity he uttered this incantation:

          

            
Ka hura tangata uta,


            
Te turaki atu ki tangata tai,


            
Ka hura tangata tai,


            
Te turaki atu ki tangata uta.


            
Pera hoki ra te korepe nui,


            
Te korepe roa.


            
Te wahi awa


            
Te toetoe awa,


            
Whakamoe, e tama, ia ia,


            
Te awa ko Tu.
          

          
Tama coupled this incantation with another, in which he introduced his own name and those of the gods of war and of cultivation and the peaceful arts:

          

            
Ko Tu, ko Tu,


            
Ko Rongo, ko Rongo,


            
Kaua Tama e utua,


            
Tukua atu Tama,


            
Kia puta i tua


            
I te tawhangawhanga,


            
He putanga Ariki


            
No Kongo ki te ata


            
Tauira mai e.
          

          
And these prayer-charms calmed the seas and brought fair winds, and so Tainui sailed peacefully along towards the new land of the south.
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Chapter III.


            Tainui on the New Zealand Coast.

          
IN such manner came our ancestral canoe to these shores, where the other canoes had already arrived. When Hoturoa and Tama saw the I canoes lying at anchor in an East Coast bay, it was night. They heard the people on board snoring, and so they thought these people must have only just arrived, they were sleeping so soundly. Tainui was beached and Hoturoa and Tama jumped ashore to perform their rites in propitiation of the spirits of the new land, and went in search of wood. They discovered a 
manuka tree, which they cut down and took to a secluded place, where they lit a fire; there they made their altar and offered up incantations. They then went back to their canoe and commenced to play tricks with the anchors of the other canoes. They dropped their own stone anchor, and pulled up the anchors of the others, and so placed them that their ropes went over the anchor rope of their own canoe. They let out a great length of the cable so that Tainui lay some length away, and then they awaited the dawn.

          
When the people from the other canoes arose in the morning they beheld Tainui at her moorings some distance off. This, of course, was done purposely in order to deceive. When Hoturoa and Tama saw that all the voyagers were awake they set their men to work hauling in on the anchor rope, and so pulled their canoe in closer in order to converse with the other sailors. They described their long and tempestuous voyage. Then the captains began to argue as to which canoe had landed first, each claiming that he was the first. Hoturoa and Tama said: “It is no use arguing here; let us go and examine the posts of our altars on shore.”

          
The others agreed to this, and the captains and priests went ashore, and each 
tohunga went to his altar, and Hoturoa said: “Let us bring the posts of our altars and compare them.” Hoturoa declared to the 
tohungas that his canoe, the Tainui, was the first to reach the new land. “Look at the post of my altar,” he said. “It is quite dry.”

          
And the 
tohungas asked: “Why was it that we did not see the Tainui?”

          
Hoturoa said: “I lengthened the rope of my canoe, for I was afraid that I might be left high and dry when the tide went out. Look at the
            


            anchors of your canoes. The ropes all pass over the top of mine.” And they beheld and exclaimed that Hoturoa was right.

          
That is the reason why the Tainui canoe has precedence when the names of the canoes are mentioned; it is because of this sailor’s trick that Hoturoa and Tama practised upon the experts of the other canoes.

          
Now Hoturoa heard that Turi’s canoe, Aotea, did not remain at the place (near the East Cape) where all the canoes made the land, but continued her journey along the coast to the Aupouri country (the North Cape) and sailed down the West Coast. Hoturoa wished to follow Turi. At the same time Tama heard that his original canoe, Poutini, had also gone west by way of the North Cape, so they hastened to follow. The Tainui sailed along the coast to Tauranga and Tama found that his canoe, the Poutini, had called there. They sailed northward to the 
Hauraki, where they gained further information from the local people concerning Poutini; it had passed there some considerable time before. The Tainui people did not remain long at 
Hauraki. The canoe went up the Tamaki River. At the 
Hauraki they landed the chief woman Marama-kikohure and her male slave. This couple immediately indulged their love for each other; on the woman’s part it was the infringement of 
tapu. They thought they would not be found out.

          
When Tainui arrived at the Tamaki Isthmus they beheld the seabirds coming across the land and the birds on the 
Hauraki side flying towards the west. Hoturoa sent a man to investigate as to whether there was an ocean on the other side of the isthmus. This man reported that there was, and so Hoturoa perceived that it would be a short way to the West Coast if he dragged the Tainui across to the Western Sea—Manuka Harbour (now called Manukau) by way of the narrow neck that we know to-day as Otahuhu. They remained at the Tamaki for some time gathering food because they had eaten all the food they had brought with them from Hawaiki. The only things remaining were the 
kumara which Whakaotirangi had hidden under the 
tapa-mat bed of Hoturoa and herself. This reference to the small basket of 
kumara which she saved has become a proverbial saying amongst her descendants. While they were on the isthmus Tama went forth to look for his canoe, Poutini. After he had left, the Tainui was dragged by her crew across by way of Otahuhu. That happened to be the day when Marama-kikohure (Hoturoa’s second wife) had sinned with her slave.

          
The Tainui, because of this breach of 
tapu, could not be shifted. Hoturoa began his prayers, but still the canoe held fast. So Hoturoa, knowing that his priestly powers were not sufficient, went in search of Tama. When they met Tama asked Hoturoa why he had come. Hoturoa
            


            replied: “The Tainui has gone to the Night.” So Tama consented to go back and perform the various ceremonies and to utter the incantations needed to propitiate the gods. He made an altar and thereon offered up his prayers, and afterwards he mounted the canoe and uttered this potent incantation, a sacred hauling chant he had composed:

          

            
Toia Tainui, tapatu ki te moana,


            
Ma wai e toa,


            
Ma te whakarangana ake


            
Ki te taha o te rangi.


            
He tara wai-nuku,


            
He tara wai-rangi,


            
Punia teina,


            
Nau mai, nau mai,


            
E Tane koakoa,


            
E Tane rangahau,


            
E Tane takoto atu ana,


            
Te ngaro ki tatahi.


            
Maturuturu haere mai ana


            
Te wai o te hika o Marama-kikohure,


            
E patua ana mai


            
E te komuri-hau


            
Na runga ana mai


            
O Waihihi, o Waihaha;


            
Kei reira te iringa o Tainui.


            
Manea ura te ra,


            
Werowero te ra,


            
Nga tangata i whakaririka


            
Mamau ki te taura


            
Kia tu matatorohi atu


            
Taku tu matatoro,


            
Hei hoa turuki, turuki,


            
Paneke paneke,


            
Ihu o waka;


            
Turuki, turuki!


            
Chorus:


            
Paneke paneke!
          

          
And it was by the recital of this incantation that the people were first appraised of Marama-kikohure’s sin, and Hoturoa was enlightened that it was due to the misconduct of his wife that the canoe had stuck fast. And the Tainui thus glided over her skids and so was hauled to the shore of Manuka, whence it could explore the West Coast of the island. At a place which came to be named Awhitu, near the entrance to the harbour of Manuka, Hoturoa’s slave was waiting for him.

          
They sailed down the coast to Kawhia, where they arrived at the harbour entrance at night. There they beheld Turi’s canoe Aotea.
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            Tainui’s crew paddled to the shore and beached at Matatua Point. There the crew found a stranded whale with a pole driven into it to denote that it belonged to Turi. Hoturoa went on further with the Tainui and landed at Heahea, and then he went inland seeking suitable sticks for a certain stratagem, and came to Karewa. There he lit a fire and dried two newly-cut 
manuka poles. One was to be used as a post for a 
tuahu (altar). The other, after he had re-embarked in the Tainui and returned to Matatua, he drove into the whale’s belly after man-hauling the creature over. After placing his pole in the whale’s belly he had his crew haul the whale back as it was before. Then he paddled out to sea and awaited the dawn.

          
When Turi and his people arose in the morning and looked out towards Honipaka Point they saw a large canoe being paddled in from the sea. When the canoe came nearer, Turi recognised it as the Tainui, because it had no carved figurehead at the prow and no decorated sternpost. When the Tainui came up to the Aotea Turi called out to Hoturoa: “O, Hotu, behold my land! There are many 
pipi shellfish beds, rivers full of fish, and behold my great fish from the ocean which lies yonder with my stake on it.”

          
Hoturoa replied: “O, Turi, do not make a mistake! This is my home. I arrived here long ago—long before you. I saw that 
tohora (whale) some time ago.”

          
And Turi replied: “But why did I not see your pole of possession?”

          
Hoturoa said: “Let us examine the fish.”

          
Turi agreed to this and they went to the side of the fish. The tide was in. Turi asked Hoturoa: “But where is your post? Here is mine standing.”

          
Hoturoa replied: “When I first discovered this fish it was alive and its belly was uppermost. I stuck my post into its belly.” And he said: “Let us turn the fish upside down.”

          
And when they turned the fish over they found Hoturoa’s post indeed where he said it would be found. And he said to Turi: “Behold my post! It is almost dry.”

          
And Turi beheld and said: “It is even as you say, O Hotu!”

          
“Now let us go to my altar,” said the chief of Tainui. They went to Takapuwahia and on to Heahea, and thence on to Papa-o-Karewa, and there they went into a 
manuka bush and Hoturoa pulled out the altar post and showed it to Turi, and behold it was dry. And Turi said to Hoturoa: “It is true! Your canoe arrived here before mine. Nevertheless, let us abide together.”

          
Turi then went to sea in the Aotea a short distance to the northward and there he dragged Aotea upon the sheltered shore; and that is why that
            


            harbour is called Aotea. Tainui was left moored in the Kawhia harbour. Afterwards Turi found out how Hoturoa had tricked him and so he said to his people of the Ngati-Rongotea: “If we remain here Hoturoa will surely fall into mischief and bring about trouble. The best thing for us to do is to go on to the South.” To this his people agreed, and so they went to sea again and sailed on to Taranaki and reached Poutama. Hoturoa followed them in the Tainui, and as he went sailing along close to the coast he decided to land at Whakarewa, and with some of his crew went on under cover of the small timber, chasing Turi. He overtook Turi when that chief landed at Waitara and he said: “Let us remain together, for the land is plentiful for us both.”

          
But Turi replied, “I cannot remain with you because you are an unscrupulous man and full of tricks.” So Hoturoa knew that Turi had discovered his deceit about the altar and the whale at Kawhia. He returned to Kawhia by land and Tainui was left at Whakarewa.

          
The sub-tribe of the Tainui by the name of Pangere remained with the canoe. Those people thoughtlessly made a latrine of the sailing canoe which had carried them in safety over the great and stormy ocean. When Hoturoa heard of this he grieved for his canoe so desecrated, and he journeyed from Rangiahua and climbed the heights of Moeatoa, where he made an altar of stone, and there invoked the aid of his gods to bring Tainui to Kawhia. And his gods heard his voice and set Tainui afloat and returned it to Kawhia, and the tide brought the canoe high and dry on the land where Hoturoa had made his first altar. Hoturoa cursed that sub-tribe for their evil deed and the power of his gods gave efficacy to the curse, and those people were wiped off the face of the earth so that nothing remained of them but their name, which has been handed down to us, and that is the Multitude of Pangere.

          
Thus ended the long voyagings of Tainui, the ship which Hoturoa and Ngatoro-i-rangi and their people had built on the shore of far-off Hawaiki.
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Chapter IV.


            The Life in the New Land.

          
HOTUROA, his wife, and his children, from this time onward lived at Rangiahua, by the waters of Kawhia. That was the pa of Hoturoa, where he begat the progenitors of all those who claim descent from Tainui; that is to say, the tribes living along the Waikato river, along the sea from 
Hauraki to Auckland, down to Kawhia, as far as Mokau, and across the mountains inland. Rangiahua was the great pa of Kawhia. It stood on a height on the north side of the harbour. The people became innumerable—hence a certain saying, “
Te kainga o Meeto.”

          
When Hoturoa set up his home at Rangiahua, his wife Whakaotirangi’s seed kumara, which she had so carefully preserved on the voyage from Hawaiki-iti, were planted in a cultivation ground, which was given the name Kareanui. There were only ten 
kumara planted, but from these ten plants, with the blessing of his gods, Hoturoa harvested two hundred basketfuls of 
kumara. Hence the saying of his descendants, “
Kareanui, ka kai i roto.”

          
While Hoturoa and his wives and children lived at Rangiahua, his wife Marama-kikohure gave birth to a son, whom Hoturoa named Motai. One day Marama went to the shore to gather shellfish, and she left the child with Hoturoa. As soon as Marama got out of sight the child began to cry. Hoturoa nursed it and gave it food, but it still continued to cry. By trickery he got the child to sleep; but when the mother came back she discovered what had happened, and she cursed Hoturoa and his wife Whakaotirangi, and they were smitten with sores. Marama, with her brothers and relatives, left Rangiahua and dwelt at Aotea, and she brought up her son there. When Motai grew to man’s estate she told him what Hoturoa had done, and he determined on revenge. So he gathered his mother’s relations together, and they felled a large 
kauri tree and fashioned it into a canoe, which they hauled to the sea. Then he urged his mother’s people to return to Hawaiki-iti, to raise a strong crew of warriors and attack Hoturoa. Those who followed him agreed to this.

          
Now Hoturoa heard of the doings of the young man Motai, and when he saw the canoe launched he invoked the aid of his gods to upset it. And, lo! when it met the first strong wave of the ocean it capsized, and all those on board were drowned. And the canoe and Motai were turned to stone.
            


            That stone canoe is there to this day, submerged in Aotea harbour, and can be seen by us. The name of the canoe was Rewatu.

          
After these events Hoturoa and his chief wife Whakaotirangi died, and both were buried at Rangiahua, above the sea of Kawhia.

          
The chiefs Hotuhope, Hotumatapu, Ue, Raka, Kakati and Tawhao, and their peoples, all lived peaceably at Rangiahua. There was no war, no trouble, in the days of these men of old. Agriculture and fishing, and the arts of peace, were their main pursuits. There were feasting and goodwill between the many tribes in the days of these ancestors of ours.

          
Turongo and Whatihua were born at Rangiahua. When they reached man’s estate Turongo was made much of by the people and was created their chief. At this time a young chieftainess of the Ngati-Ruanui tribe, famed for her beauty, heard of Turongo, and she came to pay him a visit. When she reached the village she happened to come to Whatihua’s house first, and she asked Whatihua, “Where is Turongo?” And Whatihua replied, “I will show you,” and he asked her her name, and she said, “I am Ruaputahanga.” Whatihua said, “Let us go to the village.” And when they reached the village Whatihua took her to his home, and there he made her his wife.

          
When Turongo and his father, Tawhao, heard how Whatihua had deceived Ruaputahanga they were very wroth. Turongo took it so much to heart that he went away to the land of the Ngati-Kahungunu, and married Mahina-a-rangi. Tawhao went there with him and died there. Turongo returned and lived at Maungatautari, where his son Raukawa was born. Raukawa had Rereahu, who had Maniapoto, the great ancestor of the Ngati-Maniapoto tribe. As for Whatihua, he lived on at Rangiahua with his wives Ruaputahanga and Apakura. He favoured the handsome Ruaputahanga and practically abandoned Apakura. But when Ruaputahanga’s son, Uenuku Te Rangihoka, was born, Whatihua returned to Apakura; and this angered Ruaputahanga greatly. She left Rangiahua for her homeland, by way of Marokopa, south of Kawhia, Whatihua pursuing her. When she reached the Moeatoa cliffs the tide was in and the waves were boisterous. They dashed in on the perilous beach track. “Return,” cried the woman, “lest thou perish in pursuing me, for the tides of Rakei-mata-taniwha will engulf thee.” And so Whatihua returned, and his wife, who had left him for ever, journeyed straight on, with her dog, Ruahinahina; and she arrived at last in the southern land of Taranaki with her own people, Ngati-Ruanui.

          
And these ancestors of ours lived at Rangiahua in the land of their fathers—Uetapu, Te Maniaorongo, Te Aopiki, Te Aotitauria, Rawahote
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            rangi, Te Paripari. They cultivated the soil in peace, hence the saying, “Great is Whatihua, the cultivator of food.”

          
It was in the days of the chiefs Tuhianga and Uenuku-Tuwhatu that the Kawhia country was divided. The Aotea district was given to Uenuku-Tuwhatu, and the portion of Kawhia towards Waiharakeke, as far as Taungatara, was taken by Tuhianga. These two were the great chieftains of those lands in their time.
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Chapter V.


            The Warriors of Kawhia

          



            

The Dissensions of Haumia and Mango.

            
MORE than three centuries ago, when the descendants of the Tainui pioneers had been settled on these shores for many generations and had formed numerous clans, there lived at Kawhia two young chiefs whose names were Haumia and Mango. Haumia took to wife a girl whose name was Mawake. His cousin Mango did not marry within his own tribe, but travelled southward to Taranaki and on to the country of the Nga-Rauru people. There he met a young woman named Hiapoto and his love went forth to her, and she became his wife. In course of time he returned to his birthplace at Kawhia, with his wife, who bade farewell to her people, for she was to make a new home with her chieftain in the north.

            
When Mango reached Kawhia he found, to his grief and anger, that all the cultivations and the land where he expected to make his home had been taken by Haumia. He asked Haumia to apportion him some of the land that was his birthright, but the selfish one would not agree to this. Greatly angered was Mango; he perceived that there was no place for him unless he took it by force of arms. He gathered his friends together and they formed a war-party and attacked Haumia and his followers. Some of Haumia’s men were killed by Mango, in assertion of his rights to the land on which they were living. With the utmost fierceness he fell upon them, and the people fled before him. None dared to face him.

            
Haumia’s clansmen now greatly feared that Mango would kill their chief. While Mango was attacking a pa and slaying men, Haumia’s followers placed their rangatira on a litter (
kauhoa) and carried him away, for he was ill and could not walk. Mango continued his attack, and being victorious in the fighting, he followed the retreating party and overtook the litter and its bearers and escort. These men, believing that Mango would not actually kill Haumia, all crowded in beneath the kauhoa on which the sick man lay, supporting it on their shoulders and their heads. By this act they became tapu, for Haumia was a very sacred chief. When Mango and his warriors rushed up and saw this they stayed their hand and refrained from further slaughter, and Haumia and his men were saved. This ended the strife, and Mango settled there on the shores of Kawhia.

            


            
These fights were the first battles between the Tainui descendants in the Kawhia country. But, as our tribal historians tell us, they were not really great battles; it was in the days to come that the long and desperate wars were waged.

          

          

            

Haumia and the Taniwha.

            
There is a story concerning that chief Haumia and a taniwha, a monster of the sea, which lived in a cave at the base of a cliff on the ocean front at Honipaka, on the Kawhia coast. Haumia’s home was in Taungatara pa and he made a plantation of kumara at Honipaka, close to the seashore. He was quite unaware that the 
taniwha lived there in the cave underneath his garden.

            
Now, this monster of the coast, whose name was Raparoa, was a mischievous monster, and when he knew that the 
kumara crop had come to maturity he exerted his power of evil and raised a great storm and spouted salt water over the plantation and spoilt it. The whole of the crop was ruined; the kumara rotted in the salt-sodden ground.

            
When Haumia came to his plantation and saw what had happened, he descended the cliff to the sea to discover what had caused the sea-water to be sprayed over his land. There he beheld the monstrous taniwha. Thus this place became known as the hiding place of Raparoa, and that 
taniwha was frequently seen in the ocean.

            
Haumia boldly asked the monster: “O Raparoa, why do you not go to see the fishes at Puponga?”

            
Now, Puponga is the place where the fish all assemble, and it was the time when the mackerel were plentiful in those parts. So when the monster heard what Haumia said it immediately set off for Puponga, eager to feast on fish. As soon as he had left his hole at the bottom of the cliff Haumia filled it in with sand and rocks. When the monster came back he found the entrance to his home filled in, so he went looking for another abiding place. Finding none, he died. The people took his great sharp teeth and made ear ornaments of them. And that episode gave rise to a local saying, which has come down to this day: “Haumia, the remover of monsters.”
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When Mango reached Kawhia he found, to his grief and anger, that all the cultivations and the land where he expected to make his home had been taken by Haumia. He asked Haumia to apportion him some of the land that was his birthright, but the selfish one would not agree to this. Greatly angered was Mango; he perceived that there was no place for him unless he took it by force of arms. He gathered his friends together and they formed a war-party and attacked Haumia and his followers. Some of Haumia’s men were killed by Mango, in assertion of his rights to the land on which they were living. With the utmost fierceness he fell upon them, and the people fled before him. None dared to face him.
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kauhoa) and carried him away, for he was ill and could not walk. Mango continued his attack, and being victorious in the fighting, he followed the retreating party and overtook the litter and its bearers and escort. These men, believing that Mango would not actually kill Haumia, all crowded in beneath the kauhoa on which the sick man lay, supporting it on their shoulders and their heads. By this act they became tapu, for Haumia was a very sacred chief. When Mango and his warriors rushed up and saw this they stayed their hand and refrained from further slaughter, and Haumia and his men were saved. This ended the strife, and Mango settled there on the shores of Kawhia.
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There is a story concerning that chief Haumia and a taniwha, a monster of the sea, which lived in a cave at the base of a cliff on the ocean front at Honipaka, on the Kawhia coast. Haumia’s home was in Taungatara pa and he made a plantation of kumara at Honipaka, close to the seashore. He was quite unaware that the 
taniwha lived there in the cave underneath his garden.

            
Now, this monster of the coast, whose name was Raparoa, was a mischievous monster, and when he knew that the 
kumara crop had come to maturity he exerted his power of evil and raised a great storm and spouted salt water over the plantation and spoilt it. The whole of the crop was ruined; the kumara rotted in the salt-sodden ground.

            
When Haumia came to his plantation and saw what had happened, he descended the cliff to the sea to discover what had caused the sea-water to be sprayed over his land. There he beheld the monstrous taniwha. Thus this place became known as the hiding place of Raparoa, and that 
taniwha was frequently seen in the ocean.

            
Haumia boldly asked the monster: “O Raparoa, why do you not go to see the fishes at Puponga?”

            
Now, Puponga is the place where the fish all assemble, and it was the time when the mackerel were plentiful in those parts. So when the monster heard what Haumia said it immediately set off for Puponga, eager to feast on fish. As soon as he had left his hole at the bottom of the cliff Haumia filled it in with sand and rocks. When the monster came back he found the entrance to his home filled in, so he went looking for another abiding place. Finding none, he died. The people took his great sharp teeth and made ear ornaments of them. And that episode gave rise to a local saying, which has come down to this day: “Haumia, the remover of monsters.”
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Chapter VI.


            The Warrior Deeds of Kaihamu.

          

The Story of Tuparahaki and the Head of Te


              Rangihouhirl

          
A FAMOUS man among our Tainui ancestors of those ancient times was the chief Kaihamu, who became a great fighting leader. He was also wise in the sacred arts of our race, a skilled tohunga and worker of magic and enchantments. This is the story of his warrior life, and of the manner in which he won the love of the renowned Tuparahaki, a young chieftainess of the eastern coast.

          
Kaihamu was the son of Mango, some of whose deeds have been related in the last chapter. There was another son of Mango; his name was Uetapu. Both he and Kaihamu were educated in the lore of priesthood and the arts of magic, but of the two Kaihamu was the more expert. After the death of their father, their mother Hiapoto returned to her people, the Nga-Rauru tribe, of Waitotara, on the West Coast south of Taranaki, and there she lived for the rest of her life.

          
When the two young men Uetapu and Kaihamu became skilled warriors they both left Kawhia seeking adventure in distant lands, and they travelled across the island to the eastern side, to the land which was called Tapuika in those days; it is the country between the Rotorua lakes and the Bay of Plenty coast. There they both found wives. Uetapu married Puaroa. Kaihamu won the love of the young chieftainess Tuparahaki, and the tradition of that marriage and the manner in which it came about will now be related.

          
* * *

          
Tuparahaki was a girl of high birth, the daughter of a woman of aristocratic lineage named Te Kahureremoa, who was of Tainui and Aotea descent, and the warrior chief Takakopiri; their love story is a tradition of beauty, but it does not concern the present history. The girl was set apart as a puhi, a virgin, who should not have love affairs until she was ceremoniously given in marriage by her people. As she grew up she was sought in marriage by a young chief of the Waitaha tribe, in the Tapuika country. She returned his love and they became man and wife. This
              


              young chief’s name was Tukutehe. They lived at 
Maketu, on the Bay of Plenty shore—a village with the same Hawaikian name as that given to the landing place of the Tainui canoe. This 
Maketu was where the Arawa crew had landed, and many of the descendants of that crew lived in the large fortified pa above the beach, as well as in a strong pa named Pukemaire, on a hill a short distance inland overlooking the estuary of the Kaituna River.

          
Tuparahaki had been married but a little while when war burst upon the tribe, the Ngaoho, or Arawa. From the eastward came a wandering band of warriors, the fugitive tribe of Te Rangihouhiri, commanded by a bold and masterful chief, whose name was also Te Rangihouhiri. They were of the old aboriginal people, and they came from the Awa-a-te-Atua, seeking a new home. They captured 
Maketu and also the pa Pukemaire, which they made their headquarters for the permanent conquest of the country round about.

          
The Ngaoho of 
Maketu were overpowered, and for the time being dispossessed, and fled inland to recruit their forces for a great battle with the invaders. Meanwhile, placing his trust in their words of peace, Tukutehe had rashly ventured amongst his enemies, near Pukemaire, but the chief, Te Rangihouhiri, treacherously killed him.

          
When the news of Tukutehe’s murder reached Tuparahaki, the young wife was frantic with grief. She lacerated her arms and breasts with sharp flakes of obsidian, as she sang her grief song. There, for days and months, she sat in her lonely 
whare, speaking little, but ever grieving, ever brooding. For two years she remained in her sad widowhood, and she dried her tears in the thoughts of revenge. For her blood was that of the warrior race, and hatred of her husband’s slayer possessed her.

          
Tuparahaki was still but a girl, and the fame of her rank and beauty brought many young chiefs from other parts of the island—from the Ngapuhi country, from Kawhia and Waikato, from Taupo, from the East Cape. One after another they sought her to wife, but she refused them all. She stood up in the crowded council-hall one night, when many visitors from distant tribes were present, and announced that she would not marry any man save him who brought her the head of Te Rangihouhiri.

          
“Who is Te Rangihouhiri, and how shall we know him?” asked a chief from Waikato.

          
In reply, Tuparahaki told once more the tale of Tukutehe’s death, and described Te Rangihouhiri and his method of fighting. He was a tall and savage warrior, exceedingly powerful and skilled in the use of the
              


              two-handed wooden sword. Should there be a battle, he would not engage in the combat at the first, but would hold back until the struggle was at its height, and the warriors were in the thick of a furious hand-to-hand encounter. Then he would rush forth, laying about him with terrific sweeps of his weapon, and cut a lane through his enemies, hewing them from his path as if they had been so many stalks of korari—the flower-stems of the flax. When that dread figure joined the fray, ’twas indeed the Rangihouhiri. Many a man had lost his own head in rashly attempting to shift that of the grim warrior of many battles.

          
The terror of Te Rangihouhiri’s name abated the ardour of many of Tuparahaki’s wooers. The tribe from the east still harassed the lands of Tapuika and Waitaha around 
Maketu. At last the tribes, calling to their aid the Lakeland Arawa and others, made a combined attempt to expel the invaders.

          
Kaihamu of Kawhia now enters on the scene. Tuparahaki was by lineage his kinswoman; she was a distant cousin on the Tainui 
whakapapa or genealogy. When he beheld the mournful face of the beautiful young girl Tuparahaki, his heart straightway went out to her, and being made aware of the conditions upon which he could win her, he resolved to take Te Rangihouhiri’s head or fall on the field of battle. He learned all he could of the enemy’s chieftain, and his manner of fighting, so that he could mark his man in the midst of the combat.

          
Tuparahaki, for her part, was greatly pleased with the manly vigour and warrior mien of her champion. She observed his physical excellence; she saw that he would make a satisfying husband as well as a fighting hero. She told him all she knew of her hated foeman’s tactics.

          
There was much jealousy of Kaihamu among some of the other chiefs, and they made disparaging remarks about his war-party, which numbered only seventy men. These Kawhia warriors were all lodged in one house, and Kaihamu’s rivals intended to march off very early in the morning while he and his men slept.

          
Now, it was the custom then for an old slave to keep watch without during the night and to call out the movements of the stars as morning approached. But Kaihamu induced the watchman to tell the other chiefs when they awoke and enquired the time, that the Waka-a-Tamarereti (the Southern Cross) had not yet “turned over” (“the Cross swings low for the morn”). As a result of this stratagem the Kawhia warriors were prepared and away on the trail while the other companies still slumbered. By stratagem, too, when the combat began, Kaihamu made his party, held in
              


              reserve in the woods, seem larger than it actually was. He ordered his men to shake the 
aka, the forest vines, violently and frequently along the edge of the bush, so that the foemen would imagine there was a large army there awaiting the signal to dash into the battle.

          
That great conflict on the tableland called Te Whare-o-te-Rangimarere, between the Waihi estuary and the mouth of the Kaituna, at 
Maketu, became known to fame as Te Poporo-huamea. Te Rangihouhiri and his tribe left their entrenchments and fought boldly in the open. Spear clashed on spear, and stone axes, in the hands of wild, naked men, smote through skulls and severed limbs; and with loud battle-cries the chiefs incited their warriors. The lines of struggling, fighting men swayed now this way, now that. It was desperate work, and each man fought for his own hand.

          
Kaihamu stood apart, waiting for the slayer of Tuparahaki’s husband. At last, when the roar of the battle was loudest, and dead and wounded strewed the field, Te Rangihouhiri appeared. A tall and powerful tattooed warrior, grey-haired, but athletic as his youngest follower, he leaped into the thick of the fight. 
Anana! A very 
toa! Like a whirlwind he rushed through his foes, smiting them down right and left with great blows of his two-handed hardwood weapon—just like koraki stalks, as Tuparahaki had described. Right through his adversaries he rushed, then turned, and, smiting with gigantic blows, he clove his way back again.

          
Then he met Kaihamu. Never was there a fight like that! Kaihamu was armed with a 
taiaha of 
akeake wood, and with this he parried the sounding blows that Rangihouhiri showered upon him. But the older man’s terrible work had wearied his mighty arm. Warily Kaihamu fought—then, with a sudden lightning stroke, he felled his foeman to the ground. The next moment he ran the tongue-shaped point of his taiaha through the old warrior’s throat—and that was the last of Te Rangihouhiri.

          
Kaihamu, unnoticed by his fellows, took the dead man’s sharp-edged greenstone mere from his belt (it had once been Tukutehe’s), and with it cut off his head. He stripped the body of the short garment of dogskin which was one of Te Rangihouhiri’s most envied possessions. The head, the 
mere, and the topuni he wrapped up in a flax mat taken from the field, and then watched the progress of the fight.

          
The tribe of the dead Te Rangihouhiri were not defeated in that day’s battle; many months were to pass before the invaders finally went on to settle at Tauranga. But in the village of Tuparahaki there was rejoicing, because the dreaded and hated chief had fallen. The warriors home from
              


              the field sang their proud 
waiata and 
poi, and recited their battle deeds. It was known that Te Rangihouhiri had fallen, but by whose hand?

          
One after another the warriors who had slain a foeman rushed up brandishing a ghastly head. For many of them were strangers, and knew not the appearance of Te Rangihouhiri. Up and down they rushed, gripping their trophies by long and blood-matted hair. But the chieftainess made no sign.

          
At last out walked Kaihamu, the young and brave. His eyes flashed with living fire, his head was decked with snowy feathers of the 
toroa the albatross—his face was covered with the symmetrical lines of blue tattoo; red war-paint on his cheeks. He looked, indeed, a hero.

          
Pacing down the centre of the 
marae, Kaihamu stopped short in front of Tuparahaki, and drew from under his mat a beautiful greenstone 
mere, and held it above his head.

          
“
Ka-tahi,” exclaimed Tuparahaki, when her glistening eyes recognised the weapon. “That’s one token. Go on.”

          
With stately stride the young chief returned to the other end of the parade ground. When he came back he had a rolled-up garment in his hand. This he unfolded and threw round his shoulders. It was the dogskin mat.

          
“
Ka-rua!” said the lady. “That’s two. 
Tena!”

          
Quickly the hero came once more to Tuparahaki and, with a cry of triumph, she beheld the severed head of a grey tattooed warrior as Kaihamu flourished it before her.

          
“
Ae! It is Te Rangihouhiri!” cried Tuparahaki. “No more will the wairua of Tukutehe come before me in the night and cry for vengeance. Tukutehe is avenged—and you shall be my husband!”

          
So Kaihamu won his love. Great were the rejoicings of the tribes, for they had gained a noble warrior; and the mournful face of their chieftainess no more reproached them. But Tuparahaki stayed no longer in the country of the Arawa. Kaihamu’s people became her people, and his land her home. Presently Kaihamu returned alone to his 
kainga on the shores of Kawhia to prepare a fitting reception and home for his wife. She followed later with her retainers and a guide to her husband’s people, halting only at those places that Kaihamu had karakia’d and made sacred as resting places for her. These places were made known by Kaihamu’s dog, which lay down on each stage of the journey on the spot made tapu by its owner; there the party camped. And grand indeed was the loud 
powhiri of greeting which the people of Kaihamu’s pa chanted as the
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ariki lady of Tainui, of Aotea, and of Ngaoho approached—the 
manuhirituarangi (stranger from beyond the sky):

          

            
“Haere-mail Haere-mai!


            
Welcome hither, lovely stranger;


            
’Twas our dearest son that brought thee,


            
Brought thee from the eastern seashore,


            
From the bounds of earth and heaven,


            
From the very distant places.


            
Welcome-welcome to our home!”
          

          
So the avenger of Tukutehe and his wife lived for the rest of their lives at Kawhia, in the land of their ancestors.
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Chapter VII.


            Kaihamu’s Deeds and Magic.

          

How He Conquered the Multitude of Nga-Rauru.

          
THE return of Kaihamu’s mother, Hiapoto, to her tribal home at Waitotara, in the land of the Nga-Rauru, after the death of her husband Mango, was mentioned in the last chapter. She married a man of her tribe, and lived there the rest of her life. The time came, narrated our sages, when she became ill, and she called her two sons to her, for she felt that she would presently die. She had grown old, and these sons, begotten by her Nga-Rauru husband, were grown up young men; their names were Kare-te-Ngu and Kare-te-Wheke.

          
“Should I die, and your elder brothers at Kawhia hear of my death, they will probably come to mourn over me, and you will see them. Be careful lest you offend your elder brothers.”

          
The sons asked her: “How shall we know our elder brothers?”

          
And the mother said: “When I am dead, and the mourning ceremonies are ended, cut my head off. and set it on the outer lintel of the door of the house. Your elder brothers will come some day, when the news of my death reaches them. When they appear before this house, the skull will fall to the ground of its own accord, without being touched. That will be the sign to you that Uetapu and Kaihamu have come to this place.”

          
Presently Hiapoto died, and when the 
tangihanga, the wailing and funeral ceremonies, were at an end, the sons did as they had been bidden. They cut off their mother’s head, and carefully and reverentially treated it in the accustomed manner of the Maori in preserving human heads by means of wood-smoke. Then they set it firmly in place on the outer lintel of the door of the large house.

          
When the word went to Kawhia that Hiapoto had died, the brothers Uetapu and Kaihamu wept at the news of their mother’s end, in that distant land of the Nga-Rauru. Then they called together their people, in order that they might assemble a party to make a ceremonious visit to Waitotara, to lament over their mother in the place of her death. An armed party of one hundred and forty men was selected, and the brothers set forth at the head of their warriors. They journeyed down the coast
              


              through Taranaki, and they came to the Waitotara river, in the country of the Nga-Rauru.

          
When Uetapu and Kaihamu reached the pa in which their half brothers dwelt, they enquired of a man whom they saw there where Hiapoto’s sons Kare-te-Ngu and Kare-te-Wheke lived. (These names are shortened to Ngu and Wheke in the rest of the story. Ngu is the name of that sea-creature the squid, and Wheke is the octopus.)

          
The man pointed out the largest house in the village, and to that 
whare the brothers led their party. When the people in the village saw them going directly to that house they called out to the Kawhia chiefs— who were of course perfect strangers to Nga—Rauru—that the whare was a sacred house. “It is the 
tapu house of Ngu and Wheke,” they cried.

          
As the two brothers approached closely to the front of the house, the head of Hiapoto fell from its place; it fell to the ground. But its fall was not noticed by the people of Nga-Rauru; the warning went unheeded.

          
When the people saw that Kaihamu and Uetapu were about to enter the house, they became vociferous in their protests. “Beware,” they shouted, “do not enter that sacred house of Ngu and Wheke!”

          
Upon this Kaihamu grew angry, and he turned and cried to the Nga-Rauru: “I eat the 
wheke and I eat the 
ngu!”

          
This play upon the names of the Nga-Rauru chiefs was a kanga, a curse. It greatly incensed the people of the village, and they prepared to attack and slay those men of Kawhia, who by this time had all entered the large house.

          
The word went swiftly forth, and from all the Waitotara country hurried warriors to assail the daring men of Tainui. Soon an armed multitude was gathered there, far outnumbering the hundred and forty men who were crowded in that house.

          
Kaihamu now said to his brother Uetapu: “It is for you to make appropriate prayers to the gods, and perform the sacred ceremonies that will enable us to prevail over our enemies.”

          
But Uetapu confessed that the task was beyond his powers. He besought Kaihamu to make appeal to the gods in his extremity: “You alone,” he said, “are the one who can save us.”

          
So Kaihamu began his ritual of appeal to the unseen powers. He picked up the sacred head of his mother, Hiapoto, from the place where
              


              it had fallen in the porch of the house, and brought it inside. Then he made his 
tuahu, his altar, a 
tapu place whereon to lay a sacrifice to the gods; and this is how he made it. He was unable to go outside the 
whare, and so he said: “This is my 
tuahu,” and he held out his hand, with the hollowed palm up.

          
He bade Uetapu kill their dog, which had come with them all the way from Kawhia, and when it was killed, he said: “Take out its heart.” Uetapu did so, and Kaihamu took the heart and placed it in the cupped left hand, which was the 
tuahu; and with the appropriate prayers he offered it to his gods. This was to give efficacy to his appeal for supernatural aid.

          
This being done, Kaihamu called one of his warriors, a man named Tuatangiroa, and said to him: “Take the body of that dog which has been slain, and carry it to Kawhia, and place it on the sacred place at Ahurei, the tuahu of our ancestor Hoturoa, as an oblation to the gods.” Kaihamu thus despatched that man as a messenger, to take the offering to the gods, in appeal for the salvation of the men who were hemmed in by Nga-Rauru.

          
Tuatangiroa left the house by the 
matapihi, the large window, in the front of the 
whare. Kaihamu stood there just inside the window, and stretched his hand outside, repeating a 
karakia; and as he did so his messenger leaped forth.

          
One bound took Tuatangiroa into the middle of the 
marae, the assembly ground in the centre of the 
pa. Another great leap, and he reached the edge of the cliff which bounded the 
marae on that side; a third leap, aided by the magic incantations of his chief, and he was down on the level land at the foot of the cliff. None could stay him, none could overtake him. He was soon in the distance, while the people watched in wonder. He bore with him the 
tapu body of Kaihamu’s dog for far-off Kawhia.

          
So powerful were the prayers and spells of Kaihamu, as he stood there at the window of the house, that the journey to Kawhia was magically shortened for the messenger, just as his steps were magically lengthened. That same day—so goes the tradition—he reached Kawhia. He went to Ahurei, the 
tuahu of Tainui, and there he laid the 
kuri’s body on the sacred place, as Kaihamu had ordered.

          
Now there was put forth the most powerful spell of all. Kaihamu, knowing that by this time the offering had been laid on the altar at Ahurei, repeated his dread 
karakia, reserved for the final effort; and his ancestral spirits and the gods of his tribe aided him, and a magic wave of destruction was launched against his enemies who hemmed him in. He sent forth a
              


              death stroke against the multitude of his foes, and they fell smitten by that mysterious breath of the gods. They perished there in great numbers, and Kaihamu and his warriors left the land of Nga-Rauru unscathed and victorious; and they returned to their homes at Kawhia. To this day a proverbial saying (
pepeha) has come down in memory of that episode in the history of our tribe: “
Ko te waha mana a Kaihamu”—“The powerful and effective utterance of Kaihamu,” in allusion to those so wonderful magic spells which the hero uttered there, in the besieged hall at Waitotara.

          

            

[image: ]
          

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Legends of the Maori

Chapter VIII. — The Story of Tupahau. — The Rival Tohungas And Their Little War



          


          

Chapter VIII.


            The Story of Tupahau.

          

The Rival 
Tohungas And Their Little War.

          
TUPAHAU was the son of Te Urutira, who was the son of Kaihamu and Tuparahaki; and the clan of Tainui, of which he became the warrior chief, was known as Ngati—Mango, after their ancestor. Te Urutira was a man of peace; he loved the life of the food-grower, and he lived at peace with all men. He became noted as an agriculturist, and he had many homes and cultivations on the shores of Kawhia Harbour.

          
Tupahau, like his forefathers of 
ariki rank, was instructed in the priestly lore of the Maori. But there was a man of the Kawhia country who was his rival in 
tohunga knowledge; this man was a chief named Tamure. One day he manned his canoe and crossed the harbour to visit Tupahau, whose home was on the bank of the Rakaunui tidal river. There, in Tupahau’s home, he remained many days. On one of those days—it was the last day of his visit—the two wise men discussed the religion of their people, and they argued with each other as to the correct words of a certain 
karakia, which was called “
Tu—hangaia.” Tupahau disputed one of the words of the prayer as recited by Tamure.

          
This contradiction gave great offence to Tamure, who considered himself a very great authority on the ancient religion; he thought his knowledge of prayers and charms was superior to that of Tupahau. In anger he returned to his home in Rangiahua 
pa, on the north side of the harbour.

          
There, in the meeting-house in the hill fortress, he told his people of the dispute between himself and Tupahau, and of how Tupahau had dared to question his version of the 
karakia, with reference to that one word. There was, he said, only one way to settle that dispute, and to wipe out the affront put upon him by daring to question his recital of the 
karakia. That way was to make war upon Tupahau and slay him.

          
The tribe gathered in Rangiahua approved of this course, and a large war-party was assembled for the purpose of attacking Tupahau in his pa at Rakaunui. It was indeed an army, for our traditions say that it numbered two thousand men.
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At the head of this army Tamure invaded the lands of Tupahau and offered battle. Tupahau wondered at the invasion, and then he found that the cause was his contradiction of his fellow-
tohunga in the matter of the disputed word, in that 
karakia called “
Tu-hangaia.” He had no wish to fight over such a small dispute; he did not consider it a sufficient 
také, a ground for war. So he stood on the parapet of his pa as the army approached, and cried out loudly to Tamure:

          
“Let not there be war between us over this dispute; let us settle it by peaceful talk. Why should blood be shed over so small a matter?”

          
But Tamure was resolved upon war, to assert his superior knowledge of priestcraft. He called to his warriors to advance against the 
pa.

          
Tupahau therefore was compelled reluctantly to defend his home. When he did so, he and his men entered into the battle with great fierceness. He had only one hundred and forty warriors (
hokowhitu) against the two thousand men of Tamure. But these far outnumbered men fought with the utmost resolution and desperation.

          
The battle raged on the open ground below the pa. Tupahau’s heroes fought so well that they quite routed the army of Tamure. The invaders took to flight, after great slaughter, and Tupahau’s warriors pursued them, killing as they went.

          
Tamure fled with his men, and Tupahau gave chase and overtook him. He did not strike him, but grappled with him and brought him down. Tamure expected to be slain, but Tupahau had no desire to kill him. He bit him on the head in token of capture, and said to him: “Now you have seen the bravery of a chieftain’s son.” So saying, he released his rival and permitted him to go free.

          
Peace was made, and remained unbroken between those two men. And from that incident of Tapuhau’s generous treatment of the man who made war on him, the tribe to which he belonged came to be called, in after years, “Ngati—Toa Rangatira,” meaning the tribe of chivalrous and chieftain-like warriors. Tupahau’s grandson was named Toa-Rangatira after this episode, and his descendants and their connections formed the tribe of Ngati—Toa, which achieved such fame under the great Rauparaha.
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Chapter IX.


            Tupahau’s Adventures at Marokopa.

          

The Story of a Fishing Expedition.

          
IT came to pass after these events that Tupahau heard of the great abundance of the 
kahawai fish (
arripis salar) at the mouth of the I Marokopa river, south of Kawhia. He remembered then a certain sacred stone of his ancestors, the stone called Rangipaetaha, which had been taken to the Marokopa by the people of that place, Ngati—Taranga. So he and many of his people arose and prepared to go to the Marokopa, to obtain the teeming fish of that river-mouth. They travelled by the inland path to the upper part of the river.

          
When the tribe of this place, the Ngati—Taranga, heard that some of the people of Kawhia were coming to fish for 
kahawai in their waters they became very angry, and they resolved to waylay them and slay them. They discovered that Tupahau and his fishermen intended coming down the river from the upper part, where they were making canoes, or obtaining those of the local people. So they made flax ropes to obstruct their passage, and they stretched these lines across the river just below the surface of the water. Parties of men were stationed in ambush in the bush on each side of the steep-banked river, ready to haul the ropes taut the instant the canoes were passing over them, and so upset the canoes.

          
Tupahau and his warriors came paddling down the forest-girt stream, and they came to the place, in a narrow gorge, where these ropes were stretched in the water, and the men lying in ambush. But Tupahau was on the alert. He had a premonition of danger ahead, in that country where it was so easy to lay ambuscades, and he divined that the 
tangata whenua, the people of the place, would try to capsize his canoes, and slaughter him and his men in the river gorges.

          
So the Kawhia chief took precautions. He called Rueke, one of his younger brothers, and told him to stand in the bow of the canoe and look out for ropes in the river, and to catch the ropes with his pole and push them out before the canoe as it came to them, so that when the 
tangata whenua hauled on them, to pull them taut, they would swing harmlessly overhead. This Rueke did, and the bowmen in the canoe following him were ready to do likewise. Thus the ambush of the rope—haulers was
              


              

[image: Tupakau’s Canoe Avalanche.]

Tupakau’s Canoe Avalanche.


              


              


              foiled, and Tupahau and his men passed safely through the dangerous places, and reached the mouth of the Marokopa in safety.

          
There, in the tidal waters, the men of 
Kawhia beheld the people of Marokopa netting the 
kahawai in thousands. Those people greeted the newcomers, and when they brought their take of fish to the beach, they gave to Tupahau and his men one hundred and forty fish, which was exactly the number of his party.

          
This niggardly gift of food, from so abundant a haul, was regarded by Tupahau as a very great affront. It was in Maori eyes a deadly insult. For it, he resolved to obtain 
utu. After taking the whole of those fish presented to him—not one was eaten for food—and laying them on the sacred stone at the river mouth, he took some land for himself and his men, and he built a 
pa. This fortified village he built on a high cliff site above the river, at Mangaroa.

          
Tupahau of course knew that he would not be permitted to rest there in peace, and fish for those teeming 
kahawai undisturbed. He prepared for defence against the warriors of Marokopa by building a strong stockade, and by so defending the only way up to the pa from the river that no enemy would be likely to reach the camp. He hauled up his canoes from the river and suspended them by ropes over the track. Then he had each canoe well weighted with stones from the river side. This having been done he and his men awaited the attack they knew must come.

          
When Rakapare and Tamaoho, the leaders of Ngati—Taranga, saw that the 
pa at Mangaroa was completed, and that Tupahau intended holding the land he had taken, they resolved to attack, and eject or slay those interlopers and trespassers. So they assembled in great numbers, and they essayed to carry Tupahau’s pa by storm.

          
The defenders of the cliff-top 
pa watched intently the preparations of the Marokopa warriors for the attack. The advance party of Ngati—Taranga came towards the 
pa, then the main body came closely following them, and they climbed up along the narrow track which led to the village. When they were well under the canoes, suspended there over the trail, held in place only by the ropes, Tupahau gave the order to cut them away. This was done instantly.

          
Down crashed those heavy canoes with their loads of stone right on top of the attackers, who were crowding up the narrow pathway to the main gateway of the 
pa. Canoes and rocks fell on the heads of the storming parties, and so killed many, and injured a great many more.

          
When Tupahau saw the havoc which had been wrought in the ranks of the Marokopa warriors, and the confusion into which the attacking army had been thrown, he ordered his 
hokowhitu to dash out of the 
pa and drive
              


              home an attack. The hundred and forty men of Kawhia rushed down upon the men of Marokopa with spear and club, and slaughtered right and left. They killed many and the rest took to flight, and Tupahau’s men pursued them, slaying many more before the chase was ended.

          
During the pursuit Tupahau caught up to the chiefs Rakapare and Tamaoho. Rakapare, as he ran, called out to Tamaoho, who was ahead, “E, ’Oho, do not run quite so fast!”

          
To this Tamaoho replied in words which have become proverbial among the people: “Fight, he who eats by night; he who eats by day is off!” So Rakapare was left to his fate at the hands of Tupahau, and Tamaoho escaped.

          
Tupahau and his warriors kept up the chase, killing as they went, until they reached the mouth of the Marokopa river. There he approached closely to Ngaawa-purua, one of the chiefs of that place. He poised his hardwood spear, and he cried, “Behold the strength of the 
pairea!” With these words he hurled his spear, and it pierced right through the back of that man of Marokopa as he ran. And with that feat there ended the fighting at the Marokopa.
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Chapter X.


            The Exploits of Toa-Rangatira.

          
ONE great Tainui ancestor, from whom our tribe Ngati—Toa takes its name, was the warrior chief Toa-Rangatira, of Kawhia. He was the son of Korokino. The father was a peaceful character; he disliked strife, and he followed the acts of Rongo, the god of cultivations and the quiet life, in preference to the paths of Tu—mata—uenga, the angry-faced god of war. He became famed for his skill and industry as a grower of food. But his younger brother, Karewa, was a warrior, fond of the excitement of the war-path, and the glory of battle.

          
Toa-Rangatira was the son of Korokino’s old age. He was not brought up by his father, but by a kinsman who was his 
matua-whangai, his adopted father. And in his boyhood he often wondered sadly why his own father had treated him so unkindly by giving him to others to be brought up. He beheld his brother Koroau receiving the father’s favours, and the gifts and food, and the homage of Korokino’s tribes. Presents and honours were bestowed upon Koroau in generous measure, while Toa-Rangatira went without. One day Toa-Rangatira said to his adopted father, “Let us make a food-garden.” The man replied, “But, son, I have no seed of any kind.” “I have a way,” said the boy.

          
So they set to and cleared a goodly space, and when they had dug it for planting, the boy set about getting seed 
kumara to plant in it. He went to the women of his elder brother, who daily frequented the banks of the Marokopa river. They went there to clean their 
kumara with the coarse sand and water. He picked up the broken 
kumara ends which had been thrown aside by the women. The women took compassion on the boy and they asked him, “What are you going to do with those?”

          
Toa-Rangatira replied, “I am keeping these to plant in my garden.” And the women felt exceedingly sorry for him, so they gave him a quantity of whole 
kumara. Several times this was repeated, until the youth had sufficient seed to plant the whole of his garden.

          
And behold, the gods of his grandfather Tupahau blessed his plantation, and lo, it brought forth four hundred baskets of 
kumara; and his food-houses were bountifully stored with provision for the winter.

          


          
A party of visitors came to the Marokopa river on their way from Taranaki to the village of Korokino. They saw Toa-Rangatira catching wild ducks at the mouth of the river. And the travellers asked him, “Where is the home of Korokino and Koroau?” And he said, “Follow me and I will show you.” The strangers followed him; and when they reached his own house he told the adopted parents to get the slaves to prepare food. As a relish he produced the many ducks that he had caught.

          
It was not long before word came to his father’s ears of the skill and industry of the young man, and of the way he had treated the strangers. This greatly pleased the old man, and he said, “Ah! he has learnt the art of attracting men to himself, while still very young.” And when the people saw that he was a generous and thoughtful boy, they became divided; a section remained under the leadership of Korokino and Koroau, and a part decided to follow Toa-Rangatira.

          
There was another happening which indicated the superior acumen and intelligence of young Toa-Rangatira. One day his brother Koroau called upon the people to assist him in building a fine house, for which they procured some suitable timber from the forest. Toa-Rangatira, too, resolved to build a house. Before doing so, he watched his elder brother’s people at their work, and he said to Koroau, “That ridge-pole is too long; it will overlap at the end, and thus it will look ugly. I would advise you to make it a little shorter.”

          
The unsuspecting Koroau did as he was counselled; he did not realise that it was such things as this that would make him subservient to his cunning brother.

          
As soon as Toa-Rangatira saw the ridge-pole of his brother’s house cut as he advised, he straightway went home and set to at the building of his own house. When it was being built the people saw that it was a great deal larger than that of his brother, for the ridge-pole was much longer than the one which Koroau had cut in accordance with his crafty counsel.

          
But here the Maori gods intervened, for one cannot so trick another with impunity; and it may be that Koroau, in his annoyance, invoked his atua against his brother. For when Toa—Rangatira’s ridge-pole was placed in position, and left there for the roofing of the house to be done, it was found next morning that the gods had set it on the ground again. This occurred several times, and caused a great deal of fear and wonder amongst the people. At last Toa-Rangatira called upon Uenuku-tumanoa, a grandson of Haumia, and a high 
tohunga, to aid him. Sacrifices of dogs were offered up to the gods; and the appropriate prayers were recited. It was only then that the ridge-pole was allowed by the 
atua-Maori to remain undisturbed in its position, and so the house was finished.
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And when Korokino saw that even the gods were conciliated, and consented to assist his younger son, he blessed Toa-Rangatira. And two young women, whose names were Manahaki, Tuhorotini’s daughter, and Parehounuku, Kahoupake’s daughter, whom he had intended to give to Koroau as wives, he gave instead to that bold young man Toa-Rangatira.

          

            

[image: ]
          

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Legends of the Maori

Chapter XI. — The Career of Kawharu



          


          

Chapter XI.


            The Career of Kawharu.

          
IN the time of Toa-Rangatira’s manhood there lived a man by the name of Tuhorotini, the father of Manahaki, the wife of Toa-Rangatira. He was a descendant of Tuirirangi. He lived at Rangiahua, the home of his ancestor, Hoturoa, at Kawhia. There was also another man, one Tuahu-mahina; he, too, was a descendant of Tuirirangi; he was a great chief. In those days it got noised abroad that a very beautiful garment had just been made at the Waipa. And when Tuahu-mahina heard this, he sent his slave to procure that garment. But when the slave reached the Waipa and went to the owner of the mat, this man would not part with it. Some time afterwards the Kawhia chief Pakaua also heard about this rare garment, and so he went to Waipa to obtain it for himself, if he could. He was successful, and returned to his home wearing the most coveted cloak. There was a chief named Te Kanawa, who, on hearing that Pakaua had got possession of that garment, went to Tuahu-mahina and said to him, “O Tuahu-mahina, your prestige has been lowered by your younger relative Pakaua, because he has been able to obtain that which has been denied to you.” The thought of this made Tuahu-mahina very angry.

          
Te Kanawa went on to Kawhia to see Pakaua and his warrior sons. When he reached Kawhia he asked Kawharu, the son of Pakaua, “What is the food in your sea of Kawhia?” Kawharu replied, “Fish.”

          
And Te Kanawa said, “Fish is nothing, it is but the son of the wind.”

          
Again Kawharu answered and said, “
Pipi” (shellfish).

          
Te Kanawa said, “Who knows whether it compares with the 
koura (crayfish) and the food that cooks readily?”

          
Kawharu again said, “The koura cannot be compared with the 
pipi.”

          
Kawharu now perceived that Te Kanawa was seeking an excuse for a quarrel. Te Kanawa said to him, “Send a man to get some 
pipi and 
koura” When the man returned Te Kanawa caused a fire to be lit; and when it was blazing well he took a crayfish and gave Kawharu a 
pipi. He said to Kawharu, “We will both put these on the fire at the same time and see whose will be cooked first.”

          
As soon as Te Kanawa put his 
koura into the fire he called out and said, “Mine has turned red.”

          


          
Kawharu exclaimed, “Mine has been eaten.” This incident filled Te Kanawa with wrath. He declared that he had been insulted and cursed by Kawharu; and he returned to Tuahu-mahina, and called for vengeance on his enemy. The allies gathered their people together and with that war-party marched to extirpate the family of Pakaua. The unsuspecting chief and his family were surprised in their pa by the Ngati-te-ariari. Pakaua and his son Kawharu and two other sons escaped by night. During the journey the old man became exhausted, and said to his children, “Go on and save yourselves; what matters it if I die?” So they hid the old man in a thick flax bush by the side of a cliff; and they pressed their noses to his in farewell, and sorrowfully left their father to his fate. The war party was hot in chase of them. Early in the morning the pursuers came to the place where the old man was hidden. A man of the war party happened to look up, and he noticed the faint steam rising into the frosty air from the flax bush by the trail side. It was the breath of the old man Pakaua. The keen-eyed scout searched and found the old chief, and they killed him. They knew then that Kawharu and his younger brethren had escaped.

          
Kawharu and his brothers went to Te Totara, where Puoro-oro lived; this man was the brother of Koata, Kawharu’s mother. That old man wept over his nephews, and for their father; and when he had ended his weeping, he said to Kawharu, “Where are you and your brothers going?”

          
“We are going to the east,” replied Kawharu, “to the people of my parent Ngaere.”

          
Puoro-oro said, “Do not go there. Remain with me. Behold the Pa Ngaio which stands on Moeatoa mountain. I am descended from Hinekapua, the maid of the clouds.”

          
And Kawharu and his younger brothers remained with Puoro-oro; and presently they all migrated to Harihari. This was the second time that Kawhia had been troubled by evil deeds and bloodshed.

          
When Toa-Rangatira, Tara-matarau, Tara-mangungu, Tetewai and their people, the Ngati-Mango tribe, heard of Pakaua’s death at the hands of Ngati-Tuirirangi, they went to visit Kawharu and his brothers, to condole with them over the slaying of their father. They assembled at Waihekura, and from there they marched to Kawhia to engage Ngati-Tuirirangi in battle. When they arrived at Kawhia they found that all their fortified villages were occupied by Ngati-Tuirirangi. Kawharu scouted cautiously to a certain spring of water which flows from the high fortress hill, Motungaio. That spring flowing into the harbour is called “Te Puta-o-Koata”; it was named after Koata, his mother.

          
There the young warrior lay in ambush, in the bushes, and killed the people who came down from the fortress hill to get water. They found
            


            that somebody was killing their water-drawers; they saw that blood stained the water of the little stream further down on the beach. Straightway they knew that it must be Kawharu. Ngati-Tuirirangi then searched for Kawharu, and they chased him from place to place. All the time he was drawing them on to the war party of Toa-Rangatira, lying in ambush at Okura. Then the orders were given for battle. Mangaauika, Kawharu’s younger brother, saw that the place of honour would be taken by the Ngati-Mango, and he called out to Tara-mangungu and Tetewai, “I cannot agree to the forefront of my battle being taken by the 
Toro-umu-karaka” (an oven of green 
karaka berries).

          
When Toa-Rangatira heard that shout, he cried out to his brothers to retire, and to let the eager chief and his warriors take the place of honour in the fight.

          
By this time the two parties had joined battle. Kawharu’s people were sorely pressed by Ngati-Tuirirangi, and many fell. A hundred of Kawharu’s men were killed, and one of these was the impetuous young Mangaauika. Kawharu and Te Wheke retreating, were pursued right up to where Toa-Rangatira and his people lay on the ground, waiting to leap into the fray. Ngati-Tuirirangi came charging on, imagining victory was theirs. Toa-Rangatira gave the signal, and up leaped his men. With his spear he pierced an enemy, and Kawharu jumped forth to despatch the man who writhed on the 
toa’s spear. Toa-Rangatira pushed him aside with the butt of his weapon, and said to him, “Leave the man of the green 
karaka oven to me.” Kawharu felt ashamed of his action and the rebuff, and went to the rear of the army.

          
Toa-Rangatira’s brothers Tara-matarau, Tara-mangungu, and Tetewai, engaged the enemy valiantly, and vanquished them. Toa-Rangatira mean while had followed behind, and his voice was heard urging his men on to the fight. He cried loud boasts of his ancestor Hinatau; he encouraged his brothers by shouting to them, “Cut them down ! Clear our plantations, the garden of the sons of Hinatau.”

          
Ngati-Tuirirangi were badly beaten in this great battle, and ToaRangatira and his army returned to their homes at Waihekura, Harihari, and Marokopa.

          
But Ngati-Tuirirangi brooded over their defeat, and determined to avenge themselves on Toa-Rangatira.

          
They marched to Marokopa, and surprised Toa-Rangatira’s home by night, and killed Hounuku, his son. And when certain warriors named Wahieroa, Haetu and Maki heard that Hounuku had been killed, they went to Taranaki to their relatives there to obtain assistance. Toa-Rangatira heard what they had done, and he and his people retired to the mountains to
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            gather food for the army. When they reached Te Kaweka they told Tukutahi, Rehetaia, Whakapaki, Te Awaroa, and the chiefs of Ngati-Mutunga what had happened to Hounuku; and this filled Ngati-Mutunga with indignation against Ngati-Tuirirangi. The names of the battles fought have been handed down to us. They were Te Moana-waipu, Pohoetangehe, and Te Keukeukeua.

          
The remnant of Ngati-Tuirirangi left that territory, and went further north, and the land they had occupied became vacant. So Kawharu and his younger brother went to live at the ancestral home, Rangiahua, above Kawhia’s waters. Kawharu married Waikauri, the daughter of his ally Toa-Rangatira; and so the words of Puoro-oro were fulfilled. As for the allies from Taranaki, when victory had been won they returned to Taranaki to their homes.
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Chapter XII.


            Utu: a Story of Retribution.

          

The Last Fight of Taituha.

          
AT this period, in Toa-Rangatira’s time, a certain woman of his tribe, one Kahukino, married a man by the name of Taituha, of the Parekarau tribe. They lived on the beach at Awakino, on the West Coast, near the Mokau, with the husband’s people. One day a relative of Kahukino called in to see her; the man’s name was Pahautakere. As soon as an opportunity offered Taituha killed him.

          
When Toa-Rangatira heard that Pahautakere had wantonly been murdered, he immediately despatched a messenger to Kawharu to come to join forces with him in seeking 
utu—revenge, payment—for his relative. Kawharu did so, and the united parties attacked the 
pa. They stormed the defences and rushed in, killing all in their way.

          
Taituha, as soon as he saw his village taken, jumped over the fence of the 
pa to escape, but Kawharu chased and caught him, and brought him to Toa-Rangatira. The moment he saw Toa-Rangatira the captive knew his days were numbered. So he began to farewell the tides and shores of his home. “O ye tides of Rapa!” he chanted in his death song.

          
His captors said to him, “What are the foods of your ocean that you are lamenting?” A man named Tai-te-whare replied, “
He paua kai angatahi, he papaka tai horahia auahi tokarakara,” meaning “The haliotis of but one shell, the crabs spread by the tides and made savoury by fire, whose flavour long remains on the palate.”

          
And those leaders of the army asked Tai-te-whare who would seek for payment for his death. To this Taituha replied:

          

            
“Taka rakau utu mo Tai,


            
Mate ki te wai hei utu mo Tai,


            
Wera i te ahi hei utu mo Tai,


            
Taka i te pari hei utu mo Tai,


            
Mate taua hei utu mo Tai,


            
Mate kongenge hei utu mo Tai,


            
Nga mate katoa hei utu mo Taituha.”
            

            


          

            
“Death by falling off a tree to avenge Tai;


            
Death by drowning to avenge Tai;


            
Death by fire to avenge Tai;


            
Death by falling over a cliff to avenge Tai;


            
Death by a war-party to avenge Tai;


            
Death by old age to avenge Tai;


            
All kinds of death to avenge Tai.”
          

          
The victor chiefs spoke again, and said to Taituha, “You are a man of renown in warfare; let us see you in action.”

          
“I have no weapon,” said Taituha.

          
So they gave him his old beloved 
pouwhenua, a hardwood broadsword with the butt-end sharp like a spear. Taituha sprang forth, weapon in hand, exhibiting the art and fine points of the handling of a 
pouwhenua. He was of a mind to kill the old warrior, Toa-Rangatira, or Kawharu, or both; but he could not get near enough to them. But he got close to Paraua, and with one stroke of his weapon he killed his man. Then his foes rushed at him, and he was slain; and he lay there with his loved weapon tightly gripped in his hands.

          
The land from the Awakino river to the mouth of the Kawhia harbour Toa-Rangatira took for his own; and the land on the other side, as far as Rangiahua, was in the hands of his son-in-law, Kawharu. Such was the fruit of victory.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Legends of the Maori

Chapter XIII. — The Adventures of Maki. — The Destruction of the Mounuhia Tribe



          


          

Chapter XIII.


            The Adventures of Maki.

          

The Destruction of the Mounuhia Tribe.

          
THIS is the tradition of the travels and warrior exploits of the chief Maki, who was a friend and ally of Toa-Rangatira. He travelled from Taranaki to Kawhia, and on the way he reached Nukuhakari, where the tribe Mounuhia were living. Now Maki became very hungry and he saw a 
karaka tree with ripe berries; so he climbed up the tree, and began to eat the pulp of the ripe berries. When the people of the pa beheld him eating up there in that tree, they uttered a curse and said :

          
“Who’s that yonder, eating 
karaka berries like a bird? Leave those berries; they are the nits of your head.”

          
When Maki heard this, he climbed down and went on to Marokopa, to Toa-Rangatira, and told that chief of it.

          
“When I came to Nukuhakari I felt hungry,” he said, “so, seeing some 
karaka berries, I ate them; and I heard the words of a man, ‘who is that eating 
karaka berries like a bird? Leave those 
karaka; they are the nits of your head.’ “When Toa-Rangatira heard this he said :

          
“Those people are continually wishful to kill and eat us. Very well, let us give them all the trouble they desire.”

          
So Toa-Rangatira and his warriors, and Maki, once more marched forth upon the trail of battle. They went to Nukuhakari, and they appeared before the fortified village of the Mounuhia tribe. When these people beheld his war-party, they rushed out of their stockade, and charged upon their foes. But Toa and his men fell upon the Mounuhia with such desperate vigour that they defeated them utterly. Not only did they defeat them merely; they slaughtered the whole of them. So the Mounuhia were exterminated and their name was henceforth but a memory.

          
Toa-Rangatira and his followers took possession of their land at Nukuhakari.

          
Maki now determined to pay his sister Kaka a visit. She was married to a chief of the Ngati-Tahinga tribe, who lived at Karahea, at the mouth of the Waikato River. He stayed at that place a while, then he went on to the Manukau. He had a war-party with him, and he killed Whauwhau there and his people. This battlefield was on the plain near the Manukau,
              


              and that is why that place is called Tamaki to-day. He went to the Waitemata, and conquered the people on the shore of that harbour. There is a proverb, “
Te ipu kura a Maki” (the red bowl of Maki) which commemorates that conquest. Maki next went to Kaipara, and overcame some of the tribes living there. This is why one of the tribes in that district has been called “
Te Kawerau a Maki.”

          
After these valiant doings the warrior and his band returned to Kawhia. When he reached the pa where lived the remnants of the defeated Ngati-Tuirirangi, they invited him to stay with them a while. They pretended to be friendly, and they took him unawares, and murdered him and some of his men. And that was the end of the great warrior Maki.
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Chapter XIV.


            The Conquests of Karewa.

            
WHEN the warrior chief Maki was so treacherously slain by the Ngati-Tuirirangi tribe, those of his men who escaped went straight on to Kawharu at Kawhia, and to the old chief Toa-Rangatira at Marokopa. They found Toa-Rangatira exceedingly ill. That chief wept for his elder brother Maki.

            
When Karewa heard of Maki’s death, and of Toa-Rangatira’s illness, and his grief for Maki, the thought came to him that, if Maki’s death were long in being avenged, Toa-Rangatira would grieve even unto death. So he went to Taranaki, to his relatives Tukutahi, Reketaia, and the rest of the Ngati-Mutunga; and when they came to Marokopa, Karewa sent a man to get Tupahau’s 
taiaha, which was in Toa-Rangatira’s possession; it was a weapon of fame and great 
mana. Having obtained it, he and his Taranaki force marched upon Ngati-Tuirirangi and put them to rout. Only two of the principal men escaped; their names were Honohono-iho and Honohonoake. Karewa went in pursuit of these men from place to place; and they escaped from each 
pa he took. From one place to another he pursued them, even to the north, in the Ngapuhi territory. When they reached Ngapuhi, the tribal leaders there asked them about the prowess of Karewa. They replied, “
E puta ana a Karewa, huna ki Tangihua; he anga kainga e hokia” (Should Karewa appear and show fight, hide in the Tangihua mountains. An empty home can always be occupied). They meant that Ngapuhi should lie in ambush there, and when an opportunity came they should fall on Karewa and slaughter him and his men.

            
To this the chiefs of Ngapuhi replied, saying, “
E puta mai ia nga toretore o Waihi raua ko Kaitarau.”

            
Karewa appeared in that country and the men again urged Ngapuhi to attack him at Tangihua. But Ngapuhi would not listen to their proposal to lie in ambush, or to retreat to the forests; they were anxious to try conclusions with Karewa in the open, seeing that he had only a small war-party of one hundred and forty. While Ngapuhi were getting into battle array, Karewa, with great expedition, fell upon them. And so fierce was the onslaught that Ngapuhi were demoralised, and their army utterly routed. The 
morehu (remnants) escaped to the mountains with Honohonoiho and Honohonoake. And then, having vanquished all in their path,
            


            Karewa thought that it was time that he returned to his home. So he ceased his warlike advance in the land of the north, and marched back to Kawhia.

          

          

            

The Story of a Fictitious Curse.

            
In the days when the young chief Karewa lived at Rangiahua there were two men named Taongaiwi and Mirakorehe, who dwelt at Taungatara. One of the occupations of these men was to make nets for fishing. Taongaiwi and Mirakorehe were making their net on a sacred day—at least it was sacred to those who lived in those times—because it was appointed for stretching the nets. Two men, Iroiro and Kakawera, journeyed from Te Kaharoa to Taungatara, and they were not invited to the village. This slight made them very angry, and they went on and complained of it to Karewa at Rangahua 
pa. To Karewa they said, in malice, “We went to Taungatara, and there we heard something derogatory to yourself uttered by Mirakorehe. He said, in effect, that the ropes of the seine of his net were the hairs of the head of Karewa, and the floats of his nets were the top-knot of Karewa’s head, and the fat of the 
moki fish was the fat of your inside.” This was a falsehood. The utterances which they put into the man’s mouth were a serious 
kanga, a curse, and Karewa was grievously offended thereat. So angry was he that he gathered an army and marched against Haumia and Taongaiwi, whose five fenced 
pas were taken. Taongaiwi fled and lived at Te Karu-o-te-whenua (upper Mokau country), where he remained for many years. This was the first great war expedition in Kawhia.

            
Afterwards Taongaiwi went to the tribe of his mother, in Taranaki, where he got together a large war-party, and came back and conquered those who had vanquished his people; and so he regained his ancestral home.
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Karewa appeared in that country and the men again urged Ngapuhi to attack him at Tangihua. But Ngapuhi would not listen to their proposal to lie in ambush, or to retreat to the forests; they were anxious to try conclusions with Karewa in the open, seeing that he had only a small war-party of one hundred and forty. While Ngapuhi were getting into battle array, Karewa, with great expedition, fell upon them. And so fierce was the onslaught that Ngapuhi were demoralised, and their army utterly routed. The 
morehu (remnants) escaped to the mountains with Honohonoiho and Honohonoake. And then, having vanquished all in their path,
            


            Karewa thought that it was time that he returned to his home. So he ceased his warlike advance in the land of the north, and marched back to Kawhia.
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The Story of a Fictitious Curse.

            
In the days when the young chief Karewa lived at Rangiahua there were two men named Taongaiwi and Mirakorehe, who dwelt at Taungatara. One of the occupations of these men was to make nets for fishing. Taongaiwi and Mirakorehe were making their net on a sacred day—at least it was sacred to those who lived in those times—because it was appointed for stretching the nets. Two men, Iroiro and Kakawera, journeyed from Te Kaharoa to Taungatara, and they were not invited to the village. This slight made them very angry, and they went on and complained of it to Karewa at Rangahua 
pa. To Karewa they said, in malice, “We went to Taungatara, and there we heard something derogatory to yourself uttered by Mirakorehe. He said, in effect, that the ropes of the seine of his net were the hairs of the head of Karewa, and the floats of his nets were the top-knot of Karewa’s head, and the fat of the 
moki fish was the fat of your inside.” This was a falsehood. The utterances which they put into the man’s mouth were a serious 
kanga, a curse, and Karewa was grievously offended thereat. So angry was he that he gathered an army and marched against Haumia and Taongaiwi, whose five fenced 
pas were taken. Taongaiwi fled and lived at Te Karu-o-te-whenua (upper Mokau country), where he remained for many years. This was the first great war expedition in Kawhia.

            
Afterwards Taongaiwi went to the tribe of his mother, in Taranaki, where he got together a large war-party, and came back and conquered those who had vanquished his people; and so he regained his ancestral home.
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Chapter XV.


            The Warrior Tale of Marangai-Paroa


            And His Sons.

          



            
WHEN the warrior chief Toa-Rangatira died, at South Kawhia, his son, Marangai-paroa, was the leading chief of that country. For a long time he lived in peace with his neighbours. It was not till after the births of his sons Te-Maunu, Kimihia, Tuhaha, Te Haunga, and their sister Te Aka-ma-puhia, that Marangai-paroa engaged in warfare. It came about in this way.

            
A high chief of the Ngati-Raukawa tribe, Au-turaroa by name, was killed by the Ngati-Terangi tribe; and whenever the Ngati-Raukawa and the Ngati-Maru of 
Hauraki went to avenge Au-turaroa’s death, the Ngati-Terangi would come out of their forts and defeat them. They were always shattered, and forced to fly. Many times did the Ngati-Raukawa and the Ngati-Maru essay to vanquish Ngati-Terangi; but each time that tribe of Tauranga was victorious.

            
There was a man of Ngati-Raukawa named Koroua-puta, who thought his tribe would never be able to avenge the death of Au-turaroa. In his efforts to secure assistance he journeyed to Kawhia, to see Marangai-paroa. When Koroua-puta met this son of Toa-Rangatira he told him of Au-turaroa’s death, and made request of him to march with a war-party and avenge it.

            
Marangai-paroa wept long and bitterly when he heard of Au-turaroa’s death; he greatly sorrowed for him, for he was a kinsman. And when he had ended his lamentation he said to Koroua-puta, “You return; I will follow you.” At that reply Koroua-puta thought Marangai-paroa would sound the battle-cry amongst the whole of his people along the west coast; and so he returned with content to his home at Maungatautari. He went by way of the Waipa valley, and on his way he found Tangaroa-meke and his people engaged in cultivating the soil. The chief said to Koroua-puta, “Behold the industry of my people, laying up stores of food to keep their bodies nourished in time of winter!”

            
Koroua-puta replied, “
E Tangaroa-meke kei uta; kei tai te pakanga.” By this he meant, “O Tangaroa-meke, your fame for food cultivation has spread over the land; but the battle is by the sea.” He said this because
            


            Tangaroa-meke was a blood relation of Au-turaroa’s, and the Waipa chief did not show any love for his relative who had been killed.

            
Koroua-puta continued his journey, and at length came to his home, in the land of the Ngati-Raukawa at Maungatautari. He immediately ordered his people to prepare large quantities of food for Marangai-paroa’s army—which he expected from Kawhia—such foods as eels, preserved pigeons, 
kumara, and taro.

            
After Koroua-puta’s departure from Kawhia, Marangai-paroa called his own sons and blood relations together, and assembled a war-party of a hundred and forty picked men, who marched with him to Maungatautari. When the Ngati-Raukawa saw so small a band of fighters, they felt disappointed and contemptuous, and they withheld the food which they had prepared for Marangai-paroa’s expected army.

            
The day soon came when the avengers marched to engage the Ngati-Terangi in battle. Ngati-Raukawa and Ngati-Maru both said to Marangai-paroa, “What is the use of you going to fight the Ngati-Terangi with such a small band? Those foes of ours are a very numerous people.”

            
Marangai-paroa replied to them with a proverb, “
Ahakoa ahau he itiiti pokerekere tuku mai i runga o Moeatoa, tena koe e kite.” (Though I am but a small cloud passing over the mountain Moeatoa, you will see). He and his men then went on to Rungaterangi, and the Ngati-Raukawa and Ngati-Maru followed, very much perturbed.

            
When the warriors of Tauranga saw the approaching war-party they came out of their 
pa to assail Marangai-paroa. The chief of Kawhia gazed intently on that great army of Tauranga warriors: indeed, its people seemed to be numberless. Again the chiefs of Ngati-Raukawa spoke to him of the huge array of foes. They said to him, “Behold the crabs of Rangataua. It is impossible for you to bewitch them. Discretion is the path of wisdom. Go home; if you go on you will never return.”

            
And Marangai-paroa answered them, “
He ahakoa, iti te whetu ki runga ki te rangi, nui pokekeao uhia kia ngaro e kore e ngaro” (Though the stars may be few in the heavens, and a cloud ever so great, the stars can never be obliterated). So he arranged the battle order of the small band. Forty men he sent to support his two sons, Haunga and Tuhaha. Some he disposed under himself and his other sons.

            
Haunga, and now Tuhaha, bravely engaged the Ngati-Terangi. Tuhaha called out to his younger brother Haunga, and said, “Be careful, so that we may see our parents and brothers again.”

            
Haunga would not listen; he became reckless, and went on dashing at the foe, and slaying right and left. When Te Haunga’s followers saw
            


            his desperate valour, they, too, became desperate men. They slaughtered the Ngati-Terangi, whose head chief, Tumakairoro, was killed.

            
When the Ngati-Raukawa realised that their hated enemies Ngati-Terangi had been conquered by Marangai-paroa and his small band, they were filled with shame, but with admiration for the Kawhia men. So they gave the young woman Kahurangi to Marangai-paroa for a wife for his gallant son Haunga. Marangai-paroa then returned with his sons and his clansmen to Kawhia.

            
The fame of Marangai-paroa’s victorious exploits rang throughout the land. The Waikato people now sent to Kawhia for help. They requested the chief to come and avenge the death of a warrior named Nukuraerae. This Nukuraerae was a relative of Marangai-paroa; and the chieftain of Kawhia wept and lamented his death, for Marangai-paroa’s mother, Parehounuku, was of that particular tribe of the Waikato. So he and his sons and his people again went out on the war-path. They marched to Waikato; they followed up the foe; they killed those who had caused the death of Nukuraerae.

            
The Waikato people then gave Tira-purua to Marangai-paroa for a wife for his son Haunga. Tira-purua was the daughter of Whare-tipeti, elder brother of Tapaue, who was the grandparent of Potatau te Whero-whero, the first Maori king, who died in 1860.

          

          

            


            

Pomare’s Genealogy

            

              
THE following 
whakapapa or genealogical list gives the direct descent of Sir 
Maui Pomare from Polynesian ancestors, going back to a period about eight hundred years ago. The first eight names of the 
whakapapa are those of successive chiefs who lived in Tahiti. The celebrated Kaihamu, whose wife was Tuparahaki, is sixteenth on the list; the romantic story of this pair of ancestors is given in this history. Each name on the list represents a generation, equivalent to a period of twenty-five years.
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Genealogy of the Chieftainess Tuparahaki.


                (Aotea and Tainui Lines.)
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Rauparaha’s Expeditions.

            
WITH the assistance of Takaratai, Rauparaha and Te Atiawa originally came to Kapiti. This expedition of Ngapuhi reached the Ngatimaru tribe, which was overcome. They proceeded till they came to Whanganui, and there they took the village of Purua. After this conflict they continued their journey along the coast till they reached Waikanae. It was then that Rauparaha first saw Kapiti Island. They went on to Pukerua, where they had a battle with the Ngati-Kahuhunu. When they got to Rimurapa Tuwhare lost some of his canoes, but those which kept near the shore reached Parangarehu (Pencarrow Head) in safety, where the army decided to meet. From there they went on to Wairarapa and engaged the natives of that place in a severe conflict in which the Ngapuhi suffered defeat. The chief Te Karu, with fifty fighting-men, was lost.

            
After this defeat peace was declared, but the Ngapuhi were not satisfied till they had another battle with the Ngati-Kahuhunu, where they were outnumbered to such an extent that they (Ngapuhi) had to give up all hopes of conquering them and thus they returned to their home, leaving Te Atiawa at Taranaki and the Ngati-Toa at Kawhia.

            
Waikato made a raid on the Ngati-Toa at Kawhia shortly after, but were repulsed, and then the great expedition which was called the Amiowhenua took place, Tukorehu, Kukutai, Totara-i-ahua and Te Kawau being the chiefs. They came by way of Port Ahuriri and fought along the coast through Wairarapa, Whanganui-a-Tara (Wellington), Waikanae, Otaki, Manawatu, Rangitikei, Wanganui and Ngati-Ruanui. The Ngati-Ruanui engaged and repulsed them after a terrible conflict, hence the song of lament, “
Tenei ka noho kapakapa tu ana te tau o taku manawa ki aku tamariki.” After the Waikato were repulsed they proceeded to Waitara and there remained.

            
Rauparaha with the Ngati-Toa came to Te Kaweka, where they heard that the Waikato, under Pehi Korehu and the Ngati-Whatua, were waiting for them at Waitara. Te Atiawa and Ngati-Toa then besieged Waikato and Waikato were driven out at Ngapuketurua. The great chief Te Mahia was killed in this engagement. During the night Waikato escaped to Pukerangiora by a very clever ruse. They left a few men in front of the hill at night to engage in singing war-songs while the main army escaped at the back. The song they sang was: “
E to ana tona waka ia te kumukumu” etc. Next day Te Atiawa followed the Waikato and at Te Raihe-poaka they
              


              engaged the enemy and utterly routed the Waikato hosts, who left their great chiefs Taiki, Titiri and Te Koraha as dead on the field of battle. One chief on our side, Hina by name, belonging to the Otaraua section, was killed. It was here that our forces first heard of the great relief party Te Wherowhero, Te Kanawa, Mama, Hiakai and Aupokia were bringing. When they reached Mimi our advance guard engaged them in conflict and our men, to the number of twenty, were killed, but the day following the whole army was engaged. Then Te Pokaitara killed the first man, whose name was Kahukahu. After that there was a general rout of the Waikato. Our men followed them up and kept harassing them as they were fighting a rearguard action. By the time they reached the chief Te Wherowhero and his reserves 100 men or more were killed on their side. The great chief Mama was killed by Koihua and Te Matoha killed Hiakai and Hori.

            
The battle raged round Te Wherowhero, and when he saw his men perishing round him he called out to 
Te Rauparaha: “
E Raha, he aha to koha kia au?” (“O Rauparaha, what is your gift for me?”)

            
Rauparaha answered in the words which have now become a proverb: “Do not go by the under side for there the lower jaw stands, nor yet go by the upper side, for there the upper jaw is ready to spring and come down upon the lower jaw,” meaning that if he went either by the shore or up into the mountains he would run into an ambush, because a party of Te Atiawa was already there waiting and harassing Pehi Korehu. Thus ended these conflicts for a season.

*

            
When Rauparaha knew that all his defeats had been avenged and wiped out and his fame had gone forth as a great warrior, he then went back and tried to persuade his own people, the Ngati-Raukawa at Mangatautari, and the Arawa to migrate to Kapiti with him. They refused to have anything to do with him and his mad ideas, so he came back to his other tribe, the Atiawa, and asked them to come with him and bring the Ngati-Toa to Kapiti. The burden of his thoughts were expressed in a song.

            
Then the great chiefs of the Atiawa tribe met together and finally decided that they would come with him. These were the names of the chiefs who went with him on his first visit to Kapiti:

            

Ngatimutunga hapu: Pomare Ngatata, 
Te Waka Tiwai, Pakaiahi (Manukonga), Te Matoha, Patukawenga, Ketu, Wharepoaka.

            

Ngatihinetuhi hapu: Rangikatata, Ngarewa, Pito, Te Hara, Ru, Henare Ngahoti, Koro.

            

Otaraua hapu: Rautahi.

            


            

Kaitangata hapu: Tuhata Patuhiki, Te Karu, Tumokemoke, Te Ika a kape, Ranginohokau.

            

Manukorihi hapu: Reretawhangawhanga, 
Wiremu Kingi, Tatairau, Pakaiahi, Manuparenga.

            

Ngatituaho hapu: Tamaranga, Hamiora Hotu, Taikarekare, Wharerau, Piti, Poki (wahine), Pohe Waiehuehu.

          







        



* This battle, known as Te Motunui, was fought in the year 1821.
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WHEN the warrior chief Toa-Rangatira died, at South Kawhia, his son, Marangai-paroa, was the leading chief of that country. For a long time he lived in peace with his neighbours. It was not till after the births of his sons Te-Maunu, Kimihia, Tuhaha, Te Haunga, and their sister Te Aka-ma-puhia, that Marangai-paroa engaged in warfare. It came about in this way.

            
A high chief of the Ngati-Raukawa tribe, Au-turaroa by name, was killed by the Ngati-Terangi tribe; and whenever the Ngati-Raukawa and the Ngati-Maru of 
Hauraki went to avenge Au-turaroa’s death, the Ngati-Terangi would come out of their forts and defeat them. They were always shattered, and forced to fly. Many times did the Ngati-Raukawa and the Ngati-Maru essay to vanquish Ngati-Terangi; but each time that tribe of Tauranga was victorious.

            
There was a man of Ngati-Raukawa named Koroua-puta, who thought his tribe would never be able to avenge the death of Au-turaroa. In his efforts to secure assistance he journeyed to Kawhia, to see Marangai-paroa. When Koroua-puta met this son of Toa-Rangatira he told him of Au-turaroa’s death, and made request of him to march with a war-party and avenge it.

            
Marangai-paroa wept long and bitterly when he heard of Au-turaroa’s death; he greatly sorrowed for him, for he was a kinsman. And when he had ended his lamentation he said to Koroua-puta, “You return; I will follow you.” At that reply Koroua-puta thought Marangai-paroa would sound the battle-cry amongst the whole of his people along the west coast; and so he returned with content to his home at Maungatautari. He went by way of the Waipa valley, and on his way he found Tangaroa-meke and his people engaged in cultivating the soil. The chief said to Koroua-puta, “Behold the industry of my people, laying up stores of food to keep their bodies nourished in time of winter!”

            
Koroua-puta replied, “
E Tangaroa-meke kei uta; kei tai te pakanga.” By this he meant, “O Tangaroa-meke, your fame for food cultivation has spread over the land; but the battle is by the sea.” He said this because
            


            Tangaroa-meke was a blood relation of Au-turaroa’s, and the Waipa chief did not show any love for his relative who had been killed.

            
Koroua-puta continued his journey, and at length came to his home, in the land of the Ngati-Raukawa at Maungatautari. He immediately ordered his people to prepare large quantities of food for Marangai-paroa’s army—which he expected from Kawhia—such foods as eels, preserved pigeons, 
kumara, and taro.

            
After Koroua-puta’s departure from Kawhia, Marangai-paroa called his own sons and blood relations together, and assembled a war-party of a hundred and forty picked men, who marched with him to Maungatautari. When the Ngati-Raukawa saw so small a band of fighters, they felt disappointed and contemptuous, and they withheld the food which they had prepared for Marangai-paroa’s expected army.

            
The day soon came when the avengers marched to engage the Ngati-Terangi in battle. Ngati-Raukawa and Ngati-Maru both said to Marangai-paroa, “What is the use of you going to fight the Ngati-Terangi with such a small band? Those foes of ours are a very numerous people.”

            
Marangai-paroa replied to them with a proverb, “
Ahakoa ahau he itiiti pokerekere tuku mai i runga o Moeatoa, tena koe e kite.” (Though I am but a small cloud passing over the mountain Moeatoa, you will see). He and his men then went on to Rungaterangi, and the Ngati-Raukawa and Ngati-Maru followed, very much perturbed.

            
When the warriors of Tauranga saw the approaching war-party they came out of their 
pa to assail Marangai-paroa. The chief of Kawhia gazed intently on that great army of Tauranga warriors: indeed, its people seemed to be numberless. Again the chiefs of Ngati-Raukawa spoke to him of the huge array of foes. They said to him, “Behold the crabs of Rangataua. It is impossible for you to bewitch them. Discretion is the path of wisdom. Go home; if you go on you will never return.”

            
And Marangai-paroa answered them, “
He ahakoa, iti te whetu ki runga ki te rangi, nui pokekeao uhia kia ngaro e kore e ngaro” (Though the stars may be few in the heavens, and a cloud ever so great, the stars can never be obliterated). So he arranged the battle order of the small band. Forty men he sent to support his two sons, Haunga and Tuhaha. Some he disposed under himself and his other sons.

            
Haunga, and now Tuhaha, bravely engaged the Ngati-Terangi. Tuhaha called out to his younger brother Haunga, and said, “Be careful, so that we may see our parents and brothers again.”

            
Haunga would not listen; he became reckless, and went on dashing at the foe, and slaying right and left. When Te Haunga’s followers saw
            


            his desperate valour, they, too, became desperate men. They slaughtered the Ngati-Terangi, whose head chief, Tumakairoro, was killed.

            
When the Ngati-Raukawa realised that their hated enemies Ngati-Terangi had been conquered by Marangai-paroa and his small band, they were filled with shame, but with admiration for the Kawhia men. So they gave the young woman Kahurangi to Marangai-paroa for a wife for his gallant son Haunga. Marangai-paroa then returned with his sons and his clansmen to Kawhia.

            
The fame of Marangai-paroa’s victorious exploits rang throughout the land. The Waikato people now sent to Kawhia for help. They requested the chief to come and avenge the death of a warrior named Nukuraerae. This Nukuraerae was a relative of Marangai-paroa; and the chieftain of Kawhia wept and lamented his death, for Marangai-paroa’s mother, Parehounuku, was of that particular tribe of the Waikato. So he and his sons and his people again went out on the war-path. They marched to Waikato; they followed up the foe; they killed those who had caused the death of Nukuraerae.

            
The Waikato people then gave Tira-purua to Marangai-paroa for a wife for his son Haunga. Tira-purua was the daughter of Whare-tipeti, elder brother of Tapaue, who was the grandparent of Potatau te Whero-whero, the first Maori king, who died in 1860.
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Pomare’s Genealogy

            

              
THE following 
whakapapa or genealogical list gives the direct descent of Sir 
Maui Pomare from Polynesian ancestors, going back to a period about eight hundred years ago. The first eight names of the 
whakapapa are those of successive chiefs who lived in Tahiti. The celebrated Kaihamu, whose wife was Tuparahaki, is sixteenth on the list; the romantic story of this pair of ancestors is given in this history. Each name on the list represents a generation, equivalent to a period of twenty-five years.
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Genealogy of the Chieftainess Tuparahaki.


                (Aotea and Tainui Lines.)
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Rauparaha’s Expeditions.

            
WITH the assistance of Takaratai, Rauparaha and Te Atiawa originally came to Kapiti. This expedition of Ngapuhi reached the Ngatimaru tribe, which was overcome. They proceeded till they came to Whanganui, and there they took the village of Purua. After this conflict they continued their journey along the coast till they reached Waikanae. It was then that Rauparaha first saw Kapiti Island. They went on to Pukerua, where they had a battle with the Ngati-Kahuhunu. When they got to Rimurapa Tuwhare lost some of his canoes, but those which kept near the shore reached Parangarehu (Pencarrow Head) in safety, where the army decided to meet. From there they went on to Wairarapa and engaged the natives of that place in a severe conflict in which the Ngapuhi suffered defeat. The chief Te Karu, with fifty fighting-men, was lost.

            
After this defeat peace was declared, but the Ngapuhi were not satisfied till they had another battle with the Ngati-Kahuhunu, where they were outnumbered to such an extent that they (Ngapuhi) had to give up all hopes of conquering them and thus they returned to their home, leaving Te Atiawa at Taranaki and the Ngati-Toa at Kawhia.

            
Waikato made a raid on the Ngati-Toa at Kawhia shortly after, but were repulsed, and then the great expedition which was called the Amiowhenua took place, Tukorehu, Kukutai, Totara-i-ahua and Te Kawau being the chiefs. They came by way of Port Ahuriri and fought along the coast through Wairarapa, Whanganui-a-Tara (Wellington), Waikanae, Otaki, Manawatu, Rangitikei, Wanganui and Ngati-Ruanui. The Ngati-Ruanui engaged and repulsed them after a terrible conflict, hence the song of lament, “
Tenei ka noho kapakapa tu ana te tau o taku manawa ki aku tamariki.” After the Waikato were repulsed they proceeded to Waitara and there remained.

            
Rauparaha with the Ngati-Toa came to Te Kaweka, where they heard that the Waikato, under Pehi Korehu and the Ngati-Whatua, were waiting for them at Waitara. Te Atiawa and Ngati-Toa then besieged Waikato and Waikato were driven out at Ngapuketurua. The great chief Te Mahia was killed in this engagement. During the night Waikato escaped to Pukerangiora by a very clever ruse. They left a few men in front of the hill at night to engage in singing war-songs while the main army escaped at the back. The song they sang was: “
E to ana tona waka ia te kumukumu” etc. Next day Te Atiawa followed the Waikato and at Te Raihe-poaka they
              


              engaged the enemy and utterly routed the Waikato hosts, who left their great chiefs Taiki, Titiri and Te Koraha as dead on the field of battle. One chief on our side, Hina by name, belonging to the Otaraua section, was killed. It was here that our forces first heard of the great relief party Te Wherowhero, Te Kanawa, Mama, Hiakai and Aupokia were bringing. When they reached Mimi our advance guard engaged them in conflict and our men, to the number of twenty, were killed, but the day following the whole army was engaged. Then Te Pokaitara killed the first man, whose name was Kahukahu. After that there was a general rout of the Waikato. Our men followed them up and kept harassing them as they were fighting a rearguard action. By the time they reached the chief Te Wherowhero and his reserves 100 men or more were killed on their side. The great chief Mama was killed by Koihua and Te Matoha killed Hiakai and Hori.

            
The battle raged round Te Wherowhero, and when he saw his men perishing round him he called out to 
Te Rauparaha: “
E Raha, he aha to koha kia au?” (“O Rauparaha, what is your gift for me?”)

            
Rauparaha answered in the words which have now become a proverb: “Do not go by the under side for there the lower jaw stands, nor yet go by the upper side, for there the upper jaw is ready to spring and come down upon the lower jaw,” meaning that if he went either by the shore or up into the mountains he would run into an ambush, because a party of Te Atiawa was already there waiting and harassing Pehi Korehu. Thus ended these conflicts for a season.

*

            
When Rauparaha knew that all his defeats had been avenged and wiped out and his fame had gone forth as a great warrior, he then went back and tried to persuade his own people, the Ngati-Raukawa at Mangatautari, and the Arawa to migrate to Kapiti with him. They refused to have anything to do with him and his mad ideas, so he came back to his other tribe, the Atiawa, and asked them to come with him and bring the Ngati-Toa to Kapiti. The burden of his thoughts were expressed in a song.

            
Then the great chiefs of the Atiawa tribe met together and finally decided that they would come with him. These were the names of the chiefs who went with him on his first visit to Kapiti:

            

Ngatimutunga hapu: Pomare Ngatata, 
Te Waka Tiwai, Pakaiahi (Manukonga), Te Matoha, Patukawenga, Ketu, Wharepoaka.

            

Ngatihinetuhi hapu: Rangikatata, Ngarewa, Pito, Te Hara, Ru, Henare Ngahoti, Koro.

            

Otaraua hapu: Rautahi.

            


            

Kaitangata hapu: Tuhata Patuhiki, Te Karu, Tumokemoke, Te Ika a kape, Ranginohokau.

            

Manukorihi hapu: Reretawhangawhanga, 
Wiremu Kingi, Tatairau, Pakaiahi, Manuparenga.

            

Ngatituaho hapu: Tamaranga, Hamiora Hotu, Taikarekare, Wharerau, Piti, Poki (wahine), Pohe Waiehuehu.
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The Traditions of Aitutaki, Cook Islands
            


            
The First Inhabitants of Aitutaki


            The History of Ru

          
THE first man who came to Aitutaki from Avaiki [Hawaiki] was Ru. He came in a canoe named Nga-Puariki, seeking for new lands. The canoe was a large double one, a 
katea, namely two canoes fastened together. The name of the cross-pieces of wood which fasten on the outriggers are called 
kiato. The names of the 
kiato were as follows: the foremost Tane-mai-tai, the centre one Te-pou-o-Tangaroa, and the after one Rima-auru.

          
They arrived at the island and entered a passage named Aumoana. They landed and erected a 
Ma, which they named Pauriki, after their canoe. (
Ma means a place of evil spirits.) They also erected a 
Ma inland, which they named Vaikuriri, which was the name of Ru’s god, Kuriri, brought with them from Avaiki.

          
Ru called the land Araura, which means, the place to which the wind drove him in his search for land. He appointed a number of 
Koromatua as lords of the island, (
Koromatua=literally, old people, or 
tupuna.) Their names were: E Rongo-turu-kiau, E Rongo-te-Pureiau, Mata-ngaae-kotingarua, Tai-teke-te-ivi-o-te-rangi, Iva-ii-marae-ara, Ukui-e-Veri, Taakoi-i-tetaora.

          
These were the lords of the island as appointed by Ru. There remained the rest of the people who came with him, consisting of men, women and children. Ru’s people must have numbered over 200. These people settled down on the land and increased to a large number. Now follows the genealogy from Ru:
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            and many others. These formed the tribe of Ati-Ru, which is also Ngati-Ru. The families branched off and populated the island.

          
It was said that it was Ru who raised the heavens, as they were resting before his time on the broad leaves of plants, called 
rau-teve. Hence his name, Ru-Te-toko-rangi. He sent for the gods (
tini atua) of night and the gods of day, the god Iti, and the god Tonga, from the west and north, to assist him in his work. He prayed to them: “Come, all of you and help me to lift up the heavens.” And they came in answer to his call. He then chanted the following song:

          

            
“O son! O son! Raise my son!


            
Raise my son!


            
Lift the Universe! Lift the Heavens!


            
The Heavens are lifted.


            
It is moving!


            
It moves,


            
It moves!”
          

          
The heavens were raised accordingly. He then chanted the following song to secure the heavens in their place:

          

            
“Come, O Ru-taki-nuku,


            
Who has propped up the heavens.


            
The Heavens were fast, but are lifted,


            
The Heavens were fast, but are lifted,


            
Our work is complete.”
          

          
Thus the heavens were securely fastened in their place. The work being finished, the god of night and the god of day returned to their homes; the god Iti and the god Tonga returned to their homes, and the gods from the west and north also returned home; the work was done. The heavens and the earth being now in a settled condition, the people commenced to increase and multiply, and they also built 
marae, or sacred places.

        

        

          


          

The Migrations after Ru

          
Afterwards another canoe arrived at the island, at the head of which was Te-erui, also from Avaiki 
i raro (westward). This was the second canoe that came to the island Araura, afterwards named Aitutaki.

          
The ancestors of Te-erui were:—
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            whose brothers were Matareka and Tavi, besides three sisters—Raua, Puanga and Naoa.

          
Te-erui built a canoe which he called Viripo. The outrigger was named Moe-takauri. The name of the mast was Tu-te-rangi-marama. He set out on his voyage in search of lands. After being at sea for some time he encountered heavy gales of wind and was compelled to return to Avaiki. He was asked by the priests the reason of this return. He replied: “Because of the tempestuous weather.” The next question by the priest was: “What was the name of your mast?” The reply was: “Tu-te-rangi-marama.” The priest then informed him that this name was the reason of his being sent back. “Where is the mast of Rongo and Tangaroa?” The priest then enquired the name of the canoe. The answer was: “Viripo and Moetakauri.” The priest then informed him that was another reason of his failure. The priest then set to work and built a canoe which, when finished, they named Rangi-pae-uta, and the outrigger they called Rangipae-tai. They set up two masts belonging to Rongo and Tangaroa; the forward one was Rongo’s and the after one Tangaroa’s. These are the names of the stays to the masts: Iku-manavenave mua, and Iku-manavenave-muri. The name of the baler was Au-au-maro-renga.

          
He then made another start with his people (
tini tangata) and reached Aitutaki (“led by the gods”). When close to the reef, he slew a victim (
ivi) named Te-rua-karaea; he also slew Te-rua-ku. He then entered the passage through the reef, which received the name of Ruaikakau. Upon Landing he commenced boasting of his ancestors, saying: “I am Te-erui;
            


            I was the foremost warrior of Avaiki; I am the maker of harbours; I made the harbour at Avaiki, and I found the road to Aitutaki!”

          
He then slew a victim named Mokoroa, and went on killing others until he came to Perekiatu, when he went inland and remained there, and named the place Kakeu-te-rangi. The brother Matareka stopped at Ureia, also named Aurupe-te-rangi, while Te-erui proceeded inland, killing people as he went, that is the tribe of Ru.

          
Upon returning home to his 
marae he had a good inspection of the island, and saw it was a fine land, and beautiful. He then went into his canoe and sailed as far as Arutanga, and there rested, and called it the “Tears of Te-erui.” He then went as far as Reu-reu. He again went ashore and named the place Tukinga-rangi. Proceeding further inland he erected a 
marae, which he called Kopu-le-rangi. Here he established himself and settled down, and took possession of the district, which was called Te-Reureu-i-te-mata-o-Te-erui (“Tears of Reureu”).

          
War now began, and the tribe of Ru were exterminated, with the exception of the women, and Te-erui was left lord of the land. Te-erui gave a quantity of land back to these women who were saved, who were called Pa-aitu-vaine-a-Ru. He divided the land among these women, who were declared to be the legitimate owners of the land, as their descendants are at the present day. The following divisions of districts were made:— (1) To Maine Pirouru and Maine Puarangi he gave the district of Kukunoni. (2) To Are-kaponga and Kava he gave the district of Vaiorea. (3) To Tutapuiva he gave Kaiau. (4) To Ruanoo he gave Taravao. (5) To Tepaku-o-avaika and Tetua-ono-ariki he gave Tatu. (6) To Tekura-i-vaea he gave Mataotane. (7) To Pau he gave Vaipae. (8) To Pa-Tepaeru he gave Oako. (9) To Pakiara he gave Avanui. (10) To Kura-i-te-ra he gave Vaipeka. (11) To Tutunoa and Te-kura he gave Vaitupa. (12) To Tearoitau he gave Taakarere. (13) To Ara-ki-te-ra he gave Punoua. (14) To Te-kui-ono-taua and Roroara he gave Anaunga. (15) To Te-vaine-pirirangi he gave Punganui. (16) To Ara-au he gave Ureia.

          
Te-erui kept the district of Arutanga and Reu-reu for himself, which are the two harbours; thus this district became the regal district-there were no 
ariki at this time. The land was now settled and quiet.

          
Te-erui had the following descendants: His sons Take-take, and Onga; these begat Ati-auru-upoko, who begat Rongo-mai-eau, who begat Uta-taki-enua, who gave the island the name of Aitutaki, making two names. Uta-taki-enua begat Ru-paaka, who begat Taruia-ariki. This was the first of the 
ariki in the land.

          
Upon his death the title came to Taruia-iria, then to Taruia-akatipi-tipi, then to Taruia-munaea, then to Pitoroa, then to Moukaki. These are all 
Taruia who held the title of 
ariki.

        

        

          


          

The Explorations of Ruatapu

          
Afterwards another canoe arrived at Aitutaki from 
raro mai (westward). This made the third canoe that came to the land. This canoe belonged to Ruatapu, who came in search of his children, who had sailed away before him. The eldest son was sent away first, with instructions from his father to go to Avarua (Rarotonga) and be an 
ariki. His name was Tamaiva. He was followed by his brother, named Moenau, with instructions from his father to go in search of his brother to Avarua: “You will both be 
ariki there.” Upon the arrival of Ruatapu at Avarua in Rarotonga, where he found his eldest son, who was there ruling as an 
ariki. Ruatapu at once enquired where Tamaiva’s brother was. He replied: “1 have sent him to 
Maketu” (? Mauke). At this reply the father said: “Why did you do this? If this is true I have nothing to say; your brother is dead.” Then he went on to say to his son: “O, my son, I am going to find your brother.”

          
He sailed away, and at last reached Mauke, where he landed and went in search of his son. In this search he examined all he could find in the hope of recognising him. One day he came across a little child with the exact features of his son. He enquired from the child: “Whose child are you?” He replied: “I am the son of Moenau.” As this reply the grandfather became agitated, and said: “You are my own.” He recognised the features of his son, and then enquired from the child: “Where is Moenau?” The child replied: “He is dead; he was killed at Avaavaroa.”

          
The father, Ruatapu, was much grieved at this, but endured his sorrow in silence. He set his wits to work to find a way for revenge on Mauke for the slaying of his son, who was much beloved. He sent for the people of Pu (Tini o Pu) and the tribes of Oata, who made war on Mauke and exterminated the people. He took his grandson and sailed with his 
tere for Atiu; here he landed, breaking the 
makatea (coral rocks) for a road, and did other work there.

          
He then left Atiu and sailed to the westward until he reached Manuae (Hervey Island). Upon landing there he found the island populated and everything going on well and peacefully. To leave his mark he planted a gardenia (
tiare maori) and a coconut tree. The gardenia he named Arava’ia, and the coconut he called Tui-o-rongo.

          
Ruatapu again went to sea, and sailed to the westward until he reached Aitutaki. He landed through a passage which he called Kopu-a-onu, or “the Belly of Ruatapu.” Upon landing the people quenched their thirst with coconuts at a place which they called Oka, that is, the opening
            


            (of the nut). He there took to wife Tutunoa, to whom was born a son, named Kirikava. Tutunoa and Te-kura, of Oneroa, were the lords of Vai-tupa. When this child reached maturity he built two 
marae, which were named Au-matangi and Aputu. The boy Kirikava then took to wife Tekura of Oneroa; to them was born a son, named Maevakura.

          
Ruatapu and Kirikava now set to work and manufactured two long fish-nets. Upon casting their nets all the luck was in favour of the son, while the net of Ruatapu was very unfortunate. This led to a quarrel between them. Ruatapu left his grandson and went to Anaunga, and stopped at Ana-uka. Whilst here a number of people came close by to procure food for the 
ariki, at Avarua. In those days the people were obliged to bring offerings to their 
ariki, or lords. (Note.—The people were obliged under severe censure, to carry to the 
ariki food grown on their land, pigs, large fish, such as sharks, turtle, 
urua, etc.) Ruatapu enquired from these people: “Where are you going?” They replied: “We are going to procure food for the 
ariki.”

          
Ruatapu then asked: “Who is the 
ariki?” They replied: “He is Taruia, who lives at Tara-au-i-o-Rongo.” Ruatapu then sought means to be taken notice of by the 
ariki. This is the plan he finally adopted. He manufactured toy boats from leaves, and sent them adrift in the lagoon. One of the boats floated close to the seat of the 
ariki, and was taken before him, who then enquired who this 
ariki was “who is living at Te-upoko-enua” (head of the land). Ruatapu manufactured another toy canoe made from the leaves of the 
utu (Barringtonia speciosa). This also ultimately came before the 
ariki, who made enquiries again as to who this 
ariki was who lived to the eastward, and sent messengers to have him brought before him.

          
Delighted with the success of his plan, Ruatapu came before the 
ariki, Taruia, who was much pleased, and installed Ruatapu as a 
rangatira, or chief. They henceforth lived as one family. Ruatapu now became acquainted with the 
ariki’s ways and customs. He saw all the food and fruits that were growing on the island brought as an offering to the 
ariki, as also all the large fish, such as sharks, turtle, 
urua, eels, etc. He saw what a fine position the 
ariki held in the land. Ruatapu now became jealous, and sought means to secure the position for himself.

          
One day as he was conversing with Taruia he asked Taruia if he would not like another wife. Taruia said: “I would like to get another wife very much. The difficulty is where to find a suitable one.”

          
This being exactly what Ruatapu wanted, he replied: “I know where there are many handsome women, at the islands I have visited. We will build two canoes and sail to the islands in search of a new wife for you.”
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This being agreed upon, they set to work to build two large canoes, one for each of them. The canoe of Ruatapu being finished first, he proposed to Taruia that he should sail first, and Taruia should follow. This was agreed to, and Ruatapu set out. He had not gone further than Maina (a small islet inside the lagoon, but about five miles to the south of the mainland of Aitutaki), when he overturned his canoe purposely.

          
Upon the completion of Taruia’s canoe he also set sail, and overtook the canoe of Ruatapu floating on the water. Taruia was astonished to find his friend’s canoe overturned, and hastened to his assistance; but Ruatapu said to him: “Never mind, O King! you continue on your voyage; I can manage to right my canoe without your assistance.” So the 
ariki, Taruia, proceeded on his voyage to Rarotonga, and left Ruatapu to follow him. After Taruia had got a long distance off, Ruatapu quietly righted his canoe and returned to the land, and at once assumed the title of 
ariki in Taruia’s place.

        

        

          

The Voyage of Taruia to Mangarongaro (Penrhyn 
            Island)

          
Taruia had not proceeded very far on his voyage when he was overtaken by heavy gales from the south, and his canoe was driven to Puka-tea, otherwise called Mangarongaro (now Penrhyn Island). Here he was made a chief. He landed through a passage which he named Taruia, after himself. The passage retains this name to the present day. He became sole ruler of this island, and took to wife Ruaatu, to whom was born Toaua, who took to wife Te-ara-kena, to whom was born Maui, who begat Taruia and Maru-o-te-ra. Taruia had a son named Urirau, and Maru-o-te-ra had a son named Roina.

          
These were the last words of the fathers to their sons Urirau and Roina: “When you have grown enough, go in search of Aitutaki, that is our true land. We do not belong here. The name of our piece of land (
kainga) is Te-Poatu-papaia-a-te-tupuna, at Aitutaki. You are 
ariki, there, from your forefathers; the land is now being occupied by others.”

          
It appears that about this time something went wrong in the offerings at the 
marae of the god Rongo, in Aitutaki. The living sacrifices did not fall dead when the incantation was recited. So the people said: “The real 
ariki is not here; let us search for him.” Ultimately they discovered the real 
ariki at Mangarongaro Island.

        

        

          


          

Roina and Urirau Return to Aitutaki

          
The younger brother. Roina, was the first to return to Aitutaki. He was at once taken before the 
marae of Rongo, and was requested by the 
Ui-ariki to pray to the god. He replied: “My elder brother, Uri, is coming.” Thus he lost his 
arki-ship. Not long afterwards the elder brother, Urirau, arrived. Upon approaching the reef he shouted: “Here am I, Taruia-maki-toro, who have come to my land of Avarua. Where is my division?” He was then taken by the 
Ui-ariki before the 
marae to recite his incantations. Upon his praying the living sacrifices at once fell dead. He was at once installed as the divider of food, priest and protector of Avarua, as his descendants are at this day. They claim also to be 
ariki from their ancestor, but this has not been conceded to them.

          
Ruatapu retained the title of 
ariki until his death, when it went to his grandson, Maevakura, son of Kirikava. Maevakura begat Maeva-rangi, who took to wife Puri-te-rei’. to whom was born Maine-marae-rua (a daughter); she migrated to Rarotonga and was married to Tamaiva.

          
Tamaiva died without issue. Maine-marae-rua then married a second husband named Te-ii-mate-tapu, who was a branch of the 
ariki family of Iro. To them was born Marouna, who was a bad 
ariki, killing his people. Marouna took to wife Ratia, to whom was born Tane. At this time old Maevarangi sent the canoe of Tuoarangi to Rarotonga with instructions to find the children of Maine-marae-rua and ask them to come to Aitutaki and slay the Aitu clan—
a tere (or migration) of warriors who had arrived at Aitutaki. He, being old and feeble, wished them to come at once.

          
Tuoarangi arrived safely at Rarotonga and gave his message to Maine-marae-rua, who at once sent for her son, Marouna, and informed him of the arrival of the messenger from his grandfather at Aitutaki, with the message that he was to be in haste and not waste time in building a canoe but to try and procure one already made. After much trouble Marouna succeeded in purchasing a canoe from Angainui, the name of which was Te-mata-o-te-kovi-riviri, with the proviso that the name of the canoe was not to be changed. He then set to work to collect picked warriors, amongst whom was his own son Tane.

          
They then set sail and arrived at Mangaia (A’ua’u was its name at that time). Here he landed, and after several battles succeeded in persuading Ue and Kavau, with their warriors, to join his 
tere. He then changed the name of his canoe and called it by the new name of Rau-ti-para-ki-a’ua’u. Leaving Mangaia they arrived at 
Maketu (now named Mauke). Landing there, they again went to war, and succeeded in getting the warriors, Tara-te-ku’i and Tara-te-kurapa to join them. Again starting, they
            


            sailed to Nukuroa (now called Mitiaro). Here in the same way as at the other islands they gave battle to the inhabitants and were reinforced by the warriors Tara-tutuma and Tara-tuau, who joined the 
tere. From Nukuroa they went to Te-enua-manu (now called Atiu), where they were joined by Tara-apai-toa-i-Atiu. From Te-enua-manu they went to Te-tapuae-manu (now called Manuae or Hervey Island), at which island they again gave battle, and after several victories sailed towards Aitutaki, having been joined at Te-tapuae-manu by a warrior named Kaura. Arriving off Aitutaki, they fell in with a canoe on board which was Koro-ki-matangi and Koro-ki-vananga, who were out in search of their father, Tavake. Marouna told them to go on shore and await his return. He would not land as he was going to Vare-a-tao (Niue, or Savage Island) to get more warriors. After a tempestuous voyage Marouna arrived there, and after a great deal of fighting succeeded in getting the warrior Titia, and returned to Aitutaki.

          
He arrived at Aitutaki during the night, and entered the passage Ruai-kakau, and anchored his canoe at a place called Turi. The same night he, with some comrades, went on an exploring expedition. Meeting some of the natives, they enquired: “Where is the house of Maeva?” Upon the house being pointed out to them they approached and knocked at the door. Maeva was inside, and hearing the noise, enquired as to who was there. He received the answer, “It is I, the son of Maine-marae-rua.” Maeva replied: “I do not believe you; you are telling me lies. How did you manage to come here, and where do you come from?” Marouna replied, “I have come because you sent Tuoarangi to fetch me.” Maeva was delighted at this, and, opening the door, fell on the neck of his grandson in an ecstacy of joy. Marouna then, by order of Maeva, sent for all his people to come ashore and drag up the canoe.

          
This they did as silently as possible, at a place called Tangoro. They then endeavoured to conceal their canoe, which they accomplished by placing it at the bottom of a pool of water; this pool they called Vai-veu (muddy water), which name it retains to the present day. They then returned to the house of Maeva, at Te-rangi-atea, and refreshed themselves, and Marouna crept secretly to the neighbouring houses. It being night time he entered without being seen. He crept around, feeling with his hands the heads of the sleepers. If the head felt heavy he strangled the sleeper, as he deemed the heavy heads to be warriors; the light heads he allowed to sleep on. So he went on from house to house, and returned home before morning. He then roused his warriors and went to battle with the Aitu clan. Having so many noted champions with him he routed them completely. He and his men killed all they could find. Thence he and his
            


            warriors went on to the islands in the lagoon, shouting their war-cries, saying Marouna had conquered eight lands and was lord over all. There was only one man left out of the Aitu tribe, who had concealed the corpse of his father in a screw-pine tree (
ara). This man’s name was Tangaroa-iku-reo. Upon the departure of Marouna and his warriors to the 
motu, or islands, Tangaroa-iku-reo wrapped the body of his father in leaves and dragged it through the sea to a passage named Ra’o-taka, where he meant to send it to the ocean. But, approaching the passage, he saw a number of sharks and other large fish awaiting their prey. He changed his mind and went to another passage called Te Maora. Here were the sharks as before, so he went to the passage called Vaimoa. The sharks were also here, so he travelled on to Take-take; here he launched the body to sea. The passage was then named Teka’ia-kikau-a-tuauru.

          
He then swam back to the mainland and landed at Pou-tua-kava. He afterwards took to wife Veka.

          
Upon the return of Marouna from the islands he divided out his warriors and procured wives for them from the women who owned the lands, which was given to them by Te-erui. Marouna was installed as 
ariki, and his descendants are the 
arikis of Aitutaki to this day. The present principal land-holders of Aitutaki are also the descendants of the warriors of Marouna, who were married to the women left of Ru’s tribe, amongst whom the land was divided by Te-erui.

        

        

          

Genealogy

          
The native historian of Aitutaki who gave the foregoing history of the Island people, added the following genealogical list:—
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Ruatapu married again and begat Tamaiva and Moenau. (See history of Ruatapu.) Having sailed back to Aitutaki, he lived there and he married Tutunoa and begat Kirikava; Kirikava married Tekura-i-Oneroa, and they begat Maevakura. He married Te-nonoi-o-Iva, and they begat Maeva-rangi. He married Puri-te-Reinga, and they begat Maine-Marae-rua,
            


            who married Te-ii-mate-Tapu. Their child Marouna married Uenuku-kai-Atia. and they begat Tane Teaukura. He married Aka-ariki-o-te-Rangi, and they begat Te-tupu-o-Rongo, whose spouse was Katapu-ki-te-marae. The children of this pair were Ngarikitoko-a, Tekii-Koro, and Te Pare. From Ngariki the descent of the narrator of this history is:
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The four chiefs of Aitutaki are all descendants of Ruatapu, viz. Tamatoa, Vaerua-rangi, Te-urukura, and Manarangi.

        

        
        



          

The Origin of the Coconut


            A Legend of Manahiki Island

          
ONE beautiful evening my aged friend, a Maori of the old type, I finding the atmosphere of the 
whare too warm, proposed that we should bathe in the lagoon. I readily assented. The golden moon was just rising over the placid waters as my companion and I sat down to gaze silently at the bewitching scene, and drink in the enchantment of the place. After swimming for some time I rejoined my companion and picked up the shell of a coconut lying on the beach. While looking at it I was struck by the wonderful resemblance it had to a human face; and I remarked on it accordingly.

          
The old chief said nothing for a long time. At last he broke the silence by saying: “
E papa koe, kaore e hinengaro ki nga tupuna” (“You are a white man, you will not care for our ancestral lore”). I must have offended him, for he then said, “
Kaore he pekapeka” (“There is no harm”); and then I listened to the story of Tuna and his undying affection for Hina.

          
* * *

          
Away back in the twilight of fable, when the sons of the gods sometimes lived on earth (said the old man), there lived on this island a most voluptuous and beautiful maiden, by name Hina. She was eagerly sought after and wooed by the young 
arikis from near and far, but she favoured none with her love. Suddenly, for no accountable reason, a cloud of sadness seemed to settle over Hina. This increased as time went on, until all commented on it; and Hina grew sadder and thinner each day. At length Maui-potiki set to work to find out the cause of her trouble, and at last by accident he discovered it.

          
Hina was in the habit of coming down each evening to bathe in this very pool. It is and always has been a favourite bathing place of our people, and as Hina was sitting on this very rock, a man suddenly appeared. He was Tuna, Tangaroa’s first-born son, the handsomest merman in all his father’s realms. As only half of his body was visible, Hina did not know that he was a merman. He was so captivating that she fell in love with him at first sight; and to the lulling music of ocean wavelets they pledged their love. Tuna extorted a promise from the beautiful Hina that she should never enquire into his history, nor his dwelling place, and that she was to be content with seeing him only at night.
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At first Hina was very happy, but one day she discovered that her husband was not as other men. His embraces were cold and clammy, and the mystery of his existence worried her. This went on for many moons until the lines of sadness cut deep into her face. For her there were no garlands of flowers; her soul no longer responded to the messages of love from “
te ariki o te po” (the queen of the night).

          
Maui, the desperate lover, watched afar in silence; and as he sat one night by the water’s edge dreaming of Hina, he saw the form of a man rise out of the sea—yet it was not a man, for it was partly a fish. Maui hid himself in the thick vegetation. He saw Tuna disappear in the direction of Hina’s abode and recognised him, for know that Maui was nurtured by his great ancestor Tangaroa when he was cast into the sea in the top-knot of his mother Taranga’s hair.

          
Maui then knew the cause of all Hina’s troubles. As he passed Hina’s house next day he greeted her. “
Kia orana” came the pathetic reply.

          
“You have been married a long time,” Maui said.

          
“Are you a god?” asked the startled Hina.

          
“I am,” said Maui. “Your husband only visits you during the night.”

          
“You are indeed a god,” replied Hina.

          
“I am,” said Maui. “His embraces are cold and clammy; his past is a mystery to you; you have never beheld him in the light of day. Hina, say but the word and I will dispel this cloud of darkness hovering o’er you. Give me the reward of reciprocated love, and happiness will be yours till, hand in hand, we shall walk in the land inhabited by the spirits of our, ancestors.”

          
“Maui, you must be a god,” said she. “And I would that I could listen to your words, but, as you know, I am barred by honour till my husband dies.”

          
The next day Maui was busy putting down skids, apparently for the launching of his canoe. These skids went straight along the place where Tuna generally came to Hina’s 
whare. At night he waited. He saw the majestic form of Tuna rise out of the depths and disappear.

          
When Tuna reached his wife’s abode he said: “Hina, I am about to die, I have a presentiment of evil. When you see my head severed from my body, run and bury it at the head of our favourite 
atamira (couch). Watch it and water it with your tears. After many days it will grow into a tree, and will bring forth much fruit. In each fruit you will see the matted hair and sorrowful face of your husband, Tuna, which will be as meat and
            


            drink to you and your children for ever. But remember it, Hina, as the token of my undying affection for you.”

          
Maui intercepted Tuna as the man-fish returned to the water, and he slew him. He severed the head of Tuna from his body on one of the skids. Hina followed out the instructions of the merman who had been her husband, and lo! the tree grew. The fruit appeared; and to this day Tuna lives in the memory of all men, for are not all these coconuts still named by the children of Hina, “
te mata o Tuna” (the face of Tuna)?

          
“And so, friend,” said the old man as he ended his tale, “even to you Tuna and his undying love have been revealed. 
Kia orana.”
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The Traditions of Aitutaki, Cook Islands
            


            
The First Inhabitants of Aitutaki


            The History of Ru

          
THE first man who came to Aitutaki from Avaiki [Hawaiki] was Ru. He came in a canoe named Nga-Puariki, seeking for new lands. The canoe was a large double one, a 
katea, namely two canoes fastened together. The name of the cross-pieces of wood which fasten on the outriggers are called 
kiato. The names of the 
kiato were as follows: the foremost Tane-mai-tai, the centre one Te-pou-o-Tangaroa, and the after one Rima-auru.

          
They arrived at the island and entered a passage named Aumoana. They landed and erected a 
Ma, which they named Pauriki, after their canoe. (
Ma means a place of evil spirits.) They also erected a 
Ma inland, which they named Vaikuriri, which was the name of Ru’s god, Kuriri, brought with them from Avaiki.

          
Ru called the land Araura, which means, the place to which the wind drove him in his search for land. He appointed a number of 
Koromatua as lords of the island, (
Koromatua=literally, old people, or 
tupuna.) Their names were: E Rongo-turu-kiau, E Rongo-te-Pureiau, Mata-ngaae-kotingarua, Tai-teke-te-ivi-o-te-rangi, Iva-ii-marae-ara, Ukui-e-Veri, Taakoi-i-tetaora.

          
These were the lords of the island as appointed by Ru. There remained the rest of the people who came with him, consisting of men, women and children. Ru’s people must have numbered over 200. These people settled down on the land and increased to a large number. Now follows the genealogy from Ru:
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            and many others. These formed the tribe of Ati-Ru, which is also Ngati-Ru. The families branched off and populated the island.

          
It was said that it was Ru who raised the heavens, as they were resting before his time on the broad leaves of plants, called 
rau-teve. Hence his name, Ru-Te-toko-rangi. He sent for the gods (
tini atua) of night and the gods of day, the god Iti, and the god Tonga, from the west and north, to assist him in his work. He prayed to them: “Come, all of you and help me to lift up the heavens.” And they came in answer to his call. He then chanted the following song:

          

            
“O son! O son! Raise my son!


            
Raise my son!


            
Lift the Universe! Lift the Heavens!


            
The Heavens are lifted.


            
It is moving!


            
It moves,


            
It moves!”
          

          
The heavens were raised accordingly. He then chanted the following song to secure the heavens in their place:

          

            
“Come, O Ru-taki-nuku,


            
Who has propped up the heavens.


            
The Heavens were fast, but are lifted,


            
The Heavens were fast, but are lifted,


            
Our work is complete.”
          

          
Thus the heavens were securely fastened in their place. The work being finished, the god of night and the god of day returned to their homes; the god Iti and the god Tonga returned to their homes, and the gods from the west and north also returned home; the work was done. The heavens and the earth being now in a settled condition, the people commenced to increase and multiply, and they also built 
marae, or sacred places.
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The Migrations after Ru

          
Afterwards another canoe arrived at the island, at the head of which was Te-erui, also from Avaiki 
i raro (westward). This was the second canoe that came to the island Araura, afterwards named Aitutaki.

          
The ancestors of Te-erui were:—
            

[image: ]
            whose brothers were Matareka and Tavi, besides three sisters—Raua, Puanga and Naoa.

          
Te-erui built a canoe which he called Viripo. The outrigger was named Moe-takauri. The name of the mast was Tu-te-rangi-marama. He set out on his voyage in search of lands. After being at sea for some time he encountered heavy gales of wind and was compelled to return to Avaiki. He was asked by the priests the reason of this return. He replied: “Because of the tempestuous weather.” The next question by the priest was: “What was the name of your mast?” The reply was: “Tu-te-rangi-marama.” The priest then informed him that this name was the reason of his being sent back. “Where is the mast of Rongo and Tangaroa?” The priest then enquired the name of the canoe. The answer was: “Viripo and Moetakauri.” The priest then informed him that was another reason of his failure. The priest then set to work and built a canoe which, when finished, they named Rangi-pae-uta, and the outrigger they called Rangipae-tai. They set up two masts belonging to Rongo and Tangaroa; the forward one was Rongo’s and the after one Tangaroa’s. These are the names of the stays to the masts: Iku-manavenave mua, and Iku-manavenave-muri. The name of the baler was Au-au-maro-renga.

          
He then made another start with his people (
tini tangata) and reached Aitutaki (“led by the gods”). When close to the reef, he slew a victim (
ivi) named Te-rua-karaea; he also slew Te-rua-ku. He then entered the passage through the reef, which received the name of Ruaikakau. Upon Landing he commenced boasting of his ancestors, saying: “I am Te-erui;
            


            I was the foremost warrior of Avaiki; I am the maker of harbours; I made the harbour at Avaiki, and I found the road to Aitutaki!”

          
He then slew a victim named Mokoroa, and went on killing others until he came to Perekiatu, when he went inland and remained there, and named the place Kakeu-te-rangi. The brother Matareka stopped at Ureia, also named Aurupe-te-rangi, while Te-erui proceeded inland, killing people as he went, that is the tribe of Ru.

          
Upon returning home to his 
marae he had a good inspection of the island, and saw it was a fine land, and beautiful. He then went into his canoe and sailed as far as Arutanga, and there rested, and called it the “Tears of Te-erui.” He then went as far as Reu-reu. He again went ashore and named the place Tukinga-rangi. Proceeding further inland he erected a 
marae, which he called Kopu-le-rangi. Here he established himself and settled down, and took possession of the district, which was called Te-Reureu-i-te-mata-o-Te-erui (“Tears of Reureu”).

          
War now began, and the tribe of Ru were exterminated, with the exception of the women, and Te-erui was left lord of the land. Te-erui gave a quantity of land back to these women who were saved, who were called Pa-aitu-vaine-a-Ru. He divided the land among these women, who were declared to be the legitimate owners of the land, as their descendants are at the present day. The following divisions of districts were made:— (1) To Maine Pirouru and Maine Puarangi he gave the district of Kukunoni. (2) To Are-kaponga and Kava he gave the district of Vaiorea. (3) To Tutapuiva he gave Kaiau. (4) To Ruanoo he gave Taravao. (5) To Tepaku-o-avaika and Tetua-ono-ariki he gave Tatu. (6) To Tekura-i-vaea he gave Mataotane. (7) To Pau he gave Vaipae. (8) To Pa-Tepaeru he gave Oako. (9) To Pakiara he gave Avanui. (10) To Kura-i-te-ra he gave Vaipeka. (11) To Tutunoa and Te-kura he gave Vaitupa. (12) To Tearoitau he gave Taakarere. (13) To Ara-ki-te-ra he gave Punoua. (14) To Te-kui-ono-taua and Roroara he gave Anaunga. (15) To Te-vaine-pirirangi he gave Punganui. (16) To Ara-au he gave Ureia.

          
Te-erui kept the district of Arutanga and Reu-reu for himself, which are the two harbours; thus this district became the regal district-there were no 
ariki at this time. The land was now settled and quiet.

          
Te-erui had the following descendants: His sons Take-take, and Onga; these begat Ati-auru-upoko, who begat Rongo-mai-eau, who begat Uta-taki-enua, who gave the island the name of Aitutaki, making two names. Uta-taki-enua begat Ru-paaka, who begat Taruia-ariki. This was the first of the 
ariki in the land.

          
Upon his death the title came to Taruia-iria, then to Taruia-akatipi-tipi, then to Taruia-munaea, then to Pitoroa, then to Moukaki. These are all 
Taruia who held the title of 
ariki.
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The Explorations of Ruatapu

          
Afterwards another canoe arrived at Aitutaki from 
raro mai (westward). This made the third canoe that came to the land. This canoe belonged to Ruatapu, who came in search of his children, who had sailed away before him. The eldest son was sent away first, with instructions from his father to go to Avarua (Rarotonga) and be an 
ariki. His name was Tamaiva. He was followed by his brother, named Moenau, with instructions from his father to go in search of his brother to Avarua: “You will both be 
ariki there.” Upon the arrival of Ruatapu at Avarua in Rarotonga, where he found his eldest son, who was there ruling as an 
ariki. Ruatapu at once enquired where Tamaiva’s brother was. He replied: “1 have sent him to 
Maketu” (? Mauke). At this reply the father said: “Why did you do this? If this is true I have nothing to say; your brother is dead.” Then he went on to say to his son: “O, my son, I am going to find your brother.”

          
He sailed away, and at last reached Mauke, where he landed and went in search of his son. In this search he examined all he could find in the hope of recognising him. One day he came across a little child with the exact features of his son. He enquired from the child: “Whose child are you?” He replied: “I am the son of Moenau.” As this reply the grandfather became agitated, and said: “You are my own.” He recognised the features of his son, and then enquired from the child: “Where is Moenau?” The child replied: “He is dead; he was killed at Avaavaroa.”

          
The father, Ruatapu, was much grieved at this, but endured his sorrow in silence. He set his wits to work to find a way for revenge on Mauke for the slaying of his son, who was much beloved. He sent for the people of Pu (Tini o Pu) and the tribes of Oata, who made war on Mauke and exterminated the people. He took his grandson and sailed with his 
tere for Atiu; here he landed, breaking the 
makatea (coral rocks) for a road, and did other work there.

          
He then left Atiu and sailed to the westward until he reached Manuae (Hervey Island). Upon landing there he found the island populated and everything going on well and peacefully. To leave his mark he planted a gardenia (
tiare maori) and a coconut tree. The gardenia he named Arava’ia, and the coconut he called Tui-o-rongo.

          
Ruatapu again went to sea, and sailed to the westward until he reached Aitutaki. He landed through a passage which he called Kopu-a-onu, or “the Belly of Ruatapu.” Upon landing the people quenched their thirst with coconuts at a place which they called Oka, that is, the opening
            


            (of the nut). He there took to wife Tutunoa, to whom was born a son, named Kirikava. Tutunoa and Te-kura, of Oneroa, were the lords of Vai-tupa. When this child reached maturity he built two 
marae, which were named Au-matangi and Aputu. The boy Kirikava then took to wife Tekura of Oneroa; to them was born a son, named Maevakura.

          
Ruatapu and Kirikava now set to work and manufactured two long fish-nets. Upon casting their nets all the luck was in favour of the son, while the net of Ruatapu was very unfortunate. This led to a quarrel between them. Ruatapu left his grandson and went to Anaunga, and stopped at Ana-uka. Whilst here a number of people came close by to procure food for the 
ariki, at Avarua. In those days the people were obliged to bring offerings to their 
ariki, or lords. (Note.—The people were obliged under severe censure, to carry to the 
ariki food grown on their land, pigs, large fish, such as sharks, turtle, 
urua, etc.) Ruatapu enquired from these people: “Where are you going?” They replied: “We are going to procure food for the 
ariki.”

          
Ruatapu then asked: “Who is the 
ariki?” They replied: “He is Taruia, who lives at Tara-au-i-o-Rongo.” Ruatapu then sought means to be taken notice of by the 
ariki. This is the plan he finally adopted. He manufactured toy boats from leaves, and sent them adrift in the lagoon. One of the boats floated close to the seat of the 
ariki, and was taken before him, who then enquired who this 
ariki was “who is living at Te-upoko-enua” (head of the land). Ruatapu manufactured another toy canoe made from the leaves of the 
utu (Barringtonia speciosa). This also ultimately came before the 
ariki, who made enquiries again as to who this 
ariki was who lived to the eastward, and sent messengers to have him brought before him.

          
Delighted with the success of his plan, Ruatapu came before the 
ariki, Taruia, who was much pleased, and installed Ruatapu as a 
rangatira, or chief. They henceforth lived as one family. Ruatapu now became acquainted with the 
ariki’s ways and customs. He saw all the food and fruits that were growing on the island brought as an offering to the 
ariki, as also all the large fish, such as sharks, turtle, 
urua, eels, etc. He saw what a fine position the 
ariki held in the land. Ruatapu now became jealous, and sought means to secure the position for himself.

          
One day as he was conversing with Taruia he asked Taruia if he would not like another wife. Taruia said: “I would like to get another wife very much. The difficulty is where to find a suitable one.”

          
This being exactly what Ruatapu wanted, he replied: “I know where there are many handsome women, at the islands I have visited. We will build two canoes and sail to the islands in search of a new wife for you.”
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This being agreed upon, they set to work to build two large canoes, one for each of them. The canoe of Ruatapu being finished first, he proposed to Taruia that he should sail first, and Taruia should follow. This was agreed to, and Ruatapu set out. He had not gone further than Maina (a small islet inside the lagoon, but about five miles to the south of the mainland of Aitutaki), when he overturned his canoe purposely.

          
Upon the completion of Taruia’s canoe he also set sail, and overtook the canoe of Ruatapu floating on the water. Taruia was astonished to find his friend’s canoe overturned, and hastened to his assistance; but Ruatapu said to him: “Never mind, O King! you continue on your voyage; I can manage to right my canoe without your assistance.” So the 
ariki, Taruia, proceeded on his voyage to Rarotonga, and left Ruatapu to follow him. After Taruia had got a long distance off, Ruatapu quietly righted his canoe and returned to the land, and at once assumed the title of 
ariki in Taruia’s place.
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The Voyage of Taruia to Mangarongaro (Penrhyn 
            Island)

          
Taruia had not proceeded very far on his voyage when he was overtaken by heavy gales from the south, and his canoe was driven to Puka-tea, otherwise called Mangarongaro (now Penrhyn Island). Here he was made a chief. He landed through a passage which he named Taruia, after himself. The passage retains this name to the present day. He became sole ruler of this island, and took to wife Ruaatu, to whom was born Toaua, who took to wife Te-ara-kena, to whom was born Maui, who begat Taruia and Maru-o-te-ra. Taruia had a son named Urirau, and Maru-o-te-ra had a son named Roina.

          
These were the last words of the fathers to their sons Urirau and Roina: “When you have grown enough, go in search of Aitutaki, that is our true land. We do not belong here. The name of our piece of land (
kainga) is Te-Poatu-papaia-a-te-tupuna, at Aitutaki. You are 
ariki, there, from your forefathers; the land is now being occupied by others.”

          
It appears that about this time something went wrong in the offerings at the 
marae of the god Rongo, in Aitutaki. The living sacrifices did not fall dead when the incantation was recited. So the people said: “The real 
ariki is not here; let us search for him.” Ultimately they discovered the real 
ariki at Mangarongaro Island.
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Roina and Urirau Return to Aitutaki

          
The younger brother. Roina, was the first to return to Aitutaki. He was at once taken before the 
marae of Rongo, and was requested by the 
Ui-ariki to pray to the god. He replied: “My elder brother, Uri, is coming.” Thus he lost his 
arki-ship. Not long afterwards the elder brother, Urirau, arrived. Upon approaching the reef he shouted: “Here am I, Taruia-maki-toro, who have come to my land of Avarua. Where is my division?” He was then taken by the 
Ui-ariki before the 
marae to recite his incantations. Upon his praying the living sacrifices at once fell dead. He was at once installed as the divider of food, priest and protector of Avarua, as his descendants are at this day. They claim also to be 
ariki from their ancestor, but this has not been conceded to them.

          
Ruatapu retained the title of 
ariki until his death, when it went to his grandson, Maevakura, son of Kirikava. Maevakura begat Maeva-rangi, who took to wife Puri-te-rei’. to whom was born Maine-marae-rua (a daughter); she migrated to Rarotonga and was married to Tamaiva.

          
Tamaiva died without issue. Maine-marae-rua then married a second husband named Te-ii-mate-tapu, who was a branch of the 
ariki family of Iro. To them was born Marouna, who was a bad 
ariki, killing his people. Marouna took to wife Ratia, to whom was born Tane. At this time old Maevarangi sent the canoe of Tuoarangi to Rarotonga with instructions to find the children of Maine-marae-rua and ask them to come to Aitutaki and slay the Aitu clan—
a tere (or migration) of warriors who had arrived at Aitutaki. He, being old and feeble, wished them to come at once.

          
Tuoarangi arrived safely at Rarotonga and gave his message to Maine-marae-rua, who at once sent for her son, Marouna, and informed him of the arrival of the messenger from his grandfather at Aitutaki, with the message that he was to be in haste and not waste time in building a canoe but to try and procure one already made. After much trouble Marouna succeeded in purchasing a canoe from Angainui, the name of which was Te-mata-o-te-kovi-riviri, with the proviso that the name of the canoe was not to be changed. He then set to work to collect picked warriors, amongst whom was his own son Tane.

          
They then set sail and arrived at Mangaia (A’ua’u was its name at that time). Here he landed, and after several battles succeeded in persuading Ue and Kavau, with their warriors, to join his 
tere. He then changed the name of his canoe and called it by the new name of Rau-ti-para-ki-a’ua’u. Leaving Mangaia they arrived at 
Maketu (now named Mauke). Landing there, they again went to war, and succeeded in getting the warriors, Tara-te-ku’i and Tara-te-kurapa to join them. Again starting, they
            


            sailed to Nukuroa (now called Mitiaro). Here in the same way as at the other islands they gave battle to the inhabitants and were reinforced by the warriors Tara-tutuma and Tara-tuau, who joined the 
tere. From Nukuroa they went to Te-enua-manu (now called Atiu), where they were joined by Tara-apai-toa-i-Atiu. From Te-enua-manu they went to Te-tapuae-manu (now called Manuae or Hervey Island), at which island they again gave battle, and after several victories sailed towards Aitutaki, having been joined at Te-tapuae-manu by a warrior named Kaura. Arriving off Aitutaki, they fell in with a canoe on board which was Koro-ki-matangi and Koro-ki-vananga, who were out in search of their father, Tavake. Marouna told them to go on shore and await his return. He would not land as he was going to Vare-a-tao (Niue, or Savage Island) to get more warriors. After a tempestuous voyage Marouna arrived there, and after a great deal of fighting succeeded in getting the warrior Titia, and returned to Aitutaki.

          
He arrived at Aitutaki during the night, and entered the passage Ruai-kakau, and anchored his canoe at a place called Turi. The same night he, with some comrades, went on an exploring expedition. Meeting some of the natives, they enquired: “Where is the house of Maeva?” Upon the house being pointed out to them they approached and knocked at the door. Maeva was inside, and hearing the noise, enquired as to who was there. He received the answer, “It is I, the son of Maine-marae-rua.” Maeva replied: “I do not believe you; you are telling me lies. How did you manage to come here, and where do you come from?” Marouna replied, “I have come because you sent Tuoarangi to fetch me.” Maeva was delighted at this, and, opening the door, fell on the neck of his grandson in an ecstacy of joy. Marouna then, by order of Maeva, sent for all his people to come ashore and drag up the canoe.

          
This they did as silently as possible, at a place called Tangoro. They then endeavoured to conceal their canoe, which they accomplished by placing it at the bottom of a pool of water; this pool they called Vai-veu (muddy water), which name it retains to the present day. They then returned to the house of Maeva, at Te-rangi-atea, and refreshed themselves, and Marouna crept secretly to the neighbouring houses. It being night time he entered without being seen. He crept around, feeling with his hands the heads of the sleepers. If the head felt heavy he strangled the sleeper, as he deemed the heavy heads to be warriors; the light heads he allowed to sleep on. So he went on from house to house, and returned home before morning. He then roused his warriors and went to battle with the Aitu clan. Having so many noted champions with him he routed them completely. He and his men killed all they could find. Thence he and his
            


            warriors went on to the islands in the lagoon, shouting their war-cries, saying Marouna had conquered eight lands and was lord over all. There was only one man left out of the Aitu tribe, who had concealed the corpse of his father in a screw-pine tree (
ara). This man’s name was Tangaroa-iku-reo. Upon the departure of Marouna and his warriors to the 
motu, or islands, Tangaroa-iku-reo wrapped the body of his father in leaves and dragged it through the sea to a passage named Ra’o-taka, where he meant to send it to the ocean. But, approaching the passage, he saw a number of sharks and other large fish awaiting their prey. He changed his mind and went to another passage called Te Maora. Here were the sharks as before, so he went to the passage called Vaimoa. The sharks were also here, so he travelled on to Take-take; here he launched the body to sea. The passage was then named Teka’ia-kikau-a-tuauru.

          
He then swam back to the mainland and landed at Pou-tua-kava. He afterwards took to wife Veka.

          
Upon the return of Marouna from the islands he divided out his warriors and procured wives for them from the women who owned the lands, which was given to them by Te-erui. Marouna was installed as 
ariki, and his descendants are the 
arikis of Aitutaki to this day. The present principal land-holders of Aitutaki are also the descendants of the warriors of Marouna, who were married to the women left of Ru’s tribe, amongst whom the land was divided by Te-erui.
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Genealogy

          
The native historian of Aitutaki who gave the foregoing history of the Island people, added the following genealogical list:—
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Ruatapu married again and begat Tamaiva and Moenau. (See history of Ruatapu.) Having sailed back to Aitutaki, he lived there and he married Tutunoa and begat Kirikava; Kirikava married Tekura-i-Oneroa, and they begat Maevakura. He married Te-nonoi-o-Iva, and they begat Maeva-rangi. He married Puri-te-Reinga, and they begat Maine-Marae-rua,
            


            who married Te-ii-mate-Tapu. Their child Marouna married Uenuku-kai-Atia. and they begat Tane Teaukura. He married Aka-ariki-o-te-Rangi, and they begat Te-tupu-o-Rongo, whose spouse was Katapu-ki-te-marae. The children of this pair were Ngarikitoko-a, Tekii-Koro, and Te Pare. From Ngariki the descent of the narrator of this history is:
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The four chiefs of Aitutaki are all descendants of Ruatapu, viz. Tamatoa, Vaerua-rangi, Te-urukura, and Manarangi.
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The Origin of the Coconut


            A Legend of Manahiki Island

          
ONE beautiful evening my aged friend, a Maori of the old type, I finding the atmosphere of the 
whare too warm, proposed that we should bathe in the lagoon. I readily assented. The golden moon was just rising over the placid waters as my companion and I sat down to gaze silently at the bewitching scene, and drink in the enchantment of the place. After swimming for some time I rejoined my companion and picked up the shell of a coconut lying on the beach. While looking at it I was struck by the wonderful resemblance it had to a human face; and I remarked on it accordingly.

          
The old chief said nothing for a long time. At last he broke the silence by saying: “
E papa koe, kaore e hinengaro ki nga tupuna” (“You are a white man, you will not care for our ancestral lore”). I must have offended him, for he then said, “
Kaore he pekapeka” (“There is no harm”); and then I listened to the story of Tuna and his undying affection for Hina.

          
* * *

          
Away back in the twilight of fable, when the sons of the gods sometimes lived on earth (said the old man), there lived on this island a most voluptuous and beautiful maiden, by name Hina. She was eagerly sought after and wooed by the young 
arikis from near and far, but she favoured none with her love. Suddenly, for no accountable reason, a cloud of sadness seemed to settle over Hina. This increased as time went on, until all commented on it; and Hina grew sadder and thinner each day. At length Maui-potiki set to work to find out the cause of her trouble, and at last by accident he discovered it.

          
Hina was in the habit of coming down each evening to bathe in this very pool. It is and always has been a favourite bathing place of our people, and as Hina was sitting on this very rock, a man suddenly appeared. He was Tuna, Tangaroa’s first-born son, the handsomest merman in all his father’s realms. As only half of his body was visible, Hina did not know that he was a merman. He was so captivating that she fell in love with him at first sight; and to the lulling music of ocean wavelets they pledged their love. Tuna extorted a promise from the beautiful Hina that she should never enquire into his history, nor his dwelling place, and that she was to be content with seeing him only at night.

          


          

            

[image: Maui and Tuna.]

Maui and Tuna.


          

          


          


          
At first Hina was very happy, but one day she discovered that her husband was not as other men. His embraces were cold and clammy, and the mystery of his existence worried her. This went on for many moons until the lines of sadness cut deep into her face. For her there were no garlands of flowers; her soul no longer responded to the messages of love from “
te ariki o te po” (the queen of the night).

          
Maui, the desperate lover, watched afar in silence; and as he sat one night by the water’s edge dreaming of Hina, he saw the form of a man rise out of the sea—yet it was not a man, for it was partly a fish. Maui hid himself in the thick vegetation. He saw Tuna disappear in the direction of Hina’s abode and recognised him, for know that Maui was nurtured by his great ancestor Tangaroa when he was cast into the sea in the top-knot of his mother Taranga’s hair.

          
Maui then knew the cause of all Hina’s troubles. As he passed Hina’s house next day he greeted her. “
Kia orana” came the pathetic reply.

          
“You have been married a long time,” Maui said.

          
“Are you a god?” asked the startled Hina.

          
“I am,” said Maui. “Your husband only visits you during the night.”

          
“You are indeed a god,” replied Hina.

          
“I am,” said Maui. “His embraces are cold and clammy; his past is a mystery to you; you have never beheld him in the light of day. Hina, say but the word and I will dispel this cloud of darkness hovering o’er you. Give me the reward of reciprocated love, and happiness will be yours till, hand in hand, we shall walk in the land inhabited by the spirits of our, ancestors.”

          
“Maui, you must be a god,” said she. “And I would that I could listen to your words, but, as you know, I am barred by honour till my husband dies.”

          
The next day Maui was busy putting down skids, apparently for the launching of his canoe. These skids went straight along the place where Tuna generally came to Hina’s 
whare. At night he waited. He saw the majestic form of Tuna rise out of the depths and disappear.

          
When Tuna reached his wife’s abode he said: “Hina, I am about to die, I have a presentiment of evil. When you see my head severed from my body, run and bury it at the head of our favourite 
atamira (couch). Watch it and water it with your tears. After many days it will grow into a tree, and will bring forth much fruit. In each fruit you will see the matted hair and sorrowful face of your husband, Tuna, which will be as meat and
            


            drink to you and your children for ever. But remember it, Hina, as the token of my undying affection for you.”

          
Maui intercepted Tuna as the man-fish returned to the water, and he slew him. He severed the head of Tuna from his body on one of the skids. Hina followed out the instructions of the merman who had been her husband, and lo! the tree grew. The fruit appeared; and to this day Tuna lives in the memory of all men, for are not all these coconuts still named by the children of Hina, “
te mata o Tuna” (the face of Tuna)?

          
“And so, friend,” said the old man as he ended his tale, “even to you Tuna and his undying love have been revealed. 
Kia orana.”
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Tutaeporoporo

          
IN the days when the sons of the gods sometimes wooed the daughters of men, a great and horrible monster lived in the Whanganui river. His name was Tutaeporoporo. Now, Tutaeporoporo lived partly in the water and partly on dry land. He had three favourite caves in which he lived, one at Waipuna, just below Putiki, one at Wairere, where the bridge now spans the river, and one at Kaimatira, just above Aramoho. He was a ngarara, resembling a fish, though he walked on four legs. He was ugly and hideous, striking terror to the very hearts of his beholders. At one time he had been a good 
taniwha, the cherished pet of Tuariki of Rangitikei, but when that man was killed by the Whanganui people, he took up his abode in the Whanganui River in order to avenge the death of his master. Thus he became man’s mortal enemy and many found a resting place in his insatiable maw. Canoe loads of unwary men and women were often swallowed by him, and he became a curse in the land.

          
Before long it came about that the up-river natives could not get down to the sea, nor could the Maori people at the mouth paddle up into the heart of the land. When the Whanganui natives’ friends could not visit them for fear of the great monster, one Aokehu, an intrepid warrior, came to the rescue. He was tall and majestic and the bands of muscles around his limbs looked like the corded plaits of a rope. His face was scrolled with the work of the 
tohunga-ta-moko’s art, so that none was like him to look upon. The comely daughters of the 
hapu sighed for him, but in vain; Aokehu’s heart had been consumed by a greater monster than Tutaeporoporo.

          
When visiting a neighbouring tribe he had seen Hine-au-moana, a virgin, whom he could not marry because she was already betrothed. He sought her one day while she was away from the 
pa with her slaves and there declared his love. To this she replied:

          
“
E tama, there are three barriers between us; firstly, I am already betrothed; secondly, my tribe will not consent to our marriage; and thirdly, I know you not nor do I love you.”

          
He replied, “Yea, if there were thirty barriers yet would I surmount them.”

          
As she was leaving she said, “My people go to war to-morrow. If my betrothed is killed the first barrier is removed.”

          


          
Now, Aokehu followed close upon the heels of the war-party, and when he saw that Hine-au-moana’s people were nearly beaten he entered into the conflict with the enthusiasm of a true lover and converted the defeat into a victory. Hine’s betrothed was found amongst the killed. After the battle Hine’s people gave Aokehu many fine garments, and dogs were killed for a feast in honour of his assistance. That night, after the feasting was over, Aokehu sought out Hine and reminded her that two of the barriers had been removed. She replied:

          
“Ay, two have been removed; one yet remains. If you can kill Tutaeporoporo, then perhaps I may look upon you with favour.”

          
Upon the next day Aokehu set out, trusting to the power of his gods and the might of his own right arm. Arriving near the home of the monster he got his people to make him a wooden 
kumete, a kind of large bowl, oval in shape. When it was finished he got into it and had it pushed out into the stream. Assisted by powerful incantations he floated towards the abode of Tutaeporoporo.

          
Quickly the monster rose from the depths against this rash intruder. With one snap of the mighty jaws Aokehu and his craft vanished into his throat, down into his belly. Once inside, Aokehu quickly got out of his 
kumete, and swish! swish! went his good knife Taitimu-roa into the ngarara’s body. In a short time Tutaeporoporo floated to the surface of the river, crawled slowly to land and quietly turned over to die.

          
Then the assembled people gave a great shout and rushed forward; and lo! who should appear but Aokehu, unharmed, from the very jaws of death.

          
Now, when the 
kumete went down the monster’s throat Hine-aumoana’s heart smote her. Her sympathy arose, and love for Aokehu stirred within her, but, alas! it was too late. In that moment she knew that the world held only one man for her—and he was gone.

          
However, he was not gone. He lived, and Hine was his, for he had removed the last barrier, the monstrous Tutaeporoporo.
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Tutaeporoporo, The Taniwha of the Whanganui.
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In Single Combat

          
ONCE there lived two Upper Whanganui chiefs, Hamarama, of the Ngati-Pare tribe, and Pokaitara, of the Ngati-Atuaroa tribe. They quarrelled over a canoe named Pakiaka. In his anger Pokaitara said that armed only with a spear-ended walking-staff he could kill all the Ngati-Pare. Hamarama retorted that he would kill the Atuaroa clan like owls in the bush. The two chiefs assembled their warriors and met at Parikiwai.

          
It was decided to settle the battle by single combat. A warrior named Rangi Te Wheato stood forth on behalf of the Ngati-Atuaroa, and he defeated his antagonist, Hamarama. The names of the weapons used by the conqueror and the conquered were Pouwhenua and Ringamahikai. Hamarama took his dogskin mat, called Parewahine, and gave it to Rangi Te Wheato. Now those people are named Ngati-Ruru and Ngati-Patu-tokotoko, names which commemorate the duel. Ngati-Ruru means “The Tribe of the Bush Owls.” The other tribal name means “The Tribe of the Walking-staff.” These tribes live to-day in the bush 
kaingas on the upper part of the Whanganui River.
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Whakamomori

          
I TAKE it 
whakamomori means not only the straight-out suicide, but also the faculty natives appear to possess of giving themselves up to death in despair and dying accordingly. Horowhenua has been much before the public of Maoriland, and the history of that land and its claimants, truthfully written, would make entertaining reading. Here I shall give one incident which touches upon the curious phase of 
whakamomori mentioned, in connection with Moutere, the sentinel hill which rises solitary from the plain on the ocean side of Horowhenua lake and it is not fiction.

          
The triangulation of the West Coast north of Otaki was in the hands of a surveyor well known in both islands, whose ability was commensurate with the stately form which subsequently had its spark of life extinguished in the treacherous water of chill Waitaki, which separates Canterbury from Otago. There was much apprehension that the erection of the trig, station at Moutere for the triangulation of the Horowhenua section would not be allowed to proceed without interruption. There had been for some time quarrels between the two tribes in respect to the ownership of the land. The tribe once owning it had been reduced to insignificant numbers by the persistent attacks of 
Te Rauparaha, and the miserable remnant had been rescued from slaughter and saved to serve as bondsmen by one of his lieutenants, the chief Te Whatanui of Ngati-Raukawa, who settled on the land in consummation of conquest. But the Muaupoko, the conquered tribe, had relations among kindred tribes further north who had lately come into prominence from the assistance they had given the Europeans in the war against 
Titokowaru. These, when the war concluded, had still possession of the arms served out to them and seemed inclined to assist the Muaupoko to resist the completion of the title of the conquerors by every means. The two chiefs of the northern tribes were by one parent, each of Muaupoko blood; they had therefore the direct tribal interest. It was from Muaupoko, certain of support, that the interference came.

          
The heavy sawn timber was carried up the hill by native and half-caste labourers. A European who knew both tribes intimately was with the surveyor. The chief of the Muaupoko was a man named Noa, and he had a son named Heta, an insignificant but exceedingly troublesome native. This man had been detected pilfering goods from a store in Foxton a few days
            


            before, and the fact was known to the surveyor. Before the erection of the pyramidal structure had proceeded far, Heta, with about a dozen of his tribe, came and demanded a cessation of the work. The surveyor refused to listen, or to acknowledge in any way the right of Heta to interfere. Heta grew more angry; the surveyor, always cool, got cooler. The interpreter told the native what the surveyor said with full appreciation, for he had been manager of a run rented from the conquering tribe and held the Muaupoko in contempt.

          
Heta persisting, Mitchinson said to the interpreter: “Tell Heta I will listen to a chief if one is sent to me and explain matters, but I utterly refuse to hold any converse with a man who has lately been detected in petty theft.”

          
When Heta heard this he answered not a word, but, calling his followers, departed down the hill and no further interruption took place. What followed is the more peculiar as showing that even years of subjection will fail to obliterate from the native mind the feeling of superiority and pride of 
mana, which is the constant attribute of a native chief, and Heta was a chief by descent.

          
Early next morning, as the interpreter was waiting for the departure of the work party, a native come up and asked him whether he knew that Heta was ill. It appeared that Heta went straight to his 
whare, took off his pants and boots, wrapped his blanket round him and lay down on his mat, speaking to no one. He refused food and replied to no questions from man, woman or child, relation, friend or stranger.

          
The natives came to the conclusion that he had been operated upon by a 
tohunga and was under the law of 
makutu (bewitched). An enquiry from Heta’s companions as to what had happened at Moutere led them to the conclusion that the agents who had cast an evil spell on Heta were the surveyor and interpreter.

          
The interpreter said he would go and see Heta and try to rouse him from his lethargy. He would tell him not to be a fool and urge him to pull himself together. Heta was only sulky and afraid, perhaps, of punishment for his delinquencies at the store—he would go and set matters right. So both the 
pakeha set forth.

          
The broad expanse of Horowhenua Lake lay in placid loveliness beneath the shadows of the forest-clad foothills, a dark green contrast to the brown, barren heights of Tararua. The clumps of tall cabbage palms, whose faintly trembling fronds sparkled in the sunlight, gave some tropic
            


            beauty to the scene. In the centre of the lake two or three canoes lay motionless. In each canoe statuesque forms of bronze-coloured natives stood upright, poising the hooked pole with which they captured the enormous eels that, at this season, floated on the surface of the lake. The 
tui pealed its mellow notes in the forest; the wild ducks sported beneath the shadows of the brilliant green 
raupo reeds. It was a scene of peaceful charm as they approached the 
whare near the lake-shore, and, lifting the latch, called, “
E Heta!”

          
But Heta was dead.
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And They Gazed on the Sleeping Wife.
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The Story of Te Aohuruhuru

          
NOW, Pamaramarama was the name of the village of Te Aohuruhuru’s husband. The husband was an old man. His wife was a plebian. He had forcibly taken her away from the man whom she had dearly loved. The reason why he took this woman was that she was good, beautiful and industrious. She cooked; she wove garments for this old man. Indeed her service was that of a servant to this old man, but at the same time perhaps her love remained constant to the man whom she had dearly loved. She remained a very long time with the old man.

          
After a time this old man degraded her, and in this fashion. They had been asleep one night when the old man got up and gazed at his young wife deep in unconscious slumber. Her garments had slipped down because of the restless tossing of the arms and feet, due to the heat. Then he lit a fire. The fire blazed. He looked and saw that she was nude. Then that old man gloated (pondered) over his exceedingly good fortune. The wavy hair gleamed in the glow of the fire; her body pink, her skin shining; her face like a perfect summer’s day—calm, exquisite. The breast of the young woman when she breathed was like the gentle rise and fall of the blushing sea at sunset.

          
For long the old man devoured the loveliness of his girl wife. Then he awakened his old men companions in the house so that they might enjoy the beauty of his wife. While they were gazing at her she awakened, but by that time she was being gazed upon by the numerous old men of that house.

          
The woman arose, overwhelmed with shame. The beautiful morn became overshadowed by clouds; the bosom became agitated like unto the earth quaking. She was overcome with shame. Her hands seized the clothes to cover herself; then she went hurriedly to the corner of the house, wept, wept till the dawning of the day.

          
As soon as it was daybreak, the old man and his companions embarked in a canoe and paddled far out to sea to catch fish. While the old man and his companions were away fishing the woman began to think of the enormity of her husband’s offence in regard to herself. Thoughts of suicide entered her mind.

          


          
Now, there stands a lofty rock on the coast line and its name is “Te Aohuruhuru’s Leap.” The young woman began to adorn herself. She combed her hair and beautified herself with her 
kaitaka cloaks, and placed feathers in her hair—the feathers of the 
huia, kotuku and the albatross— and so completed her toilet. Then the young woman arose and climbed to the top of the high rock and seated herself. Her thoughts turned to composing a lament.

          
By the time the words of the song were completed the husband and his companions were paddling homeward. Their canoe approached the rock on which she sat. Then they heard the young woman singing her dirge. As they came near they heard the words wafted along with the rippling of the tide, like some resounding echo by the cliffs. Apprehensions assailed the old man. He heard the words of the song. The singer lamented that as she slept unsuspecting with limbs outstretched the fire was made to give more light and so she was laughed at.

          
When Te Aohuruhuru had finished singing she leaped from the cliff. The men saw the whiteness of her raiment as she leaped. They landed at the base of the rock; and they saw her lying mangled there. As some carved canoe is shattered on the shore, so was it with that young woman. Such was the utter waste of her beauty.

          
To this day we remember that rock as Te Aohuruhuru’s Leap; and we remember the words of the young woman’s dirge; and when visitors come here we lead them to that rock to see it.

          

            
The original of this legend (here translated for the first time) was published in “Nga Mahi a Nga Tupuna,” new edition, embodying MS. stories in Maori by Sir George Grey, deposited in the Cape Town Library and recently obtained, through the efforts of Bishop 
H. W. Williams, for the Grey Collection, in the Auckland Municipal Library.
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Te Aohuruhuru Sings Her Death Chant.
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The Importance of a Comb

          
THE story I am about to tell you, my 
pakeha, was first told to me many years ago when the white man’s coming and his domination of our territories was still a topic for earnest converse around the 
whare fires. Not then had we begun to understand that, not in conflict with the white intruder, but in co-operation with him, lay our salvation. True it is that among the early settlers were many unscrupulous men. As a consequence the true British 
pakeha was misunderstood and his ideals of fair government treated as the petty hypocrisies of a thieving invader until, one by one, there arose your strong but sympathetic leaders; and so now we stand the happiest people in bondage on the face of the good earth. But is it bondage? True, some of my old ancestors would have fought to the death rather than dwell under the laws of an alien people. But even they, wise people, would have at last given way to the inevitable and surrendered to the 
pakeha with his machinery for tilling the fields and cutting down the forests, and his weapons that dealt out sudden death from a distance. Perhaps they, too, realised that there was a power greater than themselves and their gods in the world, for there is the old oracular utterance:

          

            
“Kei muri i te awe kapara


            
E tu ana he tangata ke,


            
Mana te ao, he ma.”
          

          
which means:

          

            
“Shadowed behind the tattooed face


            
A stranger stands.


            
He owns the earth; and he is white.”
          

          
* * *

          
It happened in Rarotonga twenty-four generations ago, when Uenukurakei-ora was chief of those islands.

          
Now there dwelt at that time a family of 
rangatira rank whose history was mixed, as shall appear. There were two sons of this family who were great comrades, always sharing each other’s pleasures and troubles, and even their weapons and garments. They were fine lads and favourites in the village. The eldest boy was a famous athlete who carried off all the
            


            prizes at swimming and other aquatic sports, and he was generally looked on as his father’s heir.

          
I would have you know that, in those days, yes, and even up to early 
pakeha days, my warrior ancestors wore their hair in a knob on the top of their head. This was usually fastened with a comb. It chanced that one day the elder boy was sitting by the seashore tying up his hair, and, being unable to find his own comb, took his brother’s and put it in his hair. Just then the mother came by and noticed him. Here it may be as well to mention that the comb was a sacred comb, carved by skilled hands from the bone of a whale, and might be worn only by people of the highest rank. The mother came over to him and took the comb from his hair, saying, “How dare you use my son’s sacred comb?”

          
The boy was astounded. “But, mother,” he said, “we are brothers. I have as much right to use that comb as he.”

          
“No,” replied the mother. “I will tell you why.”

          
It may seem strange to you, my friend, that the boy did not know his true history, but I would ask you to remember that those were free-and-easy times. Either you were one of the family or you were not. This is what the mother told him.

          
“I am your father’s second wife. Your mother died at your birth. She was a beautiful woman of 
rangatira rank, but she had been captured by your father in war and so I, a free 
rangatira, claim precedence over your mother and for my son over you. You are not a true 
rangatira; you were not born on the sacred mat, the 
takapau-wharanui; and you must not use the sacred comb of my child.”

          
Imagine, if you can, the effect this would have on the proud youth. Brought up to believe that he was the elder son and the heir to his father, he had always acted as such. And now. To be subordinate to his younger brother; and one who was not nearly so good at games and fighting as he was. It was an unbearable position for the boy and he sought a way to re-establish his 
mana in the land. And this is how he did it.

          
Shortly after this episode the elder son arranged a canoe party to go out fishing, and he chose as his companions every one of the young chiefs in the village. Far out to sea they went towards a favourite fishing ground. Suddenly one of the boys cried out that the canoe was filling. And so it was, for before leaving the elder son had removed the plug in the bottom of the canoe and kept his heel over the hole until they were out of sight of land. He, alone among them, was a sufficiently strong swimmer to reach
            


            the shore from that distance. As the canoe sank he taunted them and laughed at their feeble struggles to reach the land. Presently he started homewards. He had strange powers, this boy, for, when he began to feel tired, he called upon the denizens of the deep to assist him. And lo! suddenly there appeared a whale who carried him on his back safely to the shore.

          
It might seem a little matter to cause such a great circumstance; but, my friend, I have known friendships, even among the 
pakeha, that were broken for less.
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Mura

          
I AM Mura, the great white flame. From time immemorial I have been
            sought after, woo’d and deified. I am the god of warmth and light, there is none greater than I. Without me everything would perish. The abuse of me would consume utterly. So Maui nearly was fated. As it has been, so it will be down through the ages till the end of time, if there be an end. Where I am, I shine supreme. Even man—. Two pretty lips puckered. One feeble protest from Mura, and then—darkness.
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Mura: the Song of the Flame.
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The Taniwha


            The Landing of the First Horses in New Zealand

          
SMOKED tattooed heads were getting scarce. Trade in general was declining. We were beginning to assess the true values of tomahawks, jew’s-harps and red blankets, so an enterprising trader brought over a horse as an experiment. The first we saw of the horse was when we saw it swimming ashore. We who were gathered on the beach immediately ran for our lives, for we knew a great 
taniwha was making straight for us. We saw the monster rise out of the depths and land on the beach. Then we saw white men row from the ship and knew they would immediately be consumed. We shouted and made signs to them to go back, for we were afraid they would be killed. But the 
pakeha folk, who, you know, are of a stubborn race, kept on.

          
Then a strange thing happened and we marvelled. One of the men approached the 
taniwha and tied a rope to his neck and led him to a patch of fine grass, and lo! the monster ate grass. We said, “Great, great is the 
mana of the 
pakeha!” Then we saw the 
pakeha get on the 
taniwha’s back and the 
taniwha ran away, and we said, “Now, the monster is running to his hole and the 
pakeha surely will be eaten.” But no, the monster came back and did nothing more than just eat grass.

          
Then the 
pakeha called us, but none dare venture out of the pa except Taringakuri (Dog’s Ear), who said he was not afraid of any monster. So he crept down to the beach and we waited, grieving for the old man. The 
pakeha men put Dog’s Ear on to the 
taniwha and we sorrowed for Dog’s Ear. He rode the monster and came back, and the 
taniwha ate more grass.

          
Then my father went down and he, too, took a ride on the monster. And he said to the captain of the ship that he would like to buy the 
taniwha. He would fill the belly of the ship with fine 
muka (flax fibre) and overrun its back with pigs if the captain gave him the 
taniwha.

          
This compact was agreed to and my father became the owner of the 
taniwha.

          
Then all the members of the tribe gathered together and every one took a ride on the 
taniwha. E tama! it was a strange sight to see tattooed warriors riding that monster.

          


          
Now after the second day the monster died and great was my father’s grief thereat. He thought we rode the monster to death. But we shook our heads and said it was because Patene had forgotten to take the piece of dried shark from his belt and thus the 
taniwha’s tapu had been violated by cooked food.

          
Father thought a while and said, “
Ae pea” (“Yes, perhaps”).

          
Many days passed away and at last the captain returned and great indeed was our joy when we saw two more 
taniwhas swimming ashore.

          
My father again filled the ship with fine hemp and pigs, the price of the two 
taniwhas. Father took better care of these two; he would not allow many to ride them. Then the fame of these 
taniwhas went abroad and many came to see them and to marvel.

          
About this time our friends from the Wairarapa thought of paying us a visit. Well, we knew they had two very fast runners, and so, when the party arrived, as the custom was, they sent out these two fast runners as challengers. They came—ah! 
e tama!—they were heroes! Tall and straight like 
totara trees, with eyes that shone like 
pawa-shell; and the tattooer must have sighed with pleasure when he beheld the result of his artistic work, for they were tattooed from head to foot.

          
They came, those runners, they danced their fierce war dance, they made faces at us, they came right up to our party, for they knew we had no runner who could compete with them, so they defied us. But suddenly as they were about to retreat, our ranks opened out and our two 
taniwhas sprang forth, ridden by two of our young men.

          
As soon as the brave runners saw those monsters they fell on their knees at once and gave up the ghost, for they thought they would be eaten.

          
When our Wairarapa friends saw the fate of their two companions they fled as one man and disappeared over the Wainui hills without ever looking back once.

          

E hoa, this is the story of the first horses that landed here on these shores. 
To waewae! (Your leg!).
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A Shot in the Dark


            The Woman or the Land: a Memory of the


            Upper Waitara

          
IN the mid-Seventies of last century, the Ngati-Maru tribe, of the Upper Waitara district, North Taranaki, was torn into factions by the dissensions of those who wanted to sell land to the Government and those who opposed that policy. The leader of the land sellers was Te Rangiakeihu, a little undersized man with a tattooed face, an immense power of persuasion, and a great gift of oratory. Students of Maori history would be reminded of Karanama Kapukai, husband of Rakapa, who was a sister of Matene Te Whiwhi, a noted chief of the Rauparaha era. The influence of both chiefs, owing to the qualities mentioned, led to their gathering a large following, but how different was this influence used? In the case of Karanama this great gift of oratory was used in the consolidation of the people to resist the inroads of the 
pakeha. In the case of Te Rangiakeihu similar gifts were used in undermining the patriotism of his tribe and handing over to the 
pakeha the tribal lands for the consideration of from one and sixpence to two and sixpence per acre. Such was the despicable head of the land sellers. He of course was considered by the Government the true friend of the Europeans.

          
And now for the other side. Ihakara Ranga Whenua was head of the Conservatives. He had long been a leader of the tribe. He was a man who stood six feet two on feet which never knew a shoe or sock. His name was graven as guardian on the 
niu, or sacred pole, of Te Aotawa, around which tribes from many parts of the Island had danced in the fanaticism of the Hauhau religion. But those fantasies he had discarded. He was simply the head of his tribe, to whose kindness every religion was welcomed. He strongly opposed all alienation of native lands, but he had from our point of view his little failings, although those failings were not considered remarkable in the morals of a tribe of a past generation of Maoris.

          
Te Hau Tei Kii was one of the Land Sellers. He was a tall thin man with a countenance which pronounced him a poltroon. He could never look an honest man in the face. In short, he was a 
tutua. He had a wife named Te Piki. There were two Piki’s in the tribe: One was Pikipiki Potae, from the fact that she always wore a handkerchief over her head, and for years
            


            no living man ever saw her hair. It was a most beautiful head of wavy chestnut hair. When at last it was seen she attracted smiles and speedily was married. Pikipiki Maunga, wife of Te Hau Tei Kii, acquired her name, “The Mountain Climber,” through an established habit she had of disappearing from her village and the arms of Te Hau Tei Kii on tours among the hills of the neighbourhood in the company of Ranga Whenua. After two or three weeks’ tour in the wooded ranges she always returned to the 
whare of her husband. This complacent individual was used to remonstrate with her thus wise: “It’s too bad of you, Piki, to leave me by myself too long,” and to Ranga Whenua he would say: “What do you take her away for? Why don’t you leave her to cook food for us?” Ranga Whenua never answered a word; the argument was beneath him.

          
About this time a 
pakeha with his Maori wife had arrived in the district. He had a bitter quarrel with the Government on account of the quasi purchase of a block of land called Teramouku. This 
pakeha took possession of the land in defiance of the Government. The land was situated about six miles from where Ranga Whenua lived. The 
pakeha had built a house on the top of a little hill commanding a view to all the open land of the Teramouku Valley. His wife had a large claim to the Teramouku Valley; this claim was never disputed by natives, either Conservatives or Land Sellers, but had been ignored by the Government. The 
pakeha took possession with one mate, a glorious tattooed native, who, with the 
pakeha, would like to see what white man was going to put them out of it. Ranga Whenua recognised the kindred spirit and came to live in this grand clearing a little way further down the stream above which rose the hill whereon the 
pakeha had built his house. Ranga Whenua lived alone in his solitary 
whare beside the brook called Komako-tangi-ata (the bellbird that sings at dawn).

          
One day the 
pakeha, greatly to his surprise, as he looked down the creek saw that Ranga Whenua had a female companion. Ranga Whenua came up in the evening and said it was Piki, and that they were on their way to Parihaka. He told the 
pakeha that the Land Selling party were offering to the Government a block of land called Mangaotuku. The 
pakeha’s wife had a large interest in this land, and Ranga Whenua asked the 
pakeha to write a letter to Mr. Commissioner Parris, Land Purchase Officer of the Government, protesting against the alienation of this land, as the chiefs of the tribe and the principal owners objected to the sale; they would rather have an acre of it than eighteen-pence. The 
pakeha did so and Ranga Whenua placed his mark to his signature.

          
Early next morning, just as the bellbird heralded the coming sun, the chief and Piki departed for Urenui. The road was nine miles long—nine
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            miles of steep and precipitous hills, all ups and downs, with scarcely a level acre from start to finish; so bad was that nine miles that few parties covered it in a day.

          
About mid-day a party came over from the Kawau Pa to the house of the 
pakeha, headed by Te Matangi-a-Rupe, and containing in its numbers Te Hau Tei Kii and his nephew. All had guns in their hands and business was evidently meant. Te Piki had been missed, and therefore it was surmised that Ranga Whenua had not alone returned to his 
whare at Tera-mouku. The Parihaka meeting was close at hand, and many surmised- especially those of the Land Selling party—that Ranga Whenua might have a word to say to the Land Purchase Commissioner at New Plymouth which might frustrate their scheme. The visitors were offered food by the 
pakeha and his wife, but they appeared to be in a great hurry. The spokesman, addressing the 
pakeha, asked if Ranga Whenua had gone. The 
pakeha said, “Oh! yes, at peep of day.” “Ah!” said Rupe; “he’ll be out by this evening!” “Oh, yes!” said the 
pakeha, “If it were I, I should be out easy in the time.”

          
But here was interposed the irrepressible tongue of the woman. The 
pakeha’s wife said, “Oh! no; Piki told me they would sleep on the road.” Not another word was said. Te Hau Tei Kii and his nephew immediately arose and, gun in hand, took their way down the valley towards the ford, which marked the point of departure, to the track over the bush hills which led to the sea. The rest of the party, recognising the seriousness of the situation but not caring to interfere, made their way back to the Kawau without a word to the 
pakeha and his companions.

          
After they had left the 
pakeha and his mate Hihimua consulted on the situation. It was one which in times past had led to bloodshed and feuds innumerable. The Maori was for staying where he was and not moving. Although both had been out all the morning in a fatiguing hunt after wild cattle, the 
pakeha suggested that they should, by taking a road straight through the bush, arrive at the track which Te Hau Tei Kii had taken at a point which he had not had time to pass. But to this the Maori would not agree.

          
They had seen that Te Hau Tei Kii, when he arrived half way to the ford, had sent back his nephew, and he had followed the others back to the 
pa. The pursuer was afraid that the nephew, on catching sight of the fugitives, would raise the cry of warning. This confirmed the 
pakeha in his idea that murder was intended. All in his house spent a most uncomfortable night. At mid-day Te Hau Tei Kii returned with Piki his wife. They sat down near the open door of the house, Te Hau Tei Kii having his
            


            double-barrel gun across his knees. Te Hau said, “I have killed Ranga Whenua.”

          
The 
pakeha immediately reached for his gun, still loaded with ball from yesterday’s cattle hunting. His Maori companion interposed between the 
pakeha and the door and said, “No! we don’t know how 
Te Whiti of Parihaka, having preached the doctrine of peace, would consider such an act of retaliation.”

          
Now the Maori companion of the 
pakeha was but a feather-weight, but the white man dare not cause a disturbance in the house while Te Hau Tei Kii was fully in sight. In the room were his wife with their infant daughter in her arms and a girl, a daughter by a previous husband, at her side; any disturbance giving Te Hau Tei Kii a sight of the 
pakeha struggling to get out with a gun in his hand would have led Te Hau Tei Kii to fire into the house. The 
pakeha subsided, and the murderer with his woman went away. As these crossed the open land towards the bush the 
pakeha tried to persuade his Maori companion to follow after and shoot the murderer, but his mate, pleading Parihaka policy, refused. The whole party immediately took the track of six miles of hilly ground which separated Teramouku from Te Kawau, the headquarters of the tribe of Ngati-Maru. On arriving there Hihimua described the whole transaction to the people. After his speech Te Amo, head chief of the tribe, walked over to the 
pakeha and shook him heartily by the hand. He said, “You did very well, but you would have killed the woman also, wouldn’t you?” The 
pakeha replied, “Well, I do not know so much about that.”

          
As for Tei Kii, he and his woman came near no settlement of Ngati-Maru, but, calling at a temporarily abandoned village, took an iron pot and whatever else they required, and travelled away southward through the forest. After many days they emerged at Ketemarae, the pa of Heke-Pepe, near Normanby. There we leave them.

          
It had not taken long for the news of the murder to reach Rauraupoto, the residence of Ranga Whenua. His daughter and her husband and family immediately came down to Te Kawau. The daughter, Te Haurangi, was afterwards called Te Mate Kohuru, from the ruthless murder of her father. She was a splendid specimen of Maori womanhood. Her hair was what is called by the Maori 
kehu; that is the sunny tinge on the black hair which tells of the Caucasian forefather. In form she was almost perfect, but of a very full habit. Her skin was almost as white as a European’s, and that skin she bared to the view of the people as far as her waist, whilst with heartrending cries of lament she excoriated her body with sharp shells till blood streamed over her bosom.

          


          
Next day a party proceeded, headed by Haurangi, to find the body. Half-way between Teramouku and Urenui, on the top of Koputauaki, they found the camp of the couple. Under a thin layer of the soil of the fireplace they found the body. A bullet had entered the centre of his forehead. In the middle of the night he had risen to light his pipe. The lurking murderer seized the opportunity, and as the flicker of the fire lightened the face of the chief of Ngati-Maru he fired and the result was fatal. The husband and wife had between themselves cut up the roots and buried the victim beneath a few inches of soil.

          
Te Haurangi had an enclosure made round the spot and had a slab erected with an inscription that here was buried Ihakara Ranga Whenua. But she did not bury her father there, she took him down the side of the hill and excavated, the last resting-place for the chief in a precipitous cliff. So she defeated the enemies who might dig up and defile her father. There we leave him, and we leave in sorrow a good man.

          
The party returned to Te Kawau. There the natives insisted that the 
pakeha should take Te Haurangi to wife, notwithstanding that the 
pakeha had a wife and Te Haurangi had a husband and children. The 
pakeha didn’t consent.

          
This was not the only home the white settler had. He had a house on the Waimate Plains, close to the pa of 
Titokowaru. There he went in the mid-summer to cut cocksfoot grass for the seed belonging to himself and the tribe. One evening, after a day’s threshing grass, as the principal members of the tribe were seated around 
Titokowaru in his large whare, a messenger appeared, travel-stained and weary, having ridden more than post haste from the Ngati-Maru country. He handed a letter to 
Titokowaru. This stated that Hana, the wife of the 
pakeha, lay at death’s door, having been assaulted and pretty nearly stranged to death by Te Haurangi because she had given her father over to his death by her impetuous and unconsidered words. 
Titokowaru handed the letter to the 
pakeha. The 
pakeha said not a word. 
Titokowaru said, “Go; if she is alive bring her here at once. If she is dead come back at once and at the back of the mountain of Taranaki a war-party shall go and obliterate Ngati-Maru.” The 
pakeha went and reached the Ngati-Maru country in record time. He brought his wife and child down to his home by the side of 
Titokowaru.

          
Here one might stop, but a few considerations need attention. I have said that Te Hau Tei Kii reached the 
kainga of Heke-Pepe at Normanby. He did not stay there long. He was an incubus to the chief, who did not want him, but could not deny him hospitality—so sacred a rite in the Maori
            


            race. He was related to the people of Otakeiho and the chief Te Rama afforded him protection. While he was living there his wife Piki incidentally met the 
pakeha and told him that the letter Ranga Whenua was taking to Mr. Parris had been entrusted to her by Ranga Whenua and she had given it to Te Rama, who then had it. Does not this point to the conclusion that the warning to the Commissioner, and not the honour of the wife, prompted the murderous deed?

          
All this time the 
pakeha was on the look-out for the felon. He always carried a double-barrel gun (as was not unusual in those unsettled days). There was also another individual who sought 
utu for a relation killed. This was Tihirua; he was not bloodthirsty, but sought the ordinary 
utu. And so time passed on, the parties never meeting till, spring coming round, 
Titokowaru, according to custom, called a meeting of the tribes to celebrate the firstfruits of the year and return thanks to the Atua for the plentitude vouchsafed. There went the 
pakeha; there also was Te Hau Tei Kii. On the 
pakeha’s entrance 
Titokowaru called to him saying, “
E ta, on this day let all enmity cease between you and Te Hau Tei Kii, for my sake.”

          
And now I ask, why did Ranga Whenua die; for the land or for the woman? And why, if this outrage had been a legitimate retaliation according to Maori ethics, did Te Haurangi, acceding to the wish of the tribe, assume the name of Te Mate Kohuru (a treacherous death)?
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The Origin of the Eel Family

          
IT was Moe who killed Tunaroa, and Tunaroa was the firstborn of Tangaroa, the god of the finny realms. Now, Moe cooked him at Tahiti and then pinched off his head; and with the appropriate incantation he threw it into the lake at Huro. In his movements a piece of the burnt skin fell and was trodden into the mud at Taupo.

          
At the Whanga he made further incantations and threw into the lagoon the larger part of the fish. At Waipapa a portion of the white flesh fell into the stream as Moe was crossing it. Then at Taupeka he threw the tail into the sea.

          
And that is why, my son, at Huro you will find the 
kokopu (the giant eels), at Taupo the small black mud eels, at the Whanga the 
whakau, the 
puhi, and the other kinds of eels. At Waipapa you will find the whitebait at home in their millions; at Taupeka and elsewhere along our rock-bound coasts, the conger eel.
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The Return

          
HOTU-MOANA, “the sob of the sea,” was the last chieftainess of the Ngati-Turehu of the Tarakoi 
pa, on the west coast of Stewart Island. She was an only child. Hotu was a most beautiful girl. Her eyes were large, with finely pencilled eyebrows, so soft and sad. Her mouth was small, with rounded red lips, and her chin, well, that was her strongest point, for it was determined and made her look at times a bit severe. She had perfect white teeth, such as only the more primitive people are blessed with. She was very light in complexion, and had red hair. Adolescence was just bursting upon her well-modelled figure, making every curve in her body a poem.

          
One day she was bathing with her maid, as was her custom, in the little bay, when she was surprised by the sudden appearance of an old woman. She was rather frightened of her visitor at first, but then, her curiosity being aroused, she asked the old woman where she came from.

          
The old woman replied that she had escaped from a war party of the Ngati-Mamoe tribe and that it was their intention to surprise the village that night. Then the old woman bade her tell her people of the war party, and so the girl and her maid hastened home and told her father the chief what the woman had said.

          
The gates of the 
pa were immediately closed and preparations for war commenced. Then at night a voice was heard outside calling for admittance: it was the old woman. The girl let her in and while she ate she made signs to the girl that she wanted to speak to her alone.

          
When they were alone, she took some leaves from a basket which she had, and having lighted them she spoke to the girl. “Hotu-moana, listen! Thou art my daughter—I am thy mother. Come to me, child, that I may look upon thee ere my eyes become dim. Many, many moons ago, after I gave birth to thee, thy father accused me of infidelity. Darling, I swear to thee as one who is about to journey to the regions of Po, I was innocent. It was all the mischief-making of that wicked 
tohunga who professed to be your father’s friend, but made proposals to me to fly with him, and because I would not listen he brought great trouble upon me, and I left your father and lived alone for many years, till these Ngati-Mamoe found me and made me their slave. When I heard their plans I longed to see thee once again, my child, and thy father also, for I want him to know that I have been true to him through all the many moons which have lived and are gone; and
            


            perhaps he will believe me also as thou dost. Daughter, death is hovering at our door. Thou shalt live because thou art beautiful. The Ngati-Marnoe are as numerous as the sands of the sea. Our people must vanish as the dew before the morning sun—yea, though they resist and drive the foe back a thousand times yet will they vanish, for the Ngati-Mamoe are as numerous as the sandflies of Sandfly Bay. Daughter, rub thy nose with mine and let me press thee once again to my aged breast—and then, yes, quick! The tide will soon hide the rocks and so, my love—I will reveal many things to thee—but my time is brief.

          
“Listen! This people will vanish even as this smoke vanishes, and yet, and yet, a little time and they, too, will follow, for a greater race is coming after them. They will come from the north as hail in midsummer, so they shall wither the Ngati-Mamoe. I see another race, and yet the same race, for they are light of colour and light of hair. They come out of the depths of the sea—they come over the sea—they flock like the seagulls at nesting time—they bring thunder and lightning—they bring 
taniwhas to wail over the land and sea with great speed—they change the bosom of our parent Papa—they level mountains—dry up seas, and change the courses of rivers, to get little specks of a yellow metal. Enough, our blood, yours and mine, will commingle with that of this strange people—and then, though we will vanish yet will we live to make this fair land great in the world which Rehua has made. Enough! Hasten to thy father and tell him a stranger would speak with him.”

          
So speaking, the old woman took her daughter to her breast and, looking long into her eyes, she said, “Go, heart of mine.” And so Hotumoana went and did as the old woman, her mother, bade her. When her father entered Hotu’s whare, he saw a strange old woman, and he said, “What would you of me?”

          
The woman replied, “
E Ra.” Now, that was her pet name for him in the days of long ago.

          
Then he said, with a trembling voice, “None calls me that but the dead.”

          
To this the old woman answered: “I am the dead.”

          
Now the old man bowed his head and replied, “Speak on.”

          
The woman told him her story as she had told it to her daughter.

          
Then the aged chief groaned and said, “Even so. It is well that wicked 
tohunga confessed on his death-bed to me. It is well; I ask you to forgive me. For many years I have looked for you and thinking you dead I gave up hope. It is well—our spirits shall wend their way together to Te Reinga.”
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The Legend of Maui Tikitiki-O-Taranga


            His Search for His Sister Hina

          
IRA-WHAKI and his wife Taranga had five sons, whose names were: Maui-mua, Maui-taha, Maui-pae, Maui-roto, and Maui-Tikitiki-o-Ta- ranga. Maui-Tikitiki-o-Taranga, the youngest, was prematurely born, and, as the custom was in those days, he was cast into the sea. His mother, before doing this, wrapped him up in the topknot of her hair. Hence his name Maui-Tikitiki-o-Taranga (Maui—who-was-wrapped-in-the-topknot-of-Taranga’s hair). Tangaroa (Neptune), the god of the sea, took pity on the shapeless mass of Maui, and thus Maui was brought up by him till he reached matured manhood. Then he was told about his birth and origin, after which he longed to go to his own people. He appeared at a gathering of musicians and dancers where his mother and brothers were.

          
Now, it was the mother’s custom to count her children before ret ring to rest, and this evening when she counted them there were five instead of four. Maui revealed himself and was acknowledged by his mother as being her lastborn child. His brothers became jealous of him because their mother showered her love on Maui. The mother used to disappear every day. Maui-Tikitiki, having noticed this, determined to find out where she went, and so, one night he hid her cloak and delayed her considerably till it was quite daylight. Then he followed her and found her disappearing beneath a tuft of 
wiwi grass. After she had gone for some time he lifted up the 
wiwi and found it was the entrance to a large cave.

          
Transforming himself into a pigeon, he followed his mother till he came to a new bright world, and there he sat on a tree. The inhabitants of this new world all exclaimed, “
He rupé, he rupé!” (“a pigeon, a pigeon”), and all began to pelt him with stones. His father, luckier than the rest, struck him on the breast. He came fluttering to the ground, but, lo! when they went to lay hold of him he transformed himself into a man, and so his mother made him known to his father.

          
Now, Maui had a most beautiful sister, Hina by name. She was married to Ira-Waru. Maui and his brother-in-law one day went a-fishing. Ira-Waru caught all the fish, which irritated Maui to a great degree. Eventually, their lines became entangled, and Maui claimed the fish as being on his line, while the brother-in-law protested the fish was on his. However, when Maui pulled in the fish he found to his great surprise that his brother-in-law was right. In unhooking the fish he noticed that his
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            brother-in-law’s hook had a barb and his had none. When they got ashore Maui said to Ira-Waru, “You get under the outrigger while I lift the canoe.” But as soon as he perceived that Ira-Waru was well under he jammed the outrigger on to him. Then, by rnagic, he prolonged his nose into the snout of a dog, and his backbone into a tail, and thus Ira-Waru became the progenitor of dogs. When Maui reached home his sister asked him as to what had become of his brother-in-law, and in reply Maui said: “You go down to the canoe and help him bring back the fish, and should he be out of sight, you call to him in this wise, ‘
Moi, moi.’” So Hina went down and did as she was bidden, and lo! Ira-Waru, her husband, answered her call by crying, “
Hao, hao, hao!” and when he appeared he began licking her hand and wagging his tail.

          
When Hina discovered this vile deed she committed suicide by throwing herself into the restless sea. Now, Maui-mua wept and longed for his lost sister, and being consumed with grief, he sought aid from Rehua, the deity, whose habitation was in the Tenth Heaven. When he reached Naherangi he said to the god, “O great Rehua, in thy musings hast thou heard murmurings from the worlds below?” and Rehua answered and said, “Yea, even so, from Motutapu, the Sacred Island.” Maui-mua, changing himself into a pigeon, pursued his noiseless flight through the ten heavens to the abode of Hina, his sister.

          
Hina, after throwing herself into the sea, was for many days buffeted by the waves, and she was wafted by the wind to Motutapu. Two brothers, Ihu-atamai and Ihu-weriweri, found her and, with the aid of incantations and the sacred fire, she was restored to her former beauteous shape and looks. Tinirau, the overlord of the Island, hearing of her great beauty, sent for her and made her his chief wife. This naturally led to dissensions in is household. Consequently, Hina was badly treated by the other wives. It was at this time that Maui landed on the window-sill of Tinirau’s house, where all the people exclaimed, “
He rupé, he rupé (“a pigeon, a pigeon”) and they began to throw spears. But “Rupe” dodged all the spears, and then he transformed himself into a man, thus revealing himself to his sister, whom he took with him to the Tenth Heaven to offer his thanks to the Supreme Being.

          
Now, Rehua had a son, Kaitangata by name, who became enamoured with Hina. Maui, in building a latrine for Kaitangata, put in the post of Whaitiri loosely, so that when Kaitangata took hold of the post it became uprooted and he, falling over the cliff, was killed. That is why-even to this day-when a Maori beholds the blood-red skies in the west, he exclaims, “
Ka tuhi Kaitangata” (“Behold, the besmeared blood of Kaitangata”).
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Vanity

          
PAPAKA (The Hermit Crab) : “Oh! How wondrously beautiful you are. What divine form, and, ah, such a bewitching eye!”

          
PUPU (The Periwinkle): “Yes, I am ashamed to say the gods have been more than kind to me. I am beautiful. There is none to compare with me, I know. Now what is in my friend’s mind; what does he propose?”

          
PAPAKA: “Ah! Dearest friend of mine. Ah! Exquisite loveliness! Why cover up all this glorious beauty with such an ugly shell? Come out! Take your proper place and delight the world with your charms.”

          
PUPU: “Ah, dear me, what a kind friend, so wise and noble.”

          
And so saying she came out of her shell.

          
PAPAKA: “I will look after this disreputable shell of yours, while you parade up and down and turn the heads of the young world giddy.”

          
So saying, Papaka jumped into the shell; and just in time, for passing fish, attracted by the brilliancy of Pupu’s eye, gobbled her up.
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Parau’s Farewell

          
AT the sound of the bushmen’s axes, and the thundering crash of thefalling sons of Tane, old Parau awoke from his day dreams. The sun was shining brightly, the day was warm, and yet the old man shivered and hugged his fire closely, The reader will pardon my ottence of introducing myself first. Well, I am the last of my tribe. I was brought up as a child by my great-great-uncle. At an early age I knew the incantations of my ancestors to the various gods, to Rehua, Tane, Tu, Rongo, Tawhiri, Haumia, Kahukura and Tangaroa. I knew the history of my lost tribe, all their songs and legends, but one; and it is about that one which was withheld from me that I am going to tell you.

          
Parau was a strict teacher but a loving elder and a grand companion. Time soon slipped away in his company. He knew everything in the forest, from the smallest beetle to the biggest tree. He knew when, where and how to catch the sons of Tane-mahuta (the god of the forests). He knew how to fashion peculiar hooks for the peculiar sons of Tangaroa, the choice morsels that would tempt them most; he knew the glories of the night world, the significance of the appearance or disappearance of the heavenly lamps. He knew the language of birds, the speech of the clouds, and the whistling and whispering of the winds. Ah! Parau, Parau! my companion, my mentor, my friend! How often I have longed for you and cursed the gods for their stupidity in making man so imperfect that he must need die. Enough.

          
Time circled on in happy dreams for me, till one day a stranger appeared. He was tall and majestic, as tall and straight as a 
kahikatea tree. He wore 
pakeha clothes, and to me looked peculiar, which made me inclined to laugh, but old Parau had taught me never to write on my face what my heart wished to conceal, and so I was silent. Parau and he cried greatly and rubbed noses many times, while I watched at a distance. Mokai, our slave, also cried, but what for I could never make out. After what appeared to me hours, Parau called me to him, and said, “
E hongi ki to matua” (“Rub noses with your father”), which I did.

          
That night I lay awake and heard Parau and my father arguing far into the night; sometimes old Parau would take out his méré and look fierce, and I knew it was something very important. At last I fell asleep, and when I awoke I did so with the wail of Mokai in my ears. “Baby, that horrid man shall not take you away to make a 
pakeha of you.”

          


          
“What are 
pakehas?” I asked.

          
“Why, they are terrible people,” she replied, “who swallow land and men alike, and are never satisfied.”

          
“Keep me from 
pakehas, Mokai,” I said, and so slept again in her old arms.

          
In the morning before sunrise Parau took me by the hand and we walked to the creek, where we always bathed. “Son,” he said, “flesh of my flesh, be brave. If your voice falters and tears bedim your eyes, you are no child of mine, and so, be brave! It may be your father is right. The Maori world is passing away and it will come no more. He is right. The lands of your ancestors are slipping away from us—the insatiable maw of the 
pakeha is never filled. We fought him at Waitara, at Rangiriri, Orakau, Te Ngutu-o-te-manu. Son, it is no use. 
Te Whiti is right, the weapon of to-day is the tongue, and that is why I have brought you here to give you my last advice, and the token of my love. Now I want you to get that weapon, the tongue, sharpened on the grindstone of 
pakeha wisdom. See to it—see to it—and if you pass through the fire, fall on the rock. To the sound of the woodman’s axe I shall awaken and see you face to face once more. And now farewell. Do that which is just and right always and fear nothing. Take this greenstone 
tiki and let it always lie next to your skin and so our love will never grow cold. Press your nose to mine thrice, and so farewell. Go to your father, and say to him you are ready. I will not see him again. Farewell, my son-farewell I My son—my son!”
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The Escape of Tuiti


            A Tale of Taranaki

          
THERE was a chief named Tuiti, who lived at Mamaroa ten generations ago. He and his clan-section incautiously dwelt in an ordinary unfenced village; they thought they had no need to build an entrenched and stockaded 
pa for safety. But Tuiti had a dangerous enemy and his name was Ka.

          
One night Ka and his men stealthily surrounded Tuiti’s village, and before any of the people were aware of it Ka had climbed on to the thatched roof of Tuiti’s house. He climbed on to the ridgepole and standing on it just behind the 
tekoteko, the carved figure which crowns the junction of the front gable barge-boards, he shouted a triumphant war-song.

          
Tuiti and his tribesfolk came to their doors in great fear, knowing that their foe would give them no mercy. Most of the people were gathered in the large 
wharepuni. Tuiti shouted to Ka, asking whose war party it was. When he was told who his assailant was, he said: “You have come here to attack me by night. Had you come in the daylight you would have seen the power of Tuiti.”

          
Ka descended from the house and he and his war party, having danced their battle dance and shouted war songs, gathered material to place around the large house and set it on fire.

          
Tuiti’s men considered in great haste what they should do to save the life of their chief, who was a man revered by them all. They knew that in a little while the house would be in flames. With frantic labour they dug a large and deep hole in the earth in the middle of the house, and into this Tuiti and his child alone descended and was covered over. The diggers placed slabs of carved wood torn from the walls, and other timbers, over the top of the pit, and over this they laid the earth dug from the pit.

          
The enemy set fire to this assembly house, and to all the other houses in the village, and as the occupants dashed out in an effort to escape, they were attacked and most of them slain by the foe.

          
Tuiti, though nearly smothered in his covered-in 
rua, was saved. The enemy thought they had burned him and his son; but no, Tuiti lived. Many of his people were burned to death, some were killed, but forty-seven
            


            of them escaped the slaughter, and when the enemy had gone they returned and found Tuiti safe, unscathed by fire or 
patu, him and his child.

          
Tuiti profited by this night attack. He and his tribe lived no more in a defenceless 
pa but built a strong fortified village, with its trenches and stockades, on a commanding hill, and thenceforward they dwelt in the midst of security. And the saying is: “A carved house in an unfenced place may become a prey to the flames (of war), but a carved house in a palisaded fort is the fitting abode of a chief.”

          
The child of Tuiti was named Whakaweru-pounamu. The famous chief 
Wiremu Kingi te Rangitaake, of Te Atiawa tribe, who fought the British troops in 1860, was a descendant, seven generations from Tuiti.
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Pono

          
ONCE again and forever peace was established between the great Anglo-Celtic race and the warriors of New Zealand. The Maori saw at last the advantage of commerce and education, and though reluctant in yielding to most of the European ways, yet many parents sent their children to school. Already the youths were showing signs of intelligence equal to that of their more favoured brethren.

          
The great chief Kirimokomoko saw his people like a stream drying up before the summer’s sun—civilisation. 
Te Rauparaha, the Napoleon of the Southern Cross, had now nominally accepted Christianity, and to demonstrate his sincerity had built a massive and beautiful decorated church at Otaki. He, too, saw the tide of civilisation sweeping all before it, and heeding its ever-present watchword, “onward,” sent his only son to the colleges of England.

          
It was about this time that there dwelt a most beautiful chieftainess in a village of the fighting Ngati-Toa tribe by the sea of Kiwa. She was of aristocratic blood, and enough of the white in it to soften her wild, free nature, for she was a half-caste. Her beauty was known far and near, for was she not as pure and beautiful as the snow-white heron, the 
kotuku? In the same village there lived a young chief. For years they had lived and played in childhood’s innocent ways. They grew up together-their lives entwined each other, their people were one, their blood one. They loved as never lovers did.

          
There came a time of parting. The man must seek the knowledge of the paleface; the girl must wait. “
Pono tonu aké aké” (“True for time and for eternity, my 
rata bloom”) were his last words. Rata was her name. They parted amidst the wild flowers and spreading 
nikau palms that were kissed by the island breezes. A cloud hid the face of 
marama, the moon, an ill-omen; the night birds sang a mournful song, the rivulet murmured plaintively by the rocks; and the blue Pacific heaved a long, deep sigh.

          
“
Hoki hoki tonu mai to wairua, e hine, he awhi reinga ki tenei kiri” (“Your spirit will ever return to me and thus in dreamland we’ll meet and caress the hours of night away”). So sang the youth.

          


          
Rata replied, “
E paru i te tinana e ma i te wai, e paru i te aroha e mau tonu e au” (“Dust may settle on our bodies, but water can wash it away. When love envelops us it remains for ever”).

          
He braved the great ocean, crossed rivers, deserts, mountains, all for her sake and for the people whom he longed to enlighten. He sat at the feet of the great philosophers of the age; he breathed the air of wisdom and drank deep from the fountains of knowledge, and soon his thirst was partly allayed. All these years the one star which guided him, the one inspiration which filled his heart—the one spur which urged him on—was the name of his 
rata bloom.

          
Five times did the leaves fall in the wake of Father Time. With honours he had left all his classes. One day the mail brought the knife which severed his heart in twain. Rata had wedded.

          
For days, weeks and months he forsook his friends, and many a time could he be seen alone by the shores of the great Atlantic, either gazing upon a peaceful, retiring sun, or facing the fury of an English gale. “Forgiven, but never forgotten,” he breathed into the rushing wind. “The name of Rata is and ever shall be a bright star in the night sky of memory.” How could he forget when the blushing sunlight tints spelt her name in glittering letters on worlds of clouds and the setting sun awoke memories of his island home, and the murmuring waters whispered “Rata.”

          
* * *

          
The day is cloudy and dark, the bitter cold winds rattle the window panes, and the young man lies motionless on his dying bed. The doctor has quietly stepped in; the nurses hurried to and fro, and now in whispering tones they talk with the aged physician. He fears the worst has come at last. With a gentle and sympathetic touch, such as women alone can give, the nurse bathes his brow. Somehow he awakes and a cold drink is given him. He motions for them to raise him up, and then with a voice as sweet and deep as the Wairua Falls he says:

          
“Tell her she is forgiven, but never forgotten; I go to the land of peace and love, where our fathers await me. Ere the night shall take its flight I will be on the mountains of Wai-e-hoki-mai

* (the Returning Waters). With the host of Heaven I shall welcome her, when she comes upon the flood tide of time—true for time and eternity.”

          


          

            

[image: Love in the Nikau Palm Grove.]

Love in the Nikau Palm Grove.


          

          


          


          
The body of the chieftain was there, but the breath had vanished, And Rata? She, having been infatuated by the promises and wooings of a 
pakeha, had married, but when she heard of the death and words of her old lover, the coals of love covered by the ashes of time glowed once again and she pined away. The flower of Ngati-Toa gradually faded. One day she was a mother, and with her fond caresses she named her little boy “
Pono” (true for time and for eternity). She lived but a few weeks and then her troubled spirit flitted to the realms of peace and love, where her lover awaited her with the innumerable multitudes. “
Pono tonu ake ake”— True for time and for eternity.

        



* Wai-e-hoki-mai was believed by the natives to be the place where the spirits went after death to mourn over their past before entering spirit land. It was in the northernmost part of New Zealand.
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The Adventure of Hinepoupou


            How She Swam Cook Strait

          
IN the days of the long, long ago two adventurous men named Manihinihi-pounamu and Hikuparoa, the grandchildren of the chief Anu-ki-Ontario, of Taranaki, crossed the sea to Rangitoto (D’Urville Island). They both fell in love with Hinepoupou, the most beautiful woman of those parts, and they both resolved to wed her. Tamatitoko, Hinepoupou’s father, agreed, and so she became the wife of those two brothers.

          
Now, after many years, these two brothers became homesick and longed to return and visit their relatives in far-away Taranaki. They made the proposal to their wife, and she agreed to accompany them. After living for some time in Taranaki the brothers became unfaithful to their wife, and deserted her for other women. She returned to her people, the Rangitaane, and with that tribe she lived, on the northern shores of Cook Strait. Then, she, with her two dogs, set out on her journey to her old home.

          
She came to Cape Terawhiti and after making fit incantations she stripped, girded herself with small seaweed, and entered the sea to swim across the Strait. After swimming for some time her dogs became tired, and tried to climb on to her shoulders. She, knowing that this would be disastrous to her, swam back to the land and there she killed her two dogs by enchantment, turning them into stone. Those stones are called to this day “Nga kuri” (“The Dogs”).

          
Once more she began her swim, and she crossed and landed at Toka-haere, or Toka-kotuku, on the north side of Cook Strait. Here she rested and left the seaweed, which turned into sharks. Then, taking dry 
rimu-kauare, the great bull-kelp, she fastened it round her as a buoy, and continued her heroic swim. She swam on and on; she crossed the great sea of Raukawa (Cook Strait), and at last she reached Rangitoto and she rested on a rock close to her home. She took the hollow sea-kelp that had buoyed her up, and with incantations threw it into the sea, and it became 
taniwha (sea-monsters) and 
hapuku (groper). She landed at night and went to her father’s house, where she was gladly greeted.

          
Now, Hinepoupou’s husbands, being tired of Taranaki, had returned to Rangitoto Island. They concealed the fact that they had abandoned
            


            Hinepoupou. She told her father what had happened and they planned revenge. The old chief arranged a fishing expedition in canoes to fish for 
hapuku on the grounds near Rangitoto. He so arranged matters that the two faithless husbands and their canoe crews were to anchor and fish in a dangerous part of the sea where sea-monsters abounded, while the people of the island fished in the safer 
hapuku grounds. He, too, gave orders that on the first sign of a storm the Rangitoto men were to haul up their anchors (which were light ones) quickly and make for the shore. As for Manihinihi-pounamu and his brother, their canoes were provided with clumsy anchors of stone and with heavy ropes, which would take a long time to haul up.

          
The fishing canoes set out. The old 
tohunga and his daughter set to at their incantations, calling on Tawhiri-matea, the god of the winds, to send a great storm, and upon Kaikai-a-waro, the 
taniwha (“Pelorus Jack,” the Maoris say, was its incarnation) to raise a furious sea, and to overwhelm the canoes.

          
The curse fell. A great storm arose. The Rangitoto tribespeople, forewarned, quickly hauled up or else slipped their anchors at the first indication of a brewing gale, and hurried to the shore. The two brothers and their crews, intent on fishing or trying to do so-for the sea-monsters frightened all the 
hapuku away-held on till too late.

          
Then all at once the fury of Tawhiri-matea and the sea-gods burst on them. They set to work desperately to haul in their heavy anchors, but they had hardly got them up before their canoes were overwhelmed by the great wind and sea.

          
They were all lost, every one of them, and so Hinepoupou had her revenge.
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How He Lost His Ears


            The Pakeha-Maori’s Yarn

          
HE was an old grey-headed 
Pakeha-Maori who lived at the pa. He always wore a silk handkerchief around his head, having, as the Natives informed me, lost his ears: how, they did not seem inclined to say. I knew that his kind are accustomed to ambush the truth in a wily and strategic manner, and that caution was necessary in questioning him.

          
It is many years ago now. It was far back, and “square-face” was precious. I took a bottle to his 
whare, and, enquiring the price of flax, pumped the liquor in and the following narrative out.

          
* * *

          
“Well, it is right on forty years since them lugs o’ mine added finish to my plug. I were at old Ruhia’s 
whare, down river. She were mortial bad, the old man away but sent for, and the kids grown up and scattered. I got her what bush physic I could but she were a goner, no doubt. The old man came in the afternoon and walks over and looks at her without speaking, nods his head and goes outside. By an’ by he come back, with two or three soap boxes he’d got from a pile on ’em outside the store a bit down the stream. He got a hammer and a saw and started in making the coffin.

          
“Says I: ‘Nirai, old buster, hold hard, she ain’t kicked out yet,’ and I rushed over and took hold on him and tried to stop him. He said, ‘Alla right, Bobbie, 
taihoa she go. I make it time she ready.’ And damn me if the old haybag didn’t hobject to me touching her man, and, groping about with her hand, found a stone corn crusher and landed me with her last bit o’ strength. When I got up I thought I’d better leave the old couple to spend their last loving moments alone. It appear’d it were pretty near a dead-heat, but if anything the coffin were finished first. The husband was thoughtful for the wants of his loving wife to the end.

          
“The old man fixed her and left her alone and came up to the 
pa, and we all went down and 
tangi’d over her and ate up all the tucker they had and as much as old Nirai could borrow and steal, and we left arter that duty were done. I were one as helped to tote her to the grave, and she felt pretty heavy. She had a beautiful inscription in the proper place on the coffin
            


            which read, ‘Prime Household Yaller,’ and the whole turn-out were high-toned.

          
“That night says I to young Tiopira, ‘She were heavier than I thought, Tio.’ He was a 
toa, one o’ those who does the forlorn hope business in a scrummage. ‘Yes,’ says he, ‘me think old Nirai bury greenstone and money with old Ruhia.’ Says I: ‘The ground were quite soft digging, weren’t it, Tio?’ and he says, ‘It am softer now, Bobbie. S’pose you and me go and look for greenstone.’ There was only a young girl eight or nine years old in the 
whare, and Tiopira told her he knew a hole where an old eel was putting in the winter and we was going to get him.

          
“It were pretty dark when we reached the grave and we didn’t want to strike a light, so the digging was rather slow. But when we struck wood we pried up the top and then both on us put out hands down one at each end o’ the coffin. We both got a start at the same moment, and giving a yell each we jumped out o’ the hole and bolted. We pulled up ’bout a quarter of a mile away by tumbling into a crick, and then Tiopira said, ‘Old Nirai cut open Ruhia, I ’tink. What er name er dog he do that for?’

          
“I told him Nirai was growling about his pet 
kaka parrot being gone and he might er been searching for the remains. We went back and though Tiopira didn’t like it I struck a light, as I didn’t see what was the good o’ leaving a lot o’ greenstone to ornament a body with the innerds open. Tiopira were on top and he gave another yell when by the light o’ the match he saw a fine old sow cleaned and scraped with white flax spread out and head complete, lying in the coffin all beautiful in death. He said old Patara, the magic man, had done it, or else Ruhia was getting ready to come to the world again in a different body, and the race instead of developing into angels was going back to pigs. Howsomever, I showed him where the knife marks was and told him I had seen that pig hanging up in the next 
whare a day or two back, and that it belonged to the 
pakehas at the store. We lifted it up to see if Ruhia was underneath, but she wasn’t, so we hauled up the pig and filled in the hole. But where in the name of God was Ruhia? It appeared as it she’d ascended, as they say.

          
“There was an old bone-house by the river bank where a chief’s bones was stored after being scraped, what yer calls a mausoleum, I think, and as that was 
tapu we knew the pig ’ud be safe ’cos no one goes near. Afore we left I cut off a few of the short ribs and then we went home. I went into the next 
whare and the pig weren’t there; no more was Ruhia. My dog, where was that demon, Ruhia? We started to roast the pork but the girl was sulky and wouldn’t speak. She rolled herself in her blanket, and then I minded that just when I picked up myself out o’ the crick I had seen a flash this way as if a door were open and shut.
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“When I woke up to light my pipe afore daylight she was gone, and ’bout seven o’clock I was woke up by finding the 
whare was full o’ Maoris shouting and knocking me and Tiopira about. They wouldn’t listen to us but just bundled us into a canoe. As fur as I could make out the girl had told ’em we had cut some chops off Ruhia and left her in the pantry till called for. They oughter knowed I wouldn’t touch the old piece, if they’d er minded the trouble they had to make me eat a bit o’ a fresh killed baby which I only took ’cos they said they’d eat me if I didn’t. I’d never ate a bit since. Tiopira was a terror for it in war time but that was his funeral, and has he liked to get outside his victims it were no reason why I should suffer.

          
“When they came to question us up at the 
pa I told ’em we’d a seen some chaps digging at the grave in search of greenstones and that we’d drove ’em away and found the pig in the coffin, and if they didn’t believe me I told ’em where to find the carcase. Well, they tied us up while they went to look for the solid ghost o’ old Ruhia, and yer might er knocked me down with a rush when they come back and couldn’t find the pig nor Ruhia neither! We had a post apiece to lean against and flax ropes round us so as we shouldn’t tumble, and was facing one another ’bout ten feet apart and the natives sitting all round yelling and doing the musical part of the play. Ruhia’s two daughters was the chief performers and they had each just a 
piupiu round the waist and the hard flax fandangles rattled at each jump they made. And, great God, didn’t they sing out, with voices that come out o’ their great round bosoms what was quite bare. They had sharp shells in each hand and every now and then with a screech they’d bring the edge down over their breasts and the blood ’ud spout out and get smeared all over their skirts, and they rubbed it on their faces till they looked painted pictures. They was two fine women, no doubt, even without paint.

          
“By and by, to vary the performance, one of the women goes and gets a sharp knife out o’ the 
whare. I knowed that knife: the handle was ornamented with a bit o’ bone for every life it’d took, and there was plenty room for more on it, which was very encouraging. She made pretend to shove it into me and flourished it about my face for about a year or a year and a half. And then, ketching hold o’ one ear by the tip, she swooped the knife down and slashed off the lug clean. She puts it into her rosy lips, and, shoving her blooming face close to mine, she started chewing in rather an obtrusive manner, I thought.

          
“The other sister got jealous ’cos she got no applause, so she collars my left ear and serves it the same, and then the two on ’em stood chewing and smacking their lips. Then the second one thought she’d go one better and she rushes over to Tiopira and left her knife quivering in his heart. He
            


            never blinked, by God! and his face was sneering and haughty like, but he saved my life, same as the ram saved Father Isaac, just as I thought t’other one ’ud see her sister’s antic and call her up by sticking the knife inter me.

          
“All Tiopira’s relations got up and I thought there was going to be a general scrummage for they was bound to have 
utu (payment). Howsomever, an old 
tohunga spoke to ’em through a hole in a stone like a funnel, and they all quietened down and goes in to the 
whare to deliberate. They decided that Tiopira was to be given to his friends to be buried, and he was guarded all night for fear t’other side should steal him and scoff him. They hadn’t settled ’bout me, so I was left at my private hitching-post all night, and it appeared as if I was going to be upright to the end.

          
“About midnight a little girl came up and held a calabash to my lips. She was the girl that became my missus arterwards. In the morning it was found that full payment for Tiopira wasn’t to be taken yet, although he was considered to more than pay for Ruhia, but I was to be given to Tiopira’s friends as payment on account, and it were very satisfactory to find I was of some value, although I’d er preferred to be in circulation stead of a fixed deposit. I began to think if I could only get a knife and my arms and legs free I’d er made a Malay rush for it and er-took some on ’em along with me to the Judgment Seat. Anyhow, I was going to die solid, and began to think what I should say. I were first thinking it’d tempt ’em to strike deep if I said old Ruhia was an old woman of surprising flavour for her age but ’ud been a bit tender if she’d been living, when I heard a lot o’ shouting, 
pakeha voices, from the river-bank. Presently up comes the Captain who owned the vessel what was anchored off the mouth loading flax for Rauparaha to buy guns with, and behind him came half-a-dozen sailors carrying a box just like the one Ruhia was buried in with the same ‘Prime Household Yeller’ inscription. We soon found that the lady was inside, for the skipper says, ‘My friends, I thought some of you had been playing me a trick, knowing my fondness for the fair sect, but believe me I prefer them as much alive as convenient.’

          
“It were soon explained. The two young storekeepers was there, and they had packed up the pig in the boxes just like Ruhia’s wonderful great coffin. Them boxes come handy for both purposes nailed end for end, with strength’ning planks at the joints. They had left the box in the 
whare next to the 
whare Ruhia was in and the sailors had gone to the wrong 
whare and took the wrong box. As to the pig in the mausoleum, the boat was accustomed to trade up the river and take grog with ’em and they had the same idea ’bout the 
tapu as we had and used to leave grog under the table what held the chief’s bones. The night afore they came down stream and went to
            


            put some grog in there, when they found the pig and snavelled the lot. As to how Ruhia got into the wrong house, it were this way: Old Nirai, when he had packed up Ruhia, came up to the 
pa and sent the people down to do the 
tangi-ing, whilst he went further up to fetch some more. And when the first lot came down to the 
whares they thought Nirai had got the body into the other 
whare for convenience of working at the coffin, so they shifted it back and everything looked ship-shape when he returned

          
“It were some time afore my ears healed up, and I wears the handkerchief so as not to be teased, for the youngsters used to bring me great fungus lobes and sing out ‘
O taringa’ (‘your ears’). Then, again, they used to chaff me and say I’d swapped my ears for a pair o’ pork chops. I stopped it at last by saying I’d go for ’em for 
utu, although of course I couldn’t kill ’em, ’cos that ’ud be suicide, and if we could only hidentify ’em I expect I’m blood relations to quite a tribe on ’em and I’ve of’en thought I’d put in a land claim in consequence.”

          
“Do you think it would stand?” I asked.

          
“Oh, I think so. There was an old chap claiming a bit one day ’cos he said his father was buried there, but another got up and said it were a lie for that chap’s father was buried in his innerds and he got the land, so I think I’ve got a show.”

          
“I suppose the two young women were very sorry and tried to make it up in some way?”

          
“Well, they lent me their ears, as you might say, when I wanted anything. There was a rare bobbery at first. Tiopira’s people started it. They was going through the lot o’ Ruhia’s people for killing Tiopira in payment for pork chops. It were a dreadful insult and I backed it up on account o’ my lugs, and the tribe decided that the two young women should sack their blokes and marry me. They was willing and was regular screams, perfect models, as I’d seen when they was performing on me, but somehow I thought after swallowing my ears as they was within the forbidden relationship and that it would ’er been worse ner incest, as I should be marrying myself, as it were, and if a man is forbid to marry his grandmother he’d no right to wed with the lady who’s had a slice of his own flesh, as yer might say, so I declined. I allers took a great interest on ’em and a pride in their forms, though I’m not given to vanity as a rule, but it ’ud come unexpected like and never expected when I was born that part of me should grow into such out-and-out fine girls as them. I was terrible wild when one on ’em took my left ear away and I lost sight o’ her for ever, so as my right ear is now the one left, but it wasn’t her fault.”

          


          
“How did it happen?”

          
“Well, yer see, there came a great war-party from Waikato with guns, and my left ear dropped first volley and was scoffed o’ course. So she’s gone a long way north and is much divided, and we’d meet as perfect strangers if we met, and there’s so many of her by this time as I should hardly know myself, ’cos, in course, what’s her is me and all the fellows what scoffed her likewise and we are all very much wrapped up in one another. My right ear used to come and see me often. She’s been a fine woman, but the girl as gave me the water didn’t like to see her foolin’ around and used to tell ’er there’d be more o’ me if it wasn’t for her and less of herself if every one had their rights. She married years agone and the children is like half-castes. It’s astonishing how a little of the blood of a Hinglishman colours them hinferior races, and my ear is gone through the whole crush on ’em, and no doubt it’ll improve the breed.”

          
* * *

          
“Thanks for the yarn. Can I do anything for you?”

          
“Not as I knows on. If yer should want a good carved head, there’s an old feller what’s a slave up the river a bit, and the chief, I guess, is only waiting for enquiries after such goods, when he’ll scoff him and cure his headpiece. I’ve been on the look-out for a customer ever since I see the old feller a-pickin’ up flesh. My word, it’s a real stunner, as beautifully tattooed as they make ’em. So long.”

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Legends of the Maori

A Little Deal in Land



          


          

A Little Deal in Land

          
MARTIN had been a Native Land Purchase Commissioner. He bought for the Government at a fixed salary. His tastes were expensive and he was given to intrigue and finesse. So he bought the best of the land for speculators and the worst for the Government which paid him. This was discovered and so he was cast forth. He failed to hand over titles for which he had received the purchase money, and was supposed to have bought from the Native owners, and there was an enquiry. But the piece was a choice lot of 500 acres Crown-granted to two old people, Méré and Eruera. Martin said he had paid them £500 and the two old people were to be examined. Martin’s assistant in land purchase was a Native Assessor named Paora, who was a nephew of the two old people who were selling. Martin told the old parties that if they said they had not been paid their nephew would be put in the stone house, but if they swore they had been paid then their nephew would escape prison, and he himself would pay them the whole purchase money when they came out of court.

          
“
Oro raiti, Matene,” said the Maoris. “
E pai ana” (“It is well”).

          
* * * *

          
At the Courthouse a Special Commissioner sat, and there were clerks and interpreters galore. Another Land Purchase officer was there, a man who knew Martin had worked a swindle and meant to prove it. He felt sure of doing so when Méré and Eruera were examined.

          
Méré was called and asked if she had sold to Martin.

          
“Yes.”

          
“Got paid?”

          
“Yes.” (Official embarrassed).

          
“The whole amount?”

          
“Yes,” and she proceeded to give, not day and date, but a local habitation for every instalment of payment made. (Official bewildered). “Stand down here, Méré.”

          
Eruera was called. Yes, he was one of the owners, and had sold to Martin.

          
“Got paid?”

          
“Yes.” He had been paid at the same time and the same places as Méré. (Official dumbfounded). Méré and Eruera could go, their trustworthy evidence was not further required.

          


          
“
Oro raiti! Kuru mana Matene,” said they in the same tone they used when saying “Good man the Queen.”

          
The Commissioner and the Land Purchase officer talked it over. Certain they had been done. They could not imagine how it was managed. Thought perhaps Martin had paid them to ante-date the payments.

          
They were still commenting on this defeat when the fearful babel which Maoris make when wordy warfare prevails was heard outside, and the Land Purchase man, a linguist, mingled in the throng which surrounded Méré and Eruera on the one side, Martin on the other. The two old people had asked him to hand over the money as promised. “Why,” said Martin, “you infernal scoundrels! You know I have paid you, and in proof you yourselves have sworn it in Court”…… And there it rested. What could the Government do?
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Melchizedec


            The Prophets of Parihaka

          
SAID the 
Pakeha-Maori: “Well, yes, boss, this Parihaka business has cost the Government some thousands, and it ain’t bust up neither. The natives sticks to 
Te Whiti and Tohu solid. They’ve tried gaoling ’em in squads or hundreds, but that blooming grave were no victory, they’ weren’t no sting in that death, said they, as they come back fat and fit for another round. It’s my opinion, if they wants to stop the Parihaka fanatics they must fust collar Melchizedec.”

          
“Named after the Bible ancient, I conclude.”

          
“Named after him!”—with the utmost scorn. “Not named after no one. The very hidentical old letter-o’-marque hisself, who never had no ancestors to be named after.”

          
“Why, isn’t he dead? I suppose it’s some thousands of years ago since he was on earth.”

          
“That’s where all you cussory readers makes a blooming error. When the missionary gave 
Te Whiti the Bible it got into the hands of a man what weighed every word with absorbing interest, ’cos the old Hisreelites was just like the Maori in their habits and customs, only a bit more bloodthirsty. 
Te Whiti discovered from old Jacob’s dying speech and confession that it were proper to call the tribes a’ter the attributes o’ their founders, so Ngati-Ruanui became the tribe o’ Benjamin, ’cos they was terrors for long pig and in raking in the loot, ravening wolves and so on, as per Jacob. I never heerd that 
Te Whiti took much stock o’ J.C., it was the Hold Testament splodgers and the high old times that is to come to Hisreel (that’s the Maori and don’t you forget it!) what knocked him. He made three epochs, as you might say: fust the 
akerama (aceldama), second the day of death, third the day of resurrection, and they was all to corne off in his time. After the resurrection there ain’t going to be no going up into Heaven with a return ticket what never expires. He’s played two out o’ the three legs and the day of death was when he was took prisoner at Parihaka, when he fell at the entering in of the gate, says he. He’s only got the resurrection leg to go, and when he wins that all will be beautiful peace for ever, with the Maori on a heverlasting spree, playin’ billiards of a million up, 
mihini (loo) without end, and 
hipi (poker) without being short of a anty with a run and flush for hever. Whilst the 
pakehas marks the game, does the 
dig-
              


              ging and such, and blacks the boots of the chosen people. I know some Jews what thinks the Maori has come from their nation, and just as a lord knows the nigger by his smell, the Jews knows the Maori by his smeller, for there’s some high old Hebraic noses among ’em. Lord, boss! they takes no stock o’ heavenly quires and great white thrones and the waft o’ angels’ wings and souls to be saved, and the missionaries must feel jealous ’cos the Maori ain’t going to wait for their heaven but are going to have one on earth with the 
pakehas admitted to the back seats, being Gentiles.

          
“My Colonial! 
Te Whiti’s a grand speaker, and but for an occasional sigh you could hear a pin drop among the thousands as he tells of the times they’d be havin’ when they is scoffin’ the substance of the 
pakeha, whilst they, the Gentiles, is the roustabouts, with the Guv’nor as chief baker and the Premier as chief butler. What appears to have struck 
Te Whiti from the fust warn’t the might of Jehovah nor the holiness of J.C., but the wery valu’ble hatributes of Melchizedec—Merri-Kiheriki they calls him—who had neither beginning o’ days nor end o’ life, and was prince o’ the piping times of perennial peace, having a busy old fly-round all the while, and 
Te Whiti reckoned that was the sort o’ god he was going to be. Thinks he, that Merri-Kiheriki is a Al clipper built, copper-bottomed craft what’s a-foolin’ around somewheres, and so no doubt he be, ’cos the Bible says he can’t die and there’s sum’uf solid for a believer to grasp—not like chasing a rushing mighty wind, which was never collared and never will be till the last trump, and even then Melchizedec’s entered for another heat for ever. Them Parihaka people says that 
Te Whiti and Tohu have one mind and will rule the world under the name of Ngatokorua (The Two, just as we speaks of our Trinity).

          
“It must make the missionaries wild to see the way they’ve improved on the Sabbath. They says the only true god what keeps mankind a-goin’ is the Kai (food), so they cultivates like steam-engines all the time, and has Sunday once a month, when they worships their god by getting outside of a mortal gorge and has a flaming tear generally. Ngatokorua keeps all the money of the tribes of three thousand, taking the pannikins as a census, and 
Te Whiti says the Guv’nor may be a big man but he views his family plate with scorn when he contemplates his own three thousand pannikins. There’s no croking the accounts o’ that bank, ’cos they’re kept on the tablets of Tohu’s memory, and it ’ud take a lot of sinking, to say nothing o’ blarsting and driving to get at ’em, but the cash is all liquid assets in 50 1b. flour bags, and eighty thou. is the financial statement up to date.

          
“Well, near on thirty years back (that was about 1870) 
Te Whiti goes to Waikato and Tohu thought a lot about Merri-Kiheriki whilst he was away, and one night that old wandering Jew appears to him and arsks him to
            


            offer up a son, like Abraham and Hisack yer know. Tohu said he was on, but unfortunately he hadn’t got one of his own. Would one of 
Te Whiti’s do? If so he could oblige him and welcome. Melchizedec said so long as it was a kid belonging to Ngatokorua (the two of them) of the proper sect, it ’ud fill the bill, and that to show he was pleased with 
Te Whiti and Tohu he should give them the title ‘King of the Maungarongo’ (peace). Tohu calls a meeting in the Kowerawera, the big 
whare where the steam from the oven was that solid you could hoist it out on slabs and use for a breakwind, and the hatmosphere was truly smellful with the hodour of sanctitity, and being all men of rank he explains matters to ’em. Then he goes and fetches the kid and lays it on a clean rug on the gangway between the mats they was sitting on. He was chirping and crowing a good ’un, and as round and as plump as a bronze cherrybum. Tohu offers up a sort of praying speech to Merri-Kiheriki, and leads off one of their old chants and they all join in. ’Fore long the little chap falls asleep, what with the heat and the drowsy old song. When they’d got done, 
Te Whiti’s missus comes through the crowd to give the youngster the breast. When she caught hold on him he was limber and warm, but hard—there warn’t so suck in him, for his soul was flown to the bosom of Merri-Kiheriki and his earthly body was as dead as a doll.

          
“That just proved that Ngatokorua, the two prophets, are the joint King of Maungarongo, and you’ve never been able to hold ’em since.”

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Legends of the Maori

Gratitude of a Kind



          


          

Gratitude of a Kind

          
IT has been said that the Maori language contains no word equivalent to thanks, and that the quality of gratitude does not exist in the race. I This of course is absurd. The following true story will show that the promptings to gratitude are present, though there is a certain thirftiness in sacrifice noticeable in some, and an inclination to change the obligation which is known for one which is secret, and for which payment, in consequence, is not likely to be demanded.

          
Osborn had a cattle farm and a hut at Atiki, Manawatu. He was a bachelor and cooked for himself. To save baking he brought bread from Foxton one evening. He returned weary and hungry from his rounds to find that the one loaf he had left in the morning had vanished. Keys were unknown. 
Renata was a native of Papakiri, who was frequently about the place, and he arrived on a visit that evening. Said Osborn:

          
“
Renata, some scoundrel of degraded birth and slavish habits has taken my supper. I know you for an honest and self-respecting person.” (The Lord forgive you, Osborn!) “I should no more think of suspecting you than of accusing my brother, who is fourteen thousand miles away.”

          

Renata said the thief was a 
taurekareka. The wood-pigeon was plump and luscious from feeding on the 
miro berries, and he should like to replenish the larder of Osborn to show his regard. “Would Osborn lend him the gun for the morrow?”

          
Gun and ammunition were supplied, and 
Renata disappeared till next evening. Then he returned, and throwing two plump geese on the floor of the hut, he said that the sin of another had been paid for by himself, and he hoped the reparation was ample.

          
Osborn wondered at the generosity of 
Renata in paying two of his own geese for one little loaf. When he found presently that the geese were the property of his neighbour, Harry Symmons, he did not know by what name to call the morality of 
Renata. But he did not complain of the peculiar form the Maori’s gratitude took. Osborn at any rate had the best of the bargain.
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The Professor’s Specimen

          
HERR GOLDSCHMIDT was a German savant of very deep knowledge, especially in that “proper study of mankind” which is “Man.” The evidences of his erudition were patent to all: large spectacles, immense pipe, guttural English and a few dirty habits. He sought man in his native habitat all over the world, and having collected information upon any particular variety straightway proceeded to Europe and lectured on the same. That was the harvest.

          
Goldschmidt was seeking information on the origin, habits, manners and customs of the Maori. He appeared at Ohangai in the pursuit of knowledge. The chief, Rangipupu, treated him with every hospitality. Goldschmidt explained that he wanted a specimen of a tattooed native to accompany him home, and offered security for his return. He had seen a very fine specimen lounging about the pa, who said his name was Hikaka. If he could induce him to go he should be quite happy.

          
Rangipupu said there would be no difficulty as Hikaka was one of his slaves.

          
Goldschmidt and Hikaka became great friends, and Rangipupu consenting, it was decided that he should visit Europe. Goldschmidt decided to leave Maoriland in about six months’ time, meanwhile he would visit the north in search of arms, mats and ornaments, leaving Hikaka to prepare for his long absence in a strange land. Yes, he was truly a fine specimen, and so thought Rangipai, one of Rangipupu’s wives. She did not like her husband’s slave to leave for so long, and she told him so by moonlight whilst the 
pa slumbered.

          
Having procured a fine specimen, Goldschmidt wanted a preserved head well tattooed. Rangipupu said he had carved heads only of relatives—and with these he did not care to part. Goldschmidt was pressing. At length Rangipupu said that probably by the time Goldschmidt returned he might have one, for there was a no-account man beautifully tattooed who was very bad and about to die.

          
Goldschmidt asked if there was any certainty in the matter as, if he could depend on the one referred to, he would not seek elsewhere.

          
Rangipupu assured him that the man was as bad as could be and when he died his head should be preserved and ready by the time Goldschmidt returned.

          


          
The savant went to the far north. He collected a large amount of antiquite—curio stuff—-and appeared again at Ohangai. On the evening of his arrival he asked Rangipupu about the head—the one thing remaining to complete his collection.

          
Rangipupu called to his young men. Presently they appeared, bringing the most beautiful specimen of a carved head that ever that savant had seen.

          
Goldschmidt peered over his spectacles with delight. He arranged about the price and pulled out his note-book. He made it a rule to get all particulars of such things as age, exploits, rank, and so on.

          
“Age?” The chief could not tell, but he gave an event contemporary with his birth.

          
“Good! Now his chief exploits?” asked the Professor.

          
Rangipupu said the principal exploit of the deceased was adultery, and again adultery.

          
Goldschmidt said: “So! And his name?”

          
“Hikaka,” was the reply.

          


          

            

[image: Rangipai and the Slave.]

Rangipai and the Slave.
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Ka Pai Hori

          
THE greatest of my ancestors is Whiro (the god of theft). He is a powerful god. My grandfather told me one night (he only told things at night, in fact, that is the peculiarity of all of Whiro’s descendants, they never say anything except in the dark) that some of the 
pakeha race are also descended from Whiro. He was quite positive that the members of the New Zealand Government were so descended. That is why I have been very friendly with the Government.

          
Well, my 
tipuna, Whiro appeared to me one night and this was what he said:

          
“Descendant of my many descendants, and only living chief in all Aotearoa, bone of my bone, flesh of my flesh, take heed to my words, and I will make you great in the land of your forefathers. I will heap the 
pakeha’s golden metal around your door. Your children shall wear red print upon their backs, and have jews’-harps in their hands. Your wives shall have tight pinching shoes upon their feet, and shall even squeeze their waists with stays and so emulate their Christian 
pakeha sister who patterns after the wasp. Yea, I will do more. I will make you the owner of horses, fleet of foot, which will bring you into contact with many 
rangatiras, also my descendants; the spieler, the bookmaker, the confirmed gambler and the publican. My fellow god, Bacchus, will attend you wheresoever your feet shall take you, and all men will say, ‘Ka pai Hori. He te tarn good fellow.’

          
“But now, if you do not take heed to my words I will curse you. You will become a 
taurekareka, wearing nothing but a 
rapaki kilt, smoking nothing but coarse torori, gazing at races from afar, having an insatiable thirst which you can never quench. Yea, your daughters will become servants to the 
pakeha, even as a certain missionary man is advocating now. You will go back to the rotten corn and dried—shark-you will be an 
upokokohua. Now, my son, go to and gird your loins with the garment of Christianity which your 
pakeha brother has so generously brought you. Cover up all your nakedness, except your eyes, and ears, and fingers, especially your fingers. Parade in it on all occasions. Above all, attend the Land Courts, for it is your only salvation. Has not the Government spoken? lay claim to all lands, because they are all mine. Always consult a good pleader, a man well versed in the cobwebbed laws which have been made for your people. He must be a good liar. Never neglect to let the
            


            Native Land Purchase Department know that you are willing to sell to the Government at two shillings and sixpence an acre. Take care that you always claim your descent from me, the god of Tito, Kaia and Muru; the judges will know, your enemies will fume. But what of that?—for you are bound to win!”

          
So saying, the vision disappeared.

          
Now, that is why I am such a great 
rangatira. That is why I wear checkered waistcoats and am blessed with a red tie and chestnut horses. I have won all my land cases, but by golly I nearly lost the last case! I forgot about the pedigree business. You know, I am a Ngati-Tinihanga by birth and a Ngati-Titotito by adoption. When my grandfather went through the Tuna-momona country he killed and ate What’s-his-name’s great-grand-uncle. That is why I am related to the Tuna-momona tribe. Well, you see, being such a good Christian I left out the story about the eating, and the judges nearly gave the case against me. However, that was not the only reason why I had claims in the Tuna-momona country. You see, my grandfather stumbled over the great-grand-uncle before he was prepared for the oven, and that fact saved the situation. I am laying claim to another nice bit of land which the Governmental eye has spotted. 
Ka pai the Government. 
Kia ora, Hori!
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Land and Love.


            A Tale of Disputed Titles

          
THE many years of struggle for ascendency between British and Maori were prolonged on the West Coast years after the greater number of the tribes of the island were subdued. The great fighting: chief, 
Titokowaru, who in 1868-9 carried his victorious warriors to within a few miles of the town of Whanganui, 60 miles from his tribal home, was at length driven into the mountain fastnesses of the interior, and only emerged a few years later a disciple of 
Te Whiti, who was called by the Natives the King of Peace. The old warrior was not tamed, but the Maori chiefs always knew that which European kings have discovered: that rulers exist by the will of the people. 
Te Whiti in 1869 saw that the struggle in arms could be maintained successfully no longer. He had become possessed of a large Bible, beautifully illustrated, the gift of a German missionary. The use made of the Book was not such as would appeal fervently to the missionary for assistance. The historical and prophetical parts of the Old Testament engrossed the whole attention of 
Te Whiti, to the neglect of the Gospel which the good missionary wished to spread. The researches of 
Te Whiti and his uncle, Tohu, led them to believe, from certain similarities between Jewish and Maori customs, that the tribes of New Zealand were descended from the Israelites of old, and were in verity the lost tribes of Israel. They therefore formed a kind of ritual on this basis, and in 1869, on a day they called the “day of promulgation” (
re ra o te takahanga), 
Te Whiti published as much of his scheme as suited his patriotic purpose. He rapidly acquired an enormous following, and his village at Parihaka became the largest Maori town of New Zealand, inhabited by sections of all the tribes in the Island. The programme was strictly one of peace, which meant that no arms were to be used. But it was only one of obstruction to white settlement on land which of right belonged to the Maori.

          
At length the Government determined on the survey of the disputed territory, and parties of men, numerically strong but unarmed, were sent across the river boundary. These were distributed over the far-famed Waimate Plains in five parties. From July, 1878, to March, 1879, they worked practically unopposed, but in the latter month and year 
Titokowaru and his tribe went with bullock-drays and removed the surveyors’ 
instru-
              


              ments and camp equipage, and the surveyors followed across the Waingongoro.

          
The result of this was the immediate strengthening of the forces at Waihi and preparations for a resumption of the survey under armed protection. But acting under instructions from 
Te Whiti, 
Titokowaru carried on the agrarian war across the boundary on to the lands of the settlers near Hawera. Unarmed, the Maoris commenced ploughing the lawns near the homesteads, and the old pasture-fields of the farmers, the confiscated land which the native tribes considered their own. The Government arrested the aggressive ploughmen. The natives made no resistance save an inclination to cling to the plough and not look back. They went willingly to prison explaining nothing, but rejoicing that they were chosen to suffer for the cause and 
Te Whiti, the King of Peace. Hundreds were taken, and the gacls were full, whilst 
Te Whiti thought he was spoiling the enemy which must surely go bankrupt with the burden he imposed upon it.

          
The troops crossed the rivers on the northern and southern boundaries of the unsettled lands, making roads as they went. In a few months 
Te Whiti’s settlement at Parihaka was approached by a military road. The natives who had been sent to prison for aggressive ploughing had returned and were at Parihaka. 
Te Whiti welcomed them with a speech of commendation, taunting the Government by the enquiry, “O Grave, where is thy victory? O Death, where is thy sting?” Parties of twenty and more natives with white plumes in their heads daily appeared on the road being made, in sight of all the troops, and proceeded to erect fences across the highway. These were arrested and on trial imprisoned, after the manner of the ploughing obstructions.

          
This may appear a long introduction to a short story, but it is a tale of the early days of a policy which lingered into modern days. The whole of the country which was a matter for dispute in ’78, is now thickly settled by industrious farmers, has large towns and many villages upon it, and surveyed native reserves Crown-granted to individual natives and occupied by them. Hawera has become a populous and thriving town. The Armed Constabulary Station of Waihi is a farm, its tall watch-tower vanished, and but a clump of eucalypti to attract attention to the graves of settlers and fallen soldiers which they shade, whilst snow-covered Egmont ever looks down calm and serene upon a picture of peace. And pakeha and Maori now are one.

          
* * * *

          
The story of the love of one of 
Te Whiti’s unarmed warriors, whose weapons were ploughs and fences, is a true one. A very staid and sedate
            


            native was Rangiwahia, of Punehu, a widower withal and a staunch follower of 
Te Whiti. After the death of his wife he became more frequent in his attendance at Parihaka, and his belief in the efficacy of 
Te Whiti’s scheme for the rehabilitation of his people approached somewhat nearer fanaticism than formerly. All-absorbing as were the oratorical efforts of the prophet, and much as his teachings engaged the attention of our Maori hero, he yet found time to listen to the whispers of the rosy god who rules with greater power over a wider community than 
Te Whiti. Rangiwahia fell in love—not the love of a beardless stripling, not hot in its initiative and cooling gradually with success; but the well-rooted love of a man who has passed his fortieth year, who had had profound experience and was consequently careful (if any can be careful in love) upon whom he bestowed his regard. Rangi loved and not in vain.

          
When 
Te Whiti engaged in his contention with Colonel Roberts and his Armed Constabulary in the matter of the fences, Rangi wished to go to the scene of operations and demonstrate his fealty to his chief and his trust in his power by exposing himself to the certainty of arrest in the cause. Having regard for the affection of his beloved, he mentioned the intention to her with reluctance, fearing restraint—love—begotten on her part. But with misgiving as to the danger of standing aloof from the all-powerful mandates of 
Te Whiti, the maiden at length consented to be separated for an indefinite time from her betrothed. She bade him farewell in the pa, bidding him to be true to the faith, patient in adversity, and forbearing under provocation. The damsel assured Rangi of her unchangeable affection, and taking a dainty silken kerchief from her neck she bade him treasure it in remembrance of her—precious as the parchment deed of the Europeans which secured their lands—the “Crown grant” of their mutual love.

          
As such, Rangi received the gift. He departed with his companions unarmed to meet the warriors of the 
pakeha. They erected their fence across the road and it was immediately destroyed by the Constabulary. Rangiwahia remonstrated with the Colonel for destroying the fence they had erected for the protection of their wheat, but the Colonel was deaf to his remarks, merely saying that such a fence should be erected parallel to the road and not across it.

          
In the evening the natives sorrowfully returned to Parihaka. Arrived there, Rangi sought not his betrothed, for had he not parted from her in the morning? And he knew that sooner or later his arrest was certain, hence he shrank from opening the wound afresh and aggravating the grief of each by repeated partings.

          


          
In the dual control of Parihaka, 
Te Whiti made the balls and Tohu fired them. So Rangi went to Tohu’s meeting-house. He there expressed regret that he had returned. Tohu told him that the question of his arrest rested entirely with himself and his behaviour in the face of the enemy when in action at the fence. If they exhibited determination to maintain the fence, they would surely be arrested, but care must be taken to engage in no struggle with the troops lest a blow should be struck and trouble ensue, which they wished to avoid.

          
Next morning the party again erected their fence across the road. When the Constabulary advanced to destroy it they clung manfully to the stakes forming it, and were only dragged away by main force. They persisted all day, making fence after fence, often destroyed only to be renewed. They were arrested and conveyed to camp. Fresh candidates for gaol day by day appeared. When a sufficient number had been collected they were sent to New Plymouth, tried and convicted. Rangi and his companions were sent on board the Government steamer Hinemoa and taken to Lyttelton, where they were imprisoned on an island in the harbour.

          
Now, Rangi had made a small bag in which to preserve the keepsake of his sweetheart. This he hung round his neck by a very slender cord. Next his heart it reposed, secure from all prying eyes, his only. solace during the long days of imprisonment. The prisoners were searched when first received into their prison, and also every day after their usual two hours’ exercise, lest they should smuggle matches into their rooms. But Rangi had taken precautions for the safety of his treasure. On his breast, under his shirt, the 
gage d’amour lay. Each day. in anticipation of the daily search, Rangi asked one of his comrades to run his hands over his person in imitation of the gaolers prosecuting their investigations. By thus making sure that nothing was perceptible to the sense of touch, Rangi preserved his treasure throughout the many searches to which he had to submit.

          
Rangiwahia was a very orderly and amenable prisoner. When any of his companions were inclined to mutiny against an order which appeared to them harsh, Rangi would quell the rising disturbance. If any objected to perform the menial offices necessary to their position, Rangi would do them himself rather than any trouble should arise, and these were the things which were so repulsive to the dignity of a chief. He was content to bear all in patience, for he ever wore the parting gift of his beloved—a pledge of affection to solace him in prison, the anchor of his hope which sprang eternal in his breast, the guarantee of a life of happiness when captivity should be but as a dreadful dream.

          


          
And how fared it with the object of so much love and affection? All the widows, grass and otherwise, were the objects of special care and honour at Parihaka during the absence of husbands and sweethearts, and the betrothed of Rangi had special attention. At first she grieved much for the absence of her lover, but as time moved on and other suitors pressed their attentions upon her, she gradually forgot that faithful heart whose only solace in prison was the hope of returning to her.

          
Among those who sought her was Apitia, chief of Ngati-Tama, of the Chatham Islands, a man rich in flocks and herds, having houses and lands; a man of wealth who could purchase her regard with presents dear to women. He sent to the Islands for money, and gave her gifts of finery of many hues, bedecked with the snowy plumage of the birds of the ocean. He brought cargoes of the luscious eel and of the great albatross preserved in oil, which he presented to 
Te Whiti and his people. And Apitia became a great man at Parihaka for the heart of the gathering lay in its stomach.

          
Now, when the fickle fair one saw that Apitia was a man of quality she became to him a wife among others. 
Te Whiti and his people, bought with the lavish gifts of Apitia, noticed not the flirting of that chief with the betrothed of Rangiwahia, and the latter was forgotten by all as they feasted on the fat of Wharekauri.

          
At length the time came for Rangiwahia’s liberation, and in company with many others he was landed at Taranaki and returned to Parihaka. They all marched direct to the large meeting-houses of 
Te Whiti and Tohu for their public reception. Rangi sought not his bride. Had he not come and would she not know it and hasten to his side? And as soon as his duty to his chief and the people was performed, the pressure of the token on his heart told him he would not have far to seek for his betrothed. He had never doubted her for a moment, and he asked question of none, neither was information volunteered by those who had remained at Parihaka.

          
The ceremony of reception lasted all day, and at nightfall only did 
Te Whiti speak of the woman. He told Rangi that his love was bride to Apitia.

          
Then was Rangiwahia very wroth and he bitterly upbraided 
Te Whiti. Of Apitia, he said, nothing better could be expected, for, had he not been a robber from his youth, and his fathers before him robbers also? Did he not, with his tribe, forsake his home in the north, and make war against Ngati-Kahungunu, from whom they took the land around Wellington? And later did not they obtain passage on board a British brig by fraud and deceit, and sailing to the Chatham Islands slaughter an inoffensive people, the armless Moriori of Wharekauri, and deprive them
            


            of their lands, making them slaves and beasts of burden? And was it not from the spoils of these lands that Apitia obtained the wherewithal to bribe his bride to falsity, and 
Te Whiti and his people to deceit, to their everlasting shame?

          
“But you, 
Te Whiti,” said Rangiwahia, “of you I am ashamed, and your further service I scorn. To do you bidding I cheerfully went to prison, leaving the lives and fortunes of myself and companions unreservedly in your hands, so great was our trust in you. And this is our reward; sold for a mess of savoury meat! You promised to protect our lands from spoilation; and you have stood calmly by and seen me deprived of the only piece of land I valued; the only piece of mother earth I held dear; that which I prized above liberty and life itself, and the hope of obtaining which has been my sole solace in imprisonment.”

          
And 
Te Whiti said he did not know she was Rangiwahia’s property.

          
“Mine! of course she was mine,” answered Rangi, “and here is the Crown Grant.”

          
With that he drew from his breast the bag containing the silken gage of a plighted troth so carefully preserved.

          
“But,” added Rangi, “as the land is gone the Crown Grant is Worthless, and I return it to the purpose for which it was originally made.” And he handed the silken kerchief to his niece, and Harirota placed the Crown Grant of Rangiwahia around her neck as Rangi lapsed into silence.
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The Rifles of Ropata

          
ABOUT the year 1873 a block of land called the Ngarara Block, but afterwards known as the Waikanae Block, on the east coast of Wellington province, came before the Native Land Court, and was subdivided as a block of 25,000 acres, with twenty-five registered owners as tenants in common. This seems simple enough on the face of it. Twenty-five thousand acres divided by twenty-five names with equal interests would mean 1,000 acres per registered owner, but this was not so easy of adjustment as it looks on the face of it. It took six years to decide that 1,000 acres was the amount to be awarded to each claimant, and it led to Parliamentary Committees and Parliamentary debates, and Parliamentary statutes enacted, and re-hearings before it could be proved that twenty-five tenants in common whose names appeared as owners of twenty-five thousand acres were entitled to 1,000 acres each. Two of the claimants very narrowly escaped with an award of four acres each instead of one thousand acres each, and it was 
Ropata Wahawaha who saved the situation.

          
The leader of the principal owners of the Waikanae Block was the Hon. Wi Parata, M.L.C., some time a member of the Cabinet without portfolio. Now Wi was a Ngatitoa, whilst Waikanae is Ngati-Awa property, but Wi had plenty of relations by intermarriage among Ngati-Awa or T’Atiawa. These, many of them, lived at Parihaka, and these and others either transferred their interests to Wi or gave him a power of attorney. In any case, and all that is sought to be shown is, that Wi was the recognised leader of a very large party of claimants—the majority.

          
Time went on, and the natives had sheep on this block, and everything appeared to be peace, but suddenly the fair firmament became overclouded like a thunderclap. The news came that Wi Parata had mortgaged this land for a debt of £5,000 for legal and other expenses to a certain legal gentleman who was at one time a member of a Government in the colony. Wi told the tenants in common to clear their sheep off their lands. The trouble commenced, but it was not soon ended. A subdivision of the block was asked for, that the 25,000 acres might be apportioned, as had been intended, among the twenty-five whose names appeared in the Court books as tenants in common.

          
The Court sat. The owners opposed to being exploited by Wi Parata asked for an adjournment to bring witnesses from the Chatham
            


            Islands, Nelson and the Bay of Islands. The adjournment was granted. The witnesses arrived. The adjourned Court was opened and Wi Parata, duly primed with legal knowledge by the legal mortgagee, no doubt, stood up in Court and asked if it were not a fact that the Court would not take evidence of any transactions previous to the year 1840, the date of the Treaty of Waitangi. He was informed that such was the case. Then he stated that he was prepared to prove that Patuhiki, the grandfather of two of the twenty-five owners of the Waikanae or Ngarara Block, had left the district before the year 1840, and that he had given up any rights which he might have possessed to this block of land.

          
This came as another thunderbolt to the litigants, who at great expense had come from different parts of the colony to give evidence that Patuhiki, the grandfather, was the head chief of the district, and had large interests in the Ngarara Block, and had always remained there, and had given up no rights to the land.

          
Witnesses were called for the defence, and among others Bishop Hadfield’s name was mentioned as one who knew all the circumstances, and they again asked for an adjournment to bring witnesses to refute the astounding statements of Wi Parata. The Court refused the adjournment, and decided to go on with the case. Result, that the two grandchildren of the old chief Patuhiki, the greatest owner in the block, received four acres each instead of 1,000 acres a-piece. Such was British justice in Native Land Courts in the good old days.

          
A matter of such importance with so many valuable interests involved could not rest with such a decision. It was lifted out of the hands of the laymen in legal knowledge who were made Judges of our Native Land Courts, and was taken to the highest tribunal of the country, the Native Committee of the Legislative Council, who were gentlemen well versed in the Maori language and in Maori manners and customs. Evidence was given by Bishop Hadfield and others that one of the signatories of the Treaty of Waitangi was Patuhiki, who signed the treaty on the 25th of May, 1840, the grandfather of the claimants cut off with four acres each, and that he sold to the Government in the Ngarara district land for a school site, and had not forfeited nor given up his rights in the Ngarara Block.

          
But Wi Parata was still at work, and the House was urged to move the Native Committee in the Legislative Assembly to put on matters more expeditiously, the evidence coming forward was damaging to Parata and his party behind him. To push on matters and to give a majority vote two
            


            South Island men, utterly ignorant of the Maoris, were added to the committee, and an adverse vote was recorded. At this time (1877–1888) free trade in native land was being debated, and to save the situation the Hon. H. Williams, M.L.C., moved: “That the following be added as a new clause: ‘The owners of the lands known as Ngarara, Porangahau, Mangamiro and Waipiro shall not deal with them in any way before the end of the next session of the General Assembly, in order that the title of the same may be reinvestigated by the Native Land Court, if an Act should be passed providing that this should be done.’”

          
Committee divided: That the clause be added to the Bill. Ayes, 7; Noes, 10. Lost by three votes.

          
This meant that if free trade in Native Land was given these blocks, Ngarara among them, could be sold, and old Patuhiki’s grandchildren would receive the proceeds of the sale of four acres, and thus be despoiled of 996 acres each for ever.

          
But just at that time old Major 
Ropata Wahawaha turned to his interpreter to ask what all the trouble was about. Ropata was the great fighting chief of the Ngati-Porou tribe up on the east coast. He was a New Zealand Cross man; he had fought bravely against the Hauhau rebels. He had been appointed a member of the Upper House. The situation was explained to him.

          
“What!” said the old warrior, “if this Bill passes, did my vote mean that Waipiro will be among the blocks that can be sold and my antagonist up there, 
Tuta Nihoniho, can sell my lands and I cannot stop him?” He left the Chamber in a hurry. He went home, but could not sleep. He wrote to the Premier, and stated that he could not sleep all night, and wished to see him at 9 o’clock in the morning.

          
It was an unusual hour to see a Premier after a late night sitting, but the head of the Government met the old man, and asked what the trouble was that caused his sleepless night.

          

Ropata Wahawaha said: “Have I not fought your battles in the past?”

          
“Yes! You have fought like a brick!”

          
“Now I want you to fight my battles. I want six hundred rifles and enough ammunition for them. This Bill gives 
Tuta Nihoniho the power to sell my land. I am going to fight for my land, and I expect you to help me. I am going to build a strong 
pa on that land, and the first man who comes on that land I am going to shoot.”

          


          
The old Maori Major was told to go home and go to bed and all would be well. The Premier turned to his colleague, the Native Minister, to know what was best to be done. He was informed that Ropata generally meant what he said, and was as ready to do as to say. And it was arranged under pressure of dropping the Bill altogether, that Ngarara, Porangahau, Mangamiro and Waipiro be blocks of land that could not be dealt with under the Free Trade in Native Lands Act. The result, so far as the Ngarara or Waikanae Block was concerned, was that the grandchildren of Patuhiki got a re-hearing, and an area of 1,000 acres each was awarded to them instead of four acres each, and the situation was saved. The downright old soldier prevented 
Tuta Nihoniho from selling his land, and thus justice was done all round because 
Ropata Wahawaha threatened to shoot.

          
* * * *

          
This may appear to be an isolated case, but these acts of injustice to the Maori race could be multiplied 
ad infinitum. Take, for instance, the case of old Tukukino, of Komata, Thames. He joined the King natives in their isolation after the war; he did not believe in the Native Land Courts, and would not attend them; he defied the Government for two years, and prevented them from taking a road through his land—a fine old determined Maori of the old stock, who should have been treated with respect as one of strong convictions. But what was the result? During his voluntary exile from the lands of his ancestors they were put through the Native Land Court and sold. And the old man died on a piece of his ancestral estate given back to him as a reserve for himself and the remnant of his people by the Government.
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The Blending of the Races


            The 
Wahine Maori and Her 
Pakeha

          
IF the younger occupants of many an English home—the heirs and heiresses of the estates of many of the landed gentry—knew of relatives who are not registered by Burke but who live the life of the Maori of New Zealand, there would be consternation and misgiving. Many of the male members of this class visited Maoriland in days gone by and dwelt in touch with the Maori people. Some took up land and had, without any title, the chiefs as landlords. They traded with the natives, grazed sheep or produced pigs, which were sold to whalers, or shipped to Sydney, whither went also the flax and potatoes obtained in trade. It was seldom a European lived with or near the natives without becoming attached to a Maori girl. The unions which followed were, many of them, but sanctioned by the consent of the chiefs and parents, binding, however, according to Maori usage. But there were chiefs of high standing who knew something of British customs and who demanded for their daughters the same ceremony as the suitor would bestow on an English 
fiancée. And there were many well-born British youths sufficiently enamoured to grant all that was asked. And so the blessing of the Church sealed these unions.

          
Among the officers of the regiments which formed the ten thousand strong British army which guarded 
pakeha from the Maori in the ’60’s, many made an alliance of one kind or another. These unions were generally prolific. Numerous half-castes in many tribes bear names which are found among the best Britain can produce. The fact is not noticed by tourists and visitors because these names are Maori-ised, are transformed in spelling and pronunciation to suit the Maori tongue, and as such are hardly recognisable. No wandering Englishman would suspect that Pihama represented the Maori form of Beauchamp, and there are many more equally hard to be distinguished.

          
It was a minority of the British aristocracy or county gentry who continued to make a home in New Zealand; the majority returned to the Old Country, leaving wife and family behind them. Some made provision for the family they had forgotten and the wives they had espoused; the majority sailed away, loving and leaving those they should foster. The children of those who forgot not their duty in many cases did no discredit to the blood of the best which coursed through their veins. I know of some
            


            of the fathers who sent money sufficient to keep their children in something more than the ordinary comforts of colonial life. But they could not ensure that proper care would be exercised in the training of these, nor could they know the dispositions of the recipients. One case I knew especially.

          
* * * *

          
The father held as good a name as England can produce. The children, a boy and a girl, inherited the name undisguised by Maori nomenclature. The girl was a beauty, the boy handsome and an athlete. Both were well educated, and the girl, with the carriage, appearance and the fitting apparel of an English lady, would not have suffered in manners by comparison with the beauties of an English aristocratic drawing-room. She married well; her husband was a colonial professional man. With the receipt of remittances from Home the son got into wild ways, hung round racecourses, and when money failed sought shelter in the Maori home of his mother. After a disreputable career he died in a Maori 
kainga.

          
* * * *

          
Let me give two instances of a different complexion. K— was a member of an English baronetcy. He married a Maori lass of one of the great conquering chiefs whose name was law with his people. He had three children, two girls and a boy. They were all three children of whom in appearance no father need be ashamed. But he ruthlessly left them, and all the education they received they owe to a splendid missionary school which exists in the village they inhabited. The girls kept themselves from the snares which awaited them. One married a half-caste who rose to the dignity of keeping a roadside publichouse. I don’t know whom the younger married. The son, a fine stalwart man, lived with the tribe and prospered as a Maori living on the lands their mother left them. He more than once sought election to the House of Representatives. Whatever their destiny they owe nothing to their father, a titled nobleman of England.

          
* * * *

          
N— was a salwart son of one of England’s landed gentry. He rented many Maori acres and raised pigs. He was married in the same Church by the same clergyman to a relative of the Maori wife of K—. The register of that church is lost. N— had two children, a boy and a girl. After he had lived happily and prosperously many years his brother came out and lived with him. They changed their lease from a pig run to a sheep run. After a time it occurred to the elder brother that his health required a visit home. He went, was reconciled to his father, went to Cambridge, finished his studies and entered the Church. He became a popular preacher in London, captured the heart of an aristocratic lady of
            


            his congregation and married her. His father, who knew of his marriage in New Zealand, was exceeding wroth and insisted that his son should leave England. He went to America, and that is all I know of him.

          
Meanwhile the younger brother fell in love with his brother’s wife and lived with her. They had three children, a girl and two boys—children no father, white or brown, might be ashamed of. After a series of years he went home after mortgaging the run and sheep to a Wellington merchant. The merchant advanced money to carry on the run, charging 10 per cent, interest and 10 per cent, guarantee. He took the wool and eventually sold the sheep and the run had to be given up.

          
Meanwhile the younger brother on his voyage home in a sailing ship (these were early days) fell in love with a charming widow, relict of a naval officer. They were married, and New Zealand, wife and children, knew him no more. Some time after he reached home the family estate was sold for £200,000, but neither the legitimate children of the oldest son nor the love-begotten children of the younger ever saw a penny of it.

          
* * * *

          
T— was the son of a gentleman who owned vast estates. The father, thinking it would be to his advantage to have his son installed as manager of a certain estate of his situated in the backblocks, immediately sent him there. T., as a dutiful son, highly respected and considered by the mothers and mercenary spinster aunts of the district a great catch, packed up his trucks and left for the wilds. There was quite a flutter as the little boat left the wharf, and a great many habitues of the matrimonial market who were evidently chagrined at the loss of so great a catch, came down to bid him farewell, extorting many promises of his return for the season. T. landed at his destination a raw unsophisticated youth, with a determination to make things hum on his father’s run. He enjoyed the solitude of the wilds and the free and easy life it brought him. He often visited the town, much to the delight of the spinsters and scheming mothers, but each time he returned to his wild dominion free.

          
Now T. had a shepherd and this shepherd’s wife possessed a little girl, and as 
pakeha servants were scarce in those days, a Maori girl, the very beautiful daughter of the local chief, was hired as nurse. One day T. happened to pass that way and the child at once became very interesting, so much so that T. was frequently seen in the neighbourhood of his head shepherd’s 
whare. Wairua, the nurse, at each of T.’s visits, become more and more fascinating in his eyes till one day, as the custom was, she went to live with him, and in the process of time beautiful half-caste children were born unto them.

          


          
Now it was the custom of T.’s mother to give him surprise visits, but having in the agent of the steamer a staunch friend and uncle, T. was always notified of his mother’s intended visit by telegram, and thus opportunity was given him to remove his little household to a small 
whare in the bush. The unsuspicious mother would arrive, bringing with her all sorts of invitations from the many flattering catches of the town, but T. ever avoided the question, and the mother oftentimes wondered at it all.

          
Years rolled on, and T.’s father made over the run to him. One day T.’s friend, the agent of the steamer, through some mischance forgot to notify him of his mother’s intended visit. The grand dame appeared on the threshhold of T.’s happiness to find him with two little half-caste children clinging to his neck and calling him “Daddy.” The lady of high culture, exquisite breeding and delicate feelings, raved and stormed. She demanded the meaning of his behaviour and the immediate dismissal of the Maori woman with her illegitimate brood. However, no amount of persuasion, coaxing, fury or storming could move T., and like a man he took the first boat to the nearest magistrate and there married his Maori wife.

          
To his death he was estranged from his people because—well, this is a funny world!
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Mountain Magic


            

              

                
	Ko Tongariro to maunga,
                
	Tongariro is the mountain,
              

              

                
	Ko Taupo-nui-a-Tia te moana,
                
	Taupo-nui-a-Tia is the sea,
              

              

                
	Ko Tuwharetoa te iwi,
                
	Tuwharetoa is the tribe,
              

              

                
	Ko Te Heuheu te tangata.
                
	Te Heuheu is the man.
              

              

                
	
                
	-Ngati-Tuwharctoa proverb.
              

            


          
K
aua e whakatoi ki nga tipua maunga, mehemea he wahine te také.” Do not annoy the mountains, especially if there is a woman in the case. Now listen to my tale of Mount Egmont and you will be able to judge for yourself.

          
The characters in this drama were:—


            

              

                
	Taranaki
                
	the outraged husband.
              

              

                
	Tongariro
                
	the trusted friend.
              

              

                
	Ruapehu
                
	the faithless wife.
              

              

                
	Pihanga
                
	the handmaiden.
              

              

                
	Ngauruhoe
                
	the chief henchman.
              

              

                
	Koputauaki
                
	a retainer secretly in love with Pihanga.
              

            


          
It was the age-old story. A woman, a man, and the other man. They were such friends and had such confidence in each other. Well, the unexpected happened—as it generally does happen. 
Flagrante delicto —at least, that is how my legal friends would have put it, and they ought to know.

          
Now Taranaki invoked the aid of his gods with the most potent 
karakia known. He turned his wife, friend and their servants into mountains, but in doing so he could not escape himself, for he had to pay the penalty for the potency of his incantation and thus likewise was turned into a mountain. Ngauruhoe and Pihanga complained that they had a grievance for being suddenly included in this terrible curse, but Taranaki had a different story to tell. They were aiding and abetting and so, too, had to pay the penalty. Having turned the characters of this drama into mountains, probably in the same way that Lot’s wife was converted into a pillar of salt—
cum grano salis—he hied himself to a distance and on his descent to the Tasman Sea he gouged out the Whanganui River, and also the stony rivers on his ascent to his present position.

          
Ah! What satisfaction! For from afar through the centuries he has watched the terrific struggles and the volcanic throbs of passion which assailed the breast of Tongariro, always striving to clasp his paramour in
            


            his arms, but eternally checked by the chilling snows on her bosom, until he wore himself out in the struggle.

          
* * *

          
It happened in the days when a young Maori doctor first started to walk the bush paths of Maoriland in preference to the hospital wards of your more fashionable medico. Not then did the modern Chateau show its imposing face to the glistening snows. Occasional parties ascended Tongariro in fine weather, and the Ngati-Tuwharetoa chief, 
Te Heuheu, whose tribe lived in those parts, assumed the role of tourist agent to the extent of looking to the safety of such stupid 
pakeha folk as might assail the mountains in the time of snowstorms.

          
Now, my friend, it came to pass that one year, as winter approached, two 
pakeha men, doubtless on holiday from their wives, came to the mountain. The signs were for a heavy fall of snow, and under these conditions it did not necessarily mean that those who went up must come down— unless maybe on a stretcher, my 
pakeha. So 
Te Heuheu sent word to them not to attempt the mountain. Being tired business men, probably in the habit of bossing their typists, they replied in the vernacular. At any rate they made it quite clear that they knew what they were about without the aid of any Maori. Probably because he was used to the lord-like courtesy of the average city-dwelling 
pakeha of that date, 
Te Heuheu did not take umbrage. Rather he detailed one of his henchmen, Rau, to follow and keep them out of danger.

          
They were nearly half-way up the mountain when the Maori overtook them and make known his business.

          
“Go to hell,” said the first 
pakeha.

          
“All right,” replied Rau. “But I tell you 
Te Heuheu, the big chief, tell me to find you 
pakeha and make the warning not to go up the mountain to-day.”

          
“O! Go to hell!” This time it was a duet.

          
“That all right. We all go to hell by-and-bye,” continued the Maori, “but I tell you 
Te Heuheu say the snow come perhaps two hours, three hours, four hours—maybe six hours.”

          
The city men then turned their backs and started climbing the ridge. Again Rau tried to reason with them. After being well singed with epithets from Hades, he said, “Well, all right, if the snow come, don’t come down this ridge; it’s too steep and narrow. Come down that ridge” (pointing to a ridge a mile or so away), “
ka pai that ridge if the snow’s bad. There’s a Maori 
whare half-way down it. I’ll wait for you there.”

          
With another parting expletive the climbers, lightly clad, staggered upwards. Excelsior! Excelsior!!

          


          

            

[image: In the Snowstorm.]

In the Snowstorm.


          

          


          


          
While the Maori was on his way to the old deserted hut his dog bailed up a pig. Quickly despatching the 
poaka, Rau looked at the sun and said to himself, “I must make haste. If anything happened to those silly 
pakeha the old chief will kill me.” After cleaning the pig and feeding his dog, he started up the spur that led to the old hunting hut. No sooner had he reached the old place when the first flakes of snow began to fall. He knew by the signs that there would be a severe snow storm, so he gathered as much firewood as he could and heaped it both inside and outside the little 
whare. He worked hard and gazed anxiously and often up the ridge. As some hours had passed and the climbers had not appeared he prepared to go out into the now heavily falling snow after them. First of all he made a fire and hastily cut up some of the pig and, putting it into his small billy, filled with water, hung it over the fire.

          
These preparations finished, he called his dog, and together they started to clamber up the snow-clad mountain ridge. Night had fallen. Rau seemed to have been walking for hours in the darkness before he saw a black object sticking out of the snow. One of the city men had sprained his ankle, and fallen in the snow, and was just going to sleep when the Maori appeared. It didn’t take long for the old dog to find the other man, who was also buried in the snow.

          
Then commenced a terrible journey; the trials and tribulations of a mere savage doing the behest of his chief. Time after time the struggling Maori fell with his heavy burden. To make matters worse, the other man was now half unconscious. It meant carrying one of them a distance, leaving him in the care of the old dog, and going back for the other.

          
It was by pure chance that Rau at last discovered the old 
whare. As he was on the point of collapsing he saw a few sparks some distance down, and with one last effort managed to get both men into the hut. He soon had some of his soup, now hot over the fire, down the men’s throats. But they did not seem at all grateful. The nearest approach to credit for his achievement that old Rau got was after the two 
pakeha were recovering, when one of them said to the other, “Bloody strong nigger, eh, what!”

          
The snow kept coming down, and to add to Rau’s anxieties the elder of the 
pakeha began to have shivering fits. Upon making a cursory search in the hut the only thing he discovered was a tin of mustard. He immediately cut a piece of cloth from the lining of his coat and made a mustard plaster, which the 
pakeha was loath to put on. Rau explained that a young Maori medical student had shown him how to make cheap mustard plasters that were quite as efficacious as those you bought for a half-crown in the 
pakeha shops which had the red and blue bottles in the windows.

          


          
Rau noticed that the younger man of the two kept his hand always in his right-hand pocket, and he wondered at the peculiarities of the 
pakeha.

          
The long cold night drew on and the dying fire threw flickering shadows over a scene that suddenly became tense with drama. Outside the snow-flaked night wind beat unceasingly against the 
whare. The young 
pakeha lay sleepless, his eyes on Rau and his right hand always in his pocket. On the other side of the fire the elder man groaned and shivered in his sleep, and Rau cast a worried glance in his direction. He shook his head as if in deep thought and then silently drew off his coat. Fear struck to the heart of the young man who lay feigning sleep. Slowly and cautiously Rau crept forward with his coat flung over his shoulder. Thoughts of murder at the hands of the Maori chilled the young man, who carefully turned the revolver in his pocket until it covered Rau.

          
Tragedy was narrowly averted. Just as the fear-mad man was about to shoot, the fire flared up a little, and out of the corner of his eye he caught a glitter. Glancing up quickly he saw the pig suspended from the roof—and in it was Rau’s knife. Trembling with relief he turned again to his companion just in time to see the Maori carefully tuck the coat around him, and then creep back to crouch over the fire.

          
Early next morning Rau had his coat on again, and the sick 
pakeha was feeling better. The cheap mustard plaster had done its work.

          
The Maori made stew for breakfast and somehow from somewhere he produced a cold potato for each 
pakeha. When the men had finished they demanded more potatoes, but the old Maori was husbanding his resources and refused to give them any. Then they began to indulge in their usual pastime of abuse. They said a number of uncomplimentary things which, luckily for them perhaps, Rau didn’t understand. The fact of the matter in regard to the potatoes was that his wife had put into his kit about ten of them for his lunch. These were the potatoes he was giving out.

          
The second day passed uneventfully except for the continued ruddy abuse, which was growing stronger. However, the third day dawned beautifully bright and fine and before they had stirred far a rescue party met them. This consisted of an Armed Constabulary man, another 
pakeha and several Maori men. They had given the climbers up as lost, all except the old chief 
Te Heuheu, who had all confidence in his henchman, Rau. The 
pakeha did not even thank Rau or bid good-bye, but they left an old Waterbury watch for him with the constable.

          
They were in a great hurry to reach the telegraph office to send messages to their wives.

          


          
The replies to both their wires were significant. The elder man’s wife was suing for a divorce while the younger’s wife had cleared out to Sydney with another man.

          
* * *

          
“Yes,” said old Rau in recounting the story, when he heard of the way his 
pakeha companions had been treated by their wives. “That comes through trifling with those 
tipua mountains. Do you know,” he added, “When I came home my wife had run away with a man from Whakatane! Oh yes, she has had two other husbands since then. She all the same merry-go-round. Why, even the watch they left me went wrong. 
Aue! Ae pea!” (“Alas! Yes, perhaps!”).
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The First Gramophone among the Maoris

          
MR. ROBINSON was a great fisherman. He had fished in every puddle on the globe, and, according to him, had caught fish anything up to the size of a whale. He came to the Rangitaiki to try his luck, for the fame of this river had gone forth as one of the best trout streams in New Zealand. There were three in his party, and as they expected to be away for a month, they brought all their provisions in tins. There were tinned fish, tinned vegetables, tinned meats and even tinned puddings. The camp was pitched near a Maori village and in the evening one or two of the Maoris would saunter along and smoke their pipes with the 
pakehas.

          
There was glorious fishing. The friendship between Robinson and the local one-eyed Maori chief grew apace. So one evening Robinson asked his friend to supper. The Maori enjoyed the tinned fare greatly. Robinson produced his phonograph—we call it gramophone now—and taking a cylinder record from a tin box he put it on the machine. Then the Maori’s eye nearly dropped out of his head for the machine began to sing a most beautiful song.

          
The song ended, Robinson turned to his astonished friend, and asked, “What you think, Parau?”

          
The chief shook his head and replied: “
Ka pai te tin fish; ah, 
ka pai te tin meat; very 
ka pai te tin pudding; but by korry te tin 
pakeha he takey te cake!”
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A Maori Race Meeting

          
THIS was the official preliminary announcement of a race meeting held by the Maori many years ago at Okoroire, among the fern hills of the Upper Waihou, and attended by King Tawhiao and a concourse of sport-loving tribesfolk:—

          
COME! COME! COME!

          
NOTICE TO ALL.

          
This notice is to all friends in the East, in the West, in the North, in the South.

          
O FRIENDS, LISTEN!

          
Horse Races will be held at

          
OKOROIRE.

          
These races will be run under the patronage of the King of the Maori People.

          
STEWARDS OF THE RACES:

          

	Chairman—Te Wheoro and his friends.

	Judge—Te Tahuna and his friends.

	Starter—Te Harihari and his friends.

	Clerk of Scales—Te Kamanomano.

	Handicapper—Tom Pepa and his wife.

	Treasurer—Mrs. Harihari.


          
RULES OF THESE RACES:

          


	1.
	
              Men owning horses and wishing to enter them must deposit money in the hands of the secretary.
            


	2.
	
              Don’t bring any drink to these races.
            


	3.
	
              Men who have taken much drink will not be allowed on this course. If any man disobey this rule he will bring the whip of the Club down upon him.
            


	4.
	
              No girls will be allowed to ride as jockeys in these races.
            




	5.
	
              Jockeys must wear trousers in all events.
            


	6.
	
              No jockey must knock any other jockey off his horse, or touch the reins of any other jockey, or strike any other jockey with his whip during a race, or strike any other horse other than his own, or swear at 01 threaten any other jockey.
            


	7.
	
              Any jockey breaking these rules will be driven from the course if he does not pay 20s. to the treasurer.
            


	8.
	
              You must not change the name of the horse. You must not suppress the fact of a win at any other race meeting. You can be expelled, or fined not more than 50s. if you break this rule.
            


	9.
	
              Persons allowed to see these races must not say rude words to the stewards or swear at jockeys who do not win, or otherwise behave improperly.
            


          

            
(Signed) PARITE TE RERA TUKU.

            
February 20, in the 20th. year of the King. Greetings!
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The Origin of “Ariki Toa.”

          
SOON after Mr. Massey became Prime Minister of New Zealand the name of his Ministerial residence in Tinakori Road, Wellington, was changed to “Ariki-Toa.” This is the story.

          
Mr. Massey, Mr. Guthrie, Mr. Coates, Sir 
James Carroll, myself and one or two others met in Bellamy’s one day. The chief was in excellent form. He told a story so tall that we all roared with laughter. Sir 
James Carroll punched me in the ribs and spoke in Maori. He asked: “
He tangata pewhea to Ariki?” (“What manner of man is this chief of yours?”).

          
I replied in Maori, on the spur of the moment: “
I te wha o te kata he ariki katakata. I te wha o te riri e! He ariki toa!” (“In time of mirth a laughing chief, in time of war a fighting chief!”)

          
“Timi Kara” was so enamoured with this that he stopped the buzz around the table, and said to Mr. Massey: “Pomare has coined a new proverb for you,” which he proceeded to quote.

          
This was the birth of the name “Ariki-Toa.” It pleased Mr. Massey so much that it took the place of “Awarua” on his gate.
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The Apotheosis of Hori Kerei

          
THE great Pro-Consul Sir George Grey thought nothing of the people’s pay, but for their welfare he imagined he could never do enough. His chief works are matters of history, but posthumous record raises him to a height which, among the ancients, would have installed him with the gods. I speak of the record which said that on his death his entire personal estate was sworn at £900. Having inherited a large property, having served his country for years past the term of an ordinary life, in appointments giving large emoluments and innumerable opportunities, he died with property less than that of many small tradesmen. But it is not this bare fact which would lead to his investiture in Olympus, but the manner of his daily expenditure and his large disbursements in the interests of mankind. A man of the simplest tastes as to his own manner of living, he was ever striving to obtain a richer life for his fellow-men. A public library to Auckland was one of his munificent gifts to that city; a library not only of modern works but containing valuable old and unique editions, and invaluable blackletter and other MSS. Down to the very days when the shadows of the infinite hereafter were enclosing him, and the beaconlights of his sure reward present to his eyes, he was ever seeking, in places known to the bibliophile, the choicest works for the enrichment of his Auckland donation.

          
What he gave away to individuals can never be known, for in that he was very stealthy. He himself spoke of such givings but once, and that was when it would be utterly useless as a caution to applicants. It was shortly before his departure, when there was no more to give, that he said to a friend in Auckland: “Every one who has aided in the least the Liberal cause thinks he has a claim on my private purse, and they have emptied it.” But the friend divulged not the circumstances, and when on his death the news arrived that the erstwhile owner of magnificent Kawau, the donor of two libraries to the nation, the rich man by inheritance and salary, the wealthy man by pension, left behind but the pitiful sum mentioned it came upon New Zealand with a burst of surprise.

          
He was a lavish distributor of the Queen’s image in his walks abroad when eyes were not upon him, and his favourite coin was half a sovereign. I have seen him give the golden mite to little children and aged Maoris, and I doubt if he ever bestowed a smaller sum.

          
Years ago it was thought he had too great a love for the Maori people in the interests of British settlement, but the real fact was that settlement with him was the paramount idea, and his conciliatory attitude towards the natives a means to promote the same. He loved the Maoris as he loved all mankind and the unborn millions. But he placed his own race
            


            far above all in his regard; that race must be elevated but if possible without the slightest injury to others. As an instance, Grey, to whose governorship we are indebted for the Act of 1852 granting a constitution to New Zealand, caused to be inserted a clause which provided that the Queen might set apart certain districts wherein the Maoris could live under their own laws and customs, notwithstanding such might be repugnant to the laws of England. In 1852 the natives were in a position by numbers and warlike proclivities to become dangerous to a young colony of ten years old, and doubtless the clause duly interpreted to the chiefs did good in showing that their peculiar interests were being protected. However, the provision remained inoperative for forty years, till the Arawa tribe petitioned the Queen to put it in operation. Whether Grey had ever supposed that the scheme would work, forty years’ experience had taught him that it would not; but it was necessary to do something in that direction to prove his old sincerity. He therefore brought a Bill into Parliament called “The Maori Municipal Bill 1891.” This Bill would “keep the word of promise to the ear and break it to the hope.” But it fell far short of what the Maoris expected from the Act of 1852.

          
Grey did not overburden his emissaries with instructions; he left much to their own judgment and intelligence, but if those failed they were never employed again. When the natives of Taranaki were challenging the justice of the confiscation at the command of 
Te Whiti by expelling surveyors from the Waimate Plains, Grey sent a native interpreter from Wellington to Parihaka with a letter. As usual, he was playing a lone hand, and the Opposition, and possibly some colleagues, were watchful. At Opunake the messenger received a telegram from Sir George saying: “You will understand, Sir, that you have no communication between myself and 
Te Whiti.” Then the interpreter knew that spies had been about, and was able to reply truthfully in such terms as would save Grey from any blame should he be censured for communicating with the rebellious, and he was so charged tentatively. The letter was not to 
Te Whiti, but to a known loyal chief, and it contained an offer to provide the natives a lawyer to test their grievances in the Courts. At that time there had been no ploughing, no aggressive fencing, no enrolment of large bodies of troops. Surely had the offer been accepted, much money would have been saved New Zealand. But 
Te Whiti and Tohu urged the refusal.

          
Grey never forgot a face, but sometimes a name, and to discover that if he were accosted by an elderly person, he would shake hands as if he recollected him intimately. Then he would say, “I’m glad to see you; and how is the old complaint?” This drew all information. It also prevented the old folks from thinking themselves forgotten.
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The Half-Caste Wife


            A Tale of the Old Digging Days

          



            

Chapter I.

            
IT was down in Otago, in the era of the great gold rushes, when tons of treasure were obtained from the alluvial gravels by the most primitive means. It was in the days of wonderful runs of luck, and some of the Maoris of Otago, as well as thousands of 
pakehas, hunted for the yellow god. Hartley and Riley had lifted, actually from the surface, one hundred and eight pounds weight of coarse gold. The rush in consequence to the bleak valleys of the Dunstan was simply enormous, and every man a sturdy digger.

            
Richard Broughton was one of those who came with the first rush, and he had been very fortunate. His claim worked out, he had gone to Dunedin for a spell, which meant perennial jollity whilst the coin held out. He was a fine stalwart man, and one most likely to prove very attractive to women. In one of his excursions he had visited the Maori Kaika out near Otago Heads, the headquarters of the southern clans of Ngai-Tahu. There he became acquainted with a half-caste girl, Erana, bright with the bloom of early womanhood, and he became, as he phrased it, “dead shook on the girl.” The girl liked him, but was unapproachable by the dissolute; marriage, and marriage with a 
pakeha, was her aim, but love or liking must also be a factor. The girl’s mother was the widow of a whaler—one of the variety which stands on the quarter-deck and withers the crew with blasphemy, the only remonstrance it understands. And, prompted by her late husband, old Karo had taught their daughter the virtues of restraint and discretion by means of a careful education. And so with knowledge and virtue clad, the girl was a very rich prize indeed.

            
The face and figure of Broughton, and his apparent wealth, some of which he was throwing about, attracted the girl. Finally they were married.

            
The couple had a gay time in Dunedin, in Dunedin’s gayest time, and then when the once plethoric chamois bag was much attenuated, Broughton took his wife to the Dunstan diggings, where he probably expected to refill the bag as easily as before. But thousands then toiled where hundreds had worked before, and after prospecting and fossicking about for a time Broughton determined to go to the Lake Wakatipu district, leaving Erana,
              


              or Nelly as he called her, in a hut he had acquired close to the township. In this hut Broughton was now shouldering his swag in the early morning previous to his departure. He kissed Erana and said:

            
“Well, so long, old woman; take care of yourself.”

            
“But, Dick, you are not going to leave me without money surely?”

            
“Oh, you can stick up what you want at the store, and if you need any stuff write to old Karo. I daresay she has something left in the stocking; she managed to turn you out pretty smart, anyhow.”

            
“How do I know the store will give me credit, Dick?”

            
“Oh, I’ll make that all right as I go through, and if I strike it rich we’ll have another good time in Dunedin. But as for cash, I’m short.”

            
“My God! Dick, you don’t intend leaving me like this, surely? Think of the baby that’s coming!”

            
Broughton looked down his handsome nose for a moment, and then unshipped his horse-collar swag, and took a roll of notes from some inner pocket of his shirt. It was not a very bulky roll, certainly; but that said nothing of its aggregate value. One of the notes he handed to Erana, and said:

            
“Well, here’s a fiver for you; take it, and give us a kiss, old girl.”

            
Erana did not give the kiss, but she accepted kiss and note. She was deeply offended, and her heart was full of foreboding for the future.

            
“What shall I do when this is done?”

            
“Oh, confound you, wash clothes for the boys!”

            
Broughton, the stalwart scoundrel, opened the door and started along the track, and as he went, an observer would have thought him a fine, sturdy honest digger. The eyes of Erana were now open. She’d had her doubts when Broughton left her night after night alone, and only returned with the perfume of the “Irish” still on his lips, after the strains of the band at the dance-house had ceased to desecrate the stillness of early morn. Now she knew she was no longer cared for. But she was no faint-hearted girl. The self-reliance of her parents of both races was strong within her, for her maternal grandfather had been a warrior among those who had slain the less vigorous Ngati-Mamoe and Waitaha, the original people of Otago.

            
Erana’s money was soon exhausted, for provisions were fearfully dear in consequence of the high freight, owing to the terrible roads. The storekeeper refused her further credit after a time—a long time; in fact, what he had given was a gift to the girl out of pure kindness of heart, though he never told her so. Broughton had made no arrangement with him—had not been near him on the morning of his departure. But Erana was not without friends. All the boys were her warm, respectful and silent admirers, and they stuck to her the more because they knew what Broughton was, and
              


              distrusted him utterly; and Erana was good to all of them impartially, in a way which never fails to call forth the effusive gratitude of the digger. Did one meet with an accident, no distance, no foul weather or muddy roads had prevented Erana from attendance at the bedside of the sufferer, with gentle care to soothe his pain. Hence it would not be conducive to the health of any to insult Mrs. Broughton, for she was always Mrs. Broughton to the boys, though they thought it a shameful waste that she was so.

            
In her time of trouble, when the baby came, an exuberant lady from one of the calico and scantling pubs, a day or two before the event, bustled into the hut, and removed a flaming hat from above a little less flaming face, remarking, “It’s very ’ot, my dear.”

            
Erana had seen her before, but never spoken to Mrs. Carry Peters, of the Old Gold Hotel.

            
“It’s all right, little ’un. I’m come to stay for a week or two; and if the doc. is wanted, you bet he’ll come; but I think you and me’ll worry through between us.”

            
“It’s very good of you, Mrs. Peters.”

            
“Good be blowed! Do you think I’m a town-bred lady as ’ud leave a woman to fight it out alone. Mine’s gone, lovey. Shot at the Eureka stockade, over in Victoria. ’Sides I want a spell, and Peters’ll look after the pub— after a fashion,” she added to herself.

            
And they did worry through without the doctor, and Carry Peters hugged and kissed the boy and cried over him, and re-established her dignity and self-respect by cursing the first man who came along to inquire.

            
“Mrs. B. is as well as can be expected, and a darned sight better! Ain’t I here, yer fool? Here, you chunk, go and tell Peters to shout for all hands, for the sake of the kid and his mother.”

            
But there was a little circumstance which took place a couple of days after Broughton left which should be recorded. One morning a couple of diggers, strangers to Erana, knocked at the door, and when it was opened each lifted an enormous Yankee hat from over a bronzed face, exposing strangely white brows in the process. Said the elder, Sam Ross, to Kit Carroll, “Now, then, youngster, wade in, and choose the talk proper.”

            
Said Kit Carroll, blonde of hair, blue of eye, with nearly 6 ft. of sturdy youth below that eye: “We hopes we are not disturbing you, Mrs. Broughton, but Mr. Broughton asked us to keep you supplied with firewood whilst he was away, and we thought you might want some now.”

            
“It’s very kind of you; I’m quite out of wood.”

            
“Kind, marm?” put in Sam. “It’s kind of you to give us the order. We’ve only got a poor claim, and it pays better to get firewood from the gullies than wash poor dirt.”

            


            
“But I don’t think I shall be able to pay you for very much. It is dreadfully dear here.”

            
Sam had to do all the talking now. He explained afterwards that “Kit was struck silly, and couldn’t look the donah in the face.” So Sam replied, “Lor’ love you, Mrs. Broughton, it’s all paid for in a lump sum for as long as he’s away—in money, and a ‘lay on’ when he strikes it.”

            
“I didn’t know Dick was so rich when he left,” said Erana.

            
“In course you didn’t. He’s too good to let on. It was paying us made him short when he took the track. We’ll bring it this afternoon. So long, marm.”

            
Said Kit as they walked away, “Did yer drop to that, Sam? ‘Didn’t know he was so rich!’ Bet he’s left her no stuff, the blooming bounder.”

            
And they went and cut the wood, leaving their mates to wash only 20 oz. out of the poor claim, poorer that day on account of their absence. And Nelly never went short of firewood.

            
When the baby got big and strong, Mrs. Carry Peters came to the hut one day, as hot as usual, and with an affectation of extreme weakness. She sat down on the bed immediately on arrival, and placing her hand on her ample bosom appeared to experience a great difficulty in finding sufficient air in the Dunstan Valley to fill the lungs that bosom contained.

            
“Oh, my dear, I’m so bad. We’ve been that beastly busy, what with reg’lar callers, and the boys passing through to the new rush at the Cardrona, that I’m fairly knocked up. I know I am himposing on your good nature, but would you mind coming up and ’elp in the bar. It’s lined with drugget, and nice and warm to the feet, and I’ve got old Slocum’s girl to mind the kid in the kitchen. I knows I’m taking a liberty, but I am so bad.”

            
And Erana went, and it was astonishing how that walk improved the health of Mrs. Carry Peters, for ten minutes after she got home she was threatening to punch a rowdy digger and swearing at Mr. Peters for not keeping the decanters filled, and failing to “take them blooming marines to the bottle heap.”

            
When Erana left for the hut a couple of weeks later she carried more money than would keep her for three months: “The usual wages, my dear, and you’ve got to take ’em.” And doubtless Mrs. Carry could well afford to pay, for the crowd in the bar whilst Nelly was there was always great, and when one shouted, he shouted for the crush, and each seemed to think that it was necessary to call for the most expensive drinks, and get outside them in quite a perfunctory manner, as who should say, “This is the tack I was reared on.” One day, whilst the boys were black in the face in their efforts to convert involuntary oaths into genteel words ere they had quite escaped from their lips, a casual rowdy made use of a filthy word to the
              


              barmaid, and he was never properly accounted for afterwards. What he left in the bar it took a long time to wash out. This was by no means her last visit to the Old Gold, and the calls upon her always came before her money was all gone.

          

          

            

Chapter II.

            
There is a spurious variety of the digger species who takes it out of his fellow miners occasionally as badly as a London syndicate—the fictitious prospector for alluvial fields. He will go for a month or two into the bush, and having found the smallest prospect, will return to some large mining camp, and report the discovery of a new field, with the object of getting up a rush of men, which he hopes will discover the rich gold he had failed to locate; then he will peg out a claim, perhaps as prospector. About the time we left Erana on the Dunstan, one evening two men sat outside a tent on the southern bank of the Dart River, where that stream empties into Lake Wakatipu. They could not go west, they had no food to take them where none was to be had; they could not approach the settlements, for the river and lake stopped them. A canoe was in sight on the opposite side of the swollen Dart, the side of succour; but neither could swim. Many days before, their mate Broughton had ferried himself over on his way to Queens-town to fetch food; and he had left with his mates ten pannikins of oatmeal—nothing more, and no game to be had. The three of them had been as many months away, prospecting up the Dart, and in the country towards the West Coast. They had found fair prospects—nothing worth reporting. It was agreed to prospect farther, and Broughton was to fetch food quickly, and with every secrecy. This point his mates insisted on. A day or two after his departure Dromore broke a small bone in his foot, and was thus disabled; and this evening McCaul was saying that on the morrow he would go far up the stream, find a fordable spot, cross over and forage for the 
weka, the Maori hens that they could hear opposite. This he did, and he had saluted his mate with a cooee from the other shore, and then Dromore, together with the rest of the world, lost sight of McCaul for ever.

            
Queenstown at this time was as gay a digging township as any in New Zealand, and no flash digger in it was gayer than Broughton. He had exhibited gold, in nuggets and quartz; he talked of reefs and alluvial in the country between the Lake and the West Coast, till he was surrounded by admiring friends day and night. In the tallest of Yankee hats, the snowiest of moleskins, with crimson sash, and knee boots with “nugget” embossed in gold letters in front, he mashed the barmaids and dancing girls, and responded to invitations to drink from all and sundry. Days grew into weeks, and yet he gave no thought to his mates, who, foodless, had their path to safety blocked by the swollen Dart, rushing turbid to the lake. At last he
              


              moved, and with him went a great crowd of men, eager to reach the new El Dorado.

            
Dromore had long ago eaten his last spoonful of meal, and had bidden farewell to hope, as day followed day, and the mate he knew to be faithful, in spite of the defection of the other, returned not to his side. At last he abandoned the tent, and crawled to the brink of the river, and then consciousness forsook him.

            
As the twenty-ninth evening from the time of Broughton’s departure was deepening into night, the helpless figure of Dromore was sitting by the river with knees up and hands upon them, in the palms of which his face was buried, in an instinctive attempt to shut out the swarms of sandflies, and check the operations of a horrid hoard of carrion-seeking flies. The loathsome hum and buzz of the flies were the only sounds which broke the stillness of desolation.

            
The serrated range of lofty Alps over the lake to the eastward was yielding to the coming night the white purity of its peaks, and the icy summit only of giant Earnslaw was blushing rosy red, as the last rays of the departing sun struck its eternal snows, when loud reports of guns, and lusty shouts of men broke the insect-haunted stillness, and betokened that at last succour had come to the dead McCaul and the moribund Dromore. The newcomers searched the tent, but found no occupants, but Dromore was shortly afterwards discovered on the river brink. The life spark still feebly fluttered, and soon many billies were boiled. The warm water helped to restore animation, and duck soup was sparingly poured down his throat. All search failed to find McCaul, but next day, on the top of a precipitous rocky gulch, the atmosphere was tainted with the odour of decaying flesh, and on looking down, far out of reach from below or above, buzzard hawks were seen as they wheeled in heavy flight, and seagulls, as they circled near a ledge of rock, screamed the dirge of the wandering Irishman.

            
Broughton disappeared on the first sight of Dromore. He knew that he would receive but short shrift should the diggers discover (and the sight of Dromore was discovery) that he had left his mates to starve whilst he was enjoying himself in Queenstown. Whilst there, he had never hinted that they were in want—he had confined himself to painting in glowing colours the imaginary gold—nor even lightly sketched the miserable setting to the picture. Only when they were all leaving did he hint that it would be well to hurry as the tucker might be run out. He knew his danger, but he knew not where to go. He must avoid Queenstown, but he might make his way to the Arrow or the Cardrona. But when he came to think of it, he recognised that he would be safe in no digging centre of the province when the news got abroad of the fearful state of Dromore and the death of
              


              McCaul. He determined finally to get out of the country. He had his blankets on his shoulders, and started east on his way to Dunedin.

          

          

            

Chapter III.

            
Erana and her baby were in the hut, and they were not alone. There was quite a lively conversation going on, in English pure and English broken, in Maori with the harsh “k” substituted for the soft “ng,” and in the language which only mothers can interpret as it issues from the pouting lips of the babbling babe, and is as the cooing of the dove. Old Karo was responsible for much of this polyglot chatter. She had come up by Cobb’s coach to see her grandson, and prouder 
kuia never carried 
tamaiti on back than that same relict of a whaler captain. If Erana had been beautiful and attractive as a maiden, she was simply glorious as a matron. Old Karo was neat and prim, in the style peculiar to the Anglicised Maori of the domestic kind.

            
Supper was over, and they were sitting by the fire chatting, when a knock came to the door.

            
Erana was not alarmed, for since the advent of Karo, Kit Carroll, Sam Ross, or others of those diggers who formed the great firewood brigade would drop in of an evening. The half-caste girl simply said “Come in.” Turning to investigate the visitor, she gazed straight in the face of Broughton, and was speechless.

            
“Well, Nelly, old girl, how are you. Got a family party, eh?”

            
(Erana is the Maori form of Eleanor or Ellen, otherwise Nelly.)

            
“
Tenakoe, pakeha,” from his wife. Not a word from Karo, usually so voluble.

            
He had on the crimson sash and the nugget boots, and the hat with its spire high towards heaven, and only the moleskins and the soles of the boots showed signs of service. He had been uneasy lest the news of his escapade should have reached the Dunstan before him. By the absence of horror and outcry he was reassured, so in a cool, calm voice he remarked:

            
“You seem pretty comfortable here, old girl?”

            
“Yes; we fitted it up out of the last money you sent.”

            
He was sure of his ground now; his failure to supply means was the only grievance, and as he had an object to gain he would be cautious.

            
“Is that our kid? Let’s give him a kiss.”

            
“No, it is not; don’t touch him.”

            
“Whose is it, then? We ought to have a kid knocking around somewhere. I hope he ain’t kicked out.”

            
“You never sent to inquire after him. This boy is mine.”

            


            
Karo thought it about time to assert a claim, so with a gesture of the hand towards Broughton, she said, she so proud of her English: “
Pakeha whakarongo mai. Na maua te tamaiti nei” (“Listen! The child is ours”).

            
Broughton would not be angry, he would carry his point. The aspect of affairs in the hut betokened prosperity.

            
“Have you anything to eat, Nelly?”

            
“Yes,” and in silence all she spread the rough but clean table with bread and meat and poured some tea from the pot yet standing by the fire, and then:

            
“Sit up, eat.”

            
He did so, amidst a solemn silence, and having finished, rose and went to his swag and commenced to unpack, when Nelly said sharply: “Stop, put it on your back, and go.”

            
“By God, it’s my house, and I’ll do as I like. But I don’t want to be disagreeable, especially as I have something to say, and as you don’t want me to stay, I may as well say it at once: I want some money.”

            
“Pawn the silk sash and tall hat; there’s no money here.”

            
He was standing near the door, where he had dropped his swag when he came in, and Nelly was nearest to him on one side of the fire, whilst Karo sat on the other. Broughton lost his temper, and, seizing Nelly by the arm, he shouted, “By God! I’ll make you stump up or search the hut.”

            
Nelly rose like a tigress and smote him in the face, at which he laughed, which was not wise, as it made an opening which Karo filled. It will be observed that the old lady had said but little—perhaps she was thinking. In any case she now showed herself a woman of action and resource. As the handsome mouth of Broughton broadened with a grin, she rose suddenly from the fire, holding a long burning stick of 
manuka with both hands, which brand she thrust suddenly into the gleaming teeth of Broughton.

            
The fellow backed rapidly, stumbled over his swag, fell against the door and burst it open, falling prone on the stones outside. The two women (it is astonishing with what concert they acted without a word) seized—one the swag and the other the hat, threw them on the top of the owner, and then pulled to and barred the door. They knew Broughton would commence the attack as soon as he had pulled himself together, but as the door opened outwards, it would take some time to batter it in, and when he started, they would commence the first line of defence of the women of the 
pakeha, whether against mouse or man—they would scream for all they were worth, and some of the boys would hear them.

            
All was silent for a time, and then they heard a rattle of stones outside as the nugget boots sought a foothold to enable their wearer to rise.
              


              The two women drew in their breath preparatory to the first war cry. But just then voices were heard on the path from the township, and the amazons withheld their fire. The scuffling noise outside the door increased, and then rapid footsteps were heard descending the rocky path toward the river, evidently those of a person having important business ahead: they knew that Broughton was gone.

            
No, the reaction was not too great. Neither of them fainted, but each calmly returned to the fire, when Nelly suddenly remembered the baby. That embryo warrior had lain on his back on the bed during the whole business, and when his mother went to him he waved his chubby fists in the air and crowed the crow of victory.

            
The noises from the township sounded nearer and nearer, and footsteps halted at the door.

            
“Come in,” said Nelly, in answer to the knock, and in walked Mr. Christopher Carroll and his mate, Sam Ross. Mr. Carroll’s gorgeous get-up calls for the full Christian name and the prefix. Sam wore his ordinary evening clothes, those of a miner out of hours; Kit’s were diggers’ clothes intensified—very much intensified.

            
“Good evening, Nelly; how goes it, old lady?” was the salutation of each to the two women. She was Nelly to the boys of the firewood brigade in esoteric conference; she was Mrs. Broughton to all in the presence of outsiders. “Why, what’s up, Nelly; who’s been playing with fire?” queried Kit.

            
The two women laughed, actually laughed, and then Nelly said, “Boys, Broughton has been here.”

            
“You don’t mean it?” said Kit. “She’s poking borak,” said Sam.

            
“I see,” said Kit. “You’ve cremated him, and these are the ashes.”

            
Nelly saw they took it as a joke, and did not believe her, so she told all she knew.

            
Kit grew pale under his tan, and his blue eyes glinted with the glitter of steel. Sam remarked: “’Scuse me, Mrs. Broughton, but I disremembered when I came away that I left a box of matches on the bed and rats is plenty when we’re away. Heaps of stores has been set on fire by rats and matches, and I’m afraid of the hut. I’ll just take a stroll home, and back.”

            
If the ridiculous reason had not sold him, the “Mrs. Broughton” would have given him away utterly, so Nelly said, “Stay here, both of you, please. I gave him food, and I don’t want him interfered with by anyone from this house.”

            
Sam nudged Kit and murmured, “Sharp as speargrass to a naked foot, ain’t she, young ’un?”

            


            
The young man acquiesced with a proud smile. Poor boy, there was not the slightest chance for him whilst Broughton lived, and he knew it; but he’d hold on—you bet he’d hold on. By-and-bye, another knock came to the door, and Jim Black, another of their mates, walked in.

            
“Well, Nell, how’s her head? How’s the world using you, Karo, my beauty?”

            
“Stow that gammon! I know you sailor man, gammon all the time.” Karo was at home.

            
Said Jim: “Poor Carry Peters wants to see you particular to-night, both you and Karo and the midshipman in the hammock there. She’s afraid she won’t last the night, and she says she’d sooner see you nor a sky-pilot, if it was a choice of the two. She’d sooner die wicked than do without you to-night; but if you go, why, then, maybe she’ll send for t’other.”

            
Nelly was no fool; but no harm had even come from Mrs. Peters’ fictions, quite the contrary, so she determined to go, and the boys went outside whilst the women and the baby got ready. There Jim told the other two an eye-opener, with the result that when they returned inside, Kit said, “Nelly, we conclude it’ll be better for a couple of us to stay here to-night, in case Broughton comes back, so you’d better choose one of us to go with you to the township,” and Kit’s heart stood still, in fear lest she might choose Sam or Jim. But she didn’t.

            
When they reached the pub., Nelly was surprised to see the redoubtable Carry serving drinks to the boys in the back parlour, and she wondered when the sky-pilot was coming. She asked Carry, and in consequence that lady scarce stopped laughing the long night through, with the exception of the time when she was telling Nelly the news about Broughton which had arrived that night.

            
From that time the half-caste did not leave the great Old Gold calico hotel, but served behind the bar, and was favoured as a daughter of the house, whilst Karo took the boy to Dunedin. Nelly knew that the care with which her mother had fostered herself would be repeated with her boy, but her heart was very sore at the parting.

          

          

            

Chapter IV.

            
Five years had passed. The Whakamarino diggings had been rushed, and the cream taken off, and the West Coast was at the high tide of its prosperity. It was between two rushes on the Grey, and in a room at Jack Harris’s, behind the saloon, where fourteen golden—haired dance girls were prancing to the strains of Buckingham’s braying band, sat four diggers, pipe in mouth, occasionally sampling the “forty-rod calamity.” On the
              


              table was a handful of nuggets, coarse bits and specimens, the property of a new arrival, who gave the name of Bishop. This individual was close-shaven, and said he had just come from the Sounds, and that the gold before them was got there. He wanted tucker and mates, and the result of the consultation was that the other three purchased a cutter and provisioned her for three months; and the four sailed away south for the Sounds.

            
About two months afterwards three of these men were sitting one evening round a fire at the head of one of the Sounds, and the cutter was at anchor in deep water close in shore. They had been led by Bishop into innumerable inlets and streams, over hills and mountains, and through swamps, and yet they had not struck the place where the former got the gold. They got a little gold everywhere, but Bishop said his bump of locality had been bad ever since he got a sunstroke at Rockhampton. He had been away for two days in the ranges, looking for landmarks, “to remind him of what he never saw,” said Jim Manby, who continued: “Look here, boys, I’m full up of this little picnic. I didn’t tell you before, waiting to make sure, but yesterday I picked up this, which puts the kybosh on the caper.” And Jim showed them a brass compass box, on which was scratched “R. Broughton.”

            
“Now,” continued Jim, “I was in that little thing on the Dart when we found Dromore, and somehow I thought I’d seen Mr. Bishop before when we met him on the Grey. Yer see, I didn’t see much of him among the crowd at the Dart, and he scooted as soon as Dromore was found. That made me uncertain; but since his beard has grown I was pretty sure, and when I found the box I was cocksure. My mate Pete told me Broughton had got some new chums on a lay at the Taipo, so yer see, when he told us he’d come from the Sounds, he’d really come from the Taipo, across the Teremakau, and down the Arnold into the Grey, and had a shave.”

            
“That’s been his game for years,” said Bob.

            
“You bet, and many a good man’s got bushed through him, and never showed up again. I’m off to-morrow. He’s looking for a pass to skedaddle through.”

            
“Yes,” said Charley, “and when he’s found it he’ll steal tucker from the cutter and scoot. I’m with yer, Jim.”

            
“Me, too,” said Bob. “We’ll do a vamoose.”

            
The next morning the cutter sailed, leaving on the little beach an upright, on which was nailed a candle-box, in which were ten pannikins of oatmeal. On the outside was written in charcoal: “Richard Broughton—a present from his loving mates, Dromore and McCaul. R.I.P.”

            


            
Meanwhile in the Grey things were going on as usual, and our old friend Carry and her husband had a big hotel, solid timber, and Nelly was with them, such a beauty—for all Otago had come to the Coast. Kit Carroll had a homeward-bounder in Maori Gully, and he was in town for a spell—not to see Nelly.

            
One evening a big crowd was at Jack Harris’ to welcome the boys of the prospectors’ returned cutter, and Kit was among them. After an account of the cruise had been given, someone asked Jim Manby, “But where is Bishop, Jim?”

            
“Bishop, be blowed! He worn’t no blooming Bishop-that wor Broughton.”

            
“What! Broughton of the Dart?”

            
“You’ve struck it.”

            
The atmosphere of Jack Harris’ house was sultry for a while, and then someone asked again where he was.

            
“How do I know? He’s such a terror to travel. He may have gone for the old Dart across the ranges; he may have made for Te Anau, or Riverton, or the Bluff, and he may have reached it if he’s very lucky; but me and my mates think he’s gone prospecting for the Great Golden Throne Lead, and that he’ll strike a hot old duffer.”

            
Kit said never a word to Nelly, but in his heart he hoped that Broughton had gone prospecting for that lead.

            
About a month afterwards an Invercargill paper found its way to the Grey, and’ in it was this news item: “The sealing cutter Comet has just returned from the Sounds. She reports finding the body of a man in Dusky Sound, dead but a day or two, but in a sad state, nevertheless. From papers in his pocket it is certain that his name is Richard Broughton, and from the description of his person it is equally sure that he was Broughton, of Dart notoriety. But how did he get there? Another mystery of the wilds.”

            
And then Kit did tell Nelly, and soon they met in church and then have not parted since.
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Chapter I.

            
IT was down in Otago, in the era of the great gold rushes, when tons of treasure were obtained from the alluvial gravels by the most primitive means. It was in the days of wonderful runs of luck, and some of the Maoris of Otago, as well as thousands of 
pakehas, hunted for the yellow god. Hartley and Riley had lifted, actually from the surface, one hundred and eight pounds weight of coarse gold. The rush in consequence to the bleak valleys of the Dunstan was simply enormous, and every man a sturdy digger.

            
Richard Broughton was one of those who came with the first rush, and he had been very fortunate. His claim worked out, he had gone to Dunedin for a spell, which meant perennial jollity whilst the coin held out. He was a fine stalwart man, and one most likely to prove very attractive to women. In one of his excursions he had visited the Maori Kaika out near Otago Heads, the headquarters of the southern clans of Ngai-Tahu. There he became acquainted with a half-caste girl, Erana, bright with the bloom of early womanhood, and he became, as he phrased it, “dead shook on the girl.” The girl liked him, but was unapproachable by the dissolute; marriage, and marriage with a 
pakeha, was her aim, but love or liking must also be a factor. The girl’s mother was the widow of a whaler—one of the variety which stands on the quarter-deck and withers the crew with blasphemy, the only remonstrance it understands. And, prompted by her late husband, old Karo had taught their daughter the virtues of restraint and discretion by means of a careful education. And so with knowledge and virtue clad, the girl was a very rich prize indeed.

            
The face and figure of Broughton, and his apparent wealth, some of which he was throwing about, attracted the girl. Finally they were married.

            
The couple had a gay time in Dunedin, in Dunedin’s gayest time, and then when the once plethoric chamois bag was much attenuated, Broughton took his wife to the Dunstan diggings, where he probably expected to refill the bag as easily as before. But thousands then toiled where hundreds had worked before, and after prospecting and fossicking about for a time Broughton determined to go to the Lake Wakatipu district, leaving Erana,
              


              or Nelly as he called her, in a hut he had acquired close to the township. In this hut Broughton was now shouldering his swag in the early morning previous to his departure. He kissed Erana and said:

            
“Well, so long, old woman; take care of yourself.”

            
“But, Dick, you are not going to leave me without money surely?”

            
“Oh, you can stick up what you want at the store, and if you need any stuff write to old Karo. I daresay she has something left in the stocking; she managed to turn you out pretty smart, anyhow.”

            
“How do I know the store will give me credit, Dick?”

            
“Oh, I’ll make that all right as I go through, and if I strike it rich we’ll have another good time in Dunedin. But as for cash, I’m short.”

            
“My God! Dick, you don’t intend leaving me like this, surely? Think of the baby that’s coming!”

            
Broughton looked down his handsome nose for a moment, and then unshipped his horse-collar swag, and took a roll of notes from some inner pocket of his shirt. It was not a very bulky roll, certainly; but that said nothing of its aggregate value. One of the notes he handed to Erana, and said:

            
“Well, here’s a fiver for you; take it, and give us a kiss, old girl.”

            
Erana did not give the kiss, but she accepted kiss and note. She was deeply offended, and her heart was full of foreboding for the future.

            
“What shall I do when this is done?”

            
“Oh, confound you, wash clothes for the boys!”

            
Broughton, the stalwart scoundrel, opened the door and started along the track, and as he went, an observer would have thought him a fine, sturdy honest digger. The eyes of Erana were now open. She’d had her doubts when Broughton left her night after night alone, and only returned with the perfume of the “Irish” still on his lips, after the strains of the band at the dance-house had ceased to desecrate the stillness of early morn. Now she knew she was no longer cared for. But she was no faint-hearted girl. The self-reliance of her parents of both races was strong within her, for her maternal grandfather had been a warrior among those who had slain the less vigorous Ngati-Mamoe and Waitaha, the original people of Otago.

            
Erana’s money was soon exhausted, for provisions were fearfully dear in consequence of the high freight, owing to the terrible roads. The storekeeper refused her further credit after a time—a long time; in fact, what he had given was a gift to the girl out of pure kindness of heart, though he never told her so. Broughton had made no arrangement with him—had not been near him on the morning of his departure. But Erana was not without friends. All the boys were her warm, respectful and silent admirers, and they stuck to her the more because they knew what Broughton was, and
              


              distrusted him utterly; and Erana was good to all of them impartially, in a way which never fails to call forth the effusive gratitude of the digger. Did one meet with an accident, no distance, no foul weather or muddy roads had prevented Erana from attendance at the bedside of the sufferer, with gentle care to soothe his pain. Hence it would not be conducive to the health of any to insult Mrs. Broughton, for she was always Mrs. Broughton to the boys, though they thought it a shameful waste that she was so.

            
In her time of trouble, when the baby came, an exuberant lady from one of the calico and scantling pubs, a day or two before the event, bustled into the hut, and removed a flaming hat from above a little less flaming face, remarking, “It’s very ’ot, my dear.”

            
Erana had seen her before, but never spoken to Mrs. Carry Peters, of the Old Gold Hotel.

            
“It’s all right, little ’un. I’m come to stay for a week or two; and if the doc. is wanted, you bet he’ll come; but I think you and me’ll worry through between us.”

            
“It’s very good of you, Mrs. Peters.”

            
“Good be blowed! Do you think I’m a town-bred lady as ’ud leave a woman to fight it out alone. Mine’s gone, lovey. Shot at the Eureka stockade, over in Victoria. ’Sides I want a spell, and Peters’ll look after the pub— after a fashion,” she added to herself.

            
And they did worry through without the doctor, and Carry Peters hugged and kissed the boy and cried over him, and re-established her dignity and self-respect by cursing the first man who came along to inquire.

            
“Mrs. B. is as well as can be expected, and a darned sight better! Ain’t I here, yer fool? Here, you chunk, go and tell Peters to shout for all hands, for the sake of the kid and his mother.”

            
But there was a little circumstance which took place a couple of days after Broughton left which should be recorded. One morning a couple of diggers, strangers to Erana, knocked at the door, and when it was opened each lifted an enormous Yankee hat from over a bronzed face, exposing strangely white brows in the process. Said the elder, Sam Ross, to Kit Carroll, “Now, then, youngster, wade in, and choose the talk proper.”

            
Said Kit Carroll, blonde of hair, blue of eye, with nearly 6 ft. of sturdy youth below that eye: “We hopes we are not disturbing you, Mrs. Broughton, but Mr. Broughton asked us to keep you supplied with firewood whilst he was away, and we thought you might want some now.”

            
“It’s very kind of you; I’m quite out of wood.”

            
“Kind, marm?” put in Sam. “It’s kind of you to give us the order. We’ve only got a poor claim, and it pays better to get firewood from the gullies than wash poor dirt.”

            


            
“But I don’t think I shall be able to pay you for very much. It is dreadfully dear here.”

            
Sam had to do all the talking now. He explained afterwards that “Kit was struck silly, and couldn’t look the donah in the face.” So Sam replied, “Lor’ love you, Mrs. Broughton, it’s all paid for in a lump sum for as long as he’s away—in money, and a ‘lay on’ when he strikes it.”

            
“I didn’t know Dick was so rich when he left,” said Erana.

            
“In course you didn’t. He’s too good to let on. It was paying us made him short when he took the track. We’ll bring it this afternoon. So long, marm.”

            
Said Kit as they walked away, “Did yer drop to that, Sam? ‘Didn’t know he was so rich!’ Bet he’s left her no stuff, the blooming bounder.”

            
And they went and cut the wood, leaving their mates to wash only 20 oz. out of the poor claim, poorer that day on account of their absence. And Nelly never went short of firewood.

            
When the baby got big and strong, Mrs. Carry Peters came to the hut one day, as hot as usual, and with an affectation of extreme weakness. She sat down on the bed immediately on arrival, and placing her hand on her ample bosom appeared to experience a great difficulty in finding sufficient air in the Dunstan Valley to fill the lungs that bosom contained.

            
“Oh, my dear, I’m so bad. We’ve been that beastly busy, what with reg’lar callers, and the boys passing through to the new rush at the Cardrona, that I’m fairly knocked up. I know I am himposing on your good nature, but would you mind coming up and ’elp in the bar. It’s lined with drugget, and nice and warm to the feet, and I’ve got old Slocum’s girl to mind the kid in the kitchen. I knows I’m taking a liberty, but I am so bad.”

            
And Erana went, and it was astonishing how that walk improved the health of Mrs. Carry Peters, for ten minutes after she got home she was threatening to punch a rowdy digger and swearing at Mr. Peters for not keeping the decanters filled, and failing to “take them blooming marines to the bottle heap.”

            
When Erana left for the hut a couple of weeks later she carried more money than would keep her for three months: “The usual wages, my dear, and you’ve got to take ’em.” And doubtless Mrs. Carry could well afford to pay, for the crowd in the bar whilst Nelly was there was always great, and when one shouted, he shouted for the crush, and each seemed to think that it was necessary to call for the most expensive drinks, and get outside them in quite a perfunctory manner, as who should say, “This is the tack I was reared on.” One day, whilst the boys were black in the face in their efforts to convert involuntary oaths into genteel words ere they had quite escaped from their lips, a casual rowdy made use of a filthy word to the
              


              barmaid, and he was never properly accounted for afterwards. What he left in the bar it took a long time to wash out. This was by no means her last visit to the Old Gold, and the calls upon her always came before her money was all gone.
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Chapter II.

            
There is a spurious variety of the digger species who takes it out of his fellow miners occasionally as badly as a London syndicate—the fictitious prospector for alluvial fields. He will go for a month or two into the bush, and having found the smallest prospect, will return to some large mining camp, and report the discovery of a new field, with the object of getting up a rush of men, which he hopes will discover the rich gold he had failed to locate; then he will peg out a claim, perhaps as prospector. About the time we left Erana on the Dunstan, one evening two men sat outside a tent on the southern bank of the Dart River, where that stream empties into Lake Wakatipu. They could not go west, they had no food to take them where none was to be had; they could not approach the settlements, for the river and lake stopped them. A canoe was in sight on the opposite side of the swollen Dart, the side of succour; but neither could swim. Many days before, their mate Broughton had ferried himself over on his way to Queens-town to fetch food; and he had left with his mates ten pannikins of oatmeal—nothing more, and no game to be had. The three of them had been as many months away, prospecting up the Dart, and in the country towards the West Coast. They had found fair prospects—nothing worth reporting. It was agreed to prospect farther, and Broughton was to fetch food quickly, and with every secrecy. This point his mates insisted on. A day or two after his departure Dromore broke a small bone in his foot, and was thus disabled; and this evening McCaul was saying that on the morrow he would go far up the stream, find a fordable spot, cross over and forage for the 
weka, the Maori hens that they could hear opposite. This he did, and he had saluted his mate with a cooee from the other shore, and then Dromore, together with the rest of the world, lost sight of McCaul for ever.

            
Queenstown at this time was as gay a digging township as any in New Zealand, and no flash digger in it was gayer than Broughton. He had exhibited gold, in nuggets and quartz; he talked of reefs and alluvial in the country between the Lake and the West Coast, till he was surrounded by admiring friends day and night. In the tallest of Yankee hats, the snowiest of moleskins, with crimson sash, and knee boots with “nugget” embossed in gold letters in front, he mashed the barmaids and dancing girls, and responded to invitations to drink from all and sundry. Days grew into weeks, and yet he gave no thought to his mates, who, foodless, had their path to safety blocked by the swollen Dart, rushing turbid to the lake. At last he
              


              moved, and with him went a great crowd of men, eager to reach the new El Dorado.

            
Dromore had long ago eaten his last spoonful of meal, and had bidden farewell to hope, as day followed day, and the mate he knew to be faithful, in spite of the defection of the other, returned not to his side. At last he abandoned the tent, and crawled to the brink of the river, and then consciousness forsook him.

            
As the twenty-ninth evening from the time of Broughton’s departure was deepening into night, the helpless figure of Dromore was sitting by the river with knees up and hands upon them, in the palms of which his face was buried, in an instinctive attempt to shut out the swarms of sandflies, and check the operations of a horrid hoard of carrion-seeking flies. The loathsome hum and buzz of the flies were the only sounds which broke the stillness of desolation.

            
The serrated range of lofty Alps over the lake to the eastward was yielding to the coming night the white purity of its peaks, and the icy summit only of giant Earnslaw was blushing rosy red, as the last rays of the departing sun struck its eternal snows, when loud reports of guns, and lusty shouts of men broke the insect-haunted stillness, and betokened that at last succour had come to the dead McCaul and the moribund Dromore. The newcomers searched the tent, but found no occupants, but Dromore was shortly afterwards discovered on the river brink. The life spark still feebly fluttered, and soon many billies were boiled. The warm water helped to restore animation, and duck soup was sparingly poured down his throat. All search failed to find McCaul, but next day, on the top of a precipitous rocky gulch, the atmosphere was tainted with the odour of decaying flesh, and on looking down, far out of reach from below or above, buzzard hawks were seen as they wheeled in heavy flight, and seagulls, as they circled near a ledge of rock, screamed the dirge of the wandering Irishman.

            
Broughton disappeared on the first sight of Dromore. He knew that he would receive but short shrift should the diggers discover (and the sight of Dromore was discovery) that he had left his mates to starve whilst he was enjoying himself in Queenstown. Whilst there, he had never hinted that they were in want—he had confined himself to painting in glowing colours the imaginary gold—nor even lightly sketched the miserable setting to the picture. Only when they were all leaving did he hint that it would be well to hurry as the tucker might be run out. He knew his danger, but he knew not where to go. He must avoid Queenstown, but he might make his way to the Arrow or the Cardrona. But when he came to think of it, he recognised that he would be safe in no digging centre of the province when the news got abroad of the fearful state of Dromore and the death of
              


              McCaul. He determined finally to get out of the country. He had his blankets on his shoulders, and started east on his way to Dunedin.
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Chapter III.

            
Erana and her baby were in the hut, and they were not alone. There was quite a lively conversation going on, in English pure and English broken, in Maori with the harsh “k” substituted for the soft “ng,” and in the language which only mothers can interpret as it issues from the pouting lips of the babbling babe, and is as the cooing of the dove. Old Karo was responsible for much of this polyglot chatter. She had come up by Cobb’s coach to see her grandson, and prouder 
kuia never carried 
tamaiti on back than that same relict of a whaler captain. If Erana had been beautiful and attractive as a maiden, she was simply glorious as a matron. Old Karo was neat and prim, in the style peculiar to the Anglicised Maori of the domestic kind.

            
Supper was over, and they were sitting by the fire chatting, when a knock came to the door.

            
Erana was not alarmed, for since the advent of Karo, Kit Carroll, Sam Ross, or others of those diggers who formed the great firewood brigade would drop in of an evening. The half-caste girl simply said “Come in.” Turning to investigate the visitor, she gazed straight in the face of Broughton, and was speechless.

            
“Well, Nelly, old girl, how are you. Got a family party, eh?”

            
(Erana is the Maori form of Eleanor or Ellen, otherwise Nelly.)

            
“
Tenakoe, pakeha,” from his wife. Not a word from Karo, usually so voluble.

            
He had on the crimson sash and the nugget boots, and the hat with its spire high towards heaven, and only the moleskins and the soles of the boots showed signs of service. He had been uneasy lest the news of his escapade should have reached the Dunstan before him. By the absence of horror and outcry he was reassured, so in a cool, calm voice he remarked:

            
“You seem pretty comfortable here, old girl?”

            
“Yes; we fitted it up out of the last money you sent.”

            
He was sure of his ground now; his failure to supply means was the only grievance, and as he had an object to gain he would be cautious.

            
“Is that our kid? Let’s give him a kiss.”

            
“No, it is not; don’t touch him.”

            
“Whose is it, then? We ought to have a kid knocking around somewhere. I hope he ain’t kicked out.”

            
“You never sent to inquire after him. This boy is mine.”

            


            
Karo thought it about time to assert a claim, so with a gesture of the hand towards Broughton, she said, she so proud of her English: “
Pakeha whakarongo mai. Na maua te tamaiti nei” (“Listen! The child is ours”).

            
Broughton would not be angry, he would carry his point. The aspect of affairs in the hut betokened prosperity.

            
“Have you anything to eat, Nelly?”

            
“Yes,” and in silence all she spread the rough but clean table with bread and meat and poured some tea from the pot yet standing by the fire, and then:

            
“Sit up, eat.”

            
He did so, amidst a solemn silence, and having finished, rose and went to his swag and commenced to unpack, when Nelly said sharply: “Stop, put it on your back, and go.”

            
“By God, it’s my house, and I’ll do as I like. But I don’t want to be disagreeable, especially as I have something to say, and as you don’t want me to stay, I may as well say it at once: I want some money.”

            
“Pawn the silk sash and tall hat; there’s no money here.”

            
He was standing near the door, where he had dropped his swag when he came in, and Nelly was nearest to him on one side of the fire, whilst Karo sat on the other. Broughton lost his temper, and, seizing Nelly by the arm, he shouted, “By God! I’ll make you stump up or search the hut.”

            
Nelly rose like a tigress and smote him in the face, at which he laughed, which was not wise, as it made an opening which Karo filled. It will be observed that the old lady had said but little—perhaps she was thinking. In any case she now showed herself a woman of action and resource. As the handsome mouth of Broughton broadened with a grin, she rose suddenly from the fire, holding a long burning stick of 
manuka with both hands, which brand she thrust suddenly into the gleaming teeth of Broughton.

            
The fellow backed rapidly, stumbled over his swag, fell against the door and burst it open, falling prone on the stones outside. The two women (it is astonishing with what concert they acted without a word) seized—one the swag and the other the hat, threw them on the top of the owner, and then pulled to and barred the door. They knew Broughton would commence the attack as soon as he had pulled himself together, but as the door opened outwards, it would take some time to batter it in, and when he started, they would commence the first line of defence of the women of the 
pakeha, whether against mouse or man—they would scream for all they were worth, and some of the boys would hear them.

            
All was silent for a time, and then they heard a rattle of stones outside as the nugget boots sought a foothold to enable their wearer to rise.
              


              The two women drew in their breath preparatory to the first war cry. But just then voices were heard on the path from the township, and the amazons withheld their fire. The scuffling noise outside the door increased, and then rapid footsteps were heard descending the rocky path toward the river, evidently those of a person having important business ahead: they knew that Broughton was gone.

            
No, the reaction was not too great. Neither of them fainted, but each calmly returned to the fire, when Nelly suddenly remembered the baby. That embryo warrior had lain on his back on the bed during the whole business, and when his mother went to him he waved his chubby fists in the air and crowed the crow of victory.

            
The noises from the township sounded nearer and nearer, and footsteps halted at the door.

            
“Come in,” said Nelly, in answer to the knock, and in walked Mr. Christopher Carroll and his mate, Sam Ross. Mr. Carroll’s gorgeous get-up calls for the full Christian name and the prefix. Sam wore his ordinary evening clothes, those of a miner out of hours; Kit’s were diggers’ clothes intensified—very much intensified.

            
“Good evening, Nelly; how goes it, old lady?” was the salutation of each to the two women. She was Nelly to the boys of the firewood brigade in esoteric conference; she was Mrs. Broughton to all in the presence of outsiders. “Why, what’s up, Nelly; who’s been playing with fire?” queried Kit.

            
The two women laughed, actually laughed, and then Nelly said, “Boys, Broughton has been here.”

            
“You don’t mean it?” said Kit. “She’s poking borak,” said Sam.

            
“I see,” said Kit. “You’ve cremated him, and these are the ashes.”

            
Nelly saw they took it as a joke, and did not believe her, so she told all she knew.

            
Kit grew pale under his tan, and his blue eyes glinted with the glitter of steel. Sam remarked: “’Scuse me, Mrs. Broughton, but I disremembered when I came away that I left a box of matches on the bed and rats is plenty when we’re away. Heaps of stores has been set on fire by rats and matches, and I’m afraid of the hut. I’ll just take a stroll home, and back.”

            
If the ridiculous reason had not sold him, the “Mrs. Broughton” would have given him away utterly, so Nelly said, “Stay here, both of you, please. I gave him food, and I don’t want him interfered with by anyone from this house.”

            
Sam nudged Kit and murmured, “Sharp as speargrass to a naked foot, ain’t she, young ’un?”

            


            
The young man acquiesced with a proud smile. Poor boy, there was not the slightest chance for him whilst Broughton lived, and he knew it; but he’d hold on—you bet he’d hold on. By-and-bye, another knock came to the door, and Jim Black, another of their mates, walked in.

            
“Well, Nell, how’s her head? How’s the world using you, Karo, my beauty?”

            
“Stow that gammon! I know you sailor man, gammon all the time.” Karo was at home.

            
Said Jim: “Poor Carry Peters wants to see you particular to-night, both you and Karo and the midshipman in the hammock there. She’s afraid she won’t last the night, and she says she’d sooner see you nor a sky-pilot, if it was a choice of the two. She’d sooner die wicked than do without you to-night; but if you go, why, then, maybe she’ll send for t’other.”

            
Nelly was no fool; but no harm had even come from Mrs. Peters’ fictions, quite the contrary, so she determined to go, and the boys went outside whilst the women and the baby got ready. There Jim told the other two an eye-opener, with the result that when they returned inside, Kit said, “Nelly, we conclude it’ll be better for a couple of us to stay here to-night, in case Broughton comes back, so you’d better choose one of us to go with you to the township,” and Kit’s heart stood still, in fear lest she might choose Sam or Jim. But she didn’t.

            
When they reached the pub., Nelly was surprised to see the redoubtable Carry serving drinks to the boys in the back parlour, and she wondered when the sky-pilot was coming. She asked Carry, and in consequence that lady scarce stopped laughing the long night through, with the exception of the time when she was telling Nelly the news about Broughton which had arrived that night.

            
From that time the half-caste did not leave the great Old Gold calico hotel, but served behind the bar, and was favoured as a daughter of the house, whilst Karo took the boy to Dunedin. Nelly knew that the care with which her mother had fostered herself would be repeated with her boy, but her heart was very sore at the parting.
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Chapter IV.

            
Five years had passed. The Whakamarino diggings had been rushed, and the cream taken off, and the West Coast was at the high tide of its prosperity. It was between two rushes on the Grey, and in a room at Jack Harris’s, behind the saloon, where fourteen golden—haired dance girls were prancing to the strains of Buckingham’s braying band, sat four diggers, pipe in mouth, occasionally sampling the “forty-rod calamity.” On the
              


              table was a handful of nuggets, coarse bits and specimens, the property of a new arrival, who gave the name of Bishop. This individual was close-shaven, and said he had just come from the Sounds, and that the gold before them was got there. He wanted tucker and mates, and the result of the consultation was that the other three purchased a cutter and provisioned her for three months; and the four sailed away south for the Sounds.

            
About two months afterwards three of these men were sitting one evening round a fire at the head of one of the Sounds, and the cutter was at anchor in deep water close in shore. They had been led by Bishop into innumerable inlets and streams, over hills and mountains, and through swamps, and yet they had not struck the place where the former got the gold. They got a little gold everywhere, but Bishop said his bump of locality had been bad ever since he got a sunstroke at Rockhampton. He had been away for two days in the ranges, looking for landmarks, “to remind him of what he never saw,” said Jim Manby, who continued: “Look here, boys, I’m full up of this little picnic. I didn’t tell you before, waiting to make sure, but yesterday I picked up this, which puts the kybosh on the caper.” And Jim showed them a brass compass box, on which was scratched “R. Broughton.”

            
“Now,” continued Jim, “I was in that little thing on the Dart when we found Dromore, and somehow I thought I’d seen Mr. Bishop before when we met him on the Grey. Yer see, I didn’t see much of him among the crowd at the Dart, and he scooted as soon as Dromore was found. That made me uncertain; but since his beard has grown I was pretty sure, and when I found the box I was cocksure. My mate Pete told me Broughton had got some new chums on a lay at the Taipo, so yer see, when he told us he’d come from the Sounds, he’d really come from the Taipo, across the Teremakau, and down the Arnold into the Grey, and had a shave.”

            
“That’s been his game for years,” said Bob.

            
“You bet, and many a good man’s got bushed through him, and never showed up again. I’m off to-morrow. He’s looking for a pass to skedaddle through.”

            
“Yes,” said Charley, “and when he’s found it he’ll steal tucker from the cutter and scoot. I’m with yer, Jim.”

            
“Me, too,” said Bob. “We’ll do a vamoose.”

            
The next morning the cutter sailed, leaving on the little beach an upright, on which was nailed a candle-box, in which were ten pannikins of oatmeal. On the outside was written in charcoal: “Richard Broughton—a present from his loving mates, Dromore and McCaul. R.I.P.”

            


            
Meanwhile in the Grey things were going on as usual, and our old friend Carry and her husband had a big hotel, solid timber, and Nelly was with them, such a beauty—for all Otago had come to the Coast. Kit Carroll had a homeward-bounder in Maori Gully, and he was in town for a spell—not to see Nelly.

            
One evening a big crowd was at Jack Harris’ to welcome the boys of the prospectors’ returned cutter, and Kit was among them. After an account of the cruise had been given, someone asked Jim Manby, “But where is Bishop, Jim?”

            
“Bishop, be blowed! He worn’t no blooming Bishop-that wor Broughton.”

            
“What! Broughton of the Dart?”

            
“You’ve struck it.”

            
The atmosphere of Jack Harris’ house was sultry for a while, and then someone asked again where he was.

            
“How do I know? He’s such a terror to travel. He may have gone for the old Dart across the ranges; he may have made for Te Anau, or Riverton, or the Bluff, and he may have reached it if he’s very lucky; but me and my mates think he’s gone prospecting for the Great Golden Throne Lead, and that he’ll strike a hot old duffer.”

            
Kit said never a word to Nelly, but in his heart he hoped that Broughton had gone prospecting for that lead.

            
About a month afterwards an Invercargill paper found its way to the Grey, and’ in it was this news item: “The sealing cutter Comet has just returned from the Sounds. She reports finding the body of a man in Dusky Sound, dead but a day or two, but in a sad state, nevertheless. From papers in his pocket it is certain that his name is Richard Broughton, and from the description of his person it is equally sure that he was Broughton, of Dart notoriety. But how did he get there? Another mystery of the wilds.”

            
And then Kit did tell Nelly, and soon they met in church and then have not parted since.
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Komahi’s Pakeha

          
HE was a remittance man. It has come to be accepted as an axiom that a remittance man is a drunkard. If this is so, Steve Jacomb was no exception. His father had been a many-bottle-squire of a variety now extinct. His mother frequently went to church and during the week visited the poor with a basket on her arm containing calves-foot jelly, bottles of liniment, and tracts. Every night her husband returned full from hunting she gave him beans; if he crawled to his room after she had retired she gave him beans for breakfast, which spoiled his appetite for anything else. When he broke his neck in the hunting field she considered it a judgment, and determined to make a very different man of their son. The old squire had been a favourite in the neighbourhood; whilst his mother lived the son never had a chance to shine on the same lines. When a child his mother educated him. From youth to early manhood a Low Church reverend tutor coached him to holiness and bowdlerised his classics. The mother had a companion in her perfunctory visits to the poor; she was the daughter of the parson of the parish. When Steve came of age his mother secured her son’s future from the wiles of wicked women by marrying him to the parson’s daughter, and then she died quite happy.

          
Steve’s wife had sharp features, drab hair, a flat chest, a keen nose for village scandal, and the air of an icicle in welcoming her guests, when she presented a hand as cordial as a flat-fish. Roused to anger, she was a vixen, a termagant, a viper. There was no honeymoon.

          
The estate was a good one, and having sole control Steve began to feel himself. He went out hunting and occasionally to town. When at home he was miserable, when away jolly. On his return after each absence his wife began by upbraiding him, and Steve answered not a word. Then she would relapse into silent sulks; that suited Steve down to the ground. He probably felt he’d been had. After five years Steve was a first-class tippler. He’d drink outside to get gay, at home to get sober. The result in each case was the same. Soon he became a scandal to his friends and relations; he was on a perennial drunk.

          
His relatives persuaded him to go for a tour round the world. He consented and his wife rejoiced, but not at the prospect of his cure. He arranged for his wife’s income and his own remittances, and proceeded to stagger round the globe.
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After a year or two of gay and festive wanderings he reached Wellington, Maoriland. Whilst there he was invited up country by a squatter acquaintance for some shooting. On the station was a Maori 
pa, and Steve was attracted by the strange people. He received an invitation from the chief for an indefinite period. There was no drink in this pa and no pub within thirty miles. First Steve became sick and then perforce uniformly sober, but he stayed on and enjoyed himself. He was liberal in his contributions towards the larders of the 
pa, and lavish in his gifts of clothing to the youngsters.

          
Komahi was sixteen, which means twenty in the northern hemisphere. She had great black eyes with lashes like verandahs and brows like arches, a straight nose with moderate nostrils, a full ripe mouth with lips really red, and adolescence bursting on her round olive cheeks, bright as a rosy morn. She was a widow, having been married to a chief of fifty years’ warfare for tribal reasons akin to those which prompted Israel to give the virgins to the moribund David. The chief survived a month. She and Steve became great friends, and as she had a large house nearly empty Steve went to lodge with her, with the consent of the chief his host. Komahi ran the show and Steve paid for all. He now felt himself for the first time a man.

          
After some months a party of surveyors came to do some trigonometrical work on a hill a few miles from the 
pa. Steve had met the head man in Wellington and went on a visit to the camp. There was a case of grog there. He stayed all night and longer. On the second morning he woke with a thirst worth pounds to a publican, and not a drop of liquor to be had. He had read Paley and agreed with that philosopher that “the drunkard in his intervals of sobriety suffers a pain which is almost unbearable.” So he said that unless he had a hair off the dog which bit him he would die. He put in a day and night’s perish till a man could return from the pub with a keg of reviver. It was “forty-rod” tack. When that was drunk it was time for the surveyors to shift, and Steve went back to the 
pa.

          
Komahi received him with kindness; she made soups, boiled 
rauriki, and did everything she could to allay the insatiable thirst and reduce a burning bilious fever. On the fourth day he was able to rise and dress, and as he struggled to get outside some breakfast Komahi was attentive but rather solemn. When he had finished she said: “Tipene, Hone has saddled your horse and your bag is packed.”

          
“But what for, Mahi? I don’t want to go anywhere.”

          
“You can’t stop here any longer, friend. Before you went to the surveyors’ camp we lived so happily together, and I was proud of you and
            


            the envy of all the girls of the 
pa, for there was not one who did not say that Komahi’s 
pakeha was a 
rangatira. Now, I am laughed at by all; none miss the opportunity of saying something disdainful of Komahi’s 
tangata haurangi (drunken man).”

          
“But I am very fond of you, Mahi, and don’t you love me, my girl?”

          
“Yes, I love you, Tipene, but my people will not allow the daughter of a chief to mate with a drunkard.”

          
“Komahi, I will never sign what our people call ‘the pledge,’ but if I promise you to abstain for the future, shall we go on as before till we die?”

          
“
Ana, e ta, for you never told me a lie.”

          
So Hone took the horse away and the drab-haired woman in England is content, whilst the Recording Angel probably plays the part of the shut-eye sentry.
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Heads

          
WE had just given the 
pakeha a good thrashing at Wairau and they were unkind enough to call it a massacre. If the position had been reversed and we had got the trouncing they would have said, “Ah! Peterkin, it was a glorious victory.”

          
This story has nothing to do with the merits or demerits of the famous Wairau purchase, which was made by certain English gentlemen— by degrees of latitude and longitude—from a people to whom these things were meaningless. All they wanted were guns with which to shoot their enemies, gaudy red blankets and other articles that the 
pakeha thought wise to give them, such as jew’s-harps, red nightcaps, tobacco, and sometimes rum.

          
After the Wairau episode we deemed it prudent to withdraw from the disputed territory and concentrate on the Wellington side of Cook Strait. And thus it was that the 
pakeha people of Wellington were greatly perturbed, for when they looked up at the Karori hills they saw hundreds, nay, thousands of Maori coming over. As a matter of fact, 
Rangihaeata, that astute old warrior, had sent only one man with instructions to light a fire where it could plainly be seen by Wellington’s 
pakeha population, and to walk round it. By this ruse he caused the 
pakeha to become thoroughly alarmed, and they sent out to The Hutt, to Major Russell, to hasten in to protect them. This Major Russell did, leaving but a small detachment at Boulcott’s Farm. This was exactly what 
Rangihaeata wanted—he could, and did, deal with the smaller number.

          
Of course after this a price was put on 
Rangihaeata’s head. When he came to hear of this he called a meeting of the tribes at Taupo (Plimmerton). In the midst of his people he arose and said: “My friends, I have to-day been appraised of the fact that the Governor has offered four hundred pounds for my head. The Governor is a good judge of heads— his people have been engaged in the smoked-head trade for some time— but never have I known of a single head that fetched a price like this. Usually they have been the price of a musket or two, but the Governor, as the head chief of the 
pakeha, must know the true value of heads, and he has placed a price on my head far exceeding the price paid for any other head in the whole of Aotearoa.

          


          
“I feel that he is right, for my head is very precious and valuable—at least to me. Now, if there is anyone here who wants to earn four hundred pounds, this is his chance; let him come and get my head.”

          
Not a man stirred.

          
“Ah!” said the old man, “Perhaps some of you are afraid that the Governor will not part with his four hundred pounds. Now, I want you to know that I also am somewhat of an expert in the valuing of heads. I am going to put a price on the Governor’s head. So that you may be sure I will pay I want you all to see me put the money aside.”

          
And with that he tied a half-crown piece in the corner of his blanket.
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Part V.


          Proverbs of the Maori

        


        


        

Proverbs of the Maori


            Some Sayings of Wisdom

        
K
O maru kai atu ko maru kai mai ka ngohengohe: Give as well as take and all is well.

        

He ropu hau (haere) he ropu tangata: A large party of strangers attracts onlookers.

        

Kapo rere te kuri: A dog snatches the food and runs.

        

Ka pa te ra e huri mai ana tena he ra e heke ana: If an old man is sick, little hope; if he is young, much.

        

He iti he iti kahikatoa: Do not despise a man of small stature—he may be as strong as the 
kahikatoa (a small tree, but strong and tough).

        

He roa te ngaromanga he iti te putanga: A man of words but not of deeds.

        

He ringa miti tai heke: (Whanganui) River people handy at canoe paddling.

        

He wahine ki uta, he kahawai ki roto ki te wai: As a woman on land so is a 
kahawai in the water. (The 
kahawai is peculiar in selecting a hook that resembles his food; so is a woman about her husband).

        

Ki te hamama popora te tangata e kore e mau te ika: He who yawns catches not fish (said of a person who begins a work but has not perseverance enough to finish it).

        

E kore e taka te parapara a ona tipuna, tukua iho ki a ia: A chip of the old block.

        

He pata ua ki runga, he ngutu tangata ki raro: Said of a man beset with difficulties and not able to extricate himself.

        

E kore e kitea te tui i nga toke i te pouri: You can no longer see to thread worms. A hint that it is time to leave off work at evening.

        

Tena te ringa tango parihia: Said of a diligent husband. (
Parahia is a very small weed.)

        

Ngahuru ki runga, ngahuru ki raro ma te paroparo (kauae) e aki: Ten above, ten below (the teeth); the jaw brings them together (for half-cooked meat).

        


        

E kore e hohoro e opeope o te otaota: A large force is not easily overcome.

        

Urunga tangata he urunga panekeneke: Man is a movable bolster.

        

Kohia te kai rangatira, ruia te taitea: Gather the best, reject the bad.

        

Marama nui a mahi kei riro i a noho: Let industry be rewarded lest idleness get the advantage.

        

He pai tangata e kore e reia, he kino wahine ka reia: A good man is never sought after, a bad-looking woman always.

        

Nau i whatu te kakahu, he taniko taku: Yours is the useful work, mine ornamental.

        

Tenei ano a mutu, kei roto i tona whare-pungawerewere: So evil intentions are hidden as a spider in his web.

        

He aha mou mo te kotahi?: What can only one do?

        

Ko te uri o pani: Child of an orphan (said of one who has no friends.)

        

Kotahi te koura a wetaweta tutakina te hiku: Don’t divide a small thing.

        

Ka kotia te taitapu ki Hawaiki: The way to Hawaiki is cut off—he has passed the Rubicon.

        

He turanga potaka: Said of a lazy fellow.

        

He kiore pukurua: A greedy fellow.

        

He pounamu kakano rua: A highly prized fellow.

        

Pihi kau ake te aro pai, hauhake tonu iho: Good intentions do not last long (then take advantage while they do last).

        

Ka tuhoa te ra, ka wairara, ka hinga: Said of human life. The sun rises to the zenith, then declines.

        

I kinitia i roto i te matikuku pango: By the black of his finger nail— said of a narrow escape.

        

Ka ki te piro o nga manu o nga tangata ka kata: A full stomach causes a bird to sing, a man to laugh.

        

He kuku ki te kainga. he kaka ki te haere: A pigeon at home, a noisy parrot on his travels.

        

Haere te amorangi ki mua, te hapai o o te taua ki muri: The priest before, the ordinary folk after, in processions.

        


        

E kore e ngaro he takere waka nui: The keel of a great canoe cannot be lost.

        

He kuku tangai nui he kaka kai honihoni: A pigeon bolts its food, a parrot eats it bit by bit.

        

He puia taro nui, he ngata taniwha rau, e kore e ngaro: Many taro roots and hundreds of young dragons—you cannot destroy them all. That is, you cannot extirpate a tribe.

        

Taku hei piripiri, taku hei mokimoki, taku hei tawhiri, taku kati taramea: My clinging necklace, my sweet-scented neck chain, my fragrant gum, my calabash of sweetest scent.

        

I whea koe i te tahuritanga o te rau o te kotukutuku, i te raratanga o te waha o te koekoea?: Where were you at the time of the turning of the 
kotukutuku leaf, in the season when the continuous sound of the long-tailed cuckoo’s voice was heard? In other words, why did you not respond to the call to labour, in the spring of the year—digging time?

        

Kia whakaara koe i taku moe, ko te whatu-turei-a-Rua: If you awaken me from my sleep, let it be for the food of Rua. This food was the fruit of the 
hinau tree, the berries from which were cooked and made into a kind of pasty bread, not very palatable but sustaining. It was one of the winter foods of the people in forest districts. The saying is attributed to the chief Matakore., brother of Maniapoto.

        

Kua whakakoikoi kapara: Speared with the sharp point made of the hard resinous heart of the pinewood. A saying with reference to anyone stricken with lung disease.

        

E iti noa ana, na te aroha: Although it (the gift) be small, it is a gift of love.

        

E ko te matakahi maire:. Ah, ’tis the wedge of the hard 
maire wood. Applied to a warrior who forces a way through his enemies, like a wedge used to split a log of timber.

        

Haere i muri i te tuara o Te Hapuku; kia kai ai koe i te kai whakairo o te rangi: When you go abroad you will do well to follow Te Hapuku (the high chief of Hawke’s Bay) and you will feast on all the choicest of foods.

        

He pai kai e kore e roa te tirohanga; he pai kanohi e roa te tirohanga: The goodness of food is brief, you will not gaze upon it long, but a beautiful face will long be gazed upon. (Better a handsome woman as wife than a rich one).

        


        

He wahine, he oneone, e ngaro ai te tangata: It is woman and land that chiefly destroy men, 
i.e., are the causes of most wars.

        

Ka maunu te puru o Taumarere: Released is the plug of Taumarere spring (at an assembly place of the Ngapuhi tribe, near the Bay of Islands), hence this flood of people.

        

Ka ruha te kupenga, ka pae ki te one: When a net is old it is cast away on the sand, useless. An expression used by a woman deserted by her husband.

        

Kia ki ki te rourou iti a haere: An expression used when giving food to a traveler—let the small basket of the wayfarer be filled.

        

Maroa-nui-a-Tia, hei kona ra; haere ake tenei, to ake te papa ki te whare: Farewell, O Great Maroa-o-Tia (a place north of Lake Taupo, on the high pumice country, a place where water and food were scarce); we shall go hence and close the door of the house—no more travelling.

        

Me he aroaro tamahine: Pleasing as a young girl’s beauty. Said of a fine carved house or other handsome object or scene.

        

Me he manu motu i te mahanga: Like a bird escaped from a snare; a fugitive who escapes from a lost battle or an ambuscade.

        

Moku ano enei ra, mo te ra ka hekeheke, he rakau hinga ki te mano wai: Let these last remaining days be mine; I am like the declining sun, a tree fallen in the flood of waters. An expression used by aged people.

        

Taku ringaringa te ngaua e te kuri: No dog shall dare to bite my hand.

        

Tau mahi’ra e te iti kahurangi: Your work is well done, my little treasure.

        
The following are some tribal 
pepeha or clan sayings:

        

Rotorua matangi rau: Rotorua of a hundred blustering winds.

        

Ngati-Ruanui mohoao nui: Ngati-Ruanui the tribe of great bushmen, 
i.e., skilled in forest craft.

        

Arawa mangai nui: The great-mouthed Arawa, 
i.e., great orators or talkers.

        

Tuhoe moumou kai, moumou taonga, moumou tangata ki te Po: Tuhoe the wasters of food and property of mankind.

        

Waikato taniwha rau. He piko he taniwha, he piko he taniwha: Waikato of many water-monsters, 
i.e., chiefs. At every bend of the river, a chief.

        


        

Te Atiawa o runga te rangi, te toki te tangatanga i te ra: The Atiawa are like an axe whose fastenings cannot be loosened by the sun.

        

Turanga tangata rite: Turanga where all men are equal.

        

Te Wairoa tapoko ran: The Wairoa where many are lost. A reference to the supposed witchcraft-working propensities of the people.

        

Nga uri a Toa Rangatira raua ko Turangapeke, taonga hoatu noa atu : The descendants of Toa (the eponymous ancestor of Ngati-Toa) give presents without expecting a return. In praise of chieftainlike generosity.

        

Motai tangata rau: Motai of the many friends. A West Coast chief who could command many men.
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Part VI.


          Songs of the Maori

        
        
        



          


          

A Love Ditty

          

            

              
Tenei au kei te take o te rimu see kei te take koriti te manawa e e e.
            


            
Here I am at the foot of the rimu where the buds expand with love.


            

              
E haha te hau nei? He tonga te hau nei whina te pu kei a hiku tarure, te manawa.
            


            
How is the wind? It is the south wind. Then forward the tribe after the tail now loosed.


            

              
Tu mai koe tua o te puia tawhiriwhiri mai te ringa, te manawa.
            


            
Stand behind the steam of the hot spring and wave your hand, my love, to me.


            

              
Pikanga he raenga ka tangi kau atu nei i te huka hoe a te hoa a Warehi, ki te manawa.
            


            
Disappearing from my sight round yonder point, I weep in vain as I see the white foam churned by the vanished paddle of Warehi.


            

              
Nawai te hoiho e rite mai i Paingaroa? He Muriwai te moko piwa te manawa.
            


            
Whose horse is that galloping from Paingaroa? It is Muriwai of most beautiful form, my love.


            

              
Homai te pu ki runga tahitia a kia awhinatia ko hine ki te mahue nawa, E tama te mahue nawa.
            


            
Give me the gun. I’ll wield it with one hand, and with the other I will embrace my love; Ah yes, my dearest love.
          

        

        

          


          

An Old-Time Love Lilt

          

            

              
Hou paipa hou, hou paipa tawhito, hou paipa kai na te kuare te manawa e e e!
            


            
New pipes, all new, new pipes, all old; new pipes that are smoked by the fools!


            

              
Hei aha te puuru, hei aha te kereko? Ko te rerehati taku piwa te Manawa e e e!
            


            
What care I for blue shirts, what care I for calico? The red shirts are to me more beautiful, O!


            

Ka tangi piukera ra runga o wairere riringi haere; koia pea te whira, te manawa—


            
The sound of the bugle is heard above the rushing stream, and the graceful willows weep at the sound.


            

              
Puke tiketike te puke nei Karewa, iri noake taku aroha te manawa.
            


            
The mountain Karewa is a high mountain but my love excels it greatly in height.


            

              
E kore au e piukera ki toku nei raiki, kei kiia nei au he rare te manawa:
            


            
I will not trumpet forth my affection for her lest I be held to be a fool.


            

              
Kia piri kia tata katahi au ka piukera kia whakaronga te ran e pae nei te manawa.
            


            
When I near her, when I clasp her fond and true, my love I’ll trumpet forth that the hundreds thronging round may hear and understand.


            

              
Pakaru wini whare kapieta i te rae, tohu ake au ko hope iti te manawa.
            


            
A broken piece of window glass shone brightly from the river’s bend; we thought it was the beaming eyes of my slender-waisted darling.


            

              
E kore rika taku. kai ki Ruato, rika rawa atu ki hope iti te manawa.
            


            
I have no relish for food at Ruato, I can only enjoy it in my slim-waisted darling’s presence.


            

              
Tika, e kui, e mate nei au e e e mo te tuahine o Rewaiti, te manawa e e e.
            


            
Listen, O dame, I am sick unto death for the love I have for the sister of Rewaiti.


            

              
Tika, e kui, kehea te rori tika? kei te matarawe ki Tokapuna.
            


            
Tell me, O dame, where does the right road lead to? To the happy place of Tokapuna.


            


            

              
Tika e kui kuatatia koia Taiawa e e e, kei hoki te ranukongu tutahi ko piwariki 
am o ko manawa e e e.
            


            
You are right, dame, to gaze towards Taiawa before the drizzling mist hide the star so beautifully shining and drive its glory away.
          

          

            

[image: ]
          

        

        

          


          

Like Clouds of Smoke Ascending

          

            
Auahi-werohia ki Tararu raia kei raro te tane e aroha nei au


            
Me aha atu hoki he wa moana nui nana i arai kei Paritu ahau kei rangi tawhiti koe.


            
Rangi te koko e ai haere ana, ore ki te tangata he whakapahcho tonu ta te raumati hanga ka rohe au te waru.


            
Kauraka ra nge au e whaka wehiwehia roto nei he mahara he waka na te tangata koi eke ki runga ra he wera te hanga kino.


            
Waihekeheke ai te rere mai a te toto, na te aha i wero mai na te ao


            
Kereru manuka wai au.
          

          
[
Translation]

          

            
Like clouds of smoke ascending from Tararu’s lovely vales


            
Even so, my thoughts O loved and dear one! go flying north to thee,


            
To thee from me in loneliness by many seas divided


            
From Paritu my wistful gaze goes far across the boundless sea


            
To distant lands where thou art now.


            
The tui birds with freedom unrestrained


            
Their loves and joys exchange


            
But we by custom’s stern and rigid law


            
Our feelings must repress.
          

        

        

          


          

Though Slowly Sinks the Sun

          

            
Ee to e te ra, kia ata tuku atu,


            
Ko koe hei arahi mo taku tau kahurangi,


            
Ko te iti o te tama i nuia e te ngakau


            
Toro mai to ringa kia awhiawhi taua


            
E tokotokoa ana e hauhauaitu


            
Te moenga ki te po, taututetute ana mai,


            
Te awhenga i Paerau, ko wai e kite atu?


            
Nau mai, e Maraea, ka haere taua


            
Ki to Kai-whakaora mei ora mai hoki koe,


            
Nau te ki nei kei te Atua te tikanga.


            
Me aha i te ngakau e kukume ke ana,


            
Te putanga ki waho ra kai awherangi taua,


            
He aroha kai kino no roto i te ngakau e e e!
          

          
[
Translation]

          

            
Though slowly sinks the sun beyond my ken


            
It still will guide my cherished one


            
Like to the youngest, best loved child of all.


            
Stretch hither thy hand


            
And in spirit we’ll embrace,


            
E’en though some dire evil haunts me,


            
When at night I feel thee


            
Press ’gainst me so trustingly.


            
Ah me! Thou hast passed beyond Paerau,


            
Who can follow thee there?


            
Welcome Maraea, had’st thou lived


            
We would together go to thy Maker


            
Thou said’st it rests with him.


            
But still the heart repines uncomforted,


            
Some grief distracts the mind,


            
The outcome of a wounded soul.
          

        

        

          


          

A Leave-Taking

          

            
E kore koe, e Uri, e ata kitea atu i nga ra katoa i te rehu wai ta e au,


            
Whakapukepuke ai ngaru ki Waikawa na te tima kawe i whakakori te wai e au;


            
Tutu kau ai ngaia ki Turanga i punehu rere ki to o kotahi e au,


            
I hoki mai te waapu o poroporoaki, hei konei, e hine, kia atu noho e au;


            
Ka huri te waiata aroha kia koe, na tou hoa aroha.
          

          
[
Translation]

          

            
You, O Uri, have gone from my gaze,


            
Like the setting sun o’er the turbid wave,


            
Far, far away to Waikawa;


            
No more shall I behold you.


            
The steamer that bore you on the waters


            
With spray besprinkled me—alas poor me!


            
Returning broken-hearted to Turanga


            
Whence my distressed thoughts


            
Ever go forth only to thee.


            
From the wharf I heard this thy last farewell:


            
O Hine, O cherished one, grieve not for me.
          

        

        

          


          

Love’s Memory

          

            
Kotahi rau macro te roa o Nepia taku aroha te kori haere ra e au;


            
Whakatau rawa iho te atatatau te mahara e kakapa nei, he rauiri rangi e au.


            
Waiho ko te aroha kia watea ana waiho te ruma mo nga tira haere e au;


            
He rangi ano e kino, he rangi ano e pai, he rangi ano e kite i nga tira haere au.


            
Ka eke ki runga tima ka tu mai to aikiha auwe a te hine ka mahue iho e au;


            
Ka huri te waiata aroha kia korua.
          

          
[
Translation]

          

            
What though many miles distant from Napier


            
My love still ever moves on towards you


            
And restless still, still ’tis unsatisfied.


            
Quivering like a leaf stirred by the wind;


            
Naught but affectionate remembrance—


            
Naught but 
that in memory will remain,


            
Remain open to those parted from us so direfully.


            
There are days of sadness and of joy


            
And days too, of parting with loved ones


            
As when, from on board the steamer passing away


            
You waved a tender loving farewell


            
To me, alas, left here in grief, lamenting.
          

        

        

          


          

Elegiac Chant


            A Taupo Chieftainess’s Lament

          

            
Tera te ata iti hohoro mai koia


            
Matatu noa ana ko au nei anake,


            
Kai te mura tonu o te pu a Rewi e ka ana.


            
E pa! I haria mai i tua


            
Kia rongo atu au i te papa koura


            
Hai taoro iho mo te kino


            
I taku tinana ka tueketia nei.


            
Ko tahau repera pai tonu tenei e te tangata


            
Ko te tika i to pono.


            
Horahia mai ra, kia ui atu au


            
Ko wai to ingoa? Ko te ana i Oremu.


            
Ko tau rakau kai te mata ngira tonu


            
Te ngotonga ki roto ra


            
Aue! Te mamae ra!
          

          

            
Ka ura mai te ra, ka kohi au he mahara


            
E hoa ma. E! He aha tenei hanga? E te rau e pae


            
Tirohia mai ra aku pewa i taurite,


            
Tenei ka titoko kai te ngaru whakakeo


            
E tere i Taupo.


            
Ko te rite i taku kiri, ka ura mai i te rangi;


            
Ka riro aku taonga i a te ha-ana-a-mai i tawhiti,


            
Tutata a Ngatiwhatua.


            
Whakarongo mai ra, e koro,


            
I Tongariro, i te puke ronaki


            
Te uru ki te whenua; i mahue matau


            
Te tira o te taniwha.


            
Me i hurihia iho, e au ana taku moe


            
Ki taku makau tipu—e.
          

          


          
[
Translation]

          

            
Hasten, oh dawn—I tire with waiting,


            
For, alas, I stand alone.


            
The flashing of Rewi’s guns is seen


            
From afar, O sire.


            
Tell me of the golden reef


            
Which may buy me comfort and cure


            
This malady which afflicts my body.
          

          
* * *

          

            
Is it the cave at Oremu?


            
Your weapon is like the point of a needle


            
Thrust into quivering flesh—


            
Alas-how great is my pain!
          

          

            
With the blushing of the sun I gather thoughts,


            
O friends. Alas! what is this fell design?


            
Oh ye hundreds here assembled!


            
Gaze ye at my eye-lashes


            
Like unto the rounded waves


            
Which break on Taupo’s sea.


            
My skin is like unto the redness of the skies.


            
My treasures are scorched by this breath of fire,


            
Which comes from afar.


            
Yea, you say, even from Ngati-whatua who are at hand.


            
Listen unto me, O father,


            
From Tongariro your last resting place.


            
You have entered the bosom of the earth,


            
But alas! we are left to the company of this monster.


            
Why was I not buried with you?


            
Then my sleep would have been pleasant


            
With my beloved lord.
          

        

        

          


          

The Troubled Sleep


            A Karakia

          

            
Piki mai! Kake mai!


            
Homai te waiora ki au,


            
E tutuhi ana koa


            
Te moe a te kuia i te po


            
E papaki tu ana te tangi


            
A te tai ki te Reinga.


            
Ka ao! Ka ao!


            
Ka awatea.—
          

          
[
Translation]

          

            
Come hither! Draw nigh!


            
Ah! give to me of the waters of life


            
For troubled has been the sleep


            
Of the aged at night.


            
The resistless tide of misfortune


            
Sweeps on to oblivion


            
But now! It is dawn! It is dawn!


            
It is day—
          

        

        

          


          

The Lament of Te Neke


            (A Chief of Te Atiawa)

          

            
Behold, far off, the bright evening star


            
Rises, our guardian in the dark,


            
A gleam of light across my lonely way.


            
Belov’d, wert thou the evening star,


            
Thou would’st not fixed so far from me remain!


            
Let once again thy spirit wander back


            
To soothe my slumbers on my restless couch,


            
And whisper in my dreams sweet words of love.


            
O, cruel death! to damp that beauteous brow,


            
With night’s cold softly falling dews:


            
Rau-ai-ru! Keeper of celestial gates:


            
There comes to thee a lovely bride,


            
Borne from me on Death’s swollen tide—


            
Belov’d! thy wandering spirit now hath passed


            
By pendent roots of clinging vine


            
To Spirit Land, where never foot of man


            
Hath trod, whence none can e’er return—


            
Path to the gods, which I not yet have seen.


            
Belov’d; if any of that host of Heaven


            
Dare ask of thee thy birth and rank,


            
Say thou art of that great tribe


            
Who sacred spring from loins of gods!


            
As stands alone Kapiti, a sea-girt isle,


            
And Tararua’s solitary range,


            
So I to-day stand lonely ’midst my grief—


            
My bird with sacred wings hath flown away,


            
Far from my ken to Spirit Land.


            
I would I were a 
kawau,

* resolute,


            
And so dive into the inmost depths of time,


            
As to reappear at my beloved’s side


            
Amidst the throng upon the further shore.


            
Belov’d! I soon will join thee there!


            
I come! Await me at the gates! My spirit frets; how slow is time!
          

        







      



* Kawau is the Maori name for the shag, an expert diver.
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A Love Ditty

          

            

              
Tenei au kei te take o te rimu see kei te take koriti te manawa e e e.
            


            
Here I am at the foot of the rimu where the buds expand with love.


            

              
E haha te hau nei? He tonga te hau nei whina te pu kei a hiku tarure, te manawa.
            


            
How is the wind? It is the south wind. Then forward the tribe after the tail now loosed.


            

              
Tu mai koe tua o te puia tawhiriwhiri mai te ringa, te manawa.
            


            
Stand behind the steam of the hot spring and wave your hand, my love, to me.


            

              
Pikanga he raenga ka tangi kau atu nei i te huka hoe a te hoa a Warehi, ki te manawa.
            


            
Disappearing from my sight round yonder point, I weep in vain as I see the white foam churned by the vanished paddle of Warehi.


            

              
Nawai te hoiho e rite mai i Paingaroa? He Muriwai te moko piwa te manawa.
            


            
Whose horse is that galloping from Paingaroa? It is Muriwai of most beautiful form, my love.


            

              
Homai te pu ki runga tahitia a kia awhinatia ko hine ki te mahue nawa, E tama te mahue nawa.
            


            
Give me the gun. I’ll wield it with one hand, and with the other I will embrace my love; Ah yes, my dearest love.
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An Old-Time Love Lilt

          

            

              
Hou paipa hou, hou paipa tawhito, hou paipa kai na te kuare te manawa e e e!
            


            
New pipes, all new, new pipes, all old; new pipes that are smoked by the fools!


            

              
Hei aha te puuru, hei aha te kereko? Ko te rerehati taku piwa te Manawa e e e!
            


            
What care I for blue shirts, what care I for calico? The red shirts are to me more beautiful, O!


            

Ka tangi piukera ra runga o wairere riringi haere; koia pea te whira, te manawa—


            
The sound of the bugle is heard above the rushing stream, and the graceful willows weep at the sound.


            

              
Puke tiketike te puke nei Karewa, iri noake taku aroha te manawa.
            


            
The mountain Karewa is a high mountain but my love excels it greatly in height.


            

              
E kore au e piukera ki toku nei raiki, kei kiia nei au he rare te manawa:
            


            
I will not trumpet forth my affection for her lest I be held to be a fool.


            

              
Kia piri kia tata katahi au ka piukera kia whakaronga te ran e pae nei te manawa.
            


            
When I near her, when I clasp her fond and true, my love I’ll trumpet forth that the hundreds thronging round may hear and understand.


            

              
Pakaru wini whare kapieta i te rae, tohu ake au ko hope iti te manawa.
            


            
A broken piece of window glass shone brightly from the river’s bend; we thought it was the beaming eyes of my slender-waisted darling.


            

              
E kore rika taku. kai ki Ruato, rika rawa atu ki hope iti te manawa.
            


            
I have no relish for food at Ruato, I can only enjoy it in my slim-waisted darling’s presence.


            

              
Tika, e kui, e mate nei au e e e mo te tuahine o Rewaiti, te manawa e e e.
            


            
Listen, O dame, I am sick unto death for the love I have for the sister of Rewaiti.


            

              
Tika, e kui, kehea te rori tika? kei te matarawe ki Tokapuna.
            


            
Tell me, O dame, where does the right road lead to? To the happy place of Tokapuna.


            


            

              
Tika e kui kuatatia koia Taiawa e e e, kei hoki te ranukongu tutahi ko piwariki 
am o ko manawa e e e.
            


            
You are right, dame, to gaze towards Taiawa before the drizzling mist hide the star so beautifully shining and drive its glory away.
          

          

            

[image: ]
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Like Clouds of Smoke Ascending

          

            
Auahi-werohia ki Tararu raia kei raro te tane e aroha nei au


            
Me aha atu hoki he wa moana nui nana i arai kei Paritu ahau kei rangi tawhiti koe.


            
Rangi te koko e ai haere ana, ore ki te tangata he whakapahcho tonu ta te raumati hanga ka rohe au te waru.


            
Kauraka ra nge au e whaka wehiwehia roto nei he mahara he waka na te tangata koi eke ki runga ra he wera te hanga kino.


            
Waihekeheke ai te rere mai a te toto, na te aha i wero mai na te ao


            
Kereru manuka wai au.
          

          
[
Translation]

          

            
Like clouds of smoke ascending from Tararu’s lovely vales


            
Even so, my thoughts O loved and dear one! go flying north to thee,


            
To thee from me in loneliness by many seas divided


            
From Paritu my wistful gaze goes far across the boundless sea


            
To distant lands where thou art now.


            
The tui birds with freedom unrestrained


            
Their loves and joys exchange


            
But we by custom’s stern and rigid law


            
Our feelings must repress.
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Though Slowly Sinks the Sun

          

            
Ee to e te ra, kia ata tuku atu,


            
Ko koe hei arahi mo taku tau kahurangi,


            
Ko te iti o te tama i nuia e te ngakau


            
Toro mai to ringa kia awhiawhi taua


            
E tokotokoa ana e hauhauaitu


            
Te moenga ki te po, taututetute ana mai,


            
Te awhenga i Paerau, ko wai e kite atu?


            
Nau mai, e Maraea, ka haere taua


            
Ki to Kai-whakaora mei ora mai hoki koe,


            
Nau te ki nei kei te Atua te tikanga.


            
Me aha i te ngakau e kukume ke ana,


            
Te putanga ki waho ra kai awherangi taua,


            
He aroha kai kino no roto i te ngakau e e e!
          

          
[
Translation]

          

            
Though slowly sinks the sun beyond my ken


            
It still will guide my cherished one


            
Like to the youngest, best loved child of all.


            
Stretch hither thy hand


            
And in spirit we’ll embrace,


            
E’en though some dire evil haunts me,


            
When at night I feel thee


            
Press ’gainst me so trustingly.


            
Ah me! Thou hast passed beyond Paerau,


            
Who can follow thee there?


            
Welcome Maraea, had’st thou lived


            
We would together go to thy Maker


            
Thou said’st it rests with him.


            
But still the heart repines uncomforted,


            
Some grief distracts the mind,


            
The outcome of a wounded soul.
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A Leave-Taking

          

            
E kore koe, e Uri, e ata kitea atu i nga ra katoa i te rehu wai ta e au,


            
Whakapukepuke ai ngaru ki Waikawa na te tima kawe i whakakori te wai e au;


            
Tutu kau ai ngaia ki Turanga i punehu rere ki to o kotahi e au,


            
I hoki mai te waapu o poroporoaki, hei konei, e hine, kia atu noho e au;


            
Ka huri te waiata aroha kia koe, na tou hoa aroha.
          

          
[
Translation]

          

            
You, O Uri, have gone from my gaze,


            
Like the setting sun o’er the turbid wave,


            
Far, far away to Waikawa;


            
No more shall I behold you.


            
The steamer that bore you on the waters


            
With spray besprinkled me—alas poor me!


            
Returning broken-hearted to Turanga


            
Whence my distressed thoughts


            
Ever go forth only to thee.


            
From the wharf I heard this thy last farewell:


            
O Hine, O cherished one, grieve not for me.
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Love’s Memory

          

            
Kotahi rau macro te roa o Nepia taku aroha te kori haere ra e au;


            
Whakatau rawa iho te atatatau te mahara e kakapa nei, he rauiri rangi e au.


            
Waiho ko te aroha kia watea ana waiho te ruma mo nga tira haere e au;


            
He rangi ano e kino, he rangi ano e pai, he rangi ano e kite i nga tira haere au.


            
Ka eke ki runga tima ka tu mai to aikiha auwe a te hine ka mahue iho e au;


            
Ka huri te waiata aroha kia korua.
          

          
[
Translation]

          

            
What though many miles distant from Napier


            
My love still ever moves on towards you


            
And restless still, still ’tis unsatisfied.


            
Quivering like a leaf stirred by the wind;


            
Naught but affectionate remembrance—


            
Naught but 
that in memory will remain,


            
Remain open to those parted from us so direfully.


            
There are days of sadness and of joy


            
And days too, of parting with loved ones


            
As when, from on board the steamer passing away


            
You waved a tender loving farewell


            
To me, alas, left here in grief, lamenting.
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Elegiac Chant


            A Taupo Chieftainess’s Lament

          

            
Tera te ata iti hohoro mai koia


            
Matatu noa ana ko au nei anake,


            
Kai te mura tonu o te pu a Rewi e ka ana.


            
E pa! I haria mai i tua


            
Kia rongo atu au i te papa koura


            
Hai taoro iho mo te kino


            
I taku tinana ka tueketia nei.


            
Ko tahau repera pai tonu tenei e te tangata


            
Ko te tika i to pono.


            
Horahia mai ra, kia ui atu au


            
Ko wai to ingoa? Ko te ana i Oremu.


            
Ko tau rakau kai te mata ngira tonu


            
Te ngotonga ki roto ra


            
Aue! Te mamae ra!
          

          

            
Ka ura mai te ra, ka kohi au he mahara


            
E hoa ma. E! He aha tenei hanga? E te rau e pae


            
Tirohia mai ra aku pewa i taurite,


            
Tenei ka titoko kai te ngaru whakakeo


            
E tere i Taupo.


            
Ko te rite i taku kiri, ka ura mai i te rangi;


            
Ka riro aku taonga i a te ha-ana-a-mai i tawhiti,


            
Tutata a Ngatiwhatua.


            
Whakarongo mai ra, e koro,


            
I Tongariro, i te puke ronaki


            
Te uru ki te whenua; i mahue matau


            
Te tira o te taniwha.


            
Me i hurihia iho, e au ana taku moe


            
Ki taku makau tipu—e.
          

          


          
[
Translation]

          

            
Hasten, oh dawn—I tire with waiting,


            
For, alas, I stand alone.


            
The flashing of Rewi’s guns is seen


            
From afar, O sire.


            
Tell me of the golden reef


            
Which may buy me comfort and cure


            
This malady which afflicts my body.
          

          
* * *

          

            
Is it the cave at Oremu?


            
Your weapon is like the point of a needle


            
Thrust into quivering flesh—


            
Alas-how great is my pain!
          

          

            
With the blushing of the sun I gather thoughts,


            
O friends. Alas! what is this fell design?


            
Oh ye hundreds here assembled!


            
Gaze ye at my eye-lashes


            
Like unto the rounded waves


            
Which break on Taupo’s sea.


            
My skin is like unto the redness of the skies.


            
My treasures are scorched by this breath of fire,


            
Which comes from afar.


            
Yea, you say, even from Ngati-whatua who are at hand.


            
Listen unto me, O father,


            
From Tongariro your last resting place.


            
You have entered the bosom of the earth,


            
But alas! we are left to the company of this monster.


            
Why was I not buried with you?


            
Then my sleep would have been pleasant


            
With my beloved lord.
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The Troubled Sleep


            A Karakia

          

            
Piki mai! Kake mai!


            
Homai te waiora ki au,


            
E tutuhi ana koa


            
Te moe a te kuia i te po


            
E papaki tu ana te tangi


            
A te tai ki te Reinga.


            
Ka ao! Ka ao!


            
Ka awatea.—
          

          
[
Translation]

          

            
Come hither! Draw nigh!


            
Ah! give to me of the waters of life


            
For troubled has been the sleep


            
Of the aged at night.


            
The resistless tide of misfortune


            
Sweeps on to oblivion


            
But now! It is dawn! It is dawn!


            
It is day—
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The Lament of Te Neke


            (A Chief of Te Atiawa)

          

            
Behold, far off, the bright evening star


            
Rises, our guardian in the dark,


            
A gleam of light across my lonely way.


            
Belov’d, wert thou the evening star,


            
Thou would’st not fixed so far from me remain!


            
Let once again thy spirit wander back


            
To soothe my slumbers on my restless couch,


            
And whisper in my dreams sweet words of love.


            
O, cruel death! to damp that beauteous brow,


            
With night’s cold softly falling dews:


            
Rau-ai-ru! Keeper of celestial gates:


            
There comes to thee a lovely bride,


            
Borne from me on Death’s swollen tide—


            
Belov’d! thy wandering spirit now hath passed


            
By pendent roots of clinging vine


            
To Spirit Land, where never foot of man


            
Hath trod, whence none can e’er return—


            
Path to the gods, which I not yet have seen.


            
Belov’d; if any of that host of Heaven


            
Dare ask of thee thy birth and rank,


            
Say thou art of that great tribe


            
Who sacred spring from loins of gods!


            
As stands alone Kapiti, a sea-girt isle,


            
And Tararua’s solitary range,


            
So I to-day stand lonely ’midst my grief—


            
My bird with sacred wings hath flown away,


            
Far from my ken to Spirit Land.


            
I would I were a 
kawau,

* resolute,


            
And so dive into the inmost depths of time,


            
As to reappear at my beloved’s side


            
Amidst the throng upon the further shore.


            
Belov’d! I soon will join thee there!


            
I come! Await me at the gates! My spirit frets; how slow is time!
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          In farewell to the Dead

        
        
        
        



          

Te Whiti the Prophet


            Pomare’s Oration

          
IN 1907 the celebrated old chief 
Te Whiti o Rongomai, the prophet and leader, died at his town, Parihaka, in Taranaki. One of the finest speeches delivered during the mourning ceremonies of the 
tangihanga was that of Sir Maui (then Dr.) Pomare. He opened with the usual salutations to the dead and to the people. Then, addressing the spirit of 
Te Whiti, he said:

          
“Depart to the illustrious chiefs who have gone before, to thy brave comrades of old, to the Giver of war and peace. Go to that land from which no man ever returned. Thy words have come true; the lips of children speak of thee as ‘The man of peace and goodwill to all people, on the West Coast.’ In thine own words thou said’st that war and peace, as life and death, were fore-ordained. The sun was overshadowed at times with many troubled clouds, but thy sun has sunk gloriously in the west, leaving thy people disconsolate.”

          
Turning to the people, Pomare said:

          
“A new condition of affairs has arisen. It is not new; it is old. Your predecessors saw years long before the feet of white man had trodden on the land that this would be. The 
pakeha is not a stranger; he is one in blood with us. Ever bold and venturesome, the Maori conquered the unknown waters while his 
pakeha brother clung to the land, journeying westward through Europe, fearing to cross the unknown waters lest they should tumble over the edge of a square world. One of your ancestors, long before the foot of white man touched this soil, said: ‘Weep not for me, but weep for yourselves, for the time is come, and now is, when alien white feet shall desecrate my grave.’ Tiriwa, another of your ancestors, two hundred years before the white man came, said: ‘Shadowed behind the tattooed face the stranger lurks. He is white. He owns the earth.’ Now the 
pakeha has come, the iron has taken the place of the stone. The lightning flash of the 
pakeha’s wisdom” (referring to the telephone) “speaks from near and far. The old order has changed; your ancestors said it would change. When the net is old and worn it is cast aside, the new net goes fishing. I do not want to blame the old net; it was good in its day, and many fish were caught in it. But the old net is worn with time and we must go fishing with the new net our brother has brought us. We must advance by work, for therein lies our only salvation.”

        

        

          


          

Farewell to Taare Waitara

          
A FUNERAL oration by Sir 
Maui Pomare, when Chief Native Health Officer, at Parihaka, over the Taranaki chief Taare Waitara, son-in-law of the famous prophet and leader 
Te Whiti o Rongomai:

          
“The stars of heaven are dimmed; darkness is over all. Our treasured bird has flown away. The giant tree of the forest which sheltered the great birds and the small has fallen to the earth. The midpost of the house has snapped asunder; the chill wind blows through the afflicted home. Our friend has gone, borne away in his canoe of Fate. He passes along the viewless path by which so many have gone before.

          
“When men fight with weapons hand to hand a blow can be warded off. Not so with the blows of Fate. No man can avert the blow dealt by the gods. And so with Waitara. He has been claimed by the great Goddess of Death. Weep, ye widows, groan, ye aged, cry, ye fatherless! Waitara, the parent, the provider, has gone. The old day ends to-night. The old day was a day of hand and feet. That was the day of war; this day is the day of brain.

          
“The tide of wisdom and progress is sweeping on and we must go with it. Education is to be the future paddle for our canoe. If we do not take advantage of what is before us we will be swept into oblivion. This is the history of the world. The day has dawned when the 
pakeha and the Maori must work in harmony with each other, having the same aim in life, and that is progress.

          
“I weep with you to-day for our common sorrow. I weep because a great man has ceased to live amongst you. Who is there with a heart big enough to take up his fallen mantle? Who will now be the parent? Waitara was a man of few words but great deeds. To him there were neither high nor low; there was no rich and.no poor. At his table sat the chief and the plebian, the Governor and his coachman. This is the religion of the grand old man 
Te Whiti; this is your religion, and Waitara was the apostle. Farewell, Waitara! Farewell! Time is short, you have joined our mighty dead. When the canoe of Fate comes again who knows who will be the passenger? Farewell, O Waitara.”
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Mahuta of Waikato


            Sir Maui’s Funeral Speech

          
IN the year 1912 the Hon. Dr. Pomare (as he was then) visited Waahi, Waikato, on the occasion of the mourning over the late Mahuta Tawhiao, son of King Tawhiao, and grandson of Potatau, the first Maori King. Standing in front of the body of the dead King, he spoke as follows: “The tree has fallen and there it lies. The giant 
totara has come crashing to the earth, and the sound thereof reverberates through the length and breadth of the land. The stars of the heavens grow fewer. The ridgepole of the house is broken asunder. The 
whare leaks. The children shiver with the cold. The father has gone. The tribe is left desolate. The little ones are left orphans. The canoe of fate which was fashioned in Hawaiki by the God of misfortune—Aitua—has come. It has visited your home as it needs must visit the dwelling-places of man. Each time it takes its silent passenger to the realms of Night. So to-day, you are the silent passenger, and we have come to bid farewell. Depart to the Spirit Land in the company of your illustrious brother who preceded you. Together wend your ways to the great ones of the earth, to our common ancestors, and tell them the truth concerning these days.

          
“In their time this was the proverb: ‘The man first, and then the land.’ Now the world is upside down, and the proverb has been transposed: ‘The land first and the man after.’ In their day thus was the word: ‘Man is easily lost, but the land remains for ever.’ This saying is also changed: ‘The land is easily lost, but man remains for ever.’”

          
Dr. Pomare then chanted an old song and incantation, Te Neke’s Lament. Thereafter, as their representative in Parliament, he greeted Waikato and the other assembled tribes.

        

        

          


          

To a Patriot of Samoa

          
ATRIBUTE of affection and admiration to the high chief, Tamasese (afterwards killed with a number of his people on Apia Beach), who was imprisoned as the result of political differences with the New Zealand Government administration of Samoa. Sir 
Maui Pomare visited Tamasese in his prison-cell at Auckland in 1929, and was moved to tears, and he wrote this message to the “New Zealand Samoa Guardian”:

          
“To-day I saw Tamasese in gaol. I greeted him in his own tongue. We sat and talked of many things. I said, ‘Tamasese, I am sorry to see you here, and yet I am glad. I came to see your face….’

          
“And so I looked into the countenance of a Tama—an Ariki—a prince indeed. The lineal descendant of kings whose genealogical lines reach back into the twilight of fable, and yet withal I looked and saw the face of a martyr—a patriot. He has given his all in the cause of his people— the emancipation of his race.

          
“I thought, and asked myself this question. What have we—New Zealand—done? In our blind blundering party wrangling and political humbug we put this man in gaol. That is what we have done. This man we deprived of liberty, hereditary titles, degraded, deported and imprisoned. Yet those titles will continue till the last drop of Tamasese blood ceases to flow.

          
“Degradation? An honour. Deportation? A privilege. Imprisonment? A crown of glory. And so we have made it! ‘
la loto malosi, Tamasese’ (‘Be strong in heart, Tamasese’).”
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IN 1907 the celebrated old chief 
Te Whiti o Rongomai, the prophet and leader, died at his town, Parihaka, in Taranaki. One of the finest speeches delivered during the mourning ceremonies of the 
tangihanga was that of Sir Maui (then Dr.) Pomare. He opened with the usual salutations to the dead and to the people. Then, addressing the spirit of 
Te Whiti, he said:

          
“Depart to the illustrious chiefs who have gone before, to thy brave comrades of old, to the Giver of war and peace. Go to that land from which no man ever returned. Thy words have come true; the lips of children speak of thee as ‘The man of peace and goodwill to all people, on the West Coast.’ In thine own words thou said’st that war and peace, as life and death, were fore-ordained. The sun was overshadowed at times with many troubled clouds, but thy sun has sunk gloriously in the west, leaving thy people disconsolate.”

          
Turning to the people, Pomare said:

          
“A new condition of affairs has arisen. It is not new; it is old. Your predecessors saw years long before the feet of white man had trodden on the land that this would be. The 
pakeha is not a stranger; he is one in blood with us. Ever bold and venturesome, the Maori conquered the unknown waters while his 
pakeha brother clung to the land, journeying westward through Europe, fearing to cross the unknown waters lest they should tumble over the edge of a square world. One of your ancestors, long before the foot of white man touched this soil, said: ‘Weep not for me, but weep for yourselves, for the time is come, and now is, when alien white feet shall desecrate my grave.’ Tiriwa, another of your ancestors, two hundred years before the white man came, said: ‘Shadowed behind the tattooed face the stranger lurks. He is white. He owns the earth.’ Now the 
pakeha has come, the iron has taken the place of the stone. The lightning flash of the 
pakeha’s wisdom” (referring to the telephone) “speaks from near and far. The old order has changed; your ancestors said it would change. When the net is old and worn it is cast aside, the new net goes fishing. I do not want to blame the old net; it was good in its day, and many fish were caught in it. But the old net is worn with time and we must go fishing with the new net our brother has brought us. We must advance by work, for therein lies our only salvation.”
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Farewell to Taare Waitara

          
A FUNERAL oration by Sir 
Maui Pomare, when Chief Native Health Officer, at Parihaka, over the Taranaki chief Taare Waitara, son-in-law of the famous prophet and leader 
Te Whiti o Rongomai:

          
“The stars of heaven are dimmed; darkness is over all. Our treasured bird has flown away. The giant tree of the forest which sheltered the great birds and the small has fallen to the earth. The midpost of the house has snapped asunder; the chill wind blows through the afflicted home. Our friend has gone, borne away in his canoe of Fate. He passes along the viewless path by which so many have gone before.

          
“When men fight with weapons hand to hand a blow can be warded off. Not so with the blows of Fate. No man can avert the blow dealt by the gods. And so with Waitara. He has been claimed by the great Goddess of Death. Weep, ye widows, groan, ye aged, cry, ye fatherless! Waitara, the parent, the provider, has gone. The old day ends to-night. The old day was a day of hand and feet. That was the day of war; this day is the day of brain.

          
“The tide of wisdom and progress is sweeping on and we must go with it. Education is to be the future paddle for our canoe. If we do not take advantage of what is before us we will be swept into oblivion. This is the history of the world. The day has dawned when the 
pakeha and the Maori must work in harmony with each other, having the same aim in life, and that is progress.

          
“I weep with you to-day for our common sorrow. I weep because a great man has ceased to live amongst you. Who is there with a heart big enough to take up his fallen mantle? Who will now be the parent? Waitara was a man of few words but great deeds. To him there were neither high nor low; there was no rich and.no poor. At his table sat the chief and the plebian, the Governor and his coachman. This is the religion of the grand old man 
Te Whiti; this is your religion, and Waitara was the apostle. Farewell, Waitara! Farewell! Time is short, you have joined our mighty dead. When the canoe of Fate comes again who knows who will be the passenger? Farewell, O Waitara.”
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Mahuta of Waikato


            Sir Maui’s Funeral Speech

          
IN the year 1912 the Hon. Dr. Pomare (as he was then) visited Waahi, Waikato, on the occasion of the mourning over the late Mahuta Tawhiao, son of King Tawhiao, and grandson of Potatau, the first Maori King. Standing in front of the body of the dead King, he spoke as follows: “The tree has fallen and there it lies. The giant 
totara has come crashing to the earth, and the sound thereof reverberates through the length and breadth of the land. The stars of the heavens grow fewer. The ridgepole of the house is broken asunder. The 
whare leaks. The children shiver with the cold. The father has gone. The tribe is left desolate. The little ones are left orphans. The canoe of fate which was fashioned in Hawaiki by the God of misfortune—Aitua—has come. It has visited your home as it needs must visit the dwelling-places of man. Each time it takes its silent passenger to the realms of Night. So to-day, you are the silent passenger, and we have come to bid farewell. Depart to the Spirit Land in the company of your illustrious brother who preceded you. Together wend your ways to the great ones of the earth, to our common ancestors, and tell them the truth concerning these days.

          
“In their time this was the proverb: ‘The man first, and then the land.’ Now the world is upside down, and the proverb has been transposed: ‘The land first and the man after.’ In their day thus was the word: ‘Man is easily lost, but the land remains for ever.’ This saying is also changed: ‘The land is easily lost, but man remains for ever.’”

          
Dr. Pomare then chanted an old song and incantation, Te Neke’s Lament. Thereafter, as their representative in Parliament, he greeted Waikato and the other assembled tribes.
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To a Patriot of Samoa

          
ATRIBUTE of affection and admiration to the high chief, Tamasese (afterwards killed with a number of his people on Apia Beach), who was imprisoned as the result of political differences with the New Zealand Government administration of Samoa. Sir 
Maui Pomare visited Tamasese in his prison-cell at Auckland in 1929, and was moved to tears, and he wrote this message to the “New Zealand Samoa Guardian”:

          
“To-day I saw Tamasese in gaol. I greeted him in his own tongue. We sat and talked of many things. I said, ‘Tamasese, I am sorry to see you here, and yet I am glad. I came to see your face….’

          
“And so I looked into the countenance of a Tama—an Ariki—a prince indeed. The lineal descendant of kings whose genealogical lines reach back into the twilight of fable, and yet withal I looked and saw the face of a martyr—a patriot. He has given his all in the cause of his people— the emancipation of his race.

          
“I thought, and asked myself this question. What have we—New Zealand—done? In our blind blundering party wrangling and political humbug we put this man in gaol. That is what we have done. This man we deprived of liberty, hereditary titles, degraded, deported and imprisoned. Yet those titles will continue till the last drop of Tamasese blood ceases to flow.

          
“Degradation? An honour. Deportation? A privilege. Imprisonment? A crown of glory. And so we have made it! ‘
la loto malosi, Tamasese’ (‘Be strong in heart, Tamasese’).”
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Part VIII.


          New Life for the Maori

        


        


        

The past and the Future


            (From a paper read before the Australasian Medical Congress at Melbourne


            in 1906 by Sir 
Maui Pomare (then Dr. Pomare) when Health Officer


            to the Maoris.)

        
AWAY back in the twilight of fable we find my race parting from our common Aryan mother. Ethnologists tell us we journeyed south and eastward through the ancient Empire of Irania, coming into contact with the Egyptian and Semitic branches of the human race, and then on to Sumatra, coming into contact with the Indonesians. You 
pakehas went towards the setting sun. You had the fortune to strike the metal-key which has opened to you the vast stores of knowledge. You had the fortune to come into contact with superior races to your own, from whom you acquired the arts and sciences which to-day have made you leader in the arena of civilised nations. My ancestors, bold, venturous vikings, journeyed across the chartless seas of the east, peopling its many islands and exploring the unknown realms beyond; while yours were journeying overland through Europe, being afraid to traverse the trackless deep for fear of falling off the edge of a flat world. We were unfortunate not to come across superior races to our own. We were of the stone age, and fate kept us with the stone till to-day destiny has brought us together once again. The stone axe has been loosened from its handle: the spirals and works of art cut by our stone and obsidian are no longer to be seen in our Maori village and kainga, but only in the 
pakeha’s house of antiquity, the museum. Long before the dawn of 
pakeha civilisation one of our ancestors dreamt this prophetic dream, “Shadowed behind the tattooed face a stranger stands. He owns the earth. He is white.” Two hundred years before 
pakeha feet trod on these shores another dying 
kaumatua called his children about him, and thus spoke, “Weep not for me, but rather weep for yourselves and your land, for the time is coming, and now is, when alien white feet shall desecrate my grave.” That time has come. The tattooed face is now an article of commodity, sold to the highest bidder in civilised England. “The white stranger owns the earth”; that time has come. The white feet of vandals have desecrated the seer’s grave; his children are weeping for their vanishing glory and land. Enough! For are not these sayings old and true? “
Kua kotia te taitapu ki Hawaiki.” (There is no returning to Hawaiki). “
Ka pu te ruha, ka hao te rangatahi.” (When the old net is full of holes it is cast aside, and the new net goes a-fishing). The useful net of Maori days,
            


            now full of holes, has to be cast aside. We know the old net caught many big fish in its time, but that time has passed. We recognise that the fishing of to-day must be with the new net our pakeha brother has brought us.

        
In the year 1900 our benevolent parent, the Government of the Dominion, after much travail brought forth a son whom we christened “
Te Pire Kiore” (The Rat Bill). This was not a premature child, but its birth-mark was a peculiar one, for it was a rodent rampant. This is not to be wondered at, for at that time our parent was much agitated owing to multitudinous rumours and scares concerning rats and plagues. Indeed these rats were so bold they crossed the Sea of Kiwa, laid siege to some of our cities, and two of our inhabitants died of “buboes.” Now, I was chosen from among my fellows to herald the birth of “
Pire Kiore” and to explain his mission. I was much troubled because I knew my people were a sceptical race, slow to change and fixed in their ways. However, with a kind sympathetic chief—a Ministerial Captain of Health—I launched forth in my new duties full of hope, fear, and trembling. Fear and trembling did I say? Yea! for I knew the deeply-rooted superstition of ages, the strongholds of 
tohunga-ism, the binding laws of 
tapu, the habits and practices of centuries, the mistrust of the 
pakeha, for these were the Goliaths in the way of sanitary progress amongst my people. For what did sanitary reform mean? It meant the dissolution of some time-honoured customs, the tearing down of ancestral habits and teachings, the alteration of Maori thought and ideas of living; in fact, a complete revolution in their socialistic, communistic and private life. It meant more—it meant the gentle persuasion, the authority not of force, but of clear convictions of the evils of the present system of half European and half Maori ways of living, and the benefits of a better, more sanitary and higher and nobler mode of life. Who cares to have a stranger poking around his back door, condemning the hundred and one things which sanitarians know are detrimental to public health? Who cares to have his habits disturbed, his wrong-doings pointed out, the 
tapu’d house of his ancestors destroyed? Was it likely that tribes which were at one time at war with mine would take kindly to the words that I would utter? And yet it was because of the utter hopelessness of the Maoris’ sanitary condition—the thought that, unless the flagrant infractions of Hygeia’s laws were quickly stopped my people would surely disappear with the moa—that gave me courage and hope to fight the cobwebbed customs of the past and to introduce the new.

        
Listen, and you will hear in the words of many chiefs as to how I fared:—“Welcome, thrice welcome! Our hearts are made light at last. Our forbears adopted Christianity; but their lands went from under their gaze; it was death. We signed the Treaty of Waitangi, but went to
            


            war; it was death. We send members to Parliament, but death remains with us. We have been disappearing with our lands. At last, at last there is life!” And thus spoke another: “Come! Welcome! Come to show your nation the ways of health—the good ways of the 
pakeha and other nations of the world you have seen. Come! our hearts are made glad, our hearts are made light, our wailings shall cease. The light of life dawneth; we bid you thrice welcome.”…. “Come upon the wings of knowledge. Come and teach us. Give us the ways of health; warn us from the ways of death. Give us to drink of the same cup as the 
pakeha. Hide nothing from us that we may live and bless thee.”…. “Come! the descendant of Maui! Come and fish for us the great fish of life [health], like your illustrious ancestor who fished up this land from the depths of the sea. Come and behold the place of the people who are no more. Come and see the remnants who are so few of days. Teach us that our tears may cease to flow.”

        
My reception was surprising as it was cheering. The audiences were most appreciative. Wherever I went I was received with open arms. The new gospel was preached everywhere with practical results. Yea! have I not seen the smoke of the 
whare circling heavenward as an offering to the God of Health as the landmark for the parting of the ways of the old and the new?

        
Now, when our ancestors landed in New Zealand some five hundred years ago they found another race living there, and amongst them a fair-haired people. These races they conquered and absorbed. On the eve of their departure from Hawaiki the people on shore, in bidding farewell to our ancestors, said, “Depart in peace. Leave war and strife behind you.” But our people did not give heed to this parting injunction, for as soon as they reached the new land they quarrelled, and so the different crews of the various canoes separated, and thus they spread over the country. They waged continual warfare with one another as in the old baronial days of the 
pakeha. Now, this was productive of several things. First, it made the race active, and thus physically fit. The weaklings and the deformed were often strangled at birth. It made them build their pas or strongholds on inaccessible heights for protection and a good outlook. This resulted in much good, because the air was pure and the 
pa easily kept clean. In fact, in olden times each 
pa was almost as well regulated in regard to public health as in some of our more modern villages. This was so striking that Captain Cook marvelled at their advancement, and bears testimony to it in his journal to the detriment of European cities of that period. Rubbish of all kinds was swept out at regular intervals. Latrines were properly constructed and placed on the edge of some cliff or hole, the woodwork often
            


            being elaborately carved. The water supply was nearly always obtained from some fresh mountain spring, either in the pa or just outside of it. The people had but two meals a day—one at sunrise and the other at sunset. The sick were attended by duly qualified men who had received their instruction at the 
whare wananga, the college of learning. The dying were set apart in separate houses which were burnt after death. All clothing belonging to deceased persons were either burnt or buried with them. Corpses were sometimes buried, or more often secreted in some cave. Bearers of the dead were 
tapu’d for a certain number of days, and had to wash in running water. Mothers were set apart, and considered sacred till eight days after their accouchements. Lepers were isolated in caves. Tonsils were removed. Poisonous bites by the 
katipo spider were cauterized. The Caesarean section was sometimes performed. In tutu poisoning the patient was made to vomit, beaten with branches of trees and douched with cold water. In 
karaka poisoning the patient was buried standing so as to keep the arms and legs from being distorted. Wounds were washed with astringent juices from several trees, bandaged with leaves and plastered with clay. Splints and clay plasters were used in fractures. Massage was used for stiff joints. Steaming with the 
hangi (native oven) was employed in cases of amenorrhoea and rheumatism. The hot springs were resorted to in all skin ailments and other affections. Herbs were extensively used as tonics, anti-arthritics, astringents, purges.

        
Child engagements were entered into, and girls so engaged were called 
puhi, or virgins. If they, by chance, violated the laws of chastity they were immediately killed. In this way the Maoris lived and multiplied till the dawn of civilisation, when the race became decadent.

        
At this time a new instrument of warfare came into use which proved most destructive to the Maori population. Hongi, a northern chief, went to England—was presented before King George IV., and given many useful presents. He kept the steel tomahawks and axes, together with a coat of armour. He sold the rest of the presents when in Sydney, buying guns with the proceeds. With these he devastated hundreds of 
pas, and killed thousands of his enemies. He, with 
Te Rauparaha, must have wiped out at least a quarter of the population. The whalers and traders commenced coming in about this time, and they were not all over-scrupulous men, for the gun was their chief article of commerce. The earliest white men as aforesaid were not the most moral, consequently syphilis was introduced, the results of which are too horrible to mention. It left a terrible mark on the vitality of the race. Riotous living, trading in smoked Maori heads, drunkenness and debauchery were the order of the day till eventually Christianity stopped the marauding expeditions and a good many of the
            


            introduced vices. Slavery was abolished, and peace more or less reigned in the country. This brings us to about the year 1840, when the united tribes declared their independence under the sovereignty of Great Britain. By this time the race was fairly weakened, and thus the ground was well prepared for the introduction of measles, scarlet fever, enteric, and consumption, the two former being the most disastrous. Typhoid and consumption became more prevalent after peace had been declared, because the natives then commenced to descend into the valleys. They left their healthy homes on the hilltops, and began to build their pas near the plantations and the swamps where eels and birds were plentiful. This produced a state of inactivity, and together with bad drainage their numbers were depleted to a great degree.

        
When we deal with the statistics of the Maori population we find them to be most unsatisfactory, as in a great many instances the statistical returns are nothing but surmises. Nevertheless, no one for a moment can doubt the steady decrease that has set in within the last fifty years. The returns were made by conscientious men, but frequently a good deal of the returns were mere guess-work. This was due to two reasons: First, because of the troublous times then existing, and secondly, the unreliable sources of information. So in calculating we have to deal with generalizations rather than the correct figures. The question naturally arises as to whether the Maoris are increasing or decreasing. And bright as are the hopes held out to us by the last census of their increase, yet the Maoris have been gradually but surely decreasing. Who has not noticed the gradual decay, the deserted villages? What Maori living will not tell you of the numerous inhabitants that were?

        
The census has only been correctly taken since 1878, and even then several of the tribes were not included, and that is why you will find that the returns decrease and increase in an astonishingly contradictory way. The matter of census taking has now been adjusted with correct returns by the aid of Maori councils.

        
Since the year 1858 the death-roll has been 12,906, or an average decrease of over 280 per year. Since the year 1874 the numbers have been fairly uniform until 1896, when we find a sudden drop, showing the decrease between the years 1858 and 1896 to be 16,195, at which average it would not have taken very long for the native race to become extinct. As most of these early numbers were only estimates, as already pointed out, I have grave doubts in regard to the number of actual deaths which are supposed to have occurred at that time. Wars and disease have been accounted as the chief causes, but mainly disease. With the introduction of civilisation came destructive diseases which have proved fatal, and will prove fatal till
            


            the natives have acquired immunity like the pakeha. The last census gives the assuring increase of 4,588, which I hope will now be maintained, and will be the commencement of better days.

        
While upon these statistics, I will not pass over an important factor in the causation of the ultimate end of the Maori, and that is the half-caste. Whenever two communities live together throughout the world, the weaker must tend to become absorbed in the greater and more powerful; this then will be the destiny of the Maori—not extinction, but absorption. This process will take many years, but it is inevitable. The decrease of the future will be in the purity of the Maori blood. I would like to prove this to you by actual figures, but unfortunately, the Government returns being mere approximations in the earlier censuses, makes it unsatisfactory; however, even allowing for these fallacies, since 1886 there has been a continual increase of half-castes, till to-day we have 6,516 half-castes in our midst, to say nothing of those hundreds who have already become absolute 
pakehas, and thus are not included in this enumeration. A further interesting fact is that there are 211 Maori women who are the wives of Europeans, besides a few men who are married to European wives. Generally speaking, these women are prolific when mated with Europeans; in fact, much more so than when mated with one of their own. I know families of such unions to range from two to seventeen. Then again,.as we progress, the half-caste girls will give more consorts to the 
pakeha, who is better able to give them the luxuries of life. The half-castes who marry Maoris are lightening the blood in their progeny, and so the process goes on, till in time we shall have a new race.

        

          
That when the old is past and gone,


          
We still may find its trace


          
In nobler types of human kind,


          
With traits wherein there blend


          
The white man’s more prosaic mind,


          
The poet Maori trend.
        

        
Aside from the diseases which are prevalent, there are a few customs which have played a great part in the causation of our decrease. In ancient times clothing was scarce—a man only wore the 
korowai, or toga; thus a good part of the body was more or less exposed, making the wearer a stranger to colds. It is not the English clothing that does the mischief, so much as the ignorance of the laws concerning 
pakeha clothing. Some days “Madam” can be seen stylishly dressed, even to the waist-squeezer, the corset, and the tight-pinching shoes; the next day you will find her with nothing but a thin print dress on, without the warm under-garments. This half-and-half mode of living has been productive of much harm.

        


        
The Maori’s food supply in olden times was fairly wholesome, but since the introduction of 
pakeha food he has learnt to emulate the Englishman’s gamey cheese and pheasant by steeping his corn and potato to such a concert-pitch that their humming could be distinguished a mile off. This eating of putrefactive food has also been productive of much harm.

        
Smoking among women and children has also been common.

        
Alcoholism has had its day, though it is still bad in some districts.

        
The 
tangi, or wake, is another pernicious custom, as the relatives from near and far congregate to weep for the dead, to eat the family out of house and home, and to spread diseases of all descriptions.

        

Tohunga-ism, or witchcraft, was one of the worst evils we had to deal with. The strong arm of the law was the only potent medicine that could cure this cancerous malady. A few doses of the lock-up have had the desired effect. It is wonderful how superstitious even the most enlightened are. Who has not seen a delicate silk-attired lady of fashion sigh her wishes over her left shoulder at the inconstant moon? Who does not dream of bad luck when thirteen sit at a table? And who has not seen an old shoe cast at the happy wedded pair? And if these things can happen in the far advanced, we can surely excuse some of the peculiarities of the Maori, who has barely emerged from the neolithic night of superstition into this blazing sun of civilisation. However, I do not by any means excuse the acts of the 
tohungas. The immersion of the sick in cold rivers has been stopped by the councils; not that a bath, even a cold one, is altogether detrimental, but the attending risks in exposure are so numerous, and the result so disastrous, that it has been deemed wise to stop all such treatment.

        
It is quite a common thing to hear the expression “re mate o ana 
tupuna” (“the disease of his ancestors”), and there is no hope. The disease has been handed down through generations by a powerful curse. Though the theory has often been advanced that consumption was unknown to the ancient Maoris, and that it was introduced by the 
pakehas, yet this was not so. The Maoris had several names for the disease, the common one being 
mate kohi (the wasting malady). This term was also applied to the waning of the moon. “
Ka kohi te marama” (the moon is wasting away). And, as in the case of the moon, she was restored to life and health by bathing in the living waters of Taane, in the heaven of lakes, so the individual, by potent incantations to Motiti, the guardian god of the chest, could be restored to health again.

        

What has been done and what we are doing.—At the passing of the Public Health Act of 1900, the Maori Village Councils Bill was also passed. This was practically an Act giving the natives a certain amount of local governing authority. It gave them the power to appoint councils and
            


            sanitary committees, and inspectors, further, to make by-laws in regard to sanitary and health matters. The Health Department, under its native branch, has been in touch with the Maori village councils, for these councils stand in the same position as the ordinary local authorities. There are 46 medical practitioners subsidised by the Government to attend indigent natives, there are nine sanitary inspectors, and two health officers. Within the last three years we have destroyed 1,057 houses, 1,183 new houses have been built. Every village, and practically every Maori house within the Dominion has been inspected. The houses destroyed for sanitary reasons have not cost the Government of New Zealand a single penny for compensation. Seven-tenths of the entire Maori population have been vaccinated. Lectures on sanitation and hygiene have been delivered throughout the Dominion and outlying islands. Maori girls are now being trained in our hospitals in order that they may go back to their people to teach and uplift humanity.

        
The gospel of work has been preached. Already the Maori is responding by milking cows and farming sheep. Communism is being broken up by the individualisation of the land. The new day has dawned. The individualistic idea, the push and energy, the turning of time and sod into gold has shaken the foundation of the old Maori world. Henceforth Maoriland will be the cradle of a new race whose predecessors knew the steel, and, yet, the stone also.
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Parliamentary Tributes to Sir 
Maui Pomare

          
ON July 1st., 1930, in the House of Representatives, the Hon. Mr. Forbes (Prime Minister) moved: “That this House records its high sense of the distinguished services rendered to New Zealand by the late Hon. Sir 
Maui Pomare, a member of the House of Representatives, and a former Minister of the Crown, and respectfully tenders to his widow the assurance of its sincere sympathy in her bereavement.” Mr. Forbes, after sketching Sir Maui’s life, said: “His administration was throughout marked with ability, and during his term of office he was responsible for many reforms and measures for the betterment of the Maori race in New Zealand and the people of the Cook Islands. Nearest his heart were his own people and their kindred in the Cook Islands, and he did valuable work amongst them when in the position of Health Officer. He first visited the Cook Islands in 1906 to survey the medical condition and needs of the people, and submitted recommendations which afterwards were put into effect with beneficial results. He was also instrumental in bringing about the segregation of leper patients at Makogai. During the Great War he was Chairman of the Maori Recruiting Board responsible for recruiting the Maori Battalion, and he also visited the Cook Islands for the purpose of recruiting the Rarotongan Contingent. Sir Maui was one of the early members of the Young Maori party, holding the view that the Maori had reached a stage in his development when the individual should make an attempt to stand alone and that the old communistic system of the people was not one to be encouraged. In 1920 he was awarded the honour of C.M.G., and in 1922 that of K.B.E. He was an eloquent speaker, especially on subjects connected with the Maori race, and he enjoyed a large measure of popularity and was esteemed by both races. Unfortunately, of recent years he had suffered from ill-health, and some weeks ago left for California in the hope that the change of climate would bring him benefit. He leaves a widow, two sons, and a daughter. It was with very great regret that we heard the sad news of the passing of Sir 
Maui Pomare. It seemed to be only the other day that he was here in good health, taking his part in the business of the House, and we all felt great sympathy with him when illness befell him. He put up a great fight against an illness that was reducing him very much in strength. Full of hope right up to the last, he took the trip to California in the belief that it would restore good health to
            


            him. Unfortunately, his illness had too great a hold, and he passed away shortly after his arrival at California. I remember when Sir 
Maui Pomare first entered the House, and I can safely say that during all the time he was here he never failed to take an active part in dealing with all questions affecting the Maori race. We have had many representatives of the Maori race in the House; and one of the facts of which this Parliament is proud is that representatives of that race show such ability and grasp of public affairs. They have taken their part side by side with the pakeha members in maintaining the traditions of the House and have shown themselves to have a knowledge of public questions equal to that of their pakeha brothers. The New Zealand Parliament is indeed particularly proud of the men who have represented the Maori race. In addition to my knowledge of Sir 
Maui Pomare in Parliament, I had a closer association with him in our earlier days when we went to the same school, and in our Parliamentary days we often spent many enjoyable times in discussing happenings at our old school. I am sure that those who went to school with Sir 
Maui Pomare will have learnt with regret of his passing. The sincere sympathy of this House goes out to his widow and children in their affliction.”

          
The Right Hon. Mr. Coates (Leader of the Opposition), in seconding the motion, said: “It is my wish to pay a tribute to the memory of 
Maui Pomare. Honourable members will realise that he was my colleague and he was my friend. I knew the man and knew the depth of him—the warmth of his nature and his general make-up, and I am but one of many who mourn the loss of 
Maui Pomare. The 
pakeha has lost a friend; the Maori, a guide and counsellor. The greater portion of Sir 
Maui Pomare’s life was given unselfishly to work on behalf of his people, but he was ever mindful of his 
pakeha people. He was the first Health Officer appointed to administer the Native side of the Department of Health. Many of us can remember that strapping young fellow taking up his duties. With what energy, tact and ability he accomplished almost insuperable tasks only those closely associated with the Maori people and the rugged conditions of the country at that time can realise. By canoe, on horseback, by coach, the young Maori set out to educate his Maori people in methods that would lead to the saving of their race. The older members of this House will remember the concern that was evident among the 
pakeha population on account of the falling-away in numbers of the Maori race through disease and other causes. The late Sir 
Maui Pomare’s first duties were to try to train and guide the Maoris into a recognition of necessary reforms and to show them how they could help themselves. Old customs had to be overcome, and a lot of groundwork had to be accomplished, all of which called for the guiding hand of a
            


            man of understanding, knowledge, and extreme tact. The success of the initiation of that policy is now a matter of history, and it is recognised that the success achieved and a large portion of the good work were due to our deceased brother. Sir Maul Pomare’s services as a representative of the Maori race in the Massey Cabinet, and as a responsible Minister in later Administrations, led me to realise that the more one knew of him the more one was able to appreciate the width of vision, the high administrative ability, and the other splendid qualities he possessed. His advice to his friends was of very great value—particularly to myself as Minister of Native Affairs. I shall never forget the help given by him. I do not wish to attribute to the late Sir 
Maui Pomare the whole of the credit for the work that has been done on behalf of the Maori people. I would like honourable members to know that other representatives of the Native race in this House have been closely associated with my late colleague in the good work that has been done for the Maori race. Maori questions were never treated as party questions by the late Sir 
Maui Pomare. Working in co-operation with other members of the House, he was able to bring about unanimity of opinion in regard to Native problems, and I believe that the first really important step taken by him was the action of bringing before the 
pakehas of this country the work that lay ahead. We are all familiar with the work done in connection with confiscated lands, and the claims in respect of the Rotorua lakes—the lakes in the Arawa district. The late Sir 
Maui Pomare was closely associated with the initiation of these claims, and with the assistance of his Maori brothers in this House these matters have been carried through to a stage where I think the pakeha recognises that unless and until these old 
takés are put behind us with satisfaction to both 
pakeha and Maori, we cannot contemplate the future of the Maori and his progress with entire satisfaction. We cannot expect our Maori people to progress as each and every member of this House would desire them to progress until these troubles have been satisfactorily settled. Sir 
Maui Pomare’s efforts were not confined to his work among the Native race in New Zealand, but extended to their brothers of the Polynesian race in the Cook Islands and Samoa.”

          
The Hon. Sir 
Apirana Ngata (Minister of Native Affairs), said: “Reference has been made by the leader of the Opposition to Sir 
Maui Pomare’s work as a member of the Young Maori party. In that respect he should go down in the history of this country as one of its great pioneers. Perhaps no greater crisis arose in the history of the Maori race than confronted it at the beginning of the present century. We were confronted with the situation of a declining population—a people who had largely given up hope in many respects, and an attitude on the part of the older
            


            generation of scepticism towards the rising young generation who were being educated among the pakehas. I remember well that the late Sir 
Maui Pomare was one of a band of young men who made up their minds to attempt on a small scale to turn back the hand of time. He set out with a number of friends to penetrate some of the Maori villages, and to attempt to persuade the inhabitants to introduce in the villages the laws of pakeha hygiene. It was then that he made up his mind to study medicine and to take up work as a health officer. We know how successful he was in that. With the assistance of some friends he went to America, simply because the opportunities did not offer in his own country, and he came back to find that opportunity was here awaiting him to begin work as a pioneer, and he, as a prominent member of what was then called the Te Aute Students’ Association, took up the question of sanitation. Others specialized in regard to land matters; others took up the resuscitation of the arts and crafts; others took up religious revival, and BO on. But as notable as any other member of that small band, 
Maui Pomare—during his life as Health Officer, during his work as the tribal representative of the Taranaki and Otaki Tribes, during his career as a member of Parliament and as a Minister of the Crown—never lost the inspiration that he had when he was at Te Aute College at the end of last century. He should rank among the great men of this Dominion. We are too near to his time yet to be able to assess properly the many characteristics which should entitle him to be called great. Perhaps from a Maori standpoint what made his friends admire him so greatly was the manner in which he held together the many and diverse tribes that composed his electorate. Anybody who knows the divisions of the Maori tribes from Tamaki, south of Auckland, down to Wellington, from Taranaki across to Tauranga, will know that there are about eleven main tribes in that territory, with divers descents, history, and interests. They arrived in this country in different canoes, and necessarily introduced hereditary difficulties and differences—political and religious differences. No man succeeded better than he did in holding together these many and diverse tribes and making them turn their faces forward to follow him in his attempts to bring about progress and reform. He came of fighting tribes—the Ngati-Mutunga and Te Atiawa tribes, which inhabited the coast between the King Country and Taranaki. Those of us who have travelled up and down well know how rugged is the country about the White Cliffs. Just north of the White Cliffs was Te Kawau Pa, occupied by the Ngati-Tama tribe, of which 
Maui Pomare was a member. There were two brothers, Tupoki and Raparapa, chiefs of the pa a century ago—two warriors famed in Taranaki song and story. No party from Taranaki could enter the King Country unless it passed Te Kawau Pa, and unless it had the
            


            goodwill of the two brothers, and no party from the King Country could pass southwards into the terraced country of the Taranaki coast unless it had the goodwill of Te Kawau Pa, or beat its inhabitants in warfare. It is of that blood that the late Sir 
Maui Pomare was descended. I cannot conclude my contribution to the tributes that are being paid to his memory this afternoon without quoting these few lines from a poem composed by members of his own tribe:—

          

            
Ka whati i reira te puhi o taku waka;


            
He tumu herenga waka no runga, no raro,


            
No 
Te Rauparaha;


            
Tahurihuri ana te papa ki Rarotaka.
          

          
In English they read,—

          

            
Then was the plume of my canoe broken;


            
The anchorage of the fleets from north and south,


            
And of 
Te Rauparaha;


            
The rock at Rarotaka is overturned.
          

          
I join with those who have already spoken in extending the. deepest sympathy to Lady Pomare and to the members of her family,”

          
Mr. Makitanara (Southern Maori District), said: “I have a feeling of respect in connection with the death of one who, ever since he was promoted to the position of member of this House, has proved himself to be a Maori and always a Maori, and has taken up the cause of the Maoris. We are now, according to the Maori point of view of death, in the hands of the goddess of death, that is Hinenuitepo. The Maori in making a speech at the time of death, refers thus: ‘A thrust of a spear can be parried, but the thrust of death cannot be parried.’ We are faced with that position to-day. We have lost one whose passing is mourned by both Islands—yea, by three—by those across at Chatham Islands, by all those who looked upon Sir Maui as the champion for the Maori people. I did not have the privilege of being associated with him as a politician in this House in all the questions dealt with affecting our people; but I have read of, and have studied his work for the Maori people, and I am fully in accord with the statements that have been made by honourable members. It is needless for me to repeat them. I can only add in conclusion, and on behalf of the Maori people of the South Island, that our aroha goes forth to his widow and his family. They are now in the hands of the goddess of death. The tribute of respect that all Maoris pay to one they honour on his departure from this world is, ‘
Haere ki te Po, haere ki te Reinga, haere ki te Kainga.’ That is my final offering of sympathy on behalf of the people of the South Island to the late 
Maui Pomare.”

          


          
The motion was carried and the House adjourned till the following day.

          
On the same date similar eulogies were uttered in the Legislative Council. The Hon. Sir 
Thomas Sidey (Leader of the Council), moved: “That this Council records its sense of the distinguished services rendered to New Zealand by the late Hon. Sir 
Maui Pomare, K.B.E., C.M.G., a member of the House of Representatives, and for many years a Minister of the Crown, and respectfully tenders to his widow and family an assurance of its sympathy with them in their bereavement.” The speaker gave a summary of Sir Maui’s career, and continued: “Sir Maui was an attractive personality and a man of a very generous and genial nature. Very dear to his heart were the Maori people, and also those of the other branches of the Polynesian race, and he was proud of his ancestry. It was not only in relation to the administration of Maori and Polynesian affairs that his work was characterised by ability. He was also a capable administrator in regard to European affairs. He held the portfolio of Health for some three years, and discharged his duties with marked ability. One illustration of his activities in that Department has failed to receive notice in the published references to his death. Honourable members will have noticed the prominence lately given to the subject of maternal mortality. The Hon. Sir 
Maui Pomare was one of the first to recognise that something should be done to lessen the maternal-mortality rate in this country, and during his administration of the Health Department he authorised the establishment of a hospital which was specially designed for a short course of intensive training of all the maternity nurses and midwives then practising throughout New Zealand. He was also, as is well known, a warm supporter of the Plunket Society. He was a keen debater, quick in retort, and had in a large measure one of the characteristics of his race, the gift of imaginative rhetoric, which made his speeches bright and interesting and, indeed, sometimes very entertaining. I can recall speeches in the other House in relation to his work in the Cook Islands which were extremely interesting, where he gave an outline of the work being done in the way of cultivation of fruits and experiments conducted with a view to producing new varieties. Although we were on opposite sides of the House, Sir 
Maui Pomare and myself were always on exceptionally good terms, and I was an occasional visitor at his house. He had, as honourable members know, a long illness, which he bore with great fortitude. I saw him about three months ago, and he was then very bright and cheerful and keenly interested in current events. He was watching the political situation, and was specially interested, of course, in anything connected with the Native people and the Samoans. I can only add that his home was a very happy one, and most
            


            hospitable, presided over by Lady Pomare, a charming personality, who took a great interest in her husband’s work. I move the motion, and tender to Lady Pomare and the family my deep sympathy with them in their great bereavement.”

          
The Right Hon. Sir Francis Bell said: “Sir 
Maui Pomare was proud of his race, and those who knew him and remember him as all members of Parliament do, understand perhaps better than others why it is that there is equality between the two races in this country. During the sixteen years that he served in one capacity or another as a member of the Executive Council I was by his side, and learnt to know the quality of the man. He struggled manfully against the lack of diligence and persistence which is a characteristic of his race; and he succeeded, though he was always quicker at arriving at a conclusion than most, and free therefore from the burden of constant labour in study of the questions to be decided. Those other characteristics that he inherited of the manner and habit of his race—perfect courtesy, loyalty, and good companionship—he never failed in exhibiting. Sir, there is not one man who has been in these buildings with him who does not remember his cheery, bright and happy way of life. He brought that into the Cabinet Room, and relieved, as I remember well, the dullness of Ministerial labours; and he had in the service he rendered to his race their full recognition. By overwhelming majorities they returned him to Parliament, without failure on any occasion, from the day that he first sought the suffrage of his constituency. The leader of the Council has spoken of his generosity, a marked quality, and again a quality that he shared with the majority of his people; and I fear that it may be too true that that generous habit has prevented him from leaving those whom he loved a sufficient competence. May I not appeal to the Government to remember that and the long service of Sir 
Maui Pomare when it is called upon to deal, as Government always deals, with the claims of the widow and family of a member of Parliament, and especially of members who have served as Ministers of the Crown? I desire to add a word from his colleagues, of whom I was one. It is true to say that no man is more lamented to-day by those who were his colleagues than my old friend who has gone. He was perfect in the relations which exist between those who serve as Ministers of the Crown. I think the confidence was never broken. The part taken in the business of the nation by him was not small, since a part of the Government of this country is dealing with the affairs of the Native race. But not only in that part of our functions, but in the general affairs of the country it is true to say that the opinions of Dr. Pomare—as he was then—were sought and considered by his colleagues. It was probably not of our public life together that memories were revived when the shock came
            


            of the news of his death. Those of us who saw him before he left on this journey in search of health, wasted from his former splendid powerful figure, but still full of life and vigour of mind, hardly realised that the end could be so near. We spoke of him by affectionate nicknames, lived with him on the terms of intimate friendship, and, with every member of Parliament, are sincerely grieved—more perhaps than others—that we will not see him again. All our sympathy—I feel I speak for the Council—goes out to the charming lady, herself a distinguished member of his race, who went with him in the hope of saving his life, and is now widowed in a foreign land sorrowing over his death. And to his family, too, all our sympathy goes out. And little consolation as it must be in such a loss, such a sorrow, we may hope that the public tribute this Council passes to his memory may be in some sense a mitigation of both sorrow and love.”

          
The Hon. Mr. Garland said: “On such an occasion as we are faced with to-day it is perhaps right that those of us who knew our departed friend long and well should give expression to our esteem for him and our affection for his memory. I knew him from his early days, and then lost sight of him while he was securing his diploma in America. 
Maui Pomare then came back to New Zealand, and I ran across him immediately after he was appointed officer in charge of Public Health in the northern part of New Zealand. I watched that man’s career with pleasure, and I cannot express my admiration of his character in better words than have fallen from Sir Francis Bell. There was that geniality and that strong affection which the man inherited and carried with him. One realised in his presence that there was in his being a joy of life and living. I have known the Maori race for sixty years, and I know something of their habits; and I think it is right that I should say here and now that in my judgment Sir 
Maui Pomare was one of three men—and perhaps he was the greatest of the three—who did more for the Maori race than for any other three men I have known. Those three men were Sir 
Maui Pomare, Dr. Buck, and Sir 
Apirana Ngata. They worked hand in hand for the benefit of their people. Sir Maui will long be remembered with gratitude for those things which he was able to teach his own countrymen. In his capacity as a citizen of this country and as a man going in and out amongst us from day to day, we were compelled to admire the manly character of Sir Maui and his joy of life. When I saw him last I was afraid that the day was not far off when we should have to express our sorrow at his passing and our sympathy with those who have been left behind to mourn the loss of a good husband and a devoted parent. As I walked away from him, having had a pleasant chat, which on the part of Sir Maui was full of life and interest in the things that were going on, I could not help calling to mind these words:

          


          

            
Thou’rt passing hence, my brother!


            
O my earliest friend, farewell!


            
Thou’rt leaving me, without thy voice.


            
In a lonely home to dwell;


            
And from the hills, and from the hearth,


            
And from the household tree,


            
With thee departs the lingering mirth,


            
The brightness goes with thee.


            
But thou, my friend, my brother!


            
Thou’rt speeding to the shore


            
Where the dirgelike tone of parting words


            
Shall smite the soul no more!


            
And thou wilt see our holy dead,


            
The lost on earth and main:


            
Into the sheaf of kindred hearts


            
Thou wilt be bound again!
          

          
So, Sir, we have with deep regret and true sorrow in our minds to express to the members of the bereaved family our warmest sympathy with them, and our affection for the man whom we all loved, and whose memory we at this time seek to honour.”

          
The motion was carried and the Council adjourned.
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Samoa’s Sorrow


            Farewell to the Chief

          
THE following eloquent passage of lamentation and praise is from the “New Zealand Samoa Guardian”:—“During his record term of office as Minister of Native Affairs, Sir 
Maui Pomare had every opportunity to acquire wealth and ease had he chosen to consider riches above service, but, like Sir 
James Carroll before him, he died a poor man so far as this world’s goods go, but rich to overflowing in the esteem and love of his people. Whilst Sir Maui was proud of the last remaining independent Polynesian Government of Tonga and felt confident that Samoa’s future can only be assured by the restoration of the autonomy of Samoa, he realised the predominance of the 
pakehas in New Zealand and that the advancement of the Maoris was therefore only possible by adhering to the methods of the white-man government while preserving as much as possible the culture and traditions of the Maori people. 
Pakeha and Maori alike must pay tribute to the great work of Sir 
Maui Pomare for the restoration of the titles to the Maoris of their confiscated land, and the many other rights and privileges of the Maoris guaranteed by the Treaty of Waitangi which have been encroached on, and no New Zealand Government has ever observed or would have observed but for the persistent vigilance of men like the late Maori patriot, Sir 
Maui Pomare.

          
“Yes! Indeed, one of the greatest 
totara trees on one of the highest mountains of Maoriland fell on the death of Sir 
Maui Pomare, so also did a prince and a great man fall in Polynesia. Sir 
Maui Pomare is dead. Long live his line and his like. So say the Samoans.

          
“All of the race have reason to thank Lady Pomare and pray not only that she shall long live to fill the position which her husband has vacated in the hearts of his and her people, but also to guide her children so that the Polynesian proverb shall come true: ‘In the hearth where the warrior has fallen another warrior shall arise.’

          
“When he left Wellington but a brief month ago he carried as a treasured possession a Bible in the Samoan language presented by an Auckland friend from Samoa. He wrote 
en voyage to say how he was reading it more than any other book offering, and looked forward to returning to help poor Samoa in her hour of dire need. His voice is now silent; but what he has said he has said, and his passionate eloquence still rings and vibrates in the hearts of those who do not yet despair that some day truth and justice will prevail over ignorance and blind prejudice. Pomare is a sad loss to the cause of Samoa, but, as he would say with that lovely smile of his: ‘
Manuia le mau.’”
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The Last Scene


            The Home-Bringing of the Ashes


            Farewell and Burial Scene at Waitara

          
ON the 30th. August, 1930, the ashes of the late Sir 
Maui Pomare whose body was cremated in California, were interred at 
Manu-korihi Pa above the right bank of the Waitara River, in the sight of thousands of the Maori and 
pakeha peoples, and amidst scenes of poignant sorrow. The following descriptions of the ceremonials are from the excellent accounts given in the two New Plymouth newspapers, the “Daily News” and the “Taranaki Herald”:

          
The ashes of Sir 
Maui Pomare were received at Waitara yesterday (August 29th) by his kinsmen, and borne with honour and lamentation to the courtyard of Manukorihi Pa, above the river, to the accompaniment of traditional Maori ceremony in keeping with the occasion.

          
Like a pall enshrouding the populace, a misty rain fell upon the arrival of the funeral train, and continued for most of the day. The proceedings, nevertheless, lost none of their dignity and impressiveness. The old and the new were thrown into the sharpest relief. 
Tangis of such wide interest, following the death of a Maori of such note who was reared in the old school, are destined in future to be few indeed. A native of the Taranaki West Coast, born in the midst of old Maori tradition and philosophy, rose to greatness in European and Maori eyes in backgrounds far removed from his boyhood haunts. Sir Maui introduced progressive reforms to meet the transitional crisis of his people, and his work is done. His last remains were received by representatives of all classes of the two races, gathered from all parts of New Zealand and the Chatham Islands.

          
The arrival of the ashes was greeted in the early morning by a large throng at the station, silent, except for subdued sobbing and wailing. Thousands lined the main street as the cortege moved in the rain across the river towards the 
pa, where thousands of Maoris and 
pakehas lined the hill, like ghosts against the skyline. All the deep mixed feelings intensified by the weeks of preparation, seemed to be imparted as 100 Maori women greeted the entry of the cortege to the courtyard. Bedecked with greenery and beckoning with green branches, dancing, and uttering wailing chants, the women slowly preceded the casket as it was borne forward. Amongst the thousands massed on all sides, Lady Pomare appearing worn with grief, and accompanied by her family and relatives, followed, while also amongst the visitors by the special train were twenty-one members of Parliament.

          


          
A flaxen mat was laid on the ground, and on this the family of the late Sir Maui took up their seats—Lady Pomare, Miss Ana Pomare, Te Naera Pomare and Te Ra Pomare.

          
The wailing of the 
wahines and the 
tamahines had been rather in the nature of a welcome of the remains of the late chief back to their birthplace than a lament at his passing. For the remainder of the morning prominent members of the Native race, particularly Taranaki Maoris, advanced into the 
marae and with impassioned speech and eloquent gesture spoke of their late chief.

          
First on to the 
marae came Nohomairangi 
Te Whiti, son of the famous prophet of Parihaka. He greeted Sir 
Apirana Ngata and the Parliamentary party, and expressed gratification for the sympathy shown at the death of Sir Maui. Forceful and eloquent addresses were intermingled with chanting and prayer to the spirit of the dead man, in relation to its journey to the other world. Following Noho 
Te Whiti came Kaha Ho-moro, nephew of the famous 
Wiremu Kingi, also of the Atiawa tribe, Manaia (Hawera) and Pouwhare-Umu (Okaiawa), of the Ngati-Ruanui tribe, the last-named the son of the famous fighting chief Toi, Titoko-waru’s battle leader. He gave a most vigorous address. Then came Kingi Topia, of Whanganui, Tonga Awhikau, of the Ngati-Ruanui, Takarangi 
Mete Kingi of Whanganui, Kakakura Parata of Waikanae, and 
Kupe, of the Taranaki Maoris.

          
The Rt. Hon. 
J. G. Coates, Leader of the Opposition, said: “I am sorry for the cause that brings us to your courtyard; to the courtyard of the ancestors of a man who stands in high respect among the Maoris from the North Cape to the Bluff. Few men have done more than the late Sir 
Maui Pomare to bring about that sympathetic understanding as between pakeha and Maori. Few men have done more to stay the surge and feeling of discontent and distrust, and smooth out the future way of trust for Maori and 
pakeha. To-day it is more in a personal regard for his memory, a tribute to the man himself, and the affection that the 
pakeha feels for a lost friend, that you see with us to-day the members of Parliament, members of his own party”—and Mr. Coates named the numerous Ministers and members of Parliament present.

          
“Surely this is a tribute not so much to the political worth of our departed brother, but to the high personal regard in which he was held,” continued Mr. Coates. “Sir 
Apirana Ngata has in his usual courteous manner effaced himself in order that the political friends of Sir 
Maui Pomare may be heard. I would like you to know and him to feel that to his thoughtfulness and his arrangements that we are able to be here to-day
            


            to pay tribute to the memory of Sir Maui. We are grateful for his kindness, his thoughtfulness and his work on our behalf.

          
“May I mention and remind you that Sir Maui’s work was not confined entirely to the thought of the Maori people; but he had that happy gift by which he could work without favour but wholeheartedly for the whole nation. His work for the health of the Maoris and on behalf of the lepers, not only in this country, but as father of the Cook Islands, his work for Samoans in getting old grievances cleared up, and his work for the 
pakeha in hospital are well known to each and all of us. And to-day we realise that there is a heavy burden to take up. We can all realise and I am sure we all feel that Taranaki realises the loss it has suffered. Surely one of the props of the tent has been struck from under. When I remind you of the West Coast lands, I remind you of how near is the work of the departed friend.

          
“Through all his work and his troubles he has had with him a lady who has been ever ready to sacrifice her own pleasure and health, and always rendered help and succoured him in timés of stress. To-day I am sure I voice the feelings of everyone when I express gratitude that Lady Pomare should return with the remains, and to her we extend our sympathy.

          
“Personally, I feel the loss of a brother; one with whom during 20 years of work I was intimately associated. For some years since and during the war the Native Department in Parliament was welded together, its first consideration being towards the Empire, then the Maori people, thinking out the best way of serving the race. We have with us to-day two men who took a prominent part in Parliament in that great work—Sir 
Apirana Ngata and Mr. Tau Henare. Let us hope that the work they began and that Sir 
Maui Pomare had such a great part in initiating will continue; and that the Maori people will take their proper place among the people of our nation.”

          
“I am here to-day not only as a Minister of the Crown and representative of the Government, not only as the representative of this district in Parliament, but as a friend of Sir Maui, to mourn with you the loss of your member, chief and great statesman,” said the Hon. S. G. Smith, Minister of Labour. Although he had sat on the opposite side of the House to Sir Maui, it had always been his desire to help him and the Maori people. He joined with Mr. Coates in all he had said in tribute to the great man whose loss they were mourning. Mr. Coates had told them what Sir Maui had done for his people, and it was for them to see that they stuck together, to see that the great work he had started would not end till final success came
            


            to the people of the district. 
Pakeha and Maori were as one in offering to Lady Pomare and the members of her family their heartfelt sympathy.”

          
As a member of the Native Department and a staunch friend of Sir Maui, Judge Jones, of the Native Land Court, added his sympathy. “This gathering shows,” he said, “that there could be no more fitting place than Waitara for it to be held. We of the 
pakehas do not forget that here, in this very 
pa, years ago, was cemented that peace that has been kept ever since. In June, 1878, 
Rewi Maniapoto met Governor Grey here and said, ‘We will take our hands off your heads if you take your hands off our heads,’ and peace has reigned ever since. Governor Grey thereupon said that he had such faith in the Maoris that if England had an enemy tomorrow, he would not hesitate to take a Maori army to fight for her. No one then dreamt that England would want their help; but the time came when the Governor’s words came true and England called for Maori regiments. A member of one (Captain Pitt, Gisborne) is standing beside me (interpreting). Maori boys and our boys went together through the valley of the shadow of death in defence of the Empire. Their blood was spilt on the same fields, and now they are living together in peace because of that. Now that is gone and past, and we come to mourn the death of Sir 
Maui Pomare. We can say to his spirit ‘Go to your ancestors, and tell them that what you have said in the past has come true.’ “

          
The Chief Tauvao of Samoa, accompanied by Viopapa and Pilopo, daughters of Taisi (Hon. 
O. F. Nelson), was present at the obsequies, and presented a Samoan fine mat as a parting tribute.

          
Tauvao delivered in the Samoan tongue a panegyric and address to the departed native statesman, a translation of which is as follows:—

          
“Reverence to Heaven. Tulou! Respects to the drifting of the clouds of Heaven. Tulou! Regards to the scattering of the titles. Tulou!

          
“Is it not a fact that a prince has fallen this day in Aotearoa? Pomare has passed away. Galumalemana has left his people. Tulou!

          
“Pomare, you have left us, but on whom shall Samoa lean? Who shall be the fortress for our little country? You have been the main pillar of our faith. This, notwithstanding, ‘where one warrior has fallen, may another warrior arise.’ May the best of health attend your descendants. Far removed be illness from Lady Pomare.

          
“We have come with an 
ie-toga (fine mat) as a parting token of the bond which existed between Taisi and Pomare. The genealogy of this mat is as follows:—

          


          
“This mat was one of the principal mats in the 
langi (burial ceremony) of Tamasese, the father of the late Tamasese Lealofi and the present Tamasese. On that occasion this mat was presented to Mr. Williams, the then Deputy-Administrator of Savaii. From Mr. Williams the mat passed to Petia Le-Savaiinaea (Mr, P. 
A. Jensen). It has now been released to be presented this day as the 
mavaenga (parting gift) between Taisi and his dear friend Pomare.

          
“The soul is full of words, but it is difficult to express them because the ground on which we are is consecrated. Aotearoa is sacred. The 
arikis and 
rangatiras of Maori are assembled. No one may speak lightly.

          
“May God attend the ceremonies from this day until the termination of the tangi, when the ground has again been declared normal. Far removed may be illness and indisposition from the assembly. May your servant live.”

          
In the sunshine and calm of a perfect spring morning the ashes of Sir 
Maui Pomare were laid to rest at Manukorihi early on Saturday afternoon, August 30th. Taranaki never heard or witnessed a more beautiful ceremony. The Maori has a way all his own for wishing a soul God speed on its way to the mythical land of Hawaiki, and the earnestness, the simplicity and the beauty of it leave a 
pakeha mute.

          
Intricate and delightful 
poi dances, amazingly rhythmical and wonderfully executed, were given first by three groups comprising 
wahines of the Ngati-Maru tribe from the Urenui districts, Ngati-Ruanui, from the country surrounding Hawera, and the Atiawa from the home 
pa. Each dance was symbolical of grief and mourning in accordance with the custom of the ancient Maori. The 
wahines, barefooted and with faces painted with black, wore piupius, each of a different design, and were profusely garlanded over head and body with green leaves and small branches of greenery—symbol of mourning.

          
The Maori people brought floral tributes, unremitting sobbing expressing their anguish for the loss of a great man and friend. Wonderful 
korowai flax robes of all sorts and sizes were laid across the vault. There were gifts from Samoa, Rarotonga, Niue Island, Cook Islands and from every tribe of Maoris in the Dominion—testimony to the love of the people of the Pacific and New Zealand for Sir Maui, who had led them so wisely and well into the way of health and prosperity. Greenstone and 
taiaha descended into the vault with the preciously borne and beautiful casket, while high round the projecting walls of the vault were heaped floral emblems from friends from North Cape to the Bluff.

          
Canon K. Karaka led the service. Sentences were read by Archdeacon H. Raiti (Waikato) and a psalm was led by Archdeacon G. H. Gavin
            


            (Waitara), who spoke through the chanting interpretation of the combined Maori clergy. The lesson was read by the Rev. 
R. T. Haddon, or Tahupotiki.

          
The Rt. Hon. 
J. G. Coates addressed the gathering: “Chiefs and people of Taranaki,” he said, “chiefs and 
hapus from all over New Zealand; ladies and gentlemen, this is an occasion when we can express our last thoughts of and respects to a man held in high esteem and close affection, first for his service to his country, to the Maori people and to the 
pakeha. This is an occasion when I can remember the man himself—his courteous manner, his education, his force of character and his belief in Christianity which proves the stepping-stone to the highest ideal in human life.

          
“Those intimately acquainted with him remember his many acts of kindness; the many thoughts from the mind of a philosopher, derived from stimulating books he had read and University life. Further than that, knowing life and its pitfalls, he warned anyone to avoid them. Those in Taranaki understand that the mighty 
totara has fallen with a sound that will reach to every part of New Zealand. And it will reach further than that, for we know the respect paid and the attention given him when he visited America recently in the hope that the trip would help him back to health again. It is a sad day for all of us; a sad day that we would all like to have avoided. In his loss has gone the help of a stalwart—a man whose life was given to help the Maori and 
pakeha people. His name will live.

          
“I hope we will have the help of his wife in the future; she who stood by him royally in all adversity right to the end. I ask her assistance to smooth the path of difficulty and trouble away at any time it may impede the progress of the Maori people.

          
“We are laying to rest a great New Zealander whose name will live for ever. No member of the race has had such a tribute as our friend. It is fitting it should be so. I would like to express my thanks for the privilege given me, that in the courtyard of his ancestors I should be chosen to say a few words which but mildly express the feeling of grief of the people who are here to pay their last respects to this great New Zealander.”

          
“Of the burial ceremony,” said a Taranaki newspaper writer, “it can only be said that all of it was to the 
pakeha a marvellous education. The perfect rhythm of the 
poi dances and the infinite pain and pleasure in the laments was something more than even the most discerning 
pakeha can quite understand. He simply feels himself in the power of a tremendous force, of which those swaying bodies, that perfect rhythm, that unerring tone and pitch in the music were but a touch. Most of all the music.
            


            There was glad music in the 
poi dances, and sad music in the laments, but of all the music the loveliest was the rendering of the psalms and the chants in the actual church service. The utter sweetness of the girl’s solo, and the blending of the chorus, male and female, was something that the assembled 
pakeha will never forget. It was too beautiful for words, too deep for expression. It was the spirit of the Maori race in its grandest moment of supplication rising superior to mundane things.”

          
To the accompaniment of renewed wailing and a sad persistent monotone, Messrs. J. Manu, J. Bailey, Noho 
Te Whiti, and Hapi Love slowly bore the casket from the tent and placed it upon a beautiful mat in the centre of the 
marae. The people rose and stood bareheaded in silence. The Rev. Hadfield led on to the 
marae the Whanganui Maori Choir. The clergy, representative of the Church of England, the Methodist Church and the Salvation Army, ten in number, walked slowly round until facing the choir, with the casket between them. 
Wahines recommenced their sobbing and wailing, but this practically ceased when the Maori choir and clergy sang the opening hymn. The surpassing beauty of the harmonising of the men and women in the choir greatly impressed the hearers. The liquid vowels of the voluble Maori tongue lend themselves particularly well to this form of expression, and the bass cadences of the men mingled with the other sweeter notes to create a remarkable effect.

          
A low and sweet lament was sung by the choir and the clergy. The people turned to the vault. The casket was raised, and Sir 
Apirana Ngata, the Right Hon. 
J. G. Coates, Tau Henare, Mr. K. S. Williams, M.P. (Bay of Plenty), 
T. Makitanara, M.P. (Southern Maori), and Hapi Love accompanied it to the vault. Sad and weeping 
wahines rhythmically swinging their pois, the choir and other prominent and mourning officials followed, while the clergy turned off to the other side of the steps to the vault. Sobbing broke out in renewed volume, the older 
wahines shivering spasmodically from the intensity of their grief and perhaps also from sheer exhaustion. Following the reading of further sentences by the Rev. Hikairo, the Rev. Hadfield, as priest of the home parish, descended the steps to the door of the vault and officiated for the actual committal of the casket.

          
Owing to the circumstances the phraseology was in some places altered a little as was evident from the first solemn words, “We commit his ashes to their resting place,” as spoken in the Maori tongue by the Rev. Hadfield. The closing prayers were delivered by Canon W. Williams, in Maori.
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Lament for Sir 
Maui Pomare

          
As sung by a member of the Whanganui Maori Party, August, 1930.

          
(Translated by Hare Hongi)

          

            
Haere ra, Pomare.


            
Haere ki te Po;


            
Tenei te tangi nei,


            
I nuku o te whenua;


            
Moou kua wehe nei,


            
Ki tera wa mamao.


            
Tirotiro kau ana—


            
Keiwhea ra te hoa?


            
E ngaro nei, Pomare.
          

          

            
Kua mutt te mamae


            
O te tinana;


            
Waiho ki muri nei;


            
Te ngakau koingo,


            
Maringi a-roimata;


            
Me kite wairua,


            
Ki ou haerenga;


            
Ano te mihinga,


            
Kia hoki mai a koe;


            
Haere ra, Pomare.
          

          

            
Fare thee well, Pomare.


            
To death’s darkness pass away


            
Here we sadly mourn for thee,


            
From this, our native land;


            
We mourn, bereft of thee,


            
To yonder distant bourne;


            
And vainly seek thy form—


            
Ah, where is now our friend?


            
Thou’rt lost to us, Pomare!
          

          

            
From all thy pains relieved,


            
For those are left with us;


            
The anguish of the heart,


            
Bedewed with falling tears;


            
But to see thy spirit,


            
On thy earthly journeyings!


            
But to sigh and sigh again,


            
That thou may’st return again!


            
A long farewell, Pomare.
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Pomare’s Farewell


            (Dictated by Sir 
Maui Pomare shortly before leaving New Zealand for


            California, May, 1930.)

          
“I have rubbed noses with the lip- and chin-tattooed women of my race, I have kissed the painted face of the modern flapper. I have seen the flickering stone oil lamp of the Maori superseded by the tallow candle of the pakeha, and that, too, in its turn flashed out of existence by the harnessed powers of the mighty rivers—the electric light. I have heard the rhythmic paddling of the Maori war-canoe drowned by the throbbing and the “phutting” of the modern speed boat. I have seen the wings of the ancient pakau (kite) droop in salutation to the “Byrd-men” of the twentieth century. I have spoken and listened to voices through the air. So when I wend my way to that mythical realm of Irihia I can say that I have seen and heard wondrous things, and close my eyes in deep content.”
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Father and Son


            Farewell to Te Naera Pomare

          
THE remains of his eldest son joined those of Sir 
Maui Pomare just a year after the bringing of the ashes to the ancestral soil at Waitara. The sad death of Te Naera Pomare occurred accidentally while on an feeling expedition at the Manawatu.

          
Again was Manukorihi Pa the scene of a poignant service, when the ashes of Pomare’s son was placed beside those of his noble sire, amid most affecting scenes of grief and sadness which moved the sorrowing throng assembled to pay its last tribute to the dead.

          
The beautiful yet simple ceremony was fittingly closed by an inspiring and soul-stirring tribute from Rakaherea Pomare, the younger brother, who voiced the family’s broken farewell to their beloved dead. Speaking in English, but thinking in Maori, he said:—

          
“We are gathered together on this courtyard to praise God and honour the dead. In all things be honest, more so to the dead than the living, because the living have somebody to stick up for them but the dead have not. To-day is the anniversary of the passing of our father and the day of the burial of his son—my brother. Many are the canoes tied by cords of love at this courtyard of our illustrious forebears. Many are those who, owing to circumstances which we understand, although not with us in person, are with us in thought and spirit. Their tears mingle and flow with ours.

          
“A noble brother and son has gone, and those who had been associated with him, both 
pakeha and Maori, will revere his memory and mourn with us his loss. His ashes, borne on a canoe of flowers made by the loving hands of 
pakeha friends who appreciated his Maori thoughts and ideas, have floated up to be alongside the ashes of his father as long as they might remain here—a great emblem of the cementing and unity which should and does exist between the two peoples. Come, therefore, and see the fallen leaf whose bloom hath fled. Come upon the wings of love. Bring our common grief and let us weep together.

          
“Man holds the strings of life but a moment; then the bird returns to the great forest of Tane. My brother has taken his stand at the stern of Fate’s canoe, and has set its prow for mystic Hawaiki, on whose shores he
            


            will meet his father and rest in peace. Meanwhile, the waves whisper sadness as they break on the shores of his homeland, the West Coast of this island. He has gone to join his youthful companions along the grass-less path o’er which man never returns.

          
“What matters if the roof, the side walls and the reeds of a house be strong when the centre pole is levelled to the ground? The house will collapse, and we are bereft of our shelter. A mighty 
totara of the forest has fallen and the sapling which was growing up to take its place has now been torn away.

          
“It was my father’s wish that he should be cremated, and following in his footsteps my brother’s wish was that he, too, should be cremated. Time alone will tell whether they are right or wrong.

          
“It is true our precious jewels have been lost to us, but God, the Great Creator, has found them. Therein lies our strengthening—our comforting consolation. Yet how often in my longing for them will I wonder why man was made so imperfect that he needs must die. However, their deeds will live, and will in the future be for me as a guiding star in the night sky of memory.”

          
Turning to the vault, Rakaherea Pomare addressed his father: “O father, wise councillor, mediator between 
pakeha and Maori, greet thy son in the supernal realms of Io.”

          
Facing the casket he went on, addressing his brother: “Te Naera, my dearest brother, guide and companion; farewell! a long farewell!”

          
In a pathetic and generous tribute in the “New Zealand Samoa Guardian,” Mr. 
O. F. Nelson wrote:

          
“Samoa weeps with Lady Pomare and her children in their loss, and shares their grief. The love and friendship which Sir 
Maui Pomare bore to Samoa, even in his last sad journey across the Pacific to his death, will ever live in the hearts of the Samoan people. This beautiful tribute to the revered dead from the younger son will find an echoing sympathy in Samoa, where they will pray that a son so gifted and inspired may one day also be chosen to represent the people so ably and eloquently guarded by the life work of his dead but ever-remembered father. Peace to their ashes.”
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Historic Manukorihi

          
THE beautiful spot where the ashes of the late Sir 
Maui Pomare am? his son rest is sacred also to the memory of that other patriot of the race, the chief 
Wiremu Kingi te Rangitaake. This place, the site of the ancient 
pa Manukorihi, is a long level-topped hill above the Waitara River. A modern Maori village, the headquarters of the North Taranaki tribe Te Atiawa, occupies a part of the olden fortified hill overlooking the lower part of the river and Waitara town. Manukorihi is a tuneful and meaningful name to the Maori ear; it means the chorus of the birds, a reference to the time when the descendants of the Polynesian voyagers settled here and cleared a space for their homes and cultivations in the midst of the bird-teeming forest.

          
Manukorihi for several centuries was the great fortress village that kept the north bank of the Waitara. It was of large extent; the outer lines of defence made a circumvallation of several miles, and on the high central part was the 
tihi, or citadel. The Waitara River formed the boundary and part of the defence on one side, and above the river were successive lines of scarp and trench which are well marked to-day. In the early ’forties Mr. Octavius Carrington, the first surveyor of the New Plymouth settlement, made a survey of the 
pa, which was not then occupied, and his plan remains to-day as probably the most complete and beautifully finished map of a Maori fortification ever made. A little over a century ago the place was abandoned by the Ngati-Awa, because of the continued war raids of the Waikato tribes, who gave the Taranaki people no rest and in the end almost depopulated the coast. The last people to occupy the place before the evacuation were 
Wiremu Kingi and his followers. Wiremu bade farewell to his birthplace about the year 1826, when he and his 
hapus migrated to the Wellington coast to join 
Te Rauparaha. The Ngati-Mutunga tribe—to which Sir 
Maui Pomare belonged—and Ngati-Tama and related 
hapus remained the lords of the country north of the Waitara, and their kinsmen of Ngati-Maniapoto and Waikato had some cultivations in Manukorihi after the original owners left. The return a score of years later of 
Wiremu Kingi and his people from their homes at Waikanae, opposite Kapiti Island, and their occupancy of the south side of the Waitara River mouth, opposite Manukorihi, greatly annoyed Governor Grey and the New Plymouth settlers, for it quite upset the scheme to farm those desirable lands, and the wars that followed make an unhappy series of chapters in New Zealand history.
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A Chant of Praise for Pomare

          
THIS song (
pao) was composed and chanted by the people of Manu- korihi (Waitara) in 1928. It was given as an accompaniment to the joyful 
poi dance, in token of pleasure at the news from Wellington that a Royal Cómmission had been set up by the Government to investigate the long-standing Maori grievances in connection with the confiscation of land after the wars of the Sixties. Sir 
Maui Pomare was chiefly instrumental in the appointment of this body, and his labours which were crowned by this measure of justice to the native tribes earned the gratitude of the people. It expressed intense satisfaction that at last the causes of the 
muru-whenua and the 
raupatu, the confiscation and the conquest, were now to be enquired into. The grievances affected not only Taranaki but Waikato, Tauranga, and other districts, the causes, the Maoris explained, of the patriotic prophesyings of 
Te Whiti and Tohu; of the mission of King Tawhiao to England, to lay his complaint before Queen Victoria; of the far journeying also of Tupu Taingakawa to London, with Rata Mahuta, the old Maori king’s grandson. This is the jubilant 
pao of Taranaki:

          

            
Na Pomare te waea i patu mai ki te iwi;


            
Kua oti te Muru me te Raupatu; e—.
          

          

            
E Whiti, mai i te Po, whakarongo ake ra;


            
Kua rite nga tongi mo Waitara; e—.
          

          

            
E Te Rata, i Waikato, whakarongo mai ra;


            
Kua oti te Muru me te Raupatau; e—.
          

          

            
Tupu Taingakawa, whakarongo mai ra;


            
Kua whakawakia a Waitara; e—–.
          

          

            
E Ngai-te-Rangi ma, hoe-tahi mai ra;


            
Kia whiti tatou ki te oranga; e—.
          

          

            
E nga iwi o te mamae, koakoa ai ra;


            
Kua puta tatou ki te oranga; e—.
          

          

            
Nga tongi onamata, kei runga i a Pomare;


            
I oti ai nga take o Muru-Raupatu; e—.
          

          


          

            
Nga whakawhetai nui ki a koe, e Pomare;


            
I te mea kua tu te pakanga mo Waitara; e—.
          

          

            
Ka poipoia koe e o iwi, e Pomare;


            
I te mea kua whakawakia a Waitara; e—.
          

          

            
He rau mano putiputi, ko koe ra, e Pomare;


            
Patu ana te kakara, te iwi nui; o-o-i.
          

          
[
Translation by Hare Hongi.]

          

            
From Pomare has come the joy-giving telegram;


            
Plunder and confiscation are to be ended.
          

          

            
O 
Te Whiti, hearken in the darkness of death;


            
The wounds of Waitara are at last to be healed.
          

          

            
O King Rata, of Waikato, hearken, take heed;


            
Plunder and confiscation are to be ended.
          

          

            
O Tupu Taingakawa, hearken, hearken;


            
The wrongs of Waitara are to be adjudged upon.
          

          

            
O Ngai-te-Rangi of Tauranga, join us with your canoes:


            
Together we will paddle across to the land-of-life.
          

          

            
O ye who have been wounded, join us in acclamation;


            
We have emerged to these life-giving joys.
          

          

            
The scars of yore Pomare has borne,


            
Plunder and confiscation must end.
          

          

            
All great praise be unto thee, O Pomare,


            
For thus having righted the wrongs of Waitara.
          

          

            
Thou, Pomare, shalt be exalted by thy people,


            
For securing the adjustment of Waitara’s woes.
          

          

            
Thou, Pomare, art as a garland of choicest flowers,


            
Whose fragrant perfume is being wafted over thy glad people.
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