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PREFACE.

To the English reader, and to most of those
who have arrived in New Zealand within
the last thirty years, it may be necessary
to state that the descriptions of Maori life
and manners of past times found in these
sketehes  owe nothing to fiction.  The dif-
ferent scenes and incidents are given exactly
as  they occurred, and all the persons

deseribed are real persons.

Contact with the British settlers has of

late years effected a marked and rapid



viil PREFACE.

change in the manners and mode of life
of the natives, and the Maori of the present
day are as unlike what they were when I
first saw them as they are still unlike a

civilised people or British subjects.

The writer has therefore thought it
might be worth while to place a few
sketches of old Maori life on record before
the remembrance of them has quite passed
away ; though in doing so he has by no
means exhausted an™ interesting subject,
and a more full and particular delineation
of old Maori life, manners, and history has

yet to be written.
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OLD NEW ZEALAND,.

CHAPTER 1.

INTRODUCTORY—FIRST VIEW OF NEW ZEALAND—TFIRST SIGHT
OF THE NATIVES, AND FIRST SENSATIONS EXPERIENCED
BY A MERE PAKEHA—A MAORL CIIEF'S NOTIONS OF
TRADING IN THE OLD TIMES—A DISSERTATION ON
‘COURAGE’—A FEW WORDS ON DRESS—THE CIIEF'S
SOLILOQUY—TIHE MAORI CRY OF WELCOME.

An! those good old times, when first I
came to New Zealand, we shall never sce
their like again.  Since then the world scems
to have gone wrong somechow. A dull sort
of world this now. The wvery sun does not
seem to me to shine as bright as it used.
Pigs and potatoes have degenerated; and
everything seems “flat, stale, and unprofit-
able” But those werc the times!—the
“good old times”—before Governors were

invented, and law, and justice, and all that.
B
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When every one ‘did as ‘he liked,—except
when his neighbours svould nct let him, (the
more shame for them,)—when there were no
taxes, or duties, or public works, or public
to require them. Who cared then whether
he owned a coat?—or believed in shoes or
stockings ? The men were bigger and stouter
in those days ; and the women,—ah ! Money
was useless and might go a begging. A
sovereign was of no use except to make a
hole in and hang it in a child’s ear. The
few I brought went that way, and I have
seen them swapped for shillings, which
were thought more becoming. What cared
I? A fish-hook was worth a dozen of them,
and I had lots of fish-hooks. Little did I
think in those days that I should ever see
here towns and villages, banks and insurance
offices, prime ministers and bishops; and hear
sermons preached, and see men hung, and all
the other plagues of civilization. I am a
melancholy man. I feel somehow as if I had
got older. I am no use in these dull times.
I mope about in solitary places, exclaiming
often, “Oh! where are those good old times ?’
and echo, or some young Maori whelp from
the Three Kings, answers from behind a
bush,—No , HEA.
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!

I shall not state the year in which I first
saw the mountains of New Zealand appear
above the sea; there 1s a false suspicion
getting about that I am growing old. This
must be looked down, so I will at present
avoid dates. I always held a theory that
time was of no account in New Zealand, and
I do believe I was right up to the time of the
arrival of the first Governor. The natives
hold this opinion still, especially those who
are in debt: so I will just say it was in the
good old times, long ago, that, from the deck
of a small trading schooner in which T had
taken my passage from somewhere, I first
cast eyes on Maoriland. Tt was Maori land
then ; but alas! what is it now ? Success to
you, O King of Waikato. May your mena
never be less I—long may you hold at bay the
demon of ecivilization, though fall at last*I
fear you must. Plutus with golden hoof is
trampling on your landmarks. He mocks
the war-song ; but should I see your fall, at
least one Pakeha Maori shall raise the tang: ;
and with flint and shell as of old shall the
women lament you.

Let me, however, leave these melancholy
thoughts for a time, forget the present, take
courage, and talk about the past. T have not

E1d 4
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got on shore yet ; a thing I must accomplish
as a necessary preliminary to looking about
me, and telling what I saw. I do not under-
stand the pakeha way of beginning a story in
the middle ; so to start fair, I must fairly get
on shore, which, I am surprised to find, was
easier to do than to describe.

The little schooner neared the land, and as
we came closer and closer, I began in a most
unaccountable manner to remember all the
tales 1 had ever heard of people being baked
in ovens, with cabbage and potato “fixins.”
I had before this had some considerable expe-
rience of ¢ savages,” but as they had no regu-
lar system of domestic cookery of the nature
I have hinted at, and being, as T was in those
days, a mere pakeha (a character I have since
learned to despise), I felt, to say the least,
rather curious as to the then existing demand
on shore for butchers’ meat.

The ship sailed on, and I went below
and loaded my pistols ; not that I expected
at all to conquer the country with them,
but somehow because I could not help it.
‘We soon came to anchor in a fine harbour
before the house of the very first settler
who had ever entered it, and to this time
he/was, the/only; one. . He had, however, a
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few Europeans in his employ; and there
was at some forty miles distance a sort of
nest of English, Irish, Scotch, Dutch, French,
and American, runaways from South Sea
whalers, with whom were also congregated
certain other individuals of the pakeha race,
whose manner of arrival in the country was
not clearly accounted for, and to enquire
into which was, as T found afterwards, con-
sidered extremely impolite, and a great breach
of bienséance. They lived in a half savage
state, or to speak correctly, in a savage
and-a-half state, being greater savages by
far than the natives themselves.

I must, however, turn back a little, for
I perceive T am not on shore yet.

The anchoring of a vessel of any size, large
or small, in a port of New Zecaland, in those
days, was an event of no small importance ;
and, accordingly, from the deck we could
sce the shore crowded by several hundreds
of natives, all in a great state of excitement,
shouting and running about, many with spears
and clubs in their hands, and altogether look-
ing to the inexperienced new-comer very
much as if they were speculating on an
immediate change of diet. T must say these
at least wever my; impressions; on, seeingthe
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mass of shouting, gesticulating, tattooed fel-
lows, who were exhibiting before us, and who
all seemed to be mad with excitement of
some sort or other. Shortly after we came
to anchor, a boat came off, in which was
Mr. —, the settler I have mentioned, and
also the principal chief of the tribe of
natives inhabiting this part of the country.
Mr. — gave me a hearty welcome to New
Zealand, and also an invitation to his house,
telling me I was welcome to make it my home
for any unlimited time, till I had one of
my own. The chief also,—having made some
enquiries first of the captain of the schooner,
such as whether I was a rangatira, if 1
had plenty of taonga (goods) on board, and
other particulars ; and having been answered
by the Captain in the most satisfactory
manner,—came up to me and gave me a most
sincere welcome. (I love sincerity). He
would have welcomed me, Lowever, had I
been as poor as Job, for pakehas were, in
those days, at an enormous premium. KEven
Job, at the worst, (a pakela Job) might be
supposed to have an old coat, or a spike
nail, or a couple of iron Loops left on hand,
and  these were ““ good trade” in the times
I speak of ; and under a process well under-
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stood at the time by my friend the chief,
were sure to change hands soon after his
becoming aware of their whereabouts. His
idea of trade was this :—He took them, and
never paid for them till he took something
else of g;eater value, which, whatever it might
be, he never paid for till he made a third
still heavier haul.  He always paid just what
he thought fit to give, and when he chose
to withdraw his patronage from any pakeha
who might be getting too knowing for him,
and extend it to some newer arrival, he never
paid for the last “lot of trade;” but, to
give him his due, he allowed his pakeha
friends to make the best bargain they could
with the rest of the tribe, with the excep-
tion of a few of his nearest relations, over
whose 1interests he would watch.  So, after
all, the pakeha would make a living; but
I' have never heard of one of the old
traders who got rich by trading with the
natives : there were too many drawbacks
of the nature I have mentioned, as well as
others unnecessary to mention just yet, which
prevented it.

I positively vow and protest to you, gentle
and patient reader, that if ever 1 get safe
on shore, I will do my best to give you
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satisfaction ; let me get once on shore, and
I am all right: but unless I get my
feet on terra firma, how can I ever begin
my tale of the good old times? As long
as I am on board ship I am cramped and
crippled, and a mere slave to Greenwich time,
and can’t get on. Some people, I am aware,
would make a dash at it, and manage the
thing without the aid of boat, canoe, or life
preserver ; but such people are, for the most
part, dealers in fiction, which I am not: my
story is a true story, not “ founded on fact,”
but fact itself, and so I cannot manage to get
on shore a moment sooner than circumstances
will permit. It may be that I ought to have
landed before this; but I must confess I don’t
know any more about the right way to tell a
story, than a native minister knows how to
“come” a war dance. I declare the mention
of the war dance calls up a host of reminis-
cences, pleasurable and painful, exhilarating
and depressing, in such a way as no one but a
few, a very few, pakeha Maori, can under-
stand. Thunder !—but no; let me get ashore;
how can I dance on the water, or before I
ever knew how? On shore I will get this
time, I am determined, in spite of fate—so
now for it.
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The boat of my friend Mr. — being about
to return to the shore, leaving the chief and
Mr. — on board, and I seeing the thing had
to be done, plucked up courage, and having
secretly felt the priming of my pistols under
my coat, got into the boat.

I must here correct myself. 1 have said
“ plucked up courage,” but that is not exactly
my meaning  The fact is, kind reader, if you
have followed me thus far, you are about to
be rewarded for your perseverance. I am
determined to make you as wise as I am my-
self on at least one important subject, and
that is not saying a little, let me inform you,
as I can hardly suppose you have made the
discovery for yourself on so short an ac-
quaintance.  Ialstaff, who was a very clever
fellow, and whose word cannot be doubted,
says—*“The better part of valour is discretion.”
Now, that being the case, what in the name
of Adchilles, Hector, and Colonel Gold (Ze,
I mean dAclilles, was a rank coward, who went
about knocking people on the head, being
himself next thing to invulnerable, and who
could not be hurt till he turned his back to
the enemy. There i1sa deep moral in this
same story about Aclilles which perhaps, by
and bye, I may explain to you)—what, I say
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again, in the name of everything valorous, can
the worser part of valour be, if “discretion”
be the better? The fact is, my dear sir, I
don’t believe in courage at all, nor ever did ;
but there is something far better, which has
carried me through many serious scrapes with
ecldt and safety ; I mean the appearance of
courage. If you have this you may drive
the world before you. As for real courage, 1
do not believe there can be any such thing.
A man who sees himself in danger of being
killed by his enemy and is not in a precious
fright, is simply not courageous but mad.
The man who is not frightened because he
cannot see the danger, is a person of weak
mind—a fool—who ought to be locked up
lest he walk into a well with eyes open; but
the appearance of courage, or rather, as I
deny the existence of the thing itself, that ap-
pearance which is thought to be courage, that
is the thing will carry you through !——get
you made K.C.B., Victoria Cross, and all
that! Men by help of this quality do the
most heroic actions, being all the time ready
to die of mere fright, but keeping up a good
countenance all the time. Here is the secret
—pay attention, it is worth much money—
if ever, you. get-into; any ,desperate battle or
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skirmish, and feel in such a state of mortal
fear that you almost wish to be shot to get
rid of 1t, just say to yourself-—“If T am so
preciously frightened, what must the other
fellow be ?” The thought will refresh you ;
your own sclf-esteem will answer that of
course the enemy is more frightened than you
are, consequently, the nearer you feel to run-
ning away the more reason you have to stand.
Look at the last gazette of the last victory,
where thousands of men at one shilling per
diem, minus certain very serious deductions,
“covered themselves with glory.”  The thing
is clear : the other fellows ran first, and that
1s all about 1t! My secret is a very good
secret ; but one must of course do the thing
properly ; no matter of what kind the danger
1s, you must Jook it boldly in the face and
keep your wits about you, and the more
frightened you get the more determined you
must be—to keep up appearances—and half
the danger is gone at once.  So now, having
corrected mysclf, as well as given some
valuable advice, I shall start again for the
shore by saying that I plucked up a very
good appearance of courage and got on board
the boat.

For the honor and glory of the British
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nation, of which I considered myself in some
degree a representative on this momentous
occasion, I had dressed myself in one of my
best suits. My frock coat was, I fancy, “the
thing ;” my waistcoat was the result of much
and deep thought, in cut, colour, and ma-
terial—I may venture to affirm that the like
had not been often seen in the southern
hemisphere. My tailor has, as I hear, long
since realised a fortune and retired, in conse-
quence of the enlightenment he at different
times received from me on the great princi-
ples of, not clothing, but embellishing the
human subject. My hat looked down ecriti-
cism, and my whole turn out such as I
calculated would ¢ astonish the natives,” and
cause awe and respect for myself individually
and the British nation in general, of whom I
thought fit to consider myself no bad sample.
Here I will take occasion to remark that
some attention to ornament and elegance in
the matter of dress is not only allowable but
commendable.  Man is the only beast to
whom a discretionary power has been left in
this respect : why then should he not take a
hint from nature, and endeavour to beautify
his person ? Peacocks and birds of paradise
could no_doubt, live and get fat though all
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their feathers were the colour of a Quaker’s
leggings, but see how they are ornamented !
Nature has, one would say, exhausted herself
in beautifying them. ILook at the tiger and
leopard !  Could not they murder without
their stripes and spots ?—but see how their
coats are painted! Look at the flowers—at
the whole universe—and you will see every-
where the ornamental combined with the
useful. Look, then, to the cut and colour
of your coat, and do not laugh at the Maori
of past times, who, not being “seized” of a
coat because lie has never been able to seize
one, carves and tattoes legs, arms, and face.
The boat is, however, darting towards the
shore, rapidly propelled by four stout natives.
My friend and the chief are on board.
The chief has got his eye on my double gun,
which is hanging up in the eabin. Ie takes
it down and examinesit closely. Ileisa good
judge of a gun. It is the best tuparae he has
ever seen, and his speculations run something
very like this:—“ A good gun, a first-rate
gun ; I must have this ; I must tapu it before
I leave the ship; [here he pulls a picee of
the fringe from his cloak and ties it round the
stock of the gun, thereby rendering it impos-
sible for me to sell, give away, or dispose of it
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in any way to anyone but himself] I wonder
what the pakeha will want for it! 1 will
promise him as much flax or as many pigs as
ever he likes for it. True, I have no flax just
now, and am short of pigs, they were almost
all killed at the last hahunga ; but if he is in
a hurry he can buy the flax or pigs from the
people, which ought to satisfy him.  Perhaps
he would take a piece of land !—that would be
famous. I would give him a piece quite close
to the kainga, where I would always have him
close to me ; I hope he may take the land ; then
I should have two pakehas, him and . All
the inland chiefs would envy me. This
is getting too knowing; he has taken to hiding
his best goods of late, and selling them before
I knew he had them. It’s just the same as
thieving, and I won’t stand it. He sold three
muskets the other day to the Ngatiwaki, and
I did not know he had them, or I should have
taken them. I could have paid for them some
time or another. It was wrong, wrong, very
wrong, to let that tribe have those muskets.
He 1is not their pakeha ; let them look for a
pakeha for themselves. Those Ngatiwaki are
getting too many muskets—those three make
sixty-four they have got besides two tupara.
Certainly we have a great many more, and
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the Ngatiwaki are our relations, but then
there was Kohu, we killed, and Patu, we stole
his wife. There i1s no saying what these Ngat-
iwaki may do if they should get plenty of
muskets ; they are game enough for anything.
It was wrong to give them those muskets ;
wrong, wrong, wrong!”  After-experience
enabled me to tell just what the chief’s
soliloquy was, as above.

But all this time the boat is dwrtmg to the
shore, and as the distance is only a couple
of hundred yards, I can hardly understand
how it is that I have not yet landed. The
crew are pulling like mad, being impatient to
show the tribe the prize they have made,

regular pakeha rangatira as well as a ran-
gatira pakeha, (two very different things,)
who has lots of tomahawks, and fish-hooks,
and blankets, and a tupara, and is even sus-
pected to be the owner of a great many “pots”
of gunpowder! ¢ Ie is going to stop with the
tribe, he is going to trade, he 1s going to be a
pakeha for us.” These last conclusions were,
however, jumped at, the “pakcha” not having
then any notions of trade or commerce, and
being only inclined to look about and amuse
himself. The boat nears the shore, and now
arises from a hundred voices the call of wel-
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come,—‘“Haeremai! haeremai! hoemai! hoe
mav! haere mar, e-te-pa-ke-ha, haere mai!
mats, hands, and certain ragged petticoats put
into requisition for that occasion, all at the
same time waving in the air in sign of wel-
come. Thena pause. Then, as the boat came
nearer, another burst of lLaere mai! But
unaccustomed as I was then to the Maori
salute, I disliked the sound. There was a
wailing melancholy cadence that did not strike
me as being the appropriate tone of wel-
come ; and, as I was quite ignorant up to this
time of my own importance, wealth, and gene-
ral value as a pakeha, I began, as the boat
closed in with the shore, to ask myself whether
possibly this same “haere ma:” might not be
the Maori for “dilly, dilly, come and be killed.”
There was, however, no help for it now ; we
were close to the shore, and so, putting on the
most unconcerned countenance possible, I pre-
pared to make my entrée into Maori land in a
proper and dignified manner.



CHAPTER T1T.

THE MARKET PRICE OF A PAKEHA—THE VALUE OF A
PAKEHA ‘“AS SUCH”—MAORf HOSPITALITY IN THE
GOOD OLD TIMES—A RESPECTABLE TFRIEND-—MAORI
MERMAIDS—MY NOTIONS O THE VALUE OF GOLD—
HOW I GOT ON SHORE,

Here T must remark that in those days the
value of a pakeha to a tribe was enormous,
For want of pakehas to trade with, and from
whom to procure gunpowder and muskets,
many tribes or sections of tribes were about
this time exterminated or nearly so by their
more fortunate neighbours who got pakehas
before them, and who consequently became
armed with muskets first. A pakeha trader
was therefore of a value say about twenty
times his own weight mm muskets.  This,
according to my notes made at the time, |
find to have represented a value in New
Zealand something about what we mean 1in
England when we talk of the sum total of the
national debt. A book-keeper, or a second-
rate pakeha, not a trader, might be valued

«
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at say his weight in tomakawks; an
enormous sum also. The poorest labouring
pakeha, though he might have no property,
would earn something—-his value to the chief
and tribe with whom he lived might be esti-
mated at say his weight in fish-hooks, or
about a hundred thousand pounds or so;
value estimated by eagerness to obtain the
article.

The value of a musket was not to be esti-
mated to a native by just what he gave for
it: he gave all he had, or could procure, and
had he ten times as much to give he would
have given it, if necessary, or if not, he would
buy ten muskets instead of one. Muskets !
muskets ! muskets ! nothing but muskets, was
the first demand of the Maori; muskets and
gunpowder at any cost.

I do not, however, mean to affirm “that
pakehas were at this time valued “as such,”
—like Mr. Pickwick’s silk stockings, which
were very good and valuable stockings, “as
stockings”—not at all. A loose straggling
pakeha—a runaway from a ship for instance,—
who had nothing, and was never likely to have
anything, a vagrant straggler passing from
place to place,—was not of much account even
in, those times.  Two men of, this description
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(runaway sailors) were hospitably entertained
one night by a chief, a very particular friend
of mine, who, to pay himself for his trouble
and outlay, eat one of them next morning.
Remember, my good reader, I don’t deal
in fiction ; my friend eat the pakeha sure
enough, and killed him before he eat him,
which was civil, for it was not always done
But then, certainly, the pakeha was a tutuq,
a nobody, a fellow not worth a spike nail;
no one knew him; he had no relations, no
goods, no expectations, no anything: what
could be made of him? Of what use on
carth was he except to cat? And, indeed,
not much good even for that—they say he
was not good meat. But good well-to-do
pakehas, traders, ship eaptains, labourers, or
employers of labour, these were to be
honoured, cherished, caressed, protected, and
plucked.  Plucked judiciously, (the Maori
is a clever fellow in his way,) so that the
feathers might grow again. But as for poor,
mean, mere, Lakeha tutua,—e cha te pai?
Before going any farther I beg to state
that 1 hope the English reader or the
new-comer, who does not understand Maori
morality—especially of the glorious old
time—will not form a bad, opinion of my

2
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friend’s character, merely because he eat a
good-for-nothing sort of pakeha, who really
was good for nothing else, People from
the old countries I have often observed to
have a kind of over-delicacy about them,
the result of a too effeminate course of life
and over-civilization, which 1is the ecause
that, often starting from premises which
are true enough, they will, being carvied
away by thewr over-sensitive constitution or
sickly nervous system, jump at once, without
any just process of reasoning, to the most
erroneous conclusions. I know as well as can
be that some of this description of my readers
will at once, without reflection, set my friend
down as a very rude ill-mannered sort of
person. Nothing of the kind, 1 assure you,
Miss. You never made a greater mistake m
your life. My friend was a highly respectable
person in his way; he was a great friend
and protector of rich, well-to-do pakehas ;
he was, moreover, a great warrior, and had
killed the first man 1in several difterent
battles. He always wore, hanging round
his neck, a handsome carved flute, (this at
least showed a soft and musical turn of
mind,) which was made of the thigh-bone
of ,one .of, his enemies; , and when  Heke,
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the Ngapuhi, made war against us, my
friend came to the rescue, fought mantully
for his pakeha friends, and was desperately
wounded in so doing. Now can any one
magine a 1nore respectable character 2—a
warrior, a musician, a friend in need, who
would stand by you while he had a leg to
stand on, and would not eat a firiend on
any account whatever, except he should be
very hungry.

The boat darts on ; she touches the edge of
a steep rock ; the “hacre mar” has sub-
sided ; six or seven “ personages”’—the mag-
nates of the tribe—come gravely to the front
to meet me as [ Jand. There 1s about six
or seven yards of shallow water to be crossed
between the boat and where they stand. A
stout fellow rushes to the boat’s nose, and
“shows a back,” as we used to say at leap-
frog. Ile is a young fellow of respectable
standing in the tribe, a far-off’ cousin of the
chief’s, a warrior, and as such has no back;
that is to say, to carry loads of fuel or
potatos. e 1s too good a man to be spoiled
in that way ; the women wmust carry for him ;
the able-bodied men of the tribe must be
saved for its protection; but he is ready to
carry the pakeha on shore—the rangatira
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pakeha, who wears a real kott roa, (a long
coat,) and beaver hat! Carry! He would
lie down and make a bridge of his body, with
pleasure, for him. Has he not half a ship full
of taonga ?

Well, having stepped in as dignified a
manner as I knew how, from thwart to
thwart, till I came to the bow of the boat,
and having tightened on my hat and buttoned
up my coat, I fairly mounted on the broad
shoulders of my aboriginal friend. 1 felt
at the time that the thing was a sort of
failure—a come down ; the position was not
graceful, or in any way likely to suggest ideas
of respect or awe, with my legs projecting a
yard or so from under each arm of my bearer,
holding on to his shoulders in the most pain-
ful, cramped, and awkward manner. To be
sacked on shore thus, and delivered like a
bag of goods thus, into the hands of the
assembled multitude, did not strike me as
a good first appearance on this stage. But
little, indeed, can we tell in this world what
one second may produce. Gentle reader, fair
reader, patient reader!  The fates have
decreed it; the fiat has gone forth; on that
man’s back I shall never land in New Zea-
land. Manifold are the doubts and fears
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which have yet to shake and agitate the
hearts and minds of all my friends as to
whether I shall ever land at all, or ever
again feel terra firma touch my longing foot.
My bearer made one step; the rock is
slippery ; backwards he goes; back, back!
The steep is near—is passed! down, down,
we go! backwards and headlong to the
depths below !

The ebb tide is running like a sluice; in
an instant we are forty yards off, and a fathom
below the surface; ten more fathoms are
beneath us.  The heels of my boots, my
polished boots, point to the upper air-—aye,
point ; but when, oh, when again, shall I
salute thee, gentle air ; when again, unchoked
by the saline flood, ery Vene aura?  When,
indeed ! for now I am wrong end uppermost,
drifting away with the tide, and ballasted with
heavy pistols, boots, tight clothes, and all the
straps and strings of civilisation. Obh, heavens!
and ol earth! and oh ye little thicves of
fishes who manage to live in the waters under
the earth (a miserable sort of life you must
have of it) ! oh Maori sea nymphs! who,
with yellow hair—yellow ? egad—that’s odd
enough, to say the least of it; however the
Maori should come to give their sea nymphs
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or spirits yellow hair is curious. The Maori
know nothing about yellow hair; their hair
is black. About one in a hundred of them
have a sort of dirty brown hair; but even
if there should be now and then a native
with yellow hair, how is it that they have
come to give this colour to the sea-sprites in
particular 2—who also ““dance on the sands,
and yet no footstep seen.” Now I confess I
am rather puzzled and struck by the coinci-
dence. I don’t believe Shakespeare ever was
in New Zealand ; Jasan might, being a sca-
faring-man, and if he should have called in for
wood and water, and happened to have the
golden fleece by any accident on board, and
by any chance put it on for a wig, why the
thing would be accounted for at once. The
world is mad now-a-days about gold, so no
one cares a fig about what is called “ golden
hair ;” nuggets and dust have the preference ;
but this is a grand mistake. Gold is no use,
or very little, except in so far as this—that
through the foolishness of human beings, one
can purchase the necessaries and conveniences
of life with it. Now, this being the case, if
I have a chest full of gold (which I have
not), I am no richer for it in fact until I
haye , given, it_away in exchange for mneces-
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saries, comforts, and luxuries, which are,
properly speaking, riches or wealth; but 1t
follows from this, that he who has given me
this same riches or wealth for my gold, has
become poor, and his only chance to set him-
self up again, 1s to get rid of the gold as fast
as lie can, 1 exchange for the same sort and
quantity of things, if he can get them, which
15 always doubtful. Dut here hes the gist
of the matter—how did I, in the first mstance,
become possessed of my gold 2 If T bought
it, and gave real wealth for it, beef, mutton,
sk, tea, sugar, tobacco, ostrich feathers,
leather breeches, and cnoline,—why, then,
all I have done in parting with my gold, is
merely to get them back again, and 1 am, con-
sequently, no richer by the trausaction; but
if I steal my gold, then I am a clear gainer
of the whole lot of valuables above men-
tioned.  So, unon the whole, T don’t sce
much use in getting gold honestly, and one
must not steal it : digging it certainly is almost
as good as stealing, 1f 1t 1x not too deep, which
fully accounts for so many employving them-
selves in this way ; but then the same amount
of labour would raise no end of wheat and
potatoes, beef and mutton: and all farmers,
mathematicians, and algebraists will agree
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with me in this—that after any country is
fully cultivated, all the gold in the world
won't force it to grow one extra turnip, and
what more can any one desire ? So now Adam
Smith, McCulloch, and all the rest of them
may go and be hanged. The whole upshot of
this treatise on political economy and golden
hair, (which I humbly lay at the feet of the
Colonial Treasurer,) is this:—I would not
give one of your golden locks, my dear, for
all the gold, silver, pearls, diamonds, mere
ponamus—stop, let me think,—a good mere
ponamu would be a temptation. I had once
a mere, a present from a Maori friend, the
most beautiful thing of the kind ever seen.
It was nearly as transparent as glass; n it
there were beautiful marks like fern leaves,
trees, fishes, and—1I would not give much for
a person who could not see almost anything in
it. Never shall I cease to regret having
parted with it. The Emperor of DBrazil, 1
think, has it now ; but he does not know the
proper use of it. It went to the Minister many
years ago. 1 did not sell it. I would have
scorned to do that; but I did expect to be
made knight of the golden pig knife, or
elephant and watch box, or something of that
nature : but here I am still, a mere pakeha
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Maori, and, as I recollect, in desperate danger
of being drowned.

Up we came at last, blowing and pufling
like grampuses. With a glance I “recognised
the situation :"—we had dnfted a long way
from the landing place. My hat was dashing
away before the land breeze towards the sea
and had already made a good “offing.”
Three of the boat’s-crew had jumped over-
board, had passed us a long distance, and
were seemingly bound after the hat; the
fourth man was pulling madly with one oar,
and consequently making great progress in
no very particular direction. The whole
tribe of natives had followed our drift along
the shore, shouting and gesticulating, and
some were launching a large canoe, evidently
bent on saving the Lat, on which all eyes
were turned.  As for the pakeha, it appears
they must have thought it an insult to his
understanding to suppose he could be
drowned anywhere in sight of land. ““Did
he not come from the sea?’ Was he not
a fish? Was not the sca solid land to
him? Did not his fire burn on the ocean?
lad he mnot slept on the crests of the
waves 27 All this I heard afterwards ; but
at the time had I not been as much at home
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in the water as anything not amphibious
could be, I should have been very little
better than a gone pakeha. Here was a
pretty wind up! I was going to “astonish
the natives,” was I %—with my black hat
and my koti roa?  But the villian is within a
yard of me—the rascally cause of all my grief.
The furies take possession of me ! I dart upon
him like a hungry shark! I have him! 1
have him under! Down, villain! down to
the kraken and the whale, to the Taniwha
cave —down ! down! down! As we sank
I heard one grand roar of wild laughter
from the shore-—the word wfw I heard roared
by many voices, but did not then know its
import. The pakeha was drowning the
Maori for utw for himself, in cuse he should
be drowned. No matter, if the Maori can’t
hold his own, it’s fair play ; and then, if the
pakeha really does drown the Maori, has
he not lots of taonga to be robbed of ?—no,
not exactly to be robbed of, either; let us
not use unnecessarily bad language—we will
say to be distrained upon. Crack! What
do I hear? Down in the deep I felt a
shock, and actually heard a sudden noise.
Is it the “crack of doom?” No, it is
my frock-coat gone at one split “from clue
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to earing "—split down the back. Oh if
my pistols would go off; a fiery and watery
death shouldst thou die, Caliban. Egad ! they
have gone off—they are both gone to the
bottom ! My boots are getting heavy !
Humane Society, ahov! where is your
boat-hook ?—where is your bellows ? Humane
Socicty, ahoy ! We are now drifting fast by
a sandy point, after which there will be no
chance of landing,—the tide will take us right
out to sea. My friend 1s very hard to drown
—must finish him some other time.  We hoth
swim for the point, and land; and this is
Low T got ashore on Maort land.



CHAPTER IIL

A WRESTLING MATCH-—BEEF AGAINST MELONS—THE VICTOR
GAINS A LOSS—‘ OUR CHIEF’’—HIS SPEECH—HIS sfafus
IN THE TRIBE—DEATH OF MELONS”—RUMOURS OF
PEACE AND WAR—GETTING THE PA IN FIGHTING ORDER
—>Y FRIEND THE “ RELATION EATER’-——EXPECTATION
AND PREPARATION—ARRIVAL OF DOUBTFUL FRIENDS —
SHAM FIGHT—THE “ TAK1 ’—TIIE WAR DANCE—ANOTHER
EXAMPLE OF MAORI HOSPITALITY~—CROCOJILE'S TEARS—
LOOSE NOTIONS ABOUT HEADS—TEARS OF BLOOD—
BROTHERLY LOVE—CAPITAL FELONY—PFACE.

SoMETHING between a cheer, a scream, and a
roar, grect our arrival on the sand. An
English voice -salutes me with “ Well, you
scrved that fellow out.” One half of my
coat hangs from my right elbow the other
from my left; a small shred of the collar is
still around my neck. My hat, alas! my hat
is gone. I am surrounded by a dense mob of
natives, laughing, shouting, and gesticulating,
in the most grotesque manner.  Three
Englishmen are also i the crowd—they
seem greatly amused at something, and offer
repeated . welcomes.,. At this. moment_ up
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comes my salt-water acquaintance, elbowing
his way through the crowd; there is a
strange serio-comic expression of anger in
his face; he stoops, makes horrid grimaces,
quivering at the same time his left hand and
arm about in a most extraordinary manner,
and striking the thick part of his left arm
with the palm of his right hand. “ITu!” says
he, “hau! hae!” “What can he mean ?” said 1.
“He is challenging you to wrestle, ” eried one
of the Englishmen ; “he wants utu.” “ What
is utw 27 said 1. “Payment.” “1 won’t pay
him.” ¢ Oh, that’s not it, he wants to take
it out of you wrestling.” O, I see; here’s
at him; pull off my coat and boots; Tl
wrestle him ; his foot is in his own country,
and his name is—what 2”7 “Sir, his name
in English means ¢ An eater of melons; he
is a good wrestler ; you must mind. 7 “Water-
melons, I suppose; beef against melons for
ever, hurrah ! here’s at him.” Iere the na-
tives began to run between us to separate us,
but seeing that I was in the lhumour to
“have it out,” and that neither self or friend
were actually out of temper, and no doubt,
expecting to see the pakeha floored, they
stood to one side and made a ring. A
wrestler soon recognises another, and _my
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friend soon gave me some hints that showed
me I had some work before me. I was a
youngster in those days, all bone and sinew,
full of animal spirits, and as tough as leather.
A couple of desperate main strength efforts
soon eonvinced us both that scienee or endur-
ance must decide the contest. My antagonist
was a strapping fellow of about five-and-
twenty, tremendously strong, and mueh
heavier than me. I, however, in those days
actually could not be fatigued; I did not
know the sensation, and could run from
morning till night. 1 therefore trusted to
wearing him out, and avoiding his t¢ and
wirt.  All this time the mob were shouting
eneouragement to one or other of us. Such
a row never was seen. 1 soon perceived I
had a “party.” “Well done, pakeha!”
“Now for it, Melons!” “At him again!”
“Take care, the pakeha. is a taniwha; the
pakeha is a tino tangata!”  “Tlooray!”
(from the British element). “The Pakeha
is down!” “No he isn’t (from English
side). - Here I saw my friend’s knees begin-
ning to tremble. [ made a great ecffort,
administered my favorite remedy, and there
lay the “Eater of melons” prone upon the
sand. I stood a vietor ; and like many other

Y”
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conquerors, a very great loser. There I
stood, minus hat, coat, and pistols, wet and
mauled, and transformed very considerably
for the worse since I left the ship. When
my antagonist fell, the natives gave a great
shout of triumph, and congratulated me in
their own way with the greatest good will.
I could see I had got their good opinion,
though T scarcely could understand how.
After sitting on the sand some time my
friend arose, and with a very graceful
movement, and a smile of good nature on
his dusky countenance, he held out his hand
and said in English, ¢ Iow do you do ?”

I was much pleased at this ; the natives had
given me fair play, and my antagonist, though
defeated both by sea and land, offered me his
hand, and welcomed me to the shore with his
whole stock of English—“ How do you do?”

But the row is not half over yet. Here
comes the ehief in the ship’s boat. The other
is miles off with its one man crew still pulling
no one knows, or at all cares, where. Some
one has been off in a canoe and told the chief
that «“ Melons ” and the “ New Pakeha” were
fighting like mad on the beach. Here he
comes, flourishing his were poncinu.  He is
a tall, stout fellow, in the prime of life, black

D
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with tattooing, and splendidly dressed, accord-
ing to the splendour of those days. He has on
a very good blue jacket, no shirt or waistcoat,
a pair of duck trousers, and a red sash round
his waist; no hat or shoes, these being as
yet things beyond a chief’s ambition. The
jacket was the only one in the tribe; and
amongst the surrounding company I saw
only one other pair of trousers, and it had
a large hole at each knee, but this was not
considered to detract at all from its value.
The chief jumps ashore ; he begins his oration,
or rather to “blow up” all and sundry the
tribe in general, and poor “ Melons” in par-
ticular. He is really vexed, and wishes to
appear to me more vexed than he really is.
He runs, gesticulating and flourishing his
mere, about ten steps in one direction, in
the course of which ten steps he delivers
a sentence; he then turns and runs back
the same distance, giving vent to his wrath
in another sentence, and so back and forward,
forward and back, till he has exhausted the
subject and tired his legs. The Englishmen
were beside me and gave a running trans-
lation of what he said. “ Pretty work this,”
he began, “good work ; killing my pakeha ;
look at him! (Here a flourish in my direction
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with the mere.) I won’t stand this; not at
all! not at all ! not at all! (The last sentence
took three jumps, a step, and a turn-round,
to keep correct time.) Who killed the
pakeha ? It was Melons. You are a nice
man, are you mnot? (This with a sneer.)
Killing my pakecha ! (In a voice like thunder,
and rushing savagely, mere in hand, at poor
Melons, but turning exactly at the end of
the ten steps and coming back again) Tt
will be heard of all over the country; we
shall be called the ‘pakeha killers;” I shall
be sick with shame; the pakeha will run
away, and take all his t@onga along with him.
‘What if you had killed him dead, or broken
his bones? his relations would be coming
across the sea for utn. (Great sensation, and
I try to look as though I would say ‘of
course they would’) What did T build this
pa close to the sea for 7—was it not to
trade with the pakehas ?—and here you are
killing the second that has eome to stop with
me. (Here poor Melons burst out erying
like an infant.) Where is the hat ?—where
the kot? r0a ?—where the shoes 2—(Boots were
shoes in those days.) The pakeha is robbed ;
he 1s murdered! (Here a howl from Melons,
and T go over and sit down by him, eclap
D2
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him on the bare back, and shake his hand.)
Look at that,—the pakeha does not bear
malice ; I would kill you if he asked me;
you are a bad people, killers of pakehas ; be
off with you, the whole of you, away ! ” This
command was instantly obeyed by all the
women, boys, and slaves. Melons also,
being in disgrace, disappeared; but I
observed that “the whole of you” did not
seem to be understood as including the stout,
able-bodied, tattooed part of the population,
the strength of the tribe—the warriors, in
fact, many of whom counted themselves to
be very much about as good as the chief.
They were his nearest relations, without
whose support he could do nothing, and
were entirely beyond his control.

I found afterwards that it was only during
actual war that this clnef was perfectly abso-
lute, which arose from the confidence the
tribe had in him, both as a gencral and a
fighting man, and the obvious necessity that
in war implicit obedience be given to one
head. I have, however, observed in other
tribes, that in war they would elect a chief
for the occasion, a war chief, and have been
surprised to see the obedience they gave him,
even when his conduct was very open to -
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criticism. I say with surprise, for the natives
are so self-possessed, opinionated, and repub-
lican, that the chiefs have at ordinary times
but little control over them, except in very
rare cases, where the chief happens to possess
a singular vigour of character, or some other
unusual advantage, to enable him to keep
them under.

I will mention here that my first antagonist,
“The Eater of Melons, ” became a great friend
of mine. He was my right-hand man and
manager when T set up house on my own
account, and did me many friendly services in
the course of my acquaintance with him. He
came to an unfortunate end some years later.
The tribe were getting ready for a war expedi-
tion ; poor Melons was filling ecartridges
from a fifty pound barrel of gunpowder, pour-
ing the gunpowder into the cartridges with
his hand, and smoking his pipe at the time,
as I have seen the natives doing fifty times
since. A spark fell into the cask, and it 1s
scarcely necessary to say that my poor friend
was roasted alive in a second. I have known
three other accidents of the same kind, from
smoking whilst filling cartridges.  In one of
these accidents three lives were lost, and
many, injured:; and; 1. xcally, do believe that
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the certainty of death will not prevent some
of the natives from smoking for more than a
given time. I have often seen infants refuse
the mother’s breast, and cry for the pipe till
it was given them; and dying natives often
ask for a pipe, and die smoking. I can
clearly perceive that the young men of the
present day are neither so tall, or stout, or
strong as men of the same age were when I
first came to the country; and I believe that
this smoking from their infancy is one of the
. chief causes of this decrease in strength and
stature.

I am landed at last, certainly; but I am
tattered and wet, and in a most deplorable
plight : so to make my story short, for 1 see,
if T am too particular, I shall never come to
the end of it, T returned to the ship, put
myself to rights, and came on shore next day
with all my taonga, to the great delight of
the chief and tribe. My hospitable enter-
tainer, Mr. —, found room for my possessions
in his store, and a room for myself in his
house ; and so now I am fairly housed we
shall see what will come of it.

I have now all New Zealand before me to
caper about in; so I shall do as I like, and
please myself. I shall keep to neither rule,
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rhyme, or reason, but just write what comes
uppermost to my recollection of the good
old.days. Many matters which scemed odd
enough to me at first, have long appeared
sueh mere matters of course, that I am likely
to pass them over without notice. 1 shall,
however, give some of the more striking
features of those delectable days, now, alas!
passed and gone. Some short time after this,
news eame that a grand war expedition, which
had been absent nearly two years at the
South, had returned. This party were about
a thousand strong, being composed of two
parties of about five hundred men cach, from
two different tribes, who had joined their
force for the purpose of the expedition. The
tribe with which Mr. — and myself were
staying, had not sent any men on this war
party ; but, I suppose to keep their hands in,
had attacked one of the two tribes who had,
and who were, consequently, much weakened
by the absence of so many of their best men.
1t, however, turned out that after a Dattle
—the ferocity of which has scldom been
equalled in any country but this—our friends
were defeated with a dreadful loss, having in-
flicted almost as great on the enemy. Peace,
however, had afterwards been formally made ;
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but, nevertheless, the news of the return of
this expedition was not heard without causing
a sensation almost amounting to consterna-
tion. The war chief of the party who had
been attacked by our friends during his
absence, was now, with all his men, within
an easy day’s march. His road lay right
through our village, and it was much to
be doubted that he would keep the peace,
being one of the most noted war chiefs
of New Zealand, and he and his men
returning from a successful expedition. All
now was uproar and confusion ; messengers
were running like mad, in all directions, to
call in stragglers; the women were carrying
fuel and provisions into the pa or fortress of
the tribe. This pa was a very well built and
strong stockade, composed of three lines of
strong fence and ditch, very ingeniously and
artificially planned ; and, indeed, as good a
defence as well could be imagined against an
enemy armed only with musketry.

All the men were now working like furies,
putting this fort to rights, getting it into
fighting order, mending the fences, clearing
out the ditches, knocking down houses inside
the place, clearing away brushwood and fern
all around the outside within musket shot.
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I was in the thick of it, and worked all day
lashing the fence ; the fence being of course
not nailed, but lashed with toro-toro, a kind
of tough creeping plant, like a small rope,
which was very strong and well adapted for
the purpose. This lashing was about ten or
twelve feet from the ground, and a stage had
to be erected for the men to stand on. To
accomplish this lashing or fastening of the
fence well and with expedition required two
men, one inside the fence and another outside ;
all the men therefore worked in pairs, passing
the end of the toro-toro from one to the other
through the fence of large upright stakes and
round a cross plece which went all along the
fence, by which means the whole was con-
nected into one strong wall. 1 worked away
like fury, just as if I had been born and bred
a member of the community ; and moreover,
not being in those days very particularly
famous for what is called prudence, 1 intended
also, circumstances permitting, to fight like
fury too, just for the fun of the thing.  About
a hundred men were employed in this part of
the work new lashing the pa. My vis-a-uis
in the operation was a respectable old warrior
of great experience and approved valour,
whose name being turned into English meant
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“The eater of his own relations.” (Be careful
not to read rations.) This was quite a dif-
ferent sort of diet from “melons, ” and he did
not bear his name for nothing, as I could tell
you if I had time, but I am half mad with
haste lashing the pa. I will only say that
my comrade was a most bloodthirsty, fero-
cious, athletic savage, and his character was
depicted in every line of his tattooed face.
About twenty men had been sent out to
watch the approach of the dreaded visitors.
The repairing of the stockade went on all one
day and all one night by torchlight and by
the light of huge fires lit in the inside. No
one thought of sleep. Dogs barking, men
shouting, ehildren crying, women screaming,
pigs squealing, muskets firing (to see if they
were fit for active serviee and would go off),
and above all the doleful tetere sounding.
This was a huge wooden trumpet six feet
long, which gave forth a groaning moaning
sound, like the voice of a dying wild bull.
Babel, with a dash of Pandemonium, will
give a faint idea of the uproar.

All preparations having been at last made,
and no further tidings of the enemy, as I may
call them, I took a complete survey of the
fort, my friend the “Relation Eater” being my



OLD NEW ZEALAND. 43

companion and explaining to me the design
of the whole. T learned something that day ;
and I, though pretty well “up” in the noble
science of fortification, ancient and modern,
was obliged to confess to myself that a savage

who had

and who

who could neither read or write
never heard of Cohorn or Vauban

was moreover avowedly a gobbler up of his
own relations, could teach me certain practical
“dodges” in the defensive art quite well
worth knowing. .

A long shed of palm leaves had been also
built at a safe and convenient distance from
the fort. This was for the accommodation of
the expected visitors, supposing they came in
peaceful guise. A whole herd of pigs were
also collected and tied to stakes driven into
the ground in the rear of the fort.  These were
intended to feast the coming guests, according
to their behaviour.

Towards evening a messenger from a
neighbouring friendly tribe arrived to say
that next day, about noon, the strangers
might be expeeted ; and also that the peace
which had been concluded with their tribe
during their absence, had been ratified and
accepted by them. This was satisfactory
intelligence ;  but, nevertheless, no precaution
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must be neglected. To be thrown off guard
would invite an attack, and ensure destruc-
tion ;‘everything must be in order ; gun
cleaning, flint fixing, cartridge making, was
~going on in all directions; and the outpost
at the edge of the forest was not called in.
All was active preparation.

The path by which these doubtful friends
were coming led through a dense forest and
came out on the clear plain about half-a-mile
from the pa, which plain continued and ex-
tended in every direction around the fortress
to about the same distance, so that none could
approach unperceived. The outpost of twenty
men were stationed at about a couple of hun-

dred yards from the point where the path
emerged from the wood ; and as the ground
sloped considerably from the forest to the fort,
the whole intervening space was clearly
visible.

Another night of alarm and sleepless ex-
pectation, the melancholy moan of the tetere
still continuing to hint to any lurking enemy
that we were all wide awake; or rather, 1
should say, to assure him most positively of
it, for who could sleep with that diabolical
din in his ears ? Morning came and an early
breakfast was cooked and devoured hurriedly.
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Then groups of the younger men might be
seen here and there fully armed, and “getting
up steam” by dancing the war dance, in antici-
pation of the grand dance of the whole warrior
force of the tribe, whieh, as a matter of eourse,
must be performed in honour of the visitors
when they arrived.  In honour, but quite as
much in intimidation, or an endeavour at it,
though no one said so. Noon arrived at last.
Anxious glances are turning from all quarters
towards the wood, from which a path is plainly
seen winding down the sloping ground towards
the pa. The outpost is on the alert. Straggling
seouts are out in every direction. All is ex-
pectation. Now there 1s a movement at the
outpost. They suddenly spread in an open
line, ten yards between each man.  One man
comes at full speed running towards the pa,
jumping and bounding over every impedi-
ment. Now something moves in the border
of the forest,—it is a mass of black heads.
Now the men are plainly visible.  The whole
taua has emerged upon the plain.  “Here
they come ! here they come!” 1s heard in all
directions. The men of the outpost cross the.
line of march in pretended resistance ; they
present their guns, make horrid grimaeces,
dance about like mad baboons, and then fall
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back with headlong speed to the next ad-
vantageous position for making a stand. The
taua, however, comes on steadily ; they are
formed in a solid oblong mass. The chief at-
the left of the column leads them on. The
men ‘are all equipped for immediate action,
that is to say, quite naked except their arms
and cartridge boxes, which are a warrior’s
clothes. No one can possibly tell what this
peaceful meeting may end in, so all are
ready for actlon at a second’s notice. The
taua still comes steadlly on. As I have said,
the men are all stripped for action, but I
also notice that the appearance of nakedness
is completely taken away by the tattooing,
the colour of the skin, and the arms and
equipments. The men in fact look much
better than when dressed in thelr Maori
clothing. Lvery man, almost without ex-
ception, is covered with tattooing from the
knees to the waist ; ‘the face is also covered
with dark spiral lines. Jach man has round
his middle a belt, to which is fastened two
cartridge boxes, one behind and one before ;
. another belt goes over the right shoulder and
under the left arm, and from it hangs, on the
left side and rather behind, another cartridge
box, and under the waist-belt is thrust,
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behind, at the small of the back, the short-
handled tomahawk for close fight and to finish
the wounded. Each cartridge box contains
eighteen rounds, and cvery man has a
musket. Altogether this taua is better and
more uniformly armed and equipped than
ordinary ; but they have been amongst the
first who got pakehas to trade with them, and
are indeed in consequence the terror of New
Zealand.  On they come, a set of tall,
athletic, heavy-made men; they would, T
am sure, in the ageregate weigh some tons
heavier than the same number of men taken
at random from the strects of one of our
manufacturing towns.  They are now half
way across the plain ; they keep their forma-
tion, a solid oblong, admirably as they
advance, but they do not keep step; tlus
causes a very singular appearance at a dis-
tance. Instead of the regular marching step
of civilised soldiers, which may be observed
at any distance, this mass seems to progress
towards you with the creeping motion of
some great reptile at a distance, and when
coming down a sloping ground this efieet 1s
quite remarkable.

The mimic opposition is now  discontinued ;
the outpost rushes m at full speed, the men



48 .OLD NEW ZEALAND.

firing their guns in the air as they run.
Takny! takini! is the cry, and out spring
three young men, the best runners of our
tribe, to perform the ceremony of the taki.
They hold in their hands some reeds to repre-
sent darts or kokiri. At this moment a
tremendous fire of ball cartridge opens from
the fort ; the balls whistle in every direction,
over and around the advancing party, who
steadily and gravely come on, not seeming to
know that a gughas been fired, though they
perfectly well understand that this salute is
also a hint of full prepartion for any unexpected
turn things may take. Now, from the whole
female population arises.the shrill “haere mai !
haere mai!””  Mats are waving, guns firing,
dogs barking ; the chief roaring to “fall in,”
and form for the war dance. He appears
half mad with excitement, anxiety, and some-
thing very like apprehension of a sudden
onslaught from his friends. In the midst of
this horrible uproar oft dart three runners.
They are ngt unexpected. Three younggmen of
the taua are seen to tighten their waist belts,
and hand their muskets to thelr comrades.
On go the three young men from the fort.
They approach the front of the advancing
column ; they dance and caper about like
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mad monkeys, twisting their faces about in
the most extraordinary manner, shewing the
whites of their eyes, and lolling out their
tongues. At last, after several feints, they
boldly advance within twenty yards of the
supposed enemy, and send the reed darts
flying full in their faces : then they turn and
fly as if for life. Instantly, from the stranger
ranks, three young men dart forth in eager
pursuit ; and behind them comes the solid
column, rushing on at full speed. Run now,
O “Sounding Sea,” (TLac Harirw) for the
“ Black Cloud,” (Kupia Mangu) the swittest
of the Rarawa, 15 at your back ; run now, for
the honour of your tribe and your own name,
run! run! It was an excting scene. The
two famous runners came on at a tremendous
pace, the dark mass of armed men following
close behind at full speed, keeping their for-
mation adutirably, the ground shaking under
them as they rushed on.  Oun come the two
runners (the others are left behind and dis-
regarded). The pursuer gains upon his man ;
but they are fast nearing the goal, where,
according to Maort customn, the chase must
end. Run, “Sounding Sea ;” another effort !
your tribe are near in full array, and armed
for the war dance 5 their tricndly ranksare

E
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your refuge ; run! run! On came the head-
long race. 'When within about thirty yards of
the place where our tribe was now formed
in a solid oblong, each man kneeling on one
knee, with musket held in both hands, butt to
ground, and somewhat sloped to the front,
the pursuing native caught at the shoulder
of our man, touched it, but could do no more.
Here he must stop ;- to go farther would not
be “correct.” He will, however, boast every-
where that he has touched the shoulder of
the famous “ Sounding Sea.” Our man has
not, however, been caught, which would have
been a bad omen. At this moment the
charging column comes thundering up to
where their man is standing ; instantly they
all kneel upon one knee, holding their guns
sloped before their faces, in the manner
already described. The clite of the two tribes
are now opposite to each other,” all armed,
all kneeling, and formed in two solid oblong
masses, the narrow end of the oblong to the
front. Only thirty yards divide them; the
front ranks do not gaze on each other; both
parties turn their eyes towards the ground,
and with heads bent downwards, and a little
to one side, appear to listen.  Allis silence ;
you might have heard a pin drop.  The
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uproar has turned to a calm; the men are
kneeling statues; the chiefs have disap-
peared ; they are in the ecentre of their
tribes. The pakeha is beginning to wonder
what will be the end of all this; and
also to speculate on the efficacy of the buck
shot with whieh his gun 1s loaded, and
wishes 1t was ball. Two minutes have elapsed
in this solemn silence, the more remarkable
as being the first quiet two minutes for the
last two days and nights. Suddenly from the
extreme rear of the strangers’ colunm is
heard a scream—a horrid yell. A savage, of
herculean stature, comes, mere in hand, and
rushing madly to the front. He seems hunted
by all the furies. Bedlam never produced so
horrid a visage.  Thrice, as he advances,
he gives that horrid cry; and thrice the
armed tribe give answer with a long-drawn
gasping sigh.  He 1s at the front ; he jumps
mto the air, shaking his stone weapon ; the
whites only of his eyes are visible, giving
a most hideous appearance to his face; he
shouts the first words of the war song,
and instantly his tribe sping  from  the
ground. Tt would be hard to describe the
scene which followed.  The roaring chorus of
the war song; the horrid grimaces ;. the jeves

y
E2
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all white ; the tongues hanging out; the
furious yet measured and uniform gesticu-
lation, jumping, and stamping. 1 felt the
ground plainly trembling. At last the war
dance ended ; and then my tribe, (I find I
am already beginning to get Maorified,)
starting from the ground like a single man,
endeavoured to out-do even their amiable
friends’ exhibition. They end ; then the new-
comers perform another demon dance; then
my tribe give another. Silence again pre-
vails, and all sit down. Immediately a man
from the new arrivals comes to the front of
his own party ; he runs to and fro ; he speaks
for his tribe ; these are his words :—¢ Peace
is made ! peace is made ! peace is firm ! peace
is secure ! peace ! peace ! peace!”
is not a person of any particular consequence
in his tribe, but his brother was killed by our
people in the battle I have mentioned, and
this gives him the right to be the first to
proclaim peace. His speech is ended and he
“falls in.” Some three or four others
“follow on the same side.” "Their speeches
are short also, and nearly verbatim what the
first was. Then who of all the world starts
forth from ¢ ours,” to speak on the side of
“lJaw and order,” but my diabolical old

This man
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acquaintance the “ Relation Eater.” T had
by this time picked up a little Maori, and
could partly understand his speech. “ Wel-
come! welcome! welcome! peace is made!
not till now has there been true peace! I
have seen you, and peace is made!” Here
he broke out into a song, the chorus of which
was taken up by hundreds of voices, and
when it ended he made a sudden and very
expressive gesture of scattering something
with his hands, which was a signal to all
present that the ceremonial was at an end for
the time.  Our tribe at once disappeared into
the pa, and at the same instant the strangers
broke mnto a seattered mob, and made for the
long shed which had been prepared for their
reception, which was quite large enough, and
the floor covered thickly with clean rushes to
sleep on.  About fifty or sixty then started
for the border of the forest to bring their
clothes and bagoage, which had been left
there as incumbrances to the movements of
the performers in the ceremonials I have
deseribed.  Part, however, of the “impedi-
menta” had already arrived on the backs
of about thirty boys, women, and old
slaves ; and 1 noticed amongst other things
some ; casks - of eartridges, . which, -were; as
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I thought, rather ostentatiously exposed to
view.

I soon found the reason my friend of
saturnine propensities had closed proceedings
so abruptly was, that the tribe had many
pressing duties of hospitality to fulfil, and
that the heavy talking was to commence next
day. I noticed also that to this time there
had been no meeting of the chiefs, and, more-
over, that the two parties had kept strictly
separate—the nearest they had been to each
other was thirty yards when the war dancing
was going on, and they seemed quite glad,
when the short speeches were over, to move
off to a greater distance from each other.

Soon after the dispersion of the two
parties, a firing of muskets was heard in
and at the rear of the fort, accompanied by
the squeaking, squealing, and dying groans
of a whole herd of pigs. Directly afterwards
a mob of fellows were seen staggering under
the weight of the dead pigs, and proceeding
to the long shed already mentioned, in front
of which they were flung down, sans-cere-
monie, and without a word spoken. I
counted sixty-nine large fat pigs flung in
one heap, one on the top of the other,
before that part of the shed where the
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principal chief was sitting; twelve were
thrown before the interesting savage who
had “started” the war dance; and several
single porkers were thrown without any
remark before certain others of the guests.
The parties, however, to whom this compli-
ment was paid sat quietly saying nothing,
and hardly appearing to see what was done.
Behind the pigs was placed, by the active
exertion of two or three hundred people, a
heap of potatoes and kwmera, in quantity
about ten tons, so there was no want of the
raw material for a feast.

The pigs and potatoes having been de-
posited, a train of women appeared—the
whole, indeed, of the young and middle-aged
women ot the tribe, They advanced with a
half-dancing half-hopping sort of step, to the
time of a wild but not unmusical chant,
cach woman holding high in both hands a
smoking dish of some kind or other of Maori
delicaey, hot from the oven. The ground-
work of this feast appeared to be sweet
potatoes and taro, but on the top of each
smoking mess was placed either dried shark,
cels, mullet, or pork, all “piping hot.”  This
treat was intended to stay our guests’
stomachs_till they could find time to cook
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for themselves. The women having placed the
dishes, or to speak more correctly, baskets,
on the ground before the shed, disappeared ;
and in a miraculously short time the feast
disappeared also, as was proved by seeing the
baskets flung in twos, threes, and tens, empty
out of the shed.

Next day, pretty early in the morning, 1
saw our chief, (as I must call him for dis-
tinction) with a few of the principal men of
the tribe, dressed in their best Maori cos-
tume, taking their way towards the shed
of the visitors. When they got pretty near,
a cry of haere mav! hailed them. They went
on gravely, and observing where the principal
chief was seated, our chief advanced towards
him, fell upon his neck embracing him in the
most affectionate manner, commenced a tangt,
or melancholy sort of ditty, which lasted a
full half hour, and during which, both parties,
as n duty bound and in compliance with
custom, shed floods of tears. How they
managed to do it is more than I can tell to
this day, except that I suppose you may train
a man to do anything. Right well do I
know that either party would have almost
given his life for a chance to exterminate
the other with all his tribe ; and twenty-seven
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years afterwards I saw the two tribes fighting
in the very quarrel which was pretended to
have been made up that day. Before this,
however, both these chiefs were dead, and
others reigned in their stead. While the
tangi was going on between the two prin-
cipals, the companions of our chief each
selected one of the visitors, and rushing mnto
his arms, went .through a similar scene.  Old
“Relation Eater” singled out the horrific
savage who had began the war dance, and
these two tender-hearted individuals did, for a
full halt hour, seated on the ground, hanging
on cach other’s necks, give vent to such a
chorus of skilfully modulated howling as would
have given Momus the blue devils to listen to.

After the tunyi was ended, the two tribes
seated themselves i a large irregular crele
on the plain, and to this cirele strode an
orator, who, having said his say, was followed
by another, and so the greater part of the day
was consumed. No arms were to be seen in
the hands of either party, except the green-
stone mere of the principal chiefs ; but I took
notice that about thirty of our people never
left the nearest gate of the pa, and that their
loaded muskets, although out of sight, were
close at hand, standing against the fence
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ingide the gate, and I also perceived that
under their cloaks or mats they wore their
cartridge boxes and tomahawks. This caused
me to observe the other party more closely.
They also, I perceived, had some forty men
sleeping in the shed ; these fellows had not
removed their cartridge boxes either, and all
their companions’ arms were carcfully ranged
behind them in a row, six or seven deep,
against the back wall of the shed.

The speeches of the orators were not very
interesting, so I took a stroll to a little rising
groundat about ahundred yards distance, where
a company of natives, better dressed than com-
mon, were seated. They had the best sort of
ornamented cloaks, and had feathers in their
heads, which I already knew ‘commoners”
could not afford to wear, as they were only to
be procured some hundreds of miles to the
south. I therefore concluded these were
magnates or “personages” of some kind or
other, and determined to introduce myself.
As 1 approached, one of these splendid, indi-
viduals nodded to me in a very familiar sort
of manner, and I, not to appear rude, returned
the salute. 1 stepped into the cirele formed
by my new friends, and had just commenced
a tena koutou, when a breeze of wind came
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sighing along the hill-top. My friend nodded
again,—his cloak blew to one side. "What do
1 see ?—or rather what do I not see? The
head has 1o body under it!  The heads had
all been stuck on slender rods, a cross stick
tied on to represent the shoulders, and the
cloaks thrown over all in such a natural man-
ner as to deceive anyone at a short distance,
but a green pakeha, who was not expecting
any such matter, to a certainty. I fell back a
yard or two, so as to take a full view of this
silent circle. T began to feel as if at last 1
had fallen into strange company. I hegan to
look more closely at my companions, and to
try to fancy what their characters in life had
been.  One had undoubtedly been a warrior ;
there was something bold and defiant about
the whole air of the head.  Another was the
head of a very old man, grey, shrivelled, and
wrinkled. | was going on with my observa-
tions when I was saluted by a volee from
behind with, “ Looking at the eds, sir 7 1t
was one of the pakehas formerly mentioned.
“Yes,” said I, turning round just the least
possible thing quicker than ordinary, ¢ Eds
has been a getting scarce,” savs he.  “1
should think =0,” says 1.  “ We an't ad a ed
this long time,” says he.  “The devil I” says
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I. “One o them eds has been hurt bad,”
says he. “I should think all were, rather
s0,” says 1. “Oh no, only one on ’em,” says
he, “the skull is split, and it won’t fetch
nothin,” says he. “ Oh, murder! I see, now,”
says 1. “Eds was werry scarce,” says he,
shaking his own “ed.” “Ah! said 1.
“They had to tattoo a slave a bit ago,”
says he, “and the villain ran away, tattooin’
and all I” says he. “ What ?” said I. “ Bolted
afore he was fit to kill,” says he. “ Stole off
with his own head ?” says I.  “That’s justit,”
says he. “ Cupital felony!” says I.  “You
may say that, sir,” says he. “Good morn-
ing,” said 1. T walked away pretty smartly.
“Loose notions about heads in this country,”
sald I to myself ; and involuntarily putting up
my hand to my own, I thought somehow the
bump of combativeness felt smaller, or indeed
had vanished altogether. “It's all very
funny,” said I.

I walked down into the plain. I saw in
one place a crowd of women, boys, and others.
There was a great noise of lamentation going
on. 1 went up to the crowd, and there be-
held, lying on a clean mat, which was spread
on the ground, another head. A number of
women were standing in a row before it,
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screaming, wailing, and quivering their hands
about in a most extraordinary manner, and
cutting themselves dreadfully with sharp flints
and shells. One old woman, in the centre of
the group, was one clot of blood from head to
feet, and large clots of coagulated blood lay
on the ground where she stood. The sight
was absolutely horrible, I thought at the
time. She was singing or howling a dirge-like
wail.  Tn her right hand she held a piece of
tuhua, or voleanie glass, as sharp as a razor:
this she placed deliberately to her left wrist,
drawing it slowly upwards to her left shoulder,
the spouting blood following as 1t went;
then from the left shoulder downwards, across
the breast to the short ribs on the right side ;
then the rude but keen kumife was shifted
from the right hand to the left, placed to
the right wrist, drawn upwards to the right
shoulder, and so down across the breast to
the left side, thus making a bloody cross on
the breast ; and so the operation went on all
the time [ was there, the old creaturve all
the time howling m time and measure,
and keeping time also with the knife, which
at every cut was shifted from one hand to the
other, as I have deseribed.  She had  scored
her forehead and cheeks before 1 came; Ler
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face and body was a mere clot of blood, and
a little stream was dropping from every finger
—a more hideous object could scarcely be
conceived. I took notice that the younger
women, though they screamed as loud, did
not cut near so deep as the old woman, espe-
cially about the face.

This custom has been falling gradually out
of use; and when practised now, in these
degenerate times, the cutting and maiming is
mere form, mere scratching to draw enough
blood to swear by: but, in ‘“the good old
times,” the thing used to be done properly.
I often, of late years, have felt quite indig-
nant to see some degenerate hussey making
believe with a piece of flint in her hand, but
who had no notion of cutting herself up
properly as she ought to do. It shews a
want of natural affection in the present gene-
ration, 1 think ; they refuse to shed tears of
blood for their friends as their mothers used
to do.

This head, T found on enquiry, was not
the head of an enemy. A small party of
our friends had been surprised ; two brothers
were flying for their lives down a hill-side ;
a shot broke the leg of one of them and he
fell ; the enemy were close at hand ; already
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the exulting cry “nc! na ! mate rawa !” was
heard ; the wounded man cried to the brother
“Do not leave my head a plaything for the
foe.”  There was no time for deliberation.
The brother did not deliberate ; a few slashes
with the tomahawk saved his brother’s head,
and he escaped with it in his hand, dried it,
and brought it home; and the old woman
was the mother,—the young ones were
cousins.  There was no sister, as I heard,
when [ enquired. All the heads on the hill
were heads of enemies, and several of them
are now 1n museuns in Europe.

With reference to the knowing remarks of
the pakeha who accosted me on the hill on
the state of the head market, 1 am bound to
remark that my friend Mr. never specu-
lated in this ““article ;” but the skippers of
many of the colomal trading schooners were

always ready to deal with a man who had “a
real good head,” and used to commission such
men as my companion of the morning
to “pick up heads™ for them. It is a posi-
tive fact that some time after this the head
of a live man was sold and pad tor be-
forchand, and afterwards honestly dehvered
““as per agreement. ”

The scoundrel slave who had the conscience
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to run away with his own head after the
trouble and expense had bheen gone to to
tattoo it to make it more valuable, is no fiction
either. Even in “the good old times” people
would sometimes be found to behave in the
most dishonest manner. But there are good
and bad to be found in all times and places.

Now if there is one thing I hate more
than another it is the raw-head-and-bloody-
bones style of writing, and in these random
reminiscences I shall avoid all particular
mention of battles, massacres, and onslaughts,
except there be something particularly char-
acteristic of my friend the Maori in them.
As for mere hacking and hewing, there has
been enough of that to be had in Hurope,
Asia, and America of late, and very well
described too, by numerous “our correspon-
dents.” If 1 should have to fight a single
combat or two, just to please the ladies, T
shall do 1y best not to get killed, and hereby
promise not to kill anyone myself if I pos-
sibly can help it. I, however, hope to be
excused for the last two or three pages, as
it was necessary to point out that in the
good old times, if one’s own head was not
sufficient, it was quite practicable to get
another.
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I must, however, get rid of our visitors.
Next day, at daylight, they disappeared :
canoes from their own tribe had come to meet
them, (the old woman with the flint had arri-
ved in these canoes,) and they departed sais-
ceremonte, taking with them all that was left
of the pigs and potatoes which had been
given them, and also the “fine lot of eds.”
Their departure was felt as a great relief]
and though it was satisfactory to know peace
was made, 1t was even more so to be well rid
of the peacemakers.

Hail, lovely peace, daughter of heaven !
meek-eyed inventor of Armstrong guns and
Enficld rifles; you of the hquid-fire-shell,
hail I Shooter at “bulls™-eyes,” trainer of
battalions, killer ot wooden Frenchmen, hail !
(A bit of fine writing does one good.)
Nestling under thy wing, T will serape sharp
the point of my spear with a pips shell ; 1
will carry fern-root into my pa; 1 will cure
those heads which I have killed in war, or
they will spoil and “won’t fetch nothin”: for
these ave thy arts, O peace!
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A LITTLE AFFAIR OF “FLOTSAM AND JETSAM ’—REBEL-
LION CRUSHED IN THE BUD —A PAKEHA'S HOUSE
SACKED—MAORI LAW-——A MAORI LAW SUIT—AFFAIR
THROWN INTO CHANCERY.

Pakenas, though precious in the good old
times, would sometimes get into awkward
scrapes. Accidents, I have observed, will hap-
pen at the best of times. Some time after the
matters I have been recounting happened,
two of the pakehas who were ‘“knocking
about” Mr. —— premises, went fishing. One
of them was a very respectable old man-of-
war’s man ; the other was the connoisseur of
heads, who, T may as well mention, was
thought to be one of that class who never
could remember to a nicety how they had
come into the country, or where they came
from. It so happened that on their return,
the little boat, not being well fastened, went
adrift in the night, and was cast on shore
at about four miles distance, in the dominions
of a petty chief who was a sort of vassal or
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retainer of ours. He did not belong to the
tribe, and lived on the land by the permission
of our chief as a sort of tenant at will. Of late
an ill-feeling had grown up between him and
the principal chief. The vassal had in fact
begun to show some airs of independence, and
had collected more men about him than our
chief cared to sec; but up to this time there
had been no-regular outbreak between them,
possibly because the vassal had not yet sufli-
cient force to declare independence formally.
Our chief was however watching for an excuse
to fall out with him before he should grow
too strong. As soon as it was heard where
the boat was, the two men went for it as :
matter of course, little thinking that this
encroaching vassal would have the insolence
to elaim the night of “flotsam and jetsam,”
which belonged to the principal chief, and
which was always waived in favour of his
pakchas.  On arrival, however, at this rebel-
lious chief’s dominions, they were informed
that it was his intention to stick to the boat
until he was paid a “stocking of gunpow-
der”—meaning a quantity as much as a
stocking would hold, which was the regular
standard measure in those days in that
locality. A stocking of gunpowder! who ever

148
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heard of such an awful imposition? The
demand was enormous in value and rebellious
* in principle. The thing must be put an end
to at once. The principal chief did not hesi-
tate : rebellion must be crushed in the bud.
He at once mustered his whole force, (he did
not approve of “little wars,”) and sent them
off under the command of the Relation Eater,
who served an ejectment in regular Maori
form, by first plundering the village and then
burning it to ashes ; also destroying the culti-
vation and provisions, and forcing the vassal
to decamp with all his people on pain of
instant massacre—a thing they did not lose a
moment in doing, and I don’t think they
either eat or slept till they had got fifty miles
off, where a tribe related to them received
them and gave them a welcome.

Well, about three months after this, about
daylight in the morning, I was aroused by a
great uproar of men shouting, doors smash-
ing, and women screaming. Up 1 jumped,
and pulled on a few clothes in less time, I am
sure, that ever I had done before in my life ;
out I ran, and at once perceived -that Mr. —
premises were being sacked by the rebellious
vassal, who had returned with about fifty
men, and was taking this means of revenging
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himself for the rough handling he had received
from our chief. Men were rushing in mad
haste through the smashed windows and
doors, loaded with anything and everything
they could lay hands on. The chief was
stamping against the door of a room in whieh
he was aware the most valuable goods were
kept, and shouting for help to break it open.
A large canoe was floating close to the house,
and was being rapidly filled with plunder. T
saw a fat old Maori woman, who was washer-
woman to the establishment, being dragged
along the ground by a huge fellow, who was
trying to tear from her grasp one of my shirts,
to which she clung with perfeet desperation.
I perceived at a glance that the faithful
old ereature would probably save a sleeve.
A long line of similar articles, my property,
which had graced the taiepa fence the night
before, had disappeared. The old man-of-
war’s man had placed his back exactly oppo-
site to that part of the said fence where
hung a eertain striped cotton shirt and well
serubbed ecanvas trowsers, which could belong
to no one but himself. Tle was “hitting
out” lustily right and left. Mr. —— had been
absent some days on a journey, and the head
merchant,-as we found after all.was over, was
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hiding under a bed. When the old sailor
saw me, he “sang out,” in a voice clear as a
bell, and calculated to be distinctly heard
above the din :—“Hit out, sir, if you please ;
let’s make a fight of it the best we can; our
mob will be here in five minutes; Tahuna
has run to fetch them.” While he thus gave
both advice and information, he also set a
good example, having delivered just one
thump per word or thereabouts. The odds
were terrible, but the time was short that I
was required to fight ; so I at once floored a
native who was rushing by me. He fell like
a man shot, and I then perceived he was one
of our own people who had been employed
about the place; so, to balance things, I
knocked down another, and then felt myself
seized round the waist from behind, by a
fellow who seemed to be about as strong as a
horse. At this moment I cast an anxious
glance around the field of battle. The old
Maori woman had, as I expected, saved a
good half of my shirt ; she had got on the top
of an out-house, and was waving 1t in a
“Sister Anne” sort of manner, and calling
to an imaginary friendly host, which she pre-
tended to see advancing to the rescue. The
old sailor had fallen under, but not sur-
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rendered to, superior force. Three natives
had got him down ; but it took all they could
do to keep him down : he was evidently carry-
ing out his original idea of making a fight of
it, and gaining time ;—the striped shirt and
canvas trowsers still hung proudly on the
tence. None of ‘his assailants could spare a
seccond to pull them down. I was kicking
and flinging in the endeavour to extricate
myself ; or, at least to turn round, so as to
carry out a “face to face” poliecy, which it
would be a grand mistake to suppose was
not understood long ago in the good old
times. T had nearly sueceeded, and was
thinking what particular form of destruetion I
should shower on the foe, when a tremendous
shout was heard. It was “our mob” coming
to the rescue ; and, like heroes of old, “send-
ing their voice before them.” In an instant
both myself and the gallant old tar were
released ; the enemy dashed on board their
eanoe, and in another moment were off, dart-
ing away before a gale of wind and a fair tide
at a rate that put half a mile at least between
them and us before our protectors came up.
“Load the gun!” cried the sailor—(there
was a nine pound carronade on the cliff before
the house, overlooking the river). A cartridge
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was soon found, and a shot, and the gun
loaded. “Slew her a little,” cried my now
commander ; “fetch a fire stick.” “ Aye,
aye, sir” (from self). “Wait a little; that will
do—Fire!”—(in a voice as if ordering the
discharge of the whole broadside of a three-
decker). Bang! The elevation was perfectly
correct. The shot struck the water at exactly
the right distance, and only a few feet to one
side. A very few feet more to the right and
the shot would have entered the stern of the
canoe, and, as she was end on to us, would
have killed half the people in her. A miss,
however, is as good as a mile off. The canoe
disappeared behind a point, and there we
were with an army of armed friends around
us, who, by making great expedition, had
managed to come exactly in time to be too
late.

This was a tana mure (a robbing expedi-
tion) in revenge for the leader having been
cleaned out by our chief, which gave them
the right to rob any one connected with,
related to, or under the protection of, our
chief aforesaid, provided always that they
were able. We, on the other hand, had the
clear right to kill any of the robbers, which
would then have given them the right to kill
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us; but until we killed some of them, it
would not have been “corrcet” for them to
have taken life, so they managed the thing
neatly, so that they should have no occasion
to do so. The whole proceeding was un-
objectionable in every respect, and tike
(correct). Had we put in our nine-pound
shot at the stern of their canoe, it would
have been correct also, but as we were not
able, we had no right whatever to complain.

The above is good law, and here T may as
well inform the New Zealand public that T
am going to write the whole law of this land
in a book, which I shall call “Ko nga ture;”
and as I intend it for the good of both
races, I shall mix the two languages up in
such a way that neither can understand ; but
this does mnot matter, as [ shall add a
“galossary,” in Coptic, to make things clear.

Some time after this, a little meident
happened at my friend Mr. —— place worth
noting. Our chief had, for some time back,
a sort of dispute with another magnate, who
lived about ten miles off. I really cannot
say who was in the right—the arguments
on both sides were so nearly balanced, that I
should not like to commit myself to a judg-
ment in the case, The question was at last
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brought to a fair hearing at my friend’s house.
The arguments on both sides were very
forcible, so much so that in the course of the
arbitration our chief and thirty of his principal
witnesses were shot dead in a heap before my
friend’s door, and sixty others badly wounded,
and my friend’s house and store blown up
and burnt to ashes. My friend was all but,
or indeed, quite ruined, but it would not have
been “correct” for him to complain—/his loss
in goods being far over-balanced by the loss
of the trithe in men. He was, however,
consoled by hundreds of friends who came in
large parties to condole and tang: with him,
and who, as was quite correct in such cases,
shot and eat all his stock, sheep, pigs, goats,
ducks, geese, fowls, &c., all in high compli-
ment to himself, at which he felt proud, as a
well conducted and conditioned pakeha Maori
(as he was) should do. He did not, however,
survive these honours long, poor fellow. He
died, and strange to say, no one knew exactly
what was the matter with him—some said it
was the climate, they thought.

After this the land about which this little
misunderstanding had arisen, was, so to speak,
thrown into chancery, where it has now re-
mained about forty years; but I hear that
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proceedings are to commence de noro (no
allusion to the “new system”) next summer,
or at farthest the summer after; and as 1
witnessed the first proceedings, when the case
comes on again “may I be there to see.



CHAPTER V.

EVERY ENGLISHMAN'S IHOUSE IS HIS CASTLE — MY ESTATE
AND CASTLE—HOW I PURCHASED MY ESTATE—NATIVE
TITLES TO LAND, OF WHAT NATURE—VALUE OF LAND
IN NEW ZEALAND-—LAND COMMISSIONERS— THE TRI-
UMPIIS OF ELOQUENCE—MAGNA CHARTA.

“ Every Englishman’s house is his castle,”
“] scorn the foreign yoke,” and glory in the
name of Briton, and all that. The natural
end, however, of all castles is to be burnt or
blown up. In England it is true you can
call the constable, and should any foreign
power attack you with grinding organ and
white mice, you may hope for succours from
without, from which cause “castles” in Eng-
land are more long lived. In New Zealand,
however, it is different, as, to the present
day, the old system prevails, and castles con-
tinue to be disposed of in the natural way, as
has been seen lately at Taranaki.

I now purchased a picce of land and built
a “castle” for myself. I really can’t tell to
the present day who I purchased the land
from, for there were about fifty different
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claimants, every one of whom assured me
that the other forty-nine were “humbugs,”
and had no right whatever. The nature of
the different titles of the different claimants
were various. One man said his ancestors
had killed off the first owners; another de-
clared his ancestors had driven off the second
party ; another man, who seemed to be
listened to with more respect than ordinary,
deeclared that his ancestor had been the first
possessor of all, and had never been ousted,
and that this ancestor was a huge lizard that
lived in a cave on the land many ages ago,
and sure enough there was the eave to prove
it. Besides the principal claims there were

a
sort of latent equities— which had lain
dormant until it was known the pakeha had
his eye on the land. Some of them seemed
to me at the time odd enough. One man
required payment because lis aneestors, as
he affirmed, had exercised the right of cateh-
ing rats on it, but which he (the clannant)
had never done, for the best of reasons, t.e.,
there were no rats to catch, exeept indeed
pakeha rats, which were plenty enough,
but this variety of rodent was not counted
as game. Another claimed beeause his

an immense number of secondary ones
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grandfather had been murdered on the
land, and—as T am a veracious pakeha—
another claimed payment because his grand-
father had committed the murder! Then
half the country claimed payments of various
value, from one fig of tobacco to a musket,
on account of a certain wahe tapu, or
anclent burying-ground, which was on the
land, and in which every one almost had had
relations or rather ancestors buried, as they
could clearly make out, in old times, though
no one had been deposited in it for about two
hundred years, and the bones of the others
had been (as they said) removed long ago to
a torere in the mountains. It seemed an
awkward circumstance that there was some
difference of opinion as to where this same
waht tapu was situated, being, and lying, for
in case of my buying the land it was stipu-
lated that I should fence it round and make
no use of it, although I had paid for it. (I,
however, have put off fencing till the exact
boundaries have been made out; and indeed
I don’t think I shall ever be called on to do
so, the fencing proviso having been made,as 1
now believe, to give a stronger look of reality
to the existence of the sacred spot, it having
been observed that I had some doubts on the
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subject. No mention was ever made of it
after the payments had been all made, and
so I think I may venture to affirm that the
existence of the said wali tapu is of very
doubtful authenticity, though it certainly cost
me a round “lot of trade.”) There was one
old man who obstinately persisted in de-
claring that he, and he alone, was the sole and
rightful owner of the land ; he seemed also to
have a “fixed idea” about certain barrels of
gunpowder ; but as he did not prove his claim
to my satisfaction, and as he had no one to
back him, I of course gave him nothing ; he
nevertheless demanded the gunpowder about
once a month for five-and-twenty years, till
at last he died of old age, and [ am now a
landed proprietor, clear of all claims and de-
mands, and have an undeniable right to hold
my estate as long as ever 1 am able.

It took about three months’ negotiation
before the purchase of the land could be
made ; and, indeed, 1 at one time gave up the
idea, as 1 found it quite impossible to decide
who to pay. If I paid one party, the others
vowed I should never have possession, and to
pay all seemed impossible ; so at last T let
all parties know that I had made up my mind
not, to have the land. This, however, turned



80 OLD NEW ZEALAND,

out to be the first step I had made in the
right direction; for, thereupon, all the dif-
ferent claimants agreed amongst themselves
to demand a ecertain quantity of goods, and
divide them amongst themselves afterwards.
I was glad of this, for T wished to buy the
land, as I thought, in case I should ever take
a trip to the “colonies,” 1t would look well
to be able to talk of “my estate in New
Zealand.” The day being now come on
which I was to make the payment, and all
parties present, I then and there handed over
to the assembled mob the price of the land,
consisting of a great lot of blankets, muskets,
tomahawks, tobacco, spades, axes, &ec., &e.;
and received in return a very dirty piece of
paper with all their marks on it, I having
written the terms of transfer on it in English
to my own perfect satisfaction. The cost per
acre to me was, as near as can be, about five
and a half times what the samme quantity of
land would have cost me at the same time in
Tasmania ; but this was not of much import-
ance, as the value of land in New Zealand
then, and indeed now, being chiefly imaginary,
one could just as easily suppose it to be of a
very great value as a very small one; I there-
fore did not complain of the cost.
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While I am on the subject of land and land
titles, I may as well here mention that many
years after the purchase of my land I received
notice to appear before certain persons called
“ Land Commissioners,” who were part and
parcel of the new inventions which had come
up soon after the arrival of the first governor,
and which are still a trouble to the land. 1
was informed that I must appear and prove
my title to the land I have mentioned, on
pain of forfeiture of the same. Now 1 could
not see what right any one could have to
plague me in this way, and if I had had no
one but the commissioners and two or three
hundred men of their tribe to deal with, 1
should have put my pa in fichting order,
and told them to “come on;” for before
this time 1 had had occasion to build a pa,
(a little misunderstanding,) and being a re-
gularly naturalised member of a strong tribe,
could raise men to defend it at the shortest
notice.  But somechow these people had
cunningly managed to mix up the name
of Queen Vietoria, God bless her! (no
disparagement to King Potatau) in the matter ;
and I, though a pakeha Maori, am a loyal
subject to her Majesty, and will stick up

and fight for her as long as ever I can
G
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muster a good imitation of courage or a
leg to stand upon. This being the case, I
made a very unwilling appearance at the
court, and explained and defended my title to
the land in an oration of four hours’ and a half
duration ; and which, though I was much out
of practice, I flatter myself was a good speci-
men of English rhetoric, and which, for its
own merits as well as for another reason
which I was not aware of at the time, was
listened to by the court with the greatest
patience. When I had concluded, and having
been asked “if I had .any more to say ?” I
saw the commissioner beginning to count my
words, which had been all written I suppose
in short hand ; and having ascertained how
many thousand I had spoken, he handed me a
bill, in which I was charged by the word, for
every word I had spoken,at the rate of one
farthing and one twentieth per word. O,
Cicero! Oh, Demosthenes! Oh, Pitt, Fox,
Burke, Sheridan! Oh, Daniel O’Connell !
what would have become of you, if such a
‘stopper had been clapt on your jawing
tackle? Fame would never have cracked her
trumpet, and “ Dan” would never have raised
the »nt. TFor my part I have never re-
covered the shock. T have since that time
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become taciturn, and have adopted a Spartan
brevity when forced to speak, and I fear 1
shall never again have the full swing of my
mother tongue. Besides this, I was charged
ten shillings each for a little army of witnesses
who I had brought by way of being on the
sure side—five shillings a head for calling
them into court, and five more for “examin-
ing” them ; said examination consisting of
one question each, after which they were told
to “be offt.” *I do believe had 1 brought up
a whole tribe, as I had thoughts of doing, the
commissioners would not have minded ex-
amining them all. They were, I am bound
to say, very civil and polite ; one of them told
nme I was “a damned, infernal, clever fellow,
and he should like to see a good many more
like me.” I hope I am not getting tedious,
but this business made such an impression on
me, that I can’t help being too prolix, perhaps,
when describing it. [ have, however, often
since that time had my doubts whether the
Queen (God bless her) got the money or
knew half as much of the affair as they
wanted to make out. I doi’t believe it.
Our noble Queen would be clean above such
a proceeding ; and 1 mean to say its against
Magna Charta, it is!  “Justice shall not he
¢2
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sold,” saith Magna Charta ; and if it's not
selling justice to make a loyal pakeha Maori
pay for every word he speaks when defending
his rights in a court of justice, 1 don’t
know what is.

‘Well, to make matters up, they after some
time gave me a title for my land (as if I had
not one before) ; but then, after some years,
they made me give it back again, on purpose,
as they said, that they might give me a better !
But since that time several ntore years have
passed, and I have not got it; so, as these
things are now all the fashion, “I wish I
may get it.”



CHAPTER VI

1HIOW 1 KEPT HOUSE — MAORI FREEBOOTERS — AN UGLY
CUSTOMER — THE ‘“SUAVITER IN MODO”’ — A SINGLE
COMBAT TO AMUSE THE LADIES— THE TRUE MAORI
GENTLEMAN—CHARACTER OF THE MAORI PEOPLE.

I NEVER yet could get the proper knack of
telling a story. Here 1 am now, a good forty
years ahead of where T ought to be, talking
of “title deeds” and “land commissioners,”
things belonging to the new and deplorable
state of affairs which began when this country
became “a DBritish colony and possession,”
and also “one of the brightest jewels in the
British crown.” 1 must go back.

Having purchased my “estate,” 1 set up
housekeeping. My house was a good com-
modious raupo building ; and as I had a
princely income of a few hundred a year “in
trade,” 1 kept house in a very magnificent and
hospitable style. T kept always eight stout
paid Maori retainers, the pay being one fig of
tobacco per week, and their potatoes, which
was about as much more, Their duties were
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not heavy ; being chiefly to amuse themselves
fishing, wrestling, shooting pigeons, or pig-
hunting, with an occasional pull in the boat
when I went on a water excursion. Besides
these paid retainers, there was always about a
dozen hangers on, who considered themselves
a part of the establishment, and who, no doubt,
managed to live at my expense ; but as that
expense was merely a few hundred weight of
potatoes a week, and an odd pig now and then,
1t was not perceptible in the good old times.
Indeed these hangers on, as I call them, were
necessary ; for now and then, in those brave
old times, little experiments would be made
by certain Maori gentlemen of freebooting
propensities, and who were in great want of
“ British manufactures,” to see what conld be
got by bullying “ the pakeha,” and to whom a
good display of physical force was the only
argument worth notice. These gentry gencrally
came from a long distance, made a sudden
appearance, and, thanks to my faithful re-
tainers, who, as a matter of course, were all
bound to fight for me, though I should have
found it hard to get much work out of them,
made as sudden a retreat, though on one or
two occasions, when my standing army were
accidentally absent, I had to do battle single
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handed. 1 think I have promised somewhere
that 1 would perform a single combat for the
amusement of the ladies, and so I may as well
do it now as at any other time. 1 shall,
therefore, recount a little affair 1 had with
one of these gentry, as it is indeed quite
necessary 1 should, if I am to give any true
idea of “the good old times.” 1 must, how-
ever, protest against the misdeeds of a few ruf.
fians—human wolves—being charged against
the whole of their countrymen. At the time
1 am speaking of, the only restraint on such
people was the fear of retaliation, and the con-
sequence was, that often a dare-devil savage
would run a long career of murder, robbery,
and outrage, before meeting with a check,
simply from the terror he mspired, and the
“luck” which often accompanies outrageous
daring. At a time, however, and in a country
like New Zealand, where every man was a
fighting man or nothing, these desperadoes,
sooner or later, came to grief, being at last
mvariably shot, or run through the body, by
some sturdy frecholder, whose rights they had
mvaded. T had two friends staying with me,
young men who had come to see me from the
neighbouring colonies, and to take a summer
tour in New Zealand; and it so happened
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that no less than three times during my
absence from home, and when I had taken
almost all my people along with me, my castle
had been invaded by one of the most notorious
ruffians who had ever been an impersonation
of, or lived by, the law of force. This inter-
esting specimen of the genus homo had, on the
last of these visits, demanded that my friends
should hand over to him one pair of blankets ;
but as the prospectus he produced, with
respect to payment, was not at all satisfactory,
my friends declined to enter into the specula-
tion, the more particularly as the blankets
were mine. QOur freebooting acquaintance
then, to explain his views more clearly,
knocked both my friends down ; threatened
to kill them both with his tomahawk ; then
rushed into the bed-room, dragged out all
the bed-clothes, and burnt them on the
kitchen fire.

This last affair was rather displeasing to me.
I Leld to the theory that every Englishman’s
house was his castle, and was moreover rather
savage at my guests having been so roughly
‘handled. T in fact began to feel that though
I had up to this time managed to hold my
own pretty well, I was at last in danger of
falling under the imposition of “ black mail,”
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and losing my status as an independent
potentate—a rangatira of the first water. 1
then and there declared loudly that it was
well for the offender that I had not been at
home, and that if ever he tried his tricks with
me he would find out his mistake. These
declarations of war, I perceived, were heard
by my men in a sort of incredulous silence,
(silence in New Zealand gives dis-sent,) and
though the fellows were stout ehaps, who
would not mind a row with any ordinary
mortal, I verily believe they would have all
ran at the first appearance of this redoubted
ruffian. Indeed his antecedents had been
such as might have almost been their excuse.
He had killed several men in fair fight, and
had also—as was well known—ecommitted two
most diabolical murders, one of which was on
his own wife, a fine young woman; whose
brains he blew out at half a second’s notice
for no further provocation than this :—he was
sitting in the verandah of his house, and told
her to bring him a light for his pipe. She,
being occupied in domestic affairs, said,
“can’t you fetch it vourself, I am going for
water.”  She had the calibash @ her hand
and their infant child on her back. He
snatched up his gun and instantly shot her
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dead on the spot; and I had heard him
afterwards describing quite coolly the comical
way in which her brains had been knocked
out by the shot with which the gun was
loaded. He also had, for some trifling provo-
cation, lopped off the arm of his own brother
or cousin, I forget which, and was, altogether,
from his tremendous bodily strength and utter
insensibility to danger, about as “ugly a
customer” as one would care to meet.

I am now describing a regular Maori
ruffian of the good old times, the natural
growth of a state of society wherein might
was to a very great extent right, and where
bodily strength and courage were almost the
sole qualities for which a man was respected
or valued. He was a bullet-headed, scowl-
ing, bow-legged, broad-shouldered, herculean
savage, and all these qualifications combined
made him unquestionably “a great rangatira,”
and, as he had never been defeated, his manc
was 1n full force.

A few weeks after the affair of the blankets,
as I was sitting all alone reading a Sydney
newspaper, which, being only a year old, was
highly intefesting, my friends and all my
natives having gone on an expedition to haul
a large fishing net, who should I see enter
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the room and squat down on the floor, as if
taking permanent possession, but the amiable
and highly interesting individual I have taken
so much trouble to describe. He said
nothing, but his posture and countenance
spoke whole volumes of defiance and mur-
derous intent. He had heard of the threats
I had made against him, and there he was,
let me turn him out if I dare. That was his
meaning,—there was no mistaking it.

I have all my life been an admirer of the
suaviter (n amodo, though it 1s quite out of
place in New Zealand. If you tell a man—
a Maori I mean—in a gentle tone of voice and
with a quiet manner that if he continues a
given line of conduct you will hegin to com-
mence to knock him down, he simply disbe-
lieves you, and thereby forces you to do that
which, if you could have persuaded yourself
to have spoken very uncivilly at first, there
would have been no occasion for. I have
seen many proofs of this, and though I have
done my best for many years to improve the
understanding of my Maori friends in this
particular, 1 find still there are but very few
who can understand at all how it is possible
that the suaviter in modo can be combined<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>